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Note to readers: Hi.! This is my very first published work. I'd like to mention two distinctly creative authors from Literotica, who made me want to type up a story in the first place. DocCIS and Iwroteathing. My writing style, which is a mixture of longform, slow-burn character study, is largely a direct result of reading the works of DocCIS. Him, and the erotic, yet melancholic encounters in many many, many unique situations from the deliciously wicked mind of Iwroteathing. This work is a direct inspiration from 'Queenfall' by Iwroteathing. Even long after reading it, I was left with a craving for more. Specifically the tension, and the complex chemistry between its two main characters. In the weeks followed, they grew in my mind, into Elanor and Agrafena. The Queen and the Horse Whisperer. They began telling me their encounters, their backstories, their dreams and hopes. And mostly about the way fate seemed to play with them. All I'm doing is taking notes.
If you enjoy this, chances are you already know my inspirations. If not please checkout their works. If you are into longer, episodic narratives, please give this one a try.
A Queen's Dilemma
The streets of the town of Templeton were unusually quiet, a strike contrast to the city famed for it's vibrant nightlife in the whole of the Imperial kingdom of Wolkenshire. Pavements and corners seemed deserted as the midnight moon lit up the cobbled roads against the silent night. The royals, ministers, vendors, workers, wives, virgins, courtesans and even most of the homeless were busy celebrating elsewhere, leaving the city to have a peaceful rest. And like from a dream of the streets, the clopping of a horse hoofs cut through the quiet. A wild dark horse galloped across the bridge and into the deserted streets. Upon the horse sat a young woman, her thick lush auburn hair trailing them, dancing in the wind. Her eyes were wide open in dread, her wrists chained to the horses neck and bosoms bouncing wildly, as her hips straddled the horse back. She was Elanor the Chaste, the Queen of Wolkenshire. The ruling monarch.
Riding through the streets of her subject city, she wasn't suppressing a civil war, catching up to the enemy, nor being chased by the bandits. Yet her panic wouldn't seem unreasonable for any lucky onlooker. For the Queen rode the dark beauty, a strike contrast to her complexion, clad in nothing but her frilly loin cloth. Which seemed more than translucent now, soaked in her own juices and sweat. A result of the constant straddling, the resulting ecstasy of which was her only relief in that state of panic. She hoped no one had stayed back at their homes or shops. She hoped the ones who did were long asleep, and didn't bother to check the noisy clopping. She saw the disbelief in one of the homeless vagrant who stood frozen at the corner. She saw his shock turned to a lustful grin, as her horse rode past, leaving him to his fantasies. This was the third tonight, and Elanor wasn't bothered about the possible gossips and rumors starting from a few feeble vagrants. What worried her was the possibility of eventually running into any of her own men patrolling the streets. And that despite her best efforts the mare showed no signs nor interest of stopping.
"This is a disaster." Elanor muttered to herself, still hyperventilating. Well aware of the futility, she could not help but wonder.
'How did she get here?!'
The Meeting
Two weeks before.
Elanor walked past the gates of the Cathedral. It's sacred ground beyond this point, so no more royal companions, nor weapons of any kind. There isn't much to worry about, she's here on a direct invitation from the High Priest, Bishop Benedictus Flavius himself. Her security had already swept the premises and additional guardrails had been put in place. It's been a week since their last meeting, when she had confided in him the current dilemma. The solution which hopefully awaited her inside.
She remembered the first time they met. Benedictus had officiated her wedding to King Barthomius, her one true love. King Barthomius Wolkenshire and Queen Elanor of Wolkenshire, the royal couple and soon to be ruling monarch. Barthomius had always looked up to the High Priest, which alone was enough for Elanor to confide in him. But that deep trust only fortified with what she saw in the Priest's eyes, the same look she grew up seeing in her own father. The look of unconditional goodwill. The blessing countenance of a proud old man.
As she walked past the visiting hallways to the High Priest's official chamber, she noticed the only other person in vicinity standing at a corner. It was a short young woman, impeccably dressed, lost in admiring the fresco that adorned the hall ceilings. That's when Elanor first met Bellatrix, the Horse whisperer. Or formally addressed as Lady Agrafena. Bellatrix was taken aback by the sheer grandness of the Cathedral, her first time inside the sacred grounds. Even though she had known Father Benedictus all her life, since he was a junior priest and her a little girl in his orphanage, she never realized how influential her benefactor truly was. This was all still a dream to her. So she didn't realize the Queen herself had just walked past beside her, a true rarity for a mere commoner.
The servants opened the door to his study, as the Queen walked in to a welcoming smile. Benedictus was not just happy to see her, but proud of what she had achieved in a short year as their Queen. His eyes brimmed with pride. Elanor felt at home unusually, but made sure she stayed vigilant. For such was the purpose of the visit. After exchanging pleasantries and sitting down at his table, a more serious expression appeared on his face. He said.
"Daughter. Without going into the details I must tell you. Your dilemma, and the nature of it, it's alien to a man of faith by design. I do not judge you for what you have told me. But I'm certain you had judged yourself enough, based on the facts you saw fit to omit from your own account. But I am at no such liberty, I simply shouldn't lie, even to heal. So, I do not have an answer. Even if you did the unthinkable, and god forbid told your account in it's entirety, I still won't be able to help. I believe it is by design. The path I chose prevents me from advising on such extremes, advice of any immediate utility, that is."
Benedictus saw all hope drain from Elanor's body, except for that glimmer which still shined in her eyes. 'That is my child. Never give up hope, daughter.' he thought to himself. And said, sounding much positive.
"Although, I do have the next best thing. The only person I can vouch, to be able to get to the bottom of such.. unconventional problems."
Elanor's whole posture changed again, going from despair to hopeful in an instant. She asked gently, almost uncharacteristic for a Queen, "Tell me Father, who is it?"
"Your Majesty. Elanor. What do you know of Lady Agrafena?"
Elanor remembered the name.It was a legend they all heard from their childhood. The last surviving member of the great witches of the north. All banished or burned a few decades ago at the last great purge of the Northern Kingdom. The stories of which were so violent and vivid, she almost thought them to be myths. The remaining sisters were believed to evade the public wrath and take refuge amongst Wolkenshire's horse tribes.
"The Lady Agrafena? The 'Witch' of the North plains?! How could she be real? Or even alive, after all these years?" Elanor couldn't make sense of the Priest.
"You are not wrong, nor mistaken. Lady Agrafena is real, and long gone. I thought you knew, unlike my predecessors I do not believe in persecution, of any sects. I'm talking about her surviving daughter, Lady Bellatrix of Agrafena."
Elanor couldn't help but interject. "It's not just what I know, but admire about you Father. The ways see all as equal before the Almighty. You are aware how hard I try to alleviate such tensions in this Kingdom. But I cannot imagine you'd suggest the solution for my troubles await in witchcraft."
The Priest just smiled. "Oh, I wish your solutions were as simple as witchcraft. But no. For one, Agrafena the original was no witch. She was a special child of a rare spectrum. Possibly autistic and misunderstood. She could notice things that people couldn't and when she predicted the obvious they called it magic. When the obvious was an impending disaster, and even if all she did was predict, they called it black magic. And of course witchcraft. It is true that the sisterhood of witchcraft took her in, and helped her flee. To the best of my knowledge she was not a witch. Believe me, I've met witches who couldn't help but be amazed at what she did naturally. But enough about the mother."
Elanor leaned in as the Priest continued.
"Bellatrix of Agrafena was born to a gifted mother, and raised in a tribe of horsemen. Although she was orphaned early on, by the time she reached my facility she had not only developed her mother's observation, but also a keen sense of the equine. And years later, at the tender age of eighteen she has excelled at it. In the business they call her 'the Horse Whisperer'. Because they couldn't explain how she picks the horses or trains them. They can see the training and even copy, but no where near her results. They couldn't figure out what she sees, nor how to replicate it reliably."
Elanor kept listening, even though she doubted how this could end someplace fruitful. It had reflected in her demeanor, and was evident to Benedictus.
"This isn't ideal, nor guaranteed. But your situation Elanor, it's not just a rarity. It's unconventional. You can check all the secret records of the Wolkenshire Kingdom, dating back to ages. All recorded affairs behind closed doors, all of debaucheries and unholy alliances of the nocturnal kind. None comes close to your situation. Your royal physicians and advisors will be just as clueless, and quick to demonize and judge. But. You knew all that."
Elanor sighed, and nodded in agreement. The Priest concluded, "That girl out there, she hasn't met a horse she couldn't tame. Because she isn't trying to. She says she simply talks to the wild in them, and figures an out for it all. She is as unconventional as I have seen. Also there is a limit to my knowledge of the feminine, and the matters of it's kind. She's closer to you in age, and I've already briefed her though not in any significant detail."
"And her price would be.." Elanor decided to give it a go, even in low spirits.
"It's not gold. She understands she can ask without shame, considering the nature of the task. But, and again, this is a wise one. I believe she has figured the client to be from the royal lineage, probably a Baroness of the highest influence. To have me request it directly. She also would do it for free, for my sake. But she wants only one thing in return. Her own way out as well. I'll tell you afterwards, depending on the outcome of today's meeting."
Benedictus stood up, gesturing the Queen to stay seated. She understood he was going to call the horse trainer in. Even though she questioned his rational, Elanor trusted the man's wisdom. Even more she believed in his goodwill.
"One thing you must know. She'll know if you are lying, and she'll walk out at the first sign. She sure has a lot of her mother, and the usual royal threats won't work. She'll just face it, than live under. And I know you want this to work, so please do not omit any details. Or no lies at least, no matter how crude you have to be. I'll let her in, you can stay as long it takes, the room is safe."
Meanwhile, outside a young ambitious girl kept roaming across the waiting halls.
Even though her eyes wandered over the fresco, her mind was wondering of her plans, her dreams. In high times these halls will be filled with throngs of people waiting for a glimpse of the Holy Bishop, Father Benedictus to her. But today it's just her. And who could it be so influential to grand a private meeting at his place, to an audience of none.
Even at a young age, Bellatrix had outperformed all expectations. Not just the top of her game, but a game of her own. She had grown as much as possible. And there weren't much ground to cover as a mere commoner. She needed an official alliance, a proposal from the upper class. A pact of blood, either a marital congression, or an heir in offspring. Hoping for a marriage of convenience from the upper class was out of question. They treasured their worth, and wouldn't share it even in jest. But an heir in offspring is not unprecedented. She had heard of unparalleled beauties from the countryside wooing the hearts of innocent aristocrats. If successfully consummated with child, the child has all the rights of the aristocracy, and by extension the mother benefits from the privilege as well. Even though frowned upon in the upper echelons, this was a legitimate way of driving yourself up the societal ladder. The privilege alone will open possibilities, and Bellatrix had always dreamed of expansion untethered by her family name. She believed anyone with enough influence to get a private audience with Father Benedictus could make her dreams true in a blink.
Bella woke up from her thoughts as the Priest tapped on her shoulder.
"Daydreaming as always, my child..?" He smiled.
"Father! oh mine..."
"Now, you go ahead in. She wants to talk to you alone. I hope all goes well, for she's a good soul. Just in a deeply troubled circumstance. And what you do, will be a service to your Kingdom."
Bellatrix was taken aback by the commitment in the Priest's words. "So the client is a woman of substantial power! Uhm.. Shall I go in.?"
"Not just any woman, my child" He smiled, "Its the Queen. Your Queen!"
As petrified as she felt, Bellatrix realized she had already bowed to Father Benedictus, and walked towards the open door. With the Father leaving closing the door behind, leaving them alone.
There was a moment of awkward silence that weighed down both the women in the room.
"Her Highness, your humble subject. Lady Bellatrix of Agrafena, at your service." Bellatrix managed to complete the sentence through her quivering lips.
"Take a seat Bella, and dispense with the formalities. That's an order." Elanor broke the air, taking command as usual. "I can understand the response. I believe you were thinking more like a Baroness or an upper class youngster when Father gave you the brief. But I can assure you, I am the client. And whatever Father disclosed to you, barely scratches the surface. Unlike your compliance, but your goodwill is something beyond my command. And necessary for the task at hand. Anything we discuss beyond this point, if repeated outside is treasonous by law. So this is the time to speak your mind. Are you comfortable to proceed?"
'The Queen! The queen?!' Bellatrix's mind was still struggling with the new development. Then she realized, if the Queen can't help her situation, no one could. It shook her back to sanity, as she cleared her throat, and regained her composure.
"At your service, my Queen. Please proceed."
"Excellent. The matter is of utmost urgency, so I'm not going to personally vet you for competence. I'm trusting the judgement of Father Benedictus. I understand you require a full account of the scenario from myself. To break the ice, tell me what you know so far."
'This is uncomfortable', thought Bellatrix. "He said that you were under tremendous administrative pressure the last few months. Then you had an incident, an experience while you were visiting the Summer Castle. And afterwards you felt so clear-headed that you were able to focus on the administration with much ease, to glorious results."
'She's dancing around.' the Queen thought. "Go on..."
"Father also said you attempted recreating the incident multiple times, but it all failed to make an effective response. And you can't afford to not stay clear-headed, considering the 'Diplomatic Covenant' we are about to host in a few months."
'This one is wise to not offend me directly, considering the nature of the problem', the Queen made a mental note. 'But she better jump into the offensive territory soon, or we'll be here all day, skirting around and getting no where.' Elanor asked directly, "And what do you know about this.. 'incident', explicitly?"
"That it left you in an extremely aroused state, carnally. That it was the most satisfying sexual encounter, and yet it left you chaste." Bella had also realized that they wouldn't get anywhere unless it's spelt out confidently.
"He told me you went to your old chamber in the Summer Castle, the chamber you used to share with King Barthomius. When you came across your bedroom mirror, it reminded you of an encounter with the late King. And while you were in that heightened arousal some servants may have walked in on you.. Father wouldn't go into the details, stating it'd be better if heard directly from the source."
'So she doesn't know a thing. How can I explain it to her?' Elanor sat there wondering how to broach the actual topic.
"Well Bella! Let me state it, so the rules are clear. In order for this 'unconventional' treatment to work, I'm going to let you speak your mind freely in these sessions. And be open and honest with you about myself, far beyond I've done with my physicians even. So don't think your words could disrespect me. Ask me whatever you want. What you know so far is the crux of the matter. I've tried the erotic teachings from the royal scrolls even, but there is no account of such an incident resulting in a sexual high."
Bella took a moment to take it all. Then asked.
"Would you mind recounting then. That memory of yours about your late husband, in all it's detail." Bella was starting to get a grip. She did this all the times, observe a horse retrace it's steps, and figure out what bothered it from the behavior. The mystery to her was why no one else managed to figure it out.
She leaned in, as Elanor began telling her story.
The Queen Recalls..
Elanor barged into the Royal chambers curled up in a deep embrace with Bard, her tongue diving its way into his throat. Barthomius, lovingly called Bard, realized what started of as a gentle kiss has broken into something of an instant consummation. His sense rushed in as he gently gripped her by the cheeks and pushed her face back, her lips fighting it, biting on to his lower lip even.
"No, not now. We have guests over. And the staff."
"Come on, kiss me before they walk in on purpose" Elanor was jovial.
"No, we mustn't. You know we mustn't." His voice playfully policing.
"But please.." Elanor played along, "I couldn't be more wet and willing you see."
"Oh my Queen, you could be a lot willing.." Bard smirked, "and certainly a lot more wet."
"What's this with the men of Wlolkenshire? Usually it's the lady who pulls the reign."
Bard laughed, "Sure lady, married for six months, and I'm yet to see you pull it though.! And what men would you rather prefer, Caltheans?"
As the King leaned in for a kiss, Elanor rolled over in protest. "Maybe, I'm sure men of Calthea would have bred me by now.!"
"Men, huh..?! I was expecting man" Bard playfully pushed the boundaries to her angered eyes.
"How can anyone come up with a tradition were a man and woman are wed, and still can't consummate till the church gives okay?" Elanor sounded annoyed.
"First of all, not for all weddings. When a King makes a women his Queen, they are expected to produce an heir. And for all blessings to shower upon that moment, they are expected to consummate their regal relationship at the time of choosing by the stars. Usually it takes two weeks to a month. However our stars aligned so great that we get to enjoy foreplay for two more months. Kings respect tradition, that's what kings do. Oh, you are wet!"



Elanor faked annoyance by how he slipped his finger undetected, with all the talks. Keeping in character she pushed him aside. "Some King! Can't read a woman's needs, and yet.."
"What, you don't like our traditions?! Huh, may be you should've married a Calthean. You know how they roll? Once betrothed, the Calthean prince can consummate at any time of his choosing, even before marriage. If he didn't like the taste of it, he may relegate the would be Queen to a mere courtesan, or even call of the whole thing. You have any idea what all the betrothed is expected to perform, for him and his friends, so he wouldn't go down that road. May be you will like? An audience always got you hot!"
"Audience gets me hot, because I know who I'm performing for. Audience gets me hot, because it keeps the soldier standing" Elanor looked into his eyes, her fingers gripping his erection under robes. "But what can I do.? Traditions!" A gentle squeeze and the King backed of laughing, clearly enjoying the sting.
"Still rules are rules. You knew the rules. You agreed to it. You vowed to its agreement, to the whole Kingdom watching."
"No I didn't. May be our parents did when they proposed our union, may be our subjects did dancing all out on the wedding night. Maybe even you did, which I doubt. I didn't agree to any of this. I remember when our eyes met, and I remember being in love. Having loved you and you only, always. That's all I remember." Overwhelmed with blush, Elanor rolled back to his waiting arms as their lips met again.
As Bard stopped the kiss again, Elanor said, "What, it only mentions consummation. This is just kissing."
"You know how you escalate. Remember Bridgeton. And the five times before that. Close calls Nora! I want this done right, with all the blessings possible. I'd wait to the world's end to cherish you to the fullest."
He continued as their eyes locked, "What, you think this is easy for me. You are not an easy resist my beloved. You get men hard, and that's from across the yard, in all your clothes. You think you'd fare better if in my place. I bet you'd wet yourself from just looking at your reflection for a minute or less."
"Is that a challenge?!" The Queen rolled out to a stance, toying with her man. "I have more self control. How do you want my reflection to be, like this?" Elanor posed like they did for one of her portraits, to an amused King. "How about this?" With a single pull, Elanor undid the knots of her garb, it falling free to a pile.
Bard's grin widened, and Elanor responded in kind. "How about a real challenge. I mean I'm irresistible topless. I'm well aware. Still, what if I'm all but bare." She slipped off her bottoms as well. Naked as the day born. Bard was surprised, but not really. This wasn't her first time skipping the underclothes. An unsuspecting servant noticing her erect nipple impression was one of those simple joys of their life of sexual constraints. Her bush had grown significantly thick.
"Now where would you want my reflection to be? Against the window pane? Maybe one of your lucky guards downstairs could get a peek. Wait, what if he mistakes me for a chambermaid.. Wait." Elanor had been swept up in the fantasy, and she walked around naked looking for a prop. Bard simply leaned over the bed watching the show, as Elanor knowingly turned three sixty, and bend over to pick up her royal mantle from the floor.
It was a long and thick deep red textile, to be tied around at the neck. When worn, it draped the body like a cowl, and sweeping the floor for considerable length as she walked. Even amongst royalty, it wasn't an easy look to carry. And Elanor knew how to carry it with grace. She secured it at her neck, picked up her old tiara from the drawer, and turned to pose of her love.
Her hands raised to place the tiara on her head, and returned to her hips, as she posed proudly displaying her youthful assets to her man's viewing pleasure. From her chilled nipples Bard knew, it wouldn't take much now, to get her wet.
"How about this pose? Do you prefer the window pane still, or the newly arrived mirrored cabinet will do?" Elanor didn't realize, but she just gave an idea to Bard, a memory they'll surely cherish for all their lives.
Bard jumped off the bed with a newfound enthusiasm, elating his Queen.
"Mirror will do dear. But I believe we can do a better pose."
Elanor realized the spark in his eyes, they had the most fun adventures followed b such sparks.
Bard guided her towards the mirror, and she couldn't help but be coy upon facing her naked reflection. "How about you stand with your arms like this." She felt his raging erection pressed against her curves. "No, I think you'd look better if seated. Now where would you sit. Wow, look at that."
Elanor was surprised as the King opened the mirror door of the cabinet, to find an unusual looking seat within. It had various hooks attached to its wooden side walls, and even some leather straps. It almost looked like a torture device to restrain suspects. Not something one would expect in a King's chamber.
"Now that looks like a real challenge. What is that?" Elanor was genuinely curious.
"Play along, and you'll get to know."
Elanor smiled stupidly like a child as Barthomius helped her into the seat. She soon realized that the straps attached to the walls were in fact restraints. And though a bit apprehensive, she didn't protest as he tied both her arms and legs to the cabinet. The extension of her royal mantle was rolled up and placed on her lap, which helped cover her shame. Now she sat there, with both her feet secured to the floor boards spread out wide, and her arms bound to the back wall. Bard took a step back to admire his work so far, and stepped in to pull out a strap behind the seat's head-rest. He used it to secure her neck to the chair, such that it is not possible to turn her head, or not face what's before.
"Something feels off yet.. Huh, that's it." Bard leaned in again and pulled the royal mantle off her lap. Elanor felt a jolt shoot up her spine as her pussy suddenly was out in the open. The Queen was used to occasional accidental flashing, but with her limbs bound, this one felt different. Like she was at the mercy of someone else. It surprised her that it'd be such a turn on.
"Hmm.. What is a torture chair doing in our bedroom?"
"Well it isn't a torture chair. It is a practice chair for the royal princes to practice facing interrogation, and also to learn how to escape such situations. Well, at least it used to be, until I found a better use by re-purposing it. I felt this would come handy on the difficult nights you'd need taming."
Elanor kept staring at her husband quizzically. She wasn't buying it. Bard sensed her reaction, and pushed ahead.
"It's not like you can't escape the lock. It's just nailed to the wood, so it'll probably come off if you pull it hard enough. Care to try..?"
Elanor knew not to trust him at such games. Yet curiosity got the better of her and she pulled her left arm. Suddenly a bell rang, the same kind they used to ring to call servants. Elanor's eyes widened as the grin returned to Bard's face.
"Now you'll have ten seconds before the help comes in. After all you just called them. So I suggest you keep your mouth shut as I deal with it. We wouldn't want our servant's finding you nude now would we."
She just joined him in laughter, he couldn't be serious, right.
"I can leave the door open if you'd like. But this is happening princess."
'Oh, he called me Princess. He isn't joking.' Elanor realized, and mouthed to him, "Close the door. Close. The. Door."
Bard had an astute situational awareness, he could hear the faint footsteps of the approaching staff. He closed the glass door just before they both heard the call from their doorstep.
"May I come in Your Highness."
Barthomius smiled at his reflection. And to her trepidation, Elanor realized the door wasn't just a mirror, but a one-way mirror. The King relaxed into his bed as the chambermaid walked in. Elanor closed her eyes on instinct, as if they could see her well and clear.
"How may I be off aid, my King."
"Have you had time to check on my dear friend, Prince Gaskier, staying over for the weekend?"
"Yes my King. He seemed very much pleased with the arrangement."
"Do I know you from before, Fort Wilberg?"
"The King is correct. I used to manage royal parties at the fort."
"Oh, I remember those. Wonderful memories. Well, I'm glad the royal parties will now be in good hands."
"I'm the Head Maid here, at the Summer Castle. But it'll be my honor to manage parties at your behest, my King. "
"Goodness. Now Gaskier.! Well, he's quite the ladies man. I hope he hadn't troubled you girls enough."
"Nothing we chambermaids can't handle Your Highness."
Elanor opened her eyes, yet couldn't figure out how to feel about the situation. She was there right next to her marital bed, bared naked and spread wide for all to see, and her husband and the help are having a small talk. In some ways it felt more than being naked. It felt like an ancient shaming ritual. You are stripped naked, and yet people act as if you don't even deserve the attention they throw at a street walker. Its not just the nudity, but the knowledge that any muscle twitch from her body could trigger the bell ring once more. The way the situation made her consciously maintain a slow breathing even, that level of self-restriction, that fueled the confusion.
The Queen couldn't help but size up Tabitha, the unwelcome head maid. Luckily it wasn't one of their young boy attendees, such a sight would stop their hearts. This is a middle aged maid, settled and used to being menial. Then again such are the type that thrives on gossip. No that bell shall not ring again. She can't afford to live in gossips so horrid they'd become a rite of passage.
Speaking of the unhelpful; the way they acted, it's almost as if Elanor didn't exist. Well in fairness, at least to the chambermaid she didn't. Apart from a snickering glance, Bard made no other signs that validated her current predicament. She had met Prince Gaskier today with her husband for lunch. He had behaved with utmost respect even to the staff. And particularly no ladies man vibes. Was she too naive for her own good? The freedom that let her dwell in such thoughts took a beating, as Elanor noticed her husbands glance shift again. As she saw his grin grow, he asked the maid, "I can't seem to find my quill. Is it by the desk there?"
'Where is he going with this? No, bard no.' Elanor visibly turned pale by the second as the maid replied, "No, my King."
"Oh I remember now. It's the Queen, she put it in the cabinet. Why don't you fetch it for me."
"Sure my King." As the maid closed the distance, Elanor froze in dread. 'This is what history will remember her for. The pervert Queen who forced her King to keep her locked and naked in furniture. Soon four or more servants will come up with their own versions of the same stories, about how the bedroom kinks of the new royal couple found a new low. Oh God, please no. Stop the clock. Stop it now!'
Elanor almost triggered another bell squirming as she heard her husband's voice.
"It's okay maid. The quill was next to bed. Right here all along."
The maid froze with her handle on the cabinet door knob, halfway pulled. An unmistakable smile graced her face, as her look shifted to not where her reflection should be, on the mirror. But where Elanor's head is, has she been looking at the Queen. For the first time Elanor see the sense of power bleed into a peasant's face, almost as if she's smirking at the Queen's plight, looking right at her and saying, "This isn't my first time playing this game dear." Elanor remembered how the chambermaids talked. She realized this could be not the only time Bard played a similar similar trick on on of his lovers and his maids. May be it was a staple trick of foreplay for Wolkenshire royalty. How they broke their girls. And with that knowing smile, the chambermaid bowed to her King, and left the room in silence.
This was far from comfort for Elanor. It took a moment for her to recuperate her senses. She had not realized how hot and humid it got in there all of a sudden. She felt sweat drip down her back as well. It took a moment for her to recuperate her senses. When she could focus her gaze, she saw Bard writing some thing on the paper. He said out loud.
"Now in a moment I'm going to check if you are still in the game, or wet and dripping already. But I expect you to stay silent till I permit you to speak. Any sound out of your mouth, I'll take it that you had enough fun. Or worse, that it was too much of a challenge for my princess to handle. What would Papa think of her then?!" He chuckled as he tossed the note on to their bed.
Then Bard heard an unmistakable tapping sound coming from the cabinet, her fingers knocking the back panel gently. "Hmm..Well played, not a sound from your mouth. I'm letting that pass, and open the door now. Which you want to, right?" Elanor now annoyed, knocked to confirm. And finally the door opened.
Barthomius did not meet her furious eyes, so he couldn't gauge how much of it was fake. He surely smelled her sweat, as the closed furniture was wafting with it. His fingers went straight for her clit, and Elanor felt herself sink as he toyed with it a bit.
"Hmm.. Not wet enough. Sure leaked a lot if I count sweating, but let's play this game fair. Let's increase the stakes. What?" The King looked confused as his wife's eyes pointed at the restraints.
"Oh, the cuffs. Can't help even if I wanted to. See unlike the shackles to your hands and foot, this one right here, the steel cuff to your neck. Its attached to the metal chassis of the furniture. And it's a time lock, set to open in roughly forty five minutes. And the lock resets every time you open the door. Now remember I'd have explained it all, but you insisted I open the door, so the next thirty minutes is on you."
As Elanor's jaw dropped aghast, Bard pulled a rope from one edge of the chair and made her bite into it. "Now hold this, because if you drop this rope, the big bell is going to ring and the guards will come rushing in. There's an incentive to keep on hole closed." He pulled a lever and a small ventilation window opened up on the cabinet ceiling. "This is so you wouldn't suffocate. And also the opening is angled and mirrored such that the light bounces off within the cabinet, so you'll stay naked and well lit, in case anyone opens the door. I'll be go check on Gaskier but will surely be back before long." Elanor's brow frowned in anger, 'He's leaving me here tied?!'
"Now stay strong when I'm gone, seriously. Even if your body gives in don't think if the guards come in they'll help you. Surely they may try, but that neck cuff is a lot stronger. And all you are going to accomplish is another forty five minutes of the same, now in the presence of royals guards and the help. That'd be one hell of a party story to gift them. And yes, no movements. The fun of the game is the element of chance. If you ring at least once, or better even if you did perfectly well. If an over-professional staff decides clean the room again, they'll come across the note I left on the bed. It says 'keep the blankets folded within the cabinet.' So smile if they do. Because if it's fated that you are to let the help 'help' themselves.. Then this would be the day. Good luck."
He stopped a moment to her pleading eyes. "Okay, I'll throw in a bone. I'll pull down the mirror curtains, so you wouldn't have to keep watching outside. Ignorance is a bliss they say." Elanor almost opened her mouth in protest, but clung on to the rope at the last moment. The door clicked shut and she saw Bard's grin as he pulled the thread, and the curtains fell.
Now she had heard enough about secret royal orgies from her sister Vera, and how the help can't wait to serve at their first time. But soon the enthusiasm will dry up for the servant class. Because as the royals exchanged their spouses and missuses, the staff are expected to simply stand and serve drinks. Contrary to the initial superiority that comes with being the only clothes one in the room, they will slowly realize they are worth to the royals less than the whores they picked up a minute ago. Like a sub-human, not even worth their carnality. Then Elanor realized that wouldn't be the case if an unsuspecting chambermaid walked in and saw her now. They would rightfully feel superior, for it was their Queen who acted in perverse ways, suiting a sub-human. Will they run in to help her shame, or call in all the staff to laugh at her predicament?
She realized how the light reflecting over from the ventilation changed the whole ambience. If the two way mirror was plain glass, she sure looked like a lit up carnival display doll box now. The mirror curtains didn't help much either, for they were of semi transparent flimsy fabric, and the visibility was clear as day till three feet distance. And why would a cabinet mirror have curtains, it didn't make any sense. The more she thought about, the more it felt like this was a custom-made cabinet, made specifically to aid in her humiliation.
And off he goes to chat with Gaskier. Well actually Gaskier being here was a good thing. Elanor knew how far back they go, and how much that friendship, that brotherhood meant to each other. The only thing that made her cold feet on meeting Gaskier was that, she knew they had fought together at the war fronts. And one thing these warriors do living under constant threat of death is that, they share their mead liberally, and tales of their sexual escapades in equal amounts. Without missing a beat, and leaving any spice. Of course there were the loudmouths and exaggerators, but the thing about battle hardened men is that, they could sense the truth in the voice. And the generals, Barons, Princes and even Kings at war times, dispersed of all modicum of decency in speech, once the mead starts flowing. Intoxicated men shamelessly, and often proudly shared, whose wife could throat the best, whose niece likes better with another girl involved, and whose aunts likes to rip one whilst coitus. On the night Bard explained the military brutes' party behavior, Elanor couldn't help but laugh through all her wine, asking him for more steamy details. As the intoxication weaned off, she realized Bard had clearly discussed their escapades with the rest as well. But the way the men, especially Gaskier treated her at lunch earlier, left no such doubts in her. Then again she clearly didn't know he was a womanizer ten minutes ago.
These thoughts thankfully kept Elanor occupied and still. She remembered Bard mentioning both him and Gaskier had eyes on her in the party where she met Bard and fell for him. That maybe, if she had met Gaskier first, they'd be breeding now as his Kingdom didn't have such strict customs. It was surprising how quickly people can get used to their predicament, and move on with their thoughts as if nothing had changed. Here luckily, left alone to her thoughts, Elanor didn't realize forty minutes fly by until she heard the loud laughter getting nearer.
Well if he's back he probably timed it well, so it'll be forty five minutes now, the lock will open at any second, even if she rush her way through all other ties, she might still make it to her clothes on time, before the guards or servants arrive. The bell will be rung either way, there's no getting around it on her own. And she was done failing for the day. She needed a win.
At that moment Elanor heard her neck cuff release. Now is the time, she prepared herself to make a run. Luckily she didn't, as she noticed two shadows right outside her chamber doors. As one stood there chatting with probably the guard outside, the other barged in to the room freely. Elanor could only see them as shadows, due to the mirror curtain. From the gait alone, he didn't look anything like Bard. 'This is bad!' Elanor felt the knot in her stomach tighten.



Then she saw it, the light leaking in through one side of the door. She remembered Bard's words, the locks open at forty minutes. Not just the lock of her neck cuff, but the locks of the door handle as well. Had the hinges been a little too well oiled, the door would have opened wide, she'd be putting up an irresistible display for her strange new visitor. Now it's barely open. And to her horror, he stepped in closer. At three feet distance, with him staring out the window pane, she could make out his face. It was Gaskier. Prince Gaskier.
"Found it yet?!" Barthomius barged in all giddied up.
"No idea what you are talking about, King." Gaskier turned to him, open palmed and confused.
"Oh, I see the evening lighting has changed. You have to watch it at the right angle you see."
Barthomius guides Gaskier towards the cabinet, about three feet from the mirror door.
"Wow.." Gaskier gasped, his eyes growing.
The Queen felt her throat ache for a drop, sweat trickle along her spine. And two knots tighten next two her bellybutton, almost as if her ovaries were about to explode. From her own point of view, there was Elanor- the faithful wife of the Great King, bound at her feet and arms, nipples chilled and pointing, seated with her thighs wide apart, her virgin pussy lips now puffing and pulsing. And she just felt her clitoris bud out, and first of many drips of her sweet juices escape her lower lips.
She felt Gaskier's eyes roam all around her body, though she was pretty sure he was gazing at the embroidery work on the curtain that covered the mirror. But she still had this unnerving feeling, that he was actually watching her naked skin. It's the way his eyes moved, fixating at specific spots. First it seemed like he couldn't take his eyes from her full bosoms, especially her poking areolas. She couldn't blame, it was her better feature, second only to her eyes. Then his gaze shifted to her exposed nether lips. She almost squirmed and risked ringing the bell when he got down to his haunches, as if to get a better view. Elanor had no doubt he was looking at his reflection. May be it was one of those trick mirrors, the ones that gives a magnified uneven reflections. But somehow it felt strange. Not exactly the feeling of being watched, more like noticing someone watching your reflection on a poolside. Strangely intimate, and uneasy.
But all doubts were crushed as he stood up, his gaze leveling with hers, lust in their eyes meeting the other. The smell of sweat and sexual secretions increased within the cabinet, as Elanor could distinctly hear drops from her pussy splashing in the puddle of the cabinet's wooden floorboard. Something's wrong, he's looking right at me now. Elanor wanted to scream, but she couldn't. Not even quiver, with the rope she still clinched on tight with her teeth. With the rope forcing the mouth open, the pooled up saliva kept leaking out the corners of the lips every now and then. For some reason, her eyes welled up. Her face and expression now a mess of running mascara, and dried and oozing saliva; those eyes craving with lust and exhaustion.
His fingers traced her boobs over the mirror, and went to hold the open edge of the door. Fear clamped her throat shut, as she saw out of the corner, her husband grinning like a child, leaving it all to the chance. Air rushed in chilling her nipples instant, as the door opened almost a quarter, and her eyes closing tight in shame. Then his hands closed the door back tight. Her prayers have been heard, Elanor was relieved. It's preferable to stay locked an extra forty five minutes, compared to losing respect in the eyes of a family friend. She was glad the neck cuff was left open, freeing her to move and breathe easily.
"Hmm.. Automatic locking mechanism. Impressive..!" Gaskier remarked, out of the blue.
"What do you think?" The King asked his old friend in glee. Then Elanor recalled that the automatic forty five minute release is for opening from within. At any moment her King or his buddy may turn the knob, and open the door again. Her shame was completely at their will and mercy.
"Well, you are one lucky bastard. This is what I love about a true Wolkenshire construction. Look at that carpentry, the skill! Its immaculate. I never doubted your words, but this exceeded all expectations. What a finish. All raw, and smooth, and firm." Gaskier replied, his hands running along the door.
'He's talking about the cabinet. He's talking about the cabinet.' Elanor rationalized, remembering Gaskier's obsession with wood works from their previous talks. The conversation continued outside using woodworking lingo, which mostly went past head. But Elanor felt queasy when he mentioned 'lubrication' and 'dark patch', with his gaze fixed on her luscious pubes. Some of their remarks almost felt like they were describing her intimate parts in code, with great detail. It also didn't help that Elanor's eyes caught the visible hard on in Gaskier's pants.
"Well, it's an excellent one. Custom-made for the Queen I presume."
"It was my idea, but right. It's all hers now."
"I'm curious to open her up and explore. But I believe your Queen's stuff is in there. And I don't want to go through her underclothing by mistake."
"Believe me, you wouldn't find any underclothing there.." Barthomius chuckled as Elanor sighed deeply.
At some point, Tabitha walked in again serving food. They sat down and had their fill as the maid stood at the corner obediently. It was excruciating for the Queen when Tabitha's eyes met hers every now and then. She rationalized that, if Tabitha looked at her own reflection it'd seem the same way, considering her vantage point. Still the rationale didn't help a bit with the unnerving feeling that crept up her legs. It almost seemed at times like the three of them were in on a joke, from their passing glances. A joke which Elanor seemed to be the butt off. 'Stop being paranoid. You're a Queen, act like one' She scolded herself.
"Well", Gaskier asked loudly, "Any chance your Queen would show up."
"She's the Queen, she can barge in any moment she pleases. And if she needs an invite, I'm sure she'll ring a bell at least."
Elanor felt her labia twitch on its own. 'What is he suggesting? Did he expect her to willingly reveal herself in front of his friend, not to mention a mere maid? And how would it feel, if she did? This has to end now, or else who knows how she'll end up acting.' She was tempted beyond belief to loosen her bite, and ringing the big bell. She had never felt so tense in her jaw bones. Yet another part of her tried to hang on to her sanity, what's left of it anyways.
"Speaking of Queen, Tabitha, share with us some gossip." The King shifted his gaze to the maid.
"Okay, I wont put you on the spot. What do the maids think of their new Queen? You know apart from the obvious, what do they admire about them."
Tabitha kept looking back between her King and Gaskier, and occasionally towards the mirror. With much apprehension she spoke, "Only the best, Majesty. Her beauty and wits are unparalleled, as is known across the Kingdom."
"Come on, you can be frank with us. There were very little rumors spread about the last two royal parties you managed, and considering how wild those were, you know we value your commitment. And opinion."
To the silent Tabitha the King continued, "Just tell us what you find impressive in her. That will do. The one unparalleled quality."
"Her care and cleanliness, my King."
"That's unusual. Care to explain."
"My King, my family has been serving the Royal family for three generations. My grandmother, and mother rose to the same rank I occupy now, which gives me a unique understanding of all the royal ladies, Queens and princesses alike, from the past three generations. I also had the unique opportunity of bathing and preparing Her Highness for your wedding day."
'That's where I know her from,' Elanor realized.
Tabitha continued, "So, believe me my King, you got the best among all three generations put together. Her natural auburn is a pain to maintain, unlike the usual blonde. Yet she maintains it thick and luscious and kempt, I've rarely met royalty who keeps it kempt so neatly. And with barely any sweat, under all those covers all day, its the hardship only a woman would understand.
Gaskier was confused, "I beg to differ. I've known many princesses who has not just exquisite hairdo, but silky smooth hair as well. Even you look nice dear, you don't know what it does to a man's loins, the way it brush against the skin. See I got goosebumps thinking about it."
'How dare you!' the Queen was furious. 'I have the best hair you imbecile, and I might just walk out and show just to prove it.'
"Highness misunderstood me, I did not mean her long braids, I meant her Grace's majestic bush, all dark, and thick and luscious. Its immaculately kept, all chambermaids know about it. None could even compare."
The King burst out into laughter joined by the prince, as Elanor's soul just curled up in shame. The knowledge of then discussing her is one thing, but to happen it before her eyes.! She felt her skin creep about. She wanted to burn the maid with her gaze, but part of her also felt elated at the genuine compliment. Tabitha could have stuck to the usual platitudes, but she didn't. In a way, it was admirable.
Tabitha took the tray and left, as they finished snacking. The prince walked around with his wine glass talking to his friend who still remained seated. Every now and then he'd stand a few feet from the mirror and let his gaze roam. After the first few rounds of uneasiness, the Queen began to enjoy this pseudo-attention of her body. Her mind played out various scenarios where she remained a naked sub-human, to be toyed with between the two men. Her favorite was the one where Bard took her on a walk, with her on a leash and all fours. At the middle of the palace gardens, he'll hand the leash to his trusted friend. Gaskier would smile down at her and pet her head like he'd do to a hunting dog. And she'd feel her pussy puff up.
These fantasies would stop every time Gaskier actually paused, and took a moment to look at the mirror. At that moment, the reality felt more real and present than anything else. Elanor felt everything, from how calm she breathed, how slow the sweat dribbled, to how frequently the saliva drooled out of her still open mouth. Gaskier shifted his weight, and then got down to his haunches.
Barthomius leaned in as he said, "You know Bard, this is my issue with these custom made furniture. Too many gears, too much lubrication. Look at here, for one."
Elanor slowly tilted her head down to know what had suddenly caught his attention. What she saw not just disgraced, but devastated a part of her pride. On the wooden floorboard of the cabinet was a large thick pool of sweat and secretions, from the scent it seemed mostly pussy juice, And overtime it had become so voluminous that it had reached the mirror door, and leaked through the gap. A dark wet patch kept growing on the floor carpet, as it kept dripping and dripping. Gaskier dipped his finger into the patch, and carried the moist towards his nose. Elanor felt almost violated as he wafted upon her sweat sex smell.
"If I didn't know any better, I'd say your carpenter uses honey for lubrication. Ha ha.."
Somehow that laughter got to Elanor. Maybe they had pushed her enough for one day. She closed her eyes, and waited for it to end. She knew at some level, that her mind and her body weren't on the same page though. For every time one of her fantasies popped up, she could feel her pussy lips twitch, in some strange hunger. She felt something with within her that needed to be filled. To be quenched. She could somehow still hear the only sound that bound her to the reality. It surprised how such a feeble sound could be heard so clearly given her condition. It was the sound of her pussy juices dripping on to the carpet, one drop a time.
She didn't know how long she stood there, but she heard the distinct sound of the door unlocking. She didn't dare open her eyes. Was is just her husband? Was it Gaskier, the maid, the guard, or all of them?
She felt a rough finger part the folds of her pussy, and it sounded like someone crushing a wet cloth.
"You win, my Queen. You and I both." It was Barthomius.
The Queen gasped in relief, releasing her bite. The bell didn't go off, may be he had caught the rope, may be there never was any bell to begin with. Elanor was too spend to think clearly, as she felt him undo all the shackles and chains and ropes.
Her naked body stood up, and crumbled in a moment to his waiting embraced. It was a long one, and their lips met. The tongues danced and danced on. As Elanor regained her senses, a thousand questions rushed into her mind. What did he want from her? Did he expect her to share her shame for his pleasure? Was it all just a game? Was Gaskier and the maid in on it? Did she just cum and kept cumming in front of an audience? Was there even a mirror? It didn't feel like for the most time.
With a coarse and husky voice, she asked her beloved.
"Is that a trick mirror?" Her eyes pleading it not to be true. "Did you truly just expose your wife's naked body to your best friend?!"
"My Queen's exquisite body. Showcased. How did it feel?" Bard couldn't help but correct. Upon her silence, he continued, " Well, do you want it to be true?"
"No.." she coyed, hugging him tight.
"Then I didn't." King smiled to his wife, as he showed her the trick door of his custom made bondage cabinet.
"It's a trick door, with glass planes. One with a normal two-way mirror, and one a simple glass plane with a very special picture on it." Elanor watched in marvel at the beautiful image engraved on the glass plane. It looked extremely detailed and life-like. It was ornately framed at sides, and in the center was an erotic art. Of a beautiful woman, sitting on a throne, her arms bound behind, her legs bound and splayed apart, her pussy dripping and in full view, just like her nipples. It looked just like how she was tied up within, and the engraved face looked very much like her own. "You remember the royal artist Lamen doing our official portraits two months back. I had asked him to make a modified version of you, for my private collection, done on glass. When you were too busy being tied up, I flipped this switch and then." Elanor watched in amazement as the gears turned and the engraved glass disappeared into the wooden block below. Now all that remained on the cabinet door was the one-way mirror.
Truly impressive engineering, she thought.
So that's why it felt like Gaskier was looking right at her. The glass was aligned such that the face and features of the engraved image matched her own. No wonder it felt like he looked right into her eyes.
Elanor wasn't fully convinced, for one, she didn't remember seeing any signs of engraving from the other side of the mirror. But she was primed to accept this version of the story. The alternative was too out there of her morality for her to live with at any peace, or self-respect. Her shame is still intact, that's all that mattered.
She knew they couldn't consummate for another two months.
She could live with it. She was horny.
But all too spend at the same time.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
Bellatrix just sat there in silence as Elanor concluded her account. She didn't know how to take, nor what to make of what she just heard.
Elanor wasn't surprised by the confused look on Bella's face.
"So your husband enjoyed keeping you bound, did he my Queen.?"
"Well yes, but no. It wasn't his fetish or something."
"But you enjoyed being tied and exhibited, my Queen. Or at least a part of .."
"God no! I don't.. know.. And stop with the honorifics. Just 'Elanor' will do when it's just us."
"Well my .. Elanor." That utterance felt uncomfortable for the both. "Elanor, in your own words, one minute you are daring and playful. Yet next minute you feel tricked and humiliated. I don't.."
"I understand why it would seem perverse to you. Let me try and explain in simple terms. And I'd understand if you still found it disturbing. But in the royal circles this would be an innovative thinking, that may be a bit too grand to be practical. Barthomius and I, we both grew up royals, and have both seen the intricacies and dirty linens behind the castle gates. And from the early age we both wanted to find the one true long lasting love. To go to any extend to preserve it."
"Even if the heat makes me go overboard, chastity was a big deal to us both. But you know the royals. The kings spent half their time or more, at war and securing borders. And queens with chamber politics if not boredom. Both alone, apart. And it is only natural for men and women, to not waste their fleeting youth. The indulgence of flirtatiousness slips to affairs, and lies, and backstabbing and all the ugly that follows. I've known Barons who find a new missus at every town they visit, and Baronesses who bed their underling's sons, a new young man each time, just to spite their spouse. These aren't gossips to us Bella, but an unavoidable reality."
"So it was Bard's idea, which I surely fueled and tended. To find unconventional sexual adventures that only the both of us could do, but also each of us can do alone. So say, if he locks me for thirty minutes in nude and leave my discovery to chance. Six months later, when he's away and I'm horny, I can repeat the same adventure, knowing once I commit to the unknown, anyone could walk in on me naked. And that anyone could be my husband if fate wills so. And we decided to come up with hundreds of such ideas, so we'll never grow bored of repeating the same. Tasks of mine, and tasks of his. We were to start sharing those from our night of consummation. Before we, lost him. This was the only task, which slipped up when the heat of the moment got the better of him."
Bella felt like she should reach out and hold the Queen's palm in support, but she was not sure how to act around royalty. So she simply nodded in agreement. Elanor continued.
"As perverse as it sounds, this is how we hoped to best the madness of it all. I trained myself such that staking my chastity will be my sexual trigger. And the kink of it to be, leaving things to chance at his pleasure. With him gone, I do not know what arouses me anymore. And my heart won't let me lose my chastity, the only remaining true belonging of my love."
They sat in silence for a while, as the Queen composed her emotions. Then Bellatrix spoke.
"Father Benedictus was right, this is unconventional. I'll need a day to ruminate on the matter. Rest assured the topics of discussion stays between us. Not even Father will be privy to it."
And to reassure the worry in her Queen's eyes, Bella continued, "I believe I can help you guide your way back to peacefulness, the kind of approach that led to your peace of mind before. But I request you to be patient with me as well, for I fear it will take a few attempts to have a better grasp at the nature of the problem. It wouldn't be easy on you, Elanor. But I believe it will work out soon."
They spent an hour more discussing the best ways forward, coming into agreements on the terms of service and the likes. Bishop Benedictus watched calmly as the doors opened and the Queen walked out. Elanor thanked him again for his guidance as he blessed her. Bellatrix gave him a reassuring node as she stood beside.
Dipping your toes
"This is a bit unusual." Elanor said, sitting in her royal carriage, to Bellatrix facing her. "I understand that you had access to my whole week's schedule and you chose this date specifically. But for a first time, I was expecting somewhere more private. And comfortable."



Elanor was on her way to Templeton, one of Wolkenshire's prominent provinces, to bless their annual celebrations with her presence. Barthomius had maintained a special relationship with the province, and they never missed their celebration's first day in all the years together. Yet, if not for the responsibility as the Queen, she would have avoided this trip. At least she was happy to have Bellatrix accompanying her. Though the Queen knew she didn't join in for chit chat. Elanor also noticed the ornate box, a mini-trunk, that Bella had brought with her. It only had side handles, and the top lid had an unusual lock, with a single key attached.
Bella spoke, "Queen, as we discussed earlier. This is going to be a task based approach. And I've designed this task as you specified. It can be done in the comfort of your privacy, without losing on the fear element crucial to your initial experience. I have procured this trunk from the same person who made your cabinet, and it works on similar principle. Here's the task. In two minutes we'll reach the Capital gates, and I'll get down there. Once I'm out, you are to strip down nude, and put all your clothing, including under clothing within the trunk and close the lid."
Elanor had her much practiced poker face. Bella continued.
"You may lock it, hand me the key, and continue on. I'll ride ahead and wait for you at the Templeton North gate. Once we meet, I'll hand the key back, and you'll have just enough time to dress up before reaching the main event. Now this is far less risky, but we must start with baby steps. Also I'd have preferred to ride with you, but I'm riding ahead on your specific instruction that you'd rather do it alone. If you have any doubts, please ask."
Queen asked, "So just strip. Lock the clothes away. Hand you the keys.. And?"
"I'll hand the keys at the entrance. I've re-checked the schedule with your convoy head. All you have to do is wait inside. Naked. Okay, here I go." Bella opened the side door as the carriage stopped at the Capital gates. Queen quickly got into shedding her garbs. She needed this to work, desperately. Yet somehow she kept wearing her under cloths, locking everything else inside, including her shoes.
Soon Bellatrix rode away in her horse ahead of the convoy, with the only key to her Queen's dignity. Elanor felt her cheeks blush red. It helped with her shame that the lamps inside were not lit. She had the darkness covering her nakedness for now. Even then it felt deeply exhilarating for the first ten minutes, risky for the next fifteen minutes.
Then the reality of the situation kicked in. This is going to be just another usual carriage trip.
Once the doors closed, pretty much no one knew what went on inside. Elanor understood that Bella didn't want to push too hard for the maiden attempt, but this is boring. Part of her kept telling her to open up both the windows wide, and risk letting the world see her state, but it was not like there were people outside. The road to Templeton is bare barren land, with a few meadows between. The path doesn't even run through a forest, at least the risk of bandits would have exhilarated her. Yet for all the big talk, Elanor still kept the windows shut tight. She was beginning to have second thoughts if Bellatrix was even qualified for the task. 'Two more hours of this?', she cursed to herself. She had a hectic few days before, and the toll was hanging over her. In fifteen minutes she drifted to sleep.
The sudden jerk of the carriage woke her up. Clearing her throat, with a half sleepy mind, she asked her coachman, "Jokshun! How much longer?"
"An hour and half more Her Highness" She heard him reply faintly through the tightly shut carriage window. Elanor realized it wasn't the jerk that made it uncomfortable, but the temperature. The sun was blazing outside. And the closed coach, out there on the barren land, with no shade from the trees was turning into a fuming oven. Sweat had covered her whole body in shiny little beads, and dripped down her sides. The seat cushion was soaked, and the stench within was turning unbreathable. Elanor knew what she had to do.
With no choice, she opened her left side window. The sudden intrusion of light almost blinded her, but the breeze felt heavenly. She kept a finger of the window pane, making sure the opening gap was never more than an inch. She could see the head of her long convoy in the curve up ahead. She felt the geography seemed a bit different than what she remembered, but blamed it on the weather. The summer was particularly harsh this time around. Even the meadows seemed more brown than green. The royal carriage was much higher than the normal ones, so she knew even if the windows were left open, it's not like she could be seen from the ground.
Then there was another sudden jerk. The terrain had gotten worse. And her finger slipped, letting the window pane fling wide open. Elanor felt a lump in her throat, and a fire lit up in her abdomen. Like a fawn she ducked down, crawling the floor in an instant. How the hell did this happen?! She didn't move a muscle for a minute straight, her eyes bound shut, and her pussy lips puckering for no reason. Evening her breath, she slowly crept up along the right wall of the coach, slowly extending her naked arm out to grab the window pane. It felt soothing, not the naked display, but the wind against her flesh, contrasted by the sun above heating her arm. It had been a few months since Elanor had left the Palace premises, that the sudden outing was quite refreshing.
It felt good, and it was hard to distinguish how much being naked played into it. Slowly Elanor understood, there is no one out looking in to see her nakedness. This was probably the most freeing she had felt, since her fateful coronation. Emboldened by the positive affirmations from nature, Elanor slowly sat back in her seat, now much more comfortable with her state, even with the light shining through. The noon sun was cooking them all, and one open window was not enough to cool the carriage. It was only a matter of time, but soon both the windows were wide open, the wind blowing through the curtains. The Queen kept telling herself, it wasn't her exhibitionism but the tiring, sweating heat. Deep down she knew, heat was the root cause of it all, after all.
She sat on the wooden floor, feeling the polished grain against her naked ass cheeks. She had angled herself such that she will be least visible when viewed from outside, even at a higher vantage point. Even with the windows open, only hot air blew now. Desperate, she had even kept the driver-side window slightly open, just enough for a narrow stream of air to hit her face directly. Even if the driver turned and looked, which was highly unlikely, he won't be able to catch much of a glimpse, as the small window remained shut for the most part.
Well, this was a much tiring week, Elanor thought. Somewhere deep she felt thankful to be sitting there unclothed, and not in a sweat-drenched royal garb. Then again, normally she'd be accompanied by her maids, fanning her to comfort all the way. The only reason she was alone, was the nature of the task. Somewhere in there, between those thoughts and fatigue, Elanor drifted back to her nap. It felt short, yet deep and restful. And in a few breaths she dipped into a dream.
She was back in the Annual celebrations with Barthomius. They were on their way to the famous Templeton Horse show by the pier, accompanied by the town chieftain. It felt good cozying up to him. And he smelled magnificent. God, she missed that smell. Trumpets filled the background playfully, accompanied by the drum beats. And the music just got louder and louder, as shadows moved before them. She hugged on to Barthomius, as he covered her ears with his palms. It helped, but very little. The trumpets grew louder, and louder. And Elanor woke up, disturbed and disoriented.
She noticed, still sleepy, that she had climbed back on to her seat. Probably it was for the comfort of cushioning, or probably to avoid the direct hit from sunlight, that lit up the floor boards now. Still in the grips of slumber, she noticed even the driver-side window pane was fully open. Had he taken a peek she wondered, playfully, thinking it's still a dream. Elanor felt the sunlight hitting sharply at the tip of her raised knee, through the gap in the curtains. It glowed like pure milk, and even stung slightly. She noticed absent mindedly how she was laying. Her hair sweaty and disheveled, her left arm hugging her torso, bunching up and bulging her beautiful ripe bosoms, while her right palm supported her head. Her toned belly was adorned with beads of sweat, and her legs stayed splayed, thighs apart, and a cooling sensation at her perineum. Her beautiful pubic garden looked lush and dense, glistening with sweat as the light hit it from an angle.
Wait, her pubes were out in the open. Elanor woke up to the sudden realization that the dream was far gone, as the trumpets screeched outside welcoming their Queen. 'Oh no..!' She rolled down and curled up in the floor, her right hand searching for the spare blanket usually kept under the seat. This cant be real, this just can't be. She was already within the city walls of Templeton. How did they reach so fast? She couldn't have slept that long. And where was Bellatrix? She was supposed to intercept them at the gate. Oh. no!
As she peeked out the right window, wrapping herself in the blanket, she saw out at the corner. They just passed the Clock Tower. That can't be. They were supposed to enter through the north gate. But if they passed the Clock Tower, that could only mean one thing. This is their welcoming party at the Templeton East gate. She raised her left hand and gently closed the driver-side window, hoping Jokshun had kept his gaze forward. Just to confirm, she asked to her driver.
"Jokshun, aren't we a bit early?"
"My Queen, our guard patrol informed that the usual route had some recent incidents of banditry. We were adviced to take a detour, and enter through the East gate instead. By luck the routes were much clearer, and I thought it's best to help Her Highness reach faster, especially in this sun. So we sped up, and in fact reached early by about thirty minutes."
Elanor had never been more annoyed by her staff's competence. "And how much longer to the Town hall?"
"Fifteen minutes at most my Queen. The crowd is rushing to meet you, hence the traffic is a bit tight from here."
"Call Sadim, tell him to fetch my maid Bella for me."
Jokshun replied politely, "Her Highness. Lady Agrafena had instructed us to find her upon nearing the gates. But due to the change in schedule, I'm afraid she's stuck at the North gate. Sadim informed me earlier that the city guards wouldn't let her in, if she's not accompanying the convoy. And it'd take her at least an hour to reach us, since the streets are filled with throngs of people. Sadim had left to fetch her anyway, the moment we entered."
'NO, no! This can't be happening. Not now, not out here..!!' Elanor felt like kicking the trunk next to her out of frustration. The same trunk which held all her clothing, her shame, even her under clothing. This was no arousal inducing scenario of her dreams, this was terror! What explanation was she to give, to those who found their ruling monarch wrapped in nothing but a flimsy blanket, now stenching and steaming in sweat?! And this was her first public appearance after swearing in, in a long time. People had rushed in to get a mere glimpse of their beloved Queen. And there she was, ready to offend their respect, and fire up their perverted fantasies offering more than an eyeful. In fifteen minutes, she'll have no choice but to step out of the carriage, and greet the welcoming chieftain. That was the custom. Failing to do so would be offending the chieftain and disrespecting the province. Elanor is not just a Queen now, but an all powerful monarch. And it comes with it's own set of rules, expectations and obligations.
The way the drum beats changed to the ceremonial welcoming song told her that they were ahead of schedule. Her trembling fingers measured the corners of the blanket, checking its dimensions, making sure it covered her well, and all around. She can either tie it around her neck, but the bottom will end three inches above her knees. She had no memory of any royalty ever exposing even their shin out in public. Or she could tie it around her bosoms, making sure it stays well past the knees, but then the show will be her ample cleavage. And with no under clothing for support, those mounds will just jiggle and wiggle. This is shameful. What would the chieftain, a dear friend of her husband, think. This would tarnish not just her reputation, but the memory of her beloved. How will the people react to their Queen dressing so salaciously, if you could even call it a dress. All the dilemmas however ended once she sensed the carriage coming to a halt.
It hit her like a jolt, the reality of the situation. And then, she found the way out.
What was she thinking, walking out to them clad in a single blanket?! So as to not disrespect their hospitality? She is the Queen. Their BLOODY QUEEN!! They bowed to her Queendom, not the other way around. And, no one! NO ONE, plays the tunes to which she must dance. And if she deems it time to leave, it's time to leave.
No explanation required.
"Jokshun!" She roared at the coachman. "We are leaving, now! Signal the convoy."
And just like that, it was done.
As the whole convoy rushed their way back to the capital, Elanor couldn't help but wonder. What possessed her to act so docile, so subservient to the pressures of the instance. So submissive..
The people of Templeton were baffled, and greatly saddened. What could have upset their beloved Queen, so much that she left without saying a word? Even the town administration and the elders didn't take any offence, instead feared and debated what they did so as to offend Her Majesty? An offense so deep that she left without even stepping out. Was it because the streets were lacking in the celebratory spirit? Was the decorations not grand enough? Did she doubt them for skimming on the budget? Many of them had personally met the Queen, so they knew very well that it could not have been one of those unruly royal tantrums.
Not their Queen. She wouldn't do something so wrong.
Not that the royalty could ever be wrong.
Fool me once..
Elanor calmed her breath as the servant informed her that Lady Agrafena is here as summoned. The Queen waved okay, she hadn't spoken to Bella since the events at the convoy. It's been two days, and last she saw Bella was on her knees begging for mercy and her walking away without clearing the air. Elanor had enough time to reflect on the incident properly, and she knew well Bella was not to blame. If anything it was on her men, for changing the route at the last minute. Luckily they had found Bella and brought her to the Queen soon after they left Templeton. If not Elanor would have no choice but sent one of her men to fetch some new garb, as all her clothing was locked safe in the trunk leaving her in just her underclothes. She had felt furious sitting there sweating, with all the windows shut tight, waiting for Bella to be back, in that hotbox of a carriage. Elanor tried hard to push away that memory, it made her unreasonable.
Bella was already before the Queen kneeling, waiting her permission to speak. Elanor said.
"Before you start, know this. I don't hold you guilty, nor responsible, for the mishap that happened in Templeton. Although I think you should have considered the possibility of uncertainty. I'm sure my men wouldn't have informed you of the rerouting even if they had the chance, for security reasons. So do not keep apologizing for it. You still have a job. I hope you learn from this experience, and plan better for the next task."
Bella felt as if she was just released from a choke. This is such good news.
"Much grateful Her Highness. Your mercy knows no bounds." She continued looking up. "Regardless the hiccup I hope the experience wasn't too unbearable for you. If needed, we can take a week's break before continuing the procedure. I'm much appreciative of your confidence. Was there anything in particular that was not your liking?"
Though she realized the sincere curiosity in Bella's voice, Elanor couldn't couch her reply as her blood boiled. "I was stripped to nothing but my sweat-soaked underclothes, and left in a fuming hot box for two hours! Afraid of facing even the lowest of my men, the driver. I still feel apprehensive facing him, my favorite carriage still reeks of sweat, I legs cramped so bad from kneeling on floor soaked and cooked. And you still are curious if it was to my liking?"
Bella stood with her jaw dropped, her shoulders crumbling, as the Queen continued in an almost command.
"You appreciate my confidence, huh?! We are not taking a break, and that's not for the faith I have in this. I have no confidence in your plans, I hate every second of it. But we ruled on it, so I'm doing it. And we'll see from there."
Elanor looked right in the Horse whisperer's eyes and spoke in the way only a royal could." The rule is the rule! You are dismissed."
There was pin drop silence in the whole Imperial chamber for a whole minute.
As Bella walked out the Palace gates still in shock of her narrow escape, she wondered again and again in loop, muttering to herself. "..the rule is the rule... The rule is the rule..!? What does that even mean?"
A few days had passed by. The Templeton administrative heads had visited the Queen personally, apologizing for anything that may have caused her any displeasure and pleading her to bless their final festival day with her presence. Elanor tactfully remained, letting them believe it was their fault. She remembered the annual celebrations final from few years back. It was to be the largest gathering of the city, and a great religious ceremony. Everyone in the city will group around the church grounds for a midnight prayer and other ceremonial rituals, before starting the final party. She informed them that her schedule is too packed, but she'll try to find time, and visit. As Elanor delved into the administrative headaches, Bella sure had headaches of her own.
She was on thin ice. Part of her brain kept blaming the Queen's men for ruining her maiden attempt, part of her blamed the Queen for how she kept interfering with what Bella had originally suggested. Bella had insisted beforehand for her presence within the carriage, but the Queen said she'd be too uncomfortable to strip in front of someone. Also most of her requests and ideas kept getting shut down, until this one. Elanor's reasoning made no sense at times, but saying no to the Queen was simply not an option. But Bella knew, part of her firmly believed, it was her fault alone. The Queen had entrusted her, on High Priest's word, a highly delicate job. If it failed by even a bit, it was on her.
That was the attitude that helped her go all these years. That made her the much revered Horse whisperer of today. She was determined to make it work the next time, at any cost.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
It was five past midnight.
Elanor was back in Templeton, waiting for Bellatrix under the veil of darkness, in the town 'Horsemen's club' stables. She had some idea of what's expected of her. She decided upon this task after rejecting five others. Some were too risky to her liking, others too boring. She almost felt manipulated, like Bella offered a mixture of outrageous and dull ones upfront, making her jump at this one as soon as suggested.
Two hours before, Elanor had just lit the ceremonial torch, inaugurating the Templeton Annuals finale in front of the Church. The townspeople were all present, and will be there celebrating for a few hours. So she was positive the deserted streets provided a perfect venue for the task. Bellatrix had insisted on doing this back at the Capital, but Elanor was not comfortable doing it in the Palace grounds. Elanor was aware how this impeded with Bella's work, the sudden suggestions and insistence, but the Queen was simply not comfortable leaving things to fate yet. There was one more reason, but she tried her best not to remind herself that. Despite the horrible memory of the first attempt, the thought of tonight's task itself made Elanor giddy. It was easy for her to slip out without alerting her own guards, she was motivated enough.



A sudden 'Neigh.!' made her turn around.
Bella walked out from the stable leading a beautiful large black horse with thick fur and long lush mane. Patting it's neck, Bella said.
"My Queen, meet Iris. She'll be your guide and friend this night. All you have to do is let her carry you. I'll lead by the reins. We will roam around the streets, and return at the first time we spot someone else. Although people stick to the customs of the town quite religiously, and are expected to stay at the church grounds till dawn, I'm sure some of them will sure try and leave early. Hopefully we'll spot one soon, and rush back before people start leaving."
Elanor was too busy caressing the horse fondly, as she had always loved horse riding. Iris was quite friendly and she liked her instantly, compared to the buckskin horse she had ridden few hours prior. She had to ride around the town square, carrying the torch as part of the ceremony, culminating in the Church grounds. The whole evening was a great success, and the towns people and the Chieftain seemed immensely glad and grateful for her presence. Quite an eventful day, yet she felt exhilarated the whole time for the night's task. As she felt the thrill of what's about to come capture her senses, Bella extended a coarse cloth to her, and continued.
"Of course, this won't just be a fun ride. Here is your robes for the night my Queen. I expect you to were this and nothing else, that includes the under clothes. It's imperative for the task to have the intended effect. Once you are done, I'll secure your hands to the horse. This is also a must, you feeling restricted physically. Please go ahead and change behind that door, and we will start the task right away."
In no time Elanor emerged from the stable, wearing only a cloak. A thick dark cloak with a large hood, knotted at her neck and draped across her naked ripe breasts. It was large enough to drape around her whole body, but she knew much of her midriff will soon be exposed to the night sky once they start riding. She felt naughty. She felt relieved and liberated, standing under the night sky with only a thick blanket between her skin and the moonlight. Something in her wanted to rip it apart and run around the streets naked and wild.
While helping her Queen up the horse, Bella noticed that she was still wearing her frilly loin cloth. Bella remembered the Queen mentioning about the earlier incident, about her under clothing drenched in sweat or something. Bella had, in both instances asked her to be completely naked. She chose to let it go this time as well, considering it was her first time outside, in such a dare. As she chained Elanor's both wrists around the horse neck, she said.
"Iris is recently retired. She's the pride of Templeton, winner of multiple races and championships! Till last year she was the Annual celebration's mascot, and used to perform the same ceremonial touring you did earlier. Past her prime for sure, but she's still a good girl. Little wild, and unruly. But good." She made sure the chains were just loose enough that the Queen can gently use the reigns herself if needed. She then attached two weights to her either foot, so she she won't be tempted to get down on her own. The weights were more for a psychological effect, re-emphasizing the restrictive feeling.
Bella had noticed the shift in Elanor's mood as soon as she walked out. She had seen the same in first time riders, the rush of encountering the wild beast for the first time. However this time it wasn't the beast. It was the wilderness that laid deep within her, that made her almost giggle at times. Bella wasn't sure of the task anymore. She expected the Queen to be apprehensive, but now she seemed amused and all too willing. Such first time riders usually learned to control themselves the hard way. Bella understood she had to be extra cautious, as the Queen didn't seem to be herself, the way her eyes twinkled.
She walked upfront leading Iris, as Elanor sat atop, struggling to take it all in. Here she was, the Queen of them all riding through her kingdom, clad in just an old cloak. She felt the night breeze against her chest, her cloak parted at front, exposing her naked belly. She felt her nipples harden instantly. Elanor looked down in surprise how aroused she already was, confirming her suspicion by the impression of her tits on the fabric draped over her breasts. The way the chains dug around her feet was mildly irritating, but she enjoyed it's metal cold. It felt as if her feet were forcibly spread apart. It reminded her of the way she was bound up within the mirror cabinet.
One minute in and she was already impressed with Bella's new task. She felt bound, yet wild, and untamed. She had spend way too long tied to the expectations and obligations of a Queen. It has been a while since she came across that part of herself that was still a mystery to her. The untamed in her. Father Benedictus was not wrong, this girl knew how to commune with the wild. She could solve this dilemma after all.
They were walking at a slow pace, and soon reached the stables back gate. It opened up to a narrow street, which lead to the cobbled main roads. Elanor felt emboldened. Usually she would have been comfortable with such explorations within the confines of her room. But now she couldn't wait to rush out to the streets. Things were moving a little too slow for her. She said.
"Bella, this is lacking something. I believe it's you leading us. It somehow makes it obvious, that there is no real danger. How about me handling the reigns my own, and you walking by the side, may be at a distance."
"I'd strongly advice against it, my Queen. Iris may be past her prime but she could outrun me in seconds. And the way you are chained, you may direct her, but you don't have complete access to handle and halt her on your own. After the last experience, I think it's best I stay by your side all times." Bella replied, noticing the shift in the Queen's tone. She almost sounded a little intoxicated.
"You have a point. Hmm... Do one thing, Bella. Go fetch one of the training horses from the stable. That way I can freely ride, and you can follow and keep watch a few meters back. Wow, that'd be great! Go run, we'll wait." She said patting the horse cheek.
Bella looked at the Queen concerned. "Are you sure.."
"It's alright. Iris is a good girl. We're good. Go..GO..!"
Bella hurried to the stable realizing it wasn't a suggestion. It was a royal command. She hated this unpredictability about the Queen, and found whatever possessed her that night unreliable. And she wasn't wrong. In a moment Iris started taking slow steps towards the street. It wasn't like the horse was unsure. It would take a step and wait for any instruction, then take another and wait again. Elanor felt her core tighten at first. Then it felt more like a tingle, as her nipples brushed against the fabric. A sudden gust of wind blew right through the narrow street, lifting the hems of her cloak and blowing it apart behind. The sudden exposure of her milky white thighs made her shiver in goosebumps. If it wasn't for a bit of folded fabric trapped between her butt and the saddle, it would have been blown up all the way. The sudden thought of riding through the streets naked made her giggle. And she gave her hip a slight straddle. Iris took this as an instruction and started walking through the street. Elanor gave him a pat saying 'Good boy..!'
From a few feet from the main road the horse halted. Elanor looked around to see why, as her eyes met the first strange eyes to gaze upon her current condition. She felt her spine freeze up, and then a smile spread across her face. It was a stray cat. And it watched her like it's the strangest thing that it came across the night. Elanor looked down and realized blushing, most of her body now shone in the moonlight. If not for the loose knot her neck, her cloak would've gotten blown away completely by the wind. Now edges of it simply clung on to her erect nipples, framing her perfectly toned torso to anyone who walked past. Not tonight, luckily.
From the sounds behind, she understood there were other stray cats behind, and they were about cause a ruckus. Elanor felt confident enough now. She was tempted to reach her fingers to her breasts and pinch her nipples. Even better, she felt like pulling the string of her cloak loose, so the next gust could free her of it's shade. Like possessed, her hands left the reigns and moved towards the string. It was stopped soon by the chains binding her to the horse. Not giving up, she pushed her shoulders forward and down, stretching her fingers almost missing the string. Suddenly one of the cats knocked over something as a loud noise of pots tumbling and crackling reverberated in the alley. The horse neighed violently, and taken by surprise Elanor wobbled and almost fell back. On instinct her hands clenched the reigns, and she pulled herself back to balance.
A big mistake indeed.
Bellatrix was saddling up the training horse when she heard the loud noise.
"Oh, no no no no.. NO!" Grabbing her satchel she climbed upon the horse and rushed towards the sound. The back gate was empty now. She reached the entrance to the main road and looked both sides. She saw crackled pots scattered all over, and a few cats growling and running around. There was no sign of the Queen, nor Iris. This is her worst nightmare, doubling down. Bella desperately scanned the empty streets. This wasn't her first time tracking down a stray horse.
She closed her eyes and listened for a gallop.
A neigh, a yelp, or cry.
Anything.
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Here's a quick recap.
Queen Elanor, the Great Chaste, of Wolkernshire is having a hard time keeping a level head, navigating the daily politics and policies of her court, while still mourning from the unexpected demise of her true love, King Barthomius. Wanting to relieve the chaos in her mind, with all conventinal aids failing, the Queen decides to employ the expertise of Bellatrix of Agrafena, a promising horse trainer. The rationale being, unorthodox problems demand unconventional solutions. Bellatrix correctly identifies that key to the solution, but it involves manipulating the Queen's bodily cravings, primarily the sexual kind. The only problem being, the Queen's unswerving determination about preserving her chastity.!
Though deeply in love with King Barthomius, due to traditions and circumstances, the Queen hadn't consummated the marriage yet. And now she felt it impossible to part with the one thing in her mind, that she truly had preserved for her man, her virginity. Bellatrix took upon the challenge, to treat the 'condition' in secrecy, without violating the Queen's chastity, nor risking any exposure that would seriously impeded her ability to function as the true ruling monarch. To avoid suspicion, Lady Agrafena was given the official title of 'Head of Households', a powerful position in its own right. After a few trial and errors, Bella realized the best way was top observe the Queen's immediate responses to deeply sexual scenarios, which she termed 'tasks'. And the first of those tasks, making the Queen experience the exhillaration of roaming the empty streets of her Kingdom, on horseback at midnight, wearing nothing but a cloak.
Only, things didn't go as planned.
*
**
***
Knighting
The streets of Templeton had a ghostly aura, being deserted yet seeming full of life, glowing in the moonlight. Piercing through the silence, a rugged training horse galloped across, with a much worried rider yanking it's reigns. This was beyond Bella's worst nightmares. Elanor is missing, bound and naked. And atop a horse nonetheless. They could be speeding to any corner of the town right now. She rushed her horse towards her best guess. But little did she the path Iris had taken a minute ago.
Elanor took a while to grasp the gravity of her situation. All she wore now was a long dark hooded cloak, which barely covered her nakedness with all the galloping, if you are to discount the thin coat of sweat and her loin cloth. The large hood had fallen over to her face, and she was hanging on to the reigns, hoping Iris was running back to the stables. It was unlikely but she clung on to that hope. She had to. Iris was still running wildly. If not for the weights at her feet, Elanor would have fallen down by now. She wished she had though.
All she could feel was the warmth of her muffled breath. And how her now bare bouncing breasts slapped against her ribs, moving in tune with the horse's wild jerks. Every once in a while the hood cloth would rise and flail, enough for Elanor to get a glimpse. The horse reached a junction at one point, took a three sixty turn as if recognizing something, giving her enough time to catch her breath and compose herself. But before she could reign it in, Iris started again. This time less of a frantic gallop, and more of a focused sprint.
As it picked up momentum, Elanor felt her hips straddle the saddle, the silky material of her loin cloth rubbing against her skin, stirring up all things venal. Even though she was not in control, her body automatically assumed the riding posture, her back arched and breasts pushed forward. It was a blessing her vision was obstructed, because her breasts alone was a sight in itself. With each gallop her whole body rose up a few inches, with her breasts taking a moment to catch up.
The massive globes then rise up like a wave, only to find her body had already started going down with the gallop. As her body hits the saddle, her ass cheeks splashing and her vaginal cleft separating at times, sending a buzz of pleasure up her spine, her nipples are still up in the air, confused. Whether to go on up, or just fall down. And the best sight of it all is how her jugs of glory smashes back against her ribs, only to realize, 'here we go again'. Elanor understood how disgraceful a display her bare breasts were putting on. She tried reigning in the beast, but with her movement restricted by chains, it only seemed to signal the horse to go ahead. She could see at times when her hood bounced up enough that there was an odd house at each street, with at least one candle lit.
She hoped no one had decided to take a night time stroll. She was the most afraid of running into a patrolling guard. Unlike the random townsman, the guard had more chance of recognizing her. Recognizing his ruling monarch, the Great Queen Chaste as a rare pervert who enjoyed patrolling her kingdom on horseback naked, displaying her flailing tits for all. Being caught clad in a mere blanket in her carriage didn't sounded all that bad now. What confused her was the way Iris moved, at times she'll sprint straight. Then stop at once and make a sudden turn. It almost seemed like at certain junction it slowed down and simply trotted, like doing a display. Like she was doing a much practiced obstacle course. Nothing about her movements was random. If only she would stop.
Bellatrix was rushing through the streets keeping her calm in desperation. She knew the stakes, she knew if she panics now the results will be disastrous. Not just for her, but the kingdom's honor. This wasn't her first time tracking a runaway horse. She knew perfectly well how a frantic animal would move, and what would motivate it. But her experience seemed to fail her tonight. Each time she follow a lead, she'd run into a dead end. When she listen, she could faintly hear the galloping again, but from a completely different direction. She even heard it simply trotting at times, which made her wonder if there was a second horse loose in the streets tonight.
She knew the Queen held no real control at the reigns the way she was chained. It almost seemed like the horse was taking a well known route, instead of running frantic. She decided to rely solely on the gallop sounds from now on, and hurried in that direction. She knew Iris was barely out of shape, and hoped would halt to rest sooner.
It's almost as if fate heard their prayers, Iris finally slowed down into a trot, and gently stopped. Elanor almost felt disappointed, her hips continuing to straddle the beast on it's own. Her breathing slowed down, and soon she came to her senses. She tried to flip back the hood so she could see. Failing which, she took a few moments breathing deep and calming herself. Her nipples tingled, and her breasts felt like they were still bouncing. It was a weird feeling, as in reality, her chest was merely heaving with the breath.
She leaned forward as best as she could, and loosened the knot of her hooded cloak. Then carefully shifted it enough so she could see, without revealing too much of her face. She checked the chains hoping to find any way to unlock, or at least loosen it. Failing to find any, she rested a moment hugging the horse's neck, rubbing it's head. "Why did you run so much?" She whispered to it. 'And why stop all of a sudden?' She wondered as she sat upright again. The weights on her feet was a mere frustration now. She could hear the distant sound of celebrations from the church grounds up north. She looked up finally to see where she was, and was taken aback by what greeted her.
It was utterly intimidating, the way the giant white shining silhouette looked down at her. A black stone statue erected on a six feet tall solid block, in the image of the old Great King, the great grandfather of Barthomius. The one who had build the Church grounds to its current glory. Which means she had reached the town square next to the East gate. She looked up to her left, and saw the clock tower looking majestic in the moonlight. Yes, they were at the East town square. Which meant, if the horse decided to take the right and trot three blocks, the night would come to a swift end, with them running into the East gate guards. Them catching her in this state would be the end of her reputation, and possibly her Queendom and its honor.
"Don't think of right, Iris. Please, anything but right." she leaned in to whisper into it's ears, carefully gazing at the streets. All the shops and buildings were shut down, or boarded up. Not even a burning candle or two in any, like the streets before. Jute sacks of something were kept along the footpaths and building steps, in an uneven pattern, which seemed strange to her. Elanor looked back at the moonlit statue again, it's judging stare piercing through to her soul.
She remembered visiting this spot earlier in the evening. On horseback, as part of the Annual celebrations custom. They had played the old national song, while she got down and paid her respects bowing in front. It was quite an eventful day. And the night seemed to be taking a turn for the worse. Elanor wondered about her options. Strangely, the fact of her nudity wasn't a bother anymore. It was just her, the horse, the ancestral statue, the night sky and the empty square. No need to panic. All she had to do was wait. It won't take much longer now for Bella to find her.
Stay still, Iris. Stay still.
A movement to the left caught her attention, and as soon as she saw it clearly, Elanor felt her blood freeze up. It was a man, walking, almost wadding towards the statue. He seemed malnourished, his skin dry and riddled with bumps, his eyes a mix of sleepiness and heavy intoxication, his legs struggling to balance. His hair was balding, clothes dirty and breath stinking of alcohol even from the distance. He stood next to the statue foundation, leaning with a hand on it for support. Then he did the unthinkable.
Well not really, that wicked part of Elanor taunted herself. What she did, sitting bare ass naked on a mare in broad moonlight. That was the unthinkable. What he did, not even realizing her standing so close, was merely an uneducated nature's call. He simply relieved himself at the feet of his Kingdom's original ancestral monarch, the great King, as if that's part of his daily routine. Elanor felt horrified, and disrespected to the core. But she couldn't move, nor could she afford to.
Her best play was to stay as still as possible, hoping he wouldn't notice and would simply go back to sleep. 'To sleep, huh?' Elanor looked around wondering, at the sacks dispersed along the town-square's footpath. And she realized to her horror, those were not sacks of vegetables. Those were resting homeless vagrants, just like the one pissing before her eyes. All drunk and probably high out of their mind, sleeping in off to dreams. If only, this was a dream. Elanor closed her eyes, staying still, even breathing quietly.
Then she did it, Iris. Of course she would, how could she not. Perfectly keeping with the night's theme. Elanor heard an unmistakable neigh sound. She opened her eyes slowly. And there he was. The lean intoxicated vagrant, staring right at her with his bloodshot eyes. Staring in utter disbelief, his mouth whispering in a loop, "Is that you, Goddess? Is that you??"
Elanor was not sure what the right move was. Should she nod? Should she wave at him? And why was Iris still standing there? She realized if he makes a move, or wakes up the rest, her best bet was to yank the reigns as hard and hope Iris wouldn't take her to the East gate guards. Why is Bella taking so damn long?? The Queen felt dreadful now. She regretted not adjusting the cloak properly to cover her torso or legs, when she had the time earlier. It shamed her to the core, that the only other man to see her naked bosoms, her erect nipples, other than her husband, was this nameless, homeless drunk. How disgraceful! Yet, her best bet even now was to stay still. The guy will think it's a dream, and go back to sleep soon. No need to worry. Just relax.
The vagrant never shifted his gaze from her. He now walked towards her in his usual uneven steps, murmuring unintelligibly. He stood a moment looking at the horse, petting it strangely and saying, "Iris..!" 'Damn it, he's not going back to sleep, is he?' Elanor wondered, still not moving. 'And, did he just recognize the horse?' He looked up to her with humble hungry eyes. "Goddess, is it really you.?" Unable to meet his gaze, she closed her eyes. Hoping this will all end soon, at least he hadn't recognized her yet. He still called her Goddess. The shine in his eyes was a clear sign of lunacy.
This is getting out of hands. Elanor soon felt a set of wrinkly thin fingers on her toes. It caressed her under-feet, making a moan almost escape her lips, and moved up the feet rubbing around her ankles. His massage soothed her left leg, especially where the weight was attached. Then his touch trailed up like a breeze, the fingertips feeling strangely erotic now. This wasn't part of the plan, nor expected, but with her eyes closed, her mind naturally focused on the next pressing sensation. And his magic touch was working wonders to her core. She even felt like her pussy was beginning to get wet.
She could hear him audibly gulp, with the alcohol stench now riding right up her nostrils, as his hands reached her knee. As his right palm massaged her meaty calf, his left hand rubbed circled on her knee cap. She had to admit, it felt good. What was this, some kind of trance?! His right hand now crept up smoothly and gripped her under thigh tight. With his left palm he forcibly moved her left knee to the side, spreading her legs apart in effect. Elanor couldn't figure why, but parts of her mind just kept closed, and looking away. And to her horror, the rest of her complied with no sign of resistance. It seemed her body just completely gave in to the pleasures of his touch, of what a mere vagrant's fingers could offer, craving more. He was not going to stop now, is he?
The vagrant stood there kneading her exposed fleshy thigh for a minute, as her chest heaved evidently. Her breasts wobbling and raising, up and down. Elanor could feel his gaze burn her nipples, fueling its erection. His right hand held her thigh open, and his left palm inched its way to her groin now. Her wildly dense and unkempt pussy hair was at full display for him now, she realized. For the first time that night, she felt the chilling cold breeze directly against her flimsily covered vagina. Her nether lips clenched in response, craving the warmth of something to separate them. She had started to leak visibly now.
"You smell so good Goddess! Like divine.. Haha..!" She heard him say. Then she felt his finger nail slide into the frilly fabric of her loin cloth, grazing the outer left lip of her vagina, sending shivers up her spine. What was she doing, Elanor couldn't figure. However what he did next, her whole being felt. Driven by lust and alcohol, the vagrant finally lost his cool, and grabbed the left end of the loin cloth in a tight fist. His sudden yank rode the cloth up her pussy cleft violently, which thankfully woke up the Queen out from the trance.
"Oh no!" Using all her strength she kicked the vagrant away with her left foot. He fell back on to the cobbled road, tearing her loin cloth, a piece of it still intact in his fist. Waiting no more she grabbed the reins and pulled it with full force. Iris neighed, but didn't move an inch. Looking back at the vagrant getting up, she yanked it again saying, "Iris, come on girl...Move, come on run, now.."
Looking left, she saw a mixture of fury and desperation in his eyes, as the vagrant screamed, "Goddess, don't go away..!! Everybody wake up, the Goddess is leaving..!!" He kept screaming, and to her horror she saw the rest of them waking up wondering, and looking dumbfounded at her naked state. As she repeatedly yanked the reigns of an indifferent Iris, the vagrant had gotten up and tried grabbing her leg again.
As she tried kicking him, he grabbed on to her cloak, and ten of them closed in on her. With more waking up and joining, Elanor was on full panic mode, verging on screaming for life, as she was about to be ganged up on. Soon as she felt more hands on her both legs, with another one pulling her cloak from the right hem, Elanor kicked her legs violently. She leaned forward, hugged Iris by the neck tight and screamed at full strength, "Iris...RUN....!!!!"
For some reason that did the trick. Iris suddenly kicked up both its legs rearing, scaring away the drunk crowd, stood back down, and run forward. Somewhere in between she felt the cloak's knot yank against her neck, and heard a cloth tear. She felt her hair freed, and the hood of the cloak falling forward in whiplash, covering her whole face. As they passed the statue Elanor screamed in exhilaration and disbelief, "Left..left..LEFT..!!"
But the horse turned right, and ran straight to the East gate. Still hearing the mad crowd running after her, screaming "Goddess..!!" to the night sky, Elanor hugged on to Iris's neck, her eyes tightly shut. It'll all be over soon, in three blocks, its the East gate. The guards will free her, and get her to safety. She still didn't know how to explain her predicament to them, or what would even sound remotely believable. But anything was way better than being subjugated by the lowliest of her drunk subjects in the middle of the night at town-square. Even with her leaking pussy, exhilarated breath and boiling blood, she was glad to welcome this defeat. She'd rather face the rumors and gossips. Yet keeping with the theme of the night, upon passing the first block, Iris did the unexpected again. She took a sudden right turn, and sprinted straight at her fullest. Like she was on a mission.
Bella heard the unmistakable scream echo through the quiet of the night, and rode her horse towards. She saw a bunch of homeless people running through the streets howling like mad, as if chasing someone. And she could see in a blur, way ahead of them, Iris galloping towards the East gate. Just as she passed them, Bella noticed two dirty vagrants fighting over a piece of thick black cloth. 'God!' She was horrified. 'Was that the cloak the Queen wore?!' Even worse, that would mean Iris could reach the East gate in a minute, carrying a completely nude Elanor. Praying all her Gods, Bella rushed to catch up.
Then it occurred, to her surprise and relief. The horse just took a sharp right, and fled away like wind.
"That's a superbly skilled creature!" Bella couldn't hide the admiration as she closely followed. The sudden turn had slowed Iris enough, yet she accelerated like crazy now. Bella had almost caught up when Iris unleashed a new found energy. In a matter of seconds Bella realized, unlike her training horse, Iris was from another league altogether. In a fair race, there is no way she could catch up with them. Then again her riding path strangely seemed more practiced than a spur of the moment sprint.



In the back of her mind Bella tried to find a pattern in all it's actions. At the same time, she couldn't believe what she saw before. The way Elanor was acting atop Iris. She observed them both for a few minutes, following closely, then withdrew to a pocket road, having figured out an alternate strategy. She hoped it wasn't wrong. For it would cost them everything, any wrong move from now.
Elanor was now in a whole different world. Iris galloped much faster and wilder than ever before. If not for the weights and chains, the Queen would have fallen down by now. Not that she was too passive. Elanor had grown up loving horse riding. She knew how to move on a horse, and with all her strength, her thighs gripped the equine torso, as her butt kept bouncing with its stride. She was now sitting with her back arched, as the speed of their motion made the cold wind feel like needles piercing to her skin. Her bare belly shivered, and her breasts kept bouncing like anything. She had never felt her nipples stay so hard for so long. Free from the cloak, her thick auburn hair kept moving in the wind like a constant wave.
Elanor still couldn't believe that she was actually riding through the streets of her kingdom, practically nude. Though horrified at the moment, she could not be more thankful to that crazy vagrant for ripping her cloak off. Now all that remained was it's hood, bunched up and covering her whole face like a sack. Still she could hear the sound of her fleshy ass cheeks bouncing against the saddle clearly. She was now used to the way all the constant straddling stirred up the ecstasy in her loins.
But what drove her wild now was this new sensation she came to enjoy, solely after losing the cloak. And how the cold night wind hit her pubes. Especially how with each periodic jerk from Iris, when her whole body gets lifted up, and the cold air touches her now exposed and barely covered pussy lips. And her favorite, as her nether gets smashed back into the saddle, how the air escaped from under in a faint whistle. It had awakened something in her, and now it seemed she was completely in it's grip.
It was a boon to Elanor, that the hood helped her from facing the reality of her situation. All she could see now was dark. And that helped her to forget the obvious and focus on all the minute pleasures her body felt. Her hips leaned into the straddling, and now it would almost seem to an onlooker that her gyrating was what drove the horse wild. Her fists gripped the reigns hard and pulled in tandem, as if she was mating with the wild herself. Feeling insatiable by the cold hitting her crotch, her legs stretched wide on its own, even pulling up. The Queen opened up her treasured chastity willingly to the wind, as it continued to pleasure her. With such lust running through her veins, wanting to embrace the sensation in its all, Elanor leaned forward, and pulled the rest of the hoodie over her head. As her eyes adjusted to the moonlight, she could see the empty streets passing by.
She looked down and to her amazement found how divine her skin looked under the moon. And how obscenely her breasts continued to bounce. She lowered her legs, and gripped the horse with her thighs for balance. She was aware of the prying eyes of a handful homeless watching her astonished, as she rode past them. As she looked forward she saw they were approaching the market square near the South gate. With dread she realized she had tossed off the hood after removing it, and the horse seemed to slow down now. Her eyes roamed and found a few sleeping vagrants in front of and around boarded up shops. She recalled with her hood gone her identity is exposed now. Elanor shook her head around as violently as she could, and managed to cover her face with her own hair strands. It wasn't ideal, but it was better than nothing.
Iris slowly trotted around the statue in the market square. It was the statue of the first chieftain of the Templeton province. She had visited there that evening too, to pay her respects. As the horse circled the statue in a ceremonial trot, Elanor realized that most of the sleeping vagrants were well awake and watching her now. Unlike the earlier crowd they were clearly just a handful, and lacked the courage or intoxication, enough to make the first move. Still the look on their face was more of worship and astonishment, than lust. They kept watching as Iris completed the circumambulation, and slowly started taking the next right. As she gained speed, Elanor heard the unintelligible, yet loud scream from behind, along with the sound of running.
"Goddess...Please don't leave yet.." It was the crazy old vagrant from earlier. Elanor turned her head to see him run towards her, from the far end of the street, along with fifteen others screaming similar words. And the meek vagrants she just met seemed emboldened, as they too stood up, and started running after her. Not exactly the following she hoped to develop among the lower class. Thankfully they were no match for Iris's speed, as she headed North, like it's the final lap.
Elanor was deeply elated and relieved as she hugged on to the mare's neck and brushed it's mane. But a sense of dread was consuming her slowly from within. She couldn't figure out why at first. But slowly she realized, this route was not strange to her. In fact they were now riding along the deserted main road, the royal path. It was newly cobbled and widened as part of the celebration, and it lead straight to the Cathedral, the church grounds were the whole of the town was gathered. The finale celebrations must be going at it's full swing, otherwise at least a few returning subjects would have seen her by now.
The distant sound of music from the church grounds grew louder by the minute. And to make things worse, Iris being now at full sprint, the wind naturally made all her hair fly back into the usual wave. Meaning anyone looking could see clearly under the well lit moon, their ruling monarch riding their prized racehorse, in a torn soaked loincloth, with her breasts bouncing around in unison, wearing only an expression of dread. Of mortal panic on her face.
Soon the streets began being lit up by flaming torches on both sides, as if royally welcoming their naked Queen. It was a wide straight road and now Elanor could make out the crowd dancing to the songs at a distance. The same crowd that would surround her in all probability under a minute. The streets were more frequently lit up now, making Elanor shine not in just moonlight from above, but the golden flames from all around. Though she looked obscene yet divine, the reality of it all hitting her only made her skin crawl. She could clearly see the silhouettes of the main guards at the Church gate, their stares focused at her. They could see her only as a silhouette, and even if they saw glimpses, no one was expecting a naked lady on horseback.
So this is how her reign is going to end, this is going to be her lasting legacy, after all the good work the last five months. Elanor closed her eyes, accepting the reality. If this is her fate, then so be it. May be she shouldn't fight it anymore. As the Queen sat resigned, Iris changed her fate again, making a quick left and riding straight for about a minute. There weren't any vagrants, this being so close to the church grounds, and a smile slowly graced the Queen's face, her eyes still shut tight.
She felt the horse slow down, and come to a halt. Elanor just stayed still and resigned. The night had given her enough surprises, so she didn't want to find the next one yet. As her breath got calm, she heard an unmistakable 'clink' around her wrists. Suddenly her hands felt free and weightless. She opened her eyes and realized they were standing before the statue of the Ancient Goddess of Fertility, the deity of the church. She turned to the left to meet Bellatrix standing down, and she had never been so glad to meet another soul.
Bella went ahead and removed the weights from Elanor's feet, then helped her Queen off the horse. She handed her the satchel and told her she may get dressed. Elanor found her royal garb within and squeezed into it almost immediately. She was asked to take the training horse and join the Church ground celebrations. Since it's right next door, and with most of her guards stationed there, she could mingle a bit and resign for the night. They can discuss the task in two days back in her Castle. Elanor nodded her head, but she was still in shock. She couldn't believe Bellatrix managed to find her just in time. To her wonderment Bella explained briefly.
"Well my Queen, in the beginning I was as perplexed as any. This isn't my first time tracking runaways, but Iris was not following any usual patterns of a frantic mare. And I closed in on you guys, but there was no way I could catch up to the pride of Templeton in a mere training horse." She said stroking the horse mane, "But I quickly understood what she was doing. Remember, Iris was only recently retired. She used to do the ceremonial circuit around the city as part of the Annual celebration customs for the last six years."
"She even practiced it for months, before being retired earlier this year. If Her Majesty would recall, you did the same circuit this evening, only on a different horse. I had accompanied you, so I was familiar with the route. I figured, all I had to do was wait at the right spot, and Iris herself would deliver you to me. I was scared of something unforeseen like a thunder, or the mob earlier scaring her off the route, but luckily she stuck to it. I apologize my Queen, it's completely my fault.." Bella stood with her head bowing.
Elanor grabbed her shoulder, stopping her speech.
"We'll talk in two days, Bella. Now go join the celebrations.. I had more than enough fun with Iris, she's still too wild. She's all yours."
As Elanor got on training horse, Bella approached Iris. She had a thousand questions about the Queen's behavior tonight. In one minute it's reckless, the next apologetic. Not to mention she herself had watched the Queen, spread her legs wide, with a hood covering her head, while riding through the streets. Elanor had left the scene, yet the Horse Whisperer refused to join the party before figuring out what troubled her mind. After all Bella now had a much deeper understanding of the Queen's dilemma. And no sensible solution for it. She stood wondering, looking at the statue, then back at Iris. She saw that the saddle had a thin dried layer of fluids on it, probably the sexual juices of the Queen. She also found a discarded loin cloth on the ground, ripped torn at one end and soiled with the same.
Bellatrix didn't join the celebrations. She couldn't. Iris was way too tired by now. They simply trotted back to the stable. The sky had been turning cloudy, and her thoughts were a mess as well. After reaching back, she made sure Iris had enough to drink. Then she sat in the middle of the stable, surrounded by horses. It helped her think, feeling at home. Surrounded by the wild and tamed, who could hide nothing from her. She was the Horse Whisperer after all. As the wind blew wilder and humidity grew, the sky preparing for a shower outside, Bella recalled all she knew so far.
The Queen must protect her chastity till she feels ready to find another spouse. Or falls in love again even. At the same time, the Queen gets an unparalleled mental clarity after a proper orgasmic bliss. The kind that makes her ten times better at her job. But it never works to the intended effect if all she does is mere masturbation. It almost seemed at times, that all her experiences had rewired her brain such that she wouldn't feel it proper, unless an orgasm has been forced upon her.
Bella just couldn't believe what she just told herself. Sounding inappropriate or immoral aside, this is the Queen. A mere suggestion of anything like this is treasonous, by definition. Yet, from all she saw, this was the conclusion she arrived at. She didn't know yet how to square it all. And even she wasn't convinced by the logic of it, if it had any at all. She had all the pieces, yet somehow it seemed she was looking at it the wrong way. Following a faulty pattern.
Bella knew the events of that night was as transparent as it got. She had all the pieces now. Only, she has to find the right pattern. She has to. Bellatrix was so lost in thoughts that she was thoroughly shaken by the sudden lightning strike outside. As she looked out to the pouring skies outside, a roaring thunder followed, terrifying all the horses, them kicking and neighing in response. And there she recognized, amongst the cries of the worried bunch, something that sparked her imagination. She walked towards the herd, and saw a meek young mare, huddled up amongst the breeding stock. It seemed particularly anxious and unsure. Bella brushed its mane consoling, as gears turned in her brain. For she could see a new pattern now.
"Of course, now it makes sense. Now it all connects." Bellatrix saw what she had been missing all these days. And she knew what it would take to prevent any future failures. "But for it to work.. I'm going to need a contract!!"
Knowing the Queen as she did, there were only a few things that made her predictable. And she couldn't help but whisper, "After all, to Elanor.. The rule is the rule."
***
**
*
Three days had passed since the events of the Templeton Annual celebrations Finale. The Queen was back in the kingdom and busy with reworking her administrative reforms for the term. It took a deliberate effort from her part to keep out any reminders about the events of the night. She dove deep instead, splitting her time between restructuring the new trade deals and studying the peace talks from the Noxtran border. The unrest at the border was a long standing headache for the monarchy, the enmity between Wolkenshire and the sixth kingdom of Noxtra going back for generations. This was the main reason why they abstained from the 'Diplomatic Covenant' every year despite peace talks initiated by various kingdoms. Any usual ruling monarch would push this mind numbing task to his ministers, but Elanor was feeling extremely clear headed and super zealous for the last few days.
There was no way but admit the reason for it, as much as it made her blush. Elanor couldn't even face herself in the mirror, without collapsing into a blushful giggle. Fleeting vision from the night kept her humming through out the work, much to her surprise, and the civil servants wonderment. They had never seen their Queen in such a relaxed and upbeat mood ever since the passing of their great King. Some even wondered if she had found a new lover in her visits to Templeton.
Elanor on the other hand was oblivious to their reaction. Her mind still remained submerged in an orgasmic bliss. Her skin never felt so sensitive, and her pussy leaked so much she had to constantly change her loin cloth. The unmistakable scent of her juices permeated in her official chambers, with some staff even confusing it for a new perfume. Elanor was all the more glad when informed Bellatrix had arrived as summoned. It's uncharacteristic from a Queen, but she knew, she owed her an apology. She shouldn't have doubted her commitment or ability, and above all the foresight of Bishop Benedictus.
The Binding Contract
As Bella stayed kneeling in the Queen's chamber, Elanor waited for her servants to clear the room, leaving them both alone. Elanor sat down behind her table gesturing Bella to sit, and said.
"Before you say anything, Bella. I owe you an apology. And the reasons are multi fold. Firstly for not having a great confidence in you from the beginning. Knowing how it wasn't your fault, I shouldn't have been that harsh on you regarding the first task's failure. And you more than proved your worth, both intelligence and commitment, the way you saved me the second time, after my foolhardiness put the honor of our great Kingdom at risk. We are forever indebted to you for that.."
Bella couldn't help but speak up, "My Queen, all I did was my duty. And I've dealt with royal families before. No one had treated me with half as much as the respect you showed me. I have nothing against the way you responded.."
"No Bella.. I have been less than truthful with you. As much as I'm troubled by these issues, I was deliberately acting harsh with you at times. Hoping either the task would fail, or you'd give up and quit. Because, there is something that you don't know. There was a deal I made, an unspoken understanding with the Bishop. A deal which I'm convinced I can't hold my end well. You see, when Bishop Benedictus send you to me, he had asked for something in return. Something for your sake, something he believed I could make happen, by the powers vested under the ruling monarch."
Bellatrix understood what the Queen was getting at. It was a dream she had shared with Father Benedictus when she was a naive young girl. And it seemed the good Father had bargained on her behalf to make it come true. She wanted to open her own private ranch and horse training facility. Only she couldn't. By the imperial law, in Wolkenshire only the upper class was allowed own and operate ranches of the higher scale. And Bella was an orphan and a refugee by birth. Wolkenshire had the most laxed laws among all kingdom's yet it didn't accommodate for Bella's dreams.
The only way a lower class member moved up the social hierarchy was either by marrying up, or by an 'Heir in offspring'. For the 'Heir in offspring' to be valid, not only should she successfully give birth of the child of upper class blood, but also the father should legitimize the blood in public. This wouldn't grant them any claim to his wealth, but it legitimizes the child and mother by extension as part of the upper class. Though this strategy is looked down and ridiculed by the Baronesses, this was a surefire way for those who had it in them to steel their way through the initial shaming. Only, she was way too independent to be game for it. Bella said.
"Your Highness, I was not aware of any requests Father had made on my behalf. Please do not take those to the heart. What ever you wish is fine by me as sufficient reward."
"No Bella.. I do not want to, wish to manipulate you. At certain things, even the ruling monarch is subject to the customs of the Kingdom. We may push an inch or so, but if we push too much progress too soon, it just snaps back. I can suggest one of the royals to take an interest in you, but unless he truly falls for you, you'll only end up being the butt of every joke in his parties. Besides these Barons know the hold they have over the women who approach them for a legitimate heir."
"You wouldn't want to know how they expected you to satisfy not just the Barons, but entertaining his friends as well. And the truth is, the societal divide is what most of them cherish the most. The free reign to simply look down, and bark orders. It's a club too exclusive for them. There's no way any Lord or Baron rationally takes you as bride, not when they have more than enough skirts to chase. And if you manage to birth their offspring, they'll just deny it's legitimacy. I do not see a way. I thank you for all your services, and if you wish to leave now I'd not hold it against you."
Bellatrix was taken aback. Bishop being so forward, negotiating for her, itself was news to her. But even then, she had expected to Queen to not give it any consideration. Because she knew the game all too well to spot the impossible. Hearing Elanor had given it a serious consideration just warmed her heart, and she wanted to help her all the more. Bella said,
"My Queen.. Elanor, the sincerity in your voice is a reward in itself. And I'd have quit on my own, had I not witnessed myself how you endured through the last task." She saw the Queen's cheeks turn red as she continued. "For a while, I had followed you closely on horseback, and I noticed how you would.. how your body would react to the situation, provided there was enough pressure and anonymity. Even then, I would have quit this morning, had I not known what I do now.. You see my Queen, whenever I told you I could help with the dilemma, it was more my confidence and optimism speaking. But now.."



Elanor kept staring right back at Bella's eyes. Part of her heart was shriveling in shame, remembering the way she rode the horse that night, completely nude except for the hood on her face. Memory of the way her hips straddled the beast with her legs spread apart alone was enough to guaranty a change of loin cloth. Controlling her emotions, the Queen listen to Bella's shift in tone, as she continued.
"Now, my Queen, I can confidently say I have a pretty good idea of what caused your condition. And a detailed treatment plan to help you through it. Even use it to your advantage. Tell me, how clear headed were you the past few days."
Elanor stepped closer and grabbed Bella's hands, her eyes filled with gratitude. "Like you wouldn't believe! I covered a normal fortnight's work in three days. I feel blissful all the time, full of life like an adolescent. And my mind's just itching to.. itching to engage in anything productive. All the civil servants look at me like I'm someone else. Even the older ministers who scoffed at the idea of a Queendom now bows to me in true admiration. I shouldn't have doubted you to begin with, and I admit my mistake again. Please tell me you got this figured. Please tell me you are going to stay."
"It's up to you Queen.." Not the response Elanor was expecting, and she wondered what to make of it, as Bellatrix continued. "You will decide if I am to stay. Because I've decided to stay subject to a single condition. A condition that wouldn't falter against any compulsion, of gift or penalty. This is the condition." Bella slid an envelope across the table, and Elanor opened it.
It seemed like a very rough draft, prepared by someone unfamiliar with the technicalities. Yet without reading the fine print Elanor understood what it meant. Her eyebrows raised in bafflement, as she asked, "A contract..?"
"An Imperial employment contract, my Queen." Bella corrected smiling. "I understand your confusion, but I assure you, this is the best course. It's up to you. And you will decide in six minutes, or I'll walk." Sounding unusually commanding, Bellatrix leaned over and grabbed a sand timer from the edge of the table, and placed it between them. Elanor struggled to make sense.
"In short, my Queen. I can fix your problem in six minutes, and explain the basic rationale in the first four. You may think on it and go through the contract for the rest of two minutes. I'll submit the extended employment contract after a month's trial run, right now this is all I could concoct. Regardless, if the basic draft isn't signed and sealed before the sixth minute, I walk." Bella had never sounded more cold.
"Because," Bella added looking straight in her Queen's eye. "The rule is the rule."
A smile of relief bloomed on Elanor's visage. Finally they were starting to understand each other.
"Go ahead, explain the rationale?" The Queen said, her voice in it's regal self.
Bella flipped the sand timer, and the light blue powder began trickling down to it's bottom half.
"My Queen, you remember the sudden thunderstorm on the night of your horse ride? Well I spend that whole night in the stables pondering what I learnt about your problem so far. And the crux of it still eluded me. Then the first lighting of the night struck. And the horses all started panicking, kicking and screaming you see. And if not for that lightning, I may not even have visited you today."
Elanor leaned over the table curious as Bella continued. "See my Queen, people think it's exaggeration, but I can talk the tongue of horses. Not that I speak like them, but I've trained and known them for so long, that I know what each cry meant. I know when they are hungry, when thirsty, when they can't hold the piss, when they are tired.. I can read it all from a look, glean it from a cry. And the lightning sure scared the living out of them. Or say most. See one of them, a meek mare from the new breeding stock though, she cried a bit different. Hers was a..how do I put it... She gave out a mating call..!"
'This was all interesting, learning new things. Quite fascinating, but how does it connect to me?' Elanor wondered in silence while nodding. Bellatrix continued.
"The loudest thunder in years roaring outside, and she gives out a mating call!! A mating call, like in the heights of rut.. It's pure theoretical from here on my Queen, and I'll try and be as brief as possible... I believe uncertainty puts us in an internal suggestive state, where your brain isn't sure, nor the body, what the right response should be. Extreme unprecedented uncertainty, the kind that could potentially kill your soul, your reputation, your self worth, is a paradox to the in-built internal response. "
"Most people respond by fight or flight. But a smaller percent responds by freezing, and a minor subset immediately recognizes, there's actually zero threat to the physical body. And even minuscule among them makes the jump, from death and danger to procreation and pleasure. Like if death is imminent yet not instant, maybe the best possible option of survival is procreation."
"So even when mortally scared, the poor mare could only let out a mating call. Natural, considering it's age and health. Quite fitting the breeding stock.. I'm not saying you rationalize this and proceed. I believe something in you, it could be a natural or learned pattern. But it predisposes you to behave this particular way. I think it's likely that this happens only in a certain percent of the population. And I have more than enough reason to believe Her Majesty fits the bill."
Elanor took a quick peek, the timer was almost half done.
"All that, from a mare in heat.." Elanor looked down and took a deep breath. "These are tall orders, and you do come under my Queendom. So, care to elaborate?"
"Respectfully my Queen, no..!" Bella replied like a stoic. " I should have been more clear. When I train a horse I observe it's behavior and prescribe. Observe further it's reaction, and adapt if necessary. What I don't do, is sit down with the horse and explain the rationale in horse-speak. It wouldn't help the horse, if anything leaves it confused. I have already said plenty, my Queen. And that would be four minutes, twenty seconds."
The silence in the chamber weighed on them both.
Elanor didn't move nor flinch. She waited forty seconds simply staring at Bella. Measuring, studying, admiring the audacity. The ticks of eighteens. Such a young blood, after all. Then she straight up signed and sealed, surprising even the Horse whisperer.
"You are not going to read it?!" Now Bella was baffled.
"Perhaps I wasn't clear either.." Elanor said sitting back relaxed, her voice calm. "I'm not doing this to merely help my administration. I'm sure you've heard how King Barthomius had fallen to the depths while crossing the East mountain terrains... People believe we buried his remains on the third day, but in truth his remains were never found. The terrain was too rough and deep, they deemed unrecoverable.. People believe he died that day, but I don't. My sole aim is to preserve his kingdom in it's entirety, if not lead it to prosper, while I await his return. For I know, he will come. If it's fated so, he sure will."
If capable, Bella would have teared up. She stayed in her stoic self, feeling bad, and sad for the Queen. Poor thing still seemed to be in denial. No wonder she refused to remarry, and cherishes her chastity so vociferously. But she wasn't here as her friend. She was here to do a job. The employment which the Queen herself deemed official a moment ago. Bella said.
"Elanor, you should really read what you signed."
"Why..? You are fate herself." The Queen's voice had a strange conviction.
They both sat for a while in silence. Then Bella asked, like she just remembered.
"Well, one more thing. This all began with that day when you walked into your old chamber in the Summer Castle. I'd like to hear what happened."
""I believe I told you already.. As detailed as I could... Of all the games Bard liked to play.."
"My Queen, we both know this is no ordinary case. And no ordinary treatment works for it. Because you are no ordinary woman. You are not just a Queen, but our ruling monarch. There are truth's about yourself you'd unconsciously omit, not because you are ashamed of the reputation. But you are protective by nature of your ruling kingdom. And the honor of the Queen is inseparable from the honor of her kingdom. So it is my duty to push you to reveal those truths even at great pains. Also in our first meeting I made an error in thinking the specifics of it was not relevant."
"I do not know what you want to know about.. I already told you.."
"Elanor. Shameful as it felt, you only disclosed the earlier memory about your husband's cabinet. What I'm asking is, what exactly happened on that day, in your old chamber. What happened so specific, that it made you remember such an intimate incident. And what followed once you were gripped by that memory.."
Elanor kept staring at the Horse whisperer for a while, amazed by her eye for the gold. Even Elanor herself had not given much weight to the actual incident that happened, thinking of it more as an unfortunate circumstance, and less of a key event. Moreover, she had not given any clues about to even the Bishop, in her earlier confessions. Bellatrix broke the silence.
"My Queen, I am not saying you purposefully lied, or misled me. I'm well aware that there are things we all get horrified, ashamed or confused at least; the traits in us which makes us behave in the unexpected way. Not even respond, maybe just evoke the unlikely in us, in the most disgraceful manner. The truths that evade our perception by design. Even if you will it, your mind will shut itself. Like you said, you can't legislate goodwill. So I'll wait a week, or two. When I feel I've earned enough of your trust, I'll ask the whole story. I'm sure by then you'll have grown in comfort, to disclose even the most unsound thoughts of yours to me."
"Well.." Elanor spoke. "Thank you. For not forcing it out of me. I sure hope this works."
"Again, my Queen. You should really read what you signed."
"I trust you Bella. That suffices for me."
"No I mean, for this to work, I need you to be able to recall the terms you just signed from memory."
Elanor looked down at the legally binding contract, similar to what she would sign to guarantee terms for royal appointments. She slid it across the table and it read as follows:
By the powers vested in Her Majesty the Queen, the Cathedral of Monarchy and god almighty the following contract is sealed.
This contract details the conditions of employment for Bellatrix of Agrafena (hereafter referred to as employee), by the Imperial Monarch Queen Elanor of Wolkenshire (hereafter referred to as employer)
1. The employee is now responsible for the employer's psychological well being, resulting from specific sustained arousal training aimed at expanding the employer's range of sexual experiences. The employee is also responsible for protecting the employer's chastity, provided the employer doesn't deviate from the instructions.
2. The employee is to be conferred a new official title, the 'Head of Households.' This should grant her control over the employer's daily housing and schedule, castle staff, and her immediate security staff.
3. The employee may call the employer by her name, or any name she sees fit to the occasion. The onus is on the employer to respond regardless how she is addressed.
4. The employer must address the employee as 'Mistress' at all times. She must follow the rules and etiquette explained by employee all the times, except when it hinders with the secrecy of the arrangement.
5. The employee may compel the employer to complete tasks (designed in accordance with clause 1) and may not explain the rationale behind each task for five days.
6. The employee may set appropriate punishments for failing to achieve these tasks, so long as they serve the job role laid out in clause 1.
7. Any acts referred to in clauses 4 and 5 will hereafter be known as "tasks".
8. Tasks must be essentially sexual, while not compromising the chastity. The definitions of terms 'sexual' and 'chastity' will essentially be according to the specifications of the Imperial records. The definitions may vary based on the region, or Kingdom the task takes place in.
9. The employer may choose to opt out of any tasks if, and only if, the probable outcome meets the following criteria:
i. The task compromises the employer's identity.
ii. The task risks serious bodily harm to the employer.
iii. The task impedes with employer's ability to preserve her chastity.
10. If at any point the employer wishes to invoke clause 9, they must say the safe word "Windsor". At which point all actions must stop until it can be confirmed that the actions do not meet the clause 9 criteria. If it turns out the safe word was used carelessly, the employee may add additional tasks as punishment.
11. The employee will face no negative ramifications (legal or otherwise) for tasks undertaken in service of this new role.
12. The employer may chose two terminate the contract on the following circumstances:
i. The employer finds the method unfruitful, for three consecutive tasks.
ii. The employee fails to prevent any or all of the scenarios from clause 9.
13. Upon termination, the employee must maintain her cover as the Head of Households for a minimum of two months, to avoid suspicion. Both the employer and the employee have no say in the matter.
"That was quite thorough" Elanor noted, looking back at Bella. "It will be sealed and submitted to the Imperial records, for the royal stamping. And you will receive your stamped copy by Monday, from which the contract becomes valid in the eyes of Wolkenshire. The rule is the rule.. Well played."
"Is there any more doubts, Highness?" Bellatrix leaned forward.
Elanor closed her eyes and informed that would be all.
"See you in a week, Her Eminence." Bella smiled, bowed and left.
Knighthood of Valor
It's been a week since Elanor signed the confidential contract. Such a decision would usually leave her contemplating and second-guessing the entire week. But not now. For the longest time she's been battling fate. Since that fateful day, hearing from the Security Chief that they had lost contact with the King's convoy. And the next week, with fate doubling down, hearing first hand from what remained of the convoy. The King was gone, for good.
Her beloved, her soulmate. All in a week's span.
She's been fighting fate ever since. If not for the wise words of the High Priest, she'd still be. For who knew what plans fate held, who's to say fate's been on her side all along. So no, no more battling fate. The contract returns today with the ministerial over-seal, all procedures done. From this day, the contract is in effect. If it was a mere two-party contract between Elanor and Bellatrix, the Queen's Royal Seal was plenty.
But Bella's requests include having full access to, and revisory control over the Queen's daily schedule, granting her additional authority with regards to Castle security and staff, not to mention limited administrative privileges. So in simple words, the binding contract is between the Kingdom of Wolkenshire and Bellatrix of Agrafena.
The court closed early today. There was a ceremony scheduled for the evening. It was a chance for the Queen to interact with best and brightest of the Kingdom. 'Knighthood of Valor' - the honorary title awarded to civilians who exhibited extraordinary bravery in face of danger, be it a neighborhood fire, bandit threats or the likes. This being one of the few times a civilian is allowed an audience with the Royals, she was very much looking forward to this all week. Her subjects had been through enough turmoil already, and this was a chance for Elanor to assure them the Kingdom was in capable hands. She cared how the average civilian thought about her, and this was a function she couldn't afford to mess up. As she was finishing the thought, in walks Bellatrix, with a determined stride.
"Your Highness, it's time." Bellatrix informed dispassionately. Bella knew the gravity of the task at hand, and the importance of keeping it all at arms length and objective. But besides her best judgement, she already felt the power rushing through her blood. The power by rule, she held over the Great Queen Elanor of Wolkenshire. The Daughter of daffodils! She had made sure the Queen was alone in her chambers.
"Yes Mistress." Elanor complied much to Bella's satisfaction. "May I know the plans for tonight?"
Bellatrix couldn't believe, this is actually happening! Beyond all the rationals she explained in the contracts about how crucial it is for the Queen to have no doubt over her subservience, the power was starting to intoxicate Bella. And they had not yet begun. "You may not Harlot. All you need to know is, you won't be needing clothes from Sundown. You are to remain as such for my arrival, and your chamber doors shall remain unlocked the whole time. Meaning, if anyone walks in, be it Castle guards or servants, it's entirely upon you to convince them it was their fault. At any case, you will remain bare!"
Although not particularly to her liking, this wasn't such a shock to Elanor. For a first day it's not so bad. And knowing in advance helped her prepare at least mentally. "Thank you for sharing Mistress. I'll stay fresh and ready for your task this night. Looking forward to it."
Bella couldn't help but smile, "Oh, don't worry. It isn't the only task, in fact it's the second task of the day. The first one starts in thirty minutes..!!"
"But Mistress" The Queen remembered Bella's authority started at the morning, and extended till next morning. She didn't find calling a mere subject 'mistress' the least bit easy, but those were the rules.
"Its the 'Knighthood Ceremony' in thirty minutes, and I'm expected to be present." Elanor looked worriedly at Bellatrix going through her royal wardrobe. Wait, she wouldn't ask her to cloth suggestively in front of the subjects, would she?!
"You know Harlot, for a prude Queen your wardrobe screams promiscuous. Isn't there one proper conservative royal garb?! Ha. This will do.." Bella handed a yellow silk embroidered silk gown to Elanor, much to her surprise. Amongst all her clothes it showed the least skin. It was a buttery silk fabric with gold and white daffodil patterns adorning both her sleeves, a buttoned up high neck top with no cleavage apart from being extremely form-fitting. And bottom of the gown swept the ground. Though it wasn't a multi-layered bottom, it maintained the overall form-fitting theme, and had an unusually long slit along the left thigh up high, almost reaching her pelvic bones. It didn't bother Elanor.
With out this minor tease, the gown would've been too dry And avoid unintended flashing, the gown had a strategically placed string-hook. You wouldn't notice it, but if hooked properly across the left thigh, the wind could play with the flailing bottom all it likes, but it'd never stray too far from a playful feminine tease. Elanor was sure this in particular about the gown did not exactly fit the decorum of the upcoming event, but none other in her wardrobe did either. And it's not like she has a say.
Running her fingers through the patterned sleeves Bella asked, "Daffodils, isn't that one of your nicknames?"
"It's Daughter of the daffodils" Elanor corrected, "It used to be. I was born in spring in the riverside village of our Kingdom, and they said the whole fields were blooming with daffodils, it was all they could smell for weeks. It was my favorite theme since, be it Princess tea parties, or choice of fragrance. Well, it used to be.. I hadn't used it in a long time, quite surprised you found the design.." Elanor didn't remember seeing the outfit before, it's quite possible this is one Bella planned herself.



"It's alright." Bella continued, "I'm sure your subjects don't remember that name either. And maybe it's time we reminded them. Here.." Bella handed her a small glass bottle of essential oils. "Get dressed, all the necessary undergarments are placed at your desk, you'll wear those. Only those." She sounded stern.
"Is this an all body lotion or just for hair?"
"Oh Queenie, don't put it on your Auburn lush. It's the epitome of your beauty!" Bella chuckled as she pointed at the essential oil bottle."This is a secret concoction I obtained with a great difficulty. And this my dear, is all for your regal bush."
'Wow!' Elanor did not expect that. Like her well-loved hair, everything about her beauty was bound by the rules of regality. The Queen was to be the epitome of human perfection, the symbolic embodiment of her Kingdom's best, and even if an older monarch could slack off and not bothered, Elanor couldn't. She was at the prime of her life, her fecundity, and nothing less was expected of her. So much like her lush long auburn hair, her soft and supple skin, she had maintained a dense and dark bush tended beautifully at the edges. Even though she had tried shaving just around her pussy lips at the behest of her King, she had still maintained a well kempt garden below her naval, and never got used to feeling bare anyway.
"It needs some love too, you know." Bella told the blushing Queen, "Be sure to use the whole bottle solely on the pubic hair. I want it to stay soaked for at least five minutes, you may wipe the excess after. It'll take effect in fifteen minutes. Now get going."
'What'll take effect?' Elanor wondered as she rushed in to change. After applying copious amounts of oil to her bush, she felt a slight burn from the chemical doing it's thing. She pulled the white stockings with golden frills up her thighs, and untied her soiled corset and fetched the one provided. As Bella stepped in to help the Queen tie the corset, as she had excused her usual maids for the day, Elanor realized the corset was open up front. It bound her torso well and tight into a waistline fitting the Queen. But not only did it offered no support to her voluptuous breasts, but never even covered it.
Having given enough time to her bush, she proceeded to wear her panties. The panties seemed much normal from the back, but soon Elanor realized it looked more like an exotic dancers costume, indecently low cut at the front, its intricate pattern designed more to showcase the wearer's pubic garden barely and clearly covering the pussy lips. Its fabric was a shiny pearl white, which made sure it beautifully packaged that which it didn't cover. This was definitely not from her wardrobe. 'No use debating now', Elanor told herself as she put on the gown.
Elanor felt a chill run up her spine as her nipples brushed against the bare silk. Bellatrix took her time to enjoy tying the intricate knots of the back open dress. Her Highness looked like an angel , she thought. The Queen checked herself in the full-size boudoir mirror from all angles. The fabric made her look divine, stitched to such perfection that it clung to her body at the right places like a second skin, but fluid enough at others so it seemed at times she's floating in the wind. The long cut of the gown was definitely a bother to her, as she flung around the bottom to gauge the give.
She was used to the slight burn at her pubes which was more of a cooling sensation now, like an applied pain-relief balm, when it caught her eyes. 'Wait, it can't be..' Elanor fluttered her bottom again confused, still looking at her reflection. She could see her under-thighs flash with the flailing silk bottom, and this time an unmistakable glance at her pelvic cleft, her pubes. 'No way..!' fuming with fury the Queen pulled aside the edge of the slit covering her front thighs, revealing to both her and Bella her pelvis bare in the reflection. Her dense and deep bush looked vibrant, and wet.
And white..!!
How in heaven's name did this happen? Did Bella just made her bleach herself?! How dare she!! The fuming Queen was brought back to reality by Bellatrix. "It's only temporary you know." She took the cloth's edge from Nora's hand with an intimidating grip. "Besides white's suits you. Does go well with your whole theme of innocence, and purity. And chastity!"
As Elanor's burning eyes shot back at her in the reflection, Bella shifted her cadence to more that of a seasoned equestrian, "Hey! Is there a disagreement?"
"No Mistress." Elanor confirmed as she saw Bella dangle a hook attached to the open edge of the slit.
"You see this..?" Bella continued, as she let the cloth fall down and attach the clip at the back of Elanor's waist, "With this attached, your secret is safe. No one will get to peek at that secret snatch of yours."
Elanor understood she was right, the clip did help stopping an accidental slip, though still leaving enough of the slit open for the wind to play with exposing her beautiful long leg.
"You are not to touch this clip under any circumstances, understood? You are not to tighten in if it gets loose in the wind, nor to loosen it if it hinders with your walk. This is the part where you leave it to the fate. You may go ahead with your ceremonial duties, meet the subjects and such. The function venue has been changed to the High Tower gardens at my order, and it'll be awfully windy up there in the evenings.." Bella chuckled, as Elanor understood how the limited administrative privileges allowed her to do so. "You can have your fun flashing those long royal legs to your castle guards, the Ministers and Barons present. And who knows, maybe a lucky subject will get a glimpse of your snatch!"
Elanor turned her head to meet Bella's eyes in a jolt, shame and horror blushing her as Bellatrix chuckled, "That's what got to you.?! Oh Queenie mine. That's nothing. You think a mere subject so low getting to glance your royal bush is a new low? Imagine his reaction when he sees your shiny white hair down their in contrast to your well known auburn up here!" This is not good, Ella realized as Bella continued, "Not to mention how he can't wait to share the secret. That's be one juicy rumor to go around. Do you think it will be, how the Queen's no natural auburn? Or that how your snatch has grown old and dry with it's hair all white? What d'you think miss Daffodils?"
Bella continued to the baffled Queen, "Its up to fate, maybe nothing will happen. The High Tower garden is a rose garden, right? Well, if any civilian gets close enough to glance, he wouldn't remember any roses. He's mind will be all filled with daffodils by then."
Bella raised her right palm that's been wafting up the fragrance of her pubic hair up to Elanor's nose. It smelled like, daffodils! The oil, the chemicals, the burning sensation. It all made sense to her now. Bella intends to expose her to an unsuspecting civilian in the next thirty minutes, and there's nothing she can do about it.
"Listen to me, Harlot!" Bellatrix reminded, surprised at herself enjoying this a bit too much, "Stop anticipating! For my plans for you, will surely exceed it all."
***
**
*
About twenty subjects have been assembled on the terrace gardens of the High Tower balcony, surrounded by around ten Barons and noblemen, and the High Priest Bishop Benedictus. It was slightly breezy at the moment, with the roses dancing to the chimes' music, its fragrance lifting the whole mood. The High Priest have been explaining the rules of the ceremony to the subjects.
"It's a rare fortune of yours to stay in the vicinity of Her Highness, to breath the same air as hers. But you must not forget your place, and disrespect the divinity of the crown.For it is quite natural for the uneducated to be overcome by emotions in Her esteemed presence. It's quite understandable, for it isn't everyday you experience the presence of divinity. To assure that, you all may remain at our knees from the moment Her Majesty walks in. At all times your gaze should be on the ground. When your name is called you may walk up to the podium up there, and kneel before the Queen. She'll be standing before you, up by two steps."
As the bunch nodded, Bishop continued.
"Her Grace will proceed to bestow the honor upon you by Knighting you, wielding the ceremonial sword. You are to symbolically reply to her knighting by looking up and responding 'Much obliged, your Grace! I shall forever cherish this moment.' Be sure when looking up to not meet the royal eyes. A good trick would be to tilt your head up to hers, but keep your eyes locked at something else, like say, her belt. She'll proceed to confirm your title by placing the sword on your head. Then you may pick a 'ring of knighthood' from the silver platter placed on the second step. And you may leave her presence, circle back the garden and then proceed to the designated position. It is extremely important that all this happens quick, so we do not waste any of Her Grace's precious time."
Right then, trumpets played the national song, and drums added to it, as guards walked up front announcing the Queen. The subjects ran back to their position kneeling with much fear and respect. The Priest welcomed the Queen up the podium, the noblemen thronged behind him. Bellatrix followed behind with calculating strides. Once they all took their positions, Elanor was much relieved.
First of all, it was barely breezy. Second, its her at the forefront of the podium steps, with guards by her side, and all the noblemen stood behind, facing the subjects. Once the ceremonial song starts, they cannot break their posture, so Elanor doesn't have to worry about them watching anything untoward. Also by custom, subjects must always look down, so that's another hurdle crossed. Well, this might not be an issue at all, she was feeling much better by the moment.
Elanor noticed the ceremonial incense being lit and both sides of her, below the steps, the fumes wafting up to her. The High Priest approached and handed her the knighting sword as the trumpets began playing the ceremonial song. He asked Bellatrix to bring up the flower bouquet of white roses. The Queen is to hold the sword up front on one hand, and the roses behind her on the other, to symbolize the Queendom's might and harmony. As she handed the bouquet, Bella whispered to Elanor, "Happy Knighting Princess..!!" and she felt an unmistakable pull on her left hip. Enough to be noticeable but not enough to disturb her balance.
The music played on, the names began being announced, the ceremony was on full swing. But Elanor knew, all had changed. She felt the clip holding her slit gown bottom tight and intact loosening, as if hanging by a mere thread. She felt her breath slow down by necessity. Any wrong move might disturb the thread, unfurl it, leaving her whole thigh for all to see. Elanor noticed to her relief, that none of the peasants were acting out, or looking up. She watched the first one rise up and walk right up to her, his gaze still at the ground. He may not look up, but Elanor could see him, clearly, and more importantly where he looked. Its all good and as usual so far. Except for the incense, which burned with a noticeably unusual smell.
The young man had barely sprouted any facial hair, and he seemed extremely overwhelmed by not just the splendid opulence of the palatial garden, but her presence itself. Elanor could hear his heartbeat, and it was fast. This was a fish out of water, and for what seemed like a small-town boy, he did a surprisingly decent job at hiding it.
Elanor was consciously focusing outward at every minute detail, because she feared the moment her focus shifted to her own predicament, things might go terribly wrong. The evening light shining against her robe gave her an ethereal glow, and the boy was surely captured by it. Trying her best to stay still, especially her lower body, Elanor proceeded with the Knighting gestures, raising her sword symbolically and waiting for her cue to proceed. All the while she kept observing the boy, who laid there, on his knees right before her.
The palace floors were of the finest marble, polished to such shine, that they were practically mirrors. Elanor liked the fear and reverence reflected in the boy's countenance as all he could do was sit there frozen, a situation not much unlike her own. She noticed a sudden shift if his manner, the back of his ears growing red, his face growing pale almost as if he's seen a ghost. No, this isn't fear, she realized. It's surprise, as if seeing a unicorn. And the deep elation of realizing this isn't a dream.
Elanor couldn't make heads and tails from the boy's reaction, and her gaze shifted to the silver platter placed between them. 'Hm.. The platter is holding all the Knighting rings.. Maybe he couldn't believe he's actually being knighted at such a tender age.' But it seemed more like he's staring right at the platter. Sure it's a fine platter, would mean a fortune to a peasant like him. Surely his first time seeing a silverware, that too one as shiny as a mirror. Trying to focus herself away from her risky outfit, which was starting to behave in mischief with the wind, Elanor looked at his reflection on floor again. If only she could see it clearly. If he'd been leaning forward a bit more, perhaps she could have caught his reflection in the silver platter. Wait.. Elanor slowly began figuring it out.
'Wait a minute. If she can see his reflection on a mere granite flooring, he could do too. And his gaze never left the silver platter, which is practically a mirror. And from where he stood. Oh no, Bellatrix you didn't.' Elanor didn't want to finish that thought. Like finishing it would somehow make it more real than it is now. But the ship had sailed. A mere peasant of barely age now had an unobstructed view of her nether regions, well lit through the golden yellow silk gown by the clear afternoon sun.
'This is disastrous. Oh no! I missed the cue.' Elanor suddenly started Knighting the young man, the sooner it gets over the better. The fuming incense were having an effect on her, especially her pubic hair began to feel like its burning. At the exact moment the wind came to her rescue, lifting the split gown slightly, giving her mound a cool caress. Elanor rationalized her fears, no one's looking now, and the boy's not gonna see anything he hadn't already.
Realizing its his cue the boy looked up, straining to keep to the earlier instructions, and gazing right at the the Queen's naval. He had good reason to do so, and he said with an unmistakable grin, "Much obliged, Your Grace! I shall forever cherish this moment.". It's times like this that made her question whose side fate is on, as the wind picked up all of a sudden and her silk bottom agreed to be a good sport. Elanor couldn't have done it better if she stripped down below waist and stood sprawled. His jaw dropped as her newly bleached bush came into his full view.
The wind not giving up, let her fabric flail along for a second further, before letting it fall down to decency. But the image had already been etched into the boy's mind as a hundred questions boiled up in him. 'Is this a dream? Is her Grace truly auburn, or is the hair dyed? Or did she like dying just her secret place, but who does that? Should he avert his eyes, but what self-respecting man would? Should he just reach out and touch it? Will they cut his hands of if he did? Wouldn't it be well worth, still? Ouch!' The boy woke up from trance as the Queen tapped his head ending the knighting ritual. He was to take a ring and leave now. Oh, only if it breezed again, for he could kill for one more glimpse.
The Queen was relieved that the pervert will be gone soon, until she saw his grin grew wide as he went for the ring, much to her chagrin. As he took his 'Ring of Knighthood' from the platter, in an instant he pushed all the other rings to a side, then moved the platter slightly inward. No one noticed this, but Elanor realized what the little dweeb just did. He was being a good folk for his fellow Knights. Because now platter was at a much better angle, and framed a way clearer reflection of her leaking pussy. 'Oh no! I'm wet now?!' Elanor was aghast, realizing she had to go through nine more of those. This is the worst.
Then she felt it, her belt clip getting detached, hanging by her thigh. Now it didn't take a strong wind to lift her gowns, and the onlookers spirits. A gentle breeze would do, plenty flailing. Now she was truly at fate's mercy. Elanor unmistakably heard the boy whisper in delight to himself, audible enough for them both as he returned, "Daffodils.!!"
As humiliating as if felt, it was nothing compared to enduring the same in varying degrees, nine more times. Elanor strongly suspected the incense somehow made it worse. Because by the first two knighting she was starting to feel itchy down there. It got worse as the ceremony proceeded, and by the ninth she was surprised she could stay composed at all. The feeling was similar to ants crawling through her nether regions over and over again, and taking a bite or two at times. If not for focusing on breathing she'd have never made it through without embarrassing herself in front of the Barons. Her standing in front of the newly knighted subjects though, was beyond all hope.
All of them got an unobstructed view in the silverware's reflection, thanks to the very first young man. At least five of then got direct glimpses of her imperial bush in all its glory, no doubt due to the flailing bottom of her royal robe in that windy evening. And each of them unmistakably recognized the daffodil fragrance and its point of origin, much to her shame. The rest of the costume being extremely covering and traditional, zipping her up to the rest, only emphasized the humiliation of one's privates being blatantly put on display. Elanor realized her barely there panties was soaked in her own juices, evidently to anyone lucky enough to catch a glimpse.
There was an older fat peasant, the ninth one. The way his fingers trembled made chills run up her spine. For she had seen such reactions in rabid dogs, the mere instinct running over all sense of self and morale. For she was sure he'd snap at any second, lunging forward to grab her dripping pussy. And she felt her grip tighten on the sword hilt, ready to remind him his place, though her own senses were over riding her self-worth. Unable to believe his luck upon watching his Queen's pubic hair without any cover, he almost looked her directly in the eyes as he said, "Much obliged.."
When their eyes locked for a frame, shame rushed up to the Queen's cheeks, as the peasant swiftly looked down to the floor, in fear of his life. He somehow managed to utter, while hyperventilating, "..I shall forever cherish this moment!" In any other day Elanor would have made his head roll then and there. But she was too caught up in the moment, with the itch in her groin at its peak now, making it had for her to have a clear thought. She didn't remember much about the function, other than the music coming to a halt, and rushing towards her chambers to wash off the unbearable itch.
Back in the room as soon as the doors closed Elanor tore off the bottom half of that beautiful dress thinking, 'To hell with daffodils!' Standing in front of the mirror she splashed water on her pubes over and over again, brushing her fingers through the thick dark bush, washing of all remnants of the essential oils. To Bellatrix who walked beside her she shouted, "That was humiliating..!" In an calm controlled, yet demanding tone Bellatrix asked, "That was humiliating, what..?"
Remembering the rules of engagement, Elanor corrected, "..mistress. That was humiliating Mistress! But you know you broke the rules too. Now the news will spread among subjects, among peasants, of the wonderful sight of the Queendom's bush!! What do you plan to do about that?"



"Nothing." Bella replied, much to the Queen's shock. "It'll correct itself, it's all part of the plan. Notice anything different?" Elanor shifted her attention from Bellatrix to her reflection, unsure what she meant. Alas! Her bush looks auburn now, with no trace of any bleached hair like an hour earlier. She smelled her hands and exhaled in relief. It didn't smell of daffodils anymore.
To her puzzlement Bellatrix responded, "I'm sure you noticed the ceremonial incense smelling different, or even having an irritating effect on your pubes. Because I'd mixed it with a reagent, intended to neutralize the bleach, and I wanted it to be done by the end of the function." Well it worked like perfection, Elanor thought. Was she supposed to be thankful?
Bella continued, "See.. It's not even an actual bleach, it is an extremely rare ivory white chemical coloring agent. It's a slow reaction by design, and with the wind playing its part perfectly well, what happened this afternoon was anything beyond my expectations. See, its not like rumors will spread that your natural auburn hair, the Great Queen's identity, is not so natural. The rumor isn't going to be that the queen's hair color is white. The reaction from the incense is so slow, and itchy, that if the first one saw white pubes, probably the third one saw a light blonde pubes."
Bella sounded too excited about her own plan. She continued.
"And the sixth one, this I can vouch as I overheard him afterwards unable to hold it in anymore. He said the Queen's a natural brunette, and he went on about how angelic it looked against your milky white navel and the golden yellow fabric. That it looked positively divine on you. And surely the last one witnessed your original royal bush, all dark and dense. And wet, hopefully."
Shame stung the Queen as she saw in the reflection, Bellatrix scrunching up her discarded soaking panties, it dripping through her fingers. 'What sort of sick game has she agreed to?' she wondered.
"See this.." Bella explained, "Involuntary ejaculate! This is the goal. In all the previous experiences you shared this is the one true constant. This is what let's your brain relax. This let's you focus on a good week of Queening. And it can't be forced, it has to be enticed out of you. You see how difficult problem I'm dealing with, there are no repeats. Once your body figures out the plan, once the fear, the humiliation seems mundane, you just.. You just stop leaking.." Bella crushed the panties in her fist, the remaining juices dripping on to the carpet. Elanor was beginning to see the big picture.
Bella said, "And believe me, I took no pleasure in it, especially that color changing bush. That was a necessity. Now the subjects will go back to their villages and rumors will spread. No one will pay it all any heed, but at least will figure out by some magical wardrobe malfunction they got lucky to merely glimpse your bush. Then again which one will they believe. If a northerner says the Queen's a natural blonde, the cattle district will say actually it is pearl white. The southerner will swear it's no doubt bright brunette, and the weaver's clan will double down on golden blonde.. You see, if there are too much rumor, and too contradicting, it's probably all a lie.. For a week the kingdom may celebrate it, but will be back to it's senses by week two, with your honor intact. After all it isn't uncommon for the commoner's to loose all judgements when faced with the royal opulence."
Elanor was more than impressed. The logic was sound, and Bellatrix acted way level headed for such a young age. Maybe this will work.
"Now I've locked up your wardrobe to prevent any temptation from your part to cover oneself. I'll take with me what you are wearing, the remaining bits anyway. And I'll meet you here late at night, once I've made necessary arrangements. If you are to wear anything tonight, I'll be sure to provide it. Anyone walks in, or notices your state in the mean while, that's for you to deal with. Have some rest, Your Highness."
Before closing the door Bellatrix reminded her Queen, "Your Highness, I cannot have externalities disturbing the process. I expect you to not touch yourself."
A Night time Stroll
The rest of the evening was thankfully uneventful for the Queen. but she knew the night had much more in store. She wasn't wrong.
Elanor followed Bellatrix through the castle corridors. The working staff was just a fraction of what stayed during day, as usual, and they were all surprised by the sudden stroll the Queen undertook accompanied by the newly appointed Head of Households. 'Head of Households' was a much respected position for the servant and security class. And they both weren't very pleased with the title being given to absolute unknown they came to know as 'Bellatrix of Agrafena', or the wicked witch as they called behind her back. But it was a royal decree with its own unrestricted additional powers, so Bellatrix was in effect their immediate boss. The servant's humbly bowed as the Queen passed by unannounced.
Elanor was in turmoil. Dressed in a semi-transparent stola with no additional layers, nor undergarments, and her dark maroon royal mantle that swept the floor behind them, on Bella's command the Queen followed her Mistress. They walked past the chambers and courtrooms, until they reached the royal gardens, the Garden House. Elanor followed her past the security of the Garden House door towards the royal garden, the deep shadow of the overlooking balcony, past the cobbled garden paths and sleeping flowers, towards the large pond at the other end.
Elanor was surprised by the lack of guards patrolling the grounds. Must be as per Bella's arrangements. The stola was useless against the cold breeze as it shook her awake. She was never a great fan of the royal mantle; it was thick and furry, long and heavy, restricted both her movements and speed, all to simply achieve a sense of dramatic regality. But tonight she felt grateful for the undeniable warmth and comfort it provided, as the night was unusually cold, with a chilling breeze now and then. It wasn't freezing cold or unbearable, but a sustained temperature that simply chilled your lungs with every breath, and made you crave the comfort of a bonfire. The moon was waning, so it was dark enough to provide cover for any escapades, but clear enough that any sudden movement will be noted in an instant.
As they reached the pond, Bellatrix disrobed her of the mantle and said, "So here's the task, Harlot. You are to take a dip in the pond and count down to twenty. Then come up and walk all the way back to the garden house. On it's balcony you will find, the royal garb, with a sealed letter by its side. Wearing the royal garb you may proceed to the Castle back door we came through and knock. I'll check through the spy-hole, and you must produce the letter sealed. If it's done correctly, I shall open the door and let you in."
'This sounds way too simple' Elanor thought as Bella continued, "As you noticed, nudity isn't a requirement for the task, nor is perversion. But you cannot get back inside without the mantle. So you'll have to make it to the Garden house balcony. And in case you find yourself in a situation such that you got the mantle, but you can't figure out a way to get back to the Castle unseen. Then you may open the letter, which holds my solution for the night."
"But remember, opening the seal comes with additional tasks for the coming weeks. You are always free to figure out the solution on your own, or find an alternative. But if the seal's broken, the new rule comes to effect. Remember the night's young, and anything may happen. If it's fated, it's fated. Now take a dip." Bella gave the Queen a slight push, and she fell into the pool.
Elanor had anticipated the push, and successfully managed to take a lungful before she plunged in. But she couldn't have anticipated the icy cold water of the pond and the effects it'd have on her. Although large, the pond wasn't very deep, so she had to make sure to almost kneel, so she doesn't resurface immediately as she started counting down from twenty. The bed was very muddy, almost swampy and the dirt rose up on impact clouding all she could see.
By the time she reached fourteen Elanor was already pushing it, and finally she rose up to the surface gasping for air, splattering water and dragging mud all over the shore. She realized Bella was long gone, along with the comfort of the royal mantle's warmth. She was still hyperventilating from the dark and cold and unease. Her simple white stola was almost completely stained from the mud, and torn at places probably from dragging across the rocks and ground, as she struggled her way out of water.
Elanor laid on the shore on her back, barely clothed and covered in mud for a few minutes, looking up at the moon. What was she doing? Wait, now's no time for contemplation, the wind wasn't kind and the cold's getting to her bones. She must dry herself and get to a fireplace fast, she'd already started to tremble uncontrollably.
Elanor thought, 'Well, this is very straight forward. First I'll have to clean myself, and then roll and squeeze the clothes dry, as best as I can. I can't be seen wearing a wet transparent dress clinging to my skin. Then I'll just go get the mantle and get straight as planned. Even if I come across a guard or servant, I can simply order them to get help, and blame the gardening staff for leaving the garden floor marshy, making me slip and fall. Let's dry the clothes first, it's freezing already. It's gonna be a pain trying to get all that dirt out of my hair though. '
The queen disrobed, wiped herself of the dirt using the crumbled stola, still shivering. Then she rinsed the cloth in the pond water again, and squeezed it to force the water out, while sitting on the dirt buck naked, open for all who looked to see. Some how the mundanity of the simple task at hand took her mind of the cool breeze rustling against her bare bush. Probably why the sudden drum beat caught her off guard!
Elanor's fingers went flat as it dropped her dress into the marsh, she instinctively crouching much lower than before, her eyes wide open and running wild, looking to see what's happening. She recalled the drum beats being the same one used to assemble the security guards, as she saw almost thirty of her own men assembling at the middle of the garden grounds. They were standing facing someone, and Elanor could barely see it as a shadow. Then she heard Bella's voice booming, much to her horror.
"Welcome, the diligent guards of the Royal Palace. I'm Bellatrix of Agrafena, the newly appointed Head of Households." Bellatrix smiled at her subordinates, and continued, "..and the Castle security comes under my dominion. You gentlemen had been doing a wonderful job so far, but as the one in charge, it is my duty to ensure you young bloods stay fresh and trained. This is a surprise security drill."
"Ten of you may start patrolling the garden now, and the rest may go back and guard the area between the Garden house and the main castle. At every drum beat, the usual triple beat, at every thirty minutes, five of you will join the royal garden, patrolling. Now, one exception. If you hear a single loud drum beat, you all must stop the drill and assemble back in front of the Garden house. Any questions..? ..okay, you may start the drill."
Elanor heard the security commander explaining the positions and patrolling routes to the rest, as Bella walked back towards the fort. She couldn't afford to move a muscle or make a sound, attracting the attention of thirty hot blooded young men at the middle of the dark to her naked self. In a short while, ten of them started the patrolling duties, scattering in pairs, to various parts of the large garden. The rest headed back to the Castle it seemed, but Elanor was finding it increasingly difficult to think. The cold making her teeth grind was the least of her worries. She could have managed with her cover-story if it was just one or two servants. This was an entire troop of young men.
If they run into their Queen seemingly soiled and injured, in panic they might signal the whole bunch. And she'll have to explain it to the whole troop while being barely clad. 'Wait, where's my stola? Oh no!' She screamed in silence, as the Queen realized she had accidentally dropped it into the pond, when the drum beats startled her. Now she'll have to dive back in to get it, but she can't risk all the splashing sounds, which the alert men on drill surely notice and investigate.
She can't be seen naked. Not in her grounds. Not by a mere foot soldier. Even less, a palace security guard. Elanor felt a tight knot forming in her lower abdomen. She tried her best to stay quiet, and crawled into the safety of the shadows, at least the night was dark enough.
Elanor sat crouched in the tall ornamental grass section of the garden. She couldn't risk standing as she would stick out like a sore thumb, particularly in this side of the garden. There were a line of trees on the opposite side, like a vista, which would provide enough cover for her even if she stood up. But she'll have to crawl to the other side, or at least walk on all fours. She rationalized that its better to keep moving as the number of men will only increase with time.
She was acutely aware of the effects the darkness, her own blatant exposure and the recurring cool, stingy breeze was having on her body. Her whole body felt like having repeated goosebumps, her jawline constantly shaking, her nipples painfully erect. But the most horrific of all, that initial knot she felt building up in her lower abdomen. She realized it wasn't just fear gripping her core, but a result of prolonged exposure to the cold, the amount of cold water she involuntarily drank while gasping for air in the pond, and lack of planning on her part. She wanted to, her body wanted to urinate so bad! And her current crouched posture wasn't helping it. She needed to move, and get this over with fast.
Checking sure of the guards positions again, Elanor decided to make a run for it, on all fours for beginners. It wasn't easy. No, it was extremely taxing, physically. As Queen she was required to train her body for elegance and imperium, not endurance. She had to stop many a times to even her bodily exhaustion with deep breathing. But what toyed with her the most wasn't busting lungs nor sore knees, but the sensation of the grass blade tips running against her free hanging erect nipples as she crawled her way out of torment. And with every stop, the chilly gust working its magic on her back. Especially her pulsing pussy lips with beads of sweat dripping, way too exposed at her current posture, on all fours and protruded. Still it was preferable to crouching back down, and risk signalling her body that it is pee-time. In about fifteen minutes, she managed to reach the tree line. Now she may finally stand.
Not wasting her time celebrating the temporary victory, Elanor ran as fast as she could on tip toes through the dense vista. It felt strangely freeing in a primordial sense, running wild and in a state of nature, through the woods in the dark of night, all the while itching to pee. Restraint and inaudible as it is, all this running and sudden jerks, in a night that seemed to get colder by the minute, only added to her sense of urgency. To relieve herself. Fighting to push any temptations overboard, she kept running, focusing solely on the lamps lit up by the Garden house. She couldn't stoop to such levels of depravity, she simply couldn't. Peeing outside, like a mere animal? That would be conduct unbecoming of a true Wolkenshire royalty. Yet, she'll feel her body betray in two minutes.
With much of the distance covered and glad, focusing solely on the Garden house light, an elated Queen ran straight into two unsuspecting guards taking a break from patrolling duties, standing next to an exquisite sculpted fountain, shining in the waning moon light. As Elanor stops on her tracks way out of the vista, she sensed a drop of urine escape her control and flow out into the nature.
All she could hear was the waterworks from the fountain, and rustling from a nearby brook. Her brain almost initiated a shut down, but she suddenly realized the guards were both facing the other way, lost in admiring the extraordinary craftsmanship of her royal sculptors. Seizing the opportunity, Elanor hid amongst the dense shrubbery nearby, all growing around knee level. But it wasn't as smooth as she hoped, and the guards turned in unison.
Guard 1: "Did you hear that, Vlazid?"
Guard 2: "Oh don't mind. Its definitely one of those stray cats. It's usually the time they go mating like crazy. Pussies are the same..! Eh, Jezeb?"
Guard 1: "Can't argue with that."
Elanor was frozen stiff and shit-less, and it was barely voluntary. Her mind ran a thousand scenarios to explain her current condition after being caught by the guards. Even if she takes control of the situation with her regality, the tales will spread like wildfire, forever tarnishing her Queendom. The royal court will be flooded with perverts applying for the Castle security job, hoping to have similar luck; to get a glimpse at her naked glory. But thankfully she was well hidden, aided by the growing shrubs, and shadows and the overall darkness. Then she realized how her current posture only made her predicament worse. Crouching down in a tight frozen ball, her front upper thighs drove into her lower intestine, further pushing it down on her already brimming bladder.
The unadulterated fear of discovery, at the humiliating hands of her own men, pushed her instincts to fight or flight. And as the first step her body tried to rid itself off any bodily wastes, survival taking priority over shame. The steady soothing soundscape of constant running water, both from the fountain and the brook, acted as a psychological lubricant. Steeling her body wasn't necessarily helping, and Elanor realized in defeat, may be steeling her mind is her only choice. The slight push of a slow cold breeze was all it took to push her over the edge, to relax the urethral sphincters, and then it happened.
A steady stream of clear urine parted her pussy lips, the flow was strong and consistent, her shame overwhelmingly humbling, and her bladder increasingly happy. Masked by the sounds from the fountain, the Queen simply stayed squatted a few arms length from her men, and peed like she'll never get to pee again. The intensity of the flow boring into the ground between her legs, pooling up enough to wet her both feet, and splattering all over her shins. Everything smelled like piss to her, and it wasn't necessarily unpleasant, though it sure felt pungent. Barely seeing her reflection on the pool made her shut her eyes tight. Elanor wasn't ready to face her current reality. Though her body seemed to relish in its current predicament, as evidenced by a stream of goosebumps running up her spine. The guards' chatter brought her back to reality again.
Jezeb: "Would you look at that statue, flaunting her exposed tits and spitting out a stream of water?! What would you do to her Vlazid?"
Vlazid: "I'm not sure, but you hear how the water hits the ground splashing? It sure does give me some ideas.."
Vlazid backed up towards the shrubs, towards the Queen much to her terror. She was hidden well deep within, so she was confidant all he could see was darkness, even if he locked eyes with her.
Jezeb: "Where are you off to..?"
Vlazid: "When nature calls, you simply listen."
Then her frozen eyes saw her lowest ranking security guard loosen his belt, pull down his pants and whip out his semi-hard veiny member. The closest Elanor had been to the opposite genitalia in a long time.



Jezeb: "Buddy, you can't be serious.."
Vlazid interjected, holding his pee: "Buddy, smell your surrounding and tell me if I am wrong. Because what I smell from these bushes is a fresh pee." Wafting in the scent from Elanor's fresh pee puddle, he continued, "Now either someone had just peed here, for the smell to be this strong. Or we're standing at the resident peeing spot."
Jezeb:"Well, it sure does smell like, but.." Elanor felt her skin shrivel listening to two men discussing her fresh urine.
Vlazid: "..but what.? Believe me buddy, this is the natural habitat for guys like us to pee. Guys who stand there watching the tits of the fountain sculpture, feeling their pants tent up. Then lacking the courage to hump the statue publicly, their dicks will shrink back, and pave way for a cleansing pee. Like me, they'll smell the pee of the ones before, walk right up here and just let it rip.. But I must mention, in contrast with the unmistakable stench of our usual peeing spots, this one here smells distinctly pleasant. It's almost a scent. Maybe this spot's where the gardening maids frequent.. he he.."
And then Elanor saw his penis tighten, and a steady stream of piss arched towards her face. She bound her eyes tight in shame, waiting for it to impact her face, and all her pride with it. For a moment it felt like time was stretching. Then she felt the sound of piss splashing on water, and warm drops sprinkle up her haunches. She opened her eyes to realize thankfully, the stream's trajectory fell short at the last inch. Then she looked down and saw what disturbed her on a whole another level. So specifically unlikely an occurrence that Elanor couldn't believe it could even happen.
Guards and servants weren't allowed to use latrines within the palace. There is a reason their rest rooms are kept out of the palatial walls. And here! A lowly third-tier, bottom of the barrel, 'less than generic' security guard's urine was mixing with her own royal emiction. Both bubbling together, foaming and frothing. It almost felt as if he was pissing directly into her urethra. This is a low she was comfortable not knowing existed. It wasn't merely degrading, but utterly dehumanizing. It felt like something dogs would do.
And she felt like a marked territory, a well-bred bitch!
Valzid had shaken his member, dribbled down its last drops, tightened his belt back and walked away talking to his buddy. Jezeb followed, but not before his eyes locked on to the void to which his buddy peed, where his Queen hid, spitting out towards there in mild disgust at his partner's behavior, and getting back to patrolling. The spittle dribbled down Elanor's right knee, stopped midway through the shin and simply dried. Elanor didn't know.
She was still submerged in the subjugation. She stayed there frozen for a solid five minutes, trying to make sense of what just happened. As if there was any. And then, like a deer shaking itself out of a freeze response, she woke up startled and made an instinctive dash across the garden, her breasts flailing like wild. Quite a sight!
Half way through the run, realizing her sheer luck and stupidity, Elanor dropped to the grass. She smelled of urine, and marsh, and mud, and bugs. Sweat had coated her body at specific regions, as the cold took care of the rest, especially her nipples. Yet she was under no delusion. Elanor understood the safest way to make it to the Garden house was to simply crawl there, not just on all fours, but real close to the ground. And she has no idea how long she's got before ten more of her men joins the patrol. She's now about fifty feet from the garden house entrance, hidden from the guards' view by the slope of the ground and the darkness of the shades from trees. The entrance which is unfortunately guarded by two, and well lit by the wall lamps.
Guard 1, while passing torch to the other: "Here, light this."
Guard 2: "What? Are we to light the lamps along the way?"
Guard 1: "Well the chief guard had given additional instructions. So we are practicing protocol 14."
Guard 2: "Buddy, don't tell me we are to walk around and light all the lamps in the garden!"
Guard 1: "No! On the next signal, which could be any minute now, we are to walk to the third quadrant and light the main light there. The other duos will come there and light their torches from the fire, so basically mid way through the next patrolling all the lamps in the third quarter will be lit. And if the next team continues suit, by the end of the exercise all lamps in the garden square will be lit."
Guard 2: "Wow! I remember the same from last year's winter party. The whole garden will be lit up, it'd look as good as day. No even better!!"
Elanor listened in flabbergasted. If she wait any longer, not only she'll risk sighting, but soon there will be no more shades to hide her shame in. May be she should take a chance and walk right in just as she is. Even naked, a royal still holds the sway. The Queen smacked herself in the head, 'What are you thinking? You seriously expect yourself to command your men, adorned in nothing but dirt and reeking of piss.' The guards' further chatter solidified her doubts.
Guard 1: "Hey, did you hear from the evening ceremony's security?"
Guard 2: "What? The Queen did something stupid again?!"
Guard 1: "Even better, apparently Her Highness forgot to wear any panties!"
Guard 2: "Buddy, don't joke about such stuff. That's treason!"
Guard 1: "Not if it's true. And also, hear this. They think she paints her hair to look auburn."
Guard 2: "What, her wig fell off this time?"
Guard 1: "No. Boy, are you gonna love this! For how you hated her, for denying our leave requests. She's actually a blonde..!"
Guard 2: "Well, that explains all the dumb new reforms. Even her mother was a famous blonde bimbo, much loved and shared among the barons before her rise, if you know what I mean. The apple can't fall much far after all."
Guard 1: "Apparently, she did. Wanna know how they figured her being blonde? The stupid Queen unwittingly flashed the commoners! And the royal carpet didn't match the drapes, not by a mile..!
Guard 2: "You gotta watch that tongue buddy. She has ears everywhere, especially with that wicked witch in charge now, that Lady Agrafena! She seems even stuck up than the Queen. But I tell you what, I think she did it on purpose."
Guard 1: "What, paint the hair?"
Guard 2: "No. I think she flashed the commoner on purpose. Since the King's passing she's been hot and horny. You're new here, buddy. You got no clue the things the old King pulled on her, the deviancy the servants witnessed and gossiped! That Queen of ours, I hear her twat has a mind of it's own!!"
Boom! Boom! BOOM!!
The drum struck thrice. "About time..", the two guards walked towards the garden's end, without waiting for the replacing guards. It took Elanor a moment to shake herself from the shame, of listening to the degrading remarks of her own men. 'They seriously think I'm stuck up and horny?!', she wondered. Then she saw the ten additional guards closing in on the distance, as a shadow. This is her opportunity. She stood up and sprinted right towards the entrance of the Garden house. Her skin crawled up inside, as she stood there lit from the flaming wall lamps of the entrance, naked as the day she was born, for all who looked to see.
Luckily no one did, and in a second she was inside the house. Looking for anything to cover her shame, or wipe her clean, she ran upstairs, to the balcony, desperate for a stitch of clothing. The thrill certainly burned her loins, and her pussy was as slippery as it ever got. All that she found there, draped across a large wooden table, was her royal mantle, her crown, a large wooden box and a sealed letter atop. She examined herself in disbelief, dried urine and mud coated her feet, her ass cheeks with dried droplets scattered all over her shin and thighs. She found something that looked a lot like dried spittle on her right shin, but couldn't even recall how it got there.
A sudden breeze from the balcony brought shivers down her spine, as he realized how degrading the whole experience felt. Unable to spend a second more of the stink and cold, Elanor wiped herself clean using a trailing end of the mantle, then wrapped her nakedness in the thick cloak's warmth and curled up below a flaming torch. She could use all the heat and rest and comfort. She needed anything that'd get some sanity back to her mind. She still felt stained and stenched and muddled. The night was still not over.
Elanor sat there thinking long, hard, and deep, of any possible way out of her puzzle, to get back to the Castle undetected. Granted she was a Queen, but she's still every bit a royalty, and stratagem isn't new to her. Yet she couldn't find a way out. Draped in just her mantle, if anyone spotted her from behind, she can still talk her way out. But from upfront, even from a distance it was quite evident, that she had no stitch of clothing on her except for the royal cape. Not even her footwear.
She contemplated longer again, weighing her options, and consequences of breaking the seal and reading Bellatrix's suggestion. The terms of the task didn't necessarily state clearly that Bella's way was any better than anything she could come up with. But she simply couldn't find a way of her own, with her addled mind, to prevent presenting her current predicament before her men, playing into their gossips and fantasies, and complete the task successfully at the same time.
The drums suddenly boomed thrice again, waking her back to reality. She was really out of time now, the whole thirty guards will be roaming the gardens soon, and one of them is bound to walk up to the Garden house balcony out of curiosity. Also almost half the garden lamps were lit up now. With the whole of it lit, she wouldn't have much of the night's cloak to hide her shame, even with the mantle. She hurried and broke the seal. The letter read as follows.
"Hey Harlot, So you've given up. I'm not surprised. So first, on the additional task. You have agreed to any additional tasks unconditionally, just by breaking the seal. We will have to stipulate it in detail, back in your chambers. You must rfeally be running out of time, so let's get straight to it. Your way out, if I may. Below this letter you'll find a box, which holds the traditional ceremonial ornaments of the Wolkenshire royalty. All gold and silver and stone intricate adornments. You are to wear all of them, and then the royal mantle followed by the crown. Then you are to walk up to the balcony and sound the drum there once. The men knows the drill, and all thirty will assemble upfront shortly."
"Don't you worry. The balcony is lit up such that only your silhouette will be visible from below, and with the moonlight so low. Also you know, in presence of royalty the guards aren't allowed to look up and meet your gaze, so most of them will know better to keep their head down. Now this is my first security drill, so you have to address them, and give them an honest critical opinion. What you say is up to you, so it better be original, because I'll know if you're making it up. Then you may disperse them, wait for them to leave, and leave yourself."
"Now, just so you know. This all could have been a lot simpler. You were fully clothed in the beginning of this, you could've endured the cold a bit. Then walked right up to the first guard, and order him to fetch your mantle from the balcony- I gave you all the information, remember?! - Covered yourself in the mantle, and walked proudly across the garden to the Castle. But you simply couldn't pass up on an opportunity to parade your naked self, could you? I'll keep that in mind for future tasks. Now even if by circumstance, you end up barely clothed and all the way up the balcony, you could have simply waited for the third drum signal."
"With all the men in the garden grounds, the ground between the Castle and garden house is unmanned and dark. You could have snuck out through the back door and simply strode your way here. But we both know, even if a part of you want this to be over with, the rest of you, especially that deeply deviant body of yours can't let a chance to relish in self-degradation to go waste. Your mind will simply convince you it's all fate. So don't waste time, get out there on the balcony and exhibit your naked self before your unsuspecting men. Their Queen, after all..!"
Elanor folded the lettr back as if on autopilot. She knew there was no time to wallow in self-pity. Any moment a curious guard could run right up. As soon as she opened the box, she knew what goes where. It wasn't her first dress-up party. Though those usually included more dress and makeup, than mere ornaments. Luckily there were so many of them, bangles, rings, bellybutton clips, and all sort of exotic finds for hips, thighs, and whatnot. Still it wouldn't take a second look to realize that she was still bare as the day born, underneath it all.
Her back was extremely vulnerable and openly visible, but thankfully the mantle took care of it. With it all done, and her crown being the cherry on top, the Queen walked up to the balcony with trembling feet. But being still very much on autopilot, she didn't really register herself booming the drum once, her men assembling on cue down below, some even taking a quick glance up at her adorned glory before looking down.
If not for the lack of clothing, it wouldn't have been this trepidatious. For she truly looked divine, the feeble light from the waning moon shining against such intricate opulence that adorned every inch of her skin. She looked like an ancient fertility goddess, with breastplates made of golden bikini chain tops, bangles of varied size and thickness and kind running up along her entire arms, an ornate string of chains hiding her nether regions like an extremely short skirt, yet flashing its wet and puffy condition with even the slightest of movements.
Elanor felt like a prized exotic dancer of the royal harems she so despised. Her each stride made a distinctively resonant rustling sound, like she's wearing a thousand key-chains and change. She felt especially subjugated by the way her nipples, with clip-on rings, kept bouncing with each step. Elanor understood that with anymore silence her men might look up and see her current state. So she spoke, loud and clear.
"My brave men, the pride and protectors of the sleeping Castle of Wolkenshire! I, your Queen, Elanor of Wolkenshire, am very much pleased with your performance today. Especially the new additions to the batch, you have surpassed all expectations with your diligence, timing and swift responses. The sweeping of the grounds were thorough, and well thought out. So overall, job well done! Now, who among you is Vlazid? "
A worried Vlazid, caught by surprise, stepped out of like and prostrated himself on the ground shouting, "Here, my Grace!"
Elanor continued with a smirk of annoyance, as his dribbling shriveled veiny penis flashed in her mind. ".. Guardsman Vlazid! There is a reason you are instructed to keep out any stray cats or dogs wandering into the garden premises. We do not like our gardens being littered. And that extends to people as well." As the guards laughed at their embarrassed colleague and Jezeb's face tightened in fear, the Queen felt a pang strike her heart at her own hypocrisy. She had done the same herself. Don't dwell on it, she kept saying in her mind.
Somehow the Queen managed to block out the rest of that memory, as she continued, "Yes, you heard right. This is the Queendom, mind you. And we have eyes and ears everywhere. Vlazid and his partner may continue guarding the garden. Jezeb, run along to the garden walls now, you'll guard the watch tower there till shift-change this morning. And Vlazid, you may turn around and face the watch tower, guarding the garden this whole night. You are not to move an inch or turn and look back, not even to relieve yourself, understood? NOW!"
Elanor's eyes roamed the assembled men searching for the other two guards. A smile of satisfaction graced her heart as she found them, each visibly sweating with dread. Then she thought to herself, may be she shouldn't push her luck and hypocrisy. With an annoyed voice, she continued, "That'd give you enough time to reflect upon your behavior tonight. I suggest the rest of you do the same, for we all know what you did, and said, and thought. Remember, I wouldn't be so lenient next time, so better act with the respect that's expected by the imperial standards.
You may disperse for the night. That will be all, gentlemen."
Elanor stood there watching all her men take a bow, and exit the garden through the eastern gate, with the last one closing the door behind. Jezeb was already halfway on his way to the watchtower, and Vlazid stood there with his back to the Garden house, still sweating and shaking. He could really use a pee break now, but somehow managed to hold it all in. He could be in much deeper trouble. As she walked into the open garden, out from the safety of the Garden house, Elanor felt a strange erotically charged sense of power rush through her sense of self.
Still clad in a mantle, and barely covering ornaments, she felt like a goddess, especially with the sounds her each step made. And the way the guard trembled, realizing her closing in with each step. Standing at arm's length from her lowly security staff, in all her naked adorned glory, with quivering pussy lips and painfully erect nipples, she spoke in a stern voice, "You should know better Vlazid. You are an aid of the royalty, these grounds should be sacred to you. You are an embarrassment now. From your disheveled uniform, your belt buckle too loose, your fly still open.." The image of his disgusting genitals flashed in her mind again. Only this time, it lingered much longer. Her loins felt a stir and her throat dried up. Elanor stopped herself from getting carried away. 'Stop this stupid rant, and finish the godforsaken task. You are so close.'
"I expect better from all my men. Prove you are one still..!" Managing to conclude it short, Elanor walked away. Vlazid stood there petrified and breathless, feeling the sound of her ornaments grow silent with each step. With her gone finally, he took a deep breath in, calming his senses. And he recognized the unmistakable stench lingering in the air, of mud and urine. Though it sure felt more like a scent, as he hungrily wafted it in.
He couldn't make heads or tails from it, but Vlazid remembered this scent. The same scent that started all his troubles tonight. But where the smell came from, still eluded his mind. Elanor walked backed to a Bellatrix at the Castle back door, brimming with a proud smile. The way her pussy glistened in the lamp light, Bella knew the task was a success. With her eyes still lost in a trance, Elanor said.
"Mistress, you asked me earlier what had happened that day.. What had happened so specific that it made me relive my memory of Barthomius and the cabinet mirror.? I believe I'm ready to tell you.."
"Later. You need to rest now." She told her visibly exhausted yet horny Queen, "The coast is clear. You may walk straight to your chambers as you are and rest for the night. You did well."
For a moment, Elanor felt like a little princess getting the approval of her Papa.
She walked on, holding on to that feeling.
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To recapitulate..
Queen Elanor, the Great Chaste of Wolkernshire, is having a hard time keeping a level head, navigating the daily politics and policies of her court, while mourning from the unexpected demise of her true love, King Barthomius. Wanting to relieve the chaos in her mind, with all conventinal aids failing, the Queen decides to employ a promising horse trainer, Bellatrix of Agrafena. Her rationale being, unorthodox problems demand unconventional solutions. Bellatrix correctly identifies the key to solving it, but it involves manipulating the Queen's bodily cravings, primarily the sexual kind. The only problem being, the Queen's unswerving determination about preserving her chastity.!
Though deeply in love with King Barthomius, due to traditions and circumstances, the Queen hadn't consummated the marriage yet. And now she felt it impossible to part with the one thing in her mind, that she truly had promised her man. Her virginity. Bellatrix took upon the challenge, to treat the 'condition' in secrecy, without violating the Queen's chastity, nor risking any exposure that would compromise her Queenship. After a few trial and errors, Bella realized the best way was to observe the Queen's immediate responses to deeply sexual scenarios, which she termed 'tasks'. Though soon it became obvious, the trust they put in each other played as key a role, as much as the complexities of each task.
To avoid suspicion, Lady Agrafena was given the official title of 'Head of Households', a powerful position in its own right. The last we saw, the Queen had successfully completed a night-time stroll across the Royal gardens, while remaining undetected by the patrolling guards, with nothing but the shadows covering her shame. Only, the experience seemed to have woken something up in her.
*
**
***
Trial of Celibacy
In short strides Elanor walked back to her chamber, thinking. 'What a bizarre night!'
Bellatrix followed a few feet behind. She didn't show it, but she was even more baffled than the Queen's conduct. The way she remembered, she had left Elanor clad in a full length stola, at the very end of the royal garden. Sure she was soaked to the core, and it'd have left not much to the imagination, but she left her fully clothed nonetheless. What stood before her now was beyond what she had concocted in her wildest dreams.
Sure she might have teased the Queen, but every time Elanor seemed to manage, intentional or not, to push herself beyond any limits of shame set for her. It was the same with the Templeton finale day. All she had planned was to take the Queen on a naked night time stroll. The horse was just decorative if anything. And the moment she looked away, the Queen just took the horse and went on a joy ride. Bare ass naked!! Like, who does that..?!
Now she couldn't figure if it was her acting out intentionally, or the fate toying with them. But either way, Elanor didn't seem to be complaining. If anything she was embracing it, asking for more even. It confused her, whether her duty was to push the Queen or tame the crazy out of her. Because no rationale sufficed for the way she behaved so far. For a Queen of all, that is.
And how did she end up reeking of piss? It was unmistakable, the stench. And somehow it didn't even smell like her own piss, though Bella couldn't put her finger on why she felt that way. It almost felt like the person walking in front of her was someone else entirely. Of all the times Bella met the Queen, she had never behaved so submissive, not once. Now she just obeyed her, like a puppy.
A meek, naked and ornate puppy, that is.
Since the guards were still in front of the Queen's chamber, Bella took Elanor through the secret pathway between the palace walls. Being the Head of Households came up with special privileges, and access to the secret architectural archives of the Castle. Now she knew all the emergency exit systems and secret pathways through out the major forts. Elanor herself had disclosed some of the secret paths as she figured it'd come in handy in case any of the tasks got messed up.
Bella led her to the royal baths, where the Queen cleaned herself of all the dirt from the night. Bella collected all the ornaments, and secured it meanwhile. Once within the chamber, Bella put her to bed and told.
"You opened the letter, so you know. By rule, you now have a new special task. We'll discuss the task tomorrow, for now you just rest. But one minor change."
As Elanor wondered what it is now, Bella took her both hands and held it above her head. Then she pulled a long silk cloth and fastened her both wrists together, and tied it to the bedpost.
"Consider this practice for the next week's task. I wasn't sure if it was appropriate, but watching you tonight I realized. If anything, I should be pushing you harder, driving you wilder."
Elanor didn't nod, nor respond. But simply listened.
"From now, every night you'll sleep tied up. I want you to be comfortable being bound for prolonged times. I want you to feel at home, being immobile. I want you to miss the feeling of rope against your skin, while you do your court duties. Today is a simple wrist lock, but we will increase the complexity in the coming days. So embrace the feeling, this will be your sleep from now on. I'll come early in the morning, and untie, so don't worry. Just make sure you don't call the guards in when you wake up, by force of habit. Unless you want to give them an eyeful, that is."
Saying that, Bella smiled and adjusted her blanket. Then left the room, through the same secret passage. The Queen was way too tired to think, so she tried to get past the new sleeping posture. It did not feel natural, nor restful. But Elanor's body was exhausted by now, by all the running and sweating and shaming. She could have slept standing. And in a few breaths, she sure drifted into it.
A long, deep, sound sleep.
***
**
*
The adamant student
It was afternoon, two days had passed.
The royal court had been adjourned for the day quite earlier. In a few hours, a stagecoach made its way through the busy streets of Wolkenshire, carrying the now submissive Queen and her very own Mistress.
"Had a good night's sleep?" Bellatrix asked, sitting opposite to her Queen.
"Yes Mistress."
"How's your wrist?"
"Stings a bit. But it's okay." Elanor replied, her gaze fixed outside the window. For the last few night's she was made to sleep tied up. Staying bound for so long was new to her. Even Barthomius never left her tied for more than an hour or two. Suddenly the stagecoach came to a halt. Taking the cue, Bella asked."Pick one Elanor. Which way do you wish to go? Left, or right."
Elanor wasn't expecting this. The whole point of this exercise was her having no choice in it. Now she has to pick the task? Anyway she rarely visited the east side of town, so she said without thinking. "Right will do."
"As you wish." Bella instructed their trusted driver Jokshun of their new destination. They had purposefully picked an older looking stage coach for the trip, with no visible royal insignia, for secrecy. And Jokshun was experienced enough to ride carefully, without attracting unwanted attention. Almost blending in with the crowded streets. Soon they passed the busy lanes and was on a fairly beaten path. Jokshun had no idea of the purpose of the visit, but he knew the road only lead to the Ormangrad Estate. He had no doubt however, his Queen wouldn't make this trip if it wasn't for something important.
Once they reached the estate, he was asked to wait at the gates, as the Queen went inside along with Lady Agrafena. They both had unusual face veils, and were dressed significantly different than the usuals. Quite the disguise, he thought.
Elanor walked past the gate, along the vista, following Bellatrix. It had a large plantation upfront and around, with a lot of peasants working all along. They all looked muscular, dirty and sweaty. And some of them wore only pants, showing their bare torso glistening in sweat and sun. Elanor caught herself staring at them a few times while walking. She still had no idea what awaited inside the main house. A butler walked up and opened the door, as they reached.
"Please follow me ladies. Lady Adriana is waiting for you at the practice hall." The butler informed and walked at a brisk pace. He led them through the house, exiting through the back, and then towards an isolated outhouse, in the thick of the plantation eastwards.
Lady Adriana. Elanor recognized the name, and took a moment to grasp what it meant for her.
Adriana was the illegitimate daughter of a well known Baroness and a Lord. She had an infamous youth, riddled with boycrazy behavior, though there were stories linking her romantically to a few ladies as well, which was largely frowned upon. Finding her hard to tame, the Baroness ended up disowning her daughter. But she had enough admirers in town, sugar daddies and the likes, that she managed to secure herself financially to pursue her dream.
Everyone had expected her to end up in the bottom rungs of a harem in a few years, but she persevered. And now, years later in her late thirties, she was the most sought after exotic dancer across the whole six kingdoms. She had settled in Wolkenshire for the past few years, but still toured regularly a few months, performing for public and private venues. She also taught her own method of erotic dancing, and half the dancers in the kingdom had trained under her one way or the other. Elanor realized, bringing her all the way here would only mean one thing. She asked.
"Wait, Mistress. Do you actually expect me to.."
"Yes.!" Stated Bellatrix, passing her a tailored face mask. "This will be your ongoing additional task. You are to train under her regularly. In a few weeks, you are to perform for your first audience, which I am still working on. And believe me, that'd only be the start. Now cover your face, if you want her to not recognize."
Elanor hurried tying the mask on to her visage, as the butler opened the large wooden doors to the practice room wide. As the butler left, in walked with open arms an exquisite beauty of impeccable body structure and ethereal elegance in her gait. She spoke with a voice so sweat, yet strangely mature.
"Lady Agrafena, and her lady friend.. Welcome to my sacred space..!" Adriana bowed to the guests. Bellatrix did the same, and Elanor followed suit. Being the Queen, she wasn't used to bowing to people. They had always bowed to her.
"Thank you Adriana. This here is my client's girl, Demura. Not her real name, though a possible stage name. For reasons I can't divulge, my client wants her to do learn a few numbers from you. He's a long time fan of yours."
"Hmm.." Adriana sighed, sizing up Elanor. "It isn't unlike the usual requests I get. Closet seductresses and pervy husbands, I'm used to them all. The mask stays on, I presume?"
"I'm afraid so. But apart from that, she's all yours. Raw clay, which you could hopefully mold, into his personal Aphrodite." Bella said, pushing Elanor to the front. Adriana walked around her, examining her curves, as she said.
"Well, I can work with this. But one thing you must know about me, I expect complete obedience from my students. And if I kick you out once, there wouldn't be any second chances. So Demura, you have thirty seconds. I want anything that isn't a mask off your body. Sure you'd get your anonymity. But that's all you'll get. Any prior experience?" Adriana moved on to Bella, leaving the Queen to undress as quick as possible. Elanor really didn't want to add any further punishments to her already full schedule, so she quickly got to work.
Bella replied. "Well, she's classically trained. I have seen her dance. Nothing extraordinary, but graceful enough. Not great at singing, but does have a good sense of rhythm. And she's known to be quite shameless. I mean look at her go.."
Elanor looked back to find both the women gazing at her naked self. She was covering her bosoms with one hand, and her nether with the other. Bella took a step back, in her usual stoic way, as Adriana walked up smiling.
"Hands to the sides, Demura! Never cover your beauty, unless I ask. Got it?" Elanor nodded as she felt Adriana's smooth fingers on her skin, pinching her flesh. "Look at that.. The perfect layer of fat, not too little, not too much. You sure this one is of age, Lady Agrafena?" As Bella nodded from the back, the dancer was getting on Elanor's nerves, the way her fingers roamed. It was like she had no censor. Her hands gripped the hips, and with a swift yank pulled Elanor closed to her own body.
It felt strangely, sinfully intimate, the way her exhaled hot breath hit Elanor's still jiggling free breasts. Being the taller one, the Queen had to look down to meet the dancer's gaze. The look she gave back was utterly alien. Her eyes had a hint of desire, which coming from a woman, made Elanor all the more uncomfortable. Almost as if relishing at her unease, Adriana let her fingers crawl around the royal waist and cupped her bottom buns.
"Perfect for bedding, that is.." She told Bella then, loudly. "Her body, Lady Agrafena.. I can see why your client likes her, apart from that mysteriously masked face of course. Such a tender body, of a maiden, a virgin! But unfortunately that has to change. See, you have to be a bit more.. substantial, shall we say, to be a successful exotic dancer. Look..!"
Adriana released her grip, much to the relief of the Queen, and took a few steps back. Then she gracefully turned around, her spine like a swan's neck, her face still to the side gazing back. Her left hand had picked up the hem of her split skirt, and raised it to the side, flashing her beautiful milky thighs. With her both arms now raised to the sides, she began shimmying her hips.
"Look at my thighs, are they stiff and muscular, or milky and flowing?" Then, she moved her hips, and hips alone in a figure eight. Elanor just stood there, almost mesmerized, her hips moving on their own as if detached from the rest of the body. With slight jerks she swayed her hips, jiggling her voluptuous ass cheeks. And jiggle they did, with each shake. It wasn't just the fat, it was equally juicy.
"You like that, huh?" The question broke her gaze, as she saw Adriana smiling. Still moving her hips she turned around. "Now look at my belly." Then she did some strange undulations with her stomach, not just wiggling her fleshy underbelly, but moving her breasts up and down, like a wave. Elanor almost felt her loins heat up, and she didn't understand why. Adriana's movements were a careful balance of wild and tamed, parts of her body acting out in a mind of it's own, the whole of which still screamingly seductive. It was the first time Elanor felt attracted to the purely feminine form, and it wasn't the least bit comforting a realization.
"See Demura, this is what it takes to seduce men. Not in bed, not in the privacy. But on stage, en masse! Actual fat..!" Adriana rushed to the Queen, grabbed by the hips and turned her. Elanor felt a slap on her ass cheeks. Her cheeks turned red instantly.
"This fat of your, this teenage ass. This might do good in bed, for the usual pelvic thrusts." Elanor felt deeply uneasy as the dancer humped her hips. It was one thing to stay naked in front of a woman, another thing to feel her hands all over. Elanor's whole body stiffened as she felt a smooth finger slide right into her pussy.
"Hey..!!" She pushed Adriana on reflex, stepping away. Looking back, she saw a clear surprise in the dancer's eyes. Adriana looked at Elanor baffled, then at Bella and back to Elanor again.
"Demura, in a moment I'm going to ask you to step out, but before that. Do you really wish to learn the passionate art of erotic dance?"
Elanor reminded herself this is all part of her task, her treatment. She remembered why she agreed to it all in the first place. With her priorities straightened she nodded.
"Yes, I do wish to master the passionate art of erotic dance, under your unparalleled tutelage."
Elanor felt a stinging pain on her left cheek, as a loud smack rang her eardrums. It took a moment to realize, and even Bella had to restrain herself from responding. The dancer had just slapped her ruling monarch, who stood there clad in nothing but her shame.
As anger and disgrace fumed within, Elanor calmed herself, reminding to not break character. She was not the Queen now, but a mere subject named Demura. Adriana said, observing her burning eyes through the mask.
"See.. Passion..! The same passion that's flaming in your eyes right now. You have to learn to bring that to your movements. I said, this is a passionate art. And it requires strict drills and discipline to master, especially within the short window as your Mistress specified. But remember, in here I am the authority. And if you push me back, if you so much as exhale too long, I will put you in place. Like this, with passion."
Saying this the dancer stepped in really close, now Elanor's sagging breasts resting upon her cleavage due to their height difference. She cupped the Queen's ass again.
"Feel how easily I can squeeze your buns into my grip? Now, try grabbing mine."
The whole thing felt unreal, and wrong in many ways, but Elanor knew silent compliance was her best play now. Yet, as her trembling fingers crept along the dancer's rear, she understood what she meant. There was no way she could grip even a single asscheek of hers, not even with both palms. Adriana had one of the juiciest ass in the whole kingdom. And it was not the sheer size, but the ass had a way of jiggling. Like a water balloon. It just slipped out of the grip every time she tried.
"See what I mean.. Your's is just another grabbable ass. Mine is an unattainable beauty, always evading your grasp. Do you want to have an ass like that?" Adriana asked smiling, as the Queen nodded like a kitten.
"See 'Demura'.. This is a highly erotic endeavor, and I usually judge my students partly from the lust reflected on their face. Because, if you are not yourself brimming with lust, it doesn't matter how flexible your body is, or how graceful your movements look.. The audience will not connect. They might still watch, and hoot and holler. But trust me, that only means you failed..! All you accomplished was to merely tickle a drunk."
"If I am performing, I want my audience, men and women alike, to stay watching frozen. I want them gripped by not just my seduction, but their own primordial lust, lurking within the depths of their being. I want the pants tenting and the whole room smelling of pre-cum by the time I am done. And I expect nothing less from my students."
As Elanor nodded like a puppet, Adriana continued. "And don't worry about your clothes, you'll get them back. In due time. See, in exotic dancing the clothes aren't there to merely cover you up. It is there to accentuate those features of your body that could drive the crowd wild. So, you'll get your clothes. But only after I get to see what parts of your body adds to the performance. In other words, you get to earn your clothing privilege. But let me be very clear, I don't think you'll earn anything the first week."
Adriana inched in closer, and said. "And since your face must stay masked, I will access the Eros in you through other ways. It may be by checking the wetness of your pussy.." Elanor felt a shudder as she felt the fingertip again brushing the corners of her pussy lips, and creep up.



"It may be by measuring how hard your tits can get.." Squirming visibly, she controlled herself, as the dancer squeezed and toyed with her now erect nipples.
".. Or, it even may be how long you manage to make your partner stay tented." The last one left Elanor utterly confused. 'Partner..? What partner?'
Seeing her frown, Adriana answered. "Well Demura, this isn't one of those dances which you do for personal satisfaction.. To soothe your soul and the likes. This is always a dance of two. You, the performer. And your partner, the audience. And even for practice you need to have an audience proxy. Luckily my staff are all used to and eager, to help my budding students. So you just walk out, and pick one from the men working at the garden. Tell them 'Lady Adriana sent me to find a partner. Could you be mine for the day?' and they'll follow you. So you go ahead and pick one, while I have a word with your 'Mistress'. Okay sweety..?"
Elanor took a moment to take it all in. Then she released her grip from the dancer's rear, nodded in agreement and walked to the door. Before she pulled the handle though, she heard a call from behind. Adriana was standing there with a towel now. She tossed the it saying.
"Seriously, have you no shame?! Cover yourself at least before barging out in search of a man.. I mean, no wonder you were leaking."
As the towel fell on her shoulder Elanor just wanted to crawl up in shame. Was she really leaking? Already..?! And what was she thinking, prancing off in the nude. As she wrapped the short towel around she realized it didn't leave much to the imagination. Then again she was in no position to make any moral judgements. She bowed to her mistress and tutor, and closed the door behind.
As soon as she left, Adriana confronted Bella straight up.
"Lady Agrafena..?" she asked, "Is this even legal? The girl's tight as a virgin. In fact I'm pretty sure her hymen is still intact. Is she even of age.?"
Bella smiled. "She's very much of age, do not fret. She just wants to preserve her chastity, that's all. So correct, she is technically a virgin."
"Huh..! A chaste slut?! That's new." The dancer chuckled. "Well, I meant what I said about her body. She looks exceptional for the upper class. But if you expect her to shine on stage, well, she needs to put on a bit more.. juicy bits.. At the right places. Particularly her waist, and that ass. When is she expected to perform?"
"Hmm.. say two weeks. My client wants her to be a regular, so the classes will continue still. But for now, just a simple set will do. You know, to break the ice."
Adriana smiled. "That won't be an issue. She's a good dancer, I can see the grace in her movements. I'm confident she can learn a complex set even, in a week. But that's only half the struggle. What she needs is actual stage experience. And I mean regular audience interaction."
Bella nodded and replied. "Well, as you just saw, shame isn't an issue for her. If you hadn't mentioned, she'd have walked out bare ass on her own, believe me."
"Yeah, but any slut would do that.." Adriana wasn't sold. "What she needs to learn, is to sustain that enthusiasm for prolonged periods. Way after the adrenaline has waned off. And that experience, well, she'll get it only on stage."
Bellatrix leaned in, gears turning in her head. "What do you propose?"
***
**
*
Two hours had passed when Elanor finally emerged out of the estate. Her hair looked disheveled, breath uneven, and walk a bit wobbly. Her hips seemed to sway a bit too exaggerated for some reason. Meanwhile, the poor driver had dozed off waiting for his Queen all this time.
"Jokshun..!!" She yelled as she slammed the stagecoach door. "To the Castle. Now..!!"
Jokshun woke up startled and immediately took the reigns. The Queen sounded angrier than usual, almost a complete contrast from her calm self from the noon. Lady Agrafena had already left on horse back much earlier, so he knew they were done here. The stagecoach hurried its way through the empty country road.
Inside the confines of the coach, Elanor was fuming. Adriana had rubbed her the wrong way, right from that slap at the very beginning. And she could do nothing, not without compromising the task, such were the rules of the game. In all her years as the much beloved princess, the Daughter of Daffodils, and her recent times as the true ruling monarch of the whole kingdom of Wolkenshire, no one had ever laid a finger on her. Nor have any dared to do so even. It's not the pain that got to her, she's a trained dancer, a warrior. Physical pain is no stranger to her. But to be bitchslapped by a mere subject?! That too an overrated harlot of all people. And she dares to call what she does, art?! What art? Shaking hips to the tunes of drunk men? Any common whore could do that deed..
Even as her mind screamed, Elanor knew she didn't mean half of it. For one, she was mightily impressed by the sheer grace in Adriana's movements. Something the Queen herself had spend a lifetime mastering, and only barely touched at her peaks. Her muscle control and sense of rhythm was unparalleled to any of Elanor's previous tutors.
Yet, she shouldn't have slapped her.
And if only that was all she did. The closest Elanor came to skinship with another girl was her elder sister Vera. She was the wild one of the two, but even that was playful teasing, or a caring cuddle at the most. The way Adriana's fingertips traced her skin, and pierced into her privacy, it wasn't a minor irritant. It felt downright sinful! All her justifications for doing so, calling it the only way to assess her arousal, may work on paper. But it felt just so.. So wrong..! Especially the way her own loins warmed up to the dominant feminine.
And when she told her to grab her own ass. Wow! What a silky smooth skin! How can those fleshy buns be so delicately juicy?! Elanor had always been proud of her body. But she knew it in her bones, that what this woman oozed was a class apart.
Why am I still praising that wench?! Elanor caught herself midthought.
Unfortunately Bellatrix was gone by the time she returned with a willing partner. Oh, the partner thing.. That was another thing that made her uncomfortable beyond belief. Walking around the back gardens looking for a willing partner, she felt like a display at the slave markets. Elanor had to grip the part were that excuse for a towel wrapped around at her chest, as it'd surely have slipped out in a few steps unless. She initially thought it'd be the easiest part. After all, what self respecting man would pass up an opportunity to help out a semi-clad beauty?
But she could not have been more wrong.
The estate workers were too used to the wannabe dance students asking them to help as partners. What Elanor didn't know was if they accept the offer, Adriana would cut their wage by half for the day. Which served two purposes. For one, it helped keep the students grounded. Most of the workers were immigrants from the poor far away kingdoms. It's near impossible to seduce the starving, and they had no intention of losing even a penny. Which meant, they might ogle at the beauty, and comment on her even, but would never actually agree to participate. The unexpected rejections helped keep the students humble, as most of them were too used to charming their way through the world.
And two, only the most carnal, alpha, or perverse among the men would end up agreeing to the girl's request. The kind of attitude very similar to the usual drunken crowds. The perfect audience stand in to practice on. This made the situation worse for the Queen. As she walked around asking for a partner, she could feel the hungry eyes on her skin from all corners of the plantation. She could even hear snicker and chatter behind. But unfortunately they spoke a foreign language, which only added to the whole paranoia of the situation. It ringed very much like what she felt last week, when she was about to be ganged up on the streets of Templeton. If consumed by lust, these lowlifes could easily pin her down, and have their way with her. And she would have no way of protecting the honor of her great Kingdom, let alone her chastity.
She had walked too far in to the plantation, that Elanor doubted even her screams could escape the estate. Adriana had been running this setup for quite a while now, and she had evened out all the kinks. She ran a tight ship, and scattered among the workers were her trusted guards. So she knew full well that 'Demura' was in no real danger, even if she was to prance around in her pubes alone. But Elanor had no knowledge of the same. And she thanked the high heavens when a tall dark dirty worker finally nodded his head, agreeing to her request. Thankfully he behaved for the most part, but even if he had grabbed her ass from behind, there was nothing Elanor could have done. She needed a partner, and she was in no mood to go hunting for one again.
If only that's were it all ended. Elanor didn't even want to think about the humiliating things she was asked to repeat in loop in the name of practice. To the hungry eyes of that smelly uncultured peasant, of all. As the stagecoach neared the Castle gates, Elanor felt relieved. She needed a bath so bad. As the Queen got down the carriage and walked in, Jokshun couldn't help but notice the strange sway in his Queen's pelvis.
It almost seemed like she was doing a weird dance, her hip moving on it's own, separate from the rest of her body. It looked like her torso was suspended above her hips separately, as it remained stationary while her ass continued to sway tantalizingly to the sides as she walked. Jokshun had always found his Queen, like most in the Kingdom, extremely attractive. But it was his first time noticing how tantalizing her ass looked. He quickly averted his gaze, before anyone caught him. People had lost their heads for doing less.
Elanor freshened up, and went for a meeting she had arranged for the evening. She worked on the various drafts of the modified irrigation plans to be implemented in a few months. The meeting was extremely productive, and her understanding of the underlying issue and even some of the original suggestions truly impressed most in the 'ministry of agriculture'. It wasn't uncommon for the ruling monarch to check up on the plans, but for a ruler to have such a thorough assessment of the process was even unheard of. Needless to say it was one of the most productive meetings of the Queendom so far. Even the Head Minister Grinwald, known for his merciless critic of the Queen's positions, seemed impressed the way she had handled the meeting.
Later in the night, the Head of Households, Lady Agrafena walked slowly towards the Royal chamber. She held a tray, with the Queen's dinner for the night. She informed the chamber guards that they may join the guards at the main gates for the night. Once they left the vicinity, Bellatrix opened the doors and walked in. As instructed, Elanor was kneeling on the ground right in front of the door, risking exposure to anyone who barged right in. She had not a stitch of clothing on her, and she kept kneeling with her head to the ground, waiting for further instructions.
"Here's your supper, Harlot. You may come, and sit by the table." Bellatrix was beginning to get a better grip on this persona, the one she used to order around the most powerful person across the whole six kingdoms. The Queen Chaste herself.
Even more, she was beginning to enjoy the rush that came with such power, the same way parts of Elanor was finding solace in the submissiveness of this whole act. With great subservience she walked up to her meal. Elanor looked at the tray, and back at her mistress confused. It looked nothing like her usual dinner.
"It's not me, it's your new favorite dance tutor." Bella clarified chuckling. "This is her diet for you. To gain the most fat at the right places in the shortest time. I believe its mostly animal fat soup, and fish oil. Maybe a side dish of ghee and potatoes. I just gave her diet plan to your royal chef. He needed some convincing, but it's not like he can refuse a direct order from the Head of Households, right?"
Elanor had noticed the sudden shift in Bella's attitude. But this whole thing was unprecedented, and it was not like they knew the right way to behave. So she was more forgiving than usual. Either that or the Queen had become way more suggestible and submissive lately. Then again it contradicted with how smoothly her administration went in the recent weeks. If anything Elanor was at peak performance now, the way she ruled the kingdom. As she slowly ate the soup, one spoon at a time, Bellatrix reminded her.
"You have to do all the morning exercises as suggested by Adriana along with this diet. Otherwise all you'll end up accomplishing is looking like a fat cow. Now tell me, how was the class?"
"It was good, Mistress. Lady Adriana was very thorough.. And kind.." She responded meekly.
Bellatrix observed the way she was eating for a while. Following all the proper dining etiquette even in the privacy of her own chamber. She held the spoon so gently and gracefully that when it touched the silver bowl, it made no sound. Not even a mild screech. The way she chewed with her lips closed, churning the food in silence, not even dripping once on to her perfectly folded napkin.
This woman could trash up her room every day, and her hordes of servants will simply keep on cleaning up after her. Yet she did even the most simple things with such care. And such practiced grace, so painstakingly well integrated. Even the way she slurped in the soup made no sound. It's almost as if she took pride in following such perfect etiquette. Then it occurred to Bella, how shameful she might feel to fall from such pride..! And what else was she so prideful of? Even better, what was she prudish about? Bella asked.
"You don't have to sugarcoat your feelings Elanor. You know how critical it is that you stay truthful. Tell me, what was it that you hated the most about today. Go on, speak your mind."
Elanor paused a moment, then asked. "Speak my mind? As in permission to speak freely, Mistress?"
"Yes, you may."
Elanor put her spoon down, took a deep breath, and started.
"Everything, I hated everything about it. I was expecting an additional task, but this was a punishment if any."
Let's cut to the chase, Bella thought. "Is this about the slap?"
"That wench slapped me..!! Me..! Her Queen, your Queen! And you..? You just stood there, did nothing. Then she had me walk around in a mere towel, amidst the dirty stares and catcalls of those wretched migrant workers, and beg them for assistance. Really? How is that a task.?"
Elanor took a sip of water, visibly shaking. Then continued.
"And you know what the practice was? Three simple steps, shaking my rear. Something any girl could do it in her sleep. But no, I must practice the moves and practice it a hundred times. To the amusement of the bloody worker who doesn't even speak my tongue. So you know how she assessed if I was doing the steps right?! By the way his pants tented up. If they way my hips moved made his pants tent up, and if I manage to keep it up for at least ten minutes, then I had mastered the step according to her. And you know what, I failed. Again and again. Every single time."
"Not even once?" Even Bella was surprised by that. "You sure, his hmm.. member was all healthy and working?"
"Oh, he's fine! Apparently I don't even compare to the usual sluts who went there. That he was used to much better performance. And to top it all, to kill my ego, that tart proved it to me. After about two hours of repeating the same drill, she told me I lacked the understanding of male sexual stimulants, and maybe its better I observed it first."
"So she made me sit on the bare ground on my knees, right in front of his chair. My face barely a feet away from his pelvis. I was asked to observe how he reacted, and she went back to my spot and repeated the same steps I did. Now, I must admit, what she did was magical, but it was essentially the exact same step. So I had to watch at close proximity, how his member reacted, and I could see her movements, far superior than mine, reflected on the mirror behind. In short, I had to shamelessly shake my ass for two hours, and still failed to impress her in the least."
"Wait, what about his reaction. Did he tent up?"
"Worse. He creamed and soiled his pants, almost spurting on to me. And I was asked to look up, and thank him for his assistance. It was hell! I almost felt like Jokshun could smell him on me. My hips won't stop swaying still, from all that relentless practice. Please tell me that we are not repeating this one every week.."
Bellatrix shook her head snickering.
"Oh Elanor. I had high hopes for you, even Adriana did. That's her name by the way, and you will address her with respect, okay? She is your tutor, do not ever forget that."
Elanor hung her head, apologizing for the disrespect, as Bella continued.
"I have plans for you the next week, and this is how you perform?! Not weekly Queenie, you are to visit her daily, and obey her every whim. I understand she can be a bit touchy feely, but suck it up. And learn what she has to offer. Now, why would it bother you so much, being seen like that by a peasant. You seemed pretty aroused at the thought of being watched by Prince Gaskier, your husband's friend. And that was before it all got this complex."
Elanor shot back.
"You compare a blue blood with a mere peasant? He looked sweaty, dirty and disgusting. Even the thought of the gaze of such downtrodden wretch befalling me makes my skin melt. And he's not even from Wolkenshire, not even the known six Kingdoms. Not even a Noxtran. He's from that godforsaken parts of the world that has no clue what blue blood even is. And you expect me to bow myself to the likes of it? He's not even worth the lowest of my subjects..."
"That's enough!!" Bella's voice reverberated in the chamber. The Queen found her throat suddenly dry.
"You have spoken enough, now on just nod, or shake your head." Bellatrix seemed like she had a visceral reaction to the Queen's response. And Elanor couldn't figure why. Bella continued.
"You know, when I walk the streets, I hear the people of this great kingdom chatter. And whenever your name comes up, they just brim with pride, across the board. They look at you with hopes and dreams. Rejoicing, finally here's a leader who doesn't look down on her people. Finally, here is a leader who refuse to treat us like we are less than. And you on the other hand. How are you any different from the rest.?!"
They both sat there in silence for a while. Elanor did not resume her dinner. She felt Bella had a point. Have I been acting too arrogant lately?!
Bella spoke in a calmer tone. "I apologize my Queen. It isn't my place, nor my job to critic you on your morals. But I felt it is my civic duty, to remind you how highly you reside in the hearts of your subjects. Forgive me. Please finish your dinner."
As the Queen resumed, Bella's eyes roamed the room, finally fixing on the small tray kept under the bedside mirror. Within the tray was what looked like a dog bowl. Bella found it odd, Elanor had no pets. It seemed like she wasn't even into the idea of keeping pets. Usually the Kings had hunting dogs, and the Queens at least a cat or two. The king of Calthea even had a pet tiger once. Yet for all the stories about the Queen, Bella had never heard Elanor having a pet ever. Of course she had a pony, like any princess. But that's something you ride, more than pet. She remembered Elanor mentioning not letting any strays within the garden walls last week, while addressing her guards. And she remembered the particular disdain with which she mentioned strays. It almost seemed like Elanor looked down on the idea of having pets.



"King Barthomius had a dog, right?" She asked, as the Queen stared back quizzically.
"Yes, you may answer." Bella nodded.
"He had an old black Saint Bernard for years, Buck. And he was lovely. He smelled and shed all around but he was the sweetest. Sadly, he died one year after we met. Bard had wanted a new dog, but I wasn't ready to replace Buck yet." Elanor answered without looking. When she finally did, she saw Bella looking back, not convinced.
"Okay, he hated me!" Elanor put her hands up. "It was sad, but part of me was relieved when he finally.."
"Then why not other pets? You could raise one to love you." Bella dug deeper.
"I'm not the biggest fan. I love horses, those are my kind! But cats, and dogs?! Roaming around the dirt and dragging it back in. Walking on four legs, and climbing on to my dress, waving the dirty tail. I mean, what's so adorable about something that can't even use their hands to eat?! I find even monkeys far more interesting. What can I say, it's not my thing."
Bellatrix made mental notes of it all. She didn't yet knew how to use it, but she knew it'd come in handy in the later tasks. She had a few ideas. She had always noted how rude Elanor can be when treating her staff, both servants and guards alike. Whether it's how she constantly screamed at Jokshun, the driver. Or the way she utterly embarrassed those two guards the other night, by reprimanding them in front of their peers. She remembered how upset Elanor sounded mentioning Tabitha in her recounting of that old memory. The same Tabitha who had walked in, when she was locked in the cabinet naked.
Then again it's one thing to toy with her annoyances, the surface level arrogances. Bella knew the Queen well enough to realize there sure was a no go zone underneath. Her chastity, for instance. Whether she preserved it for her next true love, or truly wished to keep it untouched in honor of her late husband, she was very clear on that point. Her chastity was to stay pristine. Bella also figured the same applied for her core beliefs. Like the honor of her country. The sanctity of her family. Even her relationship with His Holiness Bishop Benedictus. She shall not go near any of those, even by mistake.
There was a lot of material to work with. Then again Bella knew, even if she gave the most menial task, the Queen's luck now seemed such that she'll make it a humiliating experience on her on. The fate at play, as she called it. Bellatrix realized her main challenge was not going to be coming up with new tasks, but reeling the Queen in before she exhausted herself with the simplest of tasks. Elanor asked suddenly.
"Mistress, is it necessary that I attend her classes daily.? Doesn't it seem a little too risky?"
"Fair point. Let's do it by the book." Bella inhaled deeply, collecting her thoughts. Then she rolled out a piece of parchment from her pocket. "Imperial Special Training Contract, clause 9. The employer may choose to opt out of any tasks if, and only if, the probable outcome meets the following criteria. So answer me Harlot. (i) Does task compromise your identity in anyway?"
Elanor shook her head.
"Okay. (ii) Does the task risk serious bodily harm to your Highness?"
"Nope."
"Of course not. Now (iii) Does the task impede with your ability to preserve your chastity?"
Putting the spoon down, Elanor looked at her Mistress, in defeat. "No, it doesn't." Her plate was empty.
"That settles it then." Bella stood up putting the dishes back to the tray. "Tomorrow onward you'll go there on your own, with Jokshun of course. It's arranged such that no one else will visit the estate an hour before and after your appointment. Just make sure your mask is secured at all times. I know it can be hard. Remember why we started this in the first place. I wouldn't ask for it if I had no faith in the plan. Now go wash up fast, you need to rest."
As Elanor got up and walked towards the side room Bella said. "Wait."
The Queen stopped and looked back confused. Bella spoke.
"You speak as if you didn't enjoy the task today the least bit. Tell me, was it because you had to stay naked in front of Adriana?"
"That too.." Elanor mumbled like a kid.
"Well, you are naked now..! Tell me, as irritating as it was, did you feel better when you detailed it to me a little earlier. Or was the recounting even harder to go through?"
"What do you mean?" Elanor's gestures suited more of a teenager now. "I hated it then, and I hated saying those now. Even thinking of it gets my blood boiling..!"
"Oh, I believe you Harlot!" Bella smirked, and turned the chair towards Elanor. "Of that, I have no doubt."
Elanor looked down confused what she meant. It was the same cushioned chair she had been sitting all this while, having dinner. As she looked between Bella and the chair, her eyes locked in on the unmistakable dark patch in the middle of the light yellow seat cushion. Right were Elanor's thighs separated while sitting, a clear glistening patch, still wet and dripping at the edges.
"That is not.. I did not.." Elanor was truly at a loss for words. She felt the blood run out of her extremities, her fingers growing cold, her feet sweating all of a sudden. The blush on her cheek was so red, she shook her head annoyed. She didn't know what to make of it, the way her body behaved. And why it did so. Bella too wondered the same, though she never showed it on her face. Like an angry teenager evading an argument, the Queen shrugged her shoulders and dashed off to wash her hands.
By the time she returned, Bella had made the bed. For tonight's sleeping position, both her arms and legs were bound to the bedpost. Sleeping spread eagle wasn't as hard as she had expected, yet it made her feel extremely vulnerable. The ropes were loose enough to not cut the blood flow, nor did it stretch her limbs too tight. But there was no way she could close her thighs, nor cover her breasts. The Queen felt like she was for the taking for anyone who happened to walk right in.
Bella said, "My Queen. There is a chance I might send the guards back to your chamber doors later in the night. I will come and untie the ropes by morning, till then try to get some rest. Now I hope for your sake you don't get a nightmare. Because if you wake up screaming in the middle of the night... You know, your loyal guards will rush in. So again, try to have a peaceful sleep. If you don't want your men to get an eyeful, that is. It's not like you'll be able to cover up even."
Saying this Bellatrix left the room through the main entrance, leaving the Queen to a troubled sleep.
The next few days went just as planned for Elanor. She had long stopped resisting the fate. By the third day, to her surprise, she had begun to enjoy Adriana's tutoring. Her language bordered on crass, and her fingers still dipped and lingered at the unwelcomed parts of her skin. Yet nothing spoke like results, and Elanor enjoyed the progress she made in a handful of days. She wasn't sure if she had always loved it, or merely learned to. But dancing had always been her favorite outlet, so much that she had even changed her childhood music classes to dance lessons. Since the events that lead to her Queendom, she never had a chance to return to that mental space. The space where she used to dance senseless. To her heart's content, till she dropped down breathless.
A minor difference though, Adriana made sure none of her steps was a result of expressing oneself. She had high hopes on this new student, known to her as 'Demura'. And she instilled in her from the very beginning. This is a dance emerging from loins, and resulting in loins. Elanor's least favorite part though was how by the end of each session, she made her smell the soiled clothes of her partner for the day. Adriana would say. "Breathe in the pre-cum, and remember it's scent. If the room isn't filled with it by the time you finish, consider your performance wasteful..!!" She was a tough taskmaster, and had very high standards. And it played perfectly well into Elanor's psychology. She never had a teacher who didn't brim with pride by her performance.
Whatever it is that Bella had planned, it seemed to be working. Elanor never had an episode of existential doubt, or a case of chaotic indecisiveness the whole week. Not even in dreams, as uncomfortable as it felt sleeping tied up. And the methods got increasingly complex, her latest sleeping posture resembling more of a contortionist by the time Bella was done tying her up. One night during supper, she couldn't help but ask.
"Mistress, if I may? The way you tie me up every night, how do you know so many knots? I mean, most of them can't be found even in the archives."
Bellatrix just smiled.
"What's the next doubt? How many students have I forced to ride a horse naked through the streets.?"
They both just laughed a little, as Elanor corrected herself. "That's not how I meant.."
"You, my Queen.." Bella interjected. "I've been running a hundred different ways, thinking up thousand distinct tasks, all of which had never even crossed my mind before. Things I never even knew existed.. All for you. Your good health. Your peace of mind. And for this great Kingdom. All of it, including the knots."
Elanor just nodded. She was expecting Bella's usual taunt, her persona as the Mistress had grown quite powerful the last week. The last thing she expected was the heartfelt truth. Bella continued.
"And as for how I know.. Have you ever met Hattori Ishikawa?"
Elanor had no idea if that was even a person.
"It's okay. You will, tomorrow. It's the next task."
The Queen was intrigued. After all she had been preparing for this for almost a week now. Not knowing what's expected of her the whole while. She asked, "So Mistress, we are not going dancing tomorrow?"
"No." Said Bellatrix, "Tomorrow, we go to the church..!"
Church.? The church.?! It can't be the Cathedral. No, Bella wouldn't do that. Not with the High Priest present. Wait, does the Bishop know of this? Are we to meet Father Benedictus tomorrow? No, that can't be it. He's like a father to me, like a father to Bella. Wait, am I to confess to father tomorrow, all that happened so far, in all it's entirety?
God no, please no. That would be so humiliating. So soul crushing. And not just for me, for him too. After all, it was his idea, for Bella to take this case. No, Bella wouldn't do that. Then again, what if she thought, she absolutely believed, it was the only way to help me. After all, who can predict what goes on in that brilliant little head of hers. Still, let that surprise not be Father Benedictus. Anyone but him, oh God! Anyone but him..
With a head full of queries, Elanor washed herself, and waited at the bed. For her mistress to tie her up.
"Not tonight Elanor." Bella said. "Ishikawa asked specifically to let you sleep freely tonight, no more tying up. He says it's part of the preparation. Get some sleep."
"Wait.." Elanor said. She knew she won't get any answers about the task. Yet she had to ask something. "Earlier this week, before meeting Lady Adriana, before going to Ormangrad Estate. On the road, you asked me which way to go, left or right."
"And you chose right, you chose Lady Adriana.."
"What if I had chosen left? What was the other option?"
"Well.. remember Clause 9 (ii), the one about risking serious bodily harm.. Let's just say I'm glad you chose to go right. Else we would have really pushed clause 9(ii) to it's extreme."
"Would it have helped?" Elanor asked without blinking. "..with my condition. Would it have helped it substantially.?"
What is with this woman, Bella was baffled. Every time I draw a line, she just wants to jump over and run a mile. "It was a long shot, and probably would have lasted only a day. But I'm extremely pleased that you chose the other. Especially in light of my meeting with Adriana today. She thinks you are a new rising star.!"
Elanor smiled with her already sleepy eyes. She had a grueling dance session earlier that evening. She asked. "Will I at least get to dance tomorrow?"
Bellatrix smiled back, pulling the blanket over her bare skin. "My Queen, I doubt you'll get to move an inch even."
Elanor didn't know when she drifted into dreams. But there sure were a many migrant workers. All dirty, sweaty, and chatty with their foreign tongues. And surely she made her way through them, holding on to the tiny towel wrapped around her chest.
And it felt wonderful.
***
**
*
The Task At last
The next morning.
Elanor walked up the Cathedral stairs, followed by Bellatrix. She took of her hat, causing her lush hair to unfurl. It looked blonde now, freshly dyed and treated. Bella had managed to convince her this was the best disguise. She used an experimental dye, much like the one from the Knighthood ceremony. Add to it her face veil, and no one would mistake her for the Queen now.
As they walked up, an older priest was standing at the entrance, against the huge teak doors. He was clearly from the far eastern lands of Yamato, across the seas far from the six Kingdoms. Port towns of Wolkenshire had always been a cultural hub, so it wasn't unusual to run into men of all tribes and kinds. But to see a Yamatan in the clergy was utterly surprising to Elanor.
He looked middle aged, with a few greys. And that is old, compared to the young clergymen that occupied most positions. He held his neck high, like a sailor, and his posture had a peculiar sense of stability. Like he could face off anything and not move an inch. An absolute rock. His long dark robes covered most of his physique, but his long veiny weathered fingers couldn't help but tell, there wasn't much these hands hadn't been through.
He introduced himself as Hattori Ishikawa, an ordained deacon to the ministerial manager. They bowed to each other in respect, and he led them both to the inner sanctums of the cathedral, to the ancient crypts. Elanor felt like she was being watched as they walked the corridors, but she thought it's probably her paranoia acting up. After all, she had no idea what was expected of her. It also felt very odd and wrong, anticipating for something essentially carnal, not just in so sacred a space, but at such early hours of the day break.
As overwhelming as they seemed at the time, all the tasks so far had felt natural, the shame and sensuality of it experienced under the comforting blanket of the night. This is peak time, the most precious hours of the day. She would be preparing for the royal court in most days. And now she prepared her mind to call upon the lust in her. It all seemed untimely and mildly wasteful. But it never stopped her from listening keenly as the clergyman explained. It's not like then lust in her ever slept. Especially lately.
Ishikawa said. "Lady Agrafena told me you volunteered. Lady Demira..?"
'Oh, did I?!' Elanor shot a look at her smiling Mistress, as she corrected. "It's Demura, Father."
"Well Demura, I'm sure you know it very well, the ritual. After all you are a native, unlike me. Still, it's the tradition for the Chief erotician of the ceremony to enlighten the 'Sacrificial Pure' of the ritual, the ordained celibates, and of course the Ultimate Trial of Celibacy."
'Trial of Celibacy?! Oh no!' Elanor remembered that word, it's something Barthomius had mentioned as the weirdest things he came across as a King. Elanor never gave it much weight, thinking it was him simply pulling her leg, quite sure it couldn't be more than a mere myth. As they reached the stairs leading underground, the clergyman pointed towards a small room next to it.
"Ladies, I'm afraid you have to change in there. Only traditional attire is permitted within the crypt, you'll find robes and stola inside. I'll wait by the stairs. And Lady Demura, on Agrafena's request I've procured a ceremonial leather mask for you. We don't wish to violate your privacy after all. So please put in on as well."
As the clergymen left, Bella hurried helping the Queen undress, stating they were already running late. Elanor was conflicted, though not for the normal reasons. As she changed into a simple stola, Bellatrix put on the robes, and proceeded to buckle up the leather mask on to the Queen's face. From the quality of the thread work on the mask alone, it was evident that they weren't the first visitors asking for anonymity. It covered half her face, like a domino mask, only bigger. With thick mesh covering even the eyes, which made the visibility of the wearer questionable. It also had an elastic detachable gag hanging from one side of the buckle.
"Mistress, I'm not so sure about this..?"
"Hmm.. That isn't new." Bellatrix replied in her stoic tone.
"Mistress, it the 'Trial of Celibacy'.. I don't know if you are aware, but it's supposed to include men.. As in multiple men. More than a handful even."
Bella fixed her hair and mask, smirking. "So.? There will be a couple, so what? You'll manage. It's a ceremonial task, they are not going to pounce upon you, relax.. Besides, you seemed to handle that handful of vagrants very well, the other night. These ones will behave better at least."
"But Mistress.."
"Hey.. Your identity, safety and chastity. Those are my responsibilities. Meaning anything else, is fair game.. Hmm, you know what." Bella yanked the elastic gag, and placed it over the Queen's parted lips.
"That'd shut you up for now."
She led the distressed submissive down into the darkness of the crypt, accompanied by an eager clergyman. He led them through the underground cave system towards the sacred cellar. It was dark, and dimly lit, yet somehow had surprisingly good ventilation. Otherwise Elanor would have fainted, she had a hard enough time from the paranoia alone. Still she wasn't surprised when he approached her with a stack of thick white ropes. She was quite used to it, from all the nights spend tied up. If anything the certainty of it helped her relax.
With gleeful eyes, Ishikawa got to work. He continued to talk to Bella about himself, as he worked on the gagged speechless Queen. He used to be a shibari artist and trainer in his homeland, in what he called another lifetime. He had traveled the lands and seas, traded, warred, and did all things under the sun. Finally finding solace in the Cathedral, giving himself to faith. He said he owed it all to Bishop Benedictus, and his now Brother Lupsink. So even after cutting all ties to his previous life, when the church needed a new erotician, he felt compelled to take it on himself. The old shibari artist in him finding a final outlet.
By the time he used up all his ropes, the Queen had both her forearms secured behind against the hilt of her lower spine. Bella recognized the binding. Box-tie. Her torso was hung freely from the ceiling, her left toe barely grazing the ground for balance. Her right leg had been folded at the knee, and bound tight and apart that her nether remained exposed. That would be a simple Futo-momo, Bella noted. She had tied her up enough times to recognize at least the simple knots.
Elanor still had her stola on, but it barely covered her skin, part of the breasts and ass hanging out. Even with all the week's training, this was beyond what Elanor could envision. As soon as Ishikawa left the cellar to get additional ropes, she called upon Bellatrix for help.
"Mistress please.. It's broad daylight. In the church grounds.. Participating in this one puts me really on the edge." With her eyes pleading, Elanor managed to speak through the rope, though it was mostly unintelligible.
Bella felt amused, they way the ruling monarch spoke in barely legible tongue, shaking like an excited puppy. Pinching her lips shut, Bella said.
"Shh... Don't you get it Queenie. The task isn't to participate in the Trial! Hanging tied as horny men ogle at your shame, any tart could do that. There is no challenge there. The aim of the trial if for the celibates to excite your body, with out staining your chastity of course, but excite you so much, that you'd just give in to them all and orgasm. That is the culmination of the trial.. And your task, Highness, is to not give in. Endure the trial of celibacy without having an orgasm, that my Queen, is the actual task. And this time, if you fail, you might lose your privileges within the Castle. Privileges that I had explained on the new draft of the employment contract, which I'm sure you never read. But don't worry. You don't have to read it. All you have to do, is to not orgasm."



Elanor could see the distinct shine in her eyes. 'Oh God! Is she getting carried away.?'
The door barged open, startling the Queen, and a young ordained clergyman walking in boisterously.
"Bella, Bella, Bellaa..! I see that you have outdone your promises!" His voice blasted, echoing greatly within the walls of the cellar. His voice had a practiced cordiality, the kind that could easily be mistaken for genuine goodwill. The way Bellatrix responded with a restraint smile told Elanor all she needed to know about the priest. This one was a snake! They both bowed formally, and being tied up the Queen simply bowed her head. She still had a hard time getting used to it, bowing to the other. As his hands checked the smoothness of her skin, he talked to Bella with great enthusiasm, the bound Queen recognized him from her security briefs.
He was Lupsink. Clergyman Didier Lupsink, ministerial manager of the church grounds. Second in command to the High Priest, and the most vocal critic of her Queendom within the church. She was notified on him multiple times, regarding his connections with various radical factions within the kingdom. She had always given him the benefit of doubt, for lack of evidence. But evidence aside, the Queen was under no illusion about what was clear. The very few times they met each other, a deeply malicious twinkle in his eyes every time he mentioned her.
"So how did you find this gem, if I may ask, Lady Agrafena?" Lupsink inquired while his palm rested on the Queen's butt cheeks.
Elanor felt almost unpersoned by the way Clergyman Lupsink talked about her to Bella right in front of her, treating her like a mere furniture.
"Well, High Priest Benedictus had known me since I can remember, he confides in me. And as you are aware, the nature of today's ceremony, and the its successful completion is of utmost importance. With my position in the Royal Palace, he found it easy to broach the topic to Her Majesty through me. He was very close with King Barthomius, so he never had to ask for assistance before. But you know, this isn't something you can ask a woman, not to mention the Great Queen."
Elanor knew Bella was lying through her teeth. Bishop Benedictus had never approached them for any such thing. And it probably was Bella herself who dug up the archives and found out about this particular custom among the newly officiated. She must have contacted Ishikawa herself, and worked out a deal. This was all a cover story for Lupsink's sake, since it's unlikely that he'd ever ask the Bishop about it directly. Elanor understood it was necessary to have an effective cover to hide the truth of the situation, but she hated dragging the good Bishop's name into it.
"Oh, I get that." Said Lupsink. "And it's her rightful duty to assist the Brethren in such affairs. I expect nothing less. Even from your Queen." His dislike for Elanor wasn't a secret, and he wasn't even trying to mask it any further. "That's not what I wondered about, Lady. It's this rare find, Lady Demura I presume..?"
"Oh, she's just one among the many we had shortlisted. Ishikawa asked for some one whose beauty matched the current beauty standards. You know how the beauty standards of the Kingdom reflect the royalty. And how our Great Queen Elanor is much loved and admired across our Kingdom,her beauty second to none.." These compliments were having the opposite effect on Elanor as she stood between them naked and bound, with her ass groped. Sure she blushed, but in disgrace, not pride. Bellatrix continued, "So it's obvious, the Queen had become the ideal feminine. So we focused on the beauties who matched her physically. And Demura here was one in the final handful, the only one who volunteered once the nature of the task was disclosed."
"She volunteered?!" His eyes bulged, as an evil smile stretched his lips.
"Well she does look twenty.." Lupsink said, his hands kneading her bottom cushions now, "but after careful exploration I do conclude. She is not more than eighteen and two months old. The flesh this tender, yet so low on fat..! This is a gift from the heavens!! Pardon my crude language."
Bella snickered, "Oh no, I welcome it. And Demura better do the same, if she has any sense of what's in store today.. But Clergyman, this isn't your first ceremony. Why do you find her so special.?"
It was one thing to be spoken about in third person, being spoken about in third person by a fake name?!
"Well, if I'm not mistaken, may be Demura here knows this already, it's likely that she too is of royal blood. Let me explain.." Lupsink continued to a confused Bella, and perplexed Elanor. "What do you know about the old King of Vankenbraum..?"
"You mean King Ribert, our Great Queen's father?" This could be interesting, thought Bella.
"Very astute..! King Ribert in real, isn't the noble Knight of your fables. The young Ribert from his delinquent days, often toured the country sides with his band of mischiefs, tasting the young maids all the time. And you know how these boys are... Each conquest, each trophy is a legend they share amongst kin.. In all it's explicit details." Lupsink looked at Bella, his eyes asking if she's comfortable to proceed.
"Oh please go on. I watch horses rut in my farm all day. This can't possibly be more graphic than that.." And she leaned into Elanor and said mockingly, "Listen Demura, may be you'll learn some history today." Elanor found it the least bit comforting, hearing the escapades of her Papa of all people.
"Well, long story short, and this isn't new amongst royalties. But King Ribert has got a lot of offspring scattered all over the Kingdom. Mostly girls. And they all look unusually alike. Because Ribert has a very specific type to mate. For him to have hots for, the girl has to be in heat. Her physique should be fit, and she has to be a blonde. And there's two more rare qualia he cherished. One, the girl should have inverted nipples. Much like his queen, your Elanor's mother Esmeralde. And two, her pussy should act a certain way."
"How do you mean?"
"Well he says some women can suck a penis with their pussy. Like, once in heat, their vaginal muscles will automatically clamp the penis in a tight grip, and essentially milk it, even without any additional motion."
"That's a bit far fetched don't you think..?"
"My great uncle is a close friend of his, and back when I was in the army, he took me to one of those private parties. And this, I heard from King Ribert himself. About his preference in pussies.. Of course I thought it's them pulling my leg, until I experienced it myself. Have you seen Princess Veramour?"
"You mean our Queen's sister, the first daughter of Queen Esmeralde?!"
"Spitting image of her mom! Not just the inverted nipples, but that infamous suction of her pussy as well.."
Elanor couldn't believe how her libertine sister's escapades still haunted her life, after all this time. Bella snickered in disbelief as Lupsink continued, "If you don't know, ask your Queen. There aren't many royalties who hadn't tasted her sister's specialties. She's a wildcat much like her mom. Apparently King Ribert met Esmeralde in a private orgy. And they hit it off."
'Oh! Shut up, will you all?' Elanor squirmed at the blatant dissection of her family history.
"That's the problem with King Ribert. If it's a blonde with inverted nipples, he's in. And if her pussy can suck as well, he'll get hooked. He'll keep on playing all week all month. And the girl will surely get knocked up. This buxom blonde with inverted tits might be a rarity in Wolkenshire. But back in Vankenbraum, it's more like one in ten. All thanks to Ribert and some magic pussy. They wouldn't say it out loud, but they all know."
"But Queen Elanor's tits aren't inverted..!" Bella's eyes locked with the shame in Elanor's, as Lupsink continued.
"Sure, must have skipped her. And I'm sure being virgin and chaste, she'll never know if her pussy can suck as well. Quite unfortunate!" Lupsink let out a genuine sigh, and continued. "The King had a hard time in the later years. For one, his fetish isn't that common. And two, all maids of age that matched his tastes could potentially be his daughters. So he's strictly stayed chaste at home, fornicating only when he toured the other kingdoms. Can you believe?!! Problems of the filthy rich.."
"Its all so much informative. But I don't see the connection, is there one?" Bella asked curiously.
"Well, Ribert sure have toured Wolkenshire in his heyday. Look at Demura here, she could be your Great Queen's blood half sister! When I saw her earlier today walking up the Cathedral, my immediate thought was 'God! Is that Princess Veramour?' I mean, you had mentioned in the earlier meeting, of getting clearance from the Queen herself, so I thought may be Elanor the Chaste pulled some etrings and got her own sister as the sacrificial virgin for this year's test. I mean, look at her recent legislations. So cut-throat harsh, I wouldn't put it past her. And knowing Vera, it's not like she'd say no to such an opportunity."
Bellatrix could see the priest's rationale. But she knew in her heart no good would come from entertaining his fantasies. She retorted in a mocking tone. "That's your big proof?! Her ass looks like the Queen's sister from years back..?! They're both blonde I'll give you that. But it doesn't take a genius to figure that connection.."
Lupsink took a step back. "You seriously don't see the resemblance. God, I wish I could just tear off that mask.." Seeing Bella shake her head 'no', he paused a moment. "No, I cant. Queen's orders.. I see your skepticism. Even her nipples aren't inverted. But there is still one test left. If her pussy can suck the penetrating member, that is a surefire way to confirm, my Lady. And I for one intend to test my 'suction pussy' theory to confirm, once Ishikawa gets her juices flowing."
Elanor saw his point. And as much she was curious to know herself, that was a definite no-no.
Bella thankfully stepped in. "Oh, I'm afraid we strictly can't allow penetrative sex. Queen's orders.! Any penetrative activity on the holy grounds is out of question."
Lupsink answered lustful, taking a step back, his fingertip still toying with the bound submissive's clit.
"I know. I don't intend to disobey. But I do know ways around. For I'm hoping this bird here is your Queen's half-sister. And if this half sister is as slutty as Vera, then Elanor surely can't stay chaste for much long. God willing, the slut in her will slip up. And that would be the end of her Queendom!"
Bellatrix was taken aback by the pure malice simmering in his voice. This didn't seem like the safest spot to put Elanor in all of a sudden. Yet there was no way to back out now, without raising suspicion. Bella realized it's better to wait, and see how far he'd go. They both turned as Ishikawa barged in smiling with the new ropes. Elanor couldn't be more relieved. She preferred the toyings of Ishikawa to the mere presence of Lupsink, a man who she now despised like anything.
"Brother Ishikawa, it's a pleasure to watch your work. And watch you at work!"
The clergymen exchangeds greetings and a warm hug. "Lupsink-sama, so kind of you to make it so early. I thought you'd reach only by the ceremony."
"So, what are you thinking?" Lupsink asked patting the Queen's ass, "Have you decided on the knots."
"It's overwhelming, frankly.. I mean look at her. What an exquisite beauty! Ideally I would have liked to have a week with her. Taming the heat, learning her likes, testing the variations of shibari. But I understand that's asking for too much from the church. Hmm.. I have some ideas, you'll see."
"Say no more. I know enough to not disturb an artist, so have at it. I'll introduce the celibates to Lady Agrafena meanwhile. Just be on time, that's all." The clergymen exchanged hugs again, and Lupsink escorted Bellatrix out, as Ishikawa got into his groove.
Elanor recognized her second thoughts bubbling up as usual.
Was it too late to back out?
She stayed still, as the experienced erotician got to work.
***
**
*
Elanor kept her eyes shut, not wanting to accept the reality right before. She could here the commotion, and people laughing and chatting all around. And it seemed to finally settle upfront. She knew there will be a bunch of men ogling right at her shame the moment she open her eyes. It felt like they don't exist as long as her eyes remained shut.
Because it was a bone chilling reality to her, to an actual virgin. To be tied up and displayed helpless, for a bunch of people. She never had done anything remotely similar. Well, there was that day locked in the cabinet, though. Where it felt like both her husband, his friend, and even the maid got an eyeful. But it was her husband being playful. Nothing like being forced into a situation surrounded by hungry horny eyes all around. Okay, that too had happened before. That fateful horse riding incident that left her wet for the whole weekend.. But no, this is different. At least that was an accident. This is planned. And practiced. And yet, all the more terrifying.
As her thoughts refused to quiet down, Elanor chose to give in to reality. Opening her eyes, she saw it was the servants arranging the seating for the incoming celibates. Elanor felt the clergyman step away from her, leaving her barely balancing on the wooden stool below. She could hear Bellatrix somewhere to the right of her, smirking under her breath, though right is relative now. Without the support of the clergyman, Elanor began to spiral around, much to her distress.
Suddenly Elanor recognized keys being turned, and in a sudden pull, the large double door to the left of the sanctum opened, followed with about a dozen mild footsteps. Her body tensed upon sensing the presence of multiple strangers, her anxiety kicking in. Relax, she told herself, 'it's all part of the plan.'
More than shame, Elanor felt embarrassment, as she continued to spin around, with her legs splayed apart, struggling to balance. Like a bizarre dancing doll, with it's ass stuck to a furniture. Still she could make out what's happening around her, through the peepholes in her leather face mask, even if all she could see is barely silhouette and shadows. About nine men had walked into the sanctum, and are seated comfortably in front of her. They sure send a weird vibe, a mixture of fear, disgust, and amusement. None seemed fazed by the sudden appearance of a bound barely clad body. They didn't seem particularly kind, nor cruel. They acted like students, if anything, waiting for the test to start.
Elanor suddenly felt Clergyman Ishikawa approach her with something, the tip of which slowly entered her nasal holes. "Relax..", Ishikawa instructed. "And slowly breathe in.."
Elanor recognize what invading her nostrils to be the bone pipe she saw earlier. 'Must be some ceremonial medicine to be inhaled.'
'Holy hell..!!' Elanor felt a sudden cold jolt swift through her nostrils all the way to her lungs, as the Clergyman blew the medicine powder up her nose like an experienced shaman. Elanor could actually feel parts of her lungs burn in cold, as her eyes teared up and nose started running. As she struggled to sneeze and cough it out, Ishikawa's lower palm forced her chin to stay up as if to stop a nose-bleed.
"Easy.." He said.
"Just keep breathing. This is a very strange situation, especially for a young maid like yourself. The medicine will help with the nerves, and make the experience a whole lot smoother. Think of it as a lubricant."
Elanor trusted Ishikawa the most by this point. Between Bella's indifference, and Clergyman Lupsink's borderline molestation, Ishikawa was the only person who kept any modicum of respect. He was gentle yet tough. She felt like a part of his flock.
Like Bishop Benedictus. This is a rock.
"There, you feeling better..?"
Elanor nodded her head, as her breath returned to normal.
Then his voice boomed to the eager celibates. "Welcome to the Final Trial of Celibacy. Brethren, I'm sure Clergyman Lupsink has already explained the nature of the trial, and what is expected from each of you. Still I'll reiterate. You are all pining together to the spot, of the next in line to be the High Priest's direct disciple. This requires supreme commitment to the faith, yet a deep knowledge of the sin as well."
"We are not here to morally ostracize the other from our high horse. We can't separate the sin from the sinner, unless we know the sin in as much depth as possible. I have taken steps to ensure you don't actually end up sinning. In any such case the staff will surely intervene. But make no mistake, you are to push as close to the sin as possible. And a young virgin of the higher class has agreed to help us all through the process.." Ishikawa was moving as he spoke, one hand always on the small of her back, maintaining her balance.
Even in her current state, his fingers at the rarely touched region felt disturbingly intimate to the Queen. The sudden upcoming shift in Ishikawa's tone, will destroy all comfort Elanor felt with the older sage. Ishikawa expounded.
"This young lady, Demura. You are indebted to her. But make no mistake, for she will demonstrate how sin will make sluts out of the best of maids. For the next two hours, I want you all to be much more charitable when morally judging Demura here. And of course yourself, for what she tempts in you. So without wasting any time lets get into what drives the slut forth in an innocent mind."
Elanor felt the wooden stool pulled out from under her in an instant. With her both hands tied together in a Box-tie, like arms crossed from behind, and the left leg folded and tied, her heel bound to the upper thigh, a modified Futo-momo knot. The only things that kept her in any balance was the thick rope secured to her upper back, hanging her to the ceiling and her right foot's thumb which barely managed to touch the ground. In effect, with out the furniture to rest her left knee on, she just spun around on her right thumb like a top.
"Now listen, this is part of the curriculum. Even though you'll never have to apply, you must know what wets a girl's dream. Especially in her body. And keep in mind, we can't explore the subject under a divine loving conditions, in the hands of a lover or husband. We are here to understand what pushes any woman to a state such that she'll spread her legs for any and all. Remember this is not a prostitute playing a carnal role for financial benefits. That's at least transactional."
With much fervor, Ishikawa continued.
"This is a slut, open, willing and giving, purely to supersaturate her own lust. Resorting to any means for it. Again, let me reiterate. You can reason with a woman, but you can't reason with a slut. No better than you can reason with your lust, it just runs over it. And Brethren, if you have bested a slut, you have bested the lust. Period."
Okay, the monologue was starting to get to Elanor. She realized this is not gonna be the simple anatomy art class she hoped it to be.
"You must have heard of them, the erogenous zones..!" Ishikawa continued.
"Her lips, bosoms, and her nether regions. Those are the widely known ones. I'm not going to explain the it all, but I'll surely include a few in this demonstration. Well, according to the old ways of the east, lust isn't much an aspect of pure physicality. It hides in how you play with her mind.. "
Elanor couldn't believe what the old man kept on espousing as unshakable truths. She expected it to come from an uneducated peasant, but to hear the same from a learned man, a man of faith nonetheless.?! She had never heard a more backwards thinking speech in her entire life. In all aspects it put the horror stories of misogyny she heard from her grand mother to shame. Yet, he continued.



"Once willing and excited, a normal woman can be more enticed, by stimulating these erogenous zones. Say kissing leads to deep smooches, cuddling leads to poking hard nipples and few gentle strokes down there gets her all wet. And ready. But not for sluts."
The clergyman pointer at her, as his voice underlined.
"Remember boys, women have sex. Sluts just rut."
'I am not a SLUT!', Elanor's eyes screamed in agony underneath the mask, as Ishikawa's rough fingers kept exploring her mouth. The Clergyman continued.
"See, a slut is always in a sexually heightened state. Her whole body is a million erogenous zones intertwined. You don't need to entice her with any sophisticated tact. Unless you want to drive her into an insatiable frenzy that is. And those are useful too.. But why overindulge, when the least would suffice. A perfectly timed subtle touch is enough for her to leak, a gentle breeze blown at her under-ear will make her crumble, a fingertip grazing the small of her back alone will bulge her nipples hard. The mere sight of a tented pants with make her mouth drool."
Saying that, Ishikawa withdrew his hand from her throat, as his other hand, gripping her by the hair, forced her face forward to the listening men. Elanor wondered why her mouth kept itself open, the jawbones locked in place, as if his fingers never left. To her utter shame, the pooled up saliva simply flowed out in copious blobs, and kept going, audibly splattering on the floor below. She could hear surprised gasps from around, and feel the room temperature hiking up. Once the major volumes of spittle cleared, the remaining retention dribbled out the corners of her lips, tracing her body, splashing and coating her hanging breasts.
Her tongue kept dangling, as if wanting more.
More of what, she couldn't figure.
"See. All I did was kept her mouth open. But the slut knows, her jaw understands."
"That it stays open so wide and for so long, only for her true master. A large pulsing penis. Her body craves to please him, thereby secreting as much fluids to keep him happy and make him stay. Why else would she have such gallons of spit at her throat. It isn't there to wet her lips, its to wet her throat. To lubricate it well, for her master.."
After looking across the eager eyes of his audience, Ishikawa continued. "Yes, you heard right boys. For a slut, her throat is no different than her pussy. Remember those naughty girls of the youth, using their mouths in unladylike manner. That's just foreplay for a slut. For she knows how, to not just give, but derive pleasure from throat. That too, in many different ways."
Elanor was lucky she managed to inhale deeply, though Ishikawa knew it was more of him letting her breathe just enough for his next move to work. In an instant the experienced erotician send his hands to her waiting throat. Elanor felt the grip shift from her hair to the back neck, as Ishikawa's other palm tightened around the front. She felt a faint cough barely escape before his choke solidified, leaving the Queen's breath at his perverse mercy. She felt her body rise, as his grip lifted her upwards suffocating.
Elanor had never felt such tightness in her face, her whole visage rushing red, her cheeks in a permanent blush, her mouth and nostrils open, grasping for air. She couldn't feel anything else, but her face. Not her surroundings, nor the rest of her body. The cold air rushed in through her mouth and nose, only to reach her choked throat, and bounce back. As she started to feel unconscious, Ishikawa continued his talk.
"See this, a controlled sustained tight choking grip. Not enough to crush her throat, but enough to stop any blood from reaching her brain. And the result? The bitch just puddles the floor with her juices. Look down, see for yourself."
Elanor almost experienced a black out, the vein on her forehead about to pop, before his grip eased. The men gasped out loud, some even shifting their seats, or standing up to get a better look. It was a tough minute. The Queen felt her breathing adjust to its earlier rhythm, her senses re-framing her current condition, and his last words echoing in her mind.
'Seriously, is anyone buying this. Trying to suffocate a girl to orgasm?! Not to mention he just choked the queen. His Queen!' Her thoughts broke as her left foot almost slipped in the puddle below. And to her shame, Elanor realized. It wasn't there before. A puddle of her own making, leaking right out her pussy. Her throat dried up as her senses heightened. She could vaguely hear Ishikawa blabbering on, yet she can discern every single sensation on her body. She felt the slight pain on the corners of her lips, from his earlier finger explorations. His left index and middle fingers still drawing patterns on the small of her back, and her core tightening as an effect. And she felt the fluids dripping along her under thighs, drying as they stopped along her shins. Her feet felt the mess on the ground again.
A was a puddle of her own making. The stains of which, she knew in her bones, will never leave. Her throat dried further.
Elanor suddenly felt Ishikawa's fingers at her tongue. And to her disgust, her tongue rolling itself against the fingers. It seemed unusually wet and drippy. She couldn't blame her behavior, she needed to wet her throat. Even if it's from his sweaty fingers.
"You seem offly fond of the taste dear!" Ishikawa sounded amused. "It's your own juices. Then again it wouldn't be your first time." Elanor wanted to spit it back out, but she couldn't afford to. Her body needed this, she needed a drink after that blissfully horrendous choking. And this was all that availed. She licked his hand clean, wanting more. Ishikawa realized to his pleasure, this was no more a girl. But a mere accordion. And he had more tunes than she could hope. He continued with a devilish grin.
"Now I can see 'that' got all your attention. In the beginning of this session I could see it in your eyes. Some excited, some mildly amused and curious. Some concerned, horrified, disgusted even. But now, all your eyes look the same. Because this is uncharted territory for any mere man. And we can't risk the chance of such an encounter shattering not just your will, but the core of your faith. So we must continue, I'm afraid."
Most of them couldn't help but nod. They were still gripped by the disbelief of it all. Of the mask of innocence slipping right in front of them. Of the possible birth of a life long slut even. They knew it was a rare moment they were witnessing. Few of them had even forgotten what they were tasked with. Questioning if it was worth to waste away in celibacy, with such sluts running around the world. Spreading for all to relish.
Sensing their mood, Ishikawa spoke.
"I see you wondering. What more can be done to drive out the slut. Pull her by hair? Pinch her nipples? Smack her bottom cheeks red? All good options. But remember, the slut isn't her mere body." Pointing at her head, he continues, "The slut is the one in here. If you are to toy, and toy further, toy with her mind. The way she truly loves, yet doesn't expect. You can go down the road of degeneracy, of pounding and whipping and what not. But we aren't here to explore that road."
"If you are to cut, make it singular and deep. After all, nothing drowns a slut in pleasure than the basal truth." He snaps his fingers, pointing at her nether regions. "Focus on her pussy lips, and nothing else. You'll be tempted to look by motions in the periphery, but don't take your eyes away. Observe and tell, if you can spot her getting excited, by merely looking at her lips down there. I'm gonna step back her behind."
Elanor felt the man's body brush her ass cheeks, him gripping the torso from behind. She felt her nipples being toyed with, his fingers circling her navel button and moving up. It confused her deeply, that it isn't the actual exposure, but the subtle touches that excited her the most. But she knew this just couldn't be it. What else did Ishikawa plan to make her endure? The only out of the box thing she could think of was the horror stories she had heard, the way men of his ilk found pleasure from inflicting pain. Like actual flogging and whipping. Leaving young bodies battered and bruised. Elanor had no such experiences, and did not doubt for a second of his capability. She steeled her body for endurance, missing the whole point of Ishikawa's speech.
In a few seconds, she will realize how fundamentally wrong she was. Not just about the clergyman, but about herself. About what drove her lust, about what burned her loins. But what would result in such clarity of thought had already happened, much to her shock. She felt an unexpected release at the back of her head, like her skull suddenly had been freed. Then she felt light flood into her eyes, surprising her that light could actually hurt. Her face felt blissfully cold as air rushed in, coming to contact with her sweat coated skin. With her eyes shut tight she realized, she was no longer masked..!
She, Elanor of Wolkenshire. The Queen of this great kingdom, stood there hung from the ceiling, with her limbs bound and inert, her naked flesh for all the celibates to scrutinize. And the only thing covering what's left of her modesty, the only thing protecting her identity, and thereby the honor of her great kingdom, was her leather face mask. As uncomfortable as it was, it did perform the one job required of it well.
And it's gone now, clutched in the hands of the babbling old clergyman she chose to trust. Lupsink had warned her about the easterner's eccentric tendencies, but this was beyond anything she had feared. This is against the rules, this could have Bellatrix behind bars, or worse.
Then rushed in the ground reality. They could see her. Not her naked body, her exposed nether. They could see her face, covered in sweat and lust. They could see how her lips drooped down, when an orgasm takes over. Even prostitutes do their deeds in the cover of the night, or blankets. Street whores wouldn't volunteer for their intimate expressions to be put on display as such. She hadn't been with a man, yet the people in this room will know exactly how her face looks at peak carnality. An expression unknown even to her.
This is beyond shameful. She didn't want to face the look of hunger and disgust in their gaze. With her eyes closed and breath on hold, she had no way of knowing what went on around either. Elanor felt the knot tighten in her underbelly. Her sphincter tucked in. Her posture froze, like a prey animal. Those few seconds felt like an eternity.
Then she felt her face covered again, much to her relief. But it didn't feel like the leather mask. She peeked through her eyelids and realized, all men still had their eyes hooked onto her exposed pussy. Then she saw the texture of what covered her face. It was Ishikawa's right hand, gripped across her face from nose and up, just like the mask prior. Through his fingers, out the corner of her eyes, she saw an excited celibate look up in disbelief. As she shut her eyes in shame, avoiding direct eye contact, she felt Ishikawa's left hand creep up her navel. He gently pulled her into an embrace from behind, whispering to her left ear.
"Don't worry, your secret's safe in my hands. Though I could be a bit eccentric at times..!"
"Did you spot it?" Ishikawa's voice boomed at his nodding brethren. Sure they did, how could they not. Ishikawa, through all his years of experimenting, had dialed down the feminine carnality to a science. He may have trouble sustaining an erection, but he knew what tickled a woman's body. And how to keep her tickled. He knew the way any pussy would react to the given situation, he knew there is no way any man could take their eyes of such a pussy. So he knew, for a few seconds at least the girl's identity wasn't at any risk. And so he'll be breaking no rules; merely pushing, or bending.
He had figured the celibates would be wise enough to not take a peek. Because it would be a fatal mistake to be targeted by the wrath of an upper class virgin, especially one who has been so open and willing. But the way their faces lit up cleared any doubts that troubled Ishikawa's mind. This one right here wasn't the run-of-the-mill horny baroness.
This one's a true born slut.
The celibates couldn't believe what they saw, what still unfolded before them. Her pussy looked normal at first, and the way her left leg was folded and tied to the side helped display the lips, with no way to hide her shame. It looked soft and tender, like something one could keep on nibbling, forever. Not like a tit, but an elastic slice of meat, something to nibble and chew. Then they noticed it puff up, in an instant. They could see the blood rush into her lips, it visibly reddening. It's strange to see the vaginal folds blush. If only they could reach out and part the lips.
The strands of her pubic hair rose up in unison, her skin pores acted like it's freezing cold outside. Her nipples stood hard and pointy, with no other stimulation. They couldn't make heads or tails, of what they did to excite her so much. It can't be the staring, they had been doing it all along. And to top it all, she was wet, dripping wet. Her puff lips did a decent job of preventing any leakage, yet the way her mound glistened made it apparent. She had creamed.
Elanor felt the clergyman hug her from behind, almost as if consoling, yet still kneading her tight nipple. She felt his breath through his toothy smile as his face rested on her left shoulder, his short height matching hers from being hung and bend at the knee. His proud voice started the rant.
"I wasn't looking, but I could read what just happened right in all your eyes. The show's over, yet I could see it replaying in all your minds still. If I miss anything, correct me. I'll tell what I think you saw, and I'll check for proof of my conclusion. And then I'll explain why it happened.."
Then the clergyman went on specifying each humiliating thing her body did involuntarily. Their mouth's wide open at this magician of sexual training. A part of Elanor wanted to scream out in frustration, but so did the rest of her, only in pleasure. There was no question, this was the most she'd succumbed to any person. And that being a man of faith only added to the insult. As his left hand gripped her throat lovingly, Elanor listened to him conclude. This could be helpful.
"So here you can clearly see her not just excited. But a body begging to be bred. A slut ready to rut, to be precise. I'm sure you've noticed by now, she's not wearing her face mask. Now she's much better composed and calm. You know.. With my hand on her face, protecting her identity. But if I'm to remove it now.." Elanor felt her heart stop as he loosened his grip and moved his palm a bit forward, playfully teasing her exposure. This is playing with fire, all the celibates were looking right up at them.
His hand went back to its previous grip, as Ishikawa continued, "See. If you were looking down as instructed you'd have seen her pussy clench uncontrollably. It is the same reason why most celebrated prostitutes across the kingdom are famed sluts, in the true sense of the word. This is no coincidence. Two words. Public Disgrace! A slut can't help but revel in the fact that the world knows their true nature. Just like how little virgin here reveled before you all, or at least her pussy did, the moment she lost her control over the situation. Her mask. "
The room nodded in silence, as Bellatrix listened closely. This man is a genius, she thought. If only he wasn't such a devout pervert, Bella would have personally enlisted him to help her Queen navigate through her actual condition. But upon her interactions with him, Bella knew it's more likely that he'll just exploit the helpless girl for the carnal satisfaction of his elite inner circle. Even then, his words could still be holding the key to Elanor's underlying problem. As Bella made mental notes, the clergyman continued.
"Now do not mistake it for mere control. It's not lending control of her shame to me that excites her. That'd be your garden variety submissive. This is a true slut. Her master is not me, nor Lady Agrafena over there, nor the crowd of you. Her master is her basal nature. Her true instinct. Her lust. Come on, get a closer look, I believe the show's not over, right Demura?"
Elanor felt chilly with the older man's sudden change in persona. It didn't help the gasping men dragged their chairs as they huddled around her vagina for a better look at her shame. She felt her under-breasts sweat and the beads drip down along her navel. She could feel their excited breath upon her pubic hair, neatly combed and dense, still shaved enough to leave her pussy unsheltered.
Then to her horror, she saw the gap between Ishikawa's finger covering her face widen. She shut her eyes mortified, as he leaned in and whispered.
"Don't be shy now. You can look. They won't see, they are under the spell of your pussy. I'd be too, if I wasn't standing behind. Go on. Peek."
Elanor felt her eyes open as if in a trance. This is behavior beyond her control. She looked down to see the men mesmerized. She was sure, them being celibates for too long did play a part. But not enough to simply drool at her mound. She felt in control now. No, this was more than control, she felt good being this way. Happy and content with the men transfixed at her privates. She felt Ishikawa's grip loosen as his voice boomed. But she couldn't hear it proper, she was lost to the bliss.
"See how her pussy keeps convulsing, as if to birth something. That is a slut in hunger. Nothing pleases her deep carnality like the world confronting her true nature. And I don't mean how the world confines itself to between two people within the sanctity of a marital bed. I meant for all the world to see and laugh! Mock and prod! She wants it to be known deep down. Craves it. She wants sculptures of her carnal adventures to be erected on every town square. Legends to be born, about how she fucked her way through whole towns. Her skilled tongue transcending to the level that it becomes a national pride! That is how you get a slut going."
Then Ishikawa talked to his favorite pupil, though he remained transfixed at the sight just like the others. "Ishmeil, you sure had a lot of doubts during the theory lessons. I can see your doubts and theories. Why don't you go ahead and test. Remember, no touching!"
Elanor couldn't wait for Ishmeil to do as he pleased. She realized she was full on rutting mode now. She didn't care for anything than to help Ishmeil. She didn't even notice that Ishikawa had removed his hand from the face, while she was clearly lost in the trance of it.
Ishmeil couldn't help but marvel at her twitching lips. Her inner thighs and mound had visible, prominent goosebumps. A pussy all swollen and red, with all the blood flow. Her clit simply glistened, wet and shiny, like a diamond. The scent from her juices added to the seduction. To confirm, with his teacher's permission now, Ishmeil leaned in closer than the rest, his lips an inch from her clitoral bud poking out. Elanor never felt more thirsty, with shivers running up her spine as his breath warmed her. And then with great care and precision, witnessed by the waiting eyes of his fellow celibates, Ishmeil gave out a gentle blow.
It sounded like a dry whistle, but it was anything but dry. As the cool stream of air hit her clit, a low steady moan, a true mating call, emerged from her core, and escaped her mouth.
Elanor couldn't help but let her head hang back, loose all sense of balance in her legs, and lean deep into the clergyman's chest, his waiting embrace. As she unconsciously snuggled up to him, her lower body writhed in the involuntary orgasm, her addled mind bathing in the blissful sensation. Understanding the Queen crumble further in shame, the kind Ishikawa puts the leather mask back on her face, before anyone managed to take a peek. He knew she was at no risk, not as long as her pussy kept puffing and leaking.



As she felt the leather mask slip back on, Elanor realized. She had never loved leather more. Only then she noticed she wasn't masked for how long. She was sure anyone who looked would have seen the kind of faces she made when ecstatic. How her body shuddered in sensual peaks. She didn't know if they did see. At the moment she didn't care.
She couldn't.
Elanor felt the grip shift to her hair and tighten. Pushing her masked face to the men's vicinity Ishikawa spoke again.
"Look at her face, her lips. How it's neither smiling nor stretched. Simply parting, and drooping at the edges. Very common in multiple orgasms, loss of control over facial muscles, for a woman. But this right here, like any slut, experience a mere stimulation at the heights of multiple orgasms. Look at how she can barely keep herself up. Now imagine how she would light up, at her true orgasmic peak!"
Elanor couldn't respond, but lay there limp in shame. Against the one who openly mocked her lust. If anything, she felt thankful. For returning her mask. For drooping lips is one thing, but at least they couldn't see how she struggled to roll her eyes back to focus.
"Now, I trust my instincts, and your responses. But it's a principle of mine, to always verify. So I shall." Elanor felt his left hand leave her neck, and crawl downwards smearing sweat all along the way. As it reached her nether it turned to a fist, grabbing her whole mound in a handful. It pained the way her pubes got pulled, and her whole posture contracted with the knot in her core tightening. She could hardly breathe now. She couldn't afford her body betray herself once more.
Juices dripped through Ishikawa's finger cracks, then Elanor felt the grip release. A relief much needed, yet short lived. She felt the open palm slap her pussy, loud enough it echoed in the large sanctum. It almost sounded like cleaning wet towels by slapping with a bat. It was petrifying. To have brought down by the sound of one's pussy. His hand kept squeezing and squishing her privates, the sounds from which were music to the men's ears.
Elanor remember feeling the ropes around her arms loosen. Being lowered to her knees, then pulled up again. She recalled Bellatrix approaching her, letting her drink some water, And she remembered it tasting weird. She remembered sinking into pleasure, and waking up to disgrace. She blacked out some time in between. When she woke up to Ishikawa's booming voice again, Elanor realized none of her limbs were touching the ground.
'So now we are in the second task', she presumed.
***
**
*
All of the celibates walked in to the ceremonial room. They were not dressed in their long robes now, but instead in a simple semi-transparent loin cloth. As they returned to their original position, the clergyman's voice boomed.
"Brethren..! I believe that short break was enough to compose yourself. It was for the lady I'm sure." As the men chuckled, Ishikawa continued, "I'm glad, for the next task is more of a hand's on scenario, though I'm afraid that you cant use your hands. See, a woman can drive a man wild, I'm sure no arguments there.." He laughed to a nodding Bellatrix, as Elanor struggled to not dangle.
The men watched mesmerized. And no one could fault them. Before them was the ethereal beauty they came to know as Demura, clad in nothing but her shame, hung freely by ropes, from above. Her left leg was tied together in what he called a Futo-momo knot, binding the shin to the thigh so tight, it almost looked like a single half leg. Her hands were tied behind in a Box-tie, her bosoms hanging freely below, her nipples erect and waiting.
Her beautiful dyed blonde hair was braided into a thick single unit. And her right leg arched all the way up and above, her spine curving her whole body into a crescent. Carefully entwined knots hung both her right leg, and her braided head, while connecting to her hips and torso. And all the ropes joining two separate strands, hung directly from the hook above, in an inventive variation of Ebi-zuri. Ishikawa looked upon his proud achievement, dangling before, enticing them all. He continued.
"Like I said, a woman can drive any man wild. But a slut drives even the saints to sin. That is why for the test conditions, we have her bound again! And the same applies to you. Fellow clergymen, first we'll make sure that your hands are bound behind your backs. Our staff will help with the leather hand restraints. " The men stood up with commendable discipline, with their hands already held behind, as the staff helped them with securing the restraints.
From her current predicament, Elanor could barely make out what went on. 'At least there wouldn't be any groping hands to worry about', she sighed in relief. And part of her sighed in disappointment, leaving her bewildered as to why. This is hell, she need to get this over with', Elanor reinforced her thoughts.
"As you have figured, the restraints are for your own protection. We wouldn't want the wench to provoke you to doing something untoward. For the final task, I want you each to get as close to the sin, understand the sin, without sinning yourself. You are to excite the Lady Demura here by all means, other than your hands and the penis. You may inspect her by using your nose and tongue, lick her clean for all I care. You may rub yourself against her, hump her skin even. By whatever means, your combined efforts are to make her writhe in ecstasy."
The celibates looked around baffled. They get to play with his beauty physically and still not loose claim to their celibacy?! There has to be a catch. As they wondered, Ishikawa continued.
"But on the flip side, do not lose sight of the aim. To be selected as the High Priest's direct disciple you must display character. Self control. I can see a few of you already leaking, and I don't blame. But this is the final task, you are wearing the ceremonial loincloth. If you manage to keep it unstained by the end, supreme! A few leaks may be tolerable, but any actual ejaculate puts you in the last place."
If I remember correctly, in the ceremonies of the last decade, there sure were the rare instances when all the participants came invariably. And normally I'd expect better from men of faith, but this right here is a true challenge. I have never met another pussy weep so audible to my fingers, I was leaking myself. So I'd be more lenient than usual. And to be clear, no penetrative activities, these are still holy grounds. Your time starts at the first bell, and it can go on as long as I decide. It is up to the slut, when she cums. If she doesn't, and it takes too long, I'll ring the final bell, and you are to back off."
"And the final point, some of you'll like it, and I'm sure the slut would hate it. Only your hands are bound, but the girl's bound at all limbs and practically blind. So, to even the playground, we are gonna turn the lamps down for the duration of the task. You may see silhouettes but not much else. This is a test beyond sight, I want each of you to know her purely using your smell, sound and skin. As you are aware this is an underground chamber, so you'll be lucky if it isn't complete darkness. This way we can have the slut without her mask as well."
'Does he really have to keep calling me that?!', Elanor was irritated. It's not a fun name without the sexual high to soften it's sting. She wasn't worried about the pitch black, or being mask-less, she'd resigned her rationale for the day. It's Bella's headache now, if it gets out of hands, she knows it's her head on the line. Elanor felt all the lights go around her, and Ishikawa leave her side, with his voice booming.
"Remember! If you cum first you lose, and if she doesn't, the task is incomplete. The one with the best hands at the end wins.
DING!!!
The bell sound seemed to startle everyone, especially Elanor. The task had started, yet no one made any move, and not just because they could see nothing.
'They are strategizing. Smart!' Elanor thought. After all their aim was not her subjugation. Their aim is the esteemed position of becoming the prime disciple of the High Priest himself. Even if they win, they can't risk acting so savage that they can't ever face the Bishop's gaze again. This is a true make or break moment, and each of them had spent a lifetime dreaming it up. If she were one of them, she would just hang back and let the rest have their way. And make sure she joins in before the bell rings, or the slut orgasms. 'Oh hell! I'm the slut in that situation'. With her palm secured she couldn't even slap herself in the face. 'Wait, someone just moved by my side. Someone's horny!' Elanor thought, then she felt a familiar hand on her left ass cheek.
"I understand your hesitancy." Ishikawa's voice again, as the Queen felt her mask unbuckle and slip off. Since the room was essentially dark, with most of the torches extinguished, she was not worried of being recognized. In fact, she was in no danger at all. Even lit up, with all the lust and shame distorting her countenance, she looked nothing like the portraits of the much revered ruling monarch. She found it equally hard adjusting to the dark, as she felt the fingers crease her clit. "Believe me, it isn't that hard without the hands. Let her voice guide you."
Then he did his magic with those fingers, and in a single stroke a low soft lingering moan escaped Elanor's mouth. She couldn't stand the betrayal, the crushing shame, being unmasked adding to it. Hasn't she cum enough for a day?!
Then she realized to her surprise and horror, she had never actually cum once. The whole day she was brought to the brink on multiple times, leaked like crazy even. But the eccentric erotician had a method, and he was careful to never give her a fulfilling satisfying orgasm all day. Merely teased and edged, to perfection no doubt.
She had never been so aroused, and sustained it so long to experience such extended orgasmic bliss, without actually cumming. The man clearly knew his stuff. Then she realized, if she were to cum, it would be such an extreme display of disgrace, that she couldn't sincerely blame anyone if stories of these leaked. Any human mind would have to share this with at least one man, simply to make sense of it, holy or unholy. She could imagine Lupsink laughing in the back, at her proving his earlier observations. All those perverse insults at her lineage, she'd simply be proving him right. She can't afford it.
She must resist. She must fight.
Its her honor on the line. She shall not cum.
Everyone seemed a bit apprehensive still. Then the bound Queen saw one of them rise up and walk slowly towards her. She could barely make out his silhouette in the darkness, yet the faint illumination made it look much pronounced, particularly his bald head and that curly beard. He had a distinctly rigid gait, and was definitely the leanest of them all, bordering skinny. Elanor felt Ishikawa's grip on her knee. Gently pushing, making her rotate slowly, still hung from the ceiling.
What surprised her the most was, as the rotation eventually made her pussy align with his eye-line, a part of her wanted to stay that way. She wanted him to kneel down, gaze upon her exposed pubis, and lick it up to an orgasm. She needed it. And Elanor couldn't feel more conflicted. She had just reasoned with herself, to resist cumming at all costs. What is wrong with her today?!
He didn't stop, instead just waited for his Queen to make a full circle. She felt his hands on her shoulder, halting as her face aligned with his. He was kneeling now. Elanor couldn't see anything other than the faint outline of his skull, and two distinct specks of light, the reflections from his pupils. It almost seemed like he could see her clearly, regardless the darkness, for who she really was. All the coaching from earlier had made Elanor expect something purely carnal from the celibate. Instead he kept staring at her, as her body hovered, her skin yearning for any sensation to compact the ropes cutting into her flesh. The anticipation was killing her.
Then, taking them all by surprise, including Ishikawa, he just leaned in.
And kissed.
Not like a novice but a veteran, with his tongue slithering it's way through. Clearly fazed by this unexpected move, in five seconds, all resistance disappear and Elanor practically melts into his lips. He didn't do much other than kiss, but being edged all day, she leaned onto him ferociously now.
By the time he broke off Elanor felt multiple lips on her, kisses and licks covering her skin. She saw her mystery kisser retreat back to the darkness, as a long haired man licked over her cheeks. Soon his lips covered hers, but he was nowhere near skilled as the original skinny. Elanor felt much in control now. She knew the original kisser could have made her cum in a matter of minutes. There was something about his aura and approach. But the rest of these men felt like mere boys in comparison. And she felt confident that she wasn't going to lose to Lupsink, that she wasn't going to give into an orgasm.
It wasn't nearly as easy as she expected. Elanor stood a chance if it was one on one. But even with their hands tied, it was such a sensory overload, enduring all of them together at once. She felt someone kneel down under her and start to suckle her breasts. Like a baby, only a misbehaving one, the way he occasionally bit on to her nipples. Lustfully coating her breasts with his saliva, and drinking it back suckling. For a moment it felt like lactating. It was deeply perverse when he would bury his face between her free hanging jugs, and slap them against his cheeks.
But what made her skin crawl was how some of them found even her perspiration arousing. She felt weird as one moustached face nuzzled into her armpit, first breathing in her sweat, then licking it clean. It felt particularly embarrassing, when someone found a single armpit hair that somehow escaped her morning grooming. And he acted like a kid with his first toy, biting into the hair, and pulling her to torture, as moans of pain escaped her. Kisses to her inner thighs felt very intimate and ticklish. And she strangely enjoyed how some lustfully buried their faces into her anal buns.
This was undoubtedly Elanor's first time recognizing the sharp facial hair of men as a sexual organ of untapped potential. Sure the way they nuzzled up to her under ears and neck made her shudder. But even unexpected was its effects on those normally untouched regions of her skin, like an under thigh, the small of the back, or even the inner feet. Especially the creek of the pelvis, that spot where the thigh muscles joined her groin. Compared to all these, the way they alternatively tongued her pussy had far lesser impact.
Make no mistake, the tonguing was pleasurable, and had helped keep her on the edge. But if anything, it's the combination of these surprise sensations - like an armpit lick, a bite and pull of her pubic garden, a sharp moustache nuzzling it's way into her cleavage- that had a chance of pushing her over the edge to ecstasy. Yet she remarkably kept herself at bay, even after mouth after mouth nibbled its way in to her clit. Her constant convulsions slapped against them at times. But it only seemed to fuel their lust. Soon they were all evidently erect, all those who were toying with the bound queen. And then started the humping.
It was known that they were to try and avoid an erection, but by now that ship had long sailed. And since they were told any bodily genital penetration, even a blowjob would instantly render them unworthy, they proceeded with other means, hoping to make her cum soon. Some felt it's better to step back and let the erection cool down, but her involuntary moans and screeches made it virtually impossible. The scent of her leaking pheromones alone was enough to drive any man wild. And these weren't mere men.
These were some of the most sexually repressed in her whole kingdom. A prolonged look could make them cum, if not for their solid will. Since the hard-ons failed to subside, their all joined the rest, humping the submissive from all sides.
Elanor had never felt more degraded.
Not as a Queen, but as a living being. It was one thing to be the object of their lust. But now she was being reduced to a mere cum rag. Like pets in heat, they humped her like a plush pillow. And to her shame, her body responded in joy. Her leaking pussy and sweat, and their combined saliva provided enough lubrication for all that friction. It almost felt like the session with her royal masseuse, they way the semi hard penises rubbed all over her, leaking precum. Like a particularly steamy and frothy soapy massage.
Elanor had another deep conflict within. The knowledge of a stranger's precum coating her skin disgusted her. But it's distinct smell stirred her loins, and part of her desperately wanted to taste, her open mouth drooling uncontrollably. Unfortunately for her, none of them went anywhere near her mouth, for fear of accidentally slipping into a blowjob. One brave soul kept humping her, right on the pussy, albeit through his loin cloth and with a semi flaccid penis, making sure to not slip in accidentally. Though it worried her immensely about her chastity, the way her pussy lips puffed up welcoming, was overriding any reason left in her. She only wish if he had chosen to hump her face instead, so she could taste his juice as well. And then she felt it, a warm spurt splatter over her back torso.
As strands of thick cum dripped along her waist, she knew one was out. It was quickly followed by two more spurts, one at her right armpit, and one right over her butt cheeks. As the failed men groaned in dismay, all of them knew it wasn't worth it to proceed, and backed away. They had realized by then, it'd take something else to make this woman cum, though she seemed all willing and right at the edge of orgasm. Since all of them retreated at the same time, there was no one left to hold her in place. And being hung from the ceiling, Elanor began to spin uncontrollably.
As the viscous fluid seeped between her ass cheeks, Elanor was feeling ecstatic. It wasn't necessarily the knowledge of three of them cumming that aroused her further, but the thick musk of semen piercing into her nostrils. She wanted to taste. She needed to feel it trickle down her tongue. The constant slow spinning and rocking was lulling her into a sleep state. As she calmed her breathing the Queen felt the all too familiar grip, now back on her knees. It was the resident erotician himself, Clergyman Hattori Ishikawa. Suddenly she felt awoken back to reality, and saw that the servants were back and lighting the rest of the lamps.
Panic hit her, as the whole room got lit up in a few seconds, and she had nothing covering her face, not even her hair, which had been rolled into a tight braid. Thankfully she felt her veil fall back on her face, as Ishikawa's fingers fastened it's knots. The veil instantly soaked up all the sweat and stuck to the upper half of her face like a second skin. Leaving just her mouth open.
"Well. I believe that clears it for any of the skeptics amongst you.." His voice boomed as Ishikawa patted Elanor's back, almost congratulating. "True sluts do exist! And this one sure could b the Queen of them all..!"
Being called Queen out in public, was cutting a bit too close to her heart, considering her current predicament. She could see through the veil, that distinct smile returning to Bellatrix's face for a moment. Ishikawa spoke as he undid the knots of her right leg.
"You know, I was talking to Lady Agrafena over there, our benevolent sponsor for today's event. And she had some hard questions about the nature of this exercise. She understands how it helped to perfect out the celibates. But what's in it for the ladies..?"



"Well, it is well known that like the monks, the nuns of our institute also take in a very limited number of initiates every year, that too after strict ordeals. This test is an alternative approach to it. In short, any female participant displaying unparalleled sexual restraint on her part, had she applied to join the Convent of Nuns, will get instantly selected, as her character purity is well established to the Priesthood."
With her right leg freed now, Elanor managed to stay steady with one foot. It still had the ropes attached, and she was still at his mercy, but at least she didn't have to spin uncontrollably now. The Clergyman gently caressed her nape as he continued.
"But alas..! In Demura's case that ship has sailed, and long gone by now. I mean, look at her..! Leaking still..?! How horny you have to be, to leak still. And believe me my Brethren, these restraints are for your safety. Left alone and free, she'd have ravished you all, and still leaked. I've never seen a virgin give in so easily.. All is to say, great job, Demura..! A round of applause everyone.."
As the semi-clad bunch clapped politely, Elanor found herself bowing slightly, nodding in response. And strangely, a part of her felt proud, and yearned to do better next time. Next time..?!
Ishikawa spoke again, "But unfortunately I can't say the same for the rest of you. I expected a few to mess up, but look at you. All with their clothes soaked in pre-cum and the likes. All too lost in the pleasure of it all, to do the one task given. Make. Her. CUM..!!"
Elanor saw them through the veil, hanging their heads in shame. Then she noticed that one of them at the very back wasn't. She distinctly remembered his silhouette, that bald head and curly beard. She also felt another hand caress up its way from knee to her inner thigh. But her attention remained fixed on the silhouette as Ishikawa continued.
"Well I say all. Really it's all but one. Right, you at the back.. Clergyman Joaquin, right.?"
Joaquin walked to the front, as the rest parted ways. He still seemed calm and composed, his body still clean, compared to the rest of his bunch, all still sweaty and breathing hard. Despite the whole overwhelming ordeal, Elanor could still taste his tongue. Especially the way he kicked off the whole thing with that first kiss. Ishikawa continued.
"That's not a compliment young man. Apart from the initial fire, you barely participated. By rules alone you may have won, but I'm not known to adhere just to the rules. Sure we are an orthodoxy. But the win needs be just."
Joaquin understood that the rest of them mirrored the same sentiment. It reflected in their disapproving grunts and body language. He still kept quiet.
"Sure you have not been tempted, your loincloth shows no signs of leakage, you look at peace and in control. But man, forget pre-cum, you don't even have a hint of an erection. What's to say you are not a eunuch, or not into women. Or even worse, you aren't even capable of an erection! What have you say for that.?"
As Elanor listened keenly, Joaquin spoke in a rough voice, unexpected from his extra skinny physique. "Clergyman Ishikawa. If you want an explanation, I'd say I take matters of the church, including my celibacy, deeply serious. I wouldn't say I'm so supremely in control of my lust. But I know to the bones that it doesn't control me. You have to take it on belief. I do not know how I can prove to you without violating my commitment to celibacy."
Looking at his fellow men and his superior, he continued.
"If I am to get erect, I shall go all the way and cum as I please. So long as I don't have that option, I cannot prove it to you, beyond all doubts. I understand this puts you in a tough spot, so I am stepping out of this race on my own. If I may, I suggest you give the position to Brother Derek, I believe he did the best under the conditions. And I assure you the woman had no sway over me."
Him calling her the 'woman' felt like a slap to Elanor. For she herself had begun to believe and even enjoy her identity as a slut. And to think after witnessing it all, her writhing in pleasure, he still chose to not call her a slut was kind and insulting at the same time. It felt like two conflicting personalities were battling it out inside. The rest seemed to appreciate the way Joaquin responded, and even Ishikawa seemed pleased.
Bellatrix watched it all from the sides, and she knew the good gesture was not nearly enough.
Bella saw clearly what they all seemed to struggle to even comprehend. Joaquin, his mere existence was a stain. It would have been much preferable if he was incapable of having an erection. To an extent them all, but certainly the Queen would have found solace in that idea of him being incapable. For one, it otherwise questioned her feminine ability to excite him to ejaculation, a sexual deviancy she was more and more being proud of. Two, if not, it shatters her idea that they are all equally sinners, with none being the morally superior.
Ishikawa spoke, partly taking up the challenge, and partly impressed by the young officiate's mental reserve against an exceptionally blessed slut like the one before them. "Go ahead, by the authority vested in me, I give you permission to ejaculate without violating the church. Since you are willing to fail anyway, and since I sense genuinity in your voice, go ahead and prove us all wrong, if you may."
With the clergyman's permission, the remaining celibates gave him way as Joaquin walked up to the bound Queen, with no signs of temptations still. The Queen, who stood barely balancing, with her juices running down the right leg, felt her feet yanked again. Clergyman Ishikawa pulled the rope, putting her in the original pose. He pushed her right foot towards the celibate, coated in all her juices, leaking still. Elanor almost spiraled into another spin, if not for the young officiate reaching out and taking hold of her right feet. With her face directly before his groin and her leg arched back, she felt his fingers scratch the inner palm of her foot.
A jolt ran up her spine as it arched further more, pushing both her feet and face towards him. She resembled no Queen now. If anything, a perverted contortionist at best.
He wafts her scent in, gets erect in an instant, and shoots a giant load down her waiting open throat. Without realizing Elanor edges forward, her tongue stretching out, yearning to taste at least one penis, using the bondage like a swing. But failing to reach the penis every time, she finally looks back to see Clergyman Lupsink holding her rope, preventing further advancement.
He announced, praising Bellatrix, "We asked for a naive girl, and she brings us a full blown slut!! Give it up to Lady Agrafena..! I'm glad to see the aristocracy has their share of degenerates still!!"
Shame almost drowned Elanor not by the comment, but by being in the presence of someone with true will power. Joaquin. Her first kiss in a long while.
Joaquin, the chosen celibate. The only person who chose to not call her a slut.
Realizing how she had willingly degraded herself to the levels of a common whore, Elanor wanted to hang her head in shame. Only her body wouldn't listen. It still tried to reach his erect cock in front, her tongue stretching to it's limits. Meanwhile, she heard Lupsink from behind.
"Clergyman Ishikawa, you should see this."
Ishikawa approached Lupsink, wondering what made him so active so sudden.
"God, you weren't kidding..!" The amazement in Ishikawa's voice was quite evident.
Lupsink stood there with his one hand gripping Elanor's left thigh, and the other hand in her pelvic cleft, his two fingers buried deep inside her pussy. As Ishikawa observed with keen academic interest, he realised his fellow clergyman wasn't necessarily poking it in any further. Surprisingly, it was Elanor's pussy lips that stuck on to his digits, almost forcing it in by suction. Every time he pulled it gently, the labial muscles just puckered and pulled in a bit more. Ishikawa asked, intrigued.
"What's it like Lupsink-sama. How does she feel, inside?"
With his wide grin, Lupsink replied. "Warm, you know. Tingly warm. Very similar to Princess Vera, from what I remember. Even the suction, only much powerful. Believe me Brother Ishikawa, this one comes right from the loins of King Ribert."
"How's the suction?"
"How do I put it? hmm.. You know when dogs mate, how the male gets his penis knotted and stuck. Imagine how it would feel, if the bitch did it instead. Pristinely tight, definitely virgin.!"
Elanor felt a lump form in her throat, as she kept hearing the conversation in the periphery, her cheeks blushing wild. She felt a familiar finger creep it's way around her puckering asshole, followed by Ishikawa's booming voice again.
"If you notice, Lupsink-sama, her anus puckers in just before her pussy relaxes. If you time it right, and twist your finger, you can pull out with much ease."
Lupsink spend a moment with his Brother in silence, watching that cute anal bud. The way it constricted and relaxed with her breath, feeling the labial grip tighten on his digits, in tandem.
"I figured Brother. But why rush? I'm just waiting to find out how long it takes her naturally, you know.. For this bitch in heat to let go of the knot.."
Ishikawa chuckled at his Brother's crude remark, and they kept chatting. Elanor was fuming within, meanwhile. It didn't make her ashamed, the realization that Lupsink was right all along. About her dear father Ribert's liking for vaginal suction. About how her own mother had excelled in that technique over time. And how apparently she had inherited the same herself, quite evident from the way her fleshy nether lips continued to latch onto Lupsink's fingers tight. Like an octopus tentacle.
No. Much to her surprise, Elanor never felt ashamed. Annoyed, was a better description of how she felt. Annoyed at her own lust, her own body, for remaining such a mystery to her all this while. 'How could I not be irritated? I had pleasured and peed and cleaned this pussy my whole life. How come Lupsink knows more about it than me? How's that fair?'
Elanor realized by then, she had gotten too drunk in lust, even her thoughts made little sense now. Lupsink was relishing in his glory, feeling the young pussy grip on to his digits, thinking it's all his doing driving her crazy with lust. But Bella knew what it actually was. In fact, it was quite evident to anyone who happened to watch.
Even as his erection waned, Elanor still had her gaze fixed on the pulsing member of Joaquin. Like a serpent following the charmer's movement, her nose just followed the jerks of his penis, wafting in the scent. Yearning to taste his pre-cum, in a trance of her own. She was too lost in the trance to feel the build up in her own loins, inching an explosion. In fact, Elanor didn't even hear the concerns of the clergyman behind.
"Wait.. Brother Ishikawa, it's getting tighter now. Like it's sucking in, forcefully.. Should I pull out?"
"Pressure, huh?" Ishikawa said. "No wait. Hold it there, and pull out right when I tell. Give it a shuffle before. And Lupsink-sama, you might want to step to the side."
Lupsink shifted to her right, as he felt half an inch of his fingers sucked into the wet pussy. Ishikawa's left hand crept up underneath her torso, passing her pubic hair, and finding her ripe clitoris. He knew perfectly well what was about to happen, this wasn't his first slut after all. As his fingers toyed her clit gently he signalled his Brother it was time.
Taking the cue, Lupsink gave his hand a quick shuffle, pushing it in and out a few times swiftly, and pulling out of the pussy forcefully. At the same time Ishikawa gave her ripened clit a much practiced pinch, kneading it well with his magic. Elanor felt that..!
Elanor felt that, and much more as her spine arched back in a spasm, her eyes rolling back. An animalistic moan escaping her parted lips, like a desperate mating call, with her whole body convulsing wildly against the restraints. And to top it all, a steady stream of liquid ejecting out of her gaping pussy, audibly spaying across the cellar floor, smelling of piss and sweat and sexual fluids. Her body continued to convulse as her sense of self just crumbled, going back beyond shame, to a realm of pure ecstasy.
Bella's eyes bulged in disbelief. 'Did the Queen just squirt all over the floor? With all them watching..?!' Then again, she wasn't surprised.
After all, going overboard was Elanor's theme lately.
Elanor couldn't figure out what just happened. In fact she'll wonder about this feeling for weeks. Sensations she never knew her body was capable of experiencing. A sin so special, it's aftertaste could last a life time. And she was too far gone now, to content with just that. Something had fundamentally changed in her. As much as she tried to deny and reason.
As she took rest, giving in to that feeling, the celibates left the room one by one, all congratulating Joaquin, the clear winner of the day. Soon they all cleared the room, except for Ishikawa and Bellatrix. Somewhere in her dream Elanor heard his voice whisper.
"If you ever want to taste more, do not hesitate. Come by the monastery. Or sent a note."
As he loosened knots on her behind carefully, the Queen felt her limbs coming to life. She drank down much of the water Bella gave. And as she sat there, collecting herself, Bellatrix sat besides and said.
"You did well, Queen. You did well.. Right up to the very end. Then you just.. It was extremely impressive how you held on for so long, but rules are rules. Especially after the water works, how can I be laxed.."
"You failed the task. And you will pay."
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Retirement Party
Elanor grazed her fingers along the rope impressions on her left hand. It still made her loins pulse while touching the marks that cut in too deep, the pain melding with pleasure. She stayed quiet the whole way back, not even meeting Bella's gaze. Something about it felt a bit deeper than her usual silence. 'Did she push too hard.? Didn't seem like it at the time, not in the least. But now, looking at the Queen...' Bella dwelled in the uncertainty of it the entire night. The next morning she received a scroll from the Queen informing she was unwell. Suggesting, it'll be better if they took a day off or two. Bella knew it was well within her authority to reject the request.
'Request, huh?' She found it odd that upon reading a direct message from the ruling monarch, and her first instinct had become to call it a 'request'.
It puzzled her deeply.
Leave Elanor, what was all this training doing to Bella? Sure, the Queen had to endure the humiliation of each task. But it's not like she could be held responsible for any of it. By the imperial contract, the Queen technically had no choice but to play into whatever Bella tasked. But it also insulated her from any responsibility, at least legally. Bellatrix, on the other hand, had all the moral culpability if anything were to go wrong. It's not that she didn't know it beforehand. She just never expected for the weight of it to grow multifold, with each new task.
And that's only half the problem. The other half was the sudden surge of pure power she felt in her blood, every time she had the Queen herself on her knees. Every time she heard her call Mistress, even if unwillingly or timidly. And especially, every time she got to witness the Queen blushing, realizing she had unwittingly creamed herself. She was busy with these thoughts for days on loop, tending to her herd, when she finally received the second message. She was to meet the Queen the next morning.
Finally, Bellatrix thought, walking in with a smile now on her face. A smile she didn't know she had.
An odd face for a stoic, after all.
**
*
Elanor stood in the Imperial Library hall, examining the newly commissioned mural. It depicted 'the Battle of Berg', the final stand-off between men of Wolkenshire and Noxtra the sixth. It was a painstakingly detailed representation of the hundreds of men battling it out, with the dust and blood and horses and all the rest of the chaos. And in the foreground stood the famed General of Wolkenshire, strategizing from the cliff above, all the might of the men personified in his heroic stance and fearless eyes. The royal artist stood beside her explaining, in great detail what each stroke meant, and each color symbolized.
"It still amazes me..!" The Queen said. "How do you capture with such detail, the look in his face, the shine in his armor plate, even the folds of his.." She thankfully stopped herself from completing that thought.
"Oh my Queen.. What an eye for detail you have..! We use models to study the pose, multiple male models to capture the expression, the musculature. We have the portraits of the famed general so.." He went on and on about how the masterpiece was created. But none of it fell to her ears. Her eyes were fixed on the man up front.
'Lord Stephanos Juxon, the general!' There was something magnetic about the brush strokes, almost bringing it forth from the frame, bringing it to life, and closer. The artist had managed to capture the likeness pretty accurately, especially his famed piercing green eyes and high cheekbones. Even the minute threading of the armor plate was done to perfection. But the Queen saw none of those. Her eyes instead were fixed on the intimidating Lord's pelvis. His clothes parted around the hips, and his pants looked a bit too tight for comfort.
And as she peered into it, Elanor could almost make out the impression of his penis, something that was a personal legend about the Lord. She could make out an erection even, the way his thick bulbous mushroom head pushed against the sheath, his whole member more than semi hard now, bulging against the tight fabric of the pants. The Queen wasn't wondering about the symbolism of it. Whether the artist meant to capture his virile appetite for war, or his brave manhood, unwavering in front of the enemy. No, she didn't wonder nor cared. From the moment she noticed, she was captivated by the pelvis alone, in its entirety.
She wondered whether she should kneel down for a closer look. 'That's one massive member..!! Much like Joaquin's from last week.' Elanor was genuinely surprised she recalled the now-ordained celibate's name. She noticed that the cliff where the Lord stood had enough grass. Maybe she was to kneel before him on that cliff, the grass would cushion her knees. It'll help her to keep kneeling longer, taking in his magnificence. Maybe she'll get to feel his fingers circle her nape. Will he ejaculate on to her, much like Joaquin.? Will she get to taste it proper this time? Maybe she'll get to witness his member burst out of the thin pants. Oh! That would be wonderful..! Then, she may feel his grip tighten on her hair bun, as her wet lips close in on his erect head. And her tongue will get to..
"My Queen.!" The artist called her, woke her up essentially, from the beautiful lucid dream she was about to embark on. "Shall we move on to the next mural?" His humble voice enquired.
Elanor didn't respond. But simply walked along, the artist and her entourage quickly following. To answer his question would have given away, the fact that her throat had dried, long back. And the only wetness she felt now dripped along her under thighs.
'This is not good.' Elanor thought. She finished the visit quickly and returned to the royal court. Bella must have reached by now.
They must talk. This can't go unchecked.
**
*
Renegotiations
"My Queen, you called for me." Bellatrix bowed formally. This was the Monarch's chamber, next to the royal court. Sure they could talk in privacy, but there were guards on vicinity. Meaning, Elanor wasn't required to call her 'Mistress'.
"Bella, please take a seat." The Queen looked disturbed. "I'll get straight to the point. Your methods continue to remain effective, surpassing all my expectations. But I'm afraid it's bleeding into my work."
"Could you elaborate a bit my Queen?" This was news to Bella. She had expected the Queen called her to apologize, for losing control of herself the last task. Not that it required an apology. But in case it aided with the shame of the situation, Bella having to witness it all.
"I'm not indecisive, or conflicted anymore. My mind's playfully free to focus on the administrative tasks, with a truly open mind. A fresh perspective. But lately, it has turned way too playful. Like, when a guard walks in and reads me a parchment my thoughts wander. When the servant bends down next to me pouring me wine, my thoughts wander.. Even if I'm staring at a mere painting of a war, my thoughts.."
"You need to be specific my Queen.." Bella had no clue what bothered the Queen so much. "Wandered where? About what..?"
With great shame and an increasingly parched throat, Elanor managed to explain her situation, in the least words she could. How she struggled to look at even her lowest ranking guards now, without her gaze lapsing and peeking at their crotch. And how sometimes if she gets gripped by a pelvis, her eyes simply refused to look away. How she had to look up and around every time the officials convened, unless they were sitting around a table. About how even a mere painting got her to wet herself, just that morning.
"Well.." Bella had no idea how to respond, it's not like her plate wasn't full already. Not wanting to make everything her problem, she asked tactfully.
"What do you propose, my Queen?"
Elanor couldn't wait to jump in. After all, she had toiled over the same thought for days now.
"Bella, I think we must have a solid delineation between the tasks and my life as a Queen. As much as the last task over performed, as it did. I still think it was a mistake to assign a task at day time. May be we should restrict the tasks to being strictly nocturnal.. It'd decrease the risk of discovery by tenfold, don't you think?"
"Well my Queen. It's not that I can't see the rationale. But it defeats the purpose. The whole reason the last task worked so well, was the surprise element. Not the activity itself, but the time frame. Your body was not expecting such carnality at the peak hours of the day, like no self-respecting Queen should. The element of surprise, on all counts, is crucial to the task."
The Queen nodded, her face still worried. She had a point.
"My Queen, If I may suggest an alternative." Bella leaned in and continued.
"I was to submit the modified contract this week anyway, fine-tuning it to my findings so far. How about we including a clause that says, 'Only one day-time task is permissible per month at most, and the employee can choose whether to exercise this right.' That way we don't go overboard, with your discomfort."
"Oh Bella.. Even one... Is it really necessary?"
"My Queen, it doesn't say one day-task per month. It says I may choose to include one every month. This way you'll stay anticipating if the next one is a day-task, keeping yourself on edge. And I only have to exercise it, if I feel the usual tasks are getting a bit stale."
Elanor wasn't big on compromises, but she knew this was the best deal possible. After all, she wanted results, and was amazed by how effective the tasks turned out so far.
Another of her concerns suddenly popped, and Elanor asked.
"You have an impressive record as the most talented horse trainer, Bella. But surely, you are inexperienced when it comes to actual power. And it's pitfalls. The complete control over the shame of the most powerful Imperial monarch can be intoxicating at times, don't you think?"
Bella understood well what she meant. It was a dilemma she herself had a hard time getting a grip on. Yet there was no way she could give a straight answer without compromising her authority. And the Queen's utter subservience was crucial to the treatment, she knew now for sure. With a commanding voice she asked.
"Are you questioning my ability to handle the power bestowed upon? Are you doubting my control over myself.?"
"What do you think?" Elanor asked. Power play wasn't new to a Princess.
"Well I think... Even in terms of power, the situation is extremely unique. And I'm not claiming to be perfect. But if I remember right, even Her Majesty had a hard time controlling oneself. Especially by the end, the last task."
As the mere mention of it filled her cheeks with shame so red, Elanor had no immediate response. Bella continued.
"It's an unprecedented circumstance my Queen. And even if I haven't seen the likes of it in the rutting wild, I should know better. It'd be unwise of me to hold it against you."
'Wait, did she just..?' Elanor's muddled thoughts were interrupted again.
"I wouldn't suspect your resilience, for what was clearly Clergyman Ishikawa's conniving handiwork."
"Right, it's not me. It's that man.. Ishikawa!! Him and his pervy fingers.."
Suppressing her smirk, Bella played along. "Quite right my Queen. Am I to assume that you prefer not to use the Clergyman's services anymore?"
"Oh please no, Bella! I can't, I don't.." Elanor gasped for words in actual terror. ".. I don't know how I'll react, if I could deny even, anything he ask of me. I doubt he uses black magic on those ropes. I still miss them on my skin, you know? I don't think there's anything he can't drive a woman to admitting, to succumbing..."
About that Bella had no doubt. That was a man with a lifetime dedicated to mastering eroticism. Elanor stood no chance if he was to go unrestricted.
Not her will, nor her chastity.
"Any other suggestions, Her Highness?" Bella asked, with her authority intact.
"Well, I need to be able to separate this character of mine, this persona who submits.. to you.. to endure these tasks. I need to separate her from the Queen Elanor, who toils every waking moment for her people. And I can't do that when every time I see you, a voice deep within me can't help but call 'Mistress'."
Bellatrix knew this was coming. She had always noticed how the Queen seemed to squirm visibly the first few times she had to call 'Mistress'. Slowly her timidness will kick in, but after weeks, it still seemed an untamable part of her. That reluctance to give into the submissiveness on command.
"I'm sorry my Queen. But this can't be a well negotiated contract. Your discomfort, your restrictions, even at negotiation, is by design. You know how.."
"I know, I know.." The Queen interjected. "The element of subservience, I know.. But it worked so well so far, I just don't want it to turn counter-productive now."
They both sat in silence, thinking separately. Then Bellatrix spoke.
"Okay, you'll sign the amended contract tomorrow, and send it to be sealed. And I'm adding this one exception. No restrictions on actions, or speech till sundown, every working day. That includes honorifics. And no restrictions period, outside of already assigned tasks and current tasks. But you'll lose some privileges in return."
"So no more calling Mistress..?!" Elanor couldn't help.
"Till sundown, yes. But once it gets dark, you are to wait for me in your room as usual. I will have complete control over your clothing, cleaning, etiquette, dinner. In fact, my any command goes within the bounds of your chamber, any day I choose to walk in. And you will call me Mistress, willingly, happily every time. Every night I come. And even a hint of discomfort or protest to accepting your subservience will result in punishments. And if I am to approve of this, you are to willingly revoke your panty privileges, from now on. And I want it specified in writing."
Panty privileges.?! Elanor didn't have time to take it all in. She wouldn't understand fully what will be included in the list above. She didn't even realize how much her flimsy underclothing helped in soaking up all her juices all day long. She had no clue she could be agreeing to a lifetime of sticky under thighs, sliding against the other with each step, with her pussy constantly leaking, reminiscing of the previous task. She was so used to the smell of her own juices, it barely registered to her now.
Even he absurdity of writing on an official Imperial Contract, the copy of which will be added to the Imperial records, explicitly stating that she will not be wearing panties form now on, somehow escaped her. It didn't matter to her. She was the Ruling monarch of Wolkenshire!
She bowed to no one. And she had no mistress.
Not when the sun shone at least.
**
*
Later that week.
It was almost five thirty in the evening, when Bellatrix walked through the Castle corridors. She had just finished her weekly meeting with the servants. Over fifty permanent staff, from messengers, to gardeners, to chefs and washers, to chamber maids. Men and women! Even if they were the hospitality staff, these people took extreme pride in their contribution to the Kingdom. If she were to oversee their activities, just a royal decree wasn't enough.
Bella knew she had to earn their respect. And on a deeper level, she understood these men. They were hardworking daily laborers of simple tastes and needs, and a little cheering up went a long way for them. So in the meeting, when Tabitha mentioned six of the senior members were retiring this month, Bellatrix saw an opportunity. She announced that a small 'send off' celebratory dinner will be held for the retiring staff tonight, and put Tabitha in charge of the program. From the previous encounters, Bella knew this was right up her wheelhouse. Remembering her appointment with the Queen, Bella concluded the meeting and rushed to her chambers.
As her steps maintained the steady pace, Bella's mind wandered around the observations so far. The Queen reported significant regulation of mood since they started, with her ability to maintain peace of mind increasing tenfold following the last task. Even with the recent amends to the contract, she fundamentally considered the tasks a necessity. Her behavior had stayed constant while performing them, from a sudden apprehension at the beginning, to varying degrees of participation from passivity to overindulgence.
And of course.! Her proclivity to surprise all, including herself, by managing to get debased than ever required.
Concluding with that signature regret of hers, and contemplation on their journey back. The Queen would simply remain silent, her gaze fixed on the horizon, and Bella would just let her be. Reflecting upon her actions, any revelatory instances, and her emotional status afterward. Elanor would submit a detailed report later, which were reliably positive, and increasingly asking to push the limits. Since it was an imperial contract, it was necessary they kept strict reports of the activities, although they used aliases to protect their identity. The documents were sealed later.
Bellatrix was surprised by how far Elanor was willing to push as long as it stayed within the pre-set rules. That's one thing that amazed her about her Queen.
Her rigid adherence to the rules.
Apparently she had shared a special bond with her father, her Papa. The elder sister Vera was always a headache for King Ribert of Vankenbraum, and not just because of her libertine attitude. She had always been unruly, and her mother made sure she grew into a brat, just like herself. On the other hand, Princess Elanor was respectful and wise in her behavior. And the King made sure to give her all due attention and education. He instilled in her at an early age, how things would fall apart without rules. It doesn't matter if it's for the subjects or the King.
A rule is a rule. The one rule, that ruled over them all.
Bellatrix found this aspect and adherence of the Queen, to an almost fault, quite admirable, compared to the usual backstabbing royalties who'd bend the rules at whim. At the same time, how bizarre their last outing escalated to, hadn't escaped her. Especially how close the Queen came to giving an actual blowjob, that too to a celibate clergyman. She realized it wasn't any repressed urge, but a true expression from her psyche. Something she would have naturally done had she been with King Barthomius.
As Bella passed the corridor leading to the Royal Library of Records, she made a mental not to check the archives once her meeting was over. It may take a few hours, but she needed to have a better understanding of the royal definitions of terms like 'rules', 'contractual obligation' and of course 'chastity'. She will need to be able to defend her ideas, especially if she were to convince the Queen of the next task. It would prevent the Queen from backtracking if the legal grounds were solid.
**
*
Elanor appeared calm and composed, but it was hard to miss that glimmer in her eyes. 'God, she is looking forward to it?!' Bellatrix made a mental note. 'This means the original plan wouldn't suffice for today. She needs some escalation.'
Elanor spoke, "So, what would it be this weekend?"
Bellatrix, "We'll get there. But first, I visited Adriana today. She told me you never missed a class, and had improved radically in last week alone. Guess the last task provided you with that necessary push, to march past shame."
"Lady Adriana is kind." Elanor replied, her voice timid and cheeks blushing, unfitting a Queen, "I merely follow her instructions."
"No, she was deeply impressed with your classical education in dance. And pleasing her, eliciting the emotion you expect of her, apparently makes you move more seductively."



Elanor simply lowered her gaze, she found it better to not dwell in the shamefully obvious.
"Well, I believe the next task is up to your tastes then." Bella continued.
"There is this infamous tavern in the south side of the city square. 'The Desert Rose'. Adriana used to be a regular there, and she still has connections. She has got you a spot for tomorrow night to perform, your debut so to speak. Now you must know the Saturdays are discount rates for 'Desert Rose', the drinks will be half price, so the crowd will be much larger and extremely rowdy. Since it's not a posh tavern, most of them will be lower class workers, so expect a certain level of touch play. But I assure you, the security is top class, and the manager does a decent job of protecting his dancers."
Elanor was not expecting this. And her eyes reflected her worried state. It was one thing to act out of character for a few clergymen, underneath a crypt. These are her own subjects. What if they recognize her? And also, the kind of moves Adriana made her practice, she would have hesitated to perform most even for Bard, in the privacy of their chamber fully clothed. But this.?
"Do not worry, your face will remain veiled. I've selected the costumes myself." Elanor wondered, 'Costumes?', as Bellatrix continued. "Remember how Adriana emphasized the importance of getting direct feedback from the crowd? This is the best crowd to up your game. And believe me, there will be more games as we go. This will be part of your training from now on. A spot at the Desert Rose under the stage name 'Demura'. Every Thursday night."
"Are you sure, Bella? Isn't this a bit too risky?"
Elanor enquired, knowing very well the risk of exposure was the least of her worries. They both knew by now. That once gripped by lust, it doesn't take much for the Queen to override all her reason, to be a suggestible plaything.
"Worry not my Queen, I'll be watching over. And I suggest you color your pubic hair to light blonde, I've put the hair dye by your bath tub. The rumors have died down mostly, so no one will see a blonde pubic hair and think, there's our Queen! Also, you'll be much safer amongst the subjects. Most have seen you only at distance. If it was a court officer, or a minister, they'd surely recognize you even with the veil. But most subjects have never even seen your portrait in the Palace hall. Sure they remembered the legends, of your great love to King Barthomius, but.. I mean, when was the last time most of them actually saw you? The royal wedding?! And even then, you're just waving from the balcony. You wouldn't be at any risk. I'll need to check the fitting of the costumes, so I'll come find you later tonight."
With that, Bellatrix left the Queen, and went straight to the Royal library. She just got a new idea, and wanted to verify it didn't go against the rules. After all, a rule is a rule.
**
*
The Unexpected Debut
The night was getting started.
East tower dining hall was coming alive by the minute. Delicacies of all kinds were available, along with the finest meals, as the servant class sat down to feast. The chefs spared no expense for their own party, and the drinks were served in plenty. Tabitha had done her best to arrange everything on such short notice, but at least this wasn't for the bickering upper echelons. A cup of mead and a steak was enough to leave most of the men happy, and here they were being served dishes, half of which they didn't even know how to take.
The main hall was allotted strictly for dining, and Tabitha was well aware they were to change venues once everyone had their fill. Bellatrix had informed earlier that the finest alcohol and wine awaited them in the Private hall a few floors above. She seemed to have a good handle on things so far, Tabitha thought. She had welcomed them at the beginning of the night, and mingled with the crowd before they began dining. But Tabitha couldn't locate her anymore.
'Maybe she was making last minute arrangements with the drinks and entertainment.' Tabitha's thoughts wandered. 'She had been talking to the retiring senior members, asking about their likes and fantasies.'
Anyway she knew that Bella will be back before they were done feasting, she was to lead them to the Private hall, for the 'Appreciation Ceremony' of the old timers. And more importantly, Tabitha knew in a few minutes she was to go to the Castle doors. Apparently there will be a 'special entertainment' for the retiring members, and she was to collect it from the gates.
Tabitha finished her drinks fast, and got ready to leave for the gates.
**
*
"Mistress, what do you think?"
Elanor stood by the chamber door, nude in front of her Mistress, shining in the candle lights. As Bella's fingers combed through her newly colored pubic hair, she simply acted as if it's the most normal thing to be done. More than being used to, Elanor felt more at ease with Bellatrix when she wore next to no clothes. Kneeling on her chamber floor unclothed, with her posterior raised and vulnerable, waiting for the Mistress was one of the most fulfilling feelings she learned to love. For both the Queen and Bella, there was nothing erotic about this ritual. It was purely about submission. Elanor understood that her complete submission was a prerequisite for the success of each task. This isn't something one would willingly do. Those were the rules she agreed to.
Bella, on the other hand, was extremely pleased by the Queen's taming so far. Gone was the emotionally unstable, snappy arrogance that made her shiver the first few days. This is her favorite mare in her stable. An actual Queen acting like a sub-human.
"Well, it appears you have done a great job. No one would doubt you for the Great Queen if they got a chance to peek at that. And I like the touch of eye liners! With such heavy mascara, and thick lashes, no one would even think it is the Great Chaste Queen. I hope that eases your worries."
Elanor appreciated the comment. She had specifically used teal eye shadows and highlights, a color least associated with her persona. Her hair remained loose and flowing for the most part, the way it brushed against her back giving her a chill at times. It'd helped with the disguise that most of her hair still looked more blondish. Elanor had to wear her royal wigs for any public appearance, as the dye took longer to fade off. Bellatrix told her it'd be best to try out her costumes today, as they wanted to make sure she couldn't be recognized for the big day. She walked out, commanding the submissive queen to follow along.
And Elanor stepped out of her chamber, clad in only her shame. Her very first time through the main door, unlike the secret doors they frequented. It felt different. Like the act alone someway legitimized the deviancy in her eyes. She wasn't surprised to learn that the security guards had been posted only at the Castle perimeter, outside the walls, to ensure the safe progression of her naked endeavors. It was under Bellatrix's authority anyway, after the new decree.
She wondered why Bella didn't bring the costume into her chambers directly. And a part of her thanked her for it. It felt like the most freeing thing Elanor ever did, feeling one with nature. She was as bare as the large stone blocks that made the corridors strong. She felt its cold, as she ran her fingers along the wall. Strangely elated even, especially at how her pubes still burned from being soaked in the bleach and dye for so long.
"Do you like the cold of the night?" Bella asked suddenly, catching the Queen off guard.
"No Bellatrix, it's alright." Elanor replied, realizing how quickly her nipple got the chills.
"What did you just call me?" Bellatrix asked in a stern voice.
"Sorry, Mistress. Please forgive my idiocy." Elanor sounded worried.
"You know I can make you walk the rest of the night on all fours, as punishment." Bella tilted her head to face the Queen, a bit of sadism flashing in her eyes. "Don't worry, my punishments wouldn't be such dull affairs. You'll see."
They continued to walk along corridors, and Elanor was starting to get concerned at the way sometimes Bellatrix suddenly shifted her character. Like she was her evil twin all of a sudden. Bella could sense the Queen's fears, and could only smile within. Because she knew how necessary it was to put on a persona so the submissive knows with absolute surety who held the reins. Bella was used to staying in character for days, especially while training wild horses. Because those beasts only yielded to mother nature herself.
And Bella knew how to convince them she was no different.
Elanor realized they were now on the secret passages, the ones used by the royalty to escape the Castle undetected in case of a siege. It didn't surprise Elanor that Bella knew about this, as the new Head of Households it came under her privy, the Castle plans and routes. Bella turned a lever to open a secret door, a narrow corridor leading to a hidden opening. From the way the outside seemed lit, Elanor realized it's a full moon tonight. She remembered the last time being naked outside, and how the dark sky helped hide her shame. 'Was tonight to be round two?', she wondered?
"Here, wear this? And fast, you don't have all day, princess!" Bellatrix almost barked, tossing a small pouch to Elanor. From the flimsy texture of the fabric, she understood it was the exotic dance costumes within it. In the dimly lit corridor, Elanor couldn't see what it consisted of, or how it actually looked. She knew however what to expect from such costumes, as Adriana had shown her the varieties earlier that week. From the sounds alone, it seemed it was less of a clothing and more of an ornate arrangement of pearls and beads. It also had a herbal hair oil, which she applied to her open, lush long hair. It made her hair appear uniquely wet, yet wavy and a bit curly.
Her silhouette now looked nothing like Elanor's. Another aid in disguise, she thought. The last item was a long, thin shawl, resembling her royal mantle. Since it was dark, it was difficult to make out much of the costume, in terms of color or design. But it surely did nothing to cover her feminine beauty.
As she hurried into the costume, Elanor had a sudden realization. It felt better before wearing it. Being nude and shameless at least felt like an animal in its natural state. Being clad so scantily, it felt like her shame was constantly at the mercy of the onlookers. It surprised her how far she had come, to prefer nudity to being seductive. It surprised her more, how sound her own reasoning ringed.
Suddenly, Elanor heard a sudden metallic clink, and turned to see what just happened. The secret door, her only way back to her chambers, was closed shut, leaving her out there, looking like a royal courtesan. As she stood perplexed, she heard Bella's voice.
"Your task awaits at the Private hall. This here, how you make your way to there, is the punishment for your earlier mistake. A good Queen must be in touch with how her subjects get treated by the royal guards. So think of this as an opportunity. Your name is 'Demura' for the night. You are here to perform, as entertainment, for the 'Retirement Party'. On the command of Lady Agrafena, the new Head of Households."
"But Mistress, I thought the task was for me to perform tomorrow."
"Silence!" Elanor froze, as Bellatrix continued, "If I wanted your opinion I'd ask, right princess? Now, go out the corridor, and take thirty steps to the right. You'll reach the Inner gate. In the pouch I gave, you'll find a sealed parchment. That'd be your entry pass, submit it to the guards at gate post. And proceed to the Private hall. With your new hairstyle, make-up and face veil, no one would recognize you. If necessary, use the cloak in the pouch to cover yourself, but I'm sure a nymph like you couldn't wait to lose it. So right, see you at the Private hall."
Elanor heard the footsteps fade into silence, as she stood there dumbfounded.
***
**
*
Vlazid stood there at the Castle inner gate, holding his spear in a near perfect posture, at ease and vigilant. His buddy on gate security, Jezeb, simply sat a few feet apart, laughing at him as he sipped from his secret stash of mead.
"Seriously, you are really going to stand on post, the entire night?" Jezeb couldn't contain his laughter. It was two weeks ago when their Queen reprimanded them both in front of their entire batch, for loitering the royal gardens. Though it wasn't that bad for Jezeb, Vlazid on the other hand had become the butt of the joke among guards ever since. Vlazid had urinated in the royal gardens while they were patrolling, but for the life of him, he couldn't figure out how the news reached the Queen's ears within minutes of it happening. He had always suspected that some of the royal guards were internal spies for the administration, and his paranoia after the incident only added fuel to the mockery. The one incident, the subsequent public shaming, had turned him super diligent and loyal, out of fear.
"You never know who would be watching, Jezeb. And if I were you, I'd ease down the drinking."
"Holy Almighty..!! Is it the mead, or am I watching this for real?" Jezeb couldn't believe his eyes, as a shadow walked towards the Inner Gate. Sensing the astonishment in his buddy's voice, Vlazid turned his gaze to find the unexpected.
Before them stood a lone woman, an angel of sorts, her hair waving in the wind, her eyes blackened with thick mascara, highlighted with bluish teal, her skin shining in moonlight, her face covered in some sort of middle-eastern translucent veil. She wore a thick black cloak over what seemed to be a highly adorned costume. In the moonlight, she glowed like a goddess dropped from the skies. As the rattling of her ornaments lulled him in to a trance, Vlazid heard his buddy's voice boom.
"Hey, State your name and purpose!"
The disturbing stink of cheap mead hit Elanor through the veil. Without knowing the protocol or the right behavior for commoners, she bowed her head and extended the gate pass towards Jezeb.
"Sirs, I'm here at the request of Lady Agrafena, the Head of Households." Elanor recognized Vlazid's face, and especially Jezeb's voice. 'These two again?!', she rolled her eyes. Yet she couldn't afford to risk her identity, for they possibly held a grudge against her. "They call me Demura, I'm an exotic dancer."
The contempt in her tone was palpable, and it got to Jezeb.
"Well, we know you are no princess, slut. Exotic dancer, is that code for courtesans these days?!"
Jezeb's words slurred as Vlazid continued to stand still, vigilant and at ease. Jezeb looked to make sure no one is around, and stepped uncomfortably closer to Elanor. And the Queen, not used to how the guards treated commoners, simply stood her ground without stepping back, steeling through the unease. A big mistake.
"So Demura! How do you want to do this? On your knees here, or under the shades over by the trees.?"
Elanor continued to stare at his eyes, confused as to what he meant.
"What? Is this your first time moonlighting.?"
Elanor simply nodded, testing where it went. Vlazid suddenly turned his gaze to his buddy, signalling to stop.
"What, Vlazid? She should know the customs.. If we are to turn a blind eye to her slutting around, she should know better to pay her dues well. It's not like this is our first time collecting the night tax?!"
"I'm not a courtesan!" Elanor bursted out, her voice commanding, "I'm a guest of the royal palace, here on invitation! Now let me pass."
"How dare you raise your voice at the Queen's men!" Jezeb had already unsheathed his dagger and held it against her chin. Elanor had no fear in her eyes, which confused and infuriated him. Vlazid intervened wisely, pushing Elanor back a step.
"Lady Demura.. If you have the pass, you may proceed." He stated with a soldierly respect, and muttered to his drunk friend, "Have you learned nothing..?! What if we are being watched? What if this is another test, the girl could be sent by the Queen. Have some sense, we do everything by the book, okay?"
Elanor was impressed by Vlazid's handle on things. Clearly the last punishment drove him to the right path, even if it was a bit hypocritical on her part. She bowed to Vlazid, still unsure if that's the right behavior, shot a look at his sneering friend, and walked towards the East tower. Suddenly, she heard a clap behind.
Elanor turned to see Vlazid take the gate pass from his friend, "Here, you'll have to show the pass to the guards at the East tower as well." He gave the parchment a quick glance, and his expression changed.
"Lady Demura, this pass isn't authorized by Lady Agrafena."
Elanor's smile dropped. She hadn't checked the document clearly, as she was in a hurry, being barely clad and all. "I believe it has her seal."
"It requires her signature too. For all new special access, it must have both sign and seal, for it to be valid."
"I'm sure it's a simple mistake." Elanor tried to reason her way, though she knew it wouldn't help. "You can check with her yourself."
"Who do you think you are!" Now it was Vlazid's turn to raise voice, "Ordering around the royal guards? You filthy bitch, you are a mere subject, remember. You should know the rules. We can't disturb Lady Agrafena at this hour for you. You were just caught trespassing the Royal Castle, with insufficient documentation."
"I apologize completely, this is a misunderstanding. I'll simply leave."
Vlazid was never a straight arrow. And he was actually much worse than Jezeb, who acted rowdy only when intoxicated. Vlazid had enough of a hard time the past few weeks, suppressing his tendencies to act out, behaving like an honest guard. He was looking for a chance to be his usual self, without breaking the rules, and fate just offered up his tormentor, his Queen in disguise, on a silver platter. Sure he didn't know at the time of her identity.
"Sorry honey, you'll be secured and put in a holding cell. I'm sure the ones already in there would appreciate your company till morning." His eyes grinned with malevolence as his buddy joined in. "But first, we need to check you for any weapons or contraband."
Elanor was busy formulating her options.
'Was this all part of Bella's plan, or did it just got out of hand? Where was Bella anyways? I could reveal my true self and act as if it was another test, but the scantily clad look wouldn't do much good for my image. Also it would mean I just failed the original task. May be I should wait, and see how far they'd go. I'm sure Bella is just around the corner.'
But Bella wasn't, unfortunately. For the next few minutes Elanor was on her own.
"Shall I whistle for the rest of the boys?" Jezeb leered.
"No. Let's have a taste ourselves first, Jezeb. You wish to do the honors.?"
Elanor stood frozen as Jezeb's dagger went for her, stopping at her throat. Then he slipped it within the knotted cloak, and gave it a tug. The cloth tore open, and the wind carried the freed cloak away from her. It was a particularly bright full moon, and both the guards stood with their mouth agape looking at the Queen in all her heavenly glory.
Her unkempt wavy hair in the breeze, and breathlessness gave her the appearance of a used up submissive harem slave. The kind they both had witnessed multiple times.
Her skin glowed in the moonlight, pliable body fat coating her muscles, in both arms and calves, and thighs and hips. Her backlit hourglass curvature, and the folds of her navel, developed in weeks through strict diet, practice and exercise, was churning their balls wild. Her chest heaved in anticipation, her breasts, both full and round and ripe. Not a sign of sag.



Her top consisted of a negligee-like breast covering, with invisible threads tied, both her neck and back. It looked like a few precious stones were pasted against her bosoms, in an intricate manner. The underwire of which had jiggling pearls hung in sequence. Her breasts seemed a bit pushed up and closer, creating an unnaturally deep cleavage, the fat of the globes jiggling with the slightest of movements. She wore an emerald necklace, the stone hanging at the edge of the cleft.
For bottom she wore an adorned belt, with shining beads and stones all around. The belt wasn't fastened too tight or too loose, Instead it stayed securely at her waist, below her love handles and just at the junction of her hip bones. Framing neatly both her navel above, and her bush below.
Three pleated translucent red clothes hung from her belt, reaching all the way down. They were placed such that the one in the front covered her nether regions properly, and hung low and flowing. The other two were placed a few inches apart, so the entirety of her both milky white legs, recently shaved and pampered, were on display for all to see.
This long skirt covered her back well, but the pleats were beautifully numerous and uneven that any movement would naturally flash some skin in the most suggestive way. Also the transparent nature of the fabric easily helped see the contours of her lower beauty with much ease. Strings of beads and pearls hung from the belt, adding to its beauty. Her feet had rustling anklets, and her arms had tight bangles.
The kind that showcased how well her milky white flesh looked in a firm grasp.
As Jezeb stood there astonished, Vlazid told him.
"It's pretty evident. But we do everything by the book now. So Jezeb, why don't you give her a proper frisk. Rules are rules, and we must follow protocol."
"With pleasure, buddy."
Being brought up in protection from an early age, Elanor was never used to the predatory gaze of a man. Yet she felt it in her bones, as Jezeb stepped next to her, his eyes freely roaming over her flesh. Vlazid leaned on the wall smirking, as Jezeb gestured her to keep her arms raised. With hungry eyes, he started the procedure, his fingers crawling its way around her throat. It roamed around massaging her back neck and rose up giving her scalp a thorough massage as Elanor stood frozen. Her eyes still burning holes in to him.
"Hairpins can be lethal weapons, you know.?!" He smirked and lowered himself, his palm tracing her spine. She felt a shiver run up as his hand reached her hips. As Jezeb got down to his haunches, she shifter her angry eyes to Vlazid. He continued to smile as he said.
"People think the fun in frisking is mere skinship. Dear, the look in your eyes is what makes us do it in the first place. You know, you make us do a thorough job."
Not yet, Elanor told herself. She could hold out for more, Bella will walk in any minute anyhow.
Then she heard Jezeb exhale audibly, his warm breath hitting her pubic mound, and his fingers devouring her ass cheeks in unison. She felt him kneed her fleshy blobs like a chef, as she felt the intensity of her gaze take a hit. He held her both ass cheeks in a separate tight grip, and gently pulled them apart. Elanor felt the cold of the night graze her anal bud. A shudder escaped her throat. Deciding not to push, his hands continued to sweep down, stopping and enjoying the fat of her thighs and tightness of her calves.
The skinship was getting to her and she blacked out a moment when he got up and behind her.
In a mocking tone he enquired, "Lady, your rear has been declared clear. May we proceed to examining the front?" Without waiting for her answer, Elanor felt his hands grip her love handles, a tight grip akin to a pinch.
A noise left her throat in reflex, as shame colored her cheeks. Did she just moan? Much encouraged, Jezeb's fingers traversed up and stopped at Elanor's armpits. It was recently shaved and sensitive. She felt him scratching it toyingly, and smearing sweat a bit. The in unison, his both hand moved forward, essentially cupping her breasts. His grip was so tight and raw, that she felt the decorative stones dig into her flesh.
"Oh, look at that!" Jezeb's voice elated, as to her disgrace Elanor realized, the intricate design of her breast cups left an opening at the center of both the cups. And his fingers were now playing with her cold and erect nipples. When the hell did those got erect?, she wondered. She no longer looked at Vlazid with those angry eyes. Her gaze had been lowered in blush for some time now.
Vlazid, all fired up now, walked towards the shamed imposter. Jezeb's fingers crept past her naval folds, over the belt and under the cloth covering her nether region. As his fingers combed her thick bush, Elanor decided that's enough. Bella would have intervened by now, had it been part of the task. Let's see how these imbeciles shake with fear once they realize it was the Queen all along. With her regal voice, Elanor roared, "Enough.!!"
Or at least she thought she did.
Her lips didn't move. Her hand stayed stretched. For a moment, it seemed like her brain just froze.
She realized what paused her. The cool breeze that kissed her exposed pussy. Her eyes rose up to see the grinning Vlazid, the tip of her skirt between his fingers. She felt Jezeb's thick, rough fingers knead her pussy folds as he said.
"Lady, you should know. It's shameful to not wear under clothes in public." She felt his bulge brush against her buttocks.
She couldn't answer, not even utter. Barely listening, as she felt her body betray. Her juices starting to flow.
"You know what comes after frisking?" Vlazid asked, his eyes locked on hers, as he could see her lips remain open underneath her veil. Jezeb whispered in chuckles to her ear from behind.
"Cavity search!"
Stop it. Stop now. Say something. Anything. A feeble voice screamed in her head, as Elanor struggled to hold on to reality. She felt a thin long finger slide into her pussy with much ease. As a faint moan escaped her mouth, she dropped onto Jezeb's chest, safe in his perverse grip. She felt two more fingers enter her without permission, the tips of it gently scratching her vaginal walls from within.
Only, the scratch made the itch worse. She felt her hips gyrate on its own, as Jezeb's hands moved back to her breasts, her left boob hanging out obscenely. Yearning to be kneaded.
"Let's strip her..!" Jezeb suggested.
"No buddy. You may lose her clothes, but I want her veil to stay intact. You know why?"
"Hehe.. The slut reminds you of that bitch Queen.?!"
Waves of pleasure was building up in Elanor's pussy, as Vlazid continued.
"You felt it too..? She does, for the most part. So I don't want to spoil the illusion by unmasking her. Even if this cow's a bit fat compared to the Queen bitch, she seems just as slutty."
She felt his fingers leave her pussy, her lips still convulsing.
"Let's search the next cavity." He said, as his hand crept under Elanor's face veil, and into her mouth. She tasted her own juices in his fingers as he asked, "We confiscated this liquid from one of your holes. Do you admit it is your own?"
This was some sick game, Elanor nodded. His fingers kept on violating her throat, almost reaching the back of it, and she coughed violently, spit drooling out the corners of her lips. Her mascara trailing off her cheeks.
"Cavity two seems clear, let move on to the next one." He said mockingly, and moved to her back side. Jezeb now walked towards the front, his pants tenting now. "I'm afraid you have to bend over for this one dear."
Elanor was on full submissive mode now, she simply bent straight at her hips, and held tightly onto the calves. She was sure Ishakawa's training helped instill the immediate obedience in her mind. She missed his grip on her love handles. The feeling of his fingertips on the small of her back. Her loose hair simply fell down and laid sprawled on the cobbled ground. It hurt her a bit when Jezeb stood in front of her, his dirty soles stepping on her deep auburn hair.
Elanor felt the fingers toy with her pussy folds, as she heard Vlazid clear his throat. The Queen still didn't understand what he meant by the next hole. She was simply obeying him in a trance, may be he wanted a second look at her pussy, from a new angle. But the doubts were cleared when she heard him spit down unmistakably. And the spittle flow down her left ass cheek into the cleft.
She felt his hands rub it into her anal bud, and felt the knot in her belly tighten. This can't be happening. As the tip of his finger scratched her puckered bottom lips in preparation, she almost screamed for real.
But a sudden shout took all three of them by surprise.
"What the HELL are you two up to?"
The startled Vlazid stepped aside, presenting an unflattering view of her behind to the one who asked. Jezeb was too intoxicated to grasp the new developments on time, so he simply stood there. From her inverted gaze, Elanor recognized her guardian angel for the night. It was Tabitha, the Head maid of the Castle. And Tabitha looked surprised, though not horrified.
Elanor remembered Tabitha used to manage the wild parties for the aristocracy. Considering the obscenities she witnessed over the years, this may be all too vanilla for her. The Queen wanted to stand up and compose herself, but this idiot Jezeb was still standing on her hair. And she was all too submissive now to shout at him to step aside. This wasn't the first time Elanor exposed herself to Tabitha, although this was probably the first time Tabitha realized such an exhibition going on.
"Miss, are you Lady Demura?"
Elanor faintly nodded. Tabitha shifted her attention to the guards, her eyes seething.
"Care to explain?"
"The lady had insufficient documentation, and was acting suspiciously." Vlazid managed to blurt out.
"And that is now grounds for molestation?!"
"Molestation? We were simply doing our duty. She came dressed the way she is, and all undressing, if any, were done by her own volition." Vlazid was back to his cocky self, "So, we started with frisking and proceeded to cavity search. After which, we would have led her to the holding cell. Standard operating procedure. Now if you don't mind, I'm going to finish the procedure."
Elanor's throat felt a lump, as he primed her puckered asshole by pinching. His slick long fingertip almost pushing in. Tabitha spoke again.
"No need. I have the direct order from Lady Agrafena herself, to escort Lady Demura to the East Tower. So unless you want to take it up with the Head of Households herself..?"
Elanor felt the drunk guard step back to his post. She stood up, adjusted her hair and clothing, and took her cloak from the cobbled pavement.
"I'll be reporting what I saw to her Majesty." Tabitha said sternly to the smirking Vlazid, and she walked back to the Tower. She never understood why, but Elanor curtsied to both the guards in submission, and turned to follow the Head maid.
'After all they just said, and did.. Why would you do that?' The question kept repeating itself in her head as Elanor caught up to the maid.
There was an awkward silence as they both walked towards the East tower. As they crossed the garden square, Elanor asked, "Are we running late?"
"No, Lady Demura. But we better hurry. I believe you are the main event."
"I'd like a glass of water." The Queen cleared her throat, hiding the still evident blush.
"Oh sure, we'll have enough time to refresh, and re-touch your makeup. The rest of your ornaments are kept backstage. I hope I wasn't too late."
"Oh no, it was my mistake. I should have checked the documents prior." Elanor feigned an apology.
"Nonsense, they had no right to behave that way. I apologize on their behalf, Lady." Tabitha interjected.
"Also, I was supposed to reach earlier. When Lady Agrafena said to collect you, I thought you'd be coming through the East gate. Only later I realized that north gate alone remained open past eight at night. I rushed here as fast as possible."
That was no mistake, Elanor knew. That must have been the punishment. Mistress probably had sent her to the wrong gate just to make her suffer. Elanor wished the maid had come much earlier. After the last task, this was her new constant worry. The way she got into these heightened states of ecstasy. Once the trance grips her, she was a mere puppet to its will. And it willed her to succumb.
To submit and wallow in disgrace. It horrified her to think if there was anything she wouldn't do under such a suggestive state.
"..Then again, should I be apologizing? You didn't seem too hesitant to comply. As someone who enjoys exotic dancing, I guess it wouldn't be a stretch to include other exotic activities." Tabitha finished her thought.
Elanor didn't respond. They continued the walk in silence.
**
*
Tabitha led her to the dressing room backstage.
"Lady Agrafena told me this is your debut performance."
Elanor simply nodded. She felt it'd be better to play along, as she had no idea what Bella had told them all.
"It was mightily impressive of her to find you at such short notice. And she said, you came highly recommended by Adriana. She insisted you keep your visage covered, as it only adds to the effect."
Elanor had a hundred questions, but didn't want to show Tabitha her cards, not yet. She decided to speak very little and gather as much information as possible. Tabitha went ahead, showing the intricacies of her stage costume, including quick releases, and graceful ways to strip using them. She was much knowledgeable with the clothing styles, having done a share of dancing herself in the heydays, to much wilder crowds. While discussing various moves, Elanor asked innocently.
"I still don't understand why Lady Adriana would suggest me to debut at such an obscure function."
Tabitha took the bait.
"Well, we had planned Lady Adriana herself for the function tonight. There isn't a man who doesn't worship her, after all. Even some raunchy maids. But we had a few older staff members being honored today, they are due for retirement this month. And since this event is their celebratory farewell, they had some suggestions. By the way, you should wear these now.." Tabitha pushed the selected ornaments towards Elanor.
To say that most of those looked obscene would be an understatement. The first item was a pair of tiny clips, of gold and shiny, with a small bundle of strings hanging from the end. The bundle was of a particularly wiggly golden strings, that reflected even the faintest light in shiny specks. Apparently those were nipple clamps. The second one was a tiny thread-like chain of gold, It was to be attached between the nipple clamps and weighted so it jiggled around the navel button. She didn't know what to make of the third one, but Tabitha said she'll help to put it on.
As she attached those to herself, the maid concluded her thoughts.
"So Agrafena asked Adriana if she knew or had any students who looked like our Great Queen Chaste. And she suggested you. But apparently you were adamant on not revealing your identity..?"
Elanor kept looking at the ornaments, her head slightly nodding.
"Don't worry dear. From the looks, I can tell. You are probably one our Barons' daughters, and you want to keep this hobby of yours a secret. But you love performing as well. After all, I saw how you performed for those two men in broad moonlight. How shameless! Not judging, I understand the urges, I had the same dear. Luckily, we prefer you cover your face too. It helps maintain the illusion, of their dream Queen acting like a needy slut. And that's not the funniest thing of it all."
"That's not?" Elanor couldn't help but ask.
"Hear this. Apparently, one of the retirees used to work for the Vankenbraum royalty. You know Queen Elanor's home kingdom. And guess what, he taught her to dance, apparently!"
'Oh God! Who could that be? Wait, could it be..?' Elanor felt the trepidation in her soul double in an instant.
"Okay, you are ready. Great!" Tabitha looked through the door crack into the Private hall.
"Okay, they're all here, and the lamp has been lit. I believe the guest of honor is making the speech. You may listen if you want, but I want you on that stage by the time he's done." The maid pointed to the center of the hall as the Queen felt a lump in her throat.
Looking out, all she could was familiar faces. From servers, to gardeners, to cleaners, sweepers and caretakers, to managers and chefs. All people she had interacted with personally, at some point in the last few years. People she overlooked, overworked, tipped, taunted and shouted at times. People who were never permitted to rise from their knees when called upon. Considered even beneath the lowest of security ranks.
People she took for less than granted. It dawned on her finally.
'This is happening.'
**
*
The Private hall was much smaller compared to the Dining Hall below. It was used for more intimate functions, and the commoners rarely saw the inside of it. A small crowd of thirty gathered in the hall, facing a portrait of their Great Queen Elanor, the Chaste of Wolkenshire. It was one of the royal portrait's commissioned by King Barthomius, and their idyllic happiness at the time reflected in her smile, and was captured well in the image. She wore one of her famous ceremonial garbs, a blood-red tudor gown, and cloaked in a pearl white royal mantle. She looked as virile and serene as ever, emanating nobility.
The portrait was hung at the eastern wall, and since it was opened just for the servants, it wasn't lit up and opulent as it should be. Thankfully, this meant the portrait wasn't well lit, so most of her face wasn't clear due to the shadows. This was a great relief to Elanor.
Most of these servants had worked daily and closely with her, but the customs of the land prevents them from looking her at her face directly. When addressing the Queen, they had to be knelt down, with gaze lowered. So they had never seen her directly, and the only way her visage stayed in their memory was these large portraits hung all along the palatial grounds. She hoped it remained the same after the events of the night. She watched as the help stood there facing the portrait, and listening to a man who spoke to them. Elanor listened as the bulky old man continued.
".. So once again. Thank you all for this most memorable evening. On behalf of my retiring colleagues, this is a heartfelt bow. Now I cannot conclude without thanking our new Head of Households, Lady Agrafena herself. She has, we are more than convinced, the most capable hands to leave the rest of you people to. Let me elaborate on that.."
Elanor felt like she recognized the intonations of the speaker, but couldn't pinpoint it. She also looked at the portrait and realized she was dressed exactly like she did in the picture, only a much sluttier version. The long split fabric hanging from her belt, the stones on her hugging breast-ware, and the newly added puffy detachable sleeves, all in blood-red, perfectly simulated the royal garb. The addition of the flimsy white mantle that came with the costume completed the effect. She wondered how much of this was a spur of the moment decision from Bellatrix. And how much had been under preparation for a long time. She listened in on the speech.
"A few hours ago, she sat with us personally and asked us what would be the unforgettable gift you wished your predecessors got as a farewell. Well, most of us stayed quiet, so I decided to take one for the team and spell it out. Especially for you Volgen." A middle-aged woman smiled and clapped back to him as he continued. "And for the two of you, who'd find it perverse. Believe me, it's a fantasy of all us men working under Her Majesty, and even some friends of Volgen." The crowd gave a muffled laugh.



"See, I remember the old celebratory customs of Wolkenshire. My family worked for the royalty for generations. Those days they used to have a Servant's day celebration, a whole day dedicated to people like us. And the King himself graced with his presence. They were old blood and men of principle. And it was customary for them to symbolically share the best among the people. And for the King, by rule, nothing short of best became the Queen."
'Of all the kingdoms, you chose Wolkenshire, huh?' Elanor felt Barthomius teasing her from beyond. She had always loved this land, but not for its many strange customs. She listened on.
"So the Queen herself would perform for the subjects. It could be a song, a classical dance performance, a violin recital.. Something she loved and cherished. Something too precious to share. They deeply loved their people, that's why the old kings and queens like the Great Godiva are still revered, even decades later. But unfortunately the later kings found it unnecessary, even beneath them. So the tradition was essentially lost. Even after I returned to Wolkenshire after the war, I met many senior staff who yearned for the good old days. Like the Servant's day.!"
Gasps and sighs of agreement rose from the crowd, missing the old days.
"Lady Agrafena was a surprisingly good sport. Now frankly, we would have been more than happy, if all she did was arrange for the Queen to grace us with her presence, however brief it may be. Unfortunately, our Great Queen will be away the night. And mentioned had she known earlier, she'd surely have attended personally. After all, she's not just the Queen, but the ruling monarch of all Wolkenshire."
"But Bellatrix suggested an alternative. She promised to arrange a surprise for us all, not the Queen we wished, but a Queen we never knew, even in our dreams. And she assured Volgen in particular, the main event will blow our minds. Now, I've never seen Volgen's face so lit up. So thank you, Lady Agrafena. We have high hopes for you. And of course for the night!"
The crowd praised the guest of honor and Bellatrix with their hoots and claps. Some even raised their glasses toasting the Queen's portrait. Then a sudden drum beat caught their attention, as Bellatrix smiled.
'Come on Queenie, let's see how you hold up.'
People turned to face the center of the hall. The Private hall had a large circular solid stone table at it's middle. And above it an elevated dome in the ceiling, with a mirrored mechanical glass at its center, and venting skylights made of adorned stained-glass, placed around in an intricate pattern.
The room was an architectural marvel of sorts, with levers to control the angle of each mirror, enabling you to control the ambient lighting to be directed within the hall. Right now, the mirror was angled such that it perfectly reflected the bright moonlight into a single beam, which lit up the center of the circular table like a spotlight. The diffused light created a bright aura around the table, and the light vibrant colored lights reflected through the stained-glass skylights gave the room an ethereal glow altogether.
And at the center of the table stood a celestial feminine figure, the contours and curves of her beauty perfectly outlined by the radiant flames from the large hearth behind, which kept the interior warm as well. In the spotlight, Elanor looked like a Hellenistic statue created to match the tastes of a Persian conqueror. The musicians were placed in the dark corners on both sides of the fireplace, directing all attention to the Queen alone. They waited patiently to start their ancient classical fusion, using such rare musical instruments as dumbek, harp and the likes. Like fleas drawn to the light, the remaining crowd moved as if in a trance towards the table. Which now acted as a stage, their eyes still mesmerized by the beauty of human form.
The servants looked in awe, at the unbelievable beauty before, as they closed in, and sat down. They couldn't believe how much the girl, their entertainment for the night, actually resembled the Great Queen. Sure, she looked way too plump and sultry, compared to Her Highness, known for her slim physique and regal elegance. But the way the dancer dressed up, from her translucent white mock royal mantle, to the way the bright red fishnet costume looked like the blood-red tudor gown Elanor wore in the giant portrait they just saw. This was as close to the fantasy it got, they all realized in unison. Their Great Queen, Elanor the Chaste, coming down to the midst of the mere serving class. To lift their spirits, to keep them rejoiced.
To stir their loins. And then some.
Elanor stood there, her knees at the verge of freezing. An Egyptian eagle cowl mask covering half her face, giving her a mystic look. Her heartbeat was audible, and taxing. The stares burning into her skin, draining all confidence out of her. If she didn't start now, she'd simply faint, she was that sure. She grasped the thread of her mantle and released it gently, her fingers trembling. And the flimsy cloth flew backwards slowly, like a cape from her fingertips. That was the signal, and taking the cue, the music started. As the beats of dumbek filled the room, as her hips shimmied on its own, Elanor made up her mind.
'Might as well enjoy.'
Bellatrix closely observed the Queen as she started the performance.
With a wide smile, Elanor twirled round and round with the music, fanning the white mantle around, flailing it above her head, and finally throwing it to the audience gracefully. The crowd hooted knowing, it's the first of the many tonight. Her long skirt was split into three. One long column at the middle covering her crotch and hanging down till the floor. And two similar columns, each covering a butt cheek. And all three attached to a thick shimmy belt, which was less leather and more stones.
In stride with the beats, she rose both her arms upward, with a much rehearsed heavenly smile, her eyes shining. And her hips, moving in a mind of its own, her newly bulging obliques, her love handles jiggling wildly, her lower belly sucking in and out like a wave. The chefs and maidens watched with their jaw dropped, such a healthy specimen alone was a rare sight. Add to it her resemblance to their dear Queen, the 'dancer' now moved like fire, her hair waving around.
Elanor side-stepped to her left, moving her arms around in circles, her bosoms bouncing, about to break out of the flimsy top at any moment. Her hips shaking to the right, she raised the right leg to her knee, jiggling, teasing that fleshy thigh. Then she twirls around and repeats the same on the other side.
All the retirees were watching her like kids in a candy store. And Volgen especially, with her calculating eyes, took it all in, sitting with great ease. 'That one is mine! I will be licking myself, of her lips soon.'
Elanor moved her hands in waves, and pulled off the sleeves in an instant. As she threw it at them, the servants didn't even bother catching, more like they couldn't. They didn't want to miss even a moment of this sensual treat. Like any task, once she put her mind to it, Elanor just toiled day in and out, perfecting it.
Mastering each and every step, and turn.
Glance and smile. Tease and twerk.
And now, she owned the stage.
The much cultivated grace of hers had only prospered under Adriana's tutelage. Only now, it oozed of sensuality. Her steps, her looks, her moves. It all screamed class, and of a carnal invite. Like she was performing a mating dance, to lure in her bedding partner. To drive him wild, so wild, that the wilderness erupted from his loins in no time. Only now, she danced for her whole working staff. From the dishwashers and salad makers, to the sweepers and sewage cleaners, all had similar fantasies now. The simple thoughts of simpletons.
How warm would she feel wrapped around their member? How long can one hold it in, with her grinding against your loins? Who, in the world, gets to bed this minx? This incarnated Lilith.
Bella walked around amongst the crowd, her eyes fixed on the Queen. Taking in every response, noting down her every expression. It almost seemed like she was dancing for her own pleasure. Not to express herself, or the likes. But the pleasure derived from the obvious lewdness of her actions seemed to drive her further down the road, her hips shaking, her ass thumping more vigorously now.
And her smile, Bella noted. Her smile looks absolutely genuine, an almost rapture.
Then Elanor stepped back to the center, and eased into another long twirl. Only this time her fingers dancing around her belt, and pulling the quick release. Her long skirt cloths scattered all around the stage, as the crowd hoots and hollers. Underneath she had a small underskirt, split into three like the one before, only this one looked pleated, and much more puffy. And the way it fanned out around her waist simply rose the temperature of the room.
Suddenly, Elanor felt a tingle in her loins. Something about the room felt all too familiar, all too intimate a moment. Like a sweet memory from before, yet she couldn't put a finger on it. In a few seconds, the feeling intensified tenfold. And the Queen felt her throat dry up, all the while twisting her spine. She had just recognized what it was, though it didn't make any sense as to how. What she felt, unmistakably, was a presence. And the single face came to her mind. A man of unshakable morals, the one true celibate, Clergyman Joaquin.
Elanor kept on moving, her feet teasing the edges of the stage, all the while her eyes scanning the room. 'Was he really there, Joaquin? But how? And how come she didn't spot him earlier? Did Bella know?' She couldn't find his distinctly skinny silhouette, that bald head and curly beard. But she felt him inching closer with each second, the presence of him engulfing her almost, the heat of it all dripping down her thighs, quite visibly now. Then it dawned on her, turning bafflement into a shy smile, as she realized what the presence actually was.
It was a scent. A peculiar, overwhelming scent that filled up the room in response to her efforts.
The sweet scent of pre-cum.
The same scent that made her yearn for a taste of the young celibate's ejaculate, as she hung helpless last week. Helplessly brimming in bliss. Elanor remembered her tutor's instructions.
"I want my audience gripped, by not just my seduction, but their own primordial lust. I want the whole room smelling of pre-cum by the time I am done. And I expect nothing less from my students..!"
Adriana would be so proud. If only she could see. By a sudden shift in the rhythm, Elanor now undulated like a serpent, intensifying by the second. And along with it, the men squirmed in their seats, shifting their stances. Adjusting their pants to accommodate the increased mass. Partners cupping each other's rear, despite being seen, unable to resist the eroticism of it all.
Elanor sensed everything, and she felt like a musical Maestro. Conducting a symphony of Eros, playing all their organs with her fingertips. All their organs ejaculating at once?! That thought made her blush red, and Elanor was thankful no one noticed. She knew all eyes were fixed on her irresistible lower torso, undulating slowly like a jelly fish. Only, she was wrong.
The Queen's blush didn't go unnoticed, not by her dear, diligent Mistress. And it wasn't a leap to figure out why. Bellatrix made a mental note of the behavior. And she simply backed off to a dark corner, a perfect vantage point. She knew how far the Queen went knowing her Mistress was present. How far the Queen would go in her absence, that's what Bella felt keen about.
The Queen continued to twirl around, her now knee-length short skirt, an extended loin cloth for all purposes, flailing around from her thick ornate belt. A particularly high-waisted belt, whose lowest point barely covered her nether region, almost flashing it with every twirl. As the music crescendoed behind, Elanor knew this was the moment. As sensual as she was, she was no Adriana. So if she were to make at least a handful of them cum, she must act now.
And act wild, impulsive, and out of the box. As her mind planned ahead, her body just followed the music, the numbers she had practiced at least a hundred times last week alone. She rotated her hips, and fanned back the hanging skirt out and up. Pruning her rear like an exotic bird, the crowd hungrily cheered at an eyeful of her bare ass.
Elanor turned to face the retirees now, shaking ass facing half the audience. She gracefully bent down at the hip, her legs straight, knees locked. Hands crossed her chest, and her lush long curly hair hanging down, sweeping the stage. She stayed like that, as the beats continued steady behind, feet stepping rapidly, her thighs almost vibrating, the milky flesh of it jiggling like a jelly. Her skirt flailing around, with a lucky few getting a peek under, of her glistening pussy even.
And with the beats of dumbek, she rose back up slowly, her forearms raising the hair like a wild curtain. And the room erupted, even Bella smiling impressed from the corner, as the Queen stood there topless. Her intricate breastplate top hanging from her fingers. She tossed it behind, her fingers digging into her skull, bunching up her thick hair. Her bare bosoms glowing in the direct moonlight, only her nipples covered in a patch, an obscenely ornate patch, with glittering threads hanging down. Her Highness now looking like a decorative horse!
Her upper torso continued to move like water, independent of the hips shimmying. Furthermore, her breasts jiggling in a controlled way, almost alternating, the nipple decorations twirling so lewd. She chuckled her hair, unfurling it on to her back completely, and turned right in a jump. Her both hands up making patterns with her fingers, her underbelly undulated lasciviously. But the eyes of all were fixed on her bodacious breasts, simply jiggling up and down, and up again. Slapping against the underside, almost slapping against each other. Then she turned left in a jump, and repeated the same step, to a much rowdier side of the crowd.
As she broke the posture in a couple of twirls, her skirt rising up and fanning flat at her hip level. Her naked glory flashing right before her servants, the ones who'd normally knelt face down at her mere presence. Who feared to even meet her gaze! Now their gaze feasted upon her pussy, glimmering in the loin juices.
And her ass, with all the extra fat it gained, thanks to the new diet plan. As she stopped and jerked her hips, her ass cheeks clapped audibly, making the crowd go wilder. With her sweat coated skin now glowing in the moonlight, she caught something strange at the corner of her sight. Two of the servants, fighting over a piece of cloth, her breastplate of all, one sniffing in her sweat from the socked cloth. Even in the middle of the set, Elanor felt herself flush with shame.
She saw the short, burly man lick into its nipple hole, the dripping tongue sliding through his blackened teeth. The Queen struggled to push the thoughts aside, but it was far too difficult. When all she felt within was those teeth nibbling at her nipples. And she felt her tits physically bud out, almost painfully.
She began swaying wild with the beats, her hair waving around, her hips overreaching, her breasts bouncing wild. Artfully separating her uneven skirt folds, teasing out her milky left thigh again. And then she felt in, right there in the air. The smell of fresh cum! A nice thick ejaculation for sure, probably from a couple of them. She should know, after all. The way Adriana made her observe male arousal all week, she could smell it from a mile now. 'It's time to wrap!'
She continued to circle her chest, her hands above and nipples erect. Hips doing figure eights so wild, bordering on obscene, if not for the grace she managed to sustain. Even with the juices running down her under thighs, quite visibly, the Queen gave the final twirl, pulling the quick release at her shimmy belt. Sending what remained of her frilly skirt flying to three corners, and driving the men wild.
And she froze in the most elegant of a pose.
Standing there waiting for the beats to die down, like a marble statue displaying all her youth and shame. Looking like a Hellenistic stone work made to the whims of a Persian Prince.
With recognizing only the scent of thick semen, clad in just her mask, a belt, and ornaments all around, Elanor could hear the audience breathe. They simply looked up, mesmerized. Elanor had no doubt a few of them had direct view of her leaking pussy lips, especially the front-row ones. And it only made her cream more, the way all their gaze crept around her bare skin, like a bunch of ants. And then, she took a bow.
***
**
*
The Main Event
Elanor could still hear the faint flute playing in the background as she walked back to her changing room. Everyone still sat there in silence, most barely waking up from the trance of it as she walked down and the claps erupted. She understood it wasn't the men acting decent, but the effect she had on them. She had performed an enticing erotic dance meant to keep them in a dream state. Her actions could be crude, but the way she executed it with class had an ethereal quality to it. This was paradise, and they wanted more. But they didn't want to risk acting out and losing it. So unsure, they simply sat frozen. She knew better to not expect the same from the infamously rowdy crowd of 'Desert Rose', where she was actually scheduled to debut.
Elanor used the wet towel kept in there, and wiped the sweat and dirt off her. She re-applied the make-up, and wore the only outfit left in the closet. It was a transparent puffy-sleeved corset, that was more than half open at the bust. It barely supported her breasts, coming right up to her nipples, which still left an obvious impression on the fabric. The bottom was worse. It was a frilly half apron made of lace, and it had to be tied at her back, leaving her ass exposed. It had a single front pocket, but she soon discovered it was bottomless. In other words, just a window to her virginity. Together, it looked like a sexy version of their normal chambermaid uniform. Next to it was an imitation of her royal crown, and a matching face veil.
Tabitha barged in treating her like an apprentice, and began helping her tie the corset tight, and then tie her long hair into a bun. 'Tabitha again? Where is Mistress?'
"People have moved downstairs, to the drinking and partying. Lady Agrafena has informed that you may proceed to the main event now." The maid informed.
"I thought the performance was the main event.!" Elanor replied acting normal, as she was used to being dressed up by maids.
"God, this truly is your first time, isn't it?" Tabitha sighed at the young girl's naivety.
"Well, Demura. If you are to continue this line of work, you must know. The dance is just foreplay for the clients. While you toil to ignite the carnal in them, in most cases they're betting amongst themselves, who gets to woo you. Or even worse, how many are you willing to take at a time, afterwards. So be warned, your virgin tactics wont play well with them, they'll pounce at the first chance. Now luckily, your first clients are six retirees. Most of whom would call it lucky to get a boner even."
As Elanor fixed the face veil, the Head maid continued.
"So you just play the hostess. Keep the drinks flowing as they reminisce about old stories, and let them lull themselves to sleep. I believe for most, just some cuddling would do. Stay away from Volgen, that twisted witch, if you plan on keeping your clothes on. You are their farewell gift for the night. But bear in mind, Lady Agrafena had told them the hard limits. Meaning, anything they wish other than those, simply flies. Now go ahead and let them uncover it. You have raised their heartbeat enough. Now go help them release, and relieve."



Tying up the half-apron, Tabitha tapped her bum, and the startled Queen turned around.
A tray of mead and glasses were placed on her hands, and Elanor was pushed out into the hall.
The Private hall looked deserted now, except for the wines glasses and the likes littered over the floor and table. The musicians too seemed to have shifted downstairs, as she could hear faint music from somewhere. Elanor noticed the six retirees sitting relaxed on the opulent furniture next to the large open window on the west wall next to the small balcony. They seemed intoxicated and to be reminiscing about their early days.
They all looked familiar, but the Queen recognized only Volgen. She sat facing Elanor in a lounge chair with her foot on the ottoman, sizing her up as she walked towards. Volgen is the royal perfumer, looked forty at most, though all knew she was much older. A magician with chemicals and fragrances, but her fingers were even mythical amongst the upper echelon girls of age.
She was the friendly lesbian aunt of them all. Almost all young women of age had requested her palette in selecting perfumes, at multiple occasions. In actuality her services ranged from agony aunt, kissing teacher, threesome companion for couples, to active sexual partner. She's known to keep at least four lovers at a time, Her looks and skills had aged like fine wine, making her only more in demand. It's rumored that she opted for retirement before the term to capitalize on the rest of her ventures. Of course, Elanor had met her during her bridal fitting about perfumes, and she did remember having a weird feeling around her.
Next to Volgen was a thin man with a vibrant wig and innocent eyes. They called him Wilsom. He is the hairdresser at the royal salon, and Elanor had witness him work wonders with her hair for multiple occasions. Including the portrait of hers that hung in the very same room. He seemed to take his drinks very slow, sounded the least inebriated of them all. Names of the ones who sat on the sofa against the window, and the other two escaped her. As she reached the large lounge chair, Elanor bent at her waist to place the tray on the cocktail table. And she felt a set of thick long fingers caress up her left inner thigh.
"So you are the one to serve us for the night, that right 'Queenie'?"
Elanor felt it again, that voice. It sounded so familiar, so endearing, yet she couldn't place it. She simply nodded.
"Beautiful performance, by the way." Volgen chimed in.
"Beautiful?! It was no performance, it was pretty much an intercourse. That was the best gang bang I witnessed, that she somehow managed to stave off all the cum. And I've seen some shit, believe me. Great job girl!" The man to her right leaned in excited, his reeking breath hitting her face. "I'm Rudin by the way, I manage the Castle sewers." He said proudly. Elanor nodded as she placed the glasses around
"You shovel shit, Rudie.." Said the bald short man pointing his empty glass towards her.
"Myself Brizin, I tend the stables." Elanor again nodded and poured the mead, still feeling the palm running up and down her thigh.
"And that's Grifin and I'm Davieth, now can we continue with the story.." Davieth said aloud, and Elanor looked at him. He looked familiar, but that scared face and especially that thick gray beard, made it difficult to remember.
"Hi girlie, I'm sure you love prancing around in negligees, but we're in the middle of a story, so. Do what you do, and we know the rules about you. So here are the rules for you. Anything that's asked of you, either you obey, or just walk out dressed as you are. I'm sure the guards will be mightily pleased. Rule number two, we don't want you speaking, but we don't want you to nod either. And as 'Queen' tonight, you simply serve, right? All you are allowed to say, at any point, is yes sir. Or no sir. Understood?"
"Understood." Elanor said, nodding as the rest burst out laughing.
A sudden slap stung her left ass cheek, and she realized why. She had spoken, only it was neither yes, nor no. As she jumped up startled, Rudin tossed a coin to Davieth as if paying a bet. Elanor felt humiliated, but not the disgraced kind. The kind you feel when someone walks in on you changing. The kind that leaves you smiling afterwards. As she heard someone say in the background, "Hey, maybe she likes a little punishment." she felt the blush envelop her cheeks, both above and below.
"I'm afraid so, sir." She said, eyes closed tight, expecting the next slap.
And it came with a loud noise, as the room filled with gasps and laughter. That was the slap from a man who loved doing it. It stung just enough to leave the cheek red, buzzing, and wanting more. Elanor moved on, filling the next glass with mead. Every time she bent forward, her breasts would rush in to the front in all its volume, threatening to fall out. The surprising tight grip of her corset hung on to her nipples, almost pinching them. She could sense the eyes piercing her every time she bent and poured.
"So you were saying, Grifin."
"..well, my blood nephew you know. An innocent little virgin from the outskirts raising sheep, is kneeling for the ceremony. And this woman just moves her feet, you know like you do in the army, from attention to stand at-ease. Only much wider, like as wide as you can and still stand straight, this girl had some strong long legs."
"Oh the legs! I know." Volgen gasped.
"And apparently it was too windy you know, her skirt is just flailing all over the place, in front of the whole Barons, of Holy High Priest himself..! But they can't see the show, they were behind. And nor can the kneeling people you see. Even my boy wouldn't have noticed, had she kept her legs shut. Some prize he got that day guys, 'Knighthood of Valor' well deserved. Because anyone of less restraint would have jumped on her right there."
'Oh I see..' Elanor remembered her first task, the shame of which only eclipsed by what followed that same night. But she didn't remember spreading her feet, maybe she did for balance when it got too windy. Then she reminded herself, she didn't.
She wouldn't, in the state she was in.
Grifin continues.
"And my boy, he doesn't get tempted. He keeps calm and makes sure he doesn't disrespect his Queen, disrespect his Kingdom. And she doesn't even try to adjust her dress. Guess what she did next? She bends her knees slowly, almost sinking down by her hip. And that's when my boy lost his innocence. He looked straight up confused, and the Queen is looking down smiling. And it's the Queen, you know. You submit to her wish, however perverse. So he looks straight at her spread open thighs, and her pussy is puffing and pulsing, all red and leaking."
"Oh poor boy.." Volgen smirked mockingly.
"It's his first time you know, seeing one real. And that too the Queen's, his Queen's. Will any other pussy live up to that in his life?! I pray for him sometimes.. ha ha. And every time he says the story, for the next hour he stays alone, and quiet. Simply chanting, Daffodils.. Daffodils.. Over and over again. Apparently that's what her juices smelled like.!"
There was a moment of silence.
"Wow.. And you believe this happened?" Davieth asked.
"I believe it, brother." Wilsom blurt out, "Queens are weird. I've worked with them all the time. They stay pampered and stuck up and sexed up too often. You know how many had insisted I personally tend their pubic garden.?!"
"Even Queen Elanor?" Volgen couldn't help. Elanor moved in to fill her glass.
"Not our Queen. Not yet." Wilsom sounded hopeful.
"And you just retired, so you never will. Ha ha ha.." Brizin couldn't help. "I was there the same day. And I didn't see any of this. I do remember some of them boasting the same later in the tavern, but I thought it was the alcohol talking, you know."
"You didn't see it either!!" Grifin defended his nephew, reeking of booze.
"She walked past me, okay. She smelled like daffodils, that was her scent. And she didn't give any sex-starved vibes. I work with horses, I sense these things, man. She acted extremely respectable. You know, I believe this is what happened. And I don't think your boy is lying either."
He continued taking a sip, and looking at everyone. "Her dress, it was beautiful, all white and yellow and golden, it looked divine. But the skirt had a split, and it sure was very windy. It's possible your boy got a glimpse of her thighs, and his hormones and imagination did the rest. It's even possible at some point the wind blew her skirt off revealing her under clothes even. You know those frilly little patterned things the princesses can't get enough of. What does a sheep herder from the outskirts know of intricate underclothing? The boy hadn't even seen a real pussy yet."
"You calling my boy a liar?! Her pubes looked blonde, he said. She's probably not even a natural auburn!" Grifin was loud, his eyes furious.
"No, I think he got overwhelmed." Brizin replied in a tactful, pacifying tone. He was used to taming horses, this was just Sunday for him.
"It all happened in two seconds, probably. And your boy sure saw something, but couldn't make out what. And each time he shared the story, maybe him, maybe his friends, added a little detail. You know, how we shit talk."
"I agree." Davieth said abruptly, as Wilsom joined him. "I'm with you. I've tended her hair, many a time. She's a natural auburn. I believe your boy got it confused. Unless our Queen has some weird fetish, and bleaches her downstairs blonde, just like our little 'Queenie' here."
Elanor felt a chill run up her spine as she stood next to Wilsom. She felt him slap her behind, and his hand caress her flesh. She leaned forward unfazed, filling his glass, as his fingers dug into her flesh with intend. "You are, right?" Wilsom whispered.
"It's okay, you can get my details from Tabitha. Free hair care and cosmetics, so visit any time. That's one lovely bush, by the way."
Elanor felt it too intimate and arousing as the rest kept talking like nothing happened there. Thankfully, with the glass filled to the brim, she can step aside. Only she couldn't. His grip tightened, and was now kneading. "You didn't answer me yet, Queen."
She didn't even remember the question, but answered simply so she could leave. "Yes Sir."
"I was with you, Grifin. I believed it till the very end. That is something she'd do. Until you said blonde." Davieth sighed.
"And you say, this is something she would do?" asked Volgen.
To Grifin's confused face, and Volgen's intrigue, he said, "Elanor is a natural auburn. I know this because I've seen it. With my own eyes."
Now Davieth had everyone's attention, especially Elanor. 'Who was this man? And what is he blurting on about.?'
"Davieth, I've known you for thirty years. You work in house accounting, haven't met Queen Elanor, and she probably doesn't even know your post exists. And you want us to believe you've seen Queen Elanor's pubic hair, in person?" Volgen sounded half funny and half stern.
Davieth nodded, almost annoying Volgen with his smug smile.
"You lost your virginity to me, Dave. And I did it as a favor. So believe me, if you lie, I'll know." Volgen was stern now. It's like she cared for her Queen's honor.
Davieth reassured, "Well let's just say when I saw it, it wasn't the famed bush in all its glory that Tabitha can't shut up about. It was more of a stubble. And she was no queen yet."
That seemed to convince Volgen, as she leaned back into her chair. "Go on."
Elanor felt a sudden slap on her right ass cheek, this time from Volgen. "Queenie, fill up the glasses and go sit on my boy's lap. If it's half good a story as I think, he deserves some sugar."
"Yes sir." Elanor obeyed like a true submissive, still wondering who was this man.
The rest of them leaned in as Davieth started his story.
"You know my missus is from Vankenbraum. I had done a lot of odd jobs, and my clients included the royal family. On her eighteenth birthday, Princess Vera of Vankenbraum, your Queen's sister, had a desire. To learn piano. And she suggests me personally, as her piano tutor.."
'Master..!!' Elanor's pupils dilated, and she couldn't contain the excitement.
'God, it is master.' She saw it, looking at him now. Much older, weathered, and with a scared face. But that face, that voice, those magical fingers. How could she forget?! She filled up the final cup, not minding Brizin's fingers working her thigh fat like a plush toy.
"So I started teaching. And Vera turned out to be genuinely interested and very gifted. And believe me, if you have heard any rumors about Princess Vera, it does no justice to the truth. She sure taught me a great deal as well. But that's another story. Well anyway, from the very first day this precious bubbly thing would accompany her sister, your Queen, Princess Elanor. I knew her as Nora. And this one had no clue what to make of a piano, but she loved me playing. She'd simply keep dancing on and on to us playing. She used to call me magic fingers.!!"
"Does princess get to feel those magic fingers any time?!! Hahaha.." Brizin laughed out loud, rest of them joining the crude humor, as he slapped Elanor's ass cheek for effect. She gets pushed towards Davieth. He looked up at her innocent eyes, standing there in such shameful attire. Her ass cheeks kept jiggling from the slap, still.
"Are you here with my sugar?" Davieth asks calmly.
Elanor almost replied, 'Yes, Master.' But she stopped herself, and replied nodding, "Yes Sir."
Her heart was full, and she felt a familial comfort, and her eyes brimmed with joy. This was after all, her very first crush. She thanked Bellatrix in her mind, for all her efforts.
"Then sit down, and let me have it." He tapped his lap. The order felt almost like an instruction, one of the many she still remembered.
Elanor complied happily, and sat on the lap of a man decades older than her, carefully placing her butt cheeks such that the bulge in his pants could snuggle between them in comfort. The rest of them simply sipped the mead and watched the show. A stranger to the lingo of the working class, Elanor still didn't know what was expected of her. As his left hand dug into her corset, the Queen had fallen into a dream state. She had spent sleepless nights of budding ages, yearning for his touch, his caress, his kiss. So as he leaned in, her hand flipped the veil over her eyes. She closed the gap and kissed. Not the gentle peck the rest expected, but a deep passionate smooch, entrancing and lingering.
Davieth woke up from the kiss a much younger man. To cover his surprise, he said. "Sorry to break the illusion guys, but the real Nora wouldn't have done that."
'Anything for my master', she said in her mind. She felt sixteen again.
As the room burst out laughing, Elanor became conscious and suddenly pulled the veil back down, hoping no one noticed. Luckily, most seemed too drunk to care. Davieth continued with the story, his left grip now kneading her left breast, now out and hanging. Her gaze was fixed at her master's eyes, lost in their private heaven.
"To answer your question Brizin, nope. I wasn't that needy, or sleazy. Nor lucky. Now you ask of Vera, we can talk. I even had a chance with Queen Esmeralde, that's her mother by the way. Even at eighteen, Nora was still a kid at heart. Biting her nails. Sucking her thumb when anxious. She had freckles back then."
He continued as Elanor kept staring into his eyes, and his lips. She couldn't take it. Vera, and even mom. Why not her? She didn't realize that her right thumb had slipped into her mouth, unbeknownst. She felt comforted at the little things he remembered about her.
"I taught Vera for a little over two years. Now coming to the story, I wouldn't forget this, it was Nora's eighteenth birthday. She was bubbling up with joy when she rushed into the room. I was to have a session with Vera, but Nora informed me she's busy on the costumes for the night's party. She looked like she had just bathed. She had this.. hmmm.. scent. And believe me it was no daffodils. It's the scent of a full woman. Both intoxicating and exhilarating. Volgen knows. And her hair was still wet, it felt good, the drips that drizzled on to my face as she carelessly flung her head around, almost dancing in joy."
As Davieth gazed down, he couldn't help but laugh. "Look at this harlot, adapting to the character. Do you see that, how she's sucking on her thumb? Like she's Princess Nora..."
Elanor felt her cheeks ripen in shame as she realized what she was doing. A moan escaped her as he pinched her nipple in punishment. He leaned in, and his nose dug into her neck. She felt tickled by his stubble, as her lips curved in intimate pleasure. He wafted in her scent deep and spoke to all.
"Hmm.. I must admit, you do smell like her. But dear imposter, she dances nothing like you. Even a blind could sense, your moves are for the hunger of the men. Not their hearts, but their loins. You try to project sensuality, but you ooze of smuttiness instead. Now that's no Nora of mine."
"Nora danced to the heart and soul. And the best part, she danced to her heart and soul's content. It was no performance, it was just life. Brimming and blooming life. At its fullest." It sounded like he didn't appreciate her presence, but then Elanor felt an unmistakable graze against her clitoral bud. It was his right hand, now under her half-apron. And she felt his pelvis come alive, parting her ass cheeks with a budding erection.
"Now. Where were we.. Yes, Nora. Finally eighteenth! She seemed elated to find me there. Invited me to the party even. I politely declined. She asked for her present, and I had none. So I said, how about I play her a song. She may dance, and I wouldn't stop till she's exhausted. Now that, she loved."
'I did, I really did.' Elanor whispered as her left hand guided his hand to her other breast and the right palm caressed the back of his head. She felt his fingers now plucking at her pubic hair, like picking the strings of a violin. It stung slightly, yet she enjoyed the sensation.
"Magic fingers, right? So I played, and she danced. Her favorite steps from the number she practiced for her birthday party. A lot of pumping and jumping and side stepping. And spinning. Lots of spinning, like a ballerina on mead. She'd fall at times, say that's part of it, and dance again. And I played especially the tunes that she couldn't resist but spin. Now, I could have played it such that she simply continued to jump and pump."
He took a breath and continued.
"You must realize. An eighteen-year-old pair of breasts ripe and ready to pluck. Soaked in sweat and clinging against the transparent fabric of a single layer gown isn't something you can resist." Elanor enjoyed the pain as his fingers sunk into her bosoms, those magic fingers at last. "But I chose to play it, so she did what she loved the most. Spin and spin. And stop to spin the other way. Why?"
'Why?' asked Elanor, even though she knew why. They all did.
"Because it made the hem of her dress fan out. And displayed in glimpses, in all its glory, her fresh bouncy ass, without a string..!"
Enjoying the glow in their eyes, Davieth confirmed.
"That's right! Out of her bath, wearing the first thing she found. And no underclothing."
Elanor felt him grip her right thigh, and place it so her leg hanged over the armrest, her thighs wide apart. His fingers crept back under the apron soon.
"And of course, as she spun she showed, with a gleeful face, her bare pussy. All sweaty and dripping, hiding beneath her small yet combed bush. She was nowhere near hairy as Vera, or even you Volgen. But it was there. And sorry Grifin, it was auburn. I saw it with my own eyes."



Magic fingers had earned its name now, as Elanor felt parts of her rationale getting lost in the pleasure. He wasn't even fingering yet, barely scratching and toying with the lips. Yet the pleasure simply kept building. She truly hadn't realized it at the time, of her little wardrobe malfunction. But she knew very well of the one naughty thing she had ever done, before meeting her husband. It had happened right on her eighteenth birthday, and right after she had danced for her master. Her best memory of the night.
"The thing is, that's not even the best part of the story. The princesses were notorious for not wearing under clothes. All the staff knew, and you can't help unsee the silhouettes as they bask in the sun against the large windows in those translucent fabrics. You could make out even the folds of the cleft. Nora seemed unaware, but Vera knew and seemed to enjoy the power play. Got a kick out of it. It's not like anyone dared to complain, to King Ribert of all. This is why I almost agreed with most of what Grifin said. That did strike me as something she'd do. The exhibitionism may be accidental, but the lack of underclothing. That's classic Nora."
She seemed to like that observation, as her pussy lips puckered in, in pleasure. Davieth felt the suction on his finger now inside her pussy. He smiled down at her, and pinched her nipples. Her right grip dug into his neck, as if in a tight embrace.
Rudin couldn't help but blurt out, he was already pretty drunk and sounded annoyed.
"I don't believe this! A lifetime of cleaning drainage and repairing toilets, and the best I got was walking in on a seventy-year-old Baroness bathing, and her kicking and screaming, chasing me around the property naked. It's not even funny, I got fined! And then there's Mr. Pianist. Who waltzes in with his magic fingers, scores with the princess and her sister? And our Queen, who ends up flashing him even?! On her eighteenth birthday!! This is unfair." He mocked anger and slammed the cocktail table. Drinks spilled over to everyone's dismay.
"Now look at what you did." Davieth said.
"Queenie, get up. Enough cuddling, go clean that up. And afterwards share some sugar to the poor man. He had an unfair life. Go."
She didn't want to, but she stood up, saying, "Yes, sir."
Elanor couldn't digest the fact that she had unknowingly teased him all those years ago. At least she could tease him now, fully aware. She stood right before him, stepped her legs to the side wide enough it covered the width of his lounge chair, picked up the cleaning cloth, and bend over at her hips. Davieth's eyes bulged, as her ass protruded like two ripe melons, and her puffy pussy appeared right in between them, still glistening from all his efforts.
All of them gasped in surprise at her unexpected provocative behavior, Volgen's eyes widening as she said, "Oh, I love this one."
Elanor put the glasses to one side and started wiping the table dry. Her both breasts now out of the corset, and hanging low. Davieth had the best view of all. Her two meaty anal buns waiting to be slapped, followed by her wet pussy lips, and right after it her two glorious fun bags hanging out and jiggling as her body shook. They could only stay put and enjoy the show.
Soon Elanor felt two hands on both her cheeks. She felt Rudin grinning back at Brizin across them, as their hands gripped her rear. But instead of slapping or kneading, in a coordinated move, they both pulled each cheek to their side, parting the ass cheeks in essence. Davieth now had the best view, period. Now her puckering asshole made an appearance for the first time that night, and it kept winking at her first crush.
Elanor was no fan of anal explorations.
So she stood up fast, finishing the cleaning. She shoved both her boobs back into the corset, and adjusted it properly. She gave Rudin an artificial smile and sat on his lap as instructed. She felt high from his mere breath, as the drunk man leaned in for his kiss. She wasn't enthusiastic and just sat there with her lips parted. This disinterest never bothered the sewer cleaner as his tongue dove into her open mouth, his hands hugging her, forcing her face into his, his tongue down her throat. As this went on, Davieth proceeded with his story.
"Now the best part of the story is, she collapsed onto the ground breathless and laughing, feeling all her senses charged up. I could still see with my eyes closed, the hem of her dress spread open obscenely, showing her milky white thighs as she rolled around on the carpet like a dog. Then she stood up, hugged and thanked me for the gift. And now she wanted to play, the piano, of all things."
"Was it tolerable?" Volgen asked, sensing her friend's smile.
"Horrible!" Davieth laughed as Elanor frowned through the kiss. Soon she couldn't help herself and kissed back. Now she simply made out with the drunk publicly, with her gaze still fixed at her master's eyes. "In fairness, this one was no musician. She was a dancer. And as she played, she just couldn't help but move."
"Let me guess. You got the next nice show, her feet stepping and ass bouncing as she played?" Grifin chimed in.
"Even better Griffin. When she played, she sat on my lap."
"Ooh..!" the whole room gasped, and Elanor hid herself in Rudin's chest in shame.
This she knew, this was all her doing.
"No, she sat on my right thigh, and played." Davieth caressed his own thigh, reminiscing.
"And the way she sat drove me nuts. Her dress was barely knee-length to begin with. As she sat down, the wind had spread the hem apart. And she kept her legs at a wide stance, and kept her spine curved such that her ass stayed unusually protruded. And she simply lowered herself. I felt it on my skin, her bare lips kissing my right thigh. It was beautiful."
Elanor crumbled at the words in shame, as Rudin blurted, "Lips..?"
"Her pussy lips, Rudie.." Davieth clarified. Elanor took the mead glass and moved it to Rudin's mouth, and he sipped from her hand.
"Imagine a fresh eighteen-year-old pussy lips, ripe and juicy. Kissing your thighs, from a girl acting so innocent and playful. And she didn't just kiss. Like a true dancer, her feet kept tapping. And that young pussy grinding against the silk of my pants. Must have loved the sensation, because she went on for a while. It felt almost naughty to place my palm on her left thigh as my right hand grabbed her hips. Her love handles hadn't yet developed. That young, you see. Not wanting to push my luck, I stopped there. You can't tell with these princesses, when they might turn bratty. Anyway she couldn't keep up, either got breathless, or probably stimulated herself to an orgasm. I had a visible patch on my pants, but it could either be sweat or pussy juice. Either way, she collapsed back on to my chest, and laid there for a minute, collecting her breath. Then she stood up, gave a hug. And left."
"You idiot, that was no sweat. She obviously came." Volgen couldn't contain herself. "You could've had Elanor's pussy. Queen Chaste's virginity, and you didn't?! Please tell me you gave it a sincere try. A kiss and cuddle at least."
'He didn't.' Elanor said in her mind, her face looking like a girl who lost her toy bear. She kept feeding drinks to Rubin.
"I couldn't. Four years ago, remember? The war." Davieth pointed to the scar on his face. "Wolkenshire was running short on men, due to campaigns at both north and east. So we were all called in to serve. Next I saw her, she was already the Queen."
Elanor felt the pang, as she hugged on to Rudin's chest, still sucking her thumb.
Rudin leaned in and said, "You should have at least kissed her man. You got that close. When will the likes of us ever get that close to kissing a Queen?"
Wilsom tapped his shoulder, "Hey Rudie. Pass the girl, will you?"
"Take her! She's too heavy for my liking anyways." Elanor shot a look of anger at the drunk retiree. As she got up, he said.
"Can you believe this girl? She's making me drink, and sitting on my bladder. And she's heavy!. So now I've to go pee."
As Elanor stood there stunned, with the rest laughing at his drunken antics, Wilsom leaned forward. With his extended hand slid past the apron, he gripped her thick bush, catching her by surprise, and pulled. Instead of his lap, he made her sit on the edge of the wooden table. His other hand went for her back neck and hair, and pushed her head forward, stopping an inch or two from his lips.
They stayed there for a while as the rest sipped on wine and chatted. Letting tension built up between the both. He could see the lust boil in her eyes, and she felt his passion rise by the grip in her pubes tightening. When both felt at the brink, together they united their lips. That kiss was of pure lust, just two loins acting out orally.
"I'm going to go pee before I burst here." Rudin stumbled and stood up finally, by his fifth attempt.
"Keep it in, Rudie. You can't go down now. The toilet's at the ground floor." Grifin mocked.
"Oh, I got to man. Or else I'll pee all over this carpet."
Davieth intervened, "Look Rudie, you are in no condition to take stairs. Do one thing, go on to the balcony, and pee outwards."
"Brother, I can't walk in a straight line. You want me to fall over and die?"
"You won't. Just hold on to the railings. You'll be fine."
"I'll fall brother."
"She can help." Wilsom broke off the kiss and said, looking straight into her eyes. His grin grew as he saw something in her squirm. Elanor didn't know what to make of it.
She didn't want to say no, for something this puerile, and fail the whole task.
Davieth joined in, "Yes, you should help. You kept pouring him drinks. You made him drink and drink."
"And sat on my bladder, with that fat ass!" Rudin said, then corrected himself. "What am I saying? Why would I want to do that to this poor creature? She's just trying to make a living, after all."
Wilsom said, "Rudie nope. For one, she'd been paid handsomely to do much worse. And two, she's the Queen, she must serve her subjects!" Saying this he yanks the face veil off Elanor.
She jumps right up, frozen in disgrace. 'God, is this to be the scandal that ends my Kingdom?' She steps back slowly towards Davieth, and stops as he feels his hand on the small of her back. Both Rudin and Wilsom looks at her eyes wide open. They couldn't believe what they saw. Volgen also looked jaw dropped, but Brizin and Grifin were busy arguing with each other to notice any of this.
As her veil dropped from Wilsom's fingers, Rudin broke the silence finally, "God, this must be some extraordinary mead. Look at that. Her visage looks exactly like Queen Chaste!"
Wilsom adds, "More like her younger plumpier sister man. Look at those curves jiggle! I'd have been fooled myself, if not for those dense blonde forest down there". Elanor adjusts her apron as she heard him slurp in his mouth water.
"And her scent is all wrong, Queen Elanor usually prefers jasmine. I don't know what this girl chose today?" Added the royal perfumer Volgen, the old lesbian.
"Oh, that smell I know. Simply sweat and pussy juices.!" Davieth says, as Elanor felt his finger slip into her pussy from behind, and a moan escaping her throat.
He reassures her in a lower tone, "Don't worry, your Lady Agrafena had it all covered. You think she'll take us on our word? She made sure we were well drunk before you came in even. And I'm pretty sure it's laced with some psychedelics. No way any of us can recall the specifics of tonight. Hell, I don't even half I said a minute ago. This night, she designed it to stay in the moment, and no further. Like I said, that girl has got a bright future."
Elanor made a mental note to increase the salary of Bellatrix by twenty percent. She had proven her worth again. And they all looked too drunk yet functional for the moment. Davieth gave her ass a jolting pinch, and she jumped up on her feet, rubbing her cheek like an annoyed little girl.
"Be a good girl, Nora. Go on, and help Lord Rudin here relieve himself."
Volgen looks at her butt, saying, "Oh, that's going to leave a mark. And sting, for a few days at least."
Elanor remembered how she'd seen him do the same to her sister Vera whenever she messed up a tune. And it always looked painful. But Vera never complained, uncharacteristically, and seemed to look forward to it. Davieth had mellowed a lot as time went on, but the Queen had always wanted to receive one of his infamous pinches. She felt strangely fulfilled.
Yet she felt cornered. Even Volgen stayed silent on this. Elanor gripped Rudin to give support, and guided him to the balcony door. She felt his hand dig into her ass, but she doubt it'd provide any support at all. Upon opening the door, they felt the cold breeze strike them, her nipples getting chilled in an instant. Rudin seemed unfazed. Considering the amount he drank, it'd be a miracle if he felt anything at all. Elanor guided him towards the edge of the small balcony, and suddenly he tilted forward and grabbed on to the railing.
"Sorry Queen, I should have mentioned earlier. I don't like heights. I can't release my grip now. So please do it quickly before I piss my pants." Elanor looked at him confused, what exactly did he expect her to do.
"My Queen, I shoveled shit for the better part of my life for this Kingdom, so helping me relieve myself is the least thing you could do. You promised you'd serve us well."
He kept on blurting things out, and Elanor realized this wasn't helping. She needed to steel herself and get this over with quickly. Her nipples were getting painfully chill by the minute. Determined, the Queen sat down on her haunches and proceeded to untie his pants.
'It's simple,' she told herself.
They were right at the edge. So just use a finger to point his penis outwards, and let him pee. Once he's done, tie the pants back up, and get back in the hall. Stop thinking, and just do.
As his pants fell into a pile, Elanor was in for a surprise. A surprise she didn't know whether to laugh or cry at. His balls were puff, hairy and full, but his penis was the smallest she had seen. Don't torment the little guy. It's cold, he's drunk, and it isn't even hard. Everyone has is small, when soft. But that wasn't the problem. With it shrunk into a mere nub, Elanor didn't have enough length to point it to any direction specifically.
Taking a deep breath, the Queen told Rudin to go ahead. And he starts off with a grin,
It starts flowing in a strong stream, making his penis jerk and slip out of Elanor's grip. She feels disgusted as the piss leaks on to her fingers, and the splatter hitting the ground fell on her shin. Quickly, she grabs it by the balls and directs it forward. That did better, and she felt much at ease. Now all she had to do was wait for him to finish.
It was a strong stream, and she felt its flow increase in a moment. Sure, she thought. It's not like he just had a glass or two. If it's fated that she is to help a drunk pee in peace, so be it. No need to dwell in it further. She felt the power of the predicament slowly return to her. At last, something is under control. To add to this, she had a strange feeling, as if she was being watched. The Queen looked over towards the stained-glass window. 'No way they could see us from there..' She let out a sigh in relief, her mouth parted and eyes closed. Unfortunately, she had much more in store from fate.
Elanor woke up startled as she felt a salty tang at the tip of her tongue. It took a moment, but she realized what happened. Because it happened again.
A sudden gust of wind came in from their left, and blew the urine stream off its path. A chunk of it got splashed on to her face directly. She could taste the old drunk's pee drip out of her lips, as she felt the next gust come in. She ducked, but all too late, as part of the stream got sprayed on her again. The front of her corset now stuck to her body, looking slightly yellow, drenched in piss. Realizing what just happened, she immediately spat out the piss that remained in her mouth.
"God, this is so degrading!" she whispered under the breath.
"What was that?" Asked Rudin, his voice suddenly much clearer.
Elanor kept quiet, remembering she wasn't permitted to talk. Also there was a sudden shift in his voice, now that it was just them isolated, at the end of a cliff for all purposes. It was unnerving. His piss halted after two more rapid streams.
"Did you say something, dear?" He asked again, as he knelt down.
"No sir." Elanor said, without meeting his gaze. With her hand gently holding his penis, she recognized the sudden shift in his demeanor. It was almost as if her benign remark had hurt him deeply. Like the high from all that mead got knocked out of him with a single slap.
Rudin's voice was bordering a growl as he said.
"Because I had this feeling, you saying something about degrading. Huh?" Elanor now felt the breeze against her butt cheeks, and an unknown fear crept up her spine.
"no sir..." She said in a faint voice. Now they both sat on their haunches facing each other, with her enveloped within his both arms gripping the railings. Elanor sat stupefied, with her back against the railings, and Rudin blocking her way to the door.
Disgrace, anger, sadness, hatred.
She saw a multitude of emotion flash in his eyes. He saw only fear in hers.
But he knew it wasn't for the man he was, but the animal that growled from within him. His right hand left the railing and now rested on her shoulder. Elanor had begun to visibly tremble, not just from the cold, but pure trepidation. He asked.
"Do like playing the Queen, don't you? Painting your hair dark, wearing her colors, you dumb blonde bitch?" His hand suddenly grabbed her by the throat, as Elanor's eyes bulged.
As he leaned in to her, he said.
"Well Queenie, you find a drop of piss degrading.? Imagine my lifetime, cleaning and shoveling the urine and refuse of the likes of yours. Against the mock and taunt and disgust of fellow working men. Huh? You know how I do it?" His grip tightened enough that Elanor could barely breathe. His chin an inch away from her trembling lips, the warm mead breath hitting her.
His face drooling like a rabid dog.
As he suddenly leaned into kiss, the Queen shut her eyes in revulsion.
Sewer cleaners were considered the lowest of the low in the hierarchy. And now, the Queen herself, was at the mercy of one.?!
But she never felt him kiss. Opening her eyes, she saw his pupils glowing at the sight of her squirm. Locking gaze with her, he slowly leaned in, his slimy long tongue licking along her face from the chin, along her left cheek and up. Licking up the warm piss of his, that still remained on her face. Cleaning it off her, essentially. Elanor didn't know whether to be disgusted or thankful.
His grip tightened, and he repeated sneering, "You know how I do the degrading? You develop a taste for it!"
Elanor stayed silent. By now she had realized, if you try to reason with a drunk, you'll only make it worse. But also he fascinated her at levels.
"Then again, tell me Queen. Was it the taste that disgusted you? Or was it the blatant pissing itself?"
She said, "No sir."
"No what? Not the pissing. Or that you don't know.?"
"I don't know sir."
That was her genuine thought.
"Well Majesty, let me be of aid." He stood back up, pulled her up by the throat, and pushed her against the railing. Elanor felt the stone railing shake a bit, 'How strong was this railing really?' She wondered.
She didn't know what he was up to, but figured her best course was to simply obey and get this over with quickly. Rudin said, "I loved how flexible your limbs were while dancing. Hold your arms behind you, like your arms are folded, only from behind."



Elanor realized suddenly that Rudin's penis was now semi erect, in all its three inches. She complied with his order, as she glanced it quickly. It felt unnatural and uncomfortable, and imbalanced, but she could manage it.
"Now hold it there, and do not release your hands under any circumstance."
Saying which, he pushed her by the hips, her naked ass sliding across the stone railing handle. It came to a halt as her calves hit the edge, locking her in place. She felt the mortal panic grip her core, as she sat on the edge at this lowest subject's mercy, the dark depths of the bottom of the cliff beneath her.
Her ass cheeks hung freely, and she had never felt a breeze more cold. 'Was he trying to kill me?'
"Afraid yet Queen?"
Some strange high shined in his eyes, as Rudin spoke," I must have seen your piss a hundred times. Haven't seen you piss, though. And if I'm to, I'd rather see you piss in fear."
Elanor realized her feet were no longer touching the ground. And the sudden fear of death made her whole body freeze in place, with her arms locked in that weird fold behind her. She wanted to disobey, release her hands and hold on to the railings. But her grip simply wouldn't release, the hands simply won't move an inch. And to top it all, his penis looked rock hard now, veins ready to pop. What kind of situation makes a man find such perversion arousing, she wondered. Her thoughts vanished as his grip tightened on her throat, shifting all fingers except his thumb to the back of her neck. It kept her safe yet suffocating.
He told. "Don't worry, I know you haven't had much to drink. But believe me, you have no clue how much your bladder keeps in reserve. And this, cold, is a good motivator. Fright is a good motivator. So my Queen. Tell you what, I'm not going to let you down till I smell your piss against this wind. And I want then soaked, the rocks below."
What happened next baffled her.
She didn't have to contemplate, or debate, or even put up a fight. Her body simply obeyed, like it's the most natural thing to do. Like it's been taught to her from a young age on the 'princess etiquette', that when on a cliff one must piss. It flowed out in a single unbroken stream with no effort, like how blood did in veins. She didn't know if it fell straight down, or the wind took it away and showered upon the nearby village. It flowed and flowed, like it had no intention of stopping.
Locking eyes with her in his grin, Rudin asked.
"How does it feel to piss out so much, yet not hear a drop hit the ground?"
It did feel weird, Elanor realized. She felt his thumb release the pressure on her neck, him pulling her face closer and leaning in his face. The old man's wrinkled face and bad breath did nothing to ease the situation. Yet their lips embraced the other in a passion that caught her off guard.
She could have said no, but she couldn't. Not when she's urinating at his mercy. But it had surpassed the fear and submissiveness. Elanor didn't care any longer if their balance slipped, or the railing fell. She was thankful, that he helped her release, against her ignorance. Never again will she pee the same. She could never pee indoors ever. This has become her nature. Outside and uncovered. When nature calls, listen she shall. But she needed to return the favor. To help him release too. She felt so powerless.
The Great Queen of Wolkenshire! She would do anything to ease his pain. If only she knew.
And then she felt it, as their lips entwined. A stream of hot, thick fluid splashed against her stomach, drops of it reaching her breasts. It felt almost like being whipped with a hose, only painless. Then a second stream hit a bit lower. He had come, she realized, and cum again.
Elanor couldn't be more overjoyed, she was praying for a solution without realizing she was the solution. She just helped him release. Without even touching him, and he still stood erect at his full four inches. All this time, this was the most carnal she felt, and satiated. And she hadn't even cum. She was still piddling. As she felt it dry up, the last of it dripping, she moved like a snake with arms closed, and leaned into the kiss with more fervor. His semen kept on leaking down along her shin, coating her left foot.
Then she felt it, they both did. As if the whole ground shake, like an earthquake. On instinct, she released her hand and hugged on to Rudin, and he did the same. Her legs wrapping around his pelvis in fear, and pulling herself towards him. As they closed the distance in a swoop, she felt his now shrinking yet moist member nuzzle against her pussy lips. The closest she had ever had a penis to her nether.
Had it been someone bigger, or even fully erect?
Fate would have had her lose her chastity then and there.
She hugged on to him with eyes closed, as he looked around to see what just happened. Apparently the Private Hall was under renovation, and for good reason. Their fierce convulsions had just broken a part of the stone slab that made the railing. Now it seemed like the railing was barely hanging on to the edge of the balcony. Rudin carefully carried the Queen away from the edge, his hands digging into her cheeks.
The high of the moment slowly drained from her body, and Elanor was brought back to reality when she felt his crafty finger toying with her asshole. 'Um, No!'
She released her grip and got down on her feet. For a moment, she feared him losing the high and realizing who she actually was. But one look at his eyes was enough to calm all her worries. His pupils still failed to focus with any stability. It'd take him at least two days, with medication, to get down from that high, considering the amount he had gulped down. Helping him put his pants back on, she realized the crafty dick had managed to remove her half-apron, and throw it inside the hall. She felt pity at the sight of her body. Her breath stunk of piss, she had cum drops splashed and dried over her torso, fresh cum pooled intact in her belly button, and the rest of it soaked into her dense, now blonde pubes.
She helped Rudin walk back into the room, taking her discarded apron on the way. She realized, even though it seemed forever, they hadn't been gone longer than six minutes. Elanor saw from the corner of her eyes, Volgen looking at her naked rear. She led Rudin to the other end, and laid him on a recliner next to the fire place. Considering the cold outside, he needed it. And so did she. He was out. She went back to the dressing room, quickly wiped herself clean, arranged new beverage bottles on to the tray and walked out to her original position.
Except for Davieth and Wilsom, they all were too drunk. And Volgen took her alcohol surprisingly well, so she seemed the most level-headed. She went around the table serving each as usual, but when she reached Volgen she was stopped. Volgen looked at her intently, and Elanor didn't know how to respond.
Finally, the perfumer broke the silence. "You did a good thing, you should know that."
To her confused eyes, Volgen continued. "Rudin had a tough life. Both professional and familial. His wife slept around all the time, and if that wasn't enough, never ever bothered to satisfy him once. He was a dear friend, but he never asked me for help. He was good that way. What you did for him today, I don't know how you did, but he looked happy in a long time."
"Could you guys see us?" With a blushed face, Elanor looked out the window.
"No dear. But by the end, he was pretty loud!" She chuckled.
Elanor felt embarrassed that the whole room heard their little escapade, but even more ashamed that it never registered to her how loud they both got.
"Here, keep this. For a friend, from me." Volgen took a thick imperial gold coin from her pocket and extended it to her. "A little incentive, for you to visit him from time to time."
Elanor appreciated the gesture, and her sentiments towards a dear friend. But did Volgen just officiate her to being a whore.?! Elanor didn't take it, acting her hands were full, with the tray in her hand. And she'd regret it immediately.
Seeing her hesitance, Volgen leans forward and puts the coin into her half-apron front pocket. She stopped dropping it, as soon as she realized the pocket had no bottom. A wicked grin appeared on Volgen's face as she continued with her hand. Elanor's confusions were cleared as she felt the chilling cold of the thick coin slid past her nether lips. She suppressed a low moan as the devout lesbian pushed it deep within her vaginal pouch with a skillful single digit. As her finger twirled its way out, their eyes met again and she said.
"There will be more. The night's still young. If you manage to not drop it, it'll all be yours. Now drop that tray, pick that fruit basket, and come join me" Volgen ordered with passion, patting on her inner thigh.
Elanor, aware of the watching eyes, aware of the next show expected of her, slowly picks up the fruit basket and lowers to Volgen's right thigh. Volgen had a peculiar physique, she had the most feminine features, only in a wider frame. Elanor would look like a damsel in distress, in front of Volgen's built. Provided the warrior was less muscular and more luscious fat. She had a presence about her that made her look extremely feminine against say Davieth, but a tough dominatrix against the normal princess.
As she snuggled into Volgen's lap, Elanor felt a little giddy. Was she really going to have some fun with another woman? She felt butterflies in her stomach. Since even if they had sex, her chastity will technically stay secure. The Queen almost felt like she is cheating on an exam. And worse, she liked this cheating. Elanor had no confusions in her mind. It's not like she fancied women, or had ever been aroused by femininity. Even the stares of Adriana made her skin crawl, usually. But this felt different. It's the chance of unrestricted exploration, without fear of risking her chastity. And she was well aware of the limits. After all, what all can Volgen make her do?
"You see Queenie.." Volgen said, almost as if reading her thoughts, "You just wait and see.."
They spent a few minutes snuggling up to each other's warmth, with Elanor laying back on her, the head resting on Volgen's left bosom like a pillow. Her gaze looking up to the right on a smiling Volgen, arms stretched back. Holding and caressing the perfumer's hair, with a gentle peck or two at times, the Queen tested waters for the first time. As they were lost in this little pocket of heaven, Wilsom leans in and requests the Queen out of nowhere.
"My Queen.. As you know, I'm the head stylist of the royal salon, and this is my last day of practice."
Elanor nodded, still wondering how he managed to stay calm and functioning after so many glasses.
"I've been working at the service of the Wolkenshire royalty for about forty-five years. During your performance earlier, we couldn't help but notice that your royal bush looked much unkempt and disheveled. With your permission, I'd like to tend it to the satisfaction of royal specifications. My final job."
That could not be that bad. She could use some pampering salon treatment after all that business out there in the balcony. And Elanor agreed with a smile, "Yes sir."
Wilsom suddenly pulled out a bucket of clean water, a towel, and his toolkit from underneath the cocktail table. Elanor had no idea those items were there all this time. Volgen told her she should sit properly, so the hairdresser will have easy access to do his job. All this seemed a bit fishy, rehearsed and planned to the Queen.
She figured they might have discussed while she was busy at the balcony, on how to proceed with the night. It was all okay for her, apart from a weird feeling she got about Wilsom's gaze. From the way he stared at her as they kissed, and yanked away her only face veil, it seemed like at least he had ulterior motives. He washed her pubic hair with water and combed it. As it began lathering up, without before using any soap, he said.
"Wow! A foamy pubic garden. That's a sign of vigor and fecundity!"
Elanor smiled and bowed her head, taking in the compliment, even though it wasn't clear to her. Volgen leaned down and whispered to her, "He meant, you just confirmed his suspicion that you are a willing and desperate slave of desires. No decent women's bush will lather up so much, as it only occurs from properly washing away weeks of dried cum."
Elanor's skin almost turned anemic, as all her blood rushed to her cheeks in shame. With a single action, he just decoded things she had kept secret for weeks. Elanor was glad that she had cancelled his appointment last week as Queen. It'd have been much worse for him to realize the same on his ruling monarch. As she felt the cold of his razor against her skin, a shiver ran up her spine, and she realized this was beyond her control now.
Volgen shifted her attention to Brizin and Grifin.
"Hey, what are you two still bickering about, when here's a horny girl waiting to please you."
Brizin said, "With all due respect, Volgen, sex is fun with actual penetration, okay..?! If this one was such a prude, Bellatrix could have at least provided two more willing whores. Couldn't she?"
'Calling his superior by the first name? Well Brizin had clearly drunk senseless', Elanor thought.
Grifin interjected, "We are back to the age-old question? Is the Queen a Blonde or a Brunette."
"She's auburn!! Look.." Volgen shouted playfully as she released Elanor's hair bun, her luscious hair flowing and falling freely on to her face and neck. She took some in her fist, wafted in the scent, and whispered to the coy Queen. "Now, that smells like heaven, Princess."
As Elanor looked at her quizzically, she continued, "Look at how you are acting. You aren't acting like a Queen. You are acting like a horny teen practicing kissing with her girlfriend under bed covers. You are acting like, as my friend Dave said earlier, the slutty little Nora of sweet sixteen. So I'll call you Princess, capeesh?"
Elanor looked straight to see her master, still sipping from his cup, his gaze fixed on her now exposed bosom. She felt genuinely shy. Not disgraced or humiliated, but an innocent shyness.
"No, this is serious." Grifin went on, "This is about a young man's good name. He swears he saw her to be a darker blonde. Brizin admits he heard other people say it was a light brunette. Volgen, you said you heard the version, where it was a golden yellow."
"Yeah, but I believe Wilsom, he had seen the real thing, so.." Volgen seemed over with the topic.
Wilsom said, "Yes, but I've never seen her nether trails. But to say she actually walked in public with no underclothing! You believe that?"
"I do!" said Davieth, looking right at the lust growing in Elanor's eyes.
"My Nora would have. She wouldn't just go out in public and stand in ceremony. I believe she would have spread her thighs and held the cloth apart like Grifin said earlier. And I don't think her hair would gray, or turn blonde at such a young age. Nora had a healthy hair.." Davieth seemed passionate. "Those strands were the stuff of dreams.."
'We are still discussing this?' Elanor felt like crawling up into a ball. But she couldn't risk moving her hips. An artist was at work there. Apparently at his final masterpiece. Secretly, Elanor couldn't wait to see how Wilsom styles her garden. She'd have never dared to do so as Queen, but this, this is a blessing in disguise. She felt all giddy, and tried hard to not squirm as Volgen toyed with her nipples.
"I agree." Wilsom said, making his final touches. He had used a cooling balm before starting. So Elanor had no idea what his designs were. All she felt was the nice cooling sensation, that sometimes dripped along her pussy folds and down.
The debate was completely out of hand now, Grifin and Brizin, arguing loudly against Davieth and Volgen. Each standing their ground, while Wilsom smiled, lost in his own little bubble. He made the finishing touches and wiped his creation clean. He leaned close to smell and rubbed the tip of his nose against the skin to check the quality of the shave and trim. Elanor felt funny, like being nuzzled by a pet. She wanted to look down, but Volgen kept her head up, giving small wet kisses.
"Guys, guys.." Wilsom shouted, quieting everyone for a moment. "You are fighting, like this is something we don't agree upon. But in truth, we all agree on this. To march under our Queen. Take a look and tell me I'm wrong."
All of them bunched up around her pussy to watch Wilsom's latest. She could hear audible gasps, cheers and sighs of amazement, some even patting his shoulders. It felt way too naughty to have a bunch of old men stare at her like it was some great piece of art, and Elanor felt her nether folds wetting itself.
"Is it done..?" Volgen enquired blinding Elanor with her palm.
"Just a moment" That was Davieth, her master. What would be his input, Elanor wondered.
She heard him ask, "Do you have that Auburn dye you mentioned."
Wilsom handed him the dye, and a moment later she felt something press against her skin. It felt someone poked above her pussy with a coin or thumb or something. It felt cold and funny. She almost giggled, as Wilson leaned in and blew over the finishing touch.
In a moment she heard, "Queen Elanor, this is my designer garden for you, carefully tailored to ensure its durability, to the satisfaction of royal specifications. You may please look, and speak your mind."
She heard Davieth confirm, "It's okay Nora, you may answer questions freely."
They seemed keen to hear her thoughts, and she couldn't wait, as Volgen removed her hand. Wilsom held a mirror against her pussy, so it can be viewed at a better angle. He seemed anxious to hear her review. Elanor scanned the eager eyes, and finally focused in the center of the mirror.
She felt deeply conflicted to her core, and baffled at her own dilemma. This was the design that had intrigued her for a long while, but she hadn't tried, for good reason. And now that it was done on her, Elanor felt indecisive. She loved the idea, the smoothness, the finish, how truly natural yet unnatural it looked at the same time. But she never wanted it on her, for it was the antithesis of her. She desperately wanted her auburn garden back.
As unfanciful it seemed at times... At least it was full.
What she saw now was neither blonde nor golden nor brunette.
It was a plain clean shave..!
Her nether looked like a newborn, with every blemish of it covered before, plain and visible. It looked extremely smooth. She felt silky as Wilsom slid his index finger across, with no sign of stubble even. And what made here squirm the most was right above her clitoris was a mark, like a stamp. It was the same symbol she used on every decree, the same symbol on the chest pins of each royal staff, a simplified image of the Great crown of Wolkenshire. Her pussy was, in effect, sealed the property of the Kingdom.
And by extension, symbolically, of its subjects.
"This is.. You can't.." She didn't know how to make them understand the grave seriousness of their drunken antics. Her royal dense pussy garden is a symbol of the kingdom's fecundity. She's required to grow and tend it with the greatest care, by the same decree that pronounced her the new Monarch of the kingdom. If word gets out, they'd end up in prison or worse. She had to keep it a secret, for however long it took. "Oh no, I mean thank you..But I am required to keep it raw.. I should have mentioned."
'Look at this harlot..! Still keeping in character, like she's Her Highness herself.' Wilsom couldn't help but chuckle. He stated mockingly, "But Queen, don't you see. The Kingdom was about to split in the name of your pubis. It is the Queen's duty to sacrifice for the sake of the citizenry. That is the royal specification. By this, you have essentially averted civil war."



"Oh my hero.. my hero.." Elanor grabbed him by the collar and smooched in a desperate attempt to shut him up, as she thought of any way out. Had she spoken anymore, she might have lost it, and slapped him right across. Wilsom was on high heavens, this wasn't her lust giving in. To him, this was her soul appreciating his genius and craftsmanship. He couldn't be more fulfilled.
Elanor asked, "Tell me, will it be harder to maintain so smooth. How long before it grows back? Two weeks, a month?"
Wilsom replied elated, "My Queen, you may never worry about it. This is a great new concoction from the Sixth Kingdom I used, from the famed Professor Zickvich himself. It's said to have permanent effects. I believe he's working on a re-growth serum as well, but its unreliable so far. Always reverts to baldness."
"Oh, that's great! Thank you, thank you..." Elanor smiled wide outwardly, but shrunk in and snuggled up to Volgen for comfort. She didn't know how to go about it. Volgen understood the girl was just playing along, as the rest rejoiced and drank in the background. She realized that unless she cheered this girl up somehow, their final night could only go down from now on. And she wasn't going to let that happen.
"It's a shame.. That was a magnificent bush..!" Volgen whispered, taking a small pouch from her dress pocket. She took a small tablet and put it in her mouth, saying.
"I can't help grow that back. But maybe I can help you forget.."
Elanor felt her right-hand grip the right under thigh, and with unexpected force help lift her upwards. Her left palm caressed the Queen's right cheek, guiding her up, and into Volgen's own mouth. Guiding her into one deep passionate long kiss. Her grips felt a lot familiar than she'd have liked. It reminded her of Ishikawa, the surety of her grip, and the magical caress of her fingers. This seemed too perfectly orchestrated to be one's natural talent. Elanor even suspected Volgen might have had a session of two of her own, training with the Clergyman.
Sure those thoughts ran in her mind, but only in a far little corner of it. The rest of it, and her whole being got enveloped in the passion coming from the experienced lover of all sexes. Volgen's tongue moved like a catfish within her mouth, as the women exchanged fluids orally. Elanor felt like something slip into her mouth, and it tasted very weird. 'Did she just drug me?'
As the Queen hesitated, Volgen leaned into the kiss, saying almost unintelligibly between breaths.
"Don't worry, just take it in. It's a happy pill.!"
'Boy, was it happy?!' Elanor felt the drug's effect almost instantly. And it only doubled in the next few minutes, as the passionate smooch ran its course. Volgen looked around, she had no intention of wasting the opportunity of enjoying this young, innocent looking creature to the fullest. But for that she had to clear the field first. Brizin was already out, snoring lightly by now, while Grifin was finding his way to the bottom of his third bottle. That's two down. Davieth seemed still vibrant and awake, though a bit lost in thought. He always had a great capacity for alcohol, Volgen remembered. And Rubin has been out for a while. Which leaves Wilsom. Now where is Wilsom.?
Volgen looked around as Elanor cuddled between her bare breasts, rejoicing in the drug's full effect. 'Where is he?' Volgen looked again, now downwards. And there he was, sitting in the same position as before, leaning his back against the table, his legs spread apart in angles. She smiled down at her old friend, he had been enjoying their show all along.
"What Wilsom? Want a piece??"
"Oh! But we can't, can we? I mean, them's the rules?"
"Them's the rules."
"How about I get to have her tasting mine? That's not intercourse??" The artist was long gone. Wilsom was full on lusting now.
"I think it counts as penetrative, Will.. It's debatable at least. Should we really risk it, the last day?" Volgen adjusted the intoxicated Queen to her left thigh. Her weight had begun to cut into her thigh.
"Oh, come one, Volgen. You can find a loophole.."
"Okay, how about I guide her through her first-ever foot job on you. And once you cream her foot, I'll make her rub you to erection a second time?!" Volgen enquired, as the Queen nodded in agreement. "Just follow my lead, dear. And keep your toes relaxed.. I will guide you. Believe me, I've done it a hundred times."
Saying which, she looked at Davieth again, and saw him smile back knowingly. The same smile he had given her, before sharing some young lass between, a dozen times at least. That's what she liked about him, after all these years even. Davieth was in no hurry. Yet he always got the best deals.
As she gave her very first foot job, the funny thing was, Elanor never felt a thing. At times, she felt Volgen's soft thick fingers slid into her pussy, or knead gently her clitoris even. But most of her body felt the same beautiful bliss from the initial high of the drug. Her mind was up and above, floating freely, as her nipples felt the occasional sting of a pinch. She never even looked down at Wilsom anymore, her head laying way back as if whip lashed, her long neck stretched across the meaty shoulders of the Perfumer. With her torso heaving with each breath, Elanor felt two distinct poking sensation on her back skin. It was Volgen's now erect nipples rubbing against her convulsing torso.
Elanor didn't realize it at the time, but all the while Volgen kept whispering into her ear, what exactly to do with her feet. She sandwiched his erection between her soft feet. Massaged it, pumping it together, then alternating the movement of the feet. She gripped the mushroom head's neck between her left big toe and index finger, keeping it upright, while rubbing along its length with the right foot. Wilson seemed to particularly like it when she gently scratched alongside its length with her blunt toenails. She also spent a substantial amount of time kneading his balls, even scratching his perineum when she finally felt his warm ejaculate splash across her lower right shin, in a few thick ropes.
And as she heard the poor Wilsom give out a low moan of ecstasy, Elanor felt the high reduce a bit, giving her enough agency to understand what was happening around. She felt Volgen's grip on her hips again, repositioning her, as she whispered into her ears.
"How was that pill, Princess? You seemed to enjoy it too well.. Happy now?"
"Hmm.." Elanor struggled to speak, her voice shivering from the antics of Volgen's fingers, from being edged all the while.
Volgen's right hand gripped the Queen's jaw playfully, forcing her to face Davieth right in his eyes, while her thumb toyed with her drooping lower lip.
"You sit on my lap and squirm Princess, even have some fun with Will down there by foot. But all the while, right from the beginning even, you had your eyes on my old boy Davieth there, Ha?! Now, why is that..?"
Elanor never realized that her stares were so obvious. Nor did she expect, with all the booze flowing throughout the night, for any of them to keep a level head, let alone take notice. She didn't know how to answer. Still it was pretty evident to her, the way the pill loosened her up, had Volgen pushed her a bit more, she might have told her the whole truth.
Including her identity..!
Volgen continued. "What, you want a piece of my boy there? You want to feel him coat your throat with his juices?" Elanor turned and looked at the perfumer, her puppy eyes pleading. 'Please, may I?'
"How about this? You go down there and try straddling Will to a second hard-on, like a lap-dance. And while you are at it, just kiss my thighs good.. You know, like a good Princess.
Elanor sat there frozen, clearly hesitant. The thought of kissing another woman would have ended it for Elanor, on a normal day. And here she was asked to kiss Volgen, not just in her mouth, but on her inner thighs. But that's not what stopped her now, however. After all, Elanor was so far gone down a suggestible rabbit hole, she'd have done much more from simply being asked. Slowly, she stood up, and turned to face Volgen. Leaning forwards with her hands at either arm rests, her juicy tits hanging up front, she looked at the Perfumer with her innocent eyes and asked.
"What's a lap dance?"
'Is that how you want to play this?' Volgen smirked within, thinking the girl was still putting on the innocent act, maintaining the character as the Queen. After all, it'd be unreasonable to expect a Queen to know the term lap dance, let alone how to do one. It only fuelled her lust, as corrupting innocent girls was a fantasy that stroke a chord with the famed lover.
Elanor felt Volgen's hands creep around the haunches and cup her both butt cheeks. In a swift pull, the Queen's ass cheeks were separated. A moan escaped her, as the cold of the room hit her exposed anus for the first time. Her eyes widened as the elder woman spoke.
"See this gap dear, this warm cleft between your cheeks. I want you to grip his cock within these, and straddle it with your hips until you feel his erection bulging and pushing your cheeks apart. And.."
Elanor felt deeply aware and exposed now. And a strong burning sensation right at her anal hole, puckering in trepidation. She didn't know at the time, but the Wilsom was wide awake now. His gaze piercing into the sweet spot of an ass right before. He raised his fingers pointing, almost touching her right at the anus, when Volgen suddenly released her grip. The ass cheeks closed back, in a tight resounding slap, and kept jiggling, as her hand went to the Queen's slippery hole upfront. As Elanor felt her pussy getting tapped, Volgen said.
"And while you straddle his hard-on, I want your pussy to grind his balls wild. That way, he'll have no choice but to cum. All the while kissing my thighs. Don't worry, I'll guide you."
Elanor felt her memory starting to getting fuzzy suddenly. The secondary effects of the happy pill were kicking in. The frequent black-outs. One minute she was standing over the perfumer. Next minute, Elanor was on the ground. She realized her thighs were splayed over and apart the thighs of Wilsom, whose lap she now straddled, her back against his hairy naked chest. She felt his semi-hard member pressed tight between her ass cheeks, as her pussy lips felt tickled being brushed against a hairy funny pouch. His balls, she realized shortly. She felt a woman's grip on her hair, and got pulled across.
Another black out. Now she realized her eyes were shut tight for some reason, the member pushing her ass cheeks apart with much vigor now, as she felt some rough fingers treat her nipples not so kindly. The grip on her hair had gotten tighter, and it felt almost like someone was directing her face using it like a handle, or a horse reign. And strangely, her head coordinated well with the grip now. The hand guided the head, while the intensity of the grip made her suck inward with her lips, or nibble around what was pushed on her face.
'And what was pushed down her face?' Elanor had no idea, especially with her eyes closed. Every time she tried opening, she felt thick hair brushing against her eyelids. 'Hair? Was she kissing Volgen again? I thought she said thighs, but...' And even what she tasted only left her confused. She expected it to be stinking and salty, but if anything it tasted like oysters. Which she wasn't the greatest fan of. And yet it as her tongue swirled and squirmed against what seemed like a wet puffy soapy mess of a mouth, she could feel no teeth. On the background, she could hear near ecstatic moans from the older lady, and appreciative grunts from the man behind.
This repeated for several black-outs, and she almost began feeling deja vu. At times the grip on her hair will release, enough to let her catch a breath, but not enough to look around and see what was going on. The excitement of all the constant rubbing was driving Elanor wild as well. Her breathing was much faster, her hands gripping the arm rests, as her head was made to hump whatever that tasted so delicious now, that she no longer needed any guidance. She remembered amidst all this, her sensation peaking, coinciding with the rest of the straddling.
And sitting back now in a pseudo-post coital bliss, with her breath barely back to normal, resting against the sweaty heaving chest of the old man Wilsom, Elanor remembered that distinct moment when they all came together. Tight against her full cheeks, Wilsom had no choice but to cum. And with all the constant brushing up on his hairy rubbery balls beneath, Elanor had been right on edge as well. As she felt his ball sack tighten into a big squishy ball, the top of his erect mushroom head popped up pushing aside her butt cheeks, touching her lower back torso, with streams of thick hot cum jetting out, one after the other.
This surprised Elanor. Quite frankly, after the foot job earlier, she expected him to barely shoot a blank at most. Now it seemed the foot job was merely a warm-up for the Royal Hairdresser. At the sudden sensation seemed to push her over the edge as well, as the Queen finally felt the much awaited churning from the depths of her loins erupt profusely, drenching the old man's wrinkled ball sack with her own juices shamelessly, in multiple coats. But what surprised her the most was the way Volgen released her grips the same time. Letting the Queen lean back a few inches, before grabbing her head again. Almost as if stopping her at the right place. What followed was still a puzzle to her.
A stream of warm, sticky liquid hit her face in a forceful single spray. Even not knowing what just happened, lulled by the blissful orgasm a few seconds ago, the Queen just relaxed and took it on. Viscous little drops clung to her eyebrows and chin, while the rest of it dribbled down along her cheeks. She wasn't particularly a fan of how it smelled, but at this point she could be trained to love any scent. Wilsom seemed all too spent now, even if his fingers toyed with her clit gently. Wiping her face clean with one hand, she looked forward. And found what should have been obvious from the get go if not for the happy pill.
Sitting before her was a supremely satisfied and smiling Volgen, her skirt bunched up, and her thighs splayed apart. Only she had no underclothing on, and evidently glistening somewhere deep inside her extremely thick yet well-maintained bush was her sweet leaking pussy. And the more Elanor stared at it, the more she felt her mouth water. 'What's wrong with me?! That's disgusting. That is.. That is not me. That cant be.'
The effects of the pill had almost disappeared now, Elanor feeling her usual self, only saturated in the sexual bliss. Yet she couldn't believe what she had just done, unwitting as it was. The Queen hung her head low, not wanting to face the Perfumer, as she felt Volgen's toes. Trying to playfully pinch her nipples.
Then she felt a superiorly strong grip on her hair, with long sinewy fingers digging into her skull. And another hand grabbed her in a loose choke, pulling her up onto her feet standing, all in a single swoop. There was only one man tall and strong enough to do it so effortlessly in the room, and Elanor couldn't help but smile as her focus adjusted to his visage, still looking down. But he looked nothing like the kind, gentle man of the tunes. His eyes looked like a hungry beast, his creased forehead, those sunken cheeks and gray adding to the effect. Almost as if all her moans had awakened something in him. She muttered.
"Master..?!"
In response, his tongue slide in through her parted lips, and all the Queen could do now was to hang there limp. Hanging from his firm grip, her toes barely touching the floor now, her airway blocked by his grip. She focused on her kiss, her face reddened breathless, the vein at her forehead about to pop. Volgen watched it all smitten.
Breaking the short kiss, he said in a low, deep, gravelly voice.
"Take it from me, Princess. Nothing tops this feeling. Of tasting another woman on the lips of a pretty little harlot, like yours."
**
*
Meanwhile, at the fort base.
Vlazid stood waiting outside the security room. Next to him was Jezeb, obviously worried and shaking now that the alcohol was out of his system. They had both been called upon by the Head of Households, Lady Agrafena herself. They knew it was only a matter of time before the chambermaid reported on their earlier misbehavior, but they never expected to be called upon so soon.
"That damn bitch Tabitha.." Jezeb sneered under the breath.
"Cool it buddy, it's done." Vlazid said. "Now all that's left is top face the music." Unlike his friend, Vlazid didn't regret his actions the least bit. His only guilt was not pouncing on her sooner. That was the juiciest pussy lips he had ever touched, if only he got a chance to taste it again.
Suddenly, footsteps approached from the corner, and both the guards stood in attention. Bellatrix, Lady Agrafena to them, walked in to the room, signalling them to follow. As they stood facing her, it was clear from her piercing gaze. They were in deep trouble. There was a moment of awkward silence, and then the short woman walked up to the two tall, trembling guards.
Vlazid spoke. "Lady Agrafena, we were only doing our duty, and had every right to aa..AAAH" His words blurted into a scream as Agrafena's sinewy fingers, used to taming horses, crushed his balls in one grip.
"You got something to say as well?" Bella asked Jezeb, yanking his sack down with the other hand. He managed to swallow the scream, but his face reddened, about to explode. "I'm used to beasts idiots, one kick of which could turn you into a vegetable for weeks. You are just boys, do not ever forget that!!"
As she crushed their manhood, Bella couldn't help but size them up. She remembered their names, but seeing the faces, she recognized them. The same troublemakers from the previous week. It was in no way her design, then why do these two keep crashing into the Queen's party so often. Were they fated to clash either way? And he's got a decent dick too, all things considered. Bella had walked in with a simple plan, to discipline them a bit. But having studied their files as part of her new title, and especially the personal contact she just had, stirred her imagination wild. Then as always, it crystallized in her mind, in an instant.
A new plan.
She dropped their balls, and let them adjust for a minute as she walked back to her chair.
"Correct me if I'm wrong Vlazid, your father died in combat a few years ago, right?"
As he nodded, Bellatrix continued, "And what was his official posting before the war."
Vlazid looked into her eyes and stated proudly. "He was the chief of the King's personal protection team."
Bellatrix asked, "And you play it so well, you'll likely stay the lowest security guard for the rest of your life. That'd make your father proud!? What about you, Jezeb? Is being the gatekeeper your ultimate dream?"
Both nodded no. She continued, "Well, despite your latest troubles, it says here in your file that you are pretty good at combat yourself. Which makes me wonder.."
Jezeb glanced at Vlazid and back. 'Was this a disciplining session, or a job interview?'
"You do know why the Queen scolded you specifically the other day, right?"
"Because I was being improper while on duty, Lady Agrafena." Vlazid said sternly.
"No you idiot.!" Bella lied through her teeth. She had to, for her plan to work. "Because she had high hopes for you! Your father used to serve with King Barthomius in his early days. He was well respected among the troops. And look at you now. How could she not get angry?!"



Vlazid's face told it all. The way his complete perception of the Queen change, all in a few carefully curated lines. Bella stayed silent for a while, letting them marinate on the thought. Then she shouted.
"Are you willing to die for your Kingdom, men?"
"Yes!" Both barked.
"Are you willing to die for your Queen?"
"Yes!!"
"Good!" Bellatrix handed Vlazid a parchment. "Here are the names of the men of your batch, currently working at the Castle. You are to pick the best four from them. I'm putting together a new team of Queen's personal security, and you'll be the head. You'll get the official papers tomorrow, along with the private locker and training facilities. You'll train your skills to perfection for a few months before officially joining. Ready to take the job..?"
"Yes, Lady Agrafena" Both shouted enthusiastically.
"At ease men." Bella too sat back, relaxed, and started spinning the next part of her plan. "What you did to that poor dancer, make no mistake, was wrong. And I expected the Queen to be furious. Want to know what she said.?"
They both were silent, the tension back on their faces.
"You know the south-side tavern, 'The Desert Rose?"
"I do..." Jezeb jumped in.
"Good." Bella handed over a royal insignia to Vlazid. "I know how on the edge this job makes most men, and you are at the prime of your lives. So Vlazid, you are to take your men, the new team, to 'Desert Rose' tomorrow night. In fact, it'd be wise for you to visit their special night's every Thursday."
"Will that be part of the training, like undercover work?"
"No, it's just pleasure. A welcome gift from Her Majesty herself. Drinks will be free if you show the insignia. And I said Thursdays because, that's when Demura performs!"
Vlazid's eyes bulged, not able to hide his excitement. Jezeb just stood wondering, not remembering who Demura was.
Bellatrix chuckled at him, shaking her head. "Vlazid you better explain it to your friend later. No more guard duties from tomorrow on, just report directly to Special officer Herald. And what's with these uniforms, when was the last time you washed them..?! Look the part, boys. You are dismissed. Oh, before I forget. At 'Desert Rose', if you feel like pushing your luck, flash the insignia to the bar maid Sonja. There might be some surprise in store as well. Boys should have fun, after all."
The guards bowed to her smiling, and rushed off the room to their posts. Bella wondered for a minute, was she pushing the Queen too hard too soon. Then she just reminded herself what she witnessed from her secret vantage point before coming down.
The Great Queen on her knees, on the edge of the broken railing, with piss coating her lips. And holding the lowly sewage cleaner's shriveled penis.
"No, if anything, she needs to be pushed. Much further. Nothing less will have any effect on her. Not after this."
The reigns were barely in her hands anyway.
**
*
Elanor sat on her haunches, mesmerized by the thick meat standing erect right before her eyes. The one that had wet her dreams on her eighteenth birthday, the one she barely sized up while hugging him tight. She had always dreamed it as quite substantial. But even semi-hard, it looked huge. And of much girth. As the mushroom head kept moving, the Queen felt her mouth well up.
"You sure this is right, Dave?" Volgen asked.
"It's a blowjob, Volgen. It doesn't come under penetrative sex. I mean, you can't tap that pussy, then what else can we do..?"
Davieth sat laid back on the comfy chair, shirt splayed wide, rubbing the hairy torso. His thighs spaced wide, with the pant's fly wide open, and his veiny member pulsing, hypnotizing his old pupil. Elanor was surprised by the crude way her Master now spoke, a far cry from the well behaved tutor.
"Oh, I'm pretty sure it does. If you put it in, regardless of the hole, it counts as penetration."
"Well, I saw her tongue slide into your holes, dear. Doesn't that count.?" Davieth grinned.
"I didn't do the penetration, Dave. It was all her."
"So is this, right.? I'm just sitting back, relaxing. It's the girl who can't help but wrap her lips around mine.."
Volgen smiled back at her friend. "That's debatable, hm.. Sure, look at her stare. Its like she's been cock hungry for weeks. But judging from that virgin pussy, I doubt if she ever had a dick in her mouth. And look at you still growing..! You sure she could take it all in?"
Davieth smirked, and held his palms in a mock plea.
"Would you please help this poor girl, my dear..? Initiate her to the ways of oral. And exploit this teaching opportunity like you love to do. Like old times, Volgen?"
Volgen shook her head, and walked up to the young Queen. Look at her heaving, she was irresistible. She sat by the Queen's side and told her to give it a try. Elanor leaned in, her lips parted, her wet tongue reaching and touched the tip of his erect member. In no time she had half its length within, her tongue swirling around stimulating its folds, her lips running up and down the length, the combined suction of it making the old man smile. Nothing extraordinary, he thought. But it's always felt good, the uncontrolled suction of a novice. With all the unintended slurping soundscape it provided. Music to his ears.
Elanor savored the saltiness of his under crotch, swiveling her tongue to rub through the clefts of his mushroom head, tasting pre-cum for the first time in a long while. She hadn't had an amorous thought for so long, she even forgot the taste of semen. And she can't wait till her memory gets refreshed, thanks to her Master. She couldn't remember the last time she felt this excited, this comforted, feeling a penis in her mouth. All her experimentation with her husband even wasn't this passionate a game, when it comes to sucking on genitals.
The Queen felt perplexed and even disgusted, the first time King Barthomius suggested it. And even though she gave in, and warmed up to making it a regular part of their cuddle sessions, he made sure no semen ever entered her body, keeping up with the most orthodox take on his Kingdom's traditions. And Elanor did it only so she can make him go down on her later. She was never a fan of blowjobs else, so never considered the serious skill it required to blow a massive cock such as Davieth's.
The old man simply reclined, his head resting way back, a half filled glass of mead on his left hand, which he sipped every once in a while. He was determined, however. One way or the other, he was going to make her deep throat him, in its entirety. Elanor continued bobbing her head, high on the sex smells, like she knew what she was doing. Volgen couldn't help but laugh. 'This is no blowjob. This is just a mess, plain and simple.'
"Girl..! How can you have a body so lewd, yet not know how to suck a cock proper all this time?!"
The Queen felt a hand gently wrap her hair around, and Volgen's grip pulling her head. Elanor felt relieved, finally managing to take a full breath, gasping. She wouldn't have stopped else. Volgen said.
"Relax.. You are to please him, Princess, not eat him at the earliest.. Well, you'll eat him eventually, but not like this."
Elanor listened as she collected herself.
"First things first, no teeth, especially when going in. Like this." She took hold of the Queen's hand, putting the extended index finger before her mouth. "When taking in, cover your teeth with the skin of your lip, tucking your lips in, see.. Like an old hag.. Haha.. Suck in. Use pressure and suck in the air in your mouth, we need the cheeks sinking to a tight vacuum. That will drive them crazy. And as you retreat, unwrap the lips from the teeth and suck directly on the penis. They love this, especially if lathered up with enough spit."
Elanor observed closely as Volgen demonstrated it on, sucking her finger in with the lips wrapped over the teeth that it made no direct contact. The Queen felt her tongue twirling around the finger inside, covering it with warm saliva. Then she felt a surprising vacuum form within, like sucking in her flesh of the bones almost, as the Perfumer's face distorted, her cheeks sinking in deep, almost to her skull. The way she used to suck her thumb paled in comparison. She pulled the wet digit out, her pouting lips wrapped around, with a smile in her eyes to the nodding Queen.
"Now you try, with the real thing."
As the girl recreate the lesson almost perfectly, Volgen gripped her nape gently and guided her bobbing head. "Good girl, good girl..!"
Elanor quickly got a hang of it, and continued to work his cock, while doing an impressive job of stimulation with her tongue within as well. But however hard she tried, she could still take only half of it, the meaty four inches still remaining untouched. A passing glance of Master's face told her all she needed to know. He was not impressed, she better lean into it fast.
Elanor held on to the chair legs, and forced herself on his crotch, hoping to stick in at least an inch more. Volgen yanked her back into senses, and said.
"Girl, if you want to go further, you need a lot of lubrication. You need your mouth wet. Here, drink something." Volgen sipped in a mouthful of laced mead, and pulled her into a kiss. Elanor didn't have much time to think, as their lips met. And the perfumer emptied the entire mouthful down her throat, with a lot of her own saliva, all the while not breaking the kiss.
"Don't drink it all. Keep some by the cheeks, okay? It'll come in handy."
Elanor had drunk most of it, but she didn't know the drink alone was enough to push her down a trance, thanks to its added psychedelics. Only she was already high, on lust and loin juices. The drink merely made it all fuzzy, and surely easy. Volgen continued.
"Now in all fairness, girl. Your usual tricks won't work on Davieth. May be for an average six inches you'll do fine. But for a massive nine incher or up, you must go the whole way. You must deep throat. Let's see... Stick that tongue out."
Elanor complied, and felt the thick fingers pry its way into her oral cavity. Her larger built already intimidated the barely clad Queen. Volgen's surprisingly long, thick soft fingers reached her epiglottis, and probed further, making her almost cough up. Her thumb had a surprisingly strong grip on Elanor's jaw, and she held her chin stretched upwards, making it difficult to cough freely. Her eyes teared up and nose flared, all the while not seeing the point of it all. Volgen kept her struggling for a moment, then released. And the Queen gasped for air, faintly coughing, pools of saliva drooling out of her mouth. Volgen said.
"Oh, this will be easy for you, girl. For one, your gag reflex is surprisingly low. Now look at.. Hey.!"
Volgen slapped the Queen back to senses as she struggled to orient herself.
"Now..! Look at me. I'm not going to repeat. This is how you deep throat."
With her palm still rubbing her left cheek in disbelief, Elanor stared as the Perfumer leaned up to Davieth's semi-hard member.
"Dave, behave! Okay?"
"With pleasure, dear." He replied calmly.
What followed next baffled and amazed, and at times horrified Elanor. She did not expect Volgen to do what she did, regardless of her explicitly saying it. Volgen gripped his cock base with one hand, and put the other around his hips. She opened her mouth, and as the Queen observed, distinctly pushed out her tongue like a lizard, and opened her mouth wide. Her tongue, well coated in saliva, slid easily underneath the large penis, semi hard and looking almost eight inches. As Elanor's eyes widened, she dived deep into his crotch, and deep and deep. Taking in the whole semi hard eight inches in one single swoop. Elanor noticed Volgen's throat distinctly bulging out. 'Wait, does that mean..? Is that why she called it deep throat?'
Volgen's left hand hugged his waist for balance, while her right fingers played with his balls. And all the while she seemed supremely calm, not even an awkward slurping or guttural noise, unlike Elanor who made a mess with her previous attempts. Volgen had sucked in and sealed it so well that not much saliva even leaked from the corners. She shifted her gaze to meet the amazed eyes of the Queen, her face beginning to turn red. And with a smile in her eyes, she released and leaned back. An entire erect nine inch cock slid out of her mouth, with Davieth gasping loudly in the background.
Looking at the trepidation in Elanor's face, she said.
"Just relax your jaws, stretch your tongue out, and let the dick slide freely. Think you are up to it?"
Elanor wished she hadn't stated it as a challenge. Now she can't stop herself, even if she wanted to. She had to prove to her that she had it in. To do the extremely obscene, even. It did concern her that Davieth seemed to be still growing, reaching nine inches now, and he was rock hard. She proceeded to give him a few licks first, covering his entire cock, stroking it simultaneously. Then she felt a sudden slimy splash upon her palm.
Elanor looked to her side to see Volgen grinning. She had just spat on his cock, covering his girth and her right hand in a bulky blob of spittle. Her apparent aid in lubrication. Volgen asked mockingly.
"What?! Would you rather have it pored down your mouth? Use it, hussy..! Lather up that cock."
The thick smell of his musk and sweat and pre-cum, and all that drool, combined with the laced drink, all had pushed Elanor into a state of haziness. Like nothing stayed in her grasp anymore. Always being told what to do, how to be, the whole night. She needed something to ascertain her control. And Elanor recognized, if it comes down to this beautiful cock and her throat, she's going to control how far down her throat it went. With that thought lifting her spirits, she lunged in with all the might, deep throating.
She had angled her mouth and the cock just perfect, that with all the foaming spit, it slid down easily, past her protruding tongue, past her mouth cavity and straight to her throat. 'Wow, in the first go?! And so effortless!' She herself was impressed, and Volgen agreed. Instinctively, her hands went for his behind, as she feared the gag reflex will push her right back. And she heard, to her heart's content, the first satisfied moan from her Master. And she knew, she did that.
Elanor felt his hands caress around the back of her skull, his fingers brushing her thick hair. 'Hmm.. He likes it now, huh?!' The Queen felt ecstatic. Only it wasn't a mere caress, she realized. His hands latched on tight, holding her in place, as she began to feel the gag reflex worsen. With the bulk of her saliva about to ooze out the corner, she sucked back in, with all her force. And it seemed to drive him wild, as he grunted, tightening his grip.
Elanor felt her face pushed right into his pubic growth, an inch of his cock still outside even with her best efforts. Then the Queen felt herself pulled up, by the skull, still smashed against his belly fat. Davieth had enough foreplay, and he had made up his mind now. He wished to skull fuck the maid to exhaustion, and then throat her some more. Any hesitations he held went out the window, the way her mouth just vacuumed his penis in. No, this is a throat too good to waste playing nice.
As he stood up, his hanging old ball sack swung back and forth, and it rested slapping against Elanor's stretched chin. Her mascara ran wild, her nostrils flaring crazy, and she neared choking, half an inch more of him sliding down now. Almost out of breath, she must inhale now, yet his grip remained unchanged. Elanor desperately slapped against his bum, as if tapping out. But Davieth seemed to enjoy it too much, the way he exchanged grins with Volgen. Like this wasn't their first time deep throating a girl to black out. 'Wait, was this their plan all along? No, oh no.!'
Elanor couldn't afford to black out. With all the high and hormones, it wasn't like she did a great job, barely hanging on to consciousness. But if she were to black out, there was no way of telling how these two were to behave. Already drunk and horny, what if they chose to break a rule or two. Wait, what if he went for her chastity? Oh no! Davieth no longer behaved like the sweet Master she had a crush on. Maybe he never was that man. And even if he was, she didn't trust the wicked Volgen a bit. Not after how she drugged her, and manipulated her to do all those sweet things. 'Sweet things?! What am I saying? Where is Mistress? Was the situation still under control.?'
Here it goes.
Elanor felt the corners of her vision, darkening, her brain squeezing out all of its oxygen. And then, it all came back, right at that moment. Davieth released his grip, still guiding her head backwards, about three fourth of his erection popping right out of her mouth. Gobs of spittle poured out and drooled all over her chest, her eyes moving about, struggling to focus. She felt her lungs fill up with life, the clarity return to her brain, and her vision restored. For a brief moment, her gaze locked onto his, as her addled mind recognized the grin with which he looked down. She really hoped if that moment had lasted longer. Seeing a complete stranger in the visage of her beloved Master. An utterly happy stranger. The same one she'd have gladly given herself to, the very night of her eighteenth birthday. After all this time, finally.
Here we meet.
No such thoughts troubled Davieth, but only one. Of loosening the young girl's throat so much that she'd be essentially ruined when it comes to blowjobs. That a mere blowjob becomes a soft cuddle to her. That she learns to cum from her throat even.
Volgen had already started on it, as she stood on her knees behind the Queen, her hands cupping her bosoms, slathering the drool all over her body. Her fingers dipping into the already pulsing royal pussy. Adding to the fire that burned deep in her loins. A low moan escaped Elanor's throat, as Davieth pulled her head right back in. The now ten inch completely erect cock slid through the tongue, like on ice.
Davieth went all out, letting her have it all. All the lust she only had churned up in him, from the very moment she swayed her hips, enticing the whole crowd standing in moon light. If anything, the shameless slut deserved it, he said under his breath. He relentlessly pounded his hips upon her face, his hands moving her head in and out with great passion, literally skull-fucking her. As the room filled with extremely obscene sounds of 'gluk, gluk gluk', spittle drooling down his thighs, soaking his balls. And it slapping her under-chin, almost repeatedly now.
Volgen was surprised by how the girl persevered and how her throat expanded to accommodate the massive member. Most girls would have cried or protested by now. But this one just kept on going. Though it wasn't like she had much say. Not with a cock down her throat. But even the seasoned Volgen couldn't help but chuckle at what she realized. Of all the things, what seemed to bother the girl, from her reactions, was how her nose kept getting brushed up by his pubic hair, which was unkempt and plenty.
Volgen guided the Queen through it, giving necessary stimulation by biting her ears, neck, and of course by fingering. At short breaks, she gave her lots to drink, saying her throat needs to be wet and salivating. But it confused Elanor why she chose mead, instead of water. She told her to keep the throat relaxed, and push the tongue further out, and to breathe only through her nose. As she struggled, Volgen reassured with his member hitting the back throat, she'll start salivating in plenty on her own. She whispered.
"Remember Princess. If you cannot find in your heart, what it takes to satiate the masculine.. Then it is sinful in its very essence, to think of enticing it even."



But she didn't tell Elanor the only thing she needed to know now. And it wasn't clear if she knew it even. His pubes were the least manageable part of the whole thing. And worse than a gag reflex cough, an impending sense of sneeze tormented her more. Davieth announced then.
"Okay, that's enough practice, Princess. Now take it right. The whole ten inches inside. Okay.? I demand a proper deep throat."
He looked down at her teary eyes, and smiled. And spat down a big gob of saliva, his thoughtful contribution, to aid in lubrication. It splashes on his cock, and Elanor's fingers slathers it along the length, almost like muscle memory. Was she so used to this procedure by now? Without waiting for her to adjust, he proceeds to straight up take it. The full deep throat.
Her throat never felt so stretched. And with all the hair forced upon her nostrils, she wished Wilsom had shaved him instead. And then it kicks in, what she desperately tried to avoid for a while.
A much suppressed sneeze with all its force.
She felt it build up, and could explode at any moment. She tried to push away his hips, but his fingers dug into her skull, making it impossible to tilt back. She tapped out on his buttocks, but it seemed to add to his enjoyment. The way Volgen's fingers expertly guided most of her blood flow towards her loins, it wasn't like Elanor's fingers had much strength left. If anything, it felt cold.
Volgen whispered in her ear, as her mascara ran down in streaks, tear soaked.
"It's okay, you will love it."
Volgen knew how fun breath control could get, especially with a dick down your wind pipe. Only this wasn't a breath issue. It was a sneeze, and it was anything but voluntary.
Needing to breathe desperately, the Queen felt her nostrils flare up involuntarily. The air rushed in, followed by his wild pubic growth. And a twisted hair strand managed to run all the way into her nose hole, to its deepest sensitive spot. And that did it.
Elanor sneezed.
A sneeze that shook her entire being.
A sneeze that seemed to originate from the depths of her underbelly.
She expected her skull to break out of his grip, to recoil back, letting the sneeze do its thing. But all her physicality amounted to a rag doll in the grip of Dave's experienced hands. Her head couldn't pop back, not by an inch. So as the sneeze hit, it popped the only alternative way in front.
In that single jolt of sneeze, her face plunged even deeper into Davieth's hairy belly. The remaining inches grazed past her wet lips finally. So did his both balls. The entire ball sack slid past her saliva coated sloppy lips, and got sucked into her mouth cavity. Her cheeks looked hilariously bulged out, like a greedy chipmunk. But most striking of all, she felt the entire mushroom head of his erection pushed down her throat, by an extra inch.
She had done it. A full deep throat.
Davieth shouted out in ecstasy, "God! That's the deepest I've ever felt within a body. And that's counting all holes. This your doing, Volgen?"
"No Dave, that's all her. The little slut." Volgen responded. Her eyes were wide open as well. This wasn't something you saw every day. An extreme, even for Volgen.
Elanor looked up, her gaze fixed on his smile, barely visible through the thick pubic growth blocking her vision. Her face was comically distorted, her lips pouting up, sucking in the cock base. Her cheeks filled with his pulsing balls, looking like a chipmunk almost. Her eyes tired yet blissful, nose running with slime, and heart filled with joy listening to her Master moan. Jaw stretched so wide, with her tongue pushed out and extended, Davieth could feel it painting spit against his perineum. The tip of her tongue reached his asshole even. 'This is heaven', he thought.
For Elanor, this wasn't all. Because her mind and throat weren't the only ones that got opened up that moment. Like any sneeze, the air in her desperately needed to escape. And what couldn't escape through her newly clamped throat had found a new exit in an instant. Elanor felt her asshole open up involuntarily, and the air escape her in silence. She felt thankful for the silence, as she had been embarrassed enough by then, but her hole stayed open for a moment. And it did not go unnoticed.
Volgen had felt the warmth of her anal exhale hit her knees. The Queen soon felt Volgen's conniving fingers crawl up to her anus. In an instant, she clinched her asshole shut. That being the only independent decision she took all night.
"Okay princess... Next time, maybe." Volgen smiled through her whisper.
Elanor felt his cock pulse, in a distinct way, followed by a warmth coating on her throat, dripping down the inner walls of her esophagus.
Oh no! It pained her. He just came. Copiously.! And yet, after all this humiliation, she didn't get to taste him. It was long-lost down her throat now. And she didn't have it in her, to endure a replay. The Queen was all too spent. From the state of it, so was he.
As he collapsed back into his seat, and to his post ejaculation bliss, Elanor felt her knees give out.
She eased back to the lulling embrace, of the waiting Volgen.
And as the elder woman devoured her lips, she didn't have the strength nor will to protest. Nor did it feel as bad it did earlier.
And that disturbed her, in so many levels.
**
*
The men were all drunk, spend and asleep. Even Davieth. Curled up on the floor, he slept like a baby now. A smiling, sleepy Volgen watched as the Queen cleaned herself and changed into a single remaining stola. She put on her face veil, hoping that they were truthful about the laced drinks. That the whole night will be a big black-out for them the next morning. And she suspected it to be the case. After a few drinks, right from Volgen's lips, Elanor herself had a hard time piecing together the events, or remembering the faces of most. Volgen was still awake by the time she fixed herself. She kissed her to sleep and walked out, debating if the kiss was really necessary. 'Let her have it. Volgen was the most supportive tonight, after all.' The Queen rationalized, opening the door.
Tabitha was waiting there, leaning against the railing. She said.
"So now you know, Demura. What a Main Event is. And it seems you have excelled.! You may use one of the guest quarters to rest for the night. I believe Lady Agrafena will meet you there. Please follow me."
Wait. How long had she been standing here? And Elanor just noticed that the Private Hall entrance was, obviously, guarded. She didn't see them before, since they had entered through the back door. It was one thing to dance in front of all. It was of some consolation knowing at least they were alone within the walls of the hall. But it seems the guards might have witnessed it all even. This is.. Not good. She closed the door shut, feeling the faint smell of cum emanating from the room behind.
"Were you, hmm.. Watching?!" With all her shame in her face, Elanor asked.
"No, I was told to wait outside. And to not interfere." Tabitha informed Elanor, putting her at ease.
Then she added with a wicked grin.
"But you weren't exactly quiet, either."
The guards couldn't help but smirk, as the maid simply turned and walked.
Elanor felt her skin melt off. As she followed down the corridor, taking much longer strides to catch up with the buxom maid's pace, the Queen could only wonder, 'Where did Mistress disappear to anyway?'
And she felt something slip out from her loins. Something metallic fell down between her legs, making a sharp 'clink' sound hitting the floor, cutting through the quiet of the night. As it kept rolling, Elanor realized what it was. Only she couldn't retrieve it, look back, or face those guards again even.
She walked with an increased pace, as the guards looked at the ground. It kept rolling until it stopped, hitting against the guard's shoe. He took it for a closer examination, the other guard leaned over to see.
It was a thick imperial gold coin. The one Volgen had inserted into Elanor's pussy earlier.
A gift for her services to the sewer cleaner..!
It still had her slimy juices, just dripping. And the guard couldn't help but smile.
Never had he loved the smell of gold more.
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To recapitulate..
Elanor of Wolkernshire, the Great Chaste Queen, is having a hard time keeping a level head, navigating the daily politics and policies of her court, while mourning from the unexpected demise of her true love, King Barthomius. Wanting to relieve the chaos in her mind, with all conventinal aids failing, the Queen seeks help from a promising horse trainer, Bellatrix of Agrafena. Her rationale being, unorthodox problems demand unconventional solutions. Bellatrix correctly identifies that key to the solution, but it involves manipulating the Queen's bodily cravings, primarily the sexual kind. The only problem being, the Queen's unswerving determination in preserving her chastity.!
Bellatrix took up the challenge, to treat the 'condition' in secrecy, without violating the Queen's chastity, nor risking any exposure that would compromise her Queenship. To avoid suspicion, Lady Agrafena was given the official title of 'Head of Households', a powerful position in its own right. After a few trial and errors, Bella realized the best way was to observe the Queen's immediate responses to deeply sexual scenarios, which she termed 'tasks'. Though soon it became obvious, the trust they put in each other played as key a role, as the complexities of the tasks..
Like any relationship, ironing out the kinks can be tedious, yet the Queen manages to struggle through the tasks set by her new employee, and now Mistress, Lady Agrafena. But the sheer sexual nature of the tasks waking up her inner dormant giant of carnality, an untameable beast of true deviancy, was something that the Queen never expected. After observing the Queen engrossed in her last task, not just dancing as the Retirement-party entertainment, but all the other obscene services she willingly provided late into the night, Bella was more confused. What exactly was she aiding to accomplish? What was to be the required escalation, for what had become a weekly meditation in depravity? And where would it be, a healthy limit, for such obscene indulgences.?
*
**
***
The Desert Rose
Wait.. Where was I..?
It's hard to explain even, her current predicament. Nothing pleasant about the way she kneeled, against the damp wooden floorboards, soaked in sweat and god-knows-what. Elanor was still collecting her breath, her performance in 'The Desert Rose' ended just a few minutes ago. No amount of water she drank seemed sufficient to quench the thirst. Even with that bladder about to burst, her heart craved for more. Anything to cool the beating muscle. And the subtle claustrophobia didn't help either. Where was she? Elanor was now in a closed room next to the stage, which practically shared one of it's walls with the backstage. The sweet voice of the blind singer, whose song she danced to moments earlier, could still be heard clearly.
It felt odd. Unlike the freedom on-stage, to her, the stuffiness of this cabin felt much more comforting. Be it the closeness of the wooden walls, dingier than a bathroom stall. Or the strange wooden paneled wall a few inches upfront, seemingly made of a bunch of small sliding windows. Or the way she had to sit there on her knees, both wrists cuffed from behind and attached to an iron hook on the floor, situated right between her feet. Making it impossible for her to get to a more comfortable posture. But no, she didn't want a more comfortable posture. She felt perfectly at home with this one, the reasons of which she feared to even dwell upon.
What seemed to be discomforting was ironically the fact that she was dressed in one of her favorite gowns, with a tight neck-line, long pink pleated sleeves and violet roses embroidered all over, with a daringly open back. One from her early Princess days, one she kept for sentimental reasons. One which she could barely slip into. It wasn't easy to get dressed into it backstage so swiftly, right after her debut performance in front of a completely strange crowd. Thankfully, her Mistress seemed more than eager to help. To ease her fears of ruining the dress, Bellatrix had kindly let her wear a made-up Barber cape. A long white shawl, with its one end tied around her neck, and the other attached to hooks at either sides of the wooden wall upfront.
The Queen startled as she felt a shadow move on the other side of the wall. Relax... She told herself. 'You've been practicing for this the whole week...' She heard the door shut on the other side, and she could see his contours through the gaps in the wooden panels, though not clearly.
Creeeak..!!
A wooden panel slid to the side, opening a hole right at her face level. It was barely a window, small enough to put just a fist through. And she saw the silhouette bend down, his eyes eager and curious, peeping through the hole. Elanor instinctively shut her eyes, as she wasn't masked as usual, hoping her blindness would magically blind him as well. Of course, there was no need for her to worry. In that small cabin, Bella had made sure that her Queen was lit from behind, so in case someone peeked, all they could see, at most, was her silhouette. Calming her nerves, she heard him say.
"Wow! It's really you... I'd recognize you anywhere. Even in the dark, Demura..! Shall we.?"
The voice sounded distinctly confident, and the noise from the bar made it difficult to identify. But soon that wouldn't be an issue. As the stranger got back up, and unbuckled his pants, the air from the other room rushed in. Elanor took a lungful, with her eyes closed, her nostrils wafting in his musk. And in the dark of her imagination, colors started popping up. Bright red spots, like that of an imperial uniform. Bluish green circles, like a guarding spear. Glimpses of a reddish graying facial stubble. A pair of thick dark brown eyebrows. And finally, a face..! A very, very familiar face, that she recognized solely from his smell.
His natural musk.
God..! Is this how dogs see the world?! What am I turning into..??
***
**
*
One week earlier.
Bellatrix walked swiftly along the corridors of the Castle, as the servants stopped their chores to greet her. She greeted them back with a practiced smile, though she had no doubt theirs were genuine. After all last night's party, the first Retirement Party with her as the Head of Households was such a success after all. Especially the aging men in the managerial staff seemed to have a newfound respect for her, dreaming of the surprises she'd surely spring upon them for their retirements. Bella maintained a normal appearance and greeted them back properly, but she was too pre-occupied to enjoy the little victory and appraisal she clearly deserved. She had to get to the Queen's chamber, she had to witness the Queen's initial reactions, she had to assess it herself. After all, there were plenty of surprises last night, and not just for the Queen.
Bella got into the private chamber allotted to the Head of Households, and locked the door from within. She walked past her cabinet and pulled a hidden lever, opening the secret pathways, her new official route these days. She took a sack lying next to her table, the one she had left there last night, and went into the secret corridor. Bella had purposefully avoided visiting the Queen in the guest quarters, as she had told Tabitha the previous night.
She wanted to make sure that the Queen remembered the emergency protocols they had established with the new contract. In case of any deviation from the plan, any unforeseen surprises, or any doubts even, the Queen was to use the nearest secret door and head back to her chambers. That was the other reason for Bella's morning visit. She needed to make sure the Queen was safely back in her chamber, and not in some guest quarters sleeping senseless, only to be discovered by some common housemaid later on.
It felt like a bag of bricks had been lifted from her shoulders as soon as she entered the Queen's chamber. Elanor the Chaste, the Great Queen of Wolkenshire, was surely in there, sleeping sound in her royal bed. Bella dropped her sack by the mantelpiece and crumbled into a chair, realizing the gravity of her situation. Right before her was the true reigning monarch of her home, the Kingdom of Wolkenshire. The most powerful of all the six Kingdoms, making her the most powerful person across all known land. And on the other hand, Bellatrix was a mere commoner, an orphan who excelled so well only by the grace of her dear Father Benedictus, and here to do a very specific job, given to her by Queen Elanor. The Queen, who had entrusted Bella with not only her health and well-being, but the shame even. And by extension the honor of the entire Wolkenshire.
She could see the morning rays piercing into the room through the window, ready to hit the face of Her Highness any moment now. Bellatrix couldn't help but admire the pure feminine beauty that was lying upon the bed before. Her restful eyes shifting side to side underneath the lids. A behavior she'd witnessed countless times on sleeping mares. The way Queen smiled, she had no doubt, that she was having a sweet little dream.
But it wasn't just the smile. Her skin seemed to have a certain glow. Almost as if it was coated with a thin layer of sweat, which seemed unlikely in such a cold morning. As her eyes swept down the sleeping body, Bella realized it wasn't just the face, but her whole body, that seemed to glow. Especially around the curves, with some sort of white patches spread across.
Wait, that doesn't seem to be.. Is her Majesty still wearing that dirty stola from last night.? Didn't even bother to wipe oneself clean after, all that mess from last night.? Her Highness simply got to her bed and slept..?! Wait a minute, that pristine glow of hers... Is that dried semen on her? Or worse, Volgen's juices?!
Suddenly, a series of images flashed within her mind. Things that almost shocked her, from the very last night. Of her beloved Queen on that shaky balcony, kneeling in front of a mere sewer cleaner.! His stream of piss jetting out, an inch away from her face, droplets splashing on to her lips. And to her utter bafflement, the Queen's face blushing red, about to smile like right now, her tongue licking off the drops from her lips. What had possessed her to act so vile, on her own volition? After all, she was their Queen.
Sure, Bella had expected her to act a bit loose. That was the sole purpose of leaving her alone for the task, to know how far she was willing to push the boundaries herself. But it almost seemed like once the Queen started playing the submissive role, her natural instinct was to stay subservient to anyone who acted even a bit dominant. It was particularly surprising as Queen Elanor was known to the public for her tough but fair stances, and cold negotiation tactics. How could she be the same person and act so docile.? It wasn't like Bella found the behavior totally odd, after all, it was she who helped nurture this side of the Queen over the past month.
Yet, she had expected the Queen to put up more of a fight. All she had truly wished was to give her a taste of the life as a mere servant, serving her own staff for one night. To walk around them in a demeaning outfit, at best letting them cop a feel now and then. How could such a simple scenario devolve into the Queen taking down the erect member of her retiring staff down her throat, on the whole, while being pleasured by a senior woman.?!
After all, Bella had never asked Elanor to perform any explicit sexual act, not even to stroke a stranger. Is it possible that Tabitha misjudged the situation, and told the Queen to over perform her assigned duties.? The whole reason she had kept the instructions vague was so Elanor could make up her own mind where to draw the line. Bella had expected her to understand that much, at least. Is it too unreasonable to expect it from the most powerful person in all known lands.?
Bella was having second thoughts, especially about the morning task, the sack that she had left by the mantel piece. Was she being too harsh..?! But all her self-doubt evaporated as she noticed the slight movement under the sheets. As the Queen seemed to get hot and bothered by the dream, her right palm dived into her tucked in underbelly. No, no.. That's the limit.
"Elanor..!"
Bellatrix exclaimed in an outburst, a little too loud, that for a moment she feared the guards would hear, and rush in. Elanor woke up, sitting upon the bed in a jolt. Clearly something terrible had just happened in her dream as well. She was visibly shaking, her right hand still seemed to be fidgeting under the sheets. Looking around, she was surprised to see Bellatrix.. No, her Mistress!
In her chamber, so early in the morning.?
"It seems like you had quite a night..! Slept okay?"
"Yes Mistress..." Elanor replied, adjusting her stola. Even with the new contract, she was to address Bella as Mistress within the confines of her chamber.
"Well, I must say, you did exceedingly well. The retirees were all extremely pleased. I believe some even hung around till morning, to have another glimpse of you. Did you find anything particularly difficult? Unbearable, avoidable even?!"
Elanor's eyes looked like she was still in the dream. Or at least never completely removed from the post-orgasmic bliss with her dear Master. She replied.
"No Mistress... The audience was a bit overwhelming at first. But once I got into the dance.. Well, let's just say, Lady Adriana might have taught me a little too well..!" Elanor looked awaay, avoiding eye contact.
"I wasn't talking about your dance, Princess..! Tabitha told me you almost gave away your chastity all too willingly..." Bella said. The sudden shame and terror in Elanor spoke volumes. The Queen had no clue how dangerously close she had come to losing her virginity. Parts of the night were still a blur to her.
"I thought I was supposed to.." Elanor didn't know how to finish that thought.
"Well, the task was a test of your limits, harlot. Are you even aware of such a concept?! Hard limits?? To understand how close you were, to taming that horny beast within you. How good a grip you had on its leash. And it turns out, you had none. So from now on, I'll be sure to leave you bound or leashed, depending on the task." Bellatrix stood up and walked around the bed.
"Apologies Mistress. Had I known, I'd have acted accordingly..? Should I have denied their advances and requests instead.?"
"So it was all their advances now, was it? And requests?! Did they request this too, harlot? To sleep tight, covered in their sweat and semen? That was their idea too, huh?" As Bella seemingly lashed out, she was careful to not stare her down directly. This was still the true ruling monarch she was talking to. And even though she had the contractual power, it'd be wise to stay assertive, yet not over-powering.
Elanor didn't know how to respond. She was so spend and drained by the end, that she barely made it to the bed. She remembered literally collapsing into her sleep. Though, she wondered why the smell of it all still failed to bother her like it should.
"Okay, leave it for now. How did it make you feel deep down, knowing that you were just a lowly maid for all those old men.? And Volgen, of course. Or for the rest of the staff, even."
"Well, it didn't feel great..." Elanor stopped herself, thought about it for a moment, then continued.
"You know what, I can't complain. If I managed to give them at least an ounce of relief, of pleasure, I'm more than happy about it. To be clear, I'm talking about my dance performance, and how well the men seemed to take it. Sure, they had no place seeing my royal physique in such states. But.. I mean, these men had spent their entire lives for the Wolkenshire royalty, serving every whim of the Lords and Barons and Princesses. Loyal to the core, amidst all the neglect. As horrifying as it felt while performing, I'm happy about how it made them feel, ultimately. Such deep loyalty should be rewarded."
"Finally, something we agree on." Bellatrix said, standing in front of the Queen. Elanor noticed that she had taken the sack now to the corner of the bedpost. She held a long black, thick ribbon, which she raised it to Elanor's face, and started binding tight around, into an effective blindfold. Elanor didn't question, nor protest. She saw no point in neither. Bellatrix continued.
"Loyalties should be cherished. Like all the maids, I too am one humble employee of Her Majesty... And I do work, extra hard, to stay loyal to the imperial contract we both signed. For instance, one of the prime dictates of it, was about the preservation of the sanctity of your chastity. Your undisturbed virginity. Now by contract, its preservation is my duty. But by the same contract, you are to act submissive to me. And your chastity, my property to protect. Now is it too much to expect, for my slave, to protect her Mistress's property at any cost?"
Now, that is a paradox. Elanor hadn't read the fine print carefully, as usual. While she thought about it, Bella secured the blindfold, opened the sack and pulled out two undergarments from the pile within. It was two used jockstraps, quite old and unwashed from the looks of it. She crumpled those into two balls, and gently placed one on each of the Queen's open palms. She told.
"My Queen. Until I believe we have a better grip over your innate carnality, I think it's best to design the tasks that puts your chastity at the least risk. But there's only so much one can do that's sexually stimulating, that doesn't involve one's pussy, you see. How open are you about.. say, some anal explorations..?!"
Elanor sat up straight in an instant, her eyebrows raised and lips shut tight. She even felt her anus pucker in, as both her palms tightened into a fist, crushing the balled up cloths. Bellatrix replied snickering.
"Okay, okay, I get it. Too soon ! Way too soon."
"Well, then we'll have to dig deeper into the other senses of yours, to re-train them to aid arousal. For now, just focus on the sense of smell. You have two distinct smelling clothes in both your hands. It might smell all too same the first time, but I'm sure you'll be able to distinguish the intricacies in both scents in no time. Go ahead, try sniffing out the difference in them. And remember. You may not open your fist the whole time, until you are confident you can distinguish them from the smell alone."
Elanor slowly brought her right-hand closer. The first thing she felt on her nose tip was the cold of it. The fabric appeared to be still damp, and from the size of it, she presumed it to be a hand kerchief, though it felt stiched and thick at parts. Surprisingly, it smelled very much like herself. And that was a disturbing thought. After all, it was a combination of sweat and piss and semen that made her smell so unusual. Not to mention whatever Volgen had manged to squirt all over her, with her thighs wrapped around her legs, on a technique she called 'scissoring'... Did I really give in, to a woman?! That still was as disturbing a thought as it ever was. Shaking off her doubts, Elanor wafted in the scent deeply, trying to analyze the intricacies of it.
She did the same with the other palm, as Bella continued.
"Keep smelling it until you can differentiate between the both. I'll even throw a bone. You may use your tongue too. I'm sure that at least the taste is quite unique."



Elanor on the other hand, like the eager-to-please student she always was, began concentrating on nothing but the scent, sniffing her left hand. She had a baseline idea of what the other one smelled like. Now all she wanted was a pinch of something that'd differentiate it from the other. In a few seconds she began getting a faint smell of cut grass, deep from the cloth. 'Wow! That's something new. I'm sure the other one didn't have that.' She sniffed her right fist deeply. It definitely didn't. And more, she now started picking up a distinct scent of aged leather.
Now with her Mistress's permission, nothing was holding her back, and the curious Queen finally leaned in and licked the cloth. The initial distaste was so repulsive that she almost throw it away. Bella had expected it, and she swooped in and held the Queen's wrist tight against her face. She said.
"No, no. That's not part of the task. After all, I'm more than sure taking a few licks of it will not harm you in any way. I've seen you ingest things far worse, Princess... Believe me. Come on, try it again. And this time, push through the initial distaste. I'm sure you'll learn to like it in no time. Trust me Princess.. There's a scent in there that you love. A taste so special that you can't resist."
Elanor felt her mouth open and the cloth pushed in, as Bella's hands gripped around her. It almost felt suffocating initially. But soon the rush of the moment subsided, along with the distaste of it all. It didn't taste as bad as she expected after all. More like licking her own skin after a sweaty training session. As she almost sneezed, the true taste of it suddenly popped into her mind. It tasted eerily similar to her Master's balls from last night. Just like how it did while she completed the deep throat with that fateful sneeze. Only this felt more like chewing on leather. Bellatrix couldn't help but grin. The Queen was catching up, finally.
"Okay Queenie. Now here's the morning task, and I want you to finish it quickly, I don't want you to miss your private meeting with the administrative aids. If you do this right, I'll let you take a proper bath before. I may even let you wear some underclothing for a change. If you fail spectacularly though, you will meet them, smelling the way you do just now, as a punishment. Okay?"
Elanor nodded her head, as Bella continued.
"So we have here a few more clothes, of the set you've been... inhaling. I'll put it next to your face one by one. You are to decide whether it belongs to the set in your left hand, or the right. As before, you may sniff it, even lick. All the while answering my questions. Shall we start..??"
Elanor didn't have much time to think, as she felt the next fabric nuzzle against her nose. For one, this felt much more coarse and dry compared to the ones in her hands. She leaned in and sniffed it, struggling to get some sense of it, from its scent alone. Tasting it was something she'd rather not do. She went back and forth between sniffing the one before her, and the ones in her fists, as Bellatrix asked.
"So last night.. What do you think of your servants, truly? Do you really believe they are as loyal to the core, as one would expect of them?"
Elanor nodded her head in agreement. Her focus was on sniffing the cloth upfront.
"What about the guards then.? Do you think they are loyal as well? Do you think their conduct makes you proud overall?" Bella was eager to know the Queen's response, especially considering her encounter at the gates last night.
"Well.. Umm. I have no doubt on their loyalty to the Kingdom and to their Queen.." Elanor said, finding it weird for a moment, speaking of herself in third person.
"Sure, they are a bit rough around the edges, and rowdy at times.. There is plenty room for improvement. But I wouldn't doubt their loyalty a bit. And I've never witnessed them doing anything untoward,.. Anything wrong, that isn't within the bounds of their duty."
Her voice had a slight shiver. Parts of her were still re-living the perverse advances they made, groping her flesh in the name of rules the night before. And other parts got wet instantly, from the memory of it alone. The Queen was now visibly squirming in her seat, a moist patch forming in the bedspread underneath. She bit into the cloth, getting a taste, and immediately raised her left hand. The hint of wet grass was unmistakable.
Bella chucked the cloth to her left and put the next one against the waiting Queen's face. She said.
"That's impressive Princess, what you think of them. From what Tabitha told, you almost got molested by one of them. But may be that's how the Royals assess loyalty. And stay loyal to their men at the same time, huh?"
Elanor simply nodded in response. Bella knew of it all..?! Of course she did. Maybe that was part of the task, after all. The Queen kept sniffing the next fabric.
"Well, I take it that you follow the footsteps of the Great Barthomius Senior, when it comes to loyalty. The Great warrior who, upon finishing the northern battle, addressed all his wounded men, weeping for the ones they lost. You remember what he said.? The King shall be loyal to each of his men, from the highest in command, to the lowest foot soldier. To his Kingdom, in it's every minutia. Loyalty, after all, can't be a one way street. You remember his royal edict, my Queen?"
It certainly sounded accurate. Though Elanor had no idea what she meant, she simply nodded along, focusing on the task.
"See my Queen, you may feel like with all these contracts and tasks and punishments, the decks are stacked against you. But one, you asked for this. And two, at the worst case scenario, you may get dethroned and put in a hiatus, may be asked to return to your homeland of Vankenbraun. But you are still a royal, and no serious harm could befall you, by law of the land."
"If any of this goes south, I'd spend the rest of my life in chains. And funny enough, that would be one of the better outcomes. So before we go any further, especially with what I heard of your last night's performance, I want to make one thing abundantly clear. I need to know that you are the Queen deserving of the royal protections, beyond just your word, considering I have the harsher end of the contract."
Elanor wondered, what is she getting at.?! It's the Royal word. What else could be greater, that satisfies the very valid question.? They continued to go sniffing through the rest of the clothes, as Bella spoke.
"The point being, my Queen. For the contract to be valid, it is perfectly within my purview to make sure you are the Queen befitting the moral standards of the Wolkenshire royal codes. One such standard being the loyalty towards your men. Speaking of, how well do you think you know them.?Your people, your own men. Do you think you will like knowing them? That it'd be sunshine and rainbows once you get to truly know them. At a deep, personal level. And if it gets mildly unpleasant even, do you think you have what it takes to push through, if it means knowing them that more deeply?"
Elanor nodded in silence and compliance, as she slowly kept sorting the clothes shoved in her face, left and right. Leather and grass. Salt and sour. She now had code words in her mind for the classification, based on both smell and taste. She was starting to get a liking to the salty, leathery tasting ones. It surprised her the effect it had on her loins, the musk of it alone.
"You know, the same men who guard your castle gates and doorways, staying alert night and day, hot or cold. Trembling and sweating and squirming a lot harder than you do now. It only seems fair you get a chance to show them your loyalty, don't you think. Even better, a chance to periodically instill in yourself, your devotion towards your fellow men. Getting a taste of it, even."
Taste, huh? Elanor wondered slurping on the piece of clothing before, going back and forth between licking it and the one in her left hand. What do you know..?! I'm getting good at this. She felt oddly proud of this newfound skill.
"On a different note, Princess. Since it's inevitable that we are to expand our tasks to te performed out in public, it only makes sense that I form a new security team, specifically for the task venues. Now, don't worry. There's no way they'll know of it. Not initially, at least. And even if they figure it out, I've planned for cover stories to satisfy them. I've other strategies as well. Believe me, even if they figure it out, they'll be too invested in the project by them to back out. And I'm sure I can make you do a good job of them, in case they need be convinced. Oh look at that, you just finished sorting all the fabrics. Let's see how you did."
Elanor stayed blindfolded, while Bella glanced through both piles quickly. She thought back on what Bella had been saying all the while. The problem with Bella, is she had a way of making it sound sensible, without it always being so, entirely. Elanor had recognized by now. It was her play, and it was purposeful. And the problem with me, is that I end up agreeing half-listening, while my nose is stuck up in some other task, like right now.
"Well, there's good news and bad news, Harlot.! Good news is that you turned out to be something of a bloodhound, when it comes to sniffing out men. A great job, separating the cloths."
Sniffing out men?! Elanor tilted her head, confused.
"Bad news is that, in your overwhelmed state, you seemed to have chucked one extra cloth to the left pile. I'm sure it was an honest mistake, but you failed the task, dear. Now since I'm feeling lenient and since it seems you put in a great effort all together, I'll permit you to wash up, but.."
"Oh thank you, Mistress.. Would you please let me wear an underclothing as well. Please, please.." Even if she kept composed, the stickiness was making it almost unbearably itchy by now. Especially with the sunlight falling right on her, waking her skin to the active discomfort of it all.
"Begging doesn't suit a Queen, dear. Well, okay. Your clothes for the day will be awaiting you in the Lord's chamber by the time you are done bathing. And I'll keep the new 'security team' contract on the mantel piece as well, for you to look over."
Lord's chamber? Why there? That's at the other end. Why not just.. Oh, never mind. Elanor was relieved enough at the thought of a bath. Bella led her Queen towards the bath tub, in the adjoining room, and took the rest of the fabric which she still held in her fists. As she undid the blindfold, her right hand pushed one of the fabric into the Queen's open mouth, and shut it tight.
"Now be a dear, and keep chewing on it all the while bathing. I really want you to get used to its taste and smell. It's imperative that you outgrow the slightest signs of repulsion upon its smell or taste."
Repulsion? But it tastes fine now. And the clothes, I never got to see them. This is all very strange this morning, even for Bella.. As Elanor checked the water, Bella continued.
"You are not to take it out of your mouth at any time. Freshen up quickly, and come straight to the Lord's chamber as said before. You may cover yourself with a towel. Do not give into your instincts and walk out the front door half naked. Use the secret pathways, obviously. This will be your first time getting to another chamber near-naked, that too in daytime. So I'm sure you'll make the most of it."
Preparing for the bath, Elanor slipped off her sweat soaked stola. As she turned around to pick it up, Bella stopped her suddenly, her voice verging on furious.
"Wait, what happened to your pubic garden? And why is there a royal seal instead.?"
Elanor looked down in horror, her mind finding it hard to remember half the events of the night. Finding it extremely unsettling that she had lost her treasured pubic lush.
"How could you? How dare you shave off the royal bush, you harlot..? Who made you.."
Bella was evidently seething, almost shaken by this sudden revelation. It wasn't even a playful mock. She had actually snapped and called her Queen a harlot.! Even strange, Elanor took it like it was deserving. Like she had actually let her down, and the name-calling was only understandable. It felt odd, instinctively.
It isn't like you too loose it so swift. Get a grip, Bella.! Suddenly she stopped herself. She had a lot on her plate now, for the week, and especially the morning. Now is not the right time to dwell on it.
"Okay.. Leave it for now. But you are not off the hook. We'll address it later. For now, just proceed as said."
Bellatrix left her to finish, consciously taking deep audible breaths, as if to pacify her temper.
Elanor felt aghast about the whole thing. She slowly remembered how the events got out of hand the other night, and how she had come to terms with intrusion into her personal grooming. Hopefully it'd grow back, and grew quickly to a full bush. She tried to remember what Bella had just instructed. It didn't help that parts of her head were barely awake, this being early morning by her standards. But the whole exercise made no sense to her. As she quickly washed off the remnants of the previous night from her skin, the sweat, semen and the likes, all the while chewing on the saliva soaked piece of cloth bulging out her cheeks, finding the leathery salt tang of it oddly satisfying, she thought about the day so far.
About Bellatrix suggestion of expanding her sexual avenues, including anal. Oh, God forbid.! And what was she talking of, training her senses, her taste and smell, to aid in arousal. How preposterous? How impractical.?! The memory of her loins leaking, tasting the clothing the first time, and remembering chortling on her Master's balls the other night flashed into her mind.
No... That doesn't count. That was an accident. Elanor comforted herself.
What was the whole point of sorting all those clothes, all the while staying blindfolded.? Elanor had certain expectations now, when it comes to Bella's tasks. But the absurdity of it all so far this morning truly baffled her. And what was that, her going on about loyalty. About how the Queen must stay loyal to her men, and vice versa. About creating a secret security team for guarding the tasks, and ensuring their loyalty. Knowing Bella, she had no doubt there was a perfect explanation for it all. But that didn't stop her from pondering over what it all meant.
Soon she got out, all cleaned, with a towel wrapped around her wet bosoms. Elanor had always wondered why Barthomius felt so proud of all these ancestral secret passages throughout the entire castle. Known only to the topmost royalties and their few faithful staff members. The Queen herself found it a little too odd, paranoid even, on how extensively they took on this whole project. Two or three secret escape routes out of the castle in case of a siege attempt, she'd get. This seemed like whoever came up with the idea, got a little too carried away. Or had other perverse incentives. After all, this whole project can be used to simply spy on the rest in their privacy. Wait.. Oh, no. That's too far-fetched. That can't be it.
As she entered the Lord's chamber, she noticed the beautiful formal-wear spread across the table, next to two stacks of neatly folded clothes. As promised, the new royal security B team contract was upon the mantelpiece. Surely approved, and signed by the new Head of Households, Lady Agrafena. The list was already official, the Queen's signature was nothing more than a mere formality. As she read the list, Elanor felt furious.
'Team leader Vlazid of Ashlan? And.. Second in Command, Jezeb Willington?! Seriously??'
Elanor was more than familiar with those names, and even more with their fingers. Those two low-ranking bottom feeders. Did Bella seriously think they were fit to be a part of a personal security team.? The rest of the names were all new to her, and surely, why would she care to know them by name anyhow.
Then it occurred to her. Maybe, personal protection wasn't the primary reason. Maybe Bella wanted her to endure the additional humiliation of knowing that, while she roamed around the kingdom doing the disgraceful, what left of her shame was protected by the meekest of her men. The ones she'd rather do without. Though Elanor was initially impressed by how improved Vlazid's behavior was the other night, she was in no way a fan of how he behaved later. Even if it made her leak.
But.. That was an accident.!!
Elanor corrected herself.
She put down the contract and proceeded to get dressed. Now, where is my promised underclothing? The Queen looked around, expecting her soft, frilly custom-made royal panties. All that was left next to her formal-wear was a flimsy, weird looking piece of fabric. As she took it up, it already seemed a bit damp. It had a long stitched string, with a lengthy piece of simple cloth attached to its middle. Elanor wondered, as she continued to chew on the crumpled, salty fabric in her mouth. A taste which she was getting more and more fixated on.
'This looks nothing like a royal underclothing. If anything.. Wait, is this a jockstrap?!' Elanor shook her head as she examined the cloth. It sure was a man's underclothing. That too, a lower class man's used loin cloth! The fabric was coarse, the stitches were torn at the edges, with the once white cloth now looking beige at best, with its center patch unmistakably stained. She unconsciously brought it closer to sniff, to check if it was clean enough. The smell was familiar, in fact too familiar. Like a stingy, damp meadow, it smelt distinctly of cut grass. Oh God..!
Elanor dropped the loin cloth to the bed at once, stepping back, shocked. Was that what I was sniffing on, earlier today? Wait, does that mean..?
The Queen spat out in no time the crumpled cloth in her mouth, it jetting out like she was almost vomiting. Spit drooled copiously from the corners of her lips, as she looked down with disgust. An even dirty and used up loin cloth was lying on the floor before, soaked in a puddle of spittle, and even some intestinal juice. The sudden taste of acid in her mouth only added to the overall repulsion of the whole scenario.
God! It looked worse than the other one. At least that was beige, and slightly torn. This one had numerous holes, a clear sign of overuse, and the dirt seemed to stick on to whatever stained it from time to time, that it now had multiple coffee stains. And I was made to sniff it. Lick it?! God, I was chewing on it till a moment ago. And worse of all, in my mouth.. I now miss it..?! What the hell, Bellatrix??
Elanor stood frozen, taking it all in, not even noticing Bella enter the chamber.
"Oh.! Like your new chew-toy, Harlot?"
"Bella..! I can't believe you made me smell that..!!"
Surprisingly, even with calling Mistress by her name, even with all the disgust bubbling within her, Elanor's voice still had a submissive quality to it. No, this wasn't the Queen talking, Bella knew. This was just a submissive pet throwing an occasional tantrum. Bellatrix replied, smirking.
"Smell it.?! You don't have to sugarcoat it, dear. I pushed it down your throat, it went in quite easily. And to my surprise, you were all smiles, gargling it. Have you forgotten so soon, Princess.?"
"I can't believe you made me sniff on a stranger's... Wait, was it just one.? Or all the clothing you made me... It isn't funny, Bella..!"
"It's Mistress to you, Princess..!!" Bella's voice wasn't loud, but stern, as she gripped the Queen's shoulder, pushing her down to sit on the edge of the table. Both continued the stare down.



"What..? You're upset now that it was just the underwear, and not the real thing stuffed down your throat this whole time, Princess..?!"
That had an effect on the Queen. Somewhere in her, that comment seemed to hit a spot.
What did she mean? What did she know?
"Don't worry, I hear things.." Bella continued, her left hand now caressing Elanor's chin, and gripping her neck softly. "Tabitha stayed obedient for the most part last night. Then again, she couldn't wait to spill me what she saw at that one time she peeped in. Apparently one night is enough to loosen even the royal throat, huh?!"
God, she knew..! Elanor's eyes said it all. All the fight had left her. All the anger, and annoyance at her Mistress. Bella stood her up, and started dressing her. As she tied the strings of the used loin cloth around the Queen's hip, Bella continued.
"And you wonder why I suggest things like anal. That I'm pushing too hard, you minx..?! I had planned out a multitude of tasks, of slowly easing you down to your first ever blowjob. And you just straight up give in, and do it all the first instance I look away? That too, a deep throat..?! Why, my Queen, why? You straight up spoiled my tasks for the next two weeks in one night. You do know that we have to keep escalating it right? That's the only way it works."
As Bella helped her into the gown, Elanor noticed that her favorite clothes have been altered slightly. Customized would be a better description of its current state. Her full length form-hugging green embroidered gown had been split into two now. The first part, was the same full sleeve high-neck gown, with its puffy shoulders and bottoms reaching the floor. As formal as it gets. She remembered the dress having a long split on both ends from the lower thigh for ease of motion.
After wearing it though, Elanor realized the entire rear-half of her gown bottom was missing now. She looked around to see on the table, folded neatly, the rest of her bottom half. It was attached to a thick belt, and once worn completely it'd seem like she was dressed more than properly. Only, without it, her entire behind, from her bare cheeks, back thighs to her milky white shin, stayed out in the open. As Elanor waited for her rear to get covered, Bella continued.
"And I do know how disgraceful it would feel to be asked to use for pleasure, the one hole that was meant for only refuse.! No self-respecting women in the Kingdom would. Even the sleaziest of prostitutes wouldn't agree to it without a frown. That, to a Queen..?? I can't imagine how humiliating it would have felt, even the mere suggestion.! And god-forbid if things get out of hand, and we get there. So forgive me, my Queen... For thinking that a little sensory exploration of arousing scents, with a pinch of humiliation, would suffice for now. Forgive me, for thinking a little outside the box. You know, for doing my duty.!"
Elanor nodded. As always, Bella had her reasons. She asked.
"But Bella.. Mistress. Why would you make me.. taste... and smell the dirty linen of some stranger..?! How could that possibly help with my condition.?"
Bella looked at her puzzled. Her left eyebrow twitched, as she sighed in frustration.
"A stranger, my Queen? You think I'd risk exposing you, be it even to the scent, of a stranger?! Oh I forgot my Queen, you have to adjust your loin cloth.." Elanor felt a shiver run up her spine, as Bellatrix suddenly hugged her from the front, her hands creeping down and over the single coarse cloth covering her ass cheeks. She patted it to clear any creased, and then gripped both her cheeks, spreading them apart. The cloth suddenly got sucked into the anal cleft, nicely tucked between the buns. Once she released the grip, her cheeks clapped back to its original state, with only the top of the loin cloth sticking out, attached to the string. Bella continued.
"Sorry my Queen. We wouldn't want your new under-clothing to leave any unusual panty-line on your costumes. Wonder what gossips that would give rise, between the maids, huh..?!"
Elanor listened stunned, not by the sudden skinship from her Mistress. But how aroused it alone made her feel, and to what degree it was a result of being groped by another woman. 'God, that Volgen sure did some number on me..!'
Bella continued.
"Like I said, I wouldn't risk your training upon some stranger's musk, my Queen.. What you smelled earlier, what you explored licking, was a way for you to get to know your men better. Those brave Wolkenshires..! That addictive after-taste in your mouth now, that salty tang that won't let your tongue stop slurping in anticipation... That is your loyal servant Vlazid..! The natural flavor of his sweaty manhood, to be precise..!"
As Elanor stood baffled, Bella knelt down and took the saliva soaked loin cloth lying on the ground. The same one she had puked out a while ago in repulsion. Bella handed her the wet cloth, and walked behind, opening the window shades to their left one by one. She continued her monologue to her baffled Queen.
"I want you to feel at home when surrounded by these men, my Queen. To create a much deeper bond between you and them. Not just a social bond, nor surface-level psychological. But a truly animalistic bond. A true loyalty, flowing both ways. I mean, just imagine. How beautiful it would be. Them, with their knees shaking, when faced with you directly! At the same time, for your mouth to not stop watering... Provided you are down on your knees, with that sweet pelvic musk of them all, rushing up your nostrils..! With your throat just aching for something to fill in... Do you feel it..? Maybe you will start to in a moment. They are about to get officiated by you anyway.."
Saying that, Bella turned away and walked towards the door, with the Queen now in the center of the Lord's chamber. They were about to do what..? Bella was talking so fast that half of it took longer to even register properly. Bella opened the door slightly and ordered the guards.
"At the next bell, send them in.."
Bell?! What bell?
Suddenly, the morning breeze blew in through the open windows behind, reminding the Queen that her rear was yet to be covered. As she was about to ask of the same, Bella returned, with a scroll on her one hand, and a small bell on the other. Bella said to the confused Queen.
"What? Didn't you read the security contract properly.? You are about to officiate them into their new employment. If I were you, I'd worry about that dripping loin cloth in your hands."
With that, she sounded the bell once. Elanor looked around baffled, for a place to hide the crumpled cloth, or to throw it to even. She couldn't go to the windows, not without risking her lowest ranking guards getting an eyeful. Of her bare back buns.
With the doors about to open, having no other way, Elanor hid it in the only place she could think of. And she kept telling herself, it wasn't because she craved for its taste. That she wouldn't have done it, had there been another choice. She stuffed it down her own throat, without giving it a thought.
The doors swung open, and a group of six young men marched into the chamber. They all sat down in a well rehearsed pace, kneeling on the floor fifteen feet from the Queen, their foreheads touching the ground. Even Elanor was impressed with the well coordinated movements of the men. On the next bell, the first of them walked forth, his gaze still fixed on the ground. He stopped eight feet from the Queen, and got down on a knee. He raised his sword and held it above his head, offering it up to the Queen.
Elanor realized by now that, with all the windows behind open and the light illuminating, the contours of her upper thighs and entire pelvis will be visible to the men before, if any of them were to take a peek. Her clitoral bud pulsated at the mere thought. And it felt peculiar, how the soft flesh rubbed against the coarse fabric of the loin cloth. The very same loincloth that one of them had been wearing the day before. She had to struggle to stay in control, with the thought of the common guard's dried cum-stain nuzzling against her nether.
As Bella recited the ceremonial oath, the young man repeated, with genuine passion in his voice.
"I, Vlazid of Ashlan, do solemnly swear my undying loyalty.. To the Great Kingdom of Wolkenshire.."
Elanor couldn't believe this was the same man who had practically molested her in broad moonlight, while his friend cheered him, just the other night. Probably, she was grinding her teeth against the same loin cloth, he was wearing at the time. Probably she was tasting now, the pre-cum that she only made him produce the other night. And if what Bella told earlier was true, even though Vlazid was kneeling, for now. Soon it will be Elanor's turn to kneel, and taste the sweat of this man, right from his bulging balls. Something in her just couldn't wait for that moment to arrive faster. The thought alone was enough to cream herself.
**
*
Elanor remembered the fairy tale wisdom her dear grandmother used to instill. That, if there was something that she truly desired, the whole world shall conspire to make it happen. She felt pretty sure her current predicament wasn't one such occurrence. Yet it was hard to deny, the part of her that deeply craved for it to happen. The part, that couldn't be more grateful for making it true, all in a week's span.
The Great Queen was on her knees, bound, and staring right at the pulsing member before her, in that dingy wooden closet, the make-shift cabin at the backstage of the 'Desert Rose'. Where the working girls earned some extra copper depending on their willingness to please nameless, faceless men.
As the stranger got back up, and unbuckled his pants, Elanor took a lungful with her eyes closed, her nostrils wafting in his musk. And in the dark of her imagination, colors started popping up. Bright red spots, like that of an imperial uniform. Bluish green circles, like a guarding spear. Glimpses of a reddish graying facial stubble. A pair of thick dark brown eyebrows. And finally, with that distinct strong smell of leather, her mouth salivated on its on, as a face formed in her mind..! A very, very familiar face, that she recognized from his smell alone.
Vlazid of Ashlan..!
My chief personal guard. The loyal protector of my shame.
Such rare a loyalty, that it's a two-way street now. And it's my turn to display loyalty.
As spittle verged on drooling out the corners of her smile, Elanor fought the urge as she remembered Bella's instructions. She'd been preparing for this moment the past whole week. And, it wasn't easy.
Bella wanted her to familiarize herself with all her newly appointed personal security staffs, and she expected her to recognize them by the mere smell. So every evening, Mistress would collect the sweat soaked training clothes that they'd leave in their lockers for the royal washer maids. She would put all the dirty clothes together in to a sack, including their under clothing, and leave it by the Queen's bed every night.
Elanor was to sort out the clothes to six different bags in the right order, solely using their natural musk as a guide. If she did a good enough job, Bella would let her wear one of their used loin cloths underneath her daily outfit. If she found it repulsive, Elanor was always free to go around without wearing any under-cloths. But obviously, dirty cum-stained ones were preferable, knowing there was at least something to absorb all those leaking juices throughout the day.
What surprised Elanor was the recognition of this hidden super-sensory talent of hers. She was pretty good with scents, not just picking up on one, but identifying it specifically, even with most of the cloths stinking with dirt. Her technique was using both taste and smell. She had never spoken to most of the guards, had no idea what they sounded like even. But by day five, she could pretty much name them with one deep lung full of their sweaty fragrance.
The way it made her salivate was just an added bonus.
And an hour before leaving for her public performance at the south-side tavern 'Desert Rose', Bellatrix sat her down and explained in detail what was expected of her. Apparently the dancers at the bar were actively encouraged to provide a few special services as well. Which was quite surprising to the Queen, as she was pretty clear on her new rules regarding prostitution within the Kingdom. Elanor knew very well there was no way, nor sense, in banning the oldest profession in the world outright. She instead made the laws much harder.
Now, only reputed harems with decent facilities and hygiene were provided the Imperial Solicitation License. Any other shops or bars, who provided similar services, were immediately sealed shut, and the wealth confiscated. But apparently even her carefully crafted law had a loophole. Bellatrix explained to her that, according to the Imperial records, solicitation means providing an enclosed area for penetrative sexual activity. So a lot of bars, including Desert Rose, were smart enough to find workarounds. To eat their cake, and have it too. At least in Desert Rose, the backstage wooden cubicles had a separating wall.
The girl will be on one side and the customer on the other. Based on what the girl was comfortable doing, she could open up various strategically placed small sliding windows built into the separating wall. They were free to explore each other's flesh as long as it occurred through these windows, for a fee, of course. And the separation made sure that legally they were not sharing the room the whole time. Some cheaper bars simply resorted to providing much simpler and dirtier glory holes. But the innovative technique meant at the Desert Rose the girls could charge more, and the men, get more.
Though initially, the whole legal loophole manipulation made her blood boil, right now all the Queen could think about was the pulsing erection before. Again, Bella's words repeated in her mind.
"The only task for you is to recognize the person in the other booth. It may be from his sound while he greets you, his silhouette, or what you could make of it through the window panels, the smell of his pubes as he'll probably pull his thing out. Or surely by the taste of it, his nether meat, that is. Now remember. You are not required to please him at any time. You don't even have to touch him, if you are confident you recognized him. Once you are sure, or at any point you feel uncomfortable even, just yell out- NOT TONIGHT!! They'll leave at once, and I'll check with you. You'll get to serve four out of six of the security team, each Thursday. They'll be using the special royal passes for your booth, so I'll have a record of who all paid a visit, and in what order. If you manage to identify them in the correct order, the task is successful. And something tells me you just can't wait any longer to get started. Look at you wetting your lips.. You can't wait to start, can you?."
Elanor truly couldn't. She didn't understand what it was about his natural smell, that made the throat lubricate on its own. She also picked up an added scent of horse from him. Well, he was a well-trained rider. Maybe they all rode horses to reach here. Elanor felt extremely proud of herself, the way she pinpointed him so soon. Now all she had to do was yell out, "Not Tonight..!"
He'd leave, Bella would check everything, and she can move on to the next one. Her knees were already killing her with all the kneeling, so she had plenty good reason to wrap it all quick. Yet, as she opened her mouth, the voice won't come out. All it did was dribble down a chunk of spittle on to the Barber's cape attached from her neck to the separating wall. Another innovative idea from the establishment, to keep the room clean, all things considered. Elanor arched back, and went for the final try, leaning in full, ready to yell, not tonight. Or that's what she thought would happen.
Apparently her lust, her body, and her leaking loins had an entirely different plan for her pouting thirsty lips, and that slippery throat. In one single push, she took half his cock in, her lips clinging on to the veiny member by suction alone. Was it all her? Or that strange magnetic pull upon her skin, emanating from the pulsing crown.? Either way, as she bobbed back into her initial position, a loud sigh of ecstasy arose from the other side. Someone was happy..!
No, stop! This isn't part of the task.
This is me failing to control myself. It must stop now, enough is enough.
All valid points, but none seemed to stick to that addled mind of hers now. Elanor was too far gone now, and it was only ten seconds in. She didn't know why, but her throat just continued to twitch, waiting for the rest of his member to invade it.
"Demura..Oh Demuraa..!" The man continued to cry out, rejoiced.
Men sound so different when horny, Elanor thought, remembering Vlazid voice being noticably deeper the other day. She was equally surprised at how well she applied the techniques Volgen had taught her a week ago. An outside observer might think she was doing what came naturally to her. But Elanor was still an absolute novice in the tongue-games, and she paid extra attention to each and every detail, hell bound on perfecting her skills. While leaning in, she was careful to wrap her teeth with her lips, curved and tucked in.
Her whole chin, and almost half her face, well slathered and slippery with all the excess saliva, aiding the penis in its smooth passage. She was attentive enough to almost vacuum her mouth cavity once fully sucked in. Her cheeks sinking further deep, almost comically distorting her facial structure. While pulling back, the lips would flip and wrap around the sensitive skin of the cock, brushing it along from all sides, while maintaining, if not increasing, the suction applied on the erection. She almost felt sad that she couldn't reach his balls through the small window, which stayed in the other side of the wall.
What surprised the Queen more, was how committed she was to this seemingly absurd idea of her Mistress. Of training oneself to get, and stay aroused, based solely on the scents and flavors of the masculine. Elanor had consciously kept her eyes shut tight, once she got a hang of it, focusing solely on the sweet musk emanating from his sweat covered unkempt pubic hair. She focused on her nostrils, the taste and overall texture of his penis. It does feel like leather, or chewing on rubber even. No wonder his skin is so stretchy.
As she was sucking, Elanor felt an unmistakable tightening around her lips, followed by a push against her throat wall. 'Oh my God! This is happening. He is growing more.. I need to see this'. She leaned back, letting his semi hard cock slip all the way out of her mouth, and sat down on the floor, her buttocks cushioning on her heels. She looked up at the beautiful erection almost waving a few inches from her face, gobs of spittle running down in strings to her still open mouth, with her tongue twirling it around playfully.
God, I'm such a naughty slut..!
That wasn't the kind of language that she ever used. If there was a speck of the proud Queen awake in her consciousness, she'd have broken off the enchantment of the cock before in an instant. But the Queen was far gone, for now at least, her eyes dreamy focused on ways to milk the most out of him.
She knew it was time to use what she learned. The cock was clearly more than seven inches, and on the girthier side. And it was still growing. It's time she used that throat properly. Taking a deep breath, pushing her tongue out with her jaw stretched, and gargling the pooled up saliva to further lubricate the entrance of her throat, she aimed her head right, and leaned forward. The person on the other end let out an enthusiastic yelp, a clearly surprised one.



He never had felt a mouth feel so warm, and tight, and cuddly.
Oh no,wait. This isn't her mouth. He realized, that he was way deeper into her now. This is the girl's throat. Is it even appropriate to call her a girl anymore?! Because, this is pure slut terriroy..!
He kept tapping the wooden panel, almost frustrated, wanting to break it open and do it with her the right way. Now he stayed plastered to the wall, pushing every single inch possible, out into her warm mouth. All through the small window, his balls clenched tight within his sack. This was pleasure of a whole another level.
The sounds of his desperation were music to the Queen. What woman didn't enjoy her effect on men, she rationalized. Men are such simple creatures, she chuckled within, totally unaware of the thick pool of her own making, leaking down her under-thighs, seeping into her favorite outfit, permanently staining it with her own juices. Encouraged by the responses, she leaned in further, straining against the handcuffs, hooking her wrists to the floorboard from behind.
She took his cock as deep into her throat as possible and stayed there, with her nose almost flattened against the separating wall. She gave an earnest effort in massaging his penis by constricting her throat muscles rapidly, and he twitched involuntarily in response. On the one hand she was about to run out of breath, on the other hand her gag reflex was dangerously closed to kicking in, the initial spasms of which she managed to use to massage his cock further.
She remembered the first time her gag reflex had kicked in, and it was merely her first blowjob, the one time she gave in to her love Barthomius's fantasies. He wasn't as experienced as he thought himself to be either, the blowjob went sour with her eventually choking on his cock, and ended up coughing out gobs of spittle. It wasn't a particularly pleasant memory, and she had no intention of repeating it. Elanor had one more trick up her sleeve to make him cream. She pushed her chin against the wall, and with much strain, slipped her extended tongue under his cock, through the small window, until she felt his ball sack at its tip. He made it easier by pushing his pelvis further, while wild grunts escaped his mouth.
And with great care, Elanor gently caressed the wrinkly super-sensitive lower side of his puffy ball sack. As the saliva coated tongue slid slowly along his balls that were already on the brink, she felt his cock shudder in preparation for the climatic spurt. Reading the signs, a sense of disgust crept into her mind, befitting a prude Princess, and she leaned way back in an instant, letting his member slid out all the way. She wasn't the kind of woman who swallowed, she had to find some way to stay in control of the situation. Or so she thought.
Just as his penis was about to slip out, her body leaned back in, just enough to keep that pulsing mushroom head of his tightly wrapped around her pouting lips. The one thing she thought she had a handle on. Why?! It almost seemed like her body wanted to know, her loins craved for her mouth to get a sense of what he tasted like. What his milk tasted like, to be precise.
Goddamn! Is this what happens when you train to link your arousal with your taste and smell..?! Was this craving by design? Did Mistress know I'd end up this way by the end of it all?! If only her hands weren't tied, she could have checked herself how wet it all had already made her loins, instead of putting the blame on Bella. Thick threads of spit drooled from his twitching erection all over her chin, dripping down her neck-line, and getting collected in the barber's cape as planned, tied safely to her neck. Without it, the floor would have been quite a mess by the end of it all.
And then it happened, the moment she had been practicing religiously for all week long. Her first ejaculation of the night. Her first witnessing of an orgasm induced solely by tastes and smell, ever. And once it started, it seemed to have no stopping point. Thick white threads jetted out of the tip of his bulging crown, with her lips milking its edges by pouting in and out. The moment it touched her mouth, Elanor felt visible goosebumps all over her body. She didn't realize at the time, that this was her first taste of fresh semen, in a long time. Nor had she any clue, how much her body craved for its mere warm salty tang even, right from the source.
The man on the other side was on heaven. Almost like, he hadn't had a good lay in a long time. His cock kept exploding into her waiting mouth, again and again, overwhelming her with its sheer quantity. As he kept on cumming, the gravity of it all hit her out of the blue, of the blatantly humiliating nature of the week-long task.
How she was made to dance to the amusement of a bunch of low life drunkards in a run-down bar in the seediest corner of her own Kingdom. How disgraceful a sight she made, prostrating herself before a young drunk man, a lowly security staff of her own guardsmen, while his erection continued to seed her waiting mouth. All the while, the tip of her tongue continued to scratch any itch left in the underside of his cock, with her lips holding on to his crown in a tight suction.
A man who would, under normal circumstances, never dare meet her gaze, who'd run around all day doing errands for her pleasure, was fated to be the first one to cream right on his Queen's tongue in a long while. While the weight of it all almost drowned her in bafflement on one side, the rest of her gasped for air all the same, only drowning in pleasure instead. This was the most fulfilled she felt since she started on this whole treatment journey with Bellatrix.
Not the whole experience, as it was tough to compete with her Master's nostalgic tough, or Clergyman Ishikawa with his magic fingers for that matter. But she couldn't put into words why, the pleasure of this specific moment, of kneeling before this clearly grateful guard, thanking him whole-heartedly, for all the hardships he had endured for the sake of the whole of Wolkenshire, for the safety of his Great Chaste Queen of all. Laying the groundwork of her true basal loyalty to her fellowmen.
And what greater gesture could there be, than happily letting him spray the insides of her mouth with his pent-up tension. Add to it, the pure fulfillment of making a man cum by a true animalistic expression of your innate femininity. Of your growing subservience. Of your wish to make your Mistress proud. No, Elanor had no time to test the validity of these claims. Her mind was too damn muddled that it surprised her she could think this even. And she had no idea how much she regretted missing the chance to taste her Master's semen last week, as he had emptied his load down her throat, giving her not even a drop to savor. Right now though, she had more than plenty to taste. All the semen one would want!
It was particularly warm and squiggly. Not overly viscous nor watery. It seemed like what a healthy semen should be. If anything seemed unnatural, it was how copious the total cum was, all milked straight from his balls. All the while she was lost on these thoughts, her body was getting a better chance of appreciating the fine details of the sweet nectar of life. The more it stayed, the more she was sensing the true deep flavors of it. This sure had a unique taste, and she didn't know if it was how Vlazid's cum tasted, or all semen in general. It almost tasted like chewing cashew nuts. Not the fruit, just the nuts. Maybe they all taste different, may be one day she'll get to name them from tasting their cum alone. The Queen chuckled in a blush.
Is this how sluts contemplate? Anyway, for all she knew for now, Vlazid of Ashlan cums a lot.
And he tastes like cashew nut paste..!
Elanor had never spent so much time wondering about the taste of a man's milk, ever. And why would she? She would have instantly rejected the mere suggestion of a blowjob even, in her early days, like any self-respecting Princess would. Even if persuaded, she'd have surely spat it all out the moment the penis left her mouth. Never in her life she'd have thought of savoring the taste of semen, not by her own volition. Yet now, here she was, not only eager to taste the next cock, but finding things to love about the sexual refuse of a mere foot soldier, her own personal guard. She was so enamored by the sensations, she didn't even notice him putting on his pants, nor leaving.
Sitting back for a moment, Elanor continued to play with the semen in her mouth, rinsing and almost gargling it like a curious teen, foaming it up and blowing bubbles. She didn't understand what made her act so playful with another man's ejaculate. As she wobbled her head, the door knob to her right caught her attention. Partly because it was squeaky clean. Unlike the rest of the room from constant use, that it was almost a small mirror. It was about her eye level, and she could see a slightly distorted women looking back at her shenanigans, with a twinkle in her eyes.
It would have resulted in one of those defining moments for her, a moment of true retrospection, and eventual course correction, had she gazed on to her reflection for a few more seconds. Realizing how disgraceful she looked, with her mascara running down in streams, her lipstick smeared all over, her whole face covered in a mixture of semen and sweat and spittle. How the shine in her eyes seemed to have a tinge of madness, of unbridled sexual impulse.
But it wasn't fated so. In an instant, her attention was captured by the fresh uncut hard-on peeping through the window, the next on her task tonight.
Even before smelling, she knew who this was, from the particularly curly brown pubes of his.
Of course.. Sir Sheds A Lot..!
She remembered picking it off the loin clothes before sniffing in every morning. For a moment, she thought of using the semen already swirling in her mouth as a lubricant for the new member. But no, she didn't want to confuse the taste of her men. Her men.?!
Stopp toying, Princess. You already recognized him. Just yell NOT TODAY and wait for the next. These knees are killing me..!!
She knew what she must. It's what she wants, that confused her. She wanted to be sure, that whether the 'chashew taste' was common across the board. Or just Vlazid.?
Besides, why not reward him?! With a lick. A single lick, at least. He too toiled all day, all week for his Kingdom. Wouldn't it be unfair, to insult his loyalty.?! Wait, what am I even saying..
The thoughts blurred as she closed the gap, unbeknownst. But she needed to cleanse the palette. Don't want to confuse the tastes now, do we? Swallowing it all in a single slurp, with no signs of hesitation, the thick gobs of it gulping down her throat. That moment she remembered, she could've simply spat it out, to the waiting Barber's cape before. That was it for, after all. But no time to dwell in regrets, not with a fresh cock waiting for you. A voice in her heard announced.
And she listened to that voice. For three more cocks that night.
**
*
Two days later.
Two extremely productive days, where Elanor finally managed to concretize the terms for the upcoming bilateral meeting with the warring village clans. Sustaining the peace between the inner rural tribes was one of the corner stones of any successful Kingdom, and this was one problem her administrative team had been toiling over for months. Her only regret was the refusal of the third major clan, the herdsmen headed by the Rachetties, to come to the table even. Still, two out of three was good, considering the multi-generational conflict. This wasn't an end all solution, but a definitive starting point for the future efforts. The key points were always right in front of them, only they lacked a clear uncluttered mind to see it, straight through the political mess of a situation. At least now, Elanor had one person to be thankful for her mental stability.
That, and a strangely arousing sense of loyalty, whenever confronted with her new security team trainees. Elanor rushed through the lunch, as she was to meet Bella for the mid-week assessment of her progress so far. The joints of her jaw still felt a bit too loose, as she chewed through the steak. It's been days, still she remembered every moment like it's only been a couple minutes. She couldn't shake the smile, thinking how juicy, yet leathery textured the medium rare tasted. Almost like having both Vlazid and Itzel in her mouth, at the same time. She was aware of the serving maids, acting puzzled at the sudden elation of their Queen, and her failed efforts to contain it.
She hadn't discussed it in any detail with Mistress. Her schedule had gotten quite busy since, and it didn't seem like Bella found it a priority. Maybe she wanted her Queen to stew on the thoughts and fantasies for a while. This was very much a psychological endeavor after all, as much as it relied on skinship. Every morning, Elanor would find the bag of sweaty clothes by her bedside. She'd complete the olfactory assignment, choose her loin cloth for the day, and proceed to get clean and dressed up.
What she found extremely odd about it, was other than Jezeb and Vlazid, she hadn't aq clue what the rest of them looked like. Sure she knew their names and badge numbers, she had to refer to them with something. Itzel, Romer, Gillen and Tartor. But that was it. Even on the day they got officiated, she was too preoccupied with her partial nudity, and the taste of a used loin cloth stuffed down her throat. All too overwhelmed by the shame of it, she barely had time to note the faces of the very men who had just sworn to protect her.
The mere thought of it made her blush. That any of them could walk up to her, and she'd have no way of distinguishing them from the faceless guards roaming her castle. Yet, put her on her knees blindfolded, and she could identify them each from their sweaty scents alone. Is this how they cultivate blind loyalty?! She chuckled as she waited back in the private hall, for the Head of Households to arrive, to comment on her performance last week.
Lady Agrafena to the maids, and Mistress to her. And in walked, Bellatrix of Agrafena.
"Well, before we start. Do you have any specific concern? In general, or specifically about the new tasks and rules.??" Bellatrix had no time to waste.
And now she was in a pickle. Elanor had developed her sexual side so much the past month that she could easily slip into her land of orgasmic fantasies, reminiscing over the latest adventures. Be it in the middle of a diplomatic dinner, or a heated debate among ministers. Keeping herself on that blissful edge had become the key to her control over the usual anxiety attacks. But put her in a room alone with her Mistress, she was right back to being the Princess prude, ashamed at even the thought of what she was made to do. It almost felt like Bella not only held a mirror against her ideal Queendom, but made it hard to not stare at, especially the way it reflected the worst aspects of her conduct. Well, worse in the eyes of a prude, anyhow. Elanor replied, like she was a different person altogether.
"Mistress, if I may. I think we are doing too much." The Queen was baffled at her own speech. 'Mistress..?! Why do I keep calling mistress? We are outside my bed chamber, I can call her Bella...' It was hard to rein in the subservience, once you give into your inner submissive.
"Go on..." Bellatrix nodded.
"Well I've have an hour 'sorting' the clothes every morning, I have practice sessions with Lady Adriana five days a week, I have to perform at the Desert Rose every Thursday, and the mandatory tasks every weekend? Not to mention this whole 'animalistic loyalty' training. Me having to service my own men, the ones sworn their life to me, who'd kneel down trembling at the mere utterance of my name. Orally, crouched up in an illegal glory-hole? Every week..?!"
"Is there more..?!" Bella sat back, relaxed. The whole rant amused her.
"Sure. Plenty more..! How can you even suggest something as preposterous as animalistic loyalty.?! Are you serious? Training me to identify my men, MY MEN, from their mere pheromones. Not that I consider a single one of them man enough. But again, is this how you plan to cultivate blind loyalty?! Making one sniffing out the fertility, like some stray dog? What's next, training me to act like one?"
Elanor gauged Bellas's reactions as she continued.
"Not to mention, don't you think it'd backfire? I mean, think of the same principle you applied. Animalistic Loyalty..! Isn't it why dogs naturally lower their tails when in the presence of the pack alpha..? How does that help me? I'm the Queen.! Shouldn't I be the pack alpha by definition?! Shouldn't you model it after, say... a Queen bee?? With her hive of slaves and all.? Instead of all this disgusting sniffing and nuzzling upon the sweaty mess.?"
Elanor just noticed, Bella was taking notes even as she spoke. Bella smiled in response and leaned in.
"First things first. Are you questioning my methods?"
"Well, the contract didn't mention you being above any criticism. Are you?" Elanor was in no mood to back down.
"Well, like always, I take this very seriously. And although I didn't come prepared with a perfect defense, let's clear your doubts from the top anyway. Shall we?"
Elanor was a bit worried now, looking at her Mistress. She had that look on her face as she examined the notes, the look of annoyance that usually made her feisty.
"You spend an hour sorting every morning?! That's way too much time spend sniffing, probably relishing in the musk. I've trained dogs in my early years, this is something they'd finish in a matter of minutes. And although I appreciate your morning enthusiasm and dedication, an hour is too long. Finish it in fifteen minutes from now on, that's an order."
Did she just order me? Elanor felt furious, yet her lips stayed shut.
"Now, your moves exceeded all my expectations at the performance. The crowd went wild once you were done dancing. If they deem it worthy, who am I to judge?! You wouldn't believe the number of fans that inquired if you were open to private performances, or providing 'other services'.. Don't worry, the glory hole is strictly for the loyalty training. For now, at least. So yes, you may reduce your practice sessions to three days a week. I'll inform Lady Adriana. Fair point."
Bella clapped quietly and looked down at the notes again.
"But you didn't have a separate mandatory task last week. The glory hole was the task, remember.? I let it slip, because I needed time to properly plan the next one. You are going to love it, believe me! Of course, not while doing. But later in your dreams, like you usually do. So that's how it'll be from now on. And I've reasons to believe the loyalty training is already working. Though I must admit, I find your observations hilariously amusing, my Queen."
"How so..?!" Elanor shot back, her voice furious. She didn't take shots to her intellect lightly.
"I get your concern for ther guards' respect. There's no way it'd affect their reverence for you, because they don't even know that it's your lips that taught them what true pleasure is. I heard one of them was a virgin. I'm not sure if he's still, but imagine losing it to your Queen, of all people. That's one fun game to lose, especially for a hot blooded-stud."
Elanor wiped her face to hide her blush, avoiding direct eye contact, but Bella didn't miss a single beat. She needed to know how the Queen felt about it all, truthfully. She continued.
"Now, I understand it's far from anything remotely conventional. And the core objective is not to cultivate loyalties. But you know very well deep down now, if you didn't till last week. How far that twisted sense of shame alone could push you towards your truly carnal depths. Your task was to identify the man across from the scent, that's it. I specifically asked you to yell out 'Not tonight' to get them to leave, remember..? You remember how many times you called out?"



The Queen lowered her head in shame, her mind tormenting her for all the bad decisions. Yet her cheeks blushed red, almost proud.
"The task was meant to take fifteen minutes at most, five minute for each one. But I had to wait for you to be done, for God knows how long, in that smelly dingy corridor, worried if you were taking it well."
Fifteen minutes.?? Did she mean three cocks then? But that can't be. It was four cocks in total. Mistress had even said it earlier, four out of six from the team would visit the booth. Why would she say three, then? Elanor thought for a moment, before listening in, as Bella continued.
"Now for the highlight of your criticism. To model the whole loyalty training less like a training dog, and more like a Queen bee. I do not blame your Highness for being ignorant about the hive minds, but I assure you. That is not a path you'd prefer. The Queen be stays in, and lays eggs. Breeding is her primary duty. Breeding and fattening. Is that where you see yourself? I hope not. And believe me, you wouldn't want to be bred like one. The way she prefers to be treated, the Queen bee, it isn't much different than a gang bang, or a royal swingers party. She is.. pardon my language, she's the kind of slut you wouldn't want to become. I designed the task for a reason, and I believe it's already working. The smile that you resort to unaware, every twenty seconds even now, is the very proof of it."
Bella stopped and looked back at her notes, flipping through pages, giving the Queen time to take it all in. To understand her reasons for suggesting to her, to perform something obviously inappropriate. After a moment's pause they resumed.
"No, you are right.!" Elanor exhaled in relief. "I'm still a bit iffy. But something about this is working. Let's see for a couple of weeks." The Queen chuckled within. Like I had a say in it..!
"Still, Bella... It is worrisome. The past two weeks, it seems like all I did was explore the depths of my carnality, again and again. And failing to get a grip, each time. After a point, it seeps in, you know. You are what you do, and if all I do is act like a slave to some orgasmic bliss, at the end of the day I'm less of a Queen.. And more of a.."
"Tramp..?!" Bella finished that thought. It seemed like she had contemplated on the same. She said.
"Okay, think of it this way. Sure, you are what you do. Or, you are what you do more of. So if you are worried, doing more slutty things can turn you into a slut, then do less of it. Like when asked to smell someone, just sniff. Don't lean in and suck them like some cheap street whor..."
She refrained from using that word. The Queen is your employer, not just a submissive slave, Bella..! She stayed silent a moment, as Elanor readjusted her seating, then continued.
I can see how difficult it can get, gaining the upper hand over your sexual corpus, a repressed one at that too... But denying it is not a healthy option, right..? Okay, do this. Balance it with the Queendom in you. Succumb to the desires if necessary, but on the other hand, drown yourself in your Queenly duties. You know, like you do already. Only, more diligently. More passionately.! That way, even though you are a slut, you'll always be more of a Queen. By a huge margin..!"
Bella had a huge grin, like she believed that solution would actually work. Elanor had less faith in it, but it was far better than what she could think up, so she nodded in agreement. At least the logic was sound.
Bellatrix read through her notes, the report Bella had sent in the very next day after the task. She said.
"Well, my Queen. I checked your report. Overall a very good job, I'd say. Especially for the first time."
"What?! Did I get someone wrong.? I was pretty confident about most of them, though a little iffy on the last one."
Bella scratched her head, and continued.
"Well, your notes. It's a bit confusing for me too. It says- Vlazid/ Itzel, Jezeb and Tartor. Either you got the order of it wrong, or you were confused whether the first one was either Vlazid or Itzel. So you got the rest of them correct, but you messed up the first one. So two out of three, I guess."
The Queen was confused now.
"No, its Vlazid. Then Itzel. Jezeb and Tartor. And what do you mean two out of three.??"
"Well, it was your first time. And you seemed all flustered after that audience response to your dance, that I thought I'd let only three in for the night. Even three seemed a lot to you, you were literally breathless..!"
"But, there were four."
Bella shook her head laughing.
"See.. I told you. You were overwhelmed.! It happens with exertion, you are mixing it up. May be 'serviced' the same one twice, by mistake."
Elanor replied almost adamantly argumentative.
"No Bella, there were four.! There was Jezeb, with his stinky bush that almost smells like cut grass. There was Itzel, with his oiled and well tended curly brown pubes, shedding it all over my face. I'm pretty sure the final one was Tartor, he always had the saltiest sweat, and his foreskin tasted extremely close. And of course, the one who started it all. The very first one, my absolute favorite. Vlazid.! I knew his member would taste a bit leathery. But he almost tasted like he came straight from a stable. He even tasted the most distinct, you know. It was thick and creamy, and felt like chewing cashew nut paste. I meant his semen, not the foreskin.."
Wait. Did I just call Vlazid my absolute favorite?! Elanor didn't know what to make of it. Also it just occured to her that in the moment's heat, she explained to her employee in great detail the intimate specifics of nethers, of her own guardsmen. Not just the details, but how it felt around her tongue, how it made her feel even, all the while sitting in her Palace chamber, with her staff busy solving major administrative problems in adjacent rooms.
Ignoring the sudden blush of her Queen's visage, Bella replied.
"But Vlazid never went in, my Queen. That's why I was impressed so with his conduct. He's a good leader. He knew how much it'd mean to his men, letting them have a chance with you, even before himself. And that was an impressive display of restraint as well. I don't know how he managed, especially after such a titillating performance by you."
"But I'm sure, Mistress. He's the first one I got to taste in a long time. I just couldn't stop milking.." Shut up Elanor..!! What do you think you are saying?! Her rational mind screamed within.
Bella replied, sounding skeptical.
"That's not possible. I checked your condition once you called out for me, remember? Sure, your dress was drenched. But that was mostly your own sweat. And I checked the booth too. There weren't enough ejaculate collected in the Barber's cape attached to your neck, even if all three of them had cum.!"
"That's because I.." Elanor found it hard to speak past the sudden lump in her throat. She should be used to stuffed throats by now, if anything. With great shame, she managed to spell it out.
"I think I accidentally swallowed it, once they cum. It.. It would have been an unsightly mess, else."
"You swallowed whole three loads.?!" The way Bella's eyes bulged in disbelief, while trying to maintain composure, turned the Queen red with disgrace.
"Four..!" Blushed in shame, her lips quivered, and the voice shuddered. "I did, but it was an accident. I regretted it as soon as I..."
"Why?! Did you like how it.." Bella stopped herself, wondering how the conversation derailed to this, discussing the taste and texture of an ejaculate. There was an awkward pause, where she thankfully chose to not scrutinize her Queen any further, not even by her perplexed stare.
"Well, it's possible someone might have slipped in. I mean, someone could've walked into the wrong booth, you know. Desert Rose isn't exactly a top-notch facility for the upper class. Still, this is worrisome. I'll surely look into it, my Queen. Check with Sonja at the Desert Rose. Nothing goes on there without her knowledge. I assure you, this won't happen again. And I apologize for doubting your stamina, and commitment. From now on, I'll surely send four of them for you to service. No more confusions."
Bellatrix made some more notes and stood up, gathering the scrolls she had laid over the table. Once done, she bowed to her Queen. And as habit, Elanor stood up and nodded, though she managed to resist the urge to bow in return. This was her Mistress, after all.
"I'll be sure to send Vlazid first the next time. So you may even compare tastes, to know if it was really him the other day. Oh, and before I forget. I looked into the whole 'pubic bush fiasco' from last week. There do exist a medicinal oil which prevents hair growth, and I'm afraid they had used the same while shaving her Highness down there. But fortunately, it must be applied every day for two weeks, for the medicine to work properly. A single use barely slows the process of hair growth. So I believe Majesty's bush will be back to its glory in no time. That's one less thing to worry about."
Bella reassured before leaving the Queen to prepare. She was to meet Lady Agrafena in an hour. As she got ready, Elanor realized that her mind was muddled with all the confusion by the end of their discussion. And her mouth watered like a fountain, even though she had eaten a while back.
Something in her craved, to taste cashew nut paste. Lots of it.
And she couldn't figure why.
***
**
*
Control Yourself
The week turned out to be a lot more hectic than they both were hoping for.
Elanor was busy with the daily morning 'sorting' chores as usual, and she had managed to reel in the task timing under ten minutes. Now that she was pretty used to their scents, it all worked like clockwork. Lady Adriana had heard rave reviews of her performance from Sonja at the Desert Rose bar. So she decided to take the routines to the next level, making sure Elanor understood how talented a dancer she truly was. The Queen left there most days in near exhaustion, yet with a smile for the opportunity to practice one of her great passions, even in its most debased exploitative form. She felt shy when her tutor commented on her new thick body.
"You're fattening up into a pretty plump piece of flesh, Demura. The juicier and bouncier your flesh looks, the easier their cocks rise. Diet and train regularly, okay..?"
The only part of it she still genuinely hated was how she was made to interact with her dance partner. In other words the most perverted daily wage worker in the plantation that happened to say yes to her request. What terrified her the most was once the practice started, it was just her, the sweaty partner and her dear Lady Adriana alone in that long, well ventilated practice hall. And it wouldn't take a genius to figure out how easy it would be to overcome two plump women. And most men who agreed to be her dance partner, were the well-built among the migrant daily wagers, with their sinewy forearms and sweat soaked skin, towered over them by their sheer size.
At times Elanor was seriously worried about the safety of her chastity. If this man was to snap and pounce upon her, by the time Adriana managed to come with security, her virginity would be long gone. And her virginity, her chastity, wasn't something that can be retrieved once lost. So sure, she enjoyed the practice and even the occassional attention. But more than not, she stayed on the edge, scared for her honor.
In between she drowned herself deep in work, almost verging on overworking her ministers. They were truly happy with a ruling monarch taking an actual interest in the day-to-day administration, especially since most their discussions weren't the surface level talks they were almost used to by now. But even the youngest of her ministers found it hard to keep up. Elanor was also quick to take the hint, and to not turn into a micro-managing nightmare for them. Everything else went smoothly over the week. Even when she met Bella later, to ask if it'd be possible to go easy on the week's task, since its that time of the month. Bella was eager to adjust the task such that nothing came remotely close to her groins. Not from the outside, at least.
Bellatrix was more than happy to give her employer a break this week. With first hand information on the response to the last task, Bella knew at some level the Queen wanted a second shot at it. More over, she was actually excited about an upcoming task, the one she had planned for the very next week. She had some ideas, wild inklings of potential prospects, but she needed time to plan it properly. Spending the weekend extensively researching the obscure parts of the royal library, specifically the exotic archives. She was truly surprised by the weird sexual kinks the royals shamelessly entertained, even five generations ago. The kind of weird anomalies the prudes of the day would undoubtedly scoff at.
Getting inspired was one thing. But tailoring it to the Queen's persona, especially such that it helped tame her largely unexplored wild proclivities, that in itself was a task too big to be sorted out in a week. Especially with the Queen mercurially switching back when it comes to her willingness and shamefulness. At times it'd seem like nothing in the world could make her ashamed of the way she just reacted, writhing in orgasmic bliss. And other times, the mere mention of her most conservative exposure, or a pointed smile, was enough for her to come down crashing, blushing with shame.
And I thought horses were the trickiest of beasts to tame. The Horse Whisperer..!
That name felt like almost a lifetime ago.
She had so much to say, but Bella realized it's time she listened to someone a lot more experienced. Especially in the matters of the untameable feminine. Once done with talking to Elnor, about re-adjusting the week's plan, she realized now would be the best time for it. So she visited the one person in the entire Kingdom, who proved to be the foremost authority on matters of carnal deviancies. She met with Clergyman Hattori Ishikawa, the master of shibari himself. Ishikawa seemed only glad to discuss, as he rarely got an opportunity to delve into the learnings from his former life.
Bellatrix said.
"Clergyman, I hope you are comfortable with clearing a few doubts of mine. Guiding me even."
"Sure Lady Agrafena. Please, address me as Brother. Or Ishikawa-san.."
"Ishikawa-san, it's a reccuring issue. It has to do with a particular persona, a friend of mine who's having trouble with her.. urges."
Ishikawa had that saintly smile.
"It's your friend Demora, right?! I knew she could turn to trouble. She was barely containing herself even on my leash."
Bella wasn't really surprised that he figured it. But she knew a little massage to his ego would only do her good. So she played along.
"Wow, that's perceptive..!! How did you..? Well, why didn't you think it'd be for me?"
Ishikawa knew this wasn't a truthful praise. Yet he was already intrigued by the possibility of getting to toy with that rare wild girl, that he played along as well.
"Oh it could not be you, Lady Agrafena. You are meant to reign. To hold the rein, not to be led by it. Now that Demora.. That girl was meant to be an obedient little pet. She even showed promise as a painslut, but that's a game I stay away from, other than as punitive. One week with me, and I'd have broken her so deep, that she'd dance to your hum anywhere."
"Oh, I believe you sir. And please call me Bella." Bellatrix smiled. She realized keeping him away from the Queen was the best decision she made. She didn't wanted Elanor broken to a mindless toy. That's not her job, nor was she the kind to enjoy breaking things. But she needed his help for this one. His wisdom, if you could even call it that.
"Demura has a master, a man from the very top-tier. And I'll surely pass your offer along to him. This is about a private project of hers, that she wanted my opinion on."
"Okay. Explain the specifics. What is it that you want to achieve? What is the ultimate aim of the project?" Ishikawa leaned in, his eyes deeply invested.
"She has a specific temper, and very contradictory tastes. And hates it when her wild side gets the upper hand, for the most. Now what I'm exploering, is a combination, of being bound, yet mobile. Something that's dehumanizing, yet accentuating her natural assets, almost obscenely. I want her to be speechless by the audacity of the idea. Her mouth open the whole time, yet unable to make one coherent word. Feeling trapped, her voice screaming within, yet it should look like she's happily complying."
"In short, I want her to learn from it by the end, that things could get so bad and out of control, that she should exercise some restraint, so long as it's optional. I want her to feel that her wild side can be tamed. Is that too much to ask, Brother Ishikawa.?"
"Bella.." He said, taking a deep breath, and almost replaying her monologue in his head.
"The way I remembered you playfully toying with her predicament last month, I thought you had this girl under your thumb. But from your tone just now.. It seems you deeply care about this girl. Tell me more. I believeI already have some idea what might satisfy you. But it seems there's a lot more to unpack here. Let me make some Eastern tea to refresh you, while we go over your ideas..."
"Well, I could use some tea.!" Bellatrix smiled like a little girl, as the clergyman went for his kettle.
"So, what do you have in mind?"
"It's funny you see.. I understand why, even though I'm a man of faith, of high standing within the ranks of the church, the specific reason why most of my high profile people take an appointment with me, is a result of the myths about my previous lifestyle."
"I wouldn't say it's funny, Ishikawa-san. What you bring to the table is in fact, a lost art, especially to this part of the world." Bellatrix looked over, as he prepared the tea.
"Oh, I wasn't talking about me, my dear. I was talking about you Wolkenshirians. And how things that were commonplace within the royal circles, even a generation or two back, were things that'd make my skillset seem amateurish..! I mean, I understand you did a lot of research on it, fellow deviant. But, had you dug a little deeper in that royal archives, you could have avoided this visit altogether."
"Oh, enough teasing Ishikawa-san. I'm not one of your shibari pets.." Bella replied playfully, walking up to him as he put on the kettle. "Fellow deviant, remember? Now enlighten me. What are you going on about?"
"Heard of Domestication training..?!"
Bellatrix had a blank expression. Ishikawa had a hint of smirk on his left eyebrow, almost saying 'Thought so...'
"Well you know how the Kings, and even most generals used to employ famous torturers. For interogating war prisoners, conspirators and spies.. The experts at breaking people.?"
"They still do, Ishikawa-san. Only they don't advertise it openly."
"Well, there are instances were that isn't an option, at all. See, torture is appropriate for the enemy. But what if the accused is one of our own, one of noble, even royal blood. One whose blood is sacred by the very principles upon our Kingdom was built. And that applies even to the enemy Prince and Princesses, and even the noblility. You know those special cases, where the appropriate punishment is to break one's mind and will, as opposed to the body..?! That's were the Domestication Training comes in. It was an official punishment under the Wolkenshire law even, until a few years ago."
"You serious..?! I've spent my entire life in this kingdom, so how come this is the first time I'm hearing of this?" Bella wasn't buying it.



"I'm not surprised Bella. The only reason I mocked earlier was because, I thought you knew.. You know, being the Head of Households and all. I thought you had access to all the archives." The clergyman walked back to the kitchen, as the kettle whistled on. He continued.
"The commoners are not even supposed to know. Its an open secret, but still a well kept secret within the upper echelons of power. And it's used very rarely, and for good reason. Suppose a young hot-headed Lord steps out, and say, engages in an affair with the King's concubine. Or an ambitious Baroness, even a rebellious Princess, decides to collude with some radical cult.. Like the 'Order of Swords', to work against the ruling monarch. These are serious crimes, crimes against the very corner stones of the monarchy.!"
This is all very interesting. But respectfully, get to the point, will you.? Bella grew restless by the second. The Clergyman continued.
"Even in cases of treason, a case can be made for their re-training the accused. You know, the kind of secomd chance only the priviledged can afford, yet a curse that'd follow them for all life. That's Domestication in a nutshell. But obviously the shame of it is preferable to most, over instant death. See, that's why the common folk has no bussiness knowing. If they were caught doing the same, they'd be put to death, no question. But since there's a problem of spilling the royal sacred blood, they are usually put to be re-trained. Or domesticated, as they say."
"And what does this 'Domestication' consist of.?" Bella leaned in, taking the glass of tea he offered.
Ishikawa sat back, took a sip, and gestured at her drink.
"You should drink it while its hot. The best medicine in the whole East..! Now about Domestication. Well, frankly I don't know. Not in any detail, other than what I heard in stories, bits and pieces. It's meant to be dehumanizing. And it varies wildly, from place to place. Say you are in Calthea. One of the worst insults in their culture is to call a nobleman, a mule..! You see, it's a direct insult to their blood-line, calling them a crossbreed, and a dumb one at that. So for a Calthean Domestication Training, their way of dehumanizing you, would be to train you to be.. a mule."
"That's ridiculous.! How can you train you to be a... Oh..?!" Bella saw what he was getting at. Ishikawa continued.
"Not only would he be trained to act like one for months, he'd made to live like one even. And even if they complete the punishment term, unless they pass the tests proving they can 'pass' for an obedient little mule, and get branded as a domesticated pet, the trainer can refuse to sign his release."
"Branded..?!" That one got to Bella.
"And that's not even the worst part. Once trained, one will never be his former self again. He'll always stay under the thumb of the trainer, like an obedient pet should. You know how easy it's to control beasts, once broken in correctly.."
"That's.. That's not what I had in mind.. At all. But I can't unsee its potential, now that I know.. Well, how did you know all this, Ishikawa-san. You aren't even from Wolkenshire, strictly speaking." Bella asked, finishing her tea.
"Well, Domestication Trainer needs to be an expert of multiple disciplines. You wanted the accused to come out a semi-functioning member of the society, even after all the training. So actually, only two Kingdoms have a dedicated Domestication Trainer today. One of them, in Kingdom Aestrikus, is an old friend of mine, Sir Ancelot the second. The other one is Calthea, I believe. Rest of the Kingdoms simply sent their accused there. When the trainer in Wolkenshire was about to retire, I was asked to take over." Ishikawa filled her tea glass once again.
"Wait.. Wolkenshire had one too.?!"
"Oh yes! Not just anyone. The best, I believe! They called him the Leash Master. It was him, and Ancelot, who approached me for the post. Didn't work out though. Unlike his father, King Barthomius wasn't a great fan of the whole thing. So he put a ban on it, I believe. And I'm afraid, our Great Queen Chaste wouldn't find it worthwhile either."
It almost felt like sign from the universe, the way things just fell into place. She decides to put the Queen in a dog-pen, and the very next day she finds out about a 'Domestication Training.' Queen Elanor visiting the neighboring kingdom of Aestrikus, for the upcoming Diplomatic Meet, and Ishikawa happens to mention of his friend, Sir Ancelot the second, the official Domestication Trainer for the Aestrikans. Was this all mere coincidence?!
Then again, from what little she heard, Bella had no intention of inflicting such a dehunamizing task upon Elanor. She was trying to help, not break her spirit. That too, such a supremely rare spirit.! Maybe a little taste of it would do. It also seemed the training was in no way an exercise in sexual deviancy. Maybe it'll do Elanor some good, to experience humiliation that wasn't so sexually charged that she'd eventually learn to enjoy it. Either way, she was happy that she decided to entertain the clergyman.
They met a few more times that week, and with each visit, Bella grew more confident over her experimental task. His collection of prototype fetish items and eastern medicinal plants, all for research purposes according to him, truly impressed her. She even had ideas of incorporating those new-found treasures, but it was time for a short break.
It was Thursday once again, after all. And she had promised her Queen, that the new task would be much easier for her.
Time to visit the Desert Rose.
**
*
A rusty old carriage made its way through the buzzing, crowded street. Driving through the pothole riddled cobbled road was nothing new to Jokshun. This seedy neighborhood was not that much different from his own house, which is why most days he preferred to spend the nights at the stables itself. He halted the carriage towards his right, next to a rundown shop. The sign said 'Cardom Club'. He had no idea what business went in there. Two shadowy figures got down from the carriage, and walked in.
One of them was Lady Agrafena, and he had no doubt who the other one was. They both wore overalls that concealed their identities, almost wrapped in thick layers of shawl, with special traditional scarfs covering their faces. As they went in, Jokshun got down and walked to a street vendor nearby. He looked over to the opposite side of the road, surprised to see an unusual crowd before the gateway to the infamous Desert Rose. He sat by the carriage side and started eating the fruit he had just purchased.
As she followed, Elanor was impressed by the work Bella had put into the whole thing, especially finding the perfect venue that fit their bill. Bellatrix had made a deal with the owner of Cardom Club to lend her the keys, and keep clear every Thursday. Both the club and Desert Rose were his property, and records of both facilities were confiscated in a opium raid last decade. It was discovered that, there was an underground tunnel right underneath the main road, connecting the two buildings at opposite ends of the street. The owner had since turned a partial informer for the Kingdom's secret police. And he was more than happy to comply with Bella's strange request, not even wanting to know why.
So this had become their routine, every Thursday. Get down at Cardom Club, go down to the cellars, go through the secret tunnel, and emerge out at the cellars of Desert Rose, where the trusted barmaid Sonja, who also ran the stip-bar, awaited them. Sonja led them to the private dressing room, right by her cabin. Meanwhile, people flocked back and forth in the busy nightlife, as street walkers and opium dealers roamed the streets freely, right before the entrance to the Desert Rose. Jezeb rushed though the crowd to get into their table. Vlazid was already there with the rest of the team. It was no wonder why he would be the first to arrive.
Jezeb had known Vlazid for the better part of his life, and although he seemed surprisingly giving last week, letting his underlings have a hand at the glory-holes, he sure was testy all weak. And Jezeb had no doubt it was mostly due to missing out on his rightful chance at getting some alone time with the only reason they all came down to this run-down rowdy dance bar, managed surprisingly well for such a seedy corner of the capitol. It didn't help either that the rest of them, including Jezeb, couldn't shut up about that magical suction of their faceless Goddess. In all fairness, no man could have felt her lips, and expected to not go on singing praises.
So even though he acted well drunk and chatty now, Jezeb knew. Vlazid was itching for their new favorite bartender Sonja to give them the nod, signalling their dream girl Demura was already in the booth, wet and waiting for her customers. He had a hard time believing their luck still. One could only dream up such an arrangement, where the Head of Households herself arranged weekly entertainment for the security staff. In many ways, it even seemed a little beyond her power to grand them such things. Normally, she could have increased their pay, and let them spend it on such carnalities on their own.
'But why am I making a case against it?', Jezeb wondered. The one good thing that happened to them since they started working. As he slid into the seat, a couple more people rushed right in. And the ones already inside showed no signs of leaving any sooner. Vlazid said.
"Offly crowded, ain't it? Why, do you suppose.?" He looked amongst his fellow men, all down at least one drink.
Tartor said. "Probably the ones leaving the Gypsy Circus.. Isn't it about time they end those special shows..? You remember from last year, the mating show between that half-breed Calthean and the captured Orc.?! Remember how long he held on, before spurting all over the stage, soaking that poor thing?! Haha.. That was some show man..!!"
Jezeb snarled. "Would you shut up!! I hate those freaks.. Half-breed scum.. Those are spies and thieves, the lot of them. And they were only setting up camp. This isn't that crowd.."
"Must be the new girl, then." Gillen, the youngest of them all, chimed in. "I mean, she was the talk of the block, after that performance last week. That's my story, to see her twirl on that stage, once more. Hopefully, with that mask slipping off this time. I bet her smile is as divine as her moves." The rest of them nodded laughing, partly at how the scrawny kid talked with a put-on deep voice, to show he's as manly as the rest of them.
Itzel agreed. "Me too, kid. I can spot at least twenty other faces from last week, all arrived early this time, not to miss the front row seating. I mean, lucky us. We have the royal pass, so our seats are booked already. Now, I don't know about that mask. But I sure hope she didn't take all night to lose her bottoms like last time. I mean, those knockers are sure full. But that is the finest, tightest pussy I've seen in all my conquests..! And to keep it shaved smooth..?! Wow..!"
Jezeb laughed.
"All your conquests. You mean best out of the three you had yet..Haha..!" The whole table bursted out, ordering another round. "I don't see what's so much in a face. Believe me boys, after two rounds, bitches all look the same. You'd be thankful not having to face her, if anything."
"Seriously..?! I mean, no doubt she's a bitch. Remember her attitude at the gate, the night of the Retirement Party?!" Vlazid leaned forward.
"Ha ha..! Remember how easily your finger slipped into hers..?!" Jezeb sipped in the mead, as Valzid continued, changing the topic.
"Even a bitch would look gorgeous, buddy.. With her lips around your balls. Don't you wish to know? To see her face, for once at least.?"
Tartor said. "I'm with Jezeb, chief. Bitches all look the same. The fatter, the better, personal opinion.! Also, what makes you think that it'd be such a good idea, putting a face to her?"
Itzel wasn't having it. "What do you mean, idiot?! Haven't you seen her body?! That jiggly ass, that firm yet bouncy breasts. And what other slut here even dared to trim her bush, let alone shave?! Don't you want to put a face, for your dreams at least, what a true slut looked like?!"
"I don't have to dream, boy.! I know what she looks like, with my cock in her throat.. Oh, don't forget guys, she takes it deep into that throat. So remember to not go easy on her. Being gentle would be doing her a disservice. Now where were we..?"
"Her face.." Vlazid was curious now. Unlike Jezeb, Tartor was much more thoughtful, even with his taste in smut. "Tell me why you really don't want to see her face? I've known you long enough. There must be a good reason."
"Precisely chief.!" Tartor continued. "There must be. If a girl hides from you, there must be a good reason. I mean, look at her body..! Clearly that didn't come from one of our fathers. The girl must surely have some blood relation to some Lord, or even a failing Baron. What if her husband is a pervert who gets off on exhibiting his woman publically, and she had no choice but to play along. She must have good enough reason to hide it. And I wouldn't want to be the fool to give into curiosity and take a peek. What if her folks come after us.? What if Lady Agrafena gets the word, unleashes her fury upon us for shaming her friend??"
"Shaming her friend?! That sex-pot is voluntarily stripping for the lowly drunks, and worse.."
"Sure Jezeb... But women think differently. You think any one of us have been chosen to be in the personal protection team of her Majesty, if not for Lady Agrafena..? If not for the Queendom. You think a typical King would have given us a chance..?!"
No one had an effective comeback. Taking a gulp, Tartor continued.
"Like I said, women think differently." Tartor sat back.
Suddenly, the lights upfront dimmed. And the blind girl at the corner started humming, with the musicians accompanying. A petite, tall, scantily clad, dark skinned girl walked into the stage, with two large feathery fans in both her hands like some exotic bird, as part of her routine. The crowd erupted welcoming the girl, probably one of their prominent regulars judging from the enthusiasm overall. All eyes were fixed on the girl, including Vlazid and his boys. The song started, and so did the girl's routine.
Gillen leaned in and said, in a lowered voice.
"Okay genius. But what if her mask falls off while performing. There's no harm in praying for that at least, right?! Hehe.."
"Oh..! I doubt I'd do that.." Tartor couldn't help.
"What is it now.?" Itzel asked, genuinely curious.
"I believe we are in agreement when I say Demura, our little gift, is the best part of our week. Right..?" All nodded, as he continued. "Right now we have this perfect dream girl, our personal pleasure booth. In case her mask drops, what if she has an average face.? Like nice, but something that essentially makes that bouncy flesh a little less attractive. What if she looks like someone we absolutely hate.? Say, like that bitch Tabitha. What if her face looks horrifyingly disfigured, that the thought of it deflates any hope for an erection.?! Hahaa..! Right now we have this personal paradise. The sluttiest juiciest flesh in the Kingdom, and we can imagine her to look like anyone..."
"Like Tabitha, if you are really in the mood to pound that throat..." Jezeb said.
"Or Princess Drusilla. Remember her from the Initiation day.? How divine.!" That was Itzel.
"How 'bout Lady Agrafena..?" I'd do that.."
"Or Queen Elanor, even.! I mean that ass alone..."
There was an awkward silence, as the men had no idea how to respond. Their eyes were so focused on the performer the whole time that they didn't even see who said it. Nor did they want to. Some pretended to barely hear it, the bar was loud with all the music and talking, after all. And it wasn't like they weren't thinking it, treasonous as it was. They just sat there now, silently finishing the drinks, and ordering more, their gaze fixed on the jiggling bare buttocks onstage.
No one knew, except for Jezeb.
Not just because he'd recognize his buddy's voice anywhere. But he knew too well how deeply Vlazid still held his original grudge, against their dear Queen. The way she humiliated him, in front of the whole patrolling guards, was such a wound to one's ego that Jezeb couldn't blame him. And it isn't like the Queenie didn't have a body to kill for.
She even seemed to get plumpier by the day.
**
*
Meanwhile, in a place far, far away from the populous dry lands of man.
Past the tricky terrains of the East Mountains, past the marsh pits, deep into the thick, harsh forests of Yevelsha.
Underneath the sacred falls of Iktis, he stood waiting. The chosen emissary of his fellow Orc brothers, Soren the Dark. Unlike his people, he wasn't particularly tall, nor bulky. If anything he looked like a half-breed, looking closer to a human, except for his grayish dark skin, and deep pronounced pupils, with very little whites. What he lacked in size, he made up in wits and agility, becoming one of the fastest runners of his kind. He was enthusiastic, cunning and devoted to the cause, and was ready to help in any way, knowing full he was too skilled to be wasted in a typical battlefield.
His long sinewy legs, almost shaking with anticipation, he waited for his orders to arrive. He could hear the footsteps echoing out from the cave beneath the waterfalls. Out walked with her crooked strides, aided by a staff, the most feared witch in all Orcan clans. He knelt down suddenly, prostrating himself, wanting to not meet her gaze, his heart pounding out loud it seemed.
Here he was before the person who was in the nightmares of his childhood. The most revered, honored and feared in the whole clans, next only to the Orcan King himself.
Madam Vehmeth, in the flesh..!
He refused to look at her, partly by fear, and partly by wisdom. She dropped an ornate, ancient cubic container before him, hitting the ground in a heavy thud.
"There you have it..!" She said. "As requested by your King, the Dream Stone..!! The stuff of myths..!! The incantations are complete, it's a miracle my sisters pulled through. The box is sealed, the stone cooling. It will be ready in three weeks. I believe that gives you enough time to make contact."
Soren, staying down, his gaze fixed on the vibrating box, replied.
"Sure, that's plenty. I am to meet the man with the green ring this week. He informed that he'll be at the border towns this weekend. This is the first time we're getting someone this deep in the Kingdom, and up in the ranks.."
"Hahaha.." The witch cackled like mad, and moved in unbelievable speed for her age, her staff edge pinning him down to the rocks. She asked.
"What's with that, you ash-breed.? You don't sound too enthusiastic. Having second thoughts? Speak out.!"
"Is it just?" Soren replied, the pain of her staff seemed to have no effect on him. "I get making them pay, the Kings of Men..! For all the spilled tears, for all the lost brothers.. But to drag a woman into this..?"
"A woman.?! Hahaha..!!" She laughed out, releasing the staff, and walking back to the waterfalls. Taking a moment to drench herself, cooling off her anger.
"Tell me, oh just one..! Aren't the whole orcan kind build upon the whorship of the unfair. You should know, Ravine clan. Your clan deity is Goddess Labitza... Right..? The Bride of the Unfair..! Isn't is blasphemous for your likes, to talk of just even..?" Her tone might have been mocking, but she was actually intrigued by his behavior. He sounded a lot different that the usual stooges their King sent her way. And that necessarily wasn't a goood thing.



"I'm not being kind to that woman. And regarding Almighty Labitza.. It's an understandable misinterpretation of the ancient tongue. It's not unfairness that she serves. She's the Bride of Indifference..!"
Soren sure knew his beliefs.
"The grandchild of Vankenbraum is no woman, you child..!" She turned around, his startled gaze meeting hers. Her eyes burning with seething disgust. "And it'd do you no good, to think of her as one. If this gives you cold feet... Have you no clue, child, what it is you must do..?! You are thinking wrong, your gaze so muddled with past, and present."
"You are thinking of the innocent daughter. The lover of equine. The warrior Princess. The mighty Chaste Queen..!! Elanor of Wolkenshire..! Look ahead my child, you know who she is. You have seen it. Known it for generations. Must I spell it out, this refugee amongst you, of all..? The prophecy that led your King down this path to begin with. Must I..?"
Like any believer, Soren realized the witch just help him move past his momentary lapse in judgement, the questioning of his faith. He got up, bowed again, and climbed down the rocks, the mysterious heavy cube safe in his grips. As he walked away, the wicked witch whispered into the dark, so soft yet so clear that he heard it in the quiet of the night.
"When in doubt, ask. Elanor of Wolkenshire..! Who is she, to you? To the mighty Orcs..?"
As he walked away, he chanted to himself, the answer to all his doubts.
'Hail the Orc Queen, the divine breeder of our kin..! Hail the Orc Queen..!!'
***
**
*
Sonja and her maids were having a hard time with the unusual traffic that night. Not that she was complaining. The more they stayed back and drank, the better. It wasn't like she hadn't employed enough bouncers to intervene, in case anyone got too handy with the maids. Not that the maids weren't in on it. They knew they were selling intoxicants, a chance to brush up against their semi-clad skin being one of them. It also helped lubricate their purses, as tips hit an all-time high that night.
As she poured on the drinks, Sonja wasn't surprised why even her usually quieter regulars seemed a bit too chatty tonight. Just five minutes had passed from the last performance, and all of them were curious.
Who is this new girl, Demura? Where'd you find her?
Is she going to be a regular? She interested in making a bit more on the side?
Is she married, even?
Sonja shook her head as she filled the glasses. She knew it was time, as she looked to her left, to the reserved center seats. Vlazid had his eyes fixed on her, his knees vibrating, itching for his turn. She peeked behind the bar, through the corridor. It all seemed okay. She looked back at him, and gave a subtle nod. The grin on his face was priceless. Vlazid ordered another round for his laughing mates, and got up. Moving to the side door, his fingers already fidgeting with his belt buckle. Demura, I hope your sweat lips live up to the yawns of my buddies. If not, I might kick that door open and do you myself.. He walked, driven solely by lust.
Elanor on the other hand was already in the booth. A much different booth than last time, in a weirdly uncomfortable posture. She stood on both her feet, her torso bent forward at a ninety degree from the hip. Her legs stretched apart, wider than her shoulder width, by a steel spreader bar, with cuffs for her feet at both ends. An equipment she'd have gladly stayed not knowing existed.
Another rope was hooped to her waist, and secured tight to the back wall, preventing her from sitting down on her knees. A trick Bella picked up from that perverted Clergyman, no doubt. This rope held most of her weight, and was crucial for her keeping the posture. As usual, the only light in the room was the single wall candle on her behind. So it lit the room such that she could see clearly whoever walked into the booth, but also managed to leave her in the dark of the shadows, to the ones looking down from the front.
The separating wall looked very different one than what she saw last week. The wall upfront, the one with the window, was not a wooden separation. But a rigid stone wall, with a barred long rectangular window, of about two feet wide, right at the level of her face. Its top reached about the chest level of whoever stood on the other side. In fact, the whole room felt different, this was clearly a permanent structure. This resembled more of a mini prison cell, with bars on one side, compared to the rest of the modular gloryhole booths. And it smelled strongly of ejaculate, even piss. Elanor had no clue how she was to pick up on the guards' smell, against such strong stench.
Her right wrist was chained to the bar right in front of her face, meaning she was expected to stroke him as well. This unusual posture was already getting to her, giving her just enough stability, but keeping her on the edge the whole time, like she's about to tip over every now and then. And it was by design. She remembered what Bella said in the carriage, on their way here.
"My Queen, more than the task, I'm afraid you might find today's posture harder. I noticed last week, you seemed to give in to the pleasures too easily. I do not think it's fair to put it all on you, because for one, I know you better by now. If anything, you are one to not give in, without a struggle. So that's what I'm incorporating. The struggle. I'll make sure today's posture leaves you so uncomfortable in minutes, that it'd make it impossible to get lost in the momentary pleasure. This gives you an opportunity to take it as purely what it is meant to be. A treatment. A simple task."
"And I've decided you'd be nude this time, because.. Well, because it's your weekend task as well, not just the obligatory loyalty training. While you service and try to figure out their identity, I want you to focus on your own body too. How the mere realization, of what your lips do, makes your body feel. Say, how your nipples respond to your throat getting stretched. Or.. Okay, you get the point, Highness, no need to get graphic. And there may be a few surprises on the way. But I'm sure those will be the kind you'd cherish for long, later. And finally, the only caveat for tonight. You must resist, and out-right reject at least one of your guardsmen toninght. You must correctly identify, but manage to tell them clear and simple. NOT TONIGHT. To one, at least."
Minor surprises, huh..?!
Elanor closed her eyes, breathing in, focusing on her left arm. It was stretched out, apart, and roped to the window bars much farther. The binding was thankfully loose, but what she hated the most was the pulsing warmth she felt against the skin of the left palm. Because the warmth emanated from one of the surprises, that made it worse. She wasn't the only one left bound and straining in that dirty room.
A few inches from her was another woman. A much older woman, with sagging breasts, drooping stomach, jiggly thick thighs. She was bound very much like the Queen, only her face faced the other way instead. And her both arms were stretched open behind. Her palms clasped into a praying grip, uncomfortably tied together, and hung from the ceiling. She had her legs spread and locked to the floor, and a sack over her head.
The sack was porous enough that she could breathe. Besides, Elanor felt thankful, for it prevented her from seeing the Queen's state. The woman seemed fine, all things considered. The only thing that bothered about her presence was the warmth against her left palm. The way Elanor was bound, her left wrist now stayed right between the other woman's splayed thighs, an inch below her pulsing pussy. Not that it helped, seeing her outrageously thick pubic hair nuzzling into her palm, compared to the Queen's own bare cleft.
Stop thinking... I do not want to know what another woman feels like.!
It was a paradox to her. Sure the other woman had no way of seeing her. And both her state and posture was far more humiliating than that of the Queen. Yet, somehow it felt exceedingly humiliating, her mere presence. Like the Queen had to, not just manage at her end, but witness what's been done to the other one as well. In effect, she had to endure the shame for them both. It only got worse. This was the first time in her life she was going to be in a room where actual copulation was going to take place. True vaginal penetration. And somewhere in her virgin mind, it stained her purity, regardless her not being the one doing it.
She kept her eyes closed, her mind steeled.
"Hey..! I'm Nora.." Came up a muffled voice from the hood.
The startled Queen responded without thinking.
"Hey, that's my name too. Well my name is Elano..." Luckily, she stopped herself from blurting out the whole story. Get a grip, Nora..!
"Hmm.. Please call me Demura. My stage name."
"No kidding.. You are the Demura who flashed her bare pussy in your debut night?! Girl, you were all the talk the whole night. New to Wolkenshire..? How did you end up in the punishment cell..?"
Punishment cell?! That was news to the Queen.
"Well, I don't know what you mean.." As soon as she spoke, Nora cut her off, rambling on about her current predicament. Apparently the girls are supposed to give a cut to Sonja, if they are to pick up customers while serving. And she had been skimming on it for the past three months. Until she got caught. Nora continued.
"Us girls got to stick together in here, no matter what. If I scream on someone, and lie about them hurting me, you lie with me, okay? Not that it'd stop them, only the worst of those animals gets sent here. I've been stuck working in this filth the past four nights, and I'm to stay till the weekend. It's okay, now I have you for company. Huh, Demuraa..?! What about you? Were you caught stealing already.??"
"No I'm just..." Elanor had no clue how to respond. Where was Vlazid, for god-sake??
"I just wanted to check all the booths, you know..?"
She viscerally felt Nora's whole attitude towards her change, just from her body language and tone.
"Oh..! You are one of them sluts, huh..?! Out here to make a name for yourself. I get the girls flashing a bit, playing the game. Even giving into the enjoyment, girl's got needs too. But I never got you nympho-sluts, you destined cocksucking tramp.."
Before Nora could unleash her filthy mouth, the door opened on the other side, and a mountain of a man walked in through the shadows. 'Sonja's guards?! A gloryhole with special guards... Maybe this is a punishment cell.' The giant spoke some strange tongue to the other person, in a barely legible accent. Elanor was instantly glad as a familiar silhouette walked in, with the giant leaving, closing the door behind. She could smell him, before he even undid his pants.
Vlazid..!
Suddenly, Elanor was aware of her change in attitude. No, I'm not here to simply service the men. I'm not here to give into pleasure. Neither his, nor mine. My task is to identify the person from the scent, which I already have. I don't have to waste any more time on him. Besides, these ropes are killing my hips. The sooner it's over, the better. Just close your eyes and scream out: NOT TONIGHT..!
And she almost did, when suddenly she remembered her complete task. She had to suck Vlazid tonight, not just suck, but make him cream. The whole point of sending him in first was to know whether it was him who came in her mouth last week. The one who tastes like cashew nuts.?! For some reason, her mouth was already filling, the saliva leaking from the corners, making her lips all the more welcoming.
She had no choice, she must taste his juice. She had to know.
And a deep part of her needed to, regardless.
The part she struggled to keep detached all this while. Focusing her eyes, Elanor realized his throbbing erection was already upfront, her lips unconsciously pouting even in response. Him standing like a rock, his both hands gripping the bars on either side of her. He said.
"You were on fire tonight, harlot..! This is all your doing. Now show me the tricks of that throat, that I've been hearing off all week long."
Without waiting, she launched forward, her lips landing a kiss on his crown.
Focus! Elanor told herself. Just get him to cum fast. A hint of taste, that's all you need.
She didn't need to warm him up, nor suck his arousal to its peak. He was as erect as he was ever going to get, his veins about to pop from the sides. What he needs is proper lubrication. And just enough teasing to keep the erection sustained. Elanor extended her chained right hand outwards, and juggled his hairy balls with her soft fingers. At the same time, she leaned forward, her nose buried in his thick hairy pelvis, breathing in the leathery smell, which colored her wet dreams of lately. Somehow, the musk seemed a lot milder, compared to of last week. He also seemed a bit too hairy, even along the thighs. But rapid hair growth wasn't anything new to the Queen.
She retracted her head, at a measured pace, her lips pushed against the curvature of his erection, her tongue drawing designs on its underside, feeling his veins pulse in lust, slathering a thick coat of saliva all along. Once reaching his tip, she swiftly created a vacuum in her mouth, her cheeks sinking into the bones, her pouting lips kissing his urethra. And in an instant suction, his entire crown popped right into her mouth. Elanor realized she was playing with it now, exploring and experimenting, utilizing this unique opportunity, to its full, to learn new tricks, and sharpen what she loved about it so far. A moan of validation emerged from his mouth, beyond her sight.
As she explored the insides of his foreskin folds with her swirling tongue-tip, her right fingers gripped his girth softly and pumped it once, evenly spreading the saliva on the left. Elanor almost blew out thick streaks of spittle over his penis, and continued to slather it along its right side, this time with her soft cushiony left cheek. She was aware of the sudden tightening of her ovaries, caused by her own erotic gesture. Her fingers now rhythmically scratched the backside of his plushy ball sack, the results of which she measured against her lips.
Once she felt recognized the salty tang of his pre-cum, Vlazid felt his member plunge into the wet warmth of her mouth in no time. What he found odd about it was, the famed blowjob Queen now oddly seemed to be satisfied by keeping things in the mere periphery. Not that the insides of her mouth didn't count, a mere commoner like him would be lucky to find a girl willing to kiss his willy even, let alone slurp on it. But that wasn't why he came in tonight.
He wanted to feel that immaculate tightness of her throat around his hard-on, the one his friends wouldn't shut up about the whole damn week. And it's not like he was about to cum, he was plenty versed when it comes to holding it in. But he didn't want to mess this up, not his first time with this slutty tease of all. For whom he'd been lusting ever since he patted down her, the night of the Retirement party.
No, messing this up would ruin this entire night. Besides, Vlazid was a man not satisfied by mere servicing. Merely feeling in charge didn't cut it for him. He needs to be in charge, and to exert it on the one below in all its power. Besides, putting this bitch in place was as irresistible a thought as the way her ass jiggled on stage. This is a horse that deserves to be broken in proper. Speaking of which.
Vlazid leaned back a bit to get a better look at his blowjob queen's silhouette.
There it is..! That magnificent ultra-high ponytail, her braid for the night. It looked as inviting as her ass. When Elanor committed fully and vacuumed her mouth tight, creating a suction so unbearable, Vlazid almost felt irritated even with his knees losing it for a moment, in pleasure. Who does this slut think she is, huh..?! To take control of my erection.! My ejaculation.! I control my erection. I get to ride. Not her, not this bitch..! As his eyes bulged enraged in lust, Elanor felt it with the tightness of her lips, the penis getting to its full girth now.
Then she felt it, much to her shock, a painful tightening of her scalp, a sudden grip on her ponytail. In a swift yank he pulled her face to almost smash into his hairy belly, the dick slipping right past her very well-trained and slippery epiglottis, into that famed grip of her throat. Elanor felt a sharp yank on her underbelly, the restraint rope cutting in to her skin, with a yelp slipping through her stuffed mouth. She didn't realize it then, but had she not been bound, her head would have smashed right into the iron bars of the window. To keep herself in balance, the Queen gripped the iron bars with both hands as tight as she could, while moving to the whims of her own chief guard.
But it was about to get worse for the Queen. Vlazid now realized he needed a way better story with the harlot, to throw right back at his men. And he was running out of time fast.
Elanor suddenly felt his left-hand grip around her throat, holding it in a tight choke. There was no confusion, he was holding his own erection, only it happened to be within her throat at the moment. At the same time, he readjusted the way his right hand gripped her braid. And without warning, not that there was any way one could warn, but he started fucking her throat literally with all his might. The poor Queen could only endure it, leaning forward a bit more, and adjusting the tilt of her throat, to allow ease of motion.
Tiny droplets of spittle sprayed on to his pelvis, likes dew drops on his pubic hair, and got brushed back on to her face, her chin and cheek and that talented nose, with every push and pull. Elanor realized her free hanging breasts were making an obscene spectacle. Thankfully, no one was taking note of it at the moment. It amused her knowing, that even with him never reaching down to fondle, her both nipples were aroused and erect like they just got pinched. It even hurt a bit.
He stopped at once and pulled out. Elanor opened her mouth wide, her tongue out and waiting, her eyes looking up. He's going to cum now, isn't he.? Vlazid wasn't done yet. He wanted to take a break, because this was too good a hole to rush through. He didn't want to just cum, but wanted to make it such an experience for her, that if she ever got talking to his buddies, she'd be sure to ask of him. It didn't make much sense, but such can be the thoughts of a lust driven mind. Also, he wanted to give her a moment's rest. Vlazid said, correcting his posture.
"Breathe, you slut... Breathe at my mercy."
Slut?! It's a good thing he couldn't see her face, for she could have killed him with a stare. Name-calling wasn't something she could ever learn to appreciate. Be it forced to call someone Master and Mistress, or being called the garden variety expletives.
And breathe at your mercy.?! Who do you think you are talking to, you bottom feeding GHLUK..! Elanor felt her face yanked into his sweaty groin again, this time hitting her much harder, faster.
Gluk.. Glukk..Gluk..!
This was the most embarrassing she had felt in a long time. Like utterly disgraced, being reduced to a rag doll by a mere common guard, an annoying loser who occupied his current ranks only thanks to whatever plans Mistress had for him. This bumbling fool.!
Gluk.. Glukk.. GLUKK..!!
Though it was surprisingly stretchable, that was a strong rope that bound her hips to the back wall. The only downside was the way it scratched against her skin with each thrust. This was sure to leave marks, Elanor had no doubt. His left grip now released, and the palm crept into the back of her skull. The rate of his fucking only seemed to increase, as Elanor was acutely aware of her intimate responses. Her bosoms continued to swing, with her milky white thighs jiggling, along with all the accumulated fat all over her body, thanks to Lady Adriana's special diet plan. Even her cheeks juggled like a jelly to match the intensity of his pelvic thrusts. His balls slapped against her under-chin like it was a musical instrument.



Slap. Slap. Slap.
It was accompanied by her Gluk.. Gluk.. Glukk..
And an occasional grunt from him, or an obvious moan escaping her lips.
Why the hell am I moaning? She realized her whole body was moving back and forth, even her hips, like she was doing the real deal. Following the lead of his grip on her, all the while his mushroom head continued to scratch the insides of her throat pipe. Elanor gripped the bars with all her might, hoping his motions wouldn't trip her over.
"You like that, bitch.? Oh, what's that?! You clapping now..? Clapping hands free?? That good, huh..?"
Clap..?! What clap..? Elanor's eyes wandered as her lips continued with gluk, glukk. Yes, it sounded lik clapping. At first it seemed like it was just his ball sack smacking on her chin.
Oh, no! Is that my bosoms..? Elanor felt her skin crawl, that mere guard was mocking the obscene sounds made by her bare breasts. As humiliating as it'd have been, that wasn't behind the sound. Vlazid said something, but it didn't register in her mind. Her breasts swinging, throat fucking, tongue slurping.. There was only so much she could pay attention to at a moment. Then she realized, by the unmistakable numbing sensation spreading up from her rear, that it'd have been far less humiliating to have her breasts beat into each other, clapping for his entertainment.
As unrealistic as it seemed, it was in fact her ass doing the clap. In all these weeks, Elanor truly hadn't noticed the way all the special diet and exercise was shaping her body. And there was a reason most in the audience were cheering out loud whenever she twirled or turned around and looked back. Her ass cheeks had grown so puffy. Soft, yet bouncy. It had the youthfulness of a peak teenage rear, packed into the fullness of her each cheek. The cheek balls now often bounced independently, hanging like a healthy tight breast would. Only, remarkably supple and juicy.
With the way her body heated up, the sweat coated those slippery curves. And with the increased speed of his motion, the cheeks had no choice but to slap into each other, the wetness amplifying the sound of each clap.
Ho! This is humiliating beyond belief. Please, God! Let Mistress be not listening in.
She didn't notice, but her pussy lips were twitching now, wanting some piece of the action. Her legs were no longer grounded, her toes curling up, feet up a foot or two from the floor, her spine shuddering in orgasmic bliss. Suspended from the back-walls by her hips, and from the window bars by both her hands gripping, it looked as if she was floating at times. It surely felt that way. And she was almost out of that deep lungful she inhaled, when he had kindly let her breathe. Suddenly, he stopped again. Only this time, he kept it in, the entirety of his erection.
And she realized what was about to happen. She was about to black out, any moment now. She almost felt her pupils slipping back into the dark, her eyes rolling back. Only, he seemed in no mood to release. Giving her braid a final tug, the sudden jerk of it making her gag reflex kick in. And it kicked in violent, she coughed and coughed on to his hard-on. The vibrations of her pharynx only tickled him more. He loved it, quite evident from the way his hold tightened behind her skull. With his left hand locked, the tension in her braid released, an instant cooling spreading over her scalp, as his right hand crept down, softly gripping her throat.
Drooling over the corners of her exhausted lips, the mascara running down her cheeks, her eyes choked red by now, veins about to pop all around, Elanor coughed again in desperation, playing into his hands. Now each time, she felt even her virgin anus blooming out, pressure releasing from even the rear. Her anal ring flaring just like her nostrils. She thanked heavens that she had relieved herself properly before leaving. Had her stomach not been empty, she'd have taken her disgrace to the next level by now. And she felt it, her breath failing her, the darkness engulfing all she could see.
It felt dark. Quiet. Peaceful.
All at once.
Wait. Where was I?
There was music coming from somewhere. Piano!
A very familiar tune, from her days as a Princess. No way! Is that Master.?
Elanor looked around, there's the piano. Right my the mirror, where it always was. No that isn't Master, though it sure sounds masterful. It's Vera! Lovely Vera, my sweet Vera.
My sister, Princess Veramour of Vankenbraum.
"Well Done Vera! Excellent!"
That's Master's voice. He's here too. Elanor looked around anxious. Why won't he come out.?
"Master, don't you think I could do better.?"
"Oh Princess! One could always improve. Look at little Nora here, for instance."
Wait, what did I do? Elanor panicked, like she was back in her eighteenth birthday party. Her thumb slipping into her mouth almost unconsciously. She kept sucking on it looking left and right.
"Wait.. You mean, she could do it even better.?!" Vera sounded annoyed, as she walked up behind Elanor, and knelt down.
Why would she kneel.? Wait, why am I also on my knees.? Suddenly Master replied.
"She could do it way better.! And she could surely be tighter..!"
Elanor looked up to her dear Master, Davieth, the piano tutor. Smiling down at her.
She realized her both hands were gripping his thighs. But then, what was my pacifier.? A smile spread on her face as she realized she was sucking him deep. Like deeper than she ever felt in her throat. His crown pulsed against her tonsils, as she felt Vera hug from behind.
Wow.! Vera's breasts are so long and full. Feels so nice pressed upon my bare back. Why am I naked with them anyway.?
As her left fingers crawled along, to Elanor's wet nether, she said.
"Tighter, you say? Master, I can help her tighten."
With a pinch on her clitoral bud, Elanor felt her right-hand grip her throat in an almost vengeful choke. An unexpected orgasm hit her loins as she felt the crown of her Master's erection give a final pulse. And the warmth spreading down her throat, in a thick, copious drip.
Davieth leaned back with a smile, as Vera playfully nibbled on her left earlobe. It spent a shiver down her spine to her quivering pussy, as she felt the length of his thick cock sliding out of her throat. And air rushing in.
She could finally breathe.
She could finally wake.
Up!
***
**
*
To Untether
Elanor felt the cold air rush through her loosened windpipe, her lungs getting inflated to full. Her whole body felt weightless, even with the rope straining against her hip, her legs barely touching the ground. She slowly stood up, her feet properly gripping the ground, blood-flow in her hips easing back to normal. Her ass cheeks still had the goosebumps, and her entire skin was shining with sweat from the candle-light. As her eyes focused finally, she saw the shadow of Vlazid leaving the room. His walked almost like dancing in the air, and why wouldn't he.? That was one hell of an experience to rival his mates' stories.
Everything looked blurry to her, and almost flickering. Her pupils were still mostly hiding up buy the lids, her mind easing out of the high he put her in. Was it the brutal pounding, or intense choking, she didn't really know. But, that man knew what he was doing! Her gleeful smile just validated his behavior. The giant entered the room again, this time wishing the hooded prostite near.
"Ahoj Nora! Ako sa má nové dievča?"
"Hiya Boris! Vieš aké sú dievky?! Gud, GOOD!" The muffled voice came from behind.
Elanor wouldn't understand a word had she listened in intently. But it would take a while for her to relax, to have a grip on the reality. She felt her innate shame spread through her soul as Borislav, the giant, leaned over to look at her. She continued to feel watched, as he moved on talking to Nora.
Elanor felt the sudden cooling sensation on her face, especially on her chin and down the neck, from all the dripping beads of saliva rapidly evaporating. Even though her tongue stayed poking out, through the parted lips, her head still maintained its upward tilt, so most of the liquid stayed within it. As some thought in her just refused to swallow, it began leaking out through the corners, in thick white viscous strings.
It wasn't just saliva, as she expected. But the multiple ropes of fresh cum Vlazid had managed to feed her, while she had blacked out.
It also felt unusually cold along her thighs, especially the under thighs.
Wait. What's that, leaking down my thighs? Did I cum..? From getting my throat fucked? God, it feels so good. My whole skin. Tingly.
Did I give in so easy..?! Why did I fight it, in the first place?
She remembered suddenly why she refused to swallow, hell, why she sucked him off in the first place. That ungrateful, filthy tongued bottom lowlife..! She felt weak, but her eyes burned with frustration. The same moment, she registered the sour taste in her cum soaked mouth. It wasn't just the worst jizz had ever tasted, but the worst thing she ever had in her mouth, by a margin. It was worse than piss, it almost tasted stale. In that same moment, she spat out most of it, like a reflex.
That's so awful, eww.. At least that settles it. My mystery milker is not Vlazid.
Who could that lucky bastard be, then?
The Queen continued coughing it out, scratching her throat and what not, still irritated with its repulsive tang. Boris rushed in to her aid, kneeling down on the floor opposite to her, the other side of the window. He pushed a cold silver cup against her lips, and she drank it instantly, washing down the rest of his stale cum to her intestines. As she collected the breath, he wiped her face clean carefully. With her skin still tingly, the Queen shook her head, her vision getting sharper. So this is Borislav, huh? Wow, he looks so rugged, his eyebrows so thick. And that skin so pale, and glowing, and yellow. Why is it yellow.?
With her senses back to normal, Elanor looked again and found, to her horror, that he was holding a lantern, right between their faces. Wait, oh no! God no..! He can see me..? He can see me..!
"No, no no no..! You can't.. No, you can't.." As Elanor screamed in sheer existential terror, facing the first man ever to know her visage in all its detail, especially her post-orgasmic face..!!
Is this how this ends..?! Is this how they are going to remember me??
An hour later, returning home in the safety of her carriage, Bellatrix will explain to her, that her panic, though understandable, was totally misplaced. Borislave was an illegal worker, a traversed strictly within the underbelly of Wolkenshire. In all these years, he had never bothered to learn the language, so all he spoke was his ancient tongue. And Boris stayed so little time out of the bar, that he hadn't even heard of King Barthomius, let alone Elanor. The news of a ruling monarch being a Queen is a jock in his old mind. Besides, he was a gentle giant, almost a brother to all the working girls at Desert Rose. He was just making sure she was okay. And her response, which seemed like a temper tantrum if at all, only made him back off. That makes sense. Elanor remembered clearly what Nora yelled at her, as she continued to scream.
"Oh, don't make a ruckus, you prude..! He's a sweetheart. He's just checking if the merchandise is alright, you know..?"
Elanor kept her loosely chained right arm wrapped against her face, to protect her identity, her horror-struck face fixed on him backing away. The giant truly seemed to be more terrified than her, doubting if he had hurt her inadvertently, yet utterly confused by her freaking out. He tried telling her, but stopped midway, and gestured to her that he was going to leave, and let in the next one.
Did I just over-react? Was that guy some confidant of Bella? It seems highly unlikely that she'd put me in a situation that jeopardizes us both. Even when her mind wandered, Elanor could only stand there frozen.
By then it was already the peak time of gloryhole business, and the whole backstage reeked of the smell of all kinds of human fluids, the atmosphere filled with muffled moans and grunts from all directions. Listening to the voices alone would have made the old Elanor wet. Now she stood there, drenched in the essence of it all. And in walked stinking of alcohol, the worst one of the bunch, at least in the Queen's eyes.
Jezeb.!
Upon seeing his intoxicated wicked grin, all the anger she suppressed while being rag-dolled by Vlazid, and all the pent-up disdain right from the night of the Party bubbled up to the brim, overwhelming her to the level that her firm breaths were audible. It didn't help that the Chief guard had let himself so loose and rough on her, that she was already feeling the fatigue. Her throat was quite parched, and she blew the one chance of drinking some water when she screamed at Boris. The shock of him seeing her face had dissolved all the sexual high that had driven her up until. No, she was done for the night!
All she needed now was for him to walk up to her, and ask her for consent. Even if he didn't, her ego itched for him to come face her, at least. She couldn't wait to spit back at his smug face.
NOT TONIGHT...!! A deserving slap to the balding pervert.
Jezeb was had gotten extra drunk, and extra smug, by the time Vlazid was done. But the way he moved around, it almost seemed like, he was already a regular there. Just as he walked in he glanced towards Nora, the one with a hood over her face, smirked and went to the opposite corner of the room. The way he waded through his intoxication, wobbling along, with his thick, potbellied built was quite funny. The fact that he left the door to the corridor wide open only added to the theatricality of it all. Thankfully her half of the room, where the girls stayed, remained largely dark. But there was seemed to be a big wall-mounted torch right outside the door, which meant Jezeb looked lit up from a side, like he was on stage.
Not minding the light, he started unbuttoning his uniform, while yelling back at them.
"Nora, my girl..! You're still here, you lying whore.? Paying the debts, huh?"
What, they knew each other? Elanor was puzzled. Suddenly, she heard a muffled whisper from Nora.
"Oh, this bald bastard, again?! Hey, ignore him saying shit, okay..? And be careful. He's got a mean streak. We girls gotta watch each other's back in here."
Elanor agreed and looked back up front, to witness the most disgusting sight she was made to watch in a long time. With his back towards them was Jezeb, his uniform dress neatly folded and placed on the corner of the floor. Without the clothes, his body seemed extremely unfit to be a royal guard, his balding head shining, his entire body covered in a thick black coat of fur, his belly and waistline bizarrely protruding with repulsive fat. Yet, having some sense of how drunk he was, he managed his liquor impressively well. And the way he moved around made it evident that, he was mostly thick and muscular underneath all that deceiving body hair.
What he did next, was what shocked the Queen, however. He bends down from the hip, his ass facing them, and removes his loincloth in a single swoop. Elanor almost felt her whole body convulse internally, as the nauseating sight of this hairy butt cheeks got etched into her memory. The additional lighting only made it worse for her, as she never remembered ever seeing her body, or any other body, in such disgusting detail, from such a sickening angle.
As he knelt down to pick something up, she thankfully managed to shut her eyes tight. Though not before getting a clear look at his dangling hairy balls and shrivelled penis, burning it to her memory for ever. She had thankfully stayed in the dark the other week, as she was already tired to notice his overall lack of hygiene, and overgrown pubes, by the time she serviced him.
Elanor stood there, gripping the bars on the separating wall, waiting for him to move in closer. To see him fume in shame and regret, as she lets him know to his face, that he isn't worth it. If felt good having the power back in one's hand, even while staying bound up, smelling of cum. After all, the power to deny, was an intoxicant in itself.
But from there, Elanor's plans will start to change, to devolve and fail. Only to result in a deeply grotesque reflection, in which the Queen will be hanging on to the bars, with all holes in her face filled, and flowing with cum, of god only knows how many men. And this time, she'd smile thankfully to Borislov the giant, as he wipes her skin clean, not a worry about concealment of her identity.
For finding a Queen slutting around seemed far better compared to finding a woman bathed in cum. And seemingly wanting more. This was all to happen in twenty-five minutes. And Elanor had no clue. As she collected her breath, the events so far flashed in her head. Her mind was made up, Vlazid will be the last one she sucked off tonight. It's going to be the easiest task of Bella's that she ever attempted, the Queen had no doubt.
Her first misstep was expecting Jezeb to approach her. He didn't even look her way, instead went straight to Nora's rear. And in minutes Elanor would realize that this dirty hairy pervert had mastered the art of cunnilingus. Screams of pleasure like labor cries when coming from the bound fat horny woman right next. The way he slapped her voluptuous butt gave Elanor chills, imagining the sheer force of it. Not waiting further, he began pounding her pussy, a few feet away from his very Queen.
Nora let out sounds, that the Queen never knew another human could make. The fact that her head stayed sacked did nothing to dampen such cries now. Cries of pleasure designed to stir the loins of anyone listening. To make it worse, Elanor started feeling embarrassed for the poor girl. Nora, don't stoop to the level of a slut..!! She almost yelled out. Then it struck her, how she could simply be a reflection of her own path. After all, how different were they, truly. Today Jezeb went for her pussy, last week he went for my mouth. It's almost felt like she was the adamant innocent Princess Nora, and next to her getting the brains fucked, was the broken, belittled Slut Nora. If things were to proceed as such, were both headed for the same destination, ultimately?!
Elanor didn't know then, but Nora had her asshole sealed tight by an anal plug. And the reason for her screams was partly the way he twisted and toyed with it, while pounding the whore out to the light. Elanor had never even peeked in people frolicking. Not that she had no opportunities, growing up with Vera alone had taught her how naughty can a girl get to on her own. But unlike her sister, Elanor had always followed the rules, prayed at the altars, for only one man, to share her love with, in flesh. And right now, two depraved souls were clashing their flesh and spurting the sweat, giving into their basal urges, forcing her to play witness.
And the way he maneuvered, like a mating snake, the Queen had no option but to stay charmed by their tricks. Her mind captured in the voyeurism. Eyes transfixed, her mouth wide open, in disbelief.
Her second mistake..!
By the time she realized a new customer had walked in, it was too late, and his dick was too deep in her throat. She didn't even get a chance to see him, though he was evidently tall and bulky, his shadow towering over everything she can manage to see till then. It would be an understatement to say she felt intimidated. She was utterly horrified. Suddenly it seemed like all rules got thrown out the window. She never saw him coming, she never had a chance to refuse.



Elanor didn't know then, but that was part of Bella's planned surprise. The rule of refusal only applied to her security guards. She was in the punishment room now, and everything was fair game. As long as they respected the separation by bars. And the bars were conveniently spaced apart for easy access.
The barmaid Sonja had assured Bella that, she had ordered her men to significantly reduce the access of men into the Punishment room. This was the least she could do, especially with covering the costs of the room tonight. Sonja didn't care what the deal was between Lady Agrafena and this dancer girl. But to her mind, it almost seemed like the Lady had a grudge against her family, and was using power and influence to blackmail this girl into a life of flesh trade. The only thing that baffled her, that hurt her theory, was that strange smile of satisfaction with which the girl danced herself to near-nudity every week.
But alas, that wasn't her headache. Even with all this, she had warned Bella that it'd be difficult to prevent the regular perverts, and her men might slip in a few for some extra copper. Which Bella was fine with. After all, she would feel weird, if some uncertainty didn't crash into their tasks now. And anyway she had slipped some gold to the giant Boris, to keep an eye on the Queen time to time, and to intervene if it seems like she's finding it hard to handle.
Sonja knew of this, Bellatrix knew of this.
Elanor on the other hand had no clue. Nor did the slut Nora, for the most part.
But she didn't mind the pounding. If anything, she welcomed it. The Queen on the other hand was in a pickle now. A truly deep pickle. On the one hand, as her mind continued to rebel, committed to the idea that she was not going to service any more idiots, her body was craving to bask in the musk of a man, more and more. The core in the underbelly tightened, her pussy lips pulsed, and her nipples chilled erect for no apparent reason. On the other hand, her new 'customer' was turning out to be a paradox.
He kept his semi-hard substantial member buried in the warmth of her mouth, but he had gripped her skull with his thick fingers so hard, and held it in one place, preventing her from either sucking it in, or wiggling her way out. Suppressing her will to protest, she realized the best way out was to make him cum. Only he didn't seem interested in doing that either, at least for now. All she could do was to use his erection as a pacifier, to calm herself down, like Princess Nora would have done, years back. Expect the pacifier seemed to be rubbery, and leaking pre-cum, this time. Even with all her slurping, his continued to stay semi-hard. And with her throat drained of saliva, this was getting more difficult by the minute.
Amidst his masterful pounding, even the semi-conscious Jezeb seemed baffled by the huge stranger.
"Buddy.." Jezeb said. "You planning on doing something.?"
"I want to, man. But the bitch is dry as a coconut. I bet she's a frigid slave.!"
Jezeb laughed.
"Frigid..?! Man, that's the next top harem girl of our Kingdom. Mark my words, that girl is going places.."
"Going places, huh..? This dry cunt..?!"
How dare he?! Elanor felt furious. It's the name-calling that snapped her, always. She shook her shoulders to free herself, her right hand almost going for his throat, and failing.
"See that..?!" Jezeb chimed in. "The bitch got more than enough spunk. Now, to wet her mouth... Why not just pour some alcohol down her throat.? I could share some, if you want." Jezeb was playing a different game. And for it to work, he needed this man friendly.
"You an idiot..?! That shit could burn my foreskin. Besides, I don't want to wash mine with water. That's a job for the bitch, to lick."
"Oh, you sweet sick fuck... We have lube here. Don't we Nora.?"
Elanor turned her head, confused; after all, that was her name. But it was the other Nora that responded.
"Sure, dear. You know where I keep mine stored."
Elanor heard a tight slap from Nora's rear, followed by a long moan of pleasure coated in pain. She saw, a moment later, Jezeb handing her bully what seemed like a block of wax, or white jelly. And him bringing it to her face. She didn't get time to take a look, or to smell it even. She felt his thick fingers shift its grip, grabbing her by the jaw bones, keeping it forced open. He was extremely strong, and he stayed like a rock all along.
Elanor closed her eyes and thanked, in her mind, the slutty bitchy Nora right next to her, who provided the lubrication. And the drunken pervert pounding her, for being a good sport once, and helping out. She craved it too, something to wet her thirst. Even if it's a drop of lube. If that gets this bastard to nut sooner, that would be a bonus. The Queen was truly done servicing. She wanted to leave. This was the worst task so far..!
What she failed to notice that the wide wicked grin the men exchanged as they passed the lubricant. Or the muffled malicious cackle, that the resident slut managed to hide, under her breath and moans. She was no friend. None were, in that cold dark cell.
The wicked Nora was to spend six nights in the punishment cell, for the way she cheated Sonja. And all earnings in that time will go to the bar. It's an inside joke between the regulars, including Jezeb, to call the punished girl Cum Dump. The wicked among them who got the kick out of ponding her ass would deposit their cum within, and seal it shut with the butt plug. And from that very evening the present Cum Dump had gotten enough fillings that her ass was about to pop that plug out.
It was far too late when Elanor realized, that the thick goop coating the insides of her forced open mouth was a compiled ejaculation of god only knows who. Even if she realized it instantly, a more accurate description would be, she chose to stay in denial, thinking what kind of sick mind would do such a deed to such a pristine beauty as herself. She had no clue about the large quantity of her audience tonight, who found pleasure in mere desecration.
Within a minute, his cock was rock hard, and sliding back and forth in her throat. The sudden hard-on wasn't a result of the blowjob, nor the lubrication. But it was by the way they managed to desecrate an unsuspecting slut, down on her luck. Things got blurry in a few minutes. Especially with her own mind accepting the degradation, and her body learning to find pleasure, even in such depravities. She had no idea when her pussy began to leak. Nor when his blowjob turned to another round of brutal ragdoll throat-fucking, rivaling Vlazid. It was extremely hard when he pinched her nose shut, forcing her to breathe through the mouth, along with sucking. Thankfully, his cock lacked the girth to match its length.
Jezeb soon started showing his true colors. Be it the way he found a purpose for her left wrist tied beneath the prostitute's well ponded pussy. The purpose being, helping maintain his erection, by playing with his hanging balls, while he drilled into the horny girl. Sometime in between they switched, and Elanor didn't even remember when the cock in her mouth had changed to Jezeb's. The way her moans shuddered at times in ecstasy, Jezeb knew. The girl was in on the ride now. Or at least, she had no hopes of getting out.
Three more strangers paid a visit to the punishment cell in the next twenty minutes. Somewhere in between, Jezeb slipped out, and Itzel filled in. It seemed obvious, by the third time, that the damn drunks had conspired to make sure she got no chance at rejecting their advances. When they were about to cum, the one in her mouth would suddenly choke her throat with one hand, and pinch her nose with the other, making sure she had no way of breathing.
Once her drenched face turns from red to purple, and she had no idea how they timed it, they would release and move out real quick, with the warm jizz filling her mouth, or spraying all over her aghast face. By the time she felt the air rush in to her brain, her tongue would be tasting a different dick. Even in her addled state, Elanor felt how keen her body, and most of her active mind seemed to be, in prolonging the carnality, the thirst for which was dormant in her for so long. The people might have changed, but each seemed to be a bit too competitive, not willing to take it down a notch.
Her left hand continued to massage the balls, if not stroking the cocks of whoever wanted to try out Nora. Calling her that didn't seem odd anymore. It would be a tight race now, deciding which Nora is the bigger slut. After a while she just let the hand stay under open, simply collecting all the ropes of fresh cum, flowing out of her holes. One or two definitely forced their cock down her throat directly after pulling out of Nora's ass.
Even though the Queen could tell from the taste by now, she didn't let her mind dwell in it. If anything, she felt frustrated at her new friend, Nora..! With all the violent yanking and pulling, the rope hanging her hip from the back wall had come undone. The knot on her left wrist was also pretty loose, but Elanor was so used to this posture by now- her hands gripping the rods, her spine arching forward, her lips in a near permanent pout- that she kept staying the same.
Thankfully, there was a loud knock at the door. Borislav was back to clear men, clean the room and let the girls have some rest.
Once clearing the room, he put down his bucket and poured some cold water over the bend over working girl. A sharp yelp escaped her mouth, as Nora's body spasmed in shock, shivering all over. Letting her rest and dry, he moved on to Elanor. He was careful this time, to leave the lantern right by the door. It wasn't obvious why she freaked out earlier, but he figured it had something to do with the light. He dipped a clean cloth in the bucket and extended it to the breathless Queen.
She nodded in gratitude and began wiping her face clean. It was amazing how refreshed it made her feel, a single cold wipe against her face. Elanor had an easier time removing make-up. The surface layer came off quickly. But the ropes of cum, especially the well-dried bottom layers, were much harder to wipe clean. Even after, the wiggly sensation on her soft skin was unbearable, almost like small worms constantly crawling on her skin.
Suddenly, Elanor felt the door on the back wall slide open. Before she could react, a voice said.
"Don't turn around.! No one here is interested in what you look like.."
'Sonja..!' The Queen knew. Her voice had a tinge of the southern accent, that only few could pick up.
"You look okay, all things considered." Sonja stepped forward, touching her bare hips, checking the bruises made by the rope. Elanor got pulled so hard and repeatedly that the hook it was attached to had come off the wall. Seeing that she was coping well, the barmaid moved on to Nora.
Why was she here? Elanor wondered, thinking up the events so far. No, it can't be that the task is done. She got Vlazid, Itzel and Jezeb. Bella said four, so there's one more left. I'm pretty confident he won't be getting anywhere near my lips. The Queen drank the cup of water left by Boris, clearing her throat and nose. She needed to regain her senses. This will be over quick.
"Here, let me release your chains."
"I'm not done yet.!" Elanor spoke, in a commanding tone, quite alien to Sonja.
"Why are you doing this..? Is this about money.? Or some sort of grudge..? Is Bella forcing you to do this..? If so, speak up. I've close ties with the Arch minister. I can get you an audience. Even with the Queen, if things are that dire. But speak up, you must."
Elanor shook her head, her soul smiling within. Such a genuine heart, in the middle of all this filth.
"It's by choice, and I'm standing by mine. A rule is a rule!
After a short pause, the Queen asked. "Hmm... How do you manage this..?"
"Pardon..?"
"That crystal clear mind of yours.. You know, keeping in line, all these thieves and drunks and working girls. The ruckus and cheers of the crowd, day in, day out. And you alone, keeping it all tight and running.? How do you stay so.. Untethered..?!"
Sonja didn't know how to respond. Nor, where this sudden question came from. But one thing was sure to her, this woman wasn't under anyone's thumb. It was also clear, the session so far had been hard, from how different she sounded now. The girl must have been coughing on, with snot running down her nose, the whole time.
It wasn't just the clarity of her speech, or the determination in her voice. Fully clothed and standing just a few feet from her naked body, she felt like she's part of a wolf pack. And the one before her, the alpha, could command her to do anything, and her body might have already obeyed before she could even speak against. Such was the raw animalistic pull she felt, to just kneel down before her, and ask for forgiveness. Forgive her for what? That she didn't know. Nor did she realize, that she had already taken two steps back, maintaining a respectful conversational distance. Elanor spoke.
"Do not doubt Bella. She's a friend. Her ways might seem alien, but she aims for the best, of all."
Sonja had nothing more to say. A voice in her screamed, to leave the room as fast as possible.
No, wait.. She had one thing to offer. She knelt down and inched closer to the feet of the kneeling Queen, and left a small glass bottle by the side. Elanor slowly tilted her head, taking a partial look.
The bottle contained a clear blue liquid, filled to its brim.
"Concentrated mountain Mead, Lady Demura. Helps to untether. Sometimes... Since you asked."
**
*
It's been fifteen minutes since their last activity.
Elanor calmed her breathing as if feeling recharged, and ready for the next one. Not completely though, she was thoroughly exhausted still, a lot more than her usual share. She now sat on her knees now, her feet still attached to the spreader, her right arm chained to the window bars, and her left hand finally free, and fixing her hair. The candle still burned, illuminating them from behind, keeping her face in the shadow.
Must be from hearing the weird exchange between Sonja and her, Nora stayed quiet the whole time. Who the hell was this girl, to get Sonja herself so subservient. Did I mess up, again?
The door opened wide and Borislav walked in, signalling the next one was here. The last one of the day. This will be over in a minute. Elanor smiled. Yet, all the name-calling and spitting and slathering and choking from the past whole hour rushed into her memory at once. And she felt an intense anger, to burn down to ash the first thing she saw. Her breath got uneven, blood boiling by the mere thought. H
ow dare those bottom feeding lecherous scum.. Hoo..! Calm down Nora..
CALM.. DOWN.. Why take it all out on the very next one..?
Untether.
Maybe you should untether.
She popped open the bottle and emptied it whole in a single sip. It almost burned her entire mouth and stomach for three seconds. And then it felt cold inside. Ice cold.
In walked with awkward strides, an extremely lean young guard of peculiarly thin face and a little more than average height. Even with her gaze fixed at his feet, she could feel the smell of chrism oil rushing into her nostrils. It was very faint, that most would even fail to notice. But Elanor had more than enough practice to pick any one of them, blindfolded, out of a crowd. So finally, he gets to meet me. The only one whose laundry had that unique scent of chrism, every single day. It almost seemed like he lacked the usual alpha musk, or any typical pheromones.
Simply chrism. The oil boy!
Gillen..!
Again, all she could think of was the feeling of fingers digging into her skull, and thick man meat invading her throat. Sure, the thoughts would have made her leak from the loins. It may have been the exhaustion, or the sweet high from the smuggled rare mead she just took. Her mind was back in charge. And she must tell him to leave, that today isn't his lucky day. That he don't deserve any more of my time. The Queen felt it unjust that she was directing the anger at his team-mates towards him. She also remembered that out of the six, he's the only one that never got to experience her skills. My skills?! Not even once.
And you never will.
Elanor opened her eyed to give him the bad news, expecting to find him shaking his erection at her face, only adding to the humiliation of his rejection. She almost said, not today. But stopped herself midway.
He wasn't up front, anymore.
Well, he was. But not in any way she expected. He was instead bowing from his torso, at a respectable distance from the window bars, like one would greet an upper-class lady. His gaze fixed on the ground the whole time. Before she could inquire even, he started.
"Lady Demura, if I may.."
Hmm.. Manners and etiquette in a sleazy bar gloryhole?! What's your play, idiot? Elanor stayed quiet, she didn't know what to make of it. She didn't realize then, how moved she was by the mere fact that he was addressing her with proper honorifics, as opposed to what a part of her believed she was deservedly being called. All those disgraceful epithets the whole night.
"Lady Demura, I'm a great, great fan of your art.. The way you move your body, like a goldfish in the pond. I've never missed even one of your performances. Especially the best of yours, as part of the Retirement program, in the Royal Castle.. You are.. I mean, you looked so divine in the moonlight. And your costumes back then.."
He went on about praising each minute aspect of her moves. It was very detailed, and she'd have even appreciated it under normal circumstances. But not while sitting naked on her ass, with her wrist chained to a window bar. And who else saw me strip, for my maids and men.? What else did he see?! Elanor interrupted him, quite curious with his whole manner.
"Hey, fanboy..! When you address me, look me in the eye.."
Elanor was intrigued by his behavior. She decided to play along, and dig a little.
"Oh, I remember you.. Front row, third from the left, correct? Reserved seats. Even last week..! Weren't you with a bunch of friends, all lean, fit and brawly..?"
"That's.." His face was about to implode in joy. "That's me.. And my.. friends.."
"Your friends all came in, you know. Last week, and earlier tonight. I'm sure you must have laughed around, cheering them for their stories.. Very polite and respectful.. You here to top them all? With a way better adventure, to laugh at my expense when you guys get wasted..?"
"I'm sorry.." Gillen managed to blurt out, his eyes fidgeting in fear.
"For the way they behaved.. I thought it was mostly them spinning a yawn, but still.. I beg your forgiveness.. Lady Demura."
Elanor shook her head, baffled. You are sorry for making me.... You do know, this is a gloryhole, right? Wait, how old is he..?!
"Go on.." Elanor nodded, fighting the rational part of her telling in loop, not today.. NOT TODAY..!!
He continued.
"I love your dance, how each move you do is very much an expression of your true self. How truly you light up, with each cheer and clap. How confidant you sway around onstage, not just your body, but how you own every moment of what might be scoffed off as obscene. Especially in that green string top from last week."
"Oh, shut it kid..!" Nora shouted out of nowhere. "You better leave now, before I call in Boris.."
"What's the matter?" Elanor asked.
"Oh Demura, we get these losers every now and then, trying to get lucky, sweet talking to the whores... These pathetic virgins, conning their way into bars. Aren't you, VIRGIN..??"



Elanor looked at him, but he couldn't meet her eyes. On some level she felt impressed by the girl, on her ability to read the look, even blind. How used up a whore must get, to learn to sniff out the amateurs so quick. Gillen retorted, with a meek voice.
"I didn't con no one. I'm a royal guard, I came in with my boys.." He replied to the wrung out pussy staring right back.
"Your boys..? Ha! You are the boy, with your virgin little willy..Haha..! Those rest were men, kid..! Men who could pound one proper, instead of wasting time apologizing. Who knows how to stuff a slut's throat..? Huh, Demura.?! Unlike you, you a pathetic wimp. Get the hell out, will you.?"
Nora sounded like an experienced bully. Elanor stayed quiet, observing the novice before. Gillen responded, clearly uncomfortable and intimidated, his voice breaking up at times to an almost squeal.
"Lady Demura, I'm not here to do any..huh.. hmm.. I just want a.."
"That's it, BORiss.. aahhHH..!!" Nora's voice went from frustrated rambling to a muffled howl. Knees locked, her both legs straight and tight. Her bound hanging torso, shuddering like the life's being squeezed out.
Gillen looked, terrified and confused, at Elanor's faint smile. His gaze shifted to Nora's pelvis, right next to the Queen. Her abundant unkempt pubic bush gripped in Elanor's extended left fist, and she seemed to be giving it a little twist at the moment. Elanor spoke, calm, clear and commanding.
"No one asked your opinion, Nora... Not a sound more. Not once.!"
She kept the grip tight, maintaining the strain, letting the lesson sink in to the proud prostitute's head. To know her place. And to stay there. The Queen had had enough, now she'll speak. All the while, her gaze remained on the scrawny guy before, studying his every reaction.
Elanor asked, "So, are you?"
He nodded in shame, knowing full well that it shouldn't be a source for shame, confirming he still was a virgin. The Queen said, in the same tone he'd heard her order countless times. Only she sounded a lot different, less feminine, thanks to the relentless pounding to her throat.
"If you are looking to lose the virginity, go use the slutty Nora here, and you can stain the memory of your first amorous encounter with that used up mess. I wouldn't recommend it, but it's your life." Her disdain for the prostitute was clear from the tone. In fact, Elanor was trying to not think about when she made the men feed her the cum stored within her holes. And fighting really strong against her desire to torture her pubes even more.
She was a Queen. Things must stay measured, ultimately.
Gillen just stood there shaking, trying to survive her stare.
"Go on.. No one will judge you." Elanor said, amused by his response so far.
"I just want a kiss, Lady Demura.. I just.."
Elanor almost laughed. Nora suppressed hers, not wanting to give the Queen another reason to make her squeal. She looked at him, with a baffled smile.
"I love you, so.. so much. Your body is an absolute place of worship. You'd be my Queen, for all lifetime. But I can't do anything to you, not in a place like this.. With you like this.. Even if it's what you chose to do.. I just. But at the same time, I can't miss any moment, this close to you... I'm a man, after all... Even if I'm the most pathetic of them all..."
Elanor mildly shook her head, amused. Seriously..?! Is this a proposal? And I'd be his Queen..?! You silly little man, what do you know..?! She looked him, up and down. This was the only other man who came into this room without a visible erection, she noted. The other one being Borislav.
"Come here.." She said, still commanding.
He moved in closer, and interestingly, knelt down on the other side, almost mirroring Elanor. Amusing.. She released the grip, a deep exhale of relief escaping Nora, and began caressing the face of the young man. His skin felt so smooth, and spotless. Not even a single stubble.
"So a royal guard, huh? You sure you are old enough to play, soldier?!"
"I turned eighteen last month. I lied to get into guard duty."
Oh, God!! No wonder he's a virgin. Elanor nodded, with care in her eyes. It wasn't unheard of, the commoners enlisting early on. "Family debts..?"
"Lenders took the farm.." He said, still intimidated by the closeness. "A lot of debt still unpaid. Being a guard, it pays well. And it pays regularly. I know I don't belong, with spears and swords.."
"Then where do you belong, boy..?!" Elanor asked, her chained right hand now resting on his heart. It was beating like there's no tomorrow. Her hand slowly crawled down as he replied.
"Up there, like you. Dancing,,! I wanted to join the ballet. The Royal Arts Academy. It was my long time dream. That's why I enjoy your dance so much, unlike my friends.. You move like water. Like, you belong up there..."
His voice stopped in a high pitch as the Queen grabbed his groin.
Elanor was fighting hard to not chuckle, but he couldn't help but notice it in her eyes.
Oh, god! A boy, he is.! His entire groin, his ball sack and penis, was inside her tight fist now. Elanor examined his features again. His lips were a small, his face extremely soft and young, and free of any blemishes, unlike the ruffians so far. In fact, he seemed to be the only one who didn't look 'dirty', if one would excuse that uniform of his. He didn't even smell so bad, quite surprising in such a crowded bar.
Gillen always had the cleanest laundry, even his used loin cloths barely smelled, and that too was mostly a scent of chrism oil. The way he jumped up to clap for her, or walked in earlier even, he always seemed to have a pelvic tilt, the other way. Making his rear look pronounced. It was well camouflaged in the guard uniform, but noticeable still. And his eyes, his beautiful eyes. It was unmistakably feminine, those sparkling pupils trembling in fear, with those shapely eye-brows.
And now this, in her fist.
It felt like holding a tiny chick. A soft, scared and pulsing one. She couldn't help but ask.
"And dancers don't get hard..?!"
His cheeks blushed red. A look Elanor knew she wore every other day.
The blush, of shame and arousal, at one's inability to have any control. And how it makes one wet, especially at the expense of such perceived inadequacies. He didn't know what got to him tonight. It wasn't like he never had an erection. She could hear his heart beat, his breath trembling, like he was inches away from a wild lioness. Little did he know, he was.
"Scared..?
He nodded once.
"Don't be." She said. "So how long you plan on.. guarding..?"
"At least five years." His throat was clearly dry from the embarrassment.
"Five years?! Wouldn't you be too old to join by then, your ballet class?"
He didn't reply, but simply looked down, sad. Now the Queen felt sad.
"So, I'd be your Queen, huh.? Don't you think I'm a bit too young to be a Queen..?" Elanor smiled, for the very first time for him. She could literally see his spirits lift. With the only candle directly behind her, she was safe, knowing her face remained largely in the dark for him. But she could see his response relatively better, even though he was inches away from her. He said.
"Lady Demura.."
"Call me Nora..!" It was the Queen's turn to be surprised. She didn't know what possessed her to tell him her real name. Her pet name, yet the very name her father used to call her.
"Call me Princess Nora.."
Gillen was absolutely baffled. He didn't know how to react. Elanor pointed at the hanging prostitute next to them.
"Now, her name is also Nora. But that's just the 'Slut Nora'. Me, I'm the Princess Nora." Elanor said with a playful scoff.
Deep down, she had no doubt, however. Had he walked in earlier, it'd have been real difficult to tell the princess from the slut. But he deserves a princess. Such a good, well-mannered virgin boy, after all.
"Now you know, what separates a princess from the slut. Shall I tell more?!"
She asked, slowly pulling him closer, his face so thin, enough to pass through the window bars. His eyes said no, as his spine shivered.
"I don't kiss and tell." The rational part of the her brain was done. When have you ever talked like this?! It almost felt like someone entirely different.
And then the Great Queen Chaste inched forward, and met his lips. It felt soft, and almost wrong, to not feel even a hint of some clean-shaven facial hair against her lips. She kept in charge, with her gaze still fixed on his eyes. But he just gave in, his eyes rolling back, with the lids closing, his whole body drooping. Giving into the sensation led solely by his own lips, and the Goddess who had just taken charge of it. It felt wrong to see such a reaction from a man, of total and instant submission.
It felt wrong, yet deeply pleasurable, much like her encounters so far. Only this time, the pleasure didn't bubble up from her loins. It instead swept down from her head. Not the kind of pleasure from riding a beast, or being ridden. But from leading something by the reins. Or a leash, even.
Surely the kiss had an effect, his member was actively pulsing. But why is it still too shy to get, even a little hard? Wait, am I squeezing it too tight.? Elanor slowly released her grip, not making it obvious to him, yet maintaining a soft hold on his groin. Feeling him lean into the kiss, the Queen smiled. Her left hand gripped his hair bun, such smooth hair, and tugged him back.
He looked up and barely seeing her shining eyes. Sitting on his haunches now, his head below hers and straining from the grip on his hair. Elanor asked.
"Won't you thank your Princess, like a good boy.?"
"Thank you, Princess..."
"Scared still? Or just shy, to show it to a girl?!"
She asked, her fingers toying with his still limp penis. Her other hand was already undoing his uniform. As her hands roamed his body, she noticed how smooth and utterly hairless he had kept his torso, even those armpits. That's intentional. This one loves his skin smooth as butter.
It felt funny, remembering that even Volgen didn't have skin this smooth. But she did have this in common with him. Elanor laughed as her fingers grazed his erect nipples. This was the first time her watching a man so bare chested, most of them so far had enough, if not a well hairy chest. She remembered how she loved rubbing her fingers through the thick hair of Bard's chest.
Elanor chuckled at how different Gillen looked compared to her pinnacle of manhood, the love of her life. His chest was flat, almost too flat. And lacking a broad shoulder, it almost resembled one of her skinny flat chested maids. And his sides had a nice plump coating of fat, just enough to make him silky smooth. God! Had he never lifted some weight? How the hell did he even make it into the guard-ship.?! Still, he's sincere, and persistent. I'd give him that.
Elanor said.
"I can't take your virginity, boy. You should cherish it, like you did so far, and let a girl who loves you snatch it away from you, in a moment of true passion. Not in a moment of fear and apprehension, like this one. I'm sure you're going to make the right girl very happy someday.. Now kiss me again. This time use your tongue. I want your lips leaking by the end."
She hadn't seen a man smile more eager. His eyes look like a puppy! Elanor waited looking down, not moving an inch, still aware of her mouth pooling up with saliva. He rose up to meet her, not in a rushed swoop, but a slow submissive ascend. As her tongue delved deep into him, Elanor realized he too had a juicy mouth.
Okay, color me surprised..! The virgin was as good a kisser as he was eager. A very talented tongue, which almost gave her mouth an intimate massage. Especially how he continued to engage in a sword fight of tongues, on the brief moments Elanor held him down. It almost seemed like he was licking her clean of all that's been done to her mouth so far. Taking her to the times, when she believed lips were meant only for the lips of the loving other, and not any of the abominations forced down hers lately.
The Queen also appreciated the way his mouth felt. Not just the distinct lack of bad breath, matching his overall cleanliness. But he didn't even smell, or tasted greatly, of any booze. If anyone tasted drunk, that was Elanor, with her tongue still burning from the concentrated mountain mead.
Did you wash your mouth before coming in here, sweet boy? All for your Princess's comfort.?! How silly, sweet a gesture.! Maybe he never liked drinking, maybe he did it all just to fit in with his team. Elanor felt her mind fill up, with neither pure lust, nor love. But a combination of nurturance and reciprocation. Like a Queen should, towards her subjects. Easing their hardship, or aiding their pleasure. Her motivated fingers along his semi-flacid member, in this case. He deserves a reward. A fitting release.
Elanor pinched his erect nipples, the sudden pain causing him to break the kiss. As he almost screamed out, she landed a short tight slap on his left cheek. And said to his confused submissive eyes.
"Whatever your Princess gives, you take..! Endure, in silence. Be it pleasure. Or pain."
Gillen nodded with his open, wet mouth. His deep set eyes almost lost in subspace. As Elanor slowly, deliberately, pinched his both nipples, she could feel a satisfied laugh escape her lungs, as he kept silent, with his spine shuddering, struggling to keep the stability.
Huh, he's a tough boy now..?! Elanor grinned like she never knew she could, her fingers twisting the pinch, upping the pain. Gillen took it surprisingly well, his teeth biting into the lower lip. A low sweet moan escaping the open corners of his mouth.
His expression now strangely relatable to her.
Elanor remembered, one of her very first truly satisfying orgasms with King Barthomius, right after profusing their love for each other. Her back against a tree in the shadows, his large left hand pinning her both wrists together above, her face looking up to him, while his right fingers delved deep into her pleasure canal down below, a few meters away from an unsuspecting patrolling guard. As his warmth exhale of satisfaction hit her aroused face, the Queen realized who she would have looked, with her brows curling in a mixed signal of pleasure and pain, her teeth biting hard into her own lower lip, desperately trying to hold in the moan. And the sweet low cry escaping slightly though the corners of her lip, as her body fell limp, giving in to the orgasm.
One of those faces of true shame and pleasure, that one'd never manage to forget, even with time. And that's the last expression she expected on a grown man's face, getting the life squeezed off his nipples. Give him a break, he's barely eighteen. Hadn't even tasted a girl before this very night.! She leaned in, slowly releasing her pinch, feeling him shudder again with god knows what, and whispered.
"Now show me what you've been packing, soldier.!"
She patted his thighs, and without waiting any more, he jumps up to crouch onto the separating window, his right heel on the window sill, his left foot still on the ground tip-toeing. Elanor was surprised to find his pants already off, crumbled away in the corner. With him leaning against the window in a semi-standing posture, his hands gripping the window bars for balance, she could no longer enjoy his silly effeminate expressions. But what she could see was quite the surprise that she moved sideways, so the candlelight hit it better. She wanted to see it properly, in all its glory. This was one of those rare sites, for any Queen. Probably any woman.
Even with all the tugging and gripping so far, she had his measurements all wrong for the most part. After all those kissing and mild massaging, it was still as limp as she suspected it to be, barely passing for three inch, with his crown still too shy to come out of the shriveled foreskin. At the same time, he was clearly aroused, it leaking almost thrice the pre-cum, dripping along his left thigh, and now flowing on to her curious fingers. She hadn't had a man leak so much in the last few weeks. Though in fairness, she never expected a man to leak for the most parts. From what she saw, which was plenty for any Queen, men simply came. Warm and sticky white, jetting out in copious amounts. It was the girl who leaked, helpless to her own lust and release. This was all very bizarre to her. And amusingly satisfying. Oh Gillen, you one of a kind sweet creature.!
There were positives too. He was spotless, soft, and he smelled great, especially under there. Even kept his ball sack shaved clean, with his two tiny pearls cozied-up in that shrivelled sack. It wasn't sagging, it didn't seem like there was enough in there to sag even. No wonder it all managed to snuggle up tightly in her fist!
At least it looked cute! Some would consider it a positive, I suppose. At some level she appreciated, even admired, the time and care he dedicated to personal grooming. Though in her conception of grooming, at least some hair was left untouched at one's nether. He was uniquely thin throughout, even his pelvis and thighs, and completely hairless. The only exception was his surprisingly bouncy rear, which made his hips looks even wider. Elanor realized his frame was smaller than her own, adding to his submissive posture.
With her free left hand supporting the small of his back, right hand toying with his ball-sack, the Queen leaned in, to reward her most obedient guard. As she let his penis slide into her mouth, her only regret was not being able to witness his reactions, from the high-pitched short shrill he gave out. He kept his hips still, allowing his Princess to taste him well and good. Which would have confused the Queen as passivity, if not for his clearly audible breaths of pleasure. His shuddering spine, and that trembling buttocks, which at times she felt would rival her own. Oh boy, aren't you full of surprises.?! Yet she found it odd, him taking longer than usual to get erect.
It wasn't like he stayed completely numb and inactive. He was pulsing like mad, and definitely growing in girth. She knew by the way her tongue-tip swirled around his dick. But it all was taking a little too long, for her enjoyment.
Well, at least he isn't impotent. Look at him leaking still, that is some unnatural potency. He's probably having some performance anxiety, some simple mental blocks. Maybe he needs a little help, the right push. Look, he's already pulsing like crazy, limp as he is.! He truly was. Her mouth now tasted like pre-cum, even surpassing the aftertaste of mead. In fact, her mouth was now probably wet, more with his juices than her saliva. She wasn't carnally stimulated enough to salivate like crazy, like the times before.
Wait, am I reminiscing over those brutal man-handlings now..?! Hell no!
Elanor reasoned with the part of her that wanted to tell him no from the very beginning. Unlike the lust she gave in to eventually, this time she was driving it. Or at least she was driven by an even stranger part of her suppressed urges, over the past year. An urge to hold the reins tight, over fate herself.!
Besides, he's been a good boy, a sweet pet, to his dear Princess Nora! She almost felt like giving him a belly rub, like Barthomius with his old dog. He deserves a bonus reward. Elanor tried to remember all the ways he used to please a penis. From her innocent days with Barthomius, to the expert lessons from Volgen. But all those were tricks tailored to a minimum expected size, and even a degree of erection. God, she could make him sing the King's Anthem backwards with her throat now, had he been a little less limp.



But forget throat, she had to constantly keep her lips in a tight pout to even grip his flaccid member in place. These were beyond her teachings so far, on the basics of length and girth. She even improvised, and swallowed him whole, his entire groin, penis and both balls, now swirling around in the warmth of her mouth, her tongue expertly cleaning them.
Oh, no! Am I to fail my sweet Gillen now? I wanted to hear him squeal with pleasure. Elanor tried to dive back into her memory, thinking of any other way to induce an erection, her left hand now wiping the excess spittle, leaking down her chin. As her index finger slipped into her lips, she remembered the one instance from her days of eighteen, that would help her out now.
It again, was one of those memories that was too peculiar to forget. A month after her eighteenth birthday, she remembered walking into her sister's chamber. Finding her drunk and asleep on her bed, her clothes slipped away, inappropriate for a Princess. As she adjusted the dress, and pulled a blanket over, she noticed an open book between her fingers.
'Princess Veramour reading to sleep? Seriously..?!' As she chuckled, Elanor took it, and gave it a casual flip. And she felt guilty instantly. It was one of those forbidden books from the royal archives. An ancient erotic manual from the time before. Look, it's even illustrated.!
As she stood there unaware, gripped by her womanly temptation, slipping through the pages, each making her eyes go wider, gasps turning uncomfortable, she heard a footstep from down the corridor. And that reality check was enough for the 'Miss goody-two-shoes' to chuck it under the blanket, blow the candle and run back to her own bed. Still the very last image she saw was one that left her equally curious, perplexed yet disgraced at the very knowledge of such a thing. Something she had never disclosed even to Barthomius, something she could never admit to knowing. Something that went very much against what she dreamed up of the conduct between a man and his love. That something, may very well be poor Gillen's only hope at a proper erection now. For all else had obviously failed.
And when it happened, with an instant positive result, Elanor couldn't say that she was shocked. Or even mildly surprised. She was simply glad that the young man was as adamant about keeping it clean within, as he did with every inch of his skin. In simple words, Elanor let her left hand get slippery coated in her saliva and in his pre-cum, before letting it cup around his right bum cheek. And at the exact moment she vacuumed her mouth, with her cheeks sinking into giving his limp dick maximum suction, she let her left middle finger slip right into his back passage.
The reaction was almost instant. Elanor could feel the blood rush into his penis, pushing her tight pout wider and wider. She let his balls slide out, now completely focusing on his budding erection. In under twenty seconds he peaked, his member now rock-hard. Well, limp and bendy, but a far cry compared to a minute ago. So, his debatably hard erection enjoyed the way the Queen's plush lips massaged it, up, down, and all along. The intermittent peak in her suction inching him closer to heavenly bliss with each second.
By now the Queen knew how precisely to ride him, even from her knees. The trick was to alternate her blows with her fingering. When her finger pushed in, her head bobbed back, letting his erection almost slide out. And as her head plunged in, the finger slides out, with his behind bud almost blooming. His moans of pleasure were so wild and strange that it would have seemed, to anyone listening in, that he was pounding the brains out of some chained slut. It even confused the prostitute Nora at times. Confused as to who was riding who.
And Gillen, the gift that kept giving, continued to amuse his Queen. His very own Princess Nora. After a while, she noticed that she was not moving at all, anymore. Elanor had kept her waiting mouth, and slippery finger at exactly the same spot, letting him ride it on its own. He did all the work, or his pelvis did. Shaking it nonstop relentlessly without skipping a beat, especially from such an odd, uncomfortable posture, his body trembling in pleasure all the while. Like the way Elanor shook her hips while performing, a surefire way to entice men.
Speaking of which, he sure had a strangely arousing way of shimmying. A week under Adriana, she would surely make an excellent dancer. Oh, did I say she..? Well, maybe ballet, wasn't his true calling. I mean, look at him go. The whole thing almost worked like a twisted version of carrot and sticks. The pleasure of her tongue, or the intrusion of her fingers.? Oh, wait, now I'm slipping in two fingers..?! That's impressive.
What she found a bit unnerving was, how difficult his movements made it to have a clear idea. Of which was the carrot, out of the two, and which the stick. As time passed, it seemed like he preferred the penetration of his rear more than the pleasure upon his erect crown. That was as disturbing a thought as the Queen could digest. Still, it felt sinfully arousing, feeling the tightness of his rear hole upon her digits.
It was warm, and slippery, and unbelievably welcoming, for a place meant to purely let go. Elanor now had a better appreciation of the whole idea of anal, especially on why some men would find it irresistible. Maybe Bella had a point, maybe it was time to expand the horizons on possible sex organs. I mean, if Gillen could pull through like a Princess, how hard would it be to an actual Queen.?!
Right then he came, into the warmth hole of his caring Queen. After the first spectacular projectile, which was thick, and white, and textured, and tasted closer to sour milk, he went on to pour a little more in short dribbling spurts. The way he ejaculated, when her finger hit the deepest as opposed to suction, settled one debate at least. As good a job as she did, under the circumstances, it wasn't her near perfect blowjob that made him cum.
Something deep in his rear provided the critical stimulation. For his erection, and subsequent eruption. Of that, she had no doubt.
It was an oddly good feeling, that Elanor couldn't have predicted in a million years. Had she stuck to her plan, and told him to go to hell just as he walked in... If she'd taken out the absolute rage she felt on the rest of the guards, primarily Jezeb.. Had she targeted it all on this poor man, sure she'd have felt relieved, even a small smile of victory, about finally having some control over this hectic night. Knowing that she held the reins, in some capacity, over her propensity to give in to the desires of flesh... That'd have been a reason enough to walk out today, having some sense of accomplishment.
But what she felt now, this sheer power over the gratification of this young, shy pet, right under her thumb. Oh God, this felt far, far bette! Being in control. Not making him do anything, but see him submit unable to resist her two fingers, on his still limp little dick. Ha.! This is so much more satisfying. And strangely empowering. Not that she was in need of power. She was the ruling monarch of them all. But this one man, this meek effeminate little pet. His presence, his compliance. His submission. It definitely left her mind aroused, though not her loins. It was all pretty strange to her.
God, he's almost like a puppy.! Look at him lick on.. Is he really loving this, feeling like a pet? Can such a thing truly be pleasurable?!
As Gillen collapsed down ecstatic, Elanor caught his shoulder by her right hand, her left hand still cupping his buttocks, toying around his puckering hole. As he looked up to her eyes, his lips inches below hers, she leaned in with a devilish smile. He didn't seem to mind, nor care, what awaited in her mouth. He gave in, and lost himself in a deep, passionate kiss with his one and only Princess.
His own Nora.! Wait, why did that name sound so familiar.?!
By that time, the candle had died down. As they kissed , and kissed, and kissed some more, in the dark cold floor, swirling the spit and what-not back and forth, it foaming up and leaking out, slathered all over his bare chest, the Queen continued to stroke him with her right hand. All the while stimulating him the way his body loves, with her slippery wet fingers. It felt almost comforting, the feeling of his limp dick squished between her digits. Rubbing it with just the two fingers! With the warmth of his insides clenching tight aroung her left middle finger. It didn't take much longer for him to cum.
And for Elanor to feel the reins of fate in her grips for so long, to experience the rush of satisfaction in her heart. A smile on her face, and a blissful sensation all over her skin. All with her pussy not giving into lust, and leaking all over the floor.
All from her mind, in control of her pet.
For the first time in weeks, the mess wasn't her making.
***
**
*
Two days later.
Gillen stood outside the chamber of the Head of Households.
His Team Chief was inside, explaining their training routines and progress so far. Walking out, Vlazid's expression told it all. Lady Agrafena wasn't impressed with their performance. She had doubled their training, which meant they'll end their days soaked in sweat, and weary to the bones. Gillen was hopeless. He was already finding the training so far grueling. With the new instructions, he had no hopes of lasting a single day even. Moreover, it seemed odd calling him directly to such a meeting.
Vlazid gave a serious smile, patteing his shoulders.
"Lady Agrafena would see you now."
As he walked in, Bellatrix put on a serious expression, and pretended to be going through files, looking unimpressed. Long story short, she was to let him go today. She didn't know the exact reasons, nor why the Queen pointed out the specifics of his termination. The initial news was an utter shock to the young guard. He had no other way of making a steady income.
And when Bellatrix mentioned of them discovering his actual age, any hope of finding another legitimate job vanished as well. Whatever she thought of his conduct, it'd reflect on his official records, forever deciding his fate upfront. Masking trepidation, he listened intently.
Bella continued, "I, for one, do not take lying on official royal records lightly. However, it seems you were already selected by the royal office, on a previous program. It says you were to report three months prior, and you've been a no show."
"Pardon Lady Agrafena. I don't understand." Gillen was now truly terrified. What else did I lie about.?
Bellatrix struggled to keep a straight face. She hated this part, having to lie, even to deliver good news.
"You are Gillen Winzig right? Weiner clan, age eighteen.? Yes, I here have a selection letter from the Royal Arts Academy. It says you were.."
"No, I didn't apply for the.. Sorry what.?" Gillen found his words stuck at his throat. What is happening here.?!
"Hey dimwit.! It says here you were selected for the Ballet troop by the Royal Arts Academy, yet you hadn't responded. The new batch starts next week. Are you telling me this was all just a clerical error?" Bella wanted it to be over. More than the lying, she hated it when she had to spoon-feed the whole thing. Take the hint, you buffoon..!
Gillen almost cried out loud. Yes, yes.. a hundred times yes.. He wanted to hug her and dance.
"Apologies, Lady Agrafena. It is I. That application.. eh, I had applied for the ballet.. hmm.. I remember.."
"Since you qualify for the royal grant, the fee is covered. And for your patron..." She gave him the note, as instructed by the Queen earlier that morning. Gillen's eyes almost popped out, his glee now bordering comically effeminate.
"So Gillen, your allotted patron is Lady Volgen Lishon. You may remember her as the former Royal Perfumer, now a merchant and socialite in her own right. She'll cover your stipend, stay and other expenses. And personally, I think she's an excellent friend to have, considering your field of interest. Now go quick and submit the forms today itself. I believe they are not too keen on late arrivals."
Gillen couldn't believe his luck. What had he done so profound, for his fate to turn around so drastic, overnight.?! He bowed down to Bella twice, and ran out of her chamber. To his new life.
It wasn't such a mystery why he had to go. But the specific instructions from Elanor made no sense to Bella. On the other hand, it made all the sense to the Queen. This was her chance, to take the reins of fate, the fate of an unsuspecting kid. And to guide it to the foremost good in his dreams. For once, Elanor felt one with the way the world works. That moment, for him, she had become fate herself. It didn't pump herself with power and pride. But simply made her smile.
Besides, it was so long since she answered the call 'Princess Nora...' with a kiss, that he helped take her to a time, way before all this mess. Least for the few moments with her eyes closed.
For that, I am grateful. My silly sweet boy.
And Volgen's going to have a such good time, training you..
With your butter smooth skin.. And your silly little.. Elanor chuckled.
Adding Volgen to the mix was a nice touch that occured to her, that very morning. If there were a girl in this world, who'd share the tastes of that strange kid, Volgen would be the one to sniff her out. And what he feels about his own carnal cravings, the way he looks unclad, there was no doubt that'd be the first thing Volgen would sniff out of him. That boy is way too malleable. And Volgen was the only one the Queen could think of, to responsibly mold him to be the man he dreamed of being. She was gifted that way.
What Elanor failed to realize, was that fate hated meddling as much as she did. And it was only a matter of time, before it snapped back. It happens as miscalculations, misunderstandings, and plain misreadings. For instance, Bella had been misreading this whole development for quite some time. There wasn't anyone to blame. A momentary lapse in focus plagued even the very best, time to time. After all, she was all too preoccupied planning the special task for the coming week. Their first one outside the bounds of Wolkenshire. Somewhere, the powerlessness of it all could sink in much deeper. Besides, Gillen's termination seemed obvious.
Bellatrix thought Elanor wanted him gone, for the most prejudicial reason of all. He was all too effeminate. He didn't match up to the animalistic musk of the rest. Maybe the rumors were true, that he had a hard time even getting it up. And the whole ballet/patronage thing was because.. Well, the Queen was far too nice to simply scoff at someone's inadequacies. She had to throw him a bone.
It didn't help that Elanor failed to describe, with any significant detail, to her Mistress, what so spectacular had happened. So singularly special, that the first time in weeks she managed to attain her much treasured blissful clarity, without ever wetting her loins. Had they given it a thought, things wouldn't have turned so absurd in a week's time. But such was the fate.
Surely, Bella made amends to her Queen's sleeping arrangements the very next day itself. It seemed only fair, even to her Highness. Elanor had clearly failed in completing the task. She was asked to out-right deny her attention to one of her guardsmen, at minimum. And she failed spectacularly. It's baffling, how one could forget such an obvious caveat. But from her elation while explaining the punishment, it seemed like she was hoping for the Queen to fail. Little did she knew, Bella had planned to make her do it one way or the other.
It was imperative that the Queen got used to either of those feelings, or preferably both. Why else would she manage to install a refurbished old dog-pen right in her chamber that very night.? The very same dog pen that was used by the royal pet Saint Bernard, the late Buck. The maids almost seemed puzzled at the suggestion that the Queen may be getting a pet dog. The more plausible explanation seemed to be, this was her way of keeping the memory of her Great husband alive. They all remembered how inseparable King Barthomius and his pet dog were..!
By the end of the night, the options were clear to Elanor. She could either sleep in the dog pen with no blanket, surrounded by the sweat stained clothes of her guards neatly stacked on one side. Or she could use her comfortably large bed wrapped in a thick fur blanket, but she will be tied up in one of the more complex shibari positions. Regardless of the stinking laundry, she always chose the dog pen. Bella had some idea why, but nowhere near the complete picture.
It's not that Elanor hated being tied up. But loved it instead, her skin craving the sensation. But she knew that was one slope way too slippery. She didn't want to succumb to the commanding grip of the gifted erotician, even in her dreams. Such was the hold he still had on her, Clergyman Ishikawa, the shibari artist. With eyes closed she could still revel in his grip tightening around in a choke, all these weeks later.
The thought alone wetting her sheets.
Not that waking up smelling like a bunch of men was any less a turn-on for the most powerful virgin in the Kingdom. But when it comes to the dog-pen, at least it didn't smell of that damn dog anymore.
The most disturbing part of it, was the effect a few natural musk had, on her nightly wet dreams. Earlier her dreams were uniquely singular, of her and a faceless man, essentially copulating. She'd defend herself, saying the faceless man had always been her true love, Barthomius. And she meant it, as she truly had no idea how different he'd have looked, had he been around. One thing she regretted was how she couldn't remember what he smelled like, especially with the improved appreciation of all things olfactory the past two weeks.
Still, one faceless man was something she could defend easily, compared to her recent dreams. This was in no way the genius of Bella's plan. The nights were growing colder lately. And she had strictly said no to blankets inside the dog-pen. Bella wanted Elanor to choose the comfort of a warm bed. She wanted her to give in to shibari, on her own volition. There was no way the Queen would prefer sleeping in the nude, night after night, in a smelly dog-pen in such cold.
Only Elanor proved to be much more resilient. Or appeared to be, at least.
Even if the clothes stayed stacked on the sides, she'd inevitably seek out the warmth, regardless of the smell or damp, once the cold of the night got to her sleeping skin. And surely, it played into her dreams as well. Now, with scents and raw musk of multiple men invading her dream-space, not only did she have partners in the same dream, but they rarely remained faceless anymore. For instance, had she unconsciously snuggled up to Jezeb's clothing, her new dream lover would look, and even act, just like the alcoholic lecherous moron she grew to hate.
Her new mornings started with her waking up on sheets more sweaty than going in, her sleepy mind still in that blissful space of nightfall. The routine was so automated now, that she'd complete the sorting of the clothes before taking the first step out of the dog-pen. On some level, Elanor knew the next task was to be something truly out of the box. It was the way Bella's eyes twinkled, every time she mentioned the coming weekend. She had never seen her Mistress so intense, ever before. There were reasons to worry as well.
For one, the same weekend, Elanor was to attend a two-day Diplomatic Meet, in their neighboring Kingdom of Aestrikus. The meeting was in the works, for over six months, and many important deals were dependent solely on the outcome, even the war efforts at the East mountains. So it came as a shock to all, especially Elanor, when a sudden messenger arrived from Aestrikus.



They might have to call off the meeting. Or reschedule it, at least. It could end up being a hard blow, to all her efforts, and months of planning. Yet all she could think of now was.
God! Bella is going to lose her mind..!!'
***
**
*
Leashed and Led
Bellatrix struggled to contain her annoyance by the sudden re-scheduling.
"My Queen. This is very unfortunate. I had invested considerable time and effort, designing your first task outside the bounds of this Kingdom. I had to coordinate for weeks, both with the Aestrikan ambassador and your security chief, to find a slot that would fit within the schedule. I understand how seriously you take your chastity, but as much as it's a strength, it's a great impediment to my duties. After all, there can only be so much variation one can come up with, that fits the bill."
"I understand it's a hard problem..." Elanor interjected. "But it is your hard problem. You took up the challenge, remember? And seriously?! The real unfortunate incident is King Proxus suddenly falling ill, wouldn't you agree.? I understand you've been working on this unique, out-of-the box task for weeks, but hey... The enmity between the two Kingdoms, Wolkenshire and Noxtra, is age-old. And it took a wise man like King Proxus to even take up the initiative, to act as a mediator. Bringing us both to the table."
"His son, Prince Axon, did months of negotiations to arrive at this preliminary meeting even. For one, I think it'd be wise to restrict our 'activities' within Wolkenshire, regardless. We are both at a loss here, Bella. I always wanted to build bridges with Noxtra. Even before I came to Wolkenshire, I always felt the hostility between the two Kingdoms wasn't beyond all hope. And when I finally had a shot at it, the fate hits us with this..?!!"
The Queen was quite taken aback by the outburst. She had always felt Bella took the job a bit too seriously. But never expected her Mistress to be so much invested in the plans, to lose her mind to even a minor set back. Bella too was baffled by how visceral her own reaction was. It almost felt like she had lost a pony she had been training for a long time. She said.
"I apologize for sounding irrational, my Queen. But this was a huge undertaking for me. Especially after the last two tasks, there was no way the next one would work, if it lacked sufficient escalation. At the same time, we really can't afford to have another 'Templeton horseback scenario'. Especially on foreign soil. That's why we took a break last week, so I can focus on perfecting this one... I had to toil days on end at the archives, looking at the foreign laws, stable regulations and timings. Almost two weeks consulting with royal physicians, fetish boutiques, dentists, and so on.. And all of it, for nothing..?"
'Fetish boutiques and dentists?! God, what on earth was she planning?' Elanor felt partly relieved by the sudden setback. She replied.
"It's done, Bella. In fact, King Proxus requested if it'll be possible for us to host the Diplomatic meeting at one of our castles instead. And our Regent of Foreign Affairs had already agreed to host it in the Castle Cloveshire of the Eastern Province. After all, the mediation talks were only one part of the Diplomatic Meet. There are plenty common interests, for us and Aestrikans still. The delegation had already left, and will reach the Castle by evening tomorrow."
"My Queen, tomorrow is the Diplomatic Dinner then?! It's a Thursday! What about your scheduled performance.?!" Bella realized by now that she was partly being argumentative. But the other part of her was still very adamant. Her treatment plans weren't second to any Diplomatic Meet, after all.
Was she serious..?! Is she really pitting a rare Diplomatic meet with the Aestrikans, against a stupid performance at a rundown dance bar.?!
The Queen didn't know how to respond. Bella was way over in her head this time. At the same time, Elanor reminded herself. It was this commitment that she had always recognized as Bella's greatest strength. The same conviction she saw in her eyes, on their very first meeting. But there was nothing the Queen could do to fix it, as the Noxtrans refused to meet without King Proxus mediating. But if she can't fix it, maybe she could offer up some consolation at least. Something to cheer up the 'Horse Whisperer' in her.
"How about you join us at Castle Cloveshire in the evening, for the royal dinner morrow?"
The Queen asked out of the blue.
"Yes. Sure, my Queen. Why..?"
Such a typical Bella-response, the Queen snickered within. For most commoners, a direct invitation to the royal luncheon itself was a high-point of their life. Something they'd go on and on about to the grandkids, about how they met their Queen. And even with all the time spent together, Bellatrix was still a mere employee. A pretty low-tier one at the regal scale, even with the special exceptions allotted. To be invited by the Queen alone was enough to raise the standing of any minor ministers. But all those status symbols of the world mattered so little to Bella.
It wasn't ignorance, either. She genuinely couldn't care less. Her world was all horses. Taming, training and treating. And now she got to tame the greatest beast of all six kingdoms, the Queen Chaste herself. Social posturing paled in comparison. Knowing full well she meant no disrespect, the Queen answered.
"Why, you ask..? Well, because I said so, Mistress.!" Elanor said half-mockingly. After all, with the amended contract, she wasn't required to address Bella as mistress before sunset. An honorific, which she wasn't particularly a fan of, even though it had a clear psychological effect on her.
"You'll get the complete guest list. Joining us surely will be Arch Minister Grinwald and his aids, Prince Gaskier of Aestrikus, High Priest Bishop himself, and a very old friend of mine. Sir Fyodor Belkin.!"
With evident excitement in her eyes, Bella asked.
"Like the Fyodor Belkin, the Stable Maester! The living legend?!!"
"In the flesh.." Elanor smiled. "Accompanied by his daughter and protégé, Lady Linaralla. An old accomplice of yours, right..?"
Lene.! Lene is attending..?!
Brimming with childlike joy, Bellatrix bowed thankfully.
"See you at the dinner, Bella. Though I believe you'll have to be there by the morning. The Head of Households, after all. You are dismissed." Elanor felt good.
Of course, she didn't call her Mistress. But Bella's satisfied smile had a great effect on the Queen still. Like any true submissive, her happiness was linked to her dominant by now. Almost inexplicably.
**
*
"I still can't believe it, Bella! You, the Head of Households for the Royal Castle..?!"
Lady Linaralla couldn't hide her excitement, now that they were having drinks, done with the formalities of the royal luncheon. She had known Bellatrix since she was fourteen, and was training to follow her father's footsteps. It was at the Royal Ranch training ring that she met Bellatrix for the first time. A skinny little Miss Agrafena, who had managed to impress the Head Trainer with her handling of the equine, giving a tight competition to the existing protégé. Obviously, this didn't jive well with the young Lene.
But soon a deep friendship blossomed between the girls, overpowering any hints of rivalry, a friendship they both cherished to this day. Within a few sips of wine they both had started chatting up in the corner, like too little teenagers, forgetting they were even in the Palace hall. From time to time Linaralla's eyes went back to the right corner, where her father sat chatting with his old friend, a very loud Arch Minister Grinwald. In the middle of them both, sat the High Priest, Bishop Benedictus Flavius, calm and listening as usual.
Across them, next to the fireplace, stood the Queen Chaste herself, Elanor of Wolkenshire. She looked as divine as always. Like a beauty so ethereal, the portraits could do no justice to it. 'Wait, does she look a bit plump?' Linaralla wondered. The Queen was discussing the recent developments to the guest, and her husband's friend, Prince Gaskier and his aids. And from the motions, it seemed like a much formal conversation.
Elanor said.
"Gaskier of Aestrikus, I must say. None compares, to your princely conduct. There was no need for you to personally come this far, to report on your Father's well-being. I hope he's feeling better."
"Sadly no, my Queen." Gaskier replied, his eyes intoxicated by the beauty right before.
'God! It's like she got more beautiful by the day.'
It was no secret to Elanor, the desire he struggled to hide. Barthomius himself had told her, about how they both fell for the same girl that very night they met her. Unfortunately for Gaskier, Elanor only had her eyes for Bard. Yet, after all the storms they had weathered over the years, his desire only kept growing. And it didn't help that Bard kept teasing about her to him, every chance he got. Realizing he might spill the truth, Gaskier changed the topic.
"There is another thing I must report, my Queen. I'm sure you've heard of the raids at the border forests, with regard to the illegal Blue Poppy farming."
Elanor nodded in affirmative. Blue poppy usage was wide spread as a psychotropic drug, and the addiction ruined so many lives, that Elanor had to take harsh measures to ban the substance across the kingdoms. The demand was high, and the black markets ran on it. So Elanor took a keen interest in wiping out the drug, off of her kingdom. Gaskier continued.
"The reports are quite vague, and at times unreliable. But I've been hearing about a new hallucinogen about to hit the markets, this time from the Orcan tribes. They call it Dream Stone. If reports are to be believed, it's unlike anything we have encountered yet. It's said to be capable of eliciting mass hallucinations; shared dreams and the likes. Some say it's a mix of their black magic, so I'd take it with a pinch of salt." He laughed, almost mocking the superstitions of his own intelligence services.
Elanor joined in on the laughs, it wasn't the first report she had heard of potential Orcan black magic.
"Do not worry, Prince Gaskier. We have our combined military combing the forests of the East mountain range. Orcs are a thing of history now.! We've already won."
Gaskier simply nodded. He knew that Orcan units regularly caused border skirmishes along the East mountains. The threat was far from over. But the memory of Barthomius seemed still fresh in her eyes, a wound that simply refused to heal. He didn't feel like contradicting the Queen, and forcing her to relive those painful days. In a way, he even felt responsible for his dear friend's untimely demise.
Gaskier was supposed to join in with Barthomius and help lead the charge. On that fateful day, however, the storm made it impossible for him and his men, to cross the river on time. Barthomius had to go ahead along, navigating the risky terrain, notorious for its landslides and avalanches. To be never heard from again. Gaskier didn't know, he wasn't the only one trying to overlook the obvious.
Elanor scanned the room until her gaze settled on the famed horse trainer, Sir Fyodor Belkin.
Uncle Belkin to her.
One of those sweet, special memories of the old.
She had known him for a very short yet significant few months of her lifetime. Once, he had visited the Kingdom of Vankenbraum, in his youth, at her Papa's behest. He was the most promising stable man of the time. King Ribert, her Papa, was restructuring his cavalry back then. And needing the latest expert opinion to guide the cavalry training, Fyodor Belkin was hired in no time. One day he happened to notice the timid little Princess Nora, sitting by the sides, with a familiar fear in her eyes.
Fyodor walked up and got down on his haunches. He talked her through her fears, and guided her to her first ever pony. Elanor remembered the shiver in her spine, as she caressed the mane of her greatest fear. In a few days, she was riding her first pony, with overwhelming glee.
The closest she felt to flying.
They met again years later. By then he had grown into the living legend, the head of the Imperial Stables of Wolkenshire, and even a close advisor to the then King, Barthomius Senior. It warmed her greatly that he hadn't forgotten his dear student. They spent a week at the ranch, perfecting her riding. But the best part for her was getting to know him better. And realizing what he had meant to her, all those years.
The kind, loving uncle she never had.
The one who taught her how to ride. To tame a beast.
She remembered his long strides, quick wit and immovable stance. The way the women flocked to see him perform, yet his unrelenting moral clarity. The way he devoted his life to his two great loves. His wife, Lady Alexandrovna, and his passion for all things equine.
And that ever present smile in his eyes.
Years later, as the Queen looked across the room at her Uncle Belkin, he looked like a shadow of his former self. By the time Elanor formalized her alliance with Wolkenshire, he had already retired. Apparently there was some major medical emergency, leaving him with a paralyzed arm, forcing him to resign early and focus on research instead. Age had taken a toll on him, and the from what she heard, he was having issues with memory. That's why he had to be accompanied by his daughter on all tours now.
But according to Lady Linaralla, with proper medication, he is still very much the legendary Stable Maester. The knowledge he had acquired over the years was unparalleled. And on a good day, he could easily break a beast on his own. Old age can be difficult, Elanor told herself. Yet it filled her heart when she saw his eyes, he still hadn't lost the smile in them. And she was overjoyed when he recognized her as his Little Nora. In fact, even his own daughter seemed surprised to see him remember the Queen after all this time.
Sure, he wasn't his usual commanding self, many noticed. Then again, he was never that way with Elanor. If anything there was a qualia to his sound, that he thankfully maintained still. That gentle, attentive yet playful maternal shade of his. The voice from his heart, that made her warm up to him from the very begining. So much that she would have simply hugged him, and cried her worries away, if not for all these formalities of the Queenship.
My own Uncle Belkin. My rock.
The evening bell, however, woke her up from such thoughts. Soon the dinner came to a close. All the guests bowed, bidding farewell to the Queen for the night. Most of the foreign delegates returned to their quarters, having lots to prepare, for the actual Diplomatic Meet the next day. The rest hung around drinking and catching up with old friends, the seasoned diplomats, including Archminister Grinwald. As usual, Jokshun drove the royal carriage back to the Palace, escorted by the new security team led by Vlazid. Having the charge over Castle Cloveshire, the Head of Households had to stay back.
Vlazid and his men stayed were in an extremely irritable mood, having to escort the Queen. They thought she'd stay back at Cloveshire, so they could take the night off. It was Thursday night, and each of them were itching to get back to Desert Rose. Little did they know, Lady Demura wasn't in a position to perform tonight as well.
Once the Queen left, Bellatrix gathered round the Castle guards. She said.
"My men, I'm sure you all know this. But let me remind you still. The comfort and care of the delegates is your primary priority tonight. This Meet was planned at the very last minute, under some truly unfortunate circumstances. I'm sure you've all heard of our neighboring King Proxus by now. It is possible that some of the delegates may take this opportunity for some stress relief. And as royal parties go, you know how absurd they can get. And also attending are a few of the senior-most brave warriors and trainers, the best of our own."
"In case you run into something questionable, inappropriate, even ridiculous, just let it be. The last thing we want is to offend any of them, even inadvertently. The Queen says, give them a pass for now. So do the same, and leave them be for the night. No matter how preposterous a situation you find one, or a bunch of them in. Do not interfere unless to aid, and always follow rank. These men have earned that right. And unless it's that obvious a threat, do not intervene."
The guards went back to their stations, confused by what to make of it. They had heard a great deal, from their colleagues, about the new Head of Households. About how great she was at her job. But this is as vague an instruction can get. Walking back into the Castle, Bella couldn't contain the excitement for the night. Even at a short notice, she was able to repurpose her plan, and the preparations so far, to fit the new scenario.
The instructions were purposefully vague, because apart from a general outline for the night's task, she had no idea how it'd unravel. And she knew better to count for Elanor's infamous bad luck for escalating things on to a new tangent. After all, the Queen hadn't left the Castle like she had let all her men believe, including Jokshun. The person who went with the escorting team was Elanor's long time body-double, Gertha, dressed the same as her Queen. Elanor was instead, right where Bella had left her, straining against the straps within the Royal Chamber of Castle Clovenshire, while two men stood guard, confused about all the strange squeaking sounds from inside. Unsure what it was they were still guarding, yet not going in to check, just as ordered by the Head of Households.
Bella was on her way to fetch the Queen's supper, the same fatty unsavory soup, as prescribed by Lady Adriana. As instructed, Elanor had barely touched her food at the Royal Dinner, and she must sure be starving by now. But before that, there was one more thing for the dutiful Mistress to make sure. Walking up the stone stairs, Bella's mind was in a turmoil. The irony of the situation didn't escape her, either. She was appointed by the Queen to specifically help with the indecisiveness and unsurety that troubled her.
Yet here she was, struggling to see through her own indecisiveness. For one, this was unlike anything she had trouble taming so far. Her toughest conquest to date was the fifteen hundred pound beast of a wild mountain horse three years back. The crowning tame of her career, cementing her title as the Horse Whisperer across the Kingdom. Even that, she completed in three weeks time.
Compare that to Elanor, it has been over a month since she started the session, and still she had no real grip on the situation. Of course, her duty wasn't to tame the Queen herself. That would be stupid on the one hand, and downright treasonous on the other. The ruling monarch of your kingdom should be the last person to have a broken spirit. And Elanor is as unbreakable as it got, when it comes to steeling one's spirit. No, the beast to be tamed wasn't the Queen herself. But that unfathomable lust of hers, that pure primordial carnality that she manages to keep at bay by staying frigid. Yet, turns untamable, at the first glimpse of a lapse in concentration. To break free and sprint.
On the one hand, Bella felt deeply responsible. It was her doing, after all. As miserable as the Queen felt, at least she did a good job of keeping it suppressed. Repressed even. But the way Bella's tasks unfolded, it seemed to not just wake up the sleeping beast, but cut it loose of any reins or restrictions. It wasn't that she feared for imprisonment, for failing at the task so miserably.
What held her responsible, was the word she had given to Elanor, the Great Chaste Queen. The promise that she'd get to the bottom of it, no matter the cost. She didn't just want to succeed. This was far from the mere conquest it appeared to be. Bellatrix needed to tame that beast of a lust in her, to reel it into a bridle. So she can peacefully walk away, handing the reins back to her Queen, leaving her to a happy, contained life.



It wasn't easy handling the pressure of it all, and Bella found it irresistible to act a bit wild herself, to find levity whenever it presents itself. For instance, even right now she could have simply left the Queen well bound and immovable in some obscure Private Chamber, waiting for her Mistress. But instead Bellatrix put her in the Royal Chamber, with two vigilant guards guarding her room the whole time, while six additional guards patrolled around. Clanking their spears on the ground with each step, adding to the bound submissive's anxiety.
If that wasn't enough, she made the Queen hold her mouth open, with the tongue poking out. The cherry on top was the metal clamp, its teeth thankfully cushioned with leather, biting into her tongue. With a single white thread connecting it to a small table-top calling bell, placed a few feet above. This not only meant she had to keep her jaw stretched the entire time, enduring the irritation of saliva pooling within and dripping out the corners, but she had to keep her tongue stretched out and impossibly still. The slightest tension on the string would yank it, ringing the bell.
Which was bound to happen, it would be a super-human feet to endure the stillness for so long. The twist was that, Elanor had no idea the guards were instructed to not go in the room, no matter what they hear from inside. And like most experienced guards, they were all too used to the weird orders from the upper ranks, and knew it's in their best interest to not poke.
The calling bell, clamped on to her sweet pet's tongue, was one such spur of the moment thing, something Bella did for the levity. The thought of the Queen struggling to keep it still the whole time, and eventually losing into the fatigue every now and then. Scared to her core of the men hearing. Of what they might make of it, if they felt it necessary to inspect. Bella hadn't ignored the possibility. And even though she was well impressed by their training, it was entirely possible that after a few bell rings, one of them might slip up and decide to peek into the royal chamber. Curiosity is such an unquenchable thirst, after all.
Still, Bella wasn't worried. At worst, they'll find the masked bound girl inside, clearly put there by the Head of Households for good reason. No way they'd figure it's Elanor, and most guards were wise enough to stay clear of anything remotely fishy, especially within the Royal chamber. Still, the thought of Elanor's trepidation, her shame filled gaze, made her give a devilish grin. Bella never noticed it, but she had been smiling, giggling, and grinning an awful lot, the past two weeks. Especially ever since her talk with the Clergyman, when he told her, of the vast possibilities for the Queen, without ever risking her chastity. By the end of it however, her smiles were mostly from imagining that excruciating blush of absolute disgrace, on her Majesty's visage.
Nearing the guest quarters, Bella was oblivious to how upbeat she walked, humming all the while, one of the songs Elanor usually practiced to. She knocked on the third door from the left, and a young man in his late twenties opened the door. He looked quite surprised, though he welcomed her in with a formal smile. Bella said.
"Good evening Sir Ancelot. Myself Bellatrix, I believe I have an appointment with you." Bella returned the formal smile, but it was hard to conceal the confusion in her own face. A friend of the Clergyman, the one she had managed to slip into the Queen's guest list. The Chief Domestication Trainer of Aestrikus..! The man looked way inexperienced than she expected, and he was dressed for bed.
"I.. Umm... I believe there's been a mistake here." The young man looked weary and puzzled.
"I'm the friend of Ishikawa-san. I've been corresponding with you the past week. About the training regime.."
A familiar smile graced his face.
"Oh, you must be Lady Agrafena.! Forgive me, just a minute.. " He rushed back to find his satchel and produced a sealed letter to her at once.
Bella was utterly confused now. As she read the letter, the man explained.
"Lady Agrafena, I'm Ancelot the third. I believe you were expecting Sir Ancelot Senior, my father. I'm afraid he had to stay back. He's a close friend to King Proxus and was extremely disheartened by the news of the King's ill-health. He sends his apologies."
It almost felt like a crash, the way all the excitement and anticipation dissipated near instantly at the sudden realization. For a moment she thought she misheard, this surely couldn't be happening again. What? No, not now.. Not this, not another change, not again. This can't be.. Like that one time her prized horse injured its fetlock, right before the race. It wasn't even the winning or losing that hurt the most, but the sheer denial of a chance. Bella had always hated being blindsided, and this one in particular was disheartening, with all the work she had put in more than half a month. It was hard to contain the frustration building up, yet Bella somehow managed to reply.
"No worries. It's my mistake, too. I should have checked with him earlier this week. But, you know, how quickly we had to reschedule. No worries. Good night."
As she began to leave, the young man asked.
"If you don't mind. Is it regarding horse training? If so, I can take a look if you don't mind."
Do you even know who you are talking to, boy..?! As her eyes screamed back, her voice responded politely.
"Oh, no. I shouldn't trouble a young man like you. Especially so late in the night. Thanks for the offer anyway." She might have played it polite, but Bellatrix was fuming within. Why? Why is this happening to my plans?! She almost felt like screaming back to him, if I had to train the damn animals, I'd god-damn do it myself, you idiot..!!
"So not animal training." The young man interjected. "Domestication, huh? But I don't understand why you planned to come all the way to Aestrikus for it."
Bella walked out of his room, closing the door herself.
"Because I wanted the best in business. Your father came highly recommended. It's not like we have plenty available in Wolkenshire anymore.."
"Yes you do. You have the very best of them all!" He couldn't help but chuckle.
That was enough of an answer to pump up her hopes. Bella barged right back into the room.
"What do you mean?"
"The infamous Leash Master..!? I just talked to him downstairs.."
In the blink of an eye, Bella felt it in her heart, all the drained enthusiasm, the sheer unbridled zeal bubble right back up, almost doubling this time. She nearly hugged him in joy.
"Really.?! You mean.. he's here, in the building..?"
Bella's grin had a hint of twisted madness. She didn't know why fate seemed to be giving mixed signals all week. But this one right here, it was far too good to be true. Yet far too irresistible to not indulge. To see where it takes. It almost seemed like the Queen's unpredictability had started rubbing on to her. Collecting herself, Bella asked, with a much practiced formal smile.
"Sir Ancelot the second... Please do me a favor."
**
*
Inside the Royal Chamber.
Elanor was having a hard time by now, trying to keep the tremors under control. The way her joints trembled from staying still for so long. In theory, all she had to do was kneel down on the floor until her Mistress returned. And initially it seemed nothing compared to the likes of which Bella had been putting her through the past month. But a combination of factors was throwing her off than usual. For one, Castle Cloveshire was not a somewhere she frequented, so it added to the unfamiliarity of it all. It didn't help that she could clearly hear the footsteps of the guards patrolling around, her core tightening, with the sounds on the floor, from them using spears as walking sticks.
It made her skin crawl when they stop and listen, every time she gave into the fatigue and dipped her head, her clamped tongue pulling the string, and ringing the table-top calling bell. The sound of which echoed in the room, contrasting with the quiet of the night. Even with her determination, she ended up ringing it four times in the last forty-five minutes. She had enough faith in Bella to be not worried of her own guards barging in to check the room. She surely must have instructed them to ignore the sounds from inside. That didn't prevent her from dreading over how she looked right now, if any of the guards gave into his curiosity. The way she presented herself did not suit any self-respecting woman, let alone a Queen.
Elanor remembered what Bella called her outfit for the task. The Bitch-suit!
She couldn't think of a better word that captured everything special about the outfit. At first glance, it comprised of a set of suspenders and sleeves. All her limbs were covered in a leather-like elastic sleeve, with a coating of dark blue-black velvet. The leggings ended right about an inch from her butt cheeks. It had extra padding at both the hands, and knees, designed to aid the wearer with comfortable, prolonged use. Both the arm-sleeves were connected through a strap on her back. The sleeves had no place for fingers, neither gloves at the end, nor holes. She had to keep her hands fisted going in, and the way the strings tightened around her wrists, they were effectively paws now, rendering the fingers useless.
The suspenders took it to another level. It had two thick armor-grade belts attached to each thigh. Once worn, her legs were bent at the knees, the shin squished against the under-thigh, and strapped tight and buckled by the belts. Essentially cutting down her hind-limbs to half its size. The padding on the knees were rigid and unusually tall, almost acting like heels for her knees. It helped match the length with her arms, crucial for balancing when one has to stay on all fours, for so long. All these multiple parts were anchored so neatly by the tight leather mini-corset on her midriff. A corset which left her both bosoms simply hanging free.
The overwhelming ridiculousness of the outfit, even with no one around to see, was only made bearable, thanks to her mask. It was a proper cowl mask, with unusually large eye-holes, two top openings for hair, and a buckle down the chin for added tightness. Its material was elastic, hugging her face like a second skin, and it matched the rest of the ensemble with its blue-black velvet exterior. Her lush long hair was braided into two high pig-tails, so that it'd pass easily through the top holes in the mask. The strain of it all started getting to her around the twenty minutes mark, and by now her torso continually squirmed to ease the stress on her muscles. Elanor couldn't believe how glad it felt, to finally hear the locks on her door turn.
It's Mistress, she's here..!
The guards immediately bowed down as Bellatrix walked in, opening the lock and entering the room, leaving the door slightly open. Had any of them bothered to take a quick peek, surely they'd have seen the black velvety shadowy figure kneeling on all fours on the granite floor, with it's bare ass facing their way. And they'd have spent the rest of the night wondering what they had witnessed. Bella knew these guards pretty well by then, especially their basic psychology. They were trained by then, to know what's worth meddling, and what's not. Understanding when to keep their mouth shut, and where to turn a blind eye. And they did not just respect the ranks, but outright feared it. And nothing good can come from displeasing the Head of Households, that much was clear to Bella.
She was under no misconceptions, they weren't afraid of the person, as in Bella herself. It's something that came with the title, a level of reverence and obedience. Bella was coming straight from the royal kitchen, her Majesty's dinner, the steaming slimy soup, safe in a bucket in her left hand. She walked towards the other end, not minding the kneeling figure, towards the mantelpiece, where she had placed her satchel. She put the bucket down, took out a file from the satchel, and started going through. It had a multi-page official registration form. Its title read,
Supreme Board of Domestication: Wolkenshire Division-
Registration Form for Category: Quadruped.
Bellatrix couldn't help but smile at her pure luck. It was while going over the employee records in the archives, as instructed by Ishikawa-san, that Bella finally struck gold. She found a folder of mostly redacted files, undoubtedly belonging to the infamous Leash Master. Like many other posts with questionable morals, the Domestication Trainer wasn't an actual post. But an unofficial title given to the officer who had to do the deed, at the end of the day. And as the clergyman had explained, the only reason 'Leash Master' became such a known entity, was not only because he excelled with his results, but he seemed to genuinely find pleasure in the process itself.
Though all records had been scrubbed of his name, after going through enough files, his signature and seal was something Bella could easily recognize. And this sudden find, this folder of documents, gave enough information about what to expect in a usual training programme, even with all the names and details redacted. But that wasn't what made Bella smile at present, back in the Royal Chamber of Cloveshire. In her hands was an original fresh Domestication Registration form, signed and sealed by the Leash Master himself.
She didn't know why he had kept a bunch of blank forms, signed and ready to be filled. Maybe that was standard operating procedure when he had retired five years back. Anyway an original signed registration form, which she could fill out as she saw fit, helped fortify her plan greatly. For what she was about to do was truly outrageous, even compared to the tasks she'd pulled off so far. And it was truly odd that instead of the understandable panic, what all she felt was a rush of excitement. Of wanting to see it to fruition.
She gave the form a quick glance.
Name: BLANK
Age: BLANK
Domestication Identification Number: XIVLNR0601
Nature of Offense: BLANK
Guardian: BLANK
Quadrupedic Type: BLANK
Period of Servitude: BLANK
'This is pretty detailed and sophisticated. Would take a while to fill.'. She flipped on to the next page, with more things to be filled. Thankfully, it next page said To Be Filled By Authorized Personnel Only. All she could say was, Thank you!
Bella started quickly filling out the form, still not sure what name to register under. Suddenly there was a loud bell, ringing from behind. Oh, God!! That's much louder than I'd expected. It was a testament to their training was how the guards fought the reflex to turn around and look, in the direction of the bell.
Oh, Queenie..! So soon..?
Turning around, what awaited her was the bare rear of the true ruling monarch of Wolkenshire. Her fleshy bouncy round cheeks, which had grown considerably over the past one month. Facing her mere employer and true Mistress within the confines of her chamber, as the Queen waited on all fours, her limbs shaking with fatigue already. But all Bella saw was her irresponsible submissive Demura, who failed to do the one thing expected of her. To make sure that her Mistress shouldn't have to reschedule her plans.
Bella should be thinking of a lot of things. Of how to ensure the task goes smoothly.? Of how to fill out the rest of the questionnaire. Of what should the Queen's Domestication Name even be..? But all she could think of was how full the ass looked, hanging right before her.! And how supremely satisfying it'd feel to let it out on that rear, with her old riding crop, teaching the harlot to never make such a mess ever again.!
Control yourself Bella..! What's gotten into you today?!
She walked around the kneeling Queen, examining how well she looked, bound in that special gift from the devious Clergyman. It almost looked tailored for the Queen, like a cross between a fancy corset and a leather armor. Well, calling it a dress is being charitable. Bella remembered what Ishikawa-san gleeful called it. The Bitch suit!
Bellatrix sat down, facing the Queen, her sweet-sub Demura, now. While her fingers adjusted the bell, putting an end to its ringing, she asked, without freeing the tongue.
"Is it your legs? Is it hurting?"
The Queen nodded ever-so-slightly, careful not to sound the bell again.
"Come on, it can't be that bad. The knee pads are extra cushioned, I checked it myself earlier today. Now, I understand the binding against your calves can be straining over time. But I'm afraid that's something you'll have to get used to. Anything else?"
Elanor wagged her behind in desperation, almost playing into the whole pet-theme subconsciously. Her eyes now pleaded like only a true Princess could. Bella replied.
"Okay. I get it, you must be starving, It's alright, I got your favorite soup right here. Happy?"
Bella brought the bucket closer, and dragged a rather large dog-bowl from underneath the bed. The relief in Elanor's eyes was quite evident, she had been feeling hunger pangs for a while now. But her gaze remained fixed at her Mistress, like she had more questions.
"Okay what..?" Bella removed the clamp from her tongue, the Queen now closing her mouth, clearing it of all the saliva, and rubbing her chin against her shoulder blade. Must have been quite a torture. All those streams of spit, continuously dripping along one's chin. Bella smirked.
"Did anyone find out? Was it all okay, with Gertha.?"
Elanor knew the secrecy of whatever Bella had planned depended on convincing the world, her own men, that the Queen was nowhere near the Castle that night. Her only issue was Gertha. The woman was a good impersonator, and mimicked the Queen's behavior quite well. A crucial part of her job, as the Royal body-double. But she had gotten pretty curvy post-partum, and Elanor still retained her only for sentimental reasons.
Bella replied.
"Gertha was great! Well, after an hour of squeezing her into that tight corset, and about three layers of make-up, she looked as close to you than anyone can reasonably expect. No reason to stay concerned."
There was a moment of silence, as Elanor thought about the right way to phrase her next question, without annoying her Mistress. Bella spared her the trouble.
"I suppose you expect some explanation for all this." Bella relaxed, got up and grabbed the soup bucket.
"I understand that Mistress is angry at me, and rightfully so. I'm ready to take any punishment you see fit. All I ask is that to spare me some information, on what is expected of me tonight. What is the task going to be?"
"I see.. After all this time, you still find it difficult to trust me.? Well, I don't blame you because, I don't trust you either. Not after your recent antics, of almost messing up my work. Of two whole weeks. And you are well aware.. I don't have to tell you anything, but command. By the royal contract you signed, you are obligated to carry out my wish. Still, this is the most unusual of the tasks so far.. And I don't want you to be blindsided by it."
As she filled the dog-bowl with the warm soup, she gave the Queen a brief idea of what to expect. Including the history of Domestication within Wolkenshire, so she'd feel at ease knowing this isn't unprecedented. Unlike their outings so far, Elanor had questions, lots of them. But something about Bella's tone told her, she wouldn't be getting any proper answers. Was she still mad about the whole re-scheduling? For God-sake, it's not like I made it happen!
Once the bowl was filled to the brink, Bella unclasped the Queen's mask at the chin. Thanks to the elastic material, it quickly scrunched up into a roll, wrapped around her high pig-tails. Although nothing covered her face anymore, it wasn't like there were people watching. Besides, after close to an hour, Elanor was relieved to feel the fresh air against her face. She leaned into the bowl, and started slurping the soup in short, shy licks. This went against everything she practiced her whole life. Against all the princely conduct, and royal etiquette. This is literally how animals eat.!



Then again, that was the point. The Queen realized as the healthy soup started feeling like the best meal she had ever tasted. Elanor was slowly letting go of the manners, and licking down more and more frequently. Yet she managed to keep it all look surprisingly civil, all things considered, with not a drop spilling over to the beautiful Calthean carpet below.
"You're a pet now, Queenie. Act the part, dive into it. Who cares if you look funny or ridiculous, even disgusting, doing it. I must warn you, these half-assed efforts won't help you with an actual Domestication trainer.."
Elanor didn't care that much. Noticing her disregard, Bella continued, determined to push her buttons.
"Since we are talking, harlot. What would you name, if you were to have a pet?" Bella couldn't hide the smirk as she asked.
Nor could Elanor, her immediate displeasure. This whole theme was something she hoped to avoid, typical of someone who never got comfortable with the idea of a personal pet. The reason she opted to sleep in the dog-pen every night, was her simply taking the better of two bad choices. And not her warming up to the idea of pets. She had hoped it was going to be just the ridiculous costume, but the unusually large dog-bowl in front, if anything, was a sign of what's to come.
The way her eyes stared back in protest only fueled Bella.
"So not a big fan of pet names..? Noted. I'll manage on my own."
She said, stirring the bucket with a wooden spoon, and re-filling the bowl with more warm soup. Making sure it splashed on to her Majesty's hanging breasts, making her wiggle in disgust.
How dare you stare me down, you ungrateful bitch.?! The lines of deference were blurring fast between the Princess and her Mistress, as well as the Queen and her employee. They both were over-worked and under enough pressure to let these little slip-ups in conduct go unnoticed. But their ego remembered it all. Especially Bellatrix.
She almost felt like the Queen had been taking her commitment for granted recently, particularly this week's fiasco. And the way her eyes burned at the mere mention of a pet-name.. For sure it wasn't the obedient submissive staring back at her Mistress in an occasional outburst. It was exactly how one bratty Princess who spend her entire life in the paradise of entitlement would look down upon a mere maid.
All she could think, while her Queen licked the edges of the bowl, was how her right palm itched to grip her riding crop now. She wanted to teach this haughty Princess the prize of disrespecting her Mistress. Hell, I could do it with my bare backhand. I mean, look at her skin glow, like marble in moonlight.! Especially with that thin coat of sweat. And the way her cheeks jiggle slightly. The fat's surely getting an even distribution, the Queen had gotten pretty voluptuous. Even her face, though not significantly. Still, those cheeks look a lot cheekier than four weeks ago. And this itch in my right palm. To just slap it. And slap it well. Back and forth, again and again, not till it's purple. But about to verge on.. Like an imposed blush, you know. Crimson cheeks.
Wait.. Am I thinking too dark..?
Right then, there was a knock at the door. Elanor stopped frozen, her eyes trembling with fear. Bella couldn't help but enjoy how beautiful she looked, the way her lips quivered, her spine shaking in terror, yet her tongue licking her chin clean, making sure she looked regal, even when horror-stricken. The Queen knew by now, from Bella's reaction, this was her plan.
This was all her plan. The guard outside announced.
"Lady Agrafena..! Here's a visitor asking for an audience.."
"Let him in..!" Bellatrix yelled back, cutting him off.
And then she heard it, the two doors swinging open. From the sudden breeze that hit her behind, Elanor knew, the doors were completely open, and it stayed that way. Meaning either of the guards, who dared to peek, might get more than a glimpse of their Ruling Monarch's shame.
In all its clean-shaven, naked glory!
But forget the guards, face the elephant in the room, Noraa..!
Who could it be that just walked into the Royal Chamber in the middle of the night? Who could it be, that Bella felt so comfortable to confide in their activities even..? Was it really some Domestication trainer, or someone who they already knew? Wait a minute. It's that damn priest, right?
That demented Clergyman, with his lecherous fingertips..! God, could it really be Ishikawa. It fits, I'm already restrained, right by his playbook. Bella even alluded to him giving her the outfit. But how could she..? I had specifically requested to keep him away. Hell, I even slept in that tiny dog-pen, cuddling against the sweat of my guards for weeks, just so I could avoid his grasps in my dreams even. Nightmares, I'd say. The things he made me do, in the off chance I slipped up. It isn't like the absurdity of blaming him, for molesting her in her dreams, was oblivious to her. But in those few hours, the impact he had left on her skin and soul, was so great that her loins soiled at the mere thought sometimes.
It's been over a month, and yet.. Please god, not him. Not again..
As she heard the uniquely weighed, measured footsteps approaching from behind, it less and less seemed like the Clergyman. This was someone bigger, and much, much taller. And there was something slightly off about the way he stepped. Well, if not Ishikawa, then who could it be..? Bella had been on it for weeks, so someone new.? An Aestrikan.?! Seriously Bella, did you select one of the foreign delegates for a Diplomatic Meet, solely for the purpose of.. That's too wild. And clever.. And so you.. God, I want to be angry, but yet.. Wait, who from the delegation..? All of them knows me personally now, they know my face. My voice.. What if they recognize my voice.. Or my..
Oh no! My face.
As the Queen pieced together her predicament, Bella leaned in and whispered.
"By the way Queenie, you aren't masked no more.. So. You know what to do."
Elanor made a desperate attempt, balancing on three limbs while trying to pull down the scrunched up mask with her right hand. Only to realize how absolutely useless her paws were, with all her fingers fisted, tightly bound, and covered in leather.
With quite an audible snicker, Bellatrix stood up, and greeted the stranger.
"Greetings, Leash Master..! You think you could break her in.?!"
"Well..." The stranger said, as his left hand swung, his grip tightening around the riding crop.
Elanor felt him standing right behind, his imposing shadow upon her. His voice sounded strangely authoritative. It's almost like hearing one's close friend's father the very first time. Like how clearly similar they both talked, their pronunciations, modulations, personal ticks, and even the vocabulary. Yet how distinctly commanding, judging and paternal he can sound. Like a voice you knew, in a shade you never expected it to belong in.
And there was his presence..! His unbelievably alpha vibe, that she could simply feel buzzing against her skin. Elanor didn't notice, but her body had already recognized the one in charge. Bella saw it, like always. Her Queen's spine arching gently, her arms tightening to maintain balance, while her both knees slid apart, on its own. Presenting her rear, her nether, to do as he desired. This was no Ishikawa. But he felt very much alike. Except, the creepy. This man was a true alpha. He doesn't need to be creepy. It didn't suit him, nor was it in his nature. The Queen didn't realize all this, but her body did. Why else would her rear cheeks anticipate, so correctly, what is to happen the very next moment.
WHACK..!!
Elanor felt a sharp pain on her right buttocks, almost burning into her skin. She wanted to scream out loud, but she didn't want to lose face in front of this strange man, in their first meeting. Not that her face was any closer to his vicinity. Nor did she want him, and the guards, recognizing her from the voice. Not that they ever heard a Queen cry before. But something had to give, such intense was the pain on her rear. So the Queen dived right into the bowl before, immersing half her face, till her nose bridge, and screaming into it.
Wow! That strong a sting, huh?!
Bella watched it, impressed, the way the scream made the soup bubble up violently, and spill over. This is the first time her witnessing the Queen not in control of the etiquette. And it felt a lot more rewarding, than she ever expected. Still, Elanor managed to keep composed and continue slurping in the soup, trying to not spill anymore. Even if she looked ridiculous, with half her face coated in slime, thick gobs dripping along her chin.
"She's good.! Submissive by nature, yet strong-willed enough to push through."
The man spoke now, with an indifferent tone of a veteran. "Lady Agrafena, if you don't mind me saying. The outfit is perfect for training, but I hope you have multiple ones. These will get worn out quite fast. Else, I suggest we go full rope gear. There'll be a few burns, but that only adds to the charm of the pet."
"Oh, no rope burns, I'm afraid. Costume won't be an issue, you can wear them off as you please."
"As you wish. Also, even though you're doing a commendable job, this is clearly your first time managing a leashed. I can train the pet, but there are certain things you must do, at your end. Unless you want her to start thinking she's a person again."
Bella.. What's he blabbering about..?! Elanor listened worried, her head still cowering. As Bella nodded, the man continued.
"Your tone and command is good. But I believe you are using too much of carrots and sticks. Carrots and sticks are for training animals. These are sub-humans. They require something harsher. Your pet should always expect a whip on her behind."
Saying which, he raised his arm again. Elanor feeling the motion, and the gust of his whip-head right on the same spot. Her ass clenched in anticipation, her neck cowering, waiting for the inevitable. But it never came. And it felt good, like a sudden tingle upon her right bum instead. Like someone just blew a kiss around the spot. He continued.
"And knowing it never came, should in itself be sufficient reward for her. The absence of pain, you must reduce the carrot to it. And not some celebratory reward. Now, about your conduct, Lady Agrafena. Never kneel beside the pet. It reduces your status in her eyes. Please sit atop the bed right next. Her face should always be levelled to your knees, in normal scenarios."
Bella could only smile.
This, right before, was a true Master.! Someone unlike Ishikawa, whose perversion would eventually override his reason, she felt. This is a man I can trust my Queen with. As she sat back on the bed, her legs crossed regally, the left heel inches away from her Majesty's slurping face, Bella spoke.
"That's a great input Leash Master. Now, about the pet. I find her resisting, quite uncharacteristically, now and then. It's not even proportional to what I ask of her, almost irrational at times. Scoffing at the simpler things. It's how she stares back, you see. And even now, look, she fights to keep it all clean and tidy around the bowl. Like she's dining with the royals or something. It's like she refuses to act the bitch. I find it odd, especially when you, with all your experience, said at first glance. That she's submissive. By nature."
"Oh, I meant it. She's definitely tilted submissive. Though I'm sure she has a dominant streak screaming to get out in there. Think of it this way. We are partly dominant, and partly submissive. By nature. Only its ratio varies. For instance, have you ever been in a town hall meeting. You know when the debate gets heated, the occasional young blood would stand right up, and shout down his opinions. At that time, most of the people would turn attentive... Vigilant. There's always a bunch, who'd instantly cower down, even take a step back. And of course, the brave few will get absolutely defensive, and shout right back, not waiting a second. "
While he spoke, he had extended his arm, the very tip of his riding crop tracing along the Queen's spine. The way her body shuddered was a source of joy for Bellatrix. As she continued to listen, her smile was totally oblivious to her. Had she seen a reflection, it'd have almost looked unnatural. Bellatrix was a stoic at heart. She never smiled, not like this. The Leash Master went on.
"Everyone is a dominant until the lighting strikes. And then we see them all, looking up in fear, trembling, if not cowering by the corner. When nature exerts its dominance, all else will submit, by own volition. Look at your pet now. How stretched and inviting her thighs looks, all spread out and waiting now.."
Elanor felt her body hair rise in goosebumps, as the stranger expertly slid the flexible rubber tip of his riding crop between her labial lips. Up, down, and up again. Her thigh muscles shuddered, feeling it build up in her core, the pure pleasure of being toyed with. He maintained his pace, not digging in the whip further deep, nor backing out by an inch. But straddling that thin line, keeping her aroused right below the peak.
"Your pet needs your help, Lady Agrafena. To find her lightning. The thunder. She needs your push..."
His instructions made sense to Bella, as she leaned over with her hand stretched.
"Not hands. You never touch them with hands, not easily. A gentle pat with your bare fingers, should feel like a much awaited gift. The true carrot.! Everything else, you must turn into sticks. Even food."
What did he mean, no hands? And to push? Push towards what?!
Elanor find it extremely hard to listen, let alone reason. Not just with her head and inch away from submerging, but the way her pussy lubricated the thin pipe, and that slippery leather tongue, of the riding crop, as it continued to slide up and down. It's the pace of it that truly kept her on edge, like a true master, him almost controlling her heart beat by the way he continued to toy. Then she felt it, the answers to all her doubts, pushing gently right against her scalp. The heel of Bella's footwear pushing down the thick of her hair, her toe digging into the crown between the two high-pigtails.
Wait.. Did she just..?!
In her defense, Bellatrix was equally surprised and even more terrified at what she was asked to do. It's one thing to give directions to one's Queen, with a pinch of verbal humiliation thrown in. This was Bella herself, a mere employee, an absolute subject, willfully stepping on the supreme individual in the entire Kingdom. She maintained a tough exterior, but her heart skipped a beat the moment she made the connection. And it's been erratic ever since, as she buried her discomfort behind a smile. It was imperative that the Leash Master believed her story so far. She was this close to losing the perfect task to fate, the one she'd been toiling over for weeks. And she wasn't going to let anything derail it now, including her own fears.
Elanor looked wide-eyed, unsure what made her Mistress act so... Disrespectful..?! It's not like she wasn't complying, nor giving them a hard time. As she understood what's about to happen, the Queen gasped, shut her eyes tight, and took a quick, deep breath. Bella carefully, fearfully, stepped on, pushing her Queen's head further down, while looking at the trainer's eyes for direction. Elanor felt her entire visage get submerged in the warm slimy soup, it seeping into her scalp.
She endured as the spice burned into her nostrils, her throat and nose clenched as tight as possible. She was not ready to give in, to the temptation to breathe or swallow, for some semblance of relief, only to end up coughing out all over the place.
Just endure it, Nora.. Mistress will release you soon.
WHACK!
The Queen felt it, this time on the other butt cheek, and twice as painful. For a second she let out a yelp, biting into her teeth, a bit of the soup seeping into her eyes. Yet arching her back further, and pushing her rear out, asking for more in protest, instead of shuddering and cowering down. The trainer grinned, impressed by her resilience.
"See how much less her bowl is bubbling up. She's good, she's learning. To control her pain, to gauge her scream. This is good!"
He signaled and Bella immediately retracted her feet, letting the Queen rise back, gasping for air. Ignoring his suggestion, Bella leaned forward and helped keep the Queen's head straight, and not dive right back into the soup. She pinched and wiped along her nose bridge, clearing all the slimy coating with her right hand, making sure she'll have no trouble breathing. This was all out of the blue, even for Bella. And she was truly concerned about her Queen's health and feelings.
Elanor was in pain, not just from the rear, but the spicy soup burning into her left eye. She was very much in her bratty Princess mood, as she dismissively shook her head, almost slapping Bella's hands away. You've done enough, Mistress.. Just let me be..!
Bellatrix was perplexed. I mean, I was just helping.. Why did she have to be a bitch about it..?! Whatever.. Bella stood up and continued talking to the trainer, as Elanor tried to recollect herself. It took a while for her to breathe through the nose, afraid of inhaling the soup, still dripping down her face. She wiped her chin against her shoulder, and along the corners of the bowl, still unable to open her eyes. She finally managed to balance on three limbs, while wiping her eyes with her right-hand paw.
Bella discussed her plans with the trainer, as he went through the Queen's file, her Domestication Registration form. While she clarified the details, Bella couldn't help but watch the Queen squirm just a few feet from her, especially the way she swayed her bare behind. Bella should be feeling sorry for what's just been done to her Queen. But all she could feel was annoyance.
At how, Elanor just sneered back at her, for trying to help. Of how she stared her down for a stupid remark about pet names. Of all the evenings she spent knee-deep in research, of all the nights spend planning the perfect task for her perfect Queen. Only to be ordered to cancel it, for some stupid rescheduling. Bellatrix felt it again, that familiar irritant twitch on her right inner palm. To feel it gripped against her favorite riding crop. Even the Leash Master's crop would do. She looked down at the crop in his hand, at its flexible leather tongue. Is it shining.?!
Of course, it is. It's nearly dripping with all the juices from rubbing along the Queen's soapy pussy. And she acts so bitchy, so tough with me... While shuddering in pleasure against the whip-head.. I mean, what a hypocrite..! All the while, inviting him, shaking that bare rear. All plump and juicy..! Bella wanted to give each cheek its fare share all night. Not so much that it'd hurt and bleed. Nor even so hard that it stays purple for days. But just rough enough, that the bitch learns her place.. Rough enough that it would seem like her ass was blushing in shame. No marks, just a shade of red. So much that it'd look by the next morning, so wonderfully...
"And do you have a name for her?" The trainer asked, looking down the empty slots of the form.
CRIMSON..! Bella almost didn't hear him ask.
"For the pet, Lady Agrafena. Do you have a name in mind."
"Of course I do. Crimson." Bella replied, with as wide a grin as she ever had. "Register her as Crimson..!"
**
*
It's been thirty minutes since the Queen had her dinner. The Leash Master was long gone, taking the Registration form with him. Right now, Bella sat before her Queen, both on chairs, her leg restraints loosened enough to let her sit. There was nothing regal about the way Elanor looked, except for her innate attitude. Then again with multiple dried coats of slime dripping along your face and bare breasts, no one could have looked remotely decent, let alone regal. Bella carefully wiped all remaining traces of soup from her face with a wet white cloth. Both did a better job of hiding their displeasure, yet the tension in the room was palpable. Finally, the Queen broke the silence.



"Bella, who was that guy?"
"Bella..?! Aren't you forgetting something?" She continued to clean around the eyes.
"Well, technically we aren't in my Palace Chamber, so I don't have you call you by that name."
"Well technically, it's night. And from dusk, you are to address me properly. Your own rules..!"
"There is nothing improper about addressing one by their name." Elanor replied, avoiding her gaze. Bella raised her eyebrows. Seriously.?!
"Why is it so important, that name..?? That title..? Mistress.."
Bella couldn't believe it. This again..?
"Because my Queen. It's essential for the treatment. The mere act of you calling it, puts you in the right psychological sweet spot almost instantly.."
"Is it about respect.? Have I ever disrespected you, or done anything to hint as such.? I can respectfully call you Bellatrix. It even has a nice ring.." She smiled.
"No my Queen. You haven't been.." Bella stopped a while to phrase it right. "Nothing you said was outright disrespectful. It's just.. When you address someone as Mistress, truly. And you mean it.. You almost subconsciously gives some credence to her words. The name, the title, makes you more open to trusting her. Knowing deep down, that she means well. And more importantly, she does no harm. I put more trust in those moments when your voice rings true, those rare occasions of you naturally calling me Mistress, than any contract the Imperial seal deems valid."
Elanor listened on, realizing more than her words, she trusted Bella's voice now. The sound of her was grounds for sure-footing, than any rational she could manage. There was something so irrationally compelling about such trust. And annoyed, and worried, and irritated as she got at time, Elanor still trusted Bellatrix. Deeply.
"So Mistress..! Are you going to tell me who it was..?"
"Just wait, Nora. You'll find soon enough."
"So, how did I do, at the task?"
"Task..? What task?!" Bella smiled, puzzled as she rolled down the Queen's mask.
Elanor looked bewildered. What do you mean, what task.?! All those disgraceful things I just lived through. Bella continued.
"Seriously Queenie.. You should know. Kneeling in your chamber and having dinner doesn't count as a task. That's child's play compared to leaving you five minutes unattended at the Desert Rose."
"Then what's the task tonight.?"
"No task tonight. Only punishments. The dinner experience was.. Well, just say it's for being careless and servicing a total stranger, for your first ever booth-session at Desert Rose."
"But I didn't... Oh, fair enough." Elanor sighed, his mere mention giving her a craving for cashew nut paste.
"And now for the final punishment. You know, for failing the only condition I gave, last week. To deny, at least one guard, the pleasure of your service."
"Yeah, that.. That's solely on me." Elanor could only smile. With eyes closed, she could still feel his limp dicklet pulsing in her fist. Only, she felt like tightening the grip, further.
"See.. See how good we work, when you act fair.. So the final punishment..!"
Elanor was confused.
"Wait, then what was the whole evening about..? That Leash Maestro?"
"Leash Master.! That's the main task. You know how we agreed to have at least one day-time task a month.?"
"What? No. Me, dressed like this, during daytime.?!"
"Yes. And not just one day. Two days, this weekend. The contract said daytime-task. It didn't specify task duration. There was an exception for possible multi-day tasks."
"What? Multi-day tasks..? When did we discuss..."
"Discuss?! We do it already. All your sessions at Desert Rose were technically multi-day. It wouldn't have been, had you focused on the task, and finished it under fifteen minutes for once. But no. You start your dance late in the night, and by the time you are done servicing each of them, it's already way past midnight. Which means, the next day."
"But, how do you expect to keep it a secret.." Elanor wasn't sincerely worried.
"Let me worry, my Queen. Have I let you down when it comes to privacy, even when the task gets out of hand..? You just obey, for now. Speaking of which."
Bellatrix took out a thick dog-collar with an attached leash. After buckling the mask properly on the Queen's face, he proceeded to collar her. It had a cushioned inner-side, which made it easy around the neck. But she was acutely aware of the effect it had on her psyche. Being collared made her feel 'less-than' almost instantly.
"Now on Queenie, who ever holds this leash is your owner. Your Master..! It could be me, your trainer, or anyone. You are to be the obedient little bitch, the perfect pet, to whoever leads you by this leash. Understood..?"
Elanor thought about it for a moment. Well, its not like there was much to counter her with. She said, nodding.
"Back to the point.. What is it, then, Mistress?? Tonight's punishment task."
"It's simple. Actually the simplest so far. This is about trust, and how well you trust in your Mistress. I'll lead you to a secure spot inside the Castle. You just have to get back to this chamber, on your own. I don't mind if you are detected, but I don't think you'd enjoy that. That's your punishment-task, in the nutshell. The catch is, you'll be in full gear, the complete Bitch-suit the whole time. Mask, and all."
"Well, that's not.. Mistress, this is Castle Cloveshire, not the Imperial Palace. I'm barely familiar with the emergency exits, It's way too risky."
"Well. Risk is the point of it, I'm afraid my Queen. Still, I'll throw you a bone, haha.. Either you trust me, and endure the night blindly, with no information upfront. Or I'll give you enough information, to get it over with swiftly. But only after you take this in."
Saying this, Bella took out a small box from her satchel. It was an apothecary case. She opened it, and pulled out a strange contraption. It was a thick, two inch long glass tube, with a silver piston at one end and a short sharp needle at the other. A bright yellow fluid kept dripping at the end of it's needle, which frankly horrified the Queen. It was her first time seeing a medical syringe up close. Bella found it odd that a part of her enjoyed the fear in her Queen's eyes. She said.
"Don't be afraid. This is an experimental medical equipment. A prototype the royal physicians had been developing. They call it the 'syringe'. It's perfectly safe, they have tested it on animals, even prisoners for almost a decade. I've used it myself at my ranch, so no need to alarm."
"And inside it..?" Elanor knew the real trouble would be the medicine.
"A numbing agent, developed for dental usage. It essentially numbs your tongue for a prolonged duration. Meaning you won't be able to speak, not anything legible. It'll be back to normal by the time you wake up. Getting caught, in itself, is unthinkable. So in exchange for my assistance, you'll have to stay worried about not being able to explain yourself, even if you get caught. I must balance the risk factors somehow..."
Getting to the point as always, Elanor asked.
"What are my options again.?"
"Stay in the dark, and find your own way back. Or take the needle, and I'll let you in on the easiest solution. Without spoiling the highlights, of course. It'll still be tricky, but at least you'll know your way around."
The trepidation in her eyes was quite understandable. Although Bella knew how safe and common the usage of needles were, it was largely a last resort for most treatment applications in humans. Then again, it was hilarious. The Princess, who was trained in close combat, an expert in melee weapons, who reveled in stories of the military conquests and carnage, was horrified of a mere pin-prick..?! Was she told way too many fairy tales as a kid?
It didn't matter much. They both knew each other too well to know her choice. Soon they were done with the injection, fixing the rest of her bitch-suit, and on their way through the secret pathways. All the while, the guards stood at the doors of the Royal Chamber, thinking Lady Agrafena is still inside, resting.
**
*
Bella told herself, the point of this punishment task was to reinforce the Queen's trust in her. After all, without that trust, there was no hope for any of this treatment regimes. But it wasn't only the sunshine and rainbows that drove her now, as she walked still thinking back and forth. Like any tamer, Bella had known for long. You always risk raising the wild in you, to match the wild you are trying to tame. And the untrammeled lust of the Queen seemed to have called upon an equally dark and vengeful beast from the depths of Bella's own mind. The absolute power over the loins of one's ruling monarch, of the shame of one's revered Queen, was sure to have an effect on her psyche. Bella was never too egotistical to overlook that possibility.
But what she failed to foresee, was how strong a grip it will end up having on her. How deliciously pleasing she'd find the experience of humiliating the writhing virgin. How deeply satisfying was it to watch the harlot, on all fours naked, lapping up the slimy soup, like a stray dog. All within her own royal chambers, a few feet from her own men guarding the doorway, supposedly protecting her life and honor. And most of all, how unbelievably creative her mind ran, at the slightest opportunity to punish the little bitch. At the dangerous scenario to risk her chastity itself.
Speaking of punishments, she remembered what the High Priest, Father Benedictus told her that very morning.
"Punishment is futile, if you fail to establish the authority. And my dear, believe me, no one can punish Queen Elanor as harsh as she punishes herself. The way she torments herself on her own misgivings, whatever punishment you give, will seem like an annoying irritant. Suppose she you somehow.. By the time you confront her, she'd have already put herself through hell to figure out what went wrong. I know that soul, believe me. If you really want to keep her on edge, just hint at the consequence. How far you are willing to punish..! And believe me, she'll self-correct, you will never have to actually implement whatever horror story you told her as the punitive."
'I understand, Father. Maybe I don't have to punish the Queen after all..' Bella told herself, as she reached the intersection to the Royal chambers and the 'Patron's wing', still within the secret passage. Then she felt her heart begin to beat wild, as that grin graced her face again.
'Sure, I don't have to punish... But I want to, though..!'
**
*
After walking on all fours for fifteen minutes, following her Mistress through the dark corridors, the secret pathway, the Queen was finally slowing down. As they exited, Elanor almost felt the knot in her underbelly tighten. They were inside a storage cellar, right next to the main corridor. As the door closed behind, she knew. there was no going back.
To her surprise, Elanor knelt behind her, and pulled two special straps from the sides of each of her thigh belts. It had rubber hooks at its end, and Bella continued to attach each to her Queen's outer vaginal lips. Pulling the lips apart, exposing her inner privacy to all, in effect.
"I'm sorry, Queenie. Your trainer said, clitoral exposure is mandatory for all new pets. Helps deepen the shame, apparently."
It was true. Even in that dark room, Elanor felt way more exposed. And that's saying something, considering her costume. Bella leaned in and whispered the solution to the task into her ear, and stood up. And simply left, without even smiling. Elanor wanted to ask for more details, but with her tongue numbed, she couldn't utter a proper word now. In truth, she couldn't wait to get away from the Queen, as she was about to burst out laughing.
Bellatrix couldn't help but relish in the mischief of her latest task. And in a way she felt proud too. After all, it wasn't much of a task, not in its base level. For all the Queen had to do, was to get back to her own chamber undetected. There is no elaborate plan, or maze she must navigate through. And the Queen knew all the secret passages within the castle more than anyone else. Sure, there was only one secret doorway that was at the knee level, the only one she could use thanks to the 'bitch-suit'. And it was just ten minutes away from her current position.
It might seem risky to the Queen, especially in her current outfit. There were guards patrolling constantly through the corridors, back and forth. And the secret doorway is at the end of the east-side guest quarters. Meaning, she must crawl her way past the very rooms in which her esteemed guests now relaxed for the night. If any of them were to walk out, be it Sir Fyodor, Prince Gaskier, or Bishop Benedictus. If any of them were to walk out at the wrong time, or ring up the maids even, she will get caught. That's discounting running into her own guards patrolling the corridors. And in her current condition, she wouldn't even be able to explain anything to them, with her tongue numbed lifeless. In short, the task was designed to keep the Queen in a constant state of panic, always looking over her shoulder, always hesitating to step ahead.
But that wasn't what made Bella laugh, in the ingenuity, in the hilarity of her own plan. This was the least risky task she had come up with yet. Because, she had designed the task to be purely psychological. Unlike the previous tasks which had minor risks, at least in some conceivable way, she had already made sure that this time the Queen had no risk at all.
For starters, Bella had restructured the patrolling routes within the castle grounds such that none of the guards had to patrol either the main corridor, or the east-side quarters corridor. But they were made to patrol the adjacent corridors and connecting ways. So from the sounds of their footsteps, it'd seem to the Queen, at all times, that the guards are right about to pass by her side. Though in reality, there was no chance she'd come across anyone, provided she stuck to the route Bella had whispered to her.
Also, the east-wing guest quarters were empty for the night. All the guests were staying at the special quarters to the west. And Bella had purposefully instructed the maids to keep the rooms in the east-side quarters well lit, with the doors barely closed. She wanted the Queen to be shaking with anticipation while crawling along the corridor, fearing at any moment one of the guests may open the door and walk out. To the sight of either her shame-filled face, or well stretched behind. Frozen immobile with embarrassment.
True, one logical thought could alleviate all those fears. Will Bellatrix go so far as to knowingly risk every dictum in the contract.? Logically, rationally, she couldn't. But Bellatrix knew by now, on such instances the Queen was beyond any rationale. She had been consumed by fear by now. Especially with that final touch, of clipping apart her labial lips, to open up her vagina completely. That alone had clearly driven the Queen to an edge, that she could barely move an inch, still.
With a contented smile, Bella disappeared into the shadows of the dimly lit corridor. She knew that Linaralla would have reached her room by now. It has been a long time since they had a long heart-felt talk. And she couldn't wait to hear her stories.
Elanor on the other hand was still overwhelmed by the audacious surprise her Mistress sprang upon her. It was one thing to feel the cool night breeze upon one's rear. But with both her labial lips pulled apart perfectly by the elastic hooks, the current predicament was giving her shivering flashbacks. Elanor remembered when that unholy clergyman had her bound and splayed for all his pupils to see. She remembered him unmasking her, making her cheeks blush in shame, and her pussy swell in lust. And she remembered one of his eager celibates leaning in and blowing slowly, with a cool stream of air hitting her clitoris.
That's how it felt now, only times a hundred.
And it puzzled her deeply. Elanor remembered her princess teens days, prancing around the palace corridors, barely clad in translucent clothing. She used to enjoy exposure, even downright nudity, within the confines of her privacy. Even now, she was all alone. Private for the moment, indeed. But the way her clit, her inner vaginal walls stayed exposed, and constantly caressed by the night cold...
She had never felt more exposed.
Then she heard it, the footsteps. Loud and clear, and unmistakably approaching. The corridors had a strange faint echo in general, so it was extremely difficult to figure out from what direction the sound was coming. But it seemed to her, in the increasing panic of the moment, that it was about to reach her any time now. Staying still didn't seem like a great idea anymore, as Elanor was wired to not give in. With all her might, and will, she took the first step forward. Her elbows shook, and her spine shuddered, but she continued to move forward along the corridor.
The corridor had lamps hooked to the side-wall every sixteen feet apart, and it seemed like Bella had instructed them to light the lamps at a low flame. So the whole corridor was very dimly lit, and between every two lamps there was a small blind-spot. This was a huge relief to Elanor. As she would scurry across the floor as fast as she could until she reached the blind-spot.
She would take a moment, to calm her breathing, listening to the surrounding noises, observing for any signs of approaching guards or maids. Then she'd proceed to the next blind-spot. It was nerve-wrecking and tedious work, but the Queen felt really proud of her method, as at least she had some goal now. Even though she was well aware, if anyone comes around the corner, that'd be the end of it all.
It wasn't easy, nor nearly as fast, walking on all fours. Sure, she could move faster if necessary, but not without making her presence way too obvious. The hardened heels attached to the ends of the costume's limbs meant that her every firm step would echo across the long corridor. Also, the quiet of the night ensured that the faint squeaky noise of the leather-like fabric getting squished and stretched could be heard clearly as well. Which meant, the Queen must now move at a very slow pace, in order to not raise any suspicion.
This didn't help with her already paranoid mind one bit. Her whole body began trembling almost immediately, as she struggled to get her nerves under control. Her teeth bit into the thick leather handle of the chain leash, which Bellatrix had placed between her lips, with the chain mildly clanking in response.
No, she can't do this. This is too much, too hard! And way too humiliating if she ends up getting caught. It's not like she can explain the situation to whoever comes across, not with her tongue frozen. And even if she could talk, how was she going to justify, prowling along her own castle, in an obscenely suggestive fetish suit. She didn't know what to do, and without a concrete plan, her muscles just refused to cooperate.
'No, this won't work. I need a plan. I need a much better, way faster plan.'
Elanor closed her eyes and focused on her breathing, evening it gradually. At the same time, her mind struggled to find the closest path back. Guards will be patrolling throughout, and even if she managed to slip past, the main corridor to her chambers will always be guarded. These were men she knew and trusted for years. There is no way she's risking parading herself before them, not in the current state. No, her best bet was to find the nearest secret doorway. She looked up front, mapping out her swiftest path. She remembered what Bella had said.



Mistress was purposefully vague with the directions, but it made sense to Elanor. In fifteen meters comes the first intersection, where turning left leads to the garden gate, and right leads to the west-side special quarters. There is a secret doorway at the end of the west-side corridor, it can't be opened while standing on all fours. The next secret doorway is much easily accessible from her current posture. But that is still 30 feet more upfront, when there is a sub-corridor to the left. This is the east-side guest quarters, and it is the easiest path.
But the guests are usually housed in the guest quarters, and knowing Bella, she'd have arranged it such that at least one of them stayed awake even now. If by chance one of them walks out, Elanor will have no place to hide. It could be anyone, could be Gaskier, or Bishop Benedictus himself. Should I take the risk?
She weighed both options as she walked forward, on all fours. Soon her mind was made up. The elastic binding her calf to the thigh weren't too tight now. If she applied enough force, maybe she can even break off the fabric, or at least the buckles. After all, Mistress hadn't specified anything about not damaging the costume. And with the legs freed, she can easily stand erect, and open the doorway by the west-side corridor. Since the special quarters is empty, she can stay there without worrying of getting caught. If it fails, she can always go towards the next exit.
It all sounded well and good in her head, but the Queen was taken by surprise when her body suddenly froze right next to the intersection. It was the voices she heard, that she clearly recognized, a few feet to her left, that shook her being. One was the young Prince, Gaskier of Aestrikus. The other seemed to be Grinwald, the Head Minister of her court. As Elanor felt the blood drain away from her face, her throat growing coarse, the two men stepped into the intersection from behind the wall, from the garden path. As the thick Minister's distinct silhouette loomed over her for a moment, her entire physicality engulfed in his shadow, caused by the lamps on the adjacent walls, the Queen felt darkness creeping into her vision from all sides.
It was one of those time dilation instances, with the whole world slowing down. From what she heard briefly, they seemed to be returning after finishing a long session of chess. And clearly discussing the game they just ended. Prince Gaskier acted extremely upbeat, his gaze up in the ceilings, and his strides almost a dance. From his irreverent smirk and intoxicated gait, it was clear to anyone. By hook or crook, he had clearly won the game.! And the short and extremely thick minister didn't seem too pleased. He kept on trying to catch up, arguing with the uncaring prince almost, accusing him of trickery.
This is petrifying.! One was her true love's best mate. The other one, the most important person in her Royal court. One had always eyed her. And the other, a staunch opponent to even her Coronation. An outright critique of her most policies.
Thankfully, the Prince didn't stop to discuss further, right there at the intersection. The minister had his gaze fixed on the Prince, as he struggled to keep up with the young man's pace. Also, Elanor had been crawling along the wall to her left from the very beginning, and her edge of the intersection was thankfully dimly lit. If not for those factors, her Queendom itself would have collapsed into chaos, almost overnight. Both men were too preoccupied in their own arguments to notice their chaste Queen cowering frozen in the corner. Her gaze had shifted to the ground in unbearable shame.
Elanor could feel her heart beat up, almost audibly, with all her exposed skin covered in goosebumps. A terrifying, numbing sensation all over, except her clit. Her clitoris just pulsed, much like her heart, beating at an accelerated rate. And her lower belly was beginning to heat up, like someone was coddling her ovaries. It almost ended it all. Her problems, her treatment, her fears, and everything. If it wasn't for the sheer luck, she'd have lost all her self-respect, or at least whatever managed to hang tight still.
The Minister and the Prince walked on, disappearing into the special quarters, but her body refused to move an inch. What the hell just happened? She still couldn't believe! What were those two doing so late? Testing each other's skills.? And how come Grinwald lost? He's such an ace player. Hell, who cares... Why were they going into the Special quarters? I was told the guests were allotted the east-side quarters. Was this one of Mistress's tricks? Why would she lead me here, then. Oh wait, she didn't. I was supposed to go the other way, that was the one thing she repeated. To take no detours. Oh no, did I mess up? Well, maybe I should proceed straight to the east-side quarters. That seems to be the safer bet.
Elanor kept on repeating these thoughts to herself, in varying order, to drill into her mind what the actual plan was from now on. But it isn't the self-doubt that stopped the Queen from going ahead. Her body simply wouldn't relax. Running intop them both was such a shock to her system, that even her rational got past it quick, her body refused to comply.
It wouldn't flinch even.
And she's going to regret it in a moment, for she wasn't aloner in that corridor. Not anymore. For she hadn't noticed the footsteps approaching her from the side, in slow strides. As his perfectly polished shoes came into her view, the Queen felt the knot in her tummy tighten like never before. Her shoulders were trembling with her head still bowed down, unable to look up, to face the reality. A part of her consoled herself, unsure as it was. 'Don't worry, maybe it's part of Mistress's plan for the night. Surely this is someone she had arranged, to take me back to the chamber. Surely there has to ber an explanation.' Then his voice boomed, echoing in the corridors.
"Crimson..! There you are. I was about to come pick you.."
There it is again, that alpha vibes pulsing against her skin. That voice, much like from earlier tonight. That distinct combination. Commanding, judging and paternal, all at once.
And to top it all, he called me Crimson. It's him again, ain't it? The one who Mistress had called...
The Leash Master..!
Of course. Why would I even bother trusting Mistress? You think he just happened to run into you, again? You are getting predictable Lady Agrafena.. Sure I was surprised, but not blindsided. I knew it couldn't be as simple as that. You had to put in the extra twist, huh, you Horse Whisperer.?
Well I'm not impressed! He'd already seen me, in my chamber, in a far pathetic state. So no, this is much easier. WHat now, he's going to escort me back..? You call that a task? Wait.. He is right. I should be back in bed early, my sound mind is extremely crucial for tomorrow's Diplomatic Meet. It's good enough a lesson, so now please make him return me safe, my Mistress. Please.. Wait, that is him right?? The one from before? Who is this guy anyway.? Dare I look?
No, I don't. Not yet.
Elanor wanted to confirm it, yet she couldn't find it in her, the will, to simply meet his gaze. To face him even. All she could see was his feet. Those shoes look extremely well maintained, polished with the finest creams. And his pants.. That is a well pressed Imperial Senior Commander ceremonial uniform. That's unusual..! A prominent Domestication trainer , and a decorated war veteran.?! Then again, what do I know, about domestication..? She could literally smell the multiple gallantry gold medals adorning his chest. And his gaze upon her barely covered flesh. Strangely, it didn't feel perverse, nor predatory. If anything he seemed mildly amused, curious, if not indifferent. That's hurtful.. Am I not wild enough for you, big man.?
To be clear, Elanor was equally confused, and conflicted, by the mixed signals her body gave, muchg like her mind. How am I to act with him.? Do I simply obey, or should I hold the ground..? Maybe I should let him know, that I'm done for the night.. Try screaming Not Today.. Suddenly she felt him leaning forward, his calloused, long left fingers caress its way down her left cheek. His hand gripped the leather handle of the leash, the same one she's been biting onto all this while. And she remembered what Mistress had said.
"You are to be the obedient little bitch, the perfect pet, to whoever leads you by this leash.!"
In that instance, Elanor felt half the life return to her.
'What a relief! Thank goodness!! This was all part of the plan, after all. Now please make him return me safe.' Now it baffled her why she questioned Bella's ability, to design an effective task, in the first place. It certainly didn't thrill her, being leashed around at someone's mercy. But it seemed preferable to the uncertainty she drowned in till a moment ago. Now she can safely follow this man, whoever he turns out to be, back to the safety of her chambers. Maybe it's a good thing, me not seeing his face.
But the sudden pull against her leash, changed it all for good, as she instinctively looked up, in the direction of the pull. Meeting his gaze, through her masked eyes, for the first time.
'Oh, God! Is that..?'
With a gentle grip on the leash he looked entirely different now, clad in his well pressed official ceremonial uniform, his chest adorned with gallantry medals of honors, bestowed upon him over the years. But he still had that divinely wise smile in his eyes, the same one that had encouraged her all those years to hone in her riding skills. Standing before her was Sir Fyodor Belkin, the Stable Maester himself.
Her own Uncle Belkin. For real..?!
But that voice.? Uncle Belkin was gentle, playful and maternal. This is judgemental, domineering and deeply masculine. They sounded similar, but the modulation and tonality..?!
Almost like he was a different person. Or in a different headspace, at least.
Oh God, this changes it.! This is wrong..!!
This is deeply disturbing, and outright sinful. This is Belkin we are talking about.
Manipulating a respectable, aging, unhealthy, and particularly sweet soul..! Why would Bella drag him into all this.? Don't she know what he means to me.? Don't she.? She didn't, did she? I never told her. I just said an old friend. But I never bothered to specify what he... I thought she knew. She saw us together, how we looked at the other.
Of all the people among the delegates, Uncle Belkin.? My love for riding, and all things equine. My true passion, second only to dance. First, she lets Lady Adriana seduced away every bit of innocence, from how my body naturally moves.. And now this.? The person who instilled in me, my remaining uncorrupted passion. Uncle Belkin, who is the corner stone of the very best, and earliest of my memories.
And now, in a matter of seconds, his whole impression is going to be desecrated..?! Rigfht before my eyes.? And I can't protest. I can't stand straight. I can't even speak out. With my tongue so numb, and chin dripping. Why? Why God, why does this get worse, and then some.?
Why should all good things end up tainted with lust.?
Disgraced and demoralized.
You can't do this to me.. You can't do this to him, at least. This is Uncle Belkin. My Uncle Belkin.
There still are things, pure and dear. Things that are sacred.
And so, so rare.
Stop this, and stop now.
What's that safe word..? Windsor..! WINDSOR..!!
Elanor was wrong. Her Mistress wasn't watching over from a far corner, to intervene timely. Not this time. She was back in her room with a bottle of fine wine, reminiscing on her beloved stories, with her dear friend Linaralla. Her own Lene. And when the Queen finally felt it on her collar, the gentle pull as the old man walked away, her limbs complied all too willingly. The way her body remained, on all fours, her head barely above his knees, had an unbelievable effect on how she percieved her self-worth. Her position in this new dynamic. Or at least how her body reacted, against her wish and reason. And the disgrace of being leashed made it impossible to resist, the urge from the depths of her being, to simply comply.
To act the part, with no resistance. Like a true bitch should. Should..?!
Trotting along, she got another fleeting glimpse, of the man she adored. Only, that's not who looked back. Still frozen in disbelief, Elanor could make out a slight grin forming along the corner of his lips. Only it seemed odd. It didn't match his eyes. There was a slight disconnect.
If anything his eyes looked much ruthless, distant, and apathetic to her state. No, this wasn't apathy. She recognized that distinct glare. The same look she had whenever whenever confronted with a new reform, or deal. The look that focused on the possibilities instead.! He might have been looking at her, but he wasn't seeing her. Instead he was dreaming up, all those things that he'll get to do to her. And that fantasy resulted in his hinting grin. He relished in it, almost can't wait to get started. This is not my Uncle Belkin.
This is someone else. And I do not feel I'd be sharing the enjoyment.
At least it seemed he didn't recognize her yet. For all he knew, she could be anyone. And even if she wanted to protest this apparent insult to her relationship with him, her body had already made up its mind, it seemed. The wetness of her unprotected clitoral bud only increased, especially that sweet cooling sensation from all her juices evaporating. This was the first time in weeks, that she was acutely aware of her wetness, yet not feeling an ounce of pleasure.
For now, at least.
'Oh Bella! Mistress.. This has gone far enough. Please, this isn't me throwing a tantrum.'
'This would scar me, for life! Please. Come now.'
While her mind pleaded, and prayed, her body followed along like an obedient pet. At worst, she felt, this would end soon. Bella knew her Queen needed proper rest for tomorrow, the day of the actual Diplomatic Meet. Meaning, even if this continues, it had to stop soon. By the very plan of Bella.
Just endure it, Nora. This will be over soon. It's all still in control. It's all part of the plan. Mistress is in control, no worries.
Only, she could not have been more wrong.
For this time, the Horse Whisperer had missed the mark.
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To recapitulate..
Queen Elanor, the Great Chaste of Wolkernshire, is having a hard time keeping a level head, navigating the daily politics and policies of her court, while still mourning the unexpected demise of her true love, King Barthomius. Wanting to relieve the chaos in her mind, with all conventional aids failing, the Queen decides to employ the expertise of a promising horse trainer, Bellatrix of Agrafena. Her rationale being, unorthodox problems demand unconventional solutions. Bellatrix correctly identifies the key to the solution, but it involves manipulating the Queen's bodily cravings, primarily the sexual kind. The only problem being, the Queen's unswerving determination in preserving her chastity.!
To avoid suspicion, Lady Agrafena was given the official title of 'Head of Households', a powerful position in its own right. The Queen's health and anonymity was obviously the top priority. After a few trial and errors, Bella realized the best way was to observe the Queen's immediate responses to deeply sexual scenarios, which she termed 'tasks'. Though soon it became obvious to her, the trust they put in each other played as key a role, as much as the complexities of the task. Like any relationship, ironing out the kinks can be tedious, yet the Queen managed to struggle through the tasks set by her new employee, and now Mistress, Lady Agrafena.
Last we saw, the Queen was tasked with finding her way back to the chamber without being discovered, clad in an outrageous fetish-costume. Only, she runs into Sir Fyodor. Her new Master! Whom Bella carelessly had entrusted with training the Queen as part of 'Domestication'. But for some reason he was acting on his own now, taking the leash and leading the Queen out into the garden.
And the terrified Elanor could only follow, worried who else she'd run into, in such an obscene state. Will it be Archminister Grinwald, her most vociferous critic? Will it be Prince Gaskier, an old friend of her husband's, who had never hidden his liking for her.? Will she be exposed to all the dignitaries gathered for the Diplomatic Meet? Elanor had no idea. And to make it worse, Bellatrix had no idea of this sudden development. Leaving the Queen on her own, near-naked, afraid, and on all fours.
*
**
***
What a peaceful night.!
Not too windy, not too dark. And not too cold, especially for a patrolling guard like Zebin. Even with the drunken songs coming from a dining quarters, nothing seemed odd, or out of hand so far. Moving along his patrol route, along the walls of the Castle Garden, in a leisurely pace, Zebin noticed something moving in the distance. It seemed to be a man walking his dog, from first impressions. Only something about it didn't sit well. The dog seemed oversized, and even unnaturally moving. Even with the moonlight, it was hard to see them in any better detail, without approaching. But there wasn't anything alarming about it, as far as he was concerned. Well, other that the weird looking dog. Is that even a dog..? Should I investigate further.?
Zebin stopped for a moment to think. It almost seemed to him, like the dog was looking at him. Maybe it's one of those rare breeds, the imported ones. Looking at the man again, he realized from the silhouette alone, his military rank. Oh, I'd advise against it, Zebin. To confront a senior officer, in his personal time.? Besides, didn't the Chief told to not interfere, in case you come across something unusual..? Just report it, once you complete the patrol. Do not invite unnecessary trouble.
Zebin resumed his walk.
The Endless Night
Elanor couldn't take her eyes of at the young guard, at the far corner of the garden. He behaved very much like the four others before. A look of disbelief, a few moments of deliberation, and a second look at the Leash Master right beside, in his military uniform. Followed by simply walking away, as if he had witnessed nothing. This is wrong, this is all wrong.
Here I'm, dressed in this perfect mix, of the ridicule and the obscene, being led by leash like a mere dog, with my swinging.. Sagging breasts.. Smashing to each other, feeling the wind on my naked rear from time to time. To make it worse, I won't even be able to explain myself, in case this all goes south, not with my tongue rendered useless. Forget talking, I can't even stop myself from drooling so profusely. It's unsightly and disgusting, why am I put in such a state..?! And to turn the bad to atrocious, why had it to be him..? Why him, Bella..? Why he had to be the one, my dearly beloved Uncle Belkin..?
WHY..??
Everything pure and conscious about the Queen screamed at the top of her lungs, the same set of questions directed at her trusted employee, her own Mistress, Bellatrix of Agrafena. Unfortunately, all that stayed actively conscious in her was an insignificant minority of her mind. The rest of her will had either frozen, in shock, or still in denial, hoping it's a nightmare for her to wake up from. The rest of her, not just her bodily compliance, but her quick, obedient response as well, seemed to suggest that she was more than willing to participate. To an onlooker at least. And any resistance left in her body surrendered by the fifth time she felt the well-practiced riding-whip graze her behind. So now she complied, in silent tears, in the deepest shame she had known yet.
Saying her body complied, included much more than following the leash. Sir Fyodor had been itching to start her training, or so it seemed. In fact walking on all fours was the only time she got to truly relax, since this nightmare began. Even a studious pupil like Princess Nora found it hard to digest what her 'Master' now explained to her as the 'Domestication Basics'. Initially he told her what was expected of her at the very basic level. Things like subservience, obedience, pain endurance and so forth. Then he began elaborating, and making her perform what she felt to be the epitome of humiliation. He called them, the basic commands of Domestication.
There were four so far, each significantly humiliating than the one before. The first two were fairly simple. Follow and Patrol.! Follow meant she was to simply follow her Master, four feet behind him, and always looking only at his foot. This applied even if he drops the leash, after giving the command. In such cases, the pet was to pick up the leash-grip, and carry it in her bite. The pet must always keep up with her Master's pace, slowing down and picking up as necessary, all the while maintaining that four feet distance.
Patrol, was similar, only a bit more humiliating. This time, the pet must walk before her Master, leading his way while taking direction from him. The most disturbing part of it was her rear being on display to the Master, especially with her outer labial lips hooked and stretched open, exposing her pussy in all its glory. And it only worsened as Fyodor explained it further. Masters would have no use normally, in taking directions from the pet, so this command was more of a light entertainment for them as they take the pet on a stroll. The registered pets were issued a mandatory tail, a butt-plug with an extremely waggy tail attached to it. So it was expected of the pets, to swing their hips while walking such that the tail kept wagging like an actual puppy. This was particularly hard for Elanor, not least because of the vaginal clips.
All the while they were strolling the garden grounds, Fyodor kept alternating these two commands, making sure to punish her rear in case of the slightest delay. But these were nothing compared to the most degrading command so far. He called it, Prepare. In the world of Domestication, the pets are expected to stay vigilant, always ready to please her Master. So in that state, Prepare can mean only one thing.. That she already wasn't.. That now she must, prepare, for her punishment. These were meant to be used sparingly, mainly to make the pet torture themselves with anticipation, as they wait for the Master to give them what they deserve, be it flagellation of various sorts, or something more distasteful.
As stated, it's main intend was to let them simmer in anticipation. As a rule, Domestication protocols recommended to use corporal punishments of any severity, only as a last resort. It was recommended to opt fear, over pain. Regardless, that didn't make the command any less humiliating. Upon hearing, the pet must assume the correct posture, presenting their rear for any or all punishments, while contemplating on the nature of their errors. In the nutshell, it meant the pet essentially prostrated herself kneeling, while carefully protruding her rear upwards. Rear being the most commonly preferred region of punishment. It was difficult, not just because how exposed it made her feel, but it was quite taxing physically, to maintain it for longer times.
As usual, the Leash Master made her get into the pose, from the normal position, so many times, at so frequent a rate, that it left her hyper-ventilating, drenched in sweat. He must have made her do at least fifty reps, truly testing her stamina, before let her rest by continuing the stroll. By the time he explained the fourth command, she was starting to feel the fatigue.
The fourth one was Present. It's used as an introductory pose, for showcasing the pets to other Masters, or prospective buyers in auctions and such. It was also the most commonly used command, at any instance the Master wants to inspect the pet, be it for checking her health, her skin, her cleanliness, or to plainly humiliate her further, by the sheer obscenity of the pose. At least in Prepare, the pet didn't have to face her Master. But the most perverse aspect of Present, for Elanor however, was the way it forced the pet to truly stay in the moment. It made her feel so self-conscious that, after a point she totally shut down, her body mindlessly practicing the posture, only for fear of being whipped.
With his satisfied smile, even Sir Fyodor seemed immensely impressed with pet's dedication to please him. Well, dedication to please was another staple of the Princess of Vankenbraum. It wasn't like Elanor stayed absent-minded. In fact she was very mindful now, especially with the repeated physical demands testing her stamina significantly. Only she chose to stay focused, spending her faculties on the most important of questions, while numbing to the reality as best as possible.
The only question that truly terrified her still, from time to time was regarding Bella's awareness. Did Bella truly knew what she was forcing upon me..? Is any of this actually part of the task? Was she actually watching it all unfold, and ready to butt in the moment things get out of hands..?
And was she aware, at all, about the mental, psychological status of the poor old man? Had she any idea, why Sir Fyodor Belkin retired, voluntarily, long before completing his term.?
**
*
Earlier that night.
Sir Fyodor was having a great night, an unexpected re-union with his old friends, Grinwald and Benedictus. The Archminister continued to laugh out loud, and talk, on finally getting a chance to share the office politics and gossips with his true peers. As always, and befitting his current position, the High Priest simple smiled and nodded, enjoying the company regardless the topic. The only two people he missed were King Barthomius senior, and Ridgemond. Both his dear friends, who had shared a niche passion with him. As it was already getting late for him, Benedictus finished his drink and bid farewell for the night. Fyodor was about to start a game of chess with his old friend, when two youngsters approached. He immediately recognized one of them.
"Hey, aren't you Ancelot's kid.. How is your old man doing, son?"
The young man, Ancelot the third, exchanged pleasantries with Fyodor, and introduced him to Bellatrix.
"Sir Fyodor. Lady Agrafena is here representing the Crown. I believe she's looking for the Leash Master."
Fyodor took a pause, letting that name sink in. It felt like ages, since someone actually called him that. Actually, no one had ever called him so. It was more of a nickname, referred only by his close-friends in the know. A name he merely tolerated, because he always felt it sounded a bit amateurish. Nothing replaced in his mind, the power of being simply called, the Master.
He walked along with them to the privacy of a corner. She thanked Ancelot for all the help, and send him away. Bella didn't want any witnesses for the night. Fyodor recognized her. 'Isn't she the one Lene was chatting with earlier on? Must be a sharp girl, to become Head of Households at this tender age.' Bellatrix said.
"Sir Fyodor, I understand this is a short notice. But I'd be immensely grateful to you, if you could hear me out. I'm not here to compel you with a Royal command. But rest assured, the Queen will be indebted to you, if you choose to provide your services. There's this, trouble-maker, let's say. Whom her Highness would like.. disciplined. Not just humbled, but properly domesticated. And apparently, you are still the very best man for the job. So..?"
"Oh please, Lady Agrafena. Beyond duty, it'd be a pleasure. Believe me. To serve the King, the way he loved."
The King?! Why did he say King?! Having too much on her plate already, Bella let it slip for now. Her eyes busy scanning the room, making sure no one paid them much attention. What Bella missed out on completely, was the expression in the old man's face. The moment she presented him with the case, the kind innocent smile in his face, had been replaced with an enigmatic grin, with a malicious shine in his eyes.
It was not the creepy vibe she was used to, in Ishikawa, but a refined sense of sadism. Something quite alien, even to the Horse whisperer. One would expect her to take the hint. That every old-man who hadn't outgrown his kink, brings along, a new nest of snakes. After tonight, Bella would never forget that lesson. For Fyodor had an uncanny determination.
What he found most odd about the whole thing, while following the young Lady Agrafena's instructions, meeting her at the royal chambers, and acclimatizing himself to 'the pet-to-be', is that irresistible itch he felt deep within, to snatch her leash and lead her down to training right then. It almost felt like rekindling of an addiction. The last time he felt this visceral a physical twitch, was his very early days of war, while struggling to quit his Blue Poppy addiction. The mere sight of the plant, the scent of the seed would invoke in him, a palpable push. As he returned to his allotted room, with the pet's file in one hand, he did not understand a part of him craved it so much. It almost felt like he had been dying for a chance at domestication, for years.
And it eluded him, what made it so.
Fyodor placed the Domestication-form on his table, and dimmed the lamp. With his coat hung next to the old uniform, well pressed and ready for the next day's meet, he changed into sleepwear. All set to sleep, he drank some water and sat at the corner of his bed. Even feeling fatigued after such a long day, it was hard to sleep. Insomnia was a constant companion to his old-age, kept at bay with medical aid. Getting up, he took out a small vile, his sleeping medication. On reaching for a glass of water however, he felt it, the sudden imbalance. For a moment his knees gave out, but swiftly regained the balance. Then he felt his vision getting blurred, darkness seeping in from the corners. The room started spinning around, and he collapsed back into the bed.
Things stayed quiet, for a while.
When he woke up finally, like from a dream, Fyodor felt completely refreshed. His mind was blank, like he couldn't remember where he was, nor what he was supposed to do. The room was very dimly lit, so he got up and adjusted the lamp. Looking around his eyes locked on the pristine uniform on his coat hanger.
'Of course..' He recalled clearly, only it was a memory from a decade ago. 'I'm the Stable Maester, the head of the Imperial Stables of Wolkenshire..!'
Feeling in perfect sync with reality, he took his sweet time dressing up, enjoying every facet of it. After getting into his uniform, adorned in all his military medals, his eyes fell upon the paper on top of the table, right next to the lamp.
'A Domestication form.?? A form that I took back to my chamber..? Must be a priority, directly from His Highness.. Yes, I remember now. It's uncomfortable, these additional duties.. Of the occasional training and Domestication of guilty blue-bloods.. Uncomfortable, by revealing to me, the urges I spend a lifetime suppressing. And yes, I enjoy breaking them..'
Fyodor picked up his prescription glasses and read through the paper.
"Hm.. Yes, I remember now, that Lady. Agrafena.. And this, my new assignment, huh? Crimson.. The new royal pet..!"
Of course, none of it made sense. The way Fyodor behaved, his sudden change from acting like a tired old man to an enthusiastic young officer, all geared up and ready. None of this would make sense to an outside observer. But it made all the sense to Sir Fyodor, such was his condition.
Fyodor got startled by the sudden noise just outside his room. Putting down his prescribed spectacles, taking with him the official 'Domestication form', the old man rushed to the door. Two guys just walked past him, along the corridor. They seemed to be in a heated an argument, discussing chess, that they never noticed him. Fyodor didn't recognize then, but it was Prince Gaskier, with Minister Grinwald. He stood there for a minute ,observing them walk along and disappear beyond the corner. He then looked the other way, to the corridor intersection and saw to his surprise, a creature crouched up by the side of the wall. The intersection was well lit, so even without the glasses he could make out what it was. Or at least what he remembered that particularly odd-looking quadruped to be.
"Crimson..?! Crimson, you good girl.. It's a good thing you are here. I was about to come get you myself.."
He walked towards, with the childlike enthusiasm only an elderly could muster up. He didn't even bother to question why he, an ailing old-man who should be asleep in his bed, suddenly woke up in the middle of the night, got dressed, and went on about like a young officer.
He was in no position to see the reason. Or lack there of.
**
*
It's been a while since Bella had gotten back to her room, leaving the Queen to her task, and fate for the night. Linaralla eased back into the cushioned chair admiring her beauty as Bellatrix sipped on a glass of fine wine. The last time they saw, Bella was still a timid little creature, the favorite of her teachers. Look at her now! Not only had she grown into a fine beauty, but she oozed of command and confidence. Long gone was the shy girl who played around with, and shared dreams of prince charming coming to make a woman out of them. Still, the bond between them only seemed stronger now, even after such a long gap.
Her fellow sister. Her best critic. Her confidant.
Bella spoke, clearly concerned. Was that a hint of guilt in her voice.?
"I had no idea the condition had worsened so much. Especially about the insomnia."
Upon rethinking she hated involving her best friend's dad do, though he didn't seemed to mind at the time. She had no regrets on how the Queen felt about it however. The discomfort of Elanor was the point, after all.



"Well, it isn't that bad you see. He remembers everything, especially the procedural stuff. Give him a blood hound or terrier, and he can have them trained to perfection in weeks. Same with a new rider. You know, he still goes for his early morning walks on his on. Aided with his husky of course.."
"That's extraordinary.! How lucky."
"Oh lucky, for sure. But also, he was always a creature of habit, of diligently consistent routines. Being back here is truly nostalgic. You know, back when he was the head of the Imperial Stables, training royal canine under King Barthomius Senior, he used to have the same routines. I was a little girl, but I still remember, tagging along for his early morning strolls. He was so close to the King, you know how people loved him all around.."
Bella listened in half sleepy, she had no idea Sir Fyodor was so close to the royal family. Lene had always avoided talking about her parents, especially with Bella. It didn't sit right with her, with how blessed she felt with parental love, to effectively rub it in the face of an unfortunate orphan. It was an immature decision, taken at a young age. If not for the wine, she wouldn't have broached it even tonight. Linaralla said.
"Dad would take me, and his terrier at the time, a sweet little dog, and get through the garden maze. We would exit the garden gate, and stroll along the village road, across the fields. An old friend of his had a small stable there. Uncle Ridgemund, a known smithson. And the only true friend he made, after mom's passing. I believe he worked for dad as well.. it had the best views, overlooking the prairies.."
They both sat there silent, sipping wine. Then Bella spoke.
"But it's great to hear he's doing well.."
"Oh he's great mostly. Even the insomnia is well under control with medication. And he takes it himself, regularly. Because he hates it when he can't sleep, making his mornings extra groggy. It only gets risky when he gets this weird memory black outs."
"Black outs?"
Bella looked at her friend shocked. Lene had this look, of trepidation. She couldn't believe she let that slip out. Well, it's Bella! Who else would you rather confide in..?!
Refilling her glass, Lene said.
"It's pretty serious, actually. He can't remember things anymore.. Well, somethings he does, and others he doesn't . Especially the recent memories just vanish. This is why he had to retire, not the issue with his hand. The weird thing is, not even his closest friends know of this. Only King Barthomius Senior knew how serious it was. And yes, I had to inform Her Majesty beforehand, but it felt only right. Knowing how much they care for each other."
'Wait, Her Highness was closely acquainted with Sir Fyodor. I thought they knew just formally. Why didn't she say anything.?' Bellatrix struggled to hide her shock.
"It's really weird, Bella.! It's really hard on me too.. Sometimes he just walks out, looking for a horse he remembered training, although it was seven years ago. He might dress up and prepare to leave for the Palace, although it's been six years since he retired. He still thinks he works for King Barthomius Senior. I stopped correcting him after a point. It almost felt like torturing him. Now I let him live in his bubble. Even if it bursts now and then, he'd soon forget. So.. I was so elated when he recognized the Princess of Vankenbraum..!! Like I got a glimpse of him, after so long.."
"Wow, he recognizes faces still?! Clearly?" That was news to Bella.
Bella felt deeply conflicted.
She had no idea how deteriorated Sir Fyodor's memory was, particularly with him behaving so well earlier. She genuinely felt bad for dragging him into her plans, even for a last minute improvisation. There was no question in her mind, that any further domestication tasks will have to wait. The Queen would be so pleased. Still, I shouldn't have listened to that junior Ancelot. I shouldn't have did something so unforgivable, not to Lene's father.
On the other hand, she had no qualms about what Elanor had to endure so far. Even in light of knowing that Sir Fyodor and the Queen were acquainted.
It'll do her good, to be shameful in front of the familiar. And, it's not like I unmasked Her Majesty in his presence, right.?! For he'd have surely recognized her. Wait, I did..! Oh, that was reckless..
Thank god, the Queen had enough sense to plunge her face into the slimy soup. Oh! That was such a satisfying sight. It's very unsettling. This isn't the kind of thing I usually enjoy. But seeing the harlot squirm, knowing how close it gets her.. To the edge.. That alone gave her such a kick.
Her stream of thoughts was broken suddenly.
"I must head back to my room now. Check if dad's sleeping alright." Lene sat up, straightening her clothes.
Bellatrix interjected. It didn't seem right, letting her leave at such a sad note.
"Oh, come on. Stay a bit longer. When will we get to talk like this. All night long, like the old times. You can just crash here, Lene.."
Lene looked at her, thinking over for a moment.
"I had walked past his quarters earlier, the lights were dim. I'm sure Sir Fyodor is well medicated, and sleeping like a baby. Let him be, for the night." Bella was now pleading like a little girl. She had truly missed spending time with her friend. Linaralla finally looked back to her eyes, smiling.
"Okay, let's. But you better finish that wine, and open up a new bottle..!"
Bella smiled wide, and emptied the glass in a single sip. She was so looking forward to this, since the Queen mentioned them attending that morning. Should I check if Elanor had reached her room safely? Bella dismissed that thought almost instanlty. The Queen was safe, well within the walls of the castle. And she surely knew her way around. It might be a bit uncomfortable, but it's required. Especially after the shenanigans lately.
She'll be fine.
Bellatrix was sure, as she popped the next bottle.
**
*
Elanor couldn't believe what she was doing.
Even more, she couldn't believe how well she took it.
There she was, the Great Chaste Queen, revered and feared across all kingdoms, clad in what could only be described as a fetish outfit, with her bosoms hanging out and entire rear exposed, on all fours, being led by a leash. With her outer pussy lips stretched wide open by the elastic hooks in the custom made costume. Her nose felt super-sensitive with the cold and sweat, almost heightening her senses. She could smell everything way more specifically, from the damp air to the thick grass, all the while having a hard time suppressing the constant urge to sneeze.
It wasn't her first time strolling through a garden in the middle of the night, in a state so obscene. Yet somehow, this time it felt more welcoming. More liberating. More liberating with a chain around your neck..?! She didn't feel the rush to get to any target or shelter. As far as she knew, there were none. Nor did she feel the urge to look around, or crouch for cover, wondering who else could be looking. From the way the grounds looked uncharacteristically empty, except for the silhouettes of a few walking along the high walls. And she had no doubt, this was all part of the genius plan, of her dear Mistress Bella.
With majority of her rational still in denial, or horror-stricken, what little part in control now was a mixture of impulse, and a desire to please. And above all her tutors, Uncle Belkin's approval meant the world to her. She was determined to not just stay obedient, but make him proud the way she followed his every word. And she was starting to get a taste of what it means to be a pet, especially what she considered to be its worse aspects. The ground was damp and the grass wet, parts of it downright muddy. And it was extremely unpleasant having to drag her limbs across them over and over again. She could feel the dirt seep through the fabric and coat her fists and knees, where it later dried into an irritating sensation.
What she hoped to annoy her the most, ended up being the least challenging part of the task. Staying on all fours all night long. Sure it wasn't comfortable, especially on the hard floors of her chamber. But against the soft cool ground, especially while in motion, the posture seemed much better. Especially in action.
Once her body got used to the quadrupedic gait, it almost felt natural. With the old man not slowing down in his strides, it was a pleasure to follow him around, like an over-excited puppy. And strange enough, the submissive in her felt at home, looking up his knees. Why she liked it at all, was never that obvious to her.
They walked past the Garden house, and proceeded to the center piece, a sudden revelation occurred to her. A specific thought about her recent behaviors, which gave her a pause. Is this how I'm going to behave when confronted with all taboos? She remembered a time when the mere suggestion of being exposed to anyone but her beloved Barthomius was unthinkable to her.
Hell, even he had to wait month..! For her to grow comfortable with nakedness, with no blanket or shadow guarding her innocent shame. How much she detested, at least initially, every moment she spend bound within that mirrored cabinet, while her husband dined before along with his friend Gaskier. And look at her, these past few weeks. Exposing her nudity to the strange gaze had become an instant turn on for her.The thought alone made her loins drip in shame, nowadays.
The same with dancing before her servants, or sniffing on the sweat of her security team. Each of which would have had her blood boiling two months ago. But now, she couldn't wait for next Thursday to arrive. To get down on her knees and sniff-in the sweet scent of Vlazid's pubic hair.
If so, what other taboos were there, that she couldn't wait to give in, once past the initial shock. Is there anything she couldn't be relaxed into liking..? Loving, even?! Is it such that deep down, her depravity knew no limits.?
That thought truly disturbed her. This morning, the mere suggestion of a taboo, involving Uncle Belkin would have broken her heart. And it did too, though for like thirty minutes earlier in the chamber. But look at her now, cheerfully trotting alongside, for all the world to see, through the lawn of her royal garden.
How far was she to go on.? Was she to behave the same when god-forbid, Bella finally convinces her, it's time to give up her anal virginity, disgusting as it sounds. Elanor wished she fondly remembered the times when her throat was still a virgin. But that wasn't the case anymore. If anything she fondly remembered the first time her Master's member pounded it's way into her throat. What else didn't she mind losing, couched in bliss.?
Then it occurred to her, the greatest of fears. Was she going to lose her virginity, her cherished chastity itself, one of these nights? Even worse, would she even mind what she had just lost, as her pelvis will undoubtedly pound itself back into the stranger's groin. Will she be so far gone someday, that no taboo was too much for her.? Was that day frighteningly closer, perhaps.?!
As she felt another cool breeze upon her exposed rear, the queries disintegrated.
All she could think of now was her painfully erect clitoris, being caressed by the icy cool gusts of the night. A low moan escaped her mouth, but with her tongue limp, it sounded more like a deep growl. Befitting the bitch she now played so well. Looking around she noticed that they had covered a considerable distance in a short time. They were already at the fountain sculpture, next to the maze.
Fyodor took a moment taking in the beauty of the sculpture, reminiscing of his time there. Elanor, with her flared nostrils, couldn't help but pick up the smell. It was a mixture of mead, and some other intoxicant, something which she found very unlikely, especially within the bounds of the Royal Castle. Also there was one distinct smell of sweat, one peculiar musk, which she had learned to recognize even in her sleep. Trained to pick up, to be precise. The light wind blowing from her right was seeped in this smell.
'Wait. Is that a..?! No way..!' Elanor looked left, right and around panicked, much like a blood hound.
Sir Fyodor had spotted the shape of a man lying on the grass a little to their right, almost spread eagle. He seemed extremely relaxed, his eyes wide open, unfocused, almost dreamy, staring at the stars above. Like the commanding officer he used to be in the time of war, Fyodor barked, his voice startling Elanor, echoing across the quiet of the night.
"On your feet, soldier..!!"
Jezeb stood up to an attention pose almost instantly, his posture near perfect. But soon he collapsed into an intoxicated mess, and waved his hands back at the old man. As he slowly waded his way towards them. Elanor couldn't believe it.
Jezeb?! That insolent creep, of all people? Shouldn't he be with the rest of my security team. Why, Bella? Then she realized, this couldn't have been one of her plans. There is no way she'd knowingly include, someone like him, in on the tasks. Vlazid, maybe. He was responsible and reliable. But Jezeb?! No way.
Elanor backed off into a crouch, hiding behind Fyodor's legs, as the wobbling man bowed to him.
"Greetings, Sir. Out for a night-time stroll I presume?"
"State your rank, soldier." Fyodor enjoyed keeping them on toes.
"Guardsman Jezeb Gorsky, sir..! Jezeb replied, his eyes struggling to focus.
As they talked, the Queen peeked through, hiding between his legs and the fountain. The cold of the water splashing around was getting to her, the knot weighing down in her stomach, and her exposed patches of skin getting goosebumps all over. Something seemed off about his whole demeanor. It was not her first time watching him intoxicated, be it him patting her down at the Castle gates, with her dressed as Demura. Or all those times he struggled to stay still, while receiving a long blowjob.
Elanor hated giving him slow blowjobs. For one, she didn't want to risk hurting him, with those uncontrollable drunken spasms. Two, it meant he took forever to cum. An interesting thing was happening while Elanor observed his behavior. Her body had recognized one of it's masters in the recent days, and was starting to prepare accordingly.
Particularly her posture, from all fours, to sitting on her hind-legs, better for sucking cock. Her pussy twitched, anticipating his cock to show up in any moment. Elanor didn't understand why her mouth was salivating so much all of a sudden. She desperately wanted to wet her lips, only her tongue wouldn't respond. And the spittle was so much, and about to drip through the corners, that she had to hold her chin up to avoid any embarrassing overflow.
Amidst all this, she managed to notice Jezeb constantly swirling his tongue around while talking, like his mouth was unusually dry. His fingers also looked peculiarly bluish, especially along the fingernails. 'Blue Poppy.! That explains it.' Suddenly it all made sense to Elanor, remembering what Prince Gaskier had told earlier. 'Jezeb had been crushing blue poppy. And high as a kite now, smoking it up. That's why his eyes look so weird.'
Spotting the chillum pipe jutting out of his pants pocket confirmed all her doubts. Well it sure helped in discrediting what he might say about tonight later on. Elanor still wasn't sure about facing him. Was this all part of the plan? Again, it didn't seem likely that Mistress would let Jezeb stroll in to the garden, even if he was high out of his mind. Well, hopefully Bella was still watching over me from somewhere, and would surely intervene if anything was to go wrong. As Elanor's thoughts wandered further and further away from the reality of her situation, she heard him say.
"So you are training the new royal pet, you say? I thought Her Highness hated pets."
"Well, same here boy. I was just as surprised." Fyodor said, pulling the leash gently. There was no point in hiding, and Elanor had no delusions. She knew exactly what Jezeb would make of, had he walked in on a high ranking officer in such a preposterous scenario. He would rationally conclude them to be a pervert couple, and this, some deviant sexual game he just happened to run into. And he would just leave them be, provided he were of sound mind.
After all, he was no stranger to the eccentricities of the upper echelon elites. There was literally no sexual kink that most guards hadn't witnessed while on duty. She had even heard stories from her adventurous sister, Princess Vera, of the little kinky spots in the catacombs, where they even entertained deviancy, like pet-plays with a consenting submissive. Though in those stories, it was Vera who had always led the weak willed princes by the leash.
Elanor never thought she'd stoop to the levels of such obnoxious deviancies. At least, she hoped to be the one holding the leash.
She expected Jezeb would think of her to be a perverse submissive of the old man. And since Sir Fyodor was a highest ranking officer, clearly by the medals pinned to his chest, only a fool would try to correct him.
After all, no one who loved his head would declare 'the King is naked.' Regardless the truth.
That's not what worried Elanor. From the looks of it, Jezeb was intoxicated to such a high, that there was no predicting how he'd react. This scared the life out of her, as Fyodor continued on.
"Look at her. Who could say no to this little beauty..?"
With surprising compliance, she stepped out from behind, as if it's a performance, and stood facing the guard, on all fours. Elanor was sure, being unable to speak played a huge role in her subservience. This was the first instance of the night where she wanted to outright say no. Unfortunately for her, this wouldn't be the last.
"That's some special breed alright..!" Jezeb replied as he looked at her; up, down and across.
"And a beauty?! Sure, if you say so, sir. Why is she shaking so much?"
Elanor tried the best to control her nerves. Special breed..?! Did he think I was a dog? She had no clue how Jezeb was going to react. If he were to kneel down and snatch away her mask, this could all end real soon. Jezeb acted functional to a surprising degree, but it's the look in his eyes that gave away. He was barely holding on to reality. Fyodor replied.
"Oh, that's nothing. It's a classic sign among the trained pets. Her bladder must be full, but she's been trained to hold it in until given permission. Royal pets are indeed trained extensively for obedience. They are to sit on command, eat on command. Even piss."
"Oh please Sir. I beg you. Not in the garden grounds, not out here, at least. It gets the Queen furious.." Jezeb pleaded, quite uncharacteristically. Must be the drugs, Elanor thought.
"Of course not, you imbecile..!" Fyodor couldn't control his laugh. "I meant, beyond those bushes by the maze. Here, why don't you take her. Make sure she does her business."
"Me..? You sure, sir?" Jezeb said, his worried gaze still fixed on the pet. The Queen agreed with Jezeb, for once.
"Don't worry, she wouldn't bite." Fyodor said, sitting down by the fountain. "She's merely a house pet. House pets are trained to be docile. Let's see if she's been well trained so far. Check if she has trouble obeying you. And if there's any trouble."
SMACK..!
Elanor felt that sharp sting on her right bum, as an instant groan escaped her mouth in response. Did he just whip me? How dare he?!
It's things like this that brought her to reality. A subtle disrespectful remark. A slap across her face, or even a whip upon the bum. Pain sure had a way of bringing out the real you. A moment ago she was a subservient puppy. Now she's an annoyed Princess trapped in a bitch-suit..! And she felt furious.



Only there wasn't much to do. Sir Fyodor handed the leash to the guard, along with the riding crop, saying.
"Don't be afraid to use it at the first sign of trouble. Disobedience should not be tolerated."
Elanor had a newfound appreciation for finger agility. Above all now, she wanted her hands to be free. Just so she could rub over her right buttocks, which still stung deeply. She followed along as Jezeb led her past the trees deeper into the shrubs. And to her surprise, he started talking to himself.
"Man, that was stupid. That was a stupidly large quantity of poppy to smoke up alone. What was that I saw?! Bloody butterflies and unicorns, dancing all over the skies. If that old man hadn't came along with his bitch, I'd still be tripping up rolling on the grass. I got to get this under control.."
While she tried to focus on his words it was getting harder for Elanor to catch up with the fast strides of the guard. The terrain wasn't merely muddy anymore. It was uneven, riddled with pebbles, and muddy. And the guy just kept going inwards. It was one thing to maintain the balance on all fours, but the taller grass blades that covered the terrain weren't kind on her low hanging breasts. Especially the way they triggered her pointy nipples, like being tickled by needle points.
And being edged for so long, it was only a matter of time before the unfortunate occurred. As the night wind did its thing on her stretched open pussy, an unsuspecting shrub gently caressed her rear, its leaf tip nuzzling up to her inner vaginal walls. And just like that, a low sweet moan escaped her throat, though this time like a true horny mating call, echoing across the night. Elanor shook herself out of it swiftly, whereas Jezeb stopped and turned around panicked, like they were being followed. He looked all around a couple of times, then exhaled deeply.
"Shouldn't have smoked so much man..! Now I'm so paranoid that I'm hearing moans of heat. How pathetic. Even this bitch looks like a fine piece of ass from some angles."
Saying this, he sat down on his haunches facing Elanor, rubbing her head like one would pet a dog.
"Go ahead Crimson. Be a good girl and piss out it all. Do it quick, because I really don't want to use this riding corp. I like your ass the way it looks. It reminds me of a special girl. A very special girl who dances for us. Except she's no bitch like you, she's a true princess. And on stage, she's a goddess. At times I feel like I'm in love. Damn, what else was in that smoke, I'm tripping balls here. Even your lips looks like hers to me. And you are just a bitch. Come on, piss it out. Fast..!"
That was a lot of information there, right before the command. Elanor had always known that the effect she had on men, especially on stage, was nothing short of mesmerizing. But it felt really weird to hear her own guardsman, profuse his lustful love, with her on all fours and about to pee. She remembered how it was only about a month ago she had hidden behind shrubs much like these, avoiding being detected by Jezeb and his friend.
How she had unwittingly peed out in the open as they watched her do it under the cover of darkness, without ever realizing it. How she felt at the moment, that she had reached the ceiling when it comes to personal embarrassment.
Only, her limits of disgraceful behavior worsened in the subsequent weeks, almost exponentially. And it all crescendoed to this moment, with her essentially pissing on command, of her lowest, most perverted security staff. She understood how natural it must have been for him, after all he was only ordering a pet dog.
Wait, was he playing along with Fyodor? Or, did he truly think I was a pet dog..? I wouldn't put it past, seeing how high he is.. Even with it sounding so bizarre..
Elanor understood the sudden urge clearly now. She had taken a lot of liquids, that whole slimy soup ordeal. And the winds were particularly chilling, it was a miracle that she managed to hold it in this long.
The grass grazing against her erect nipples continued to edge her. The intensity in Jezeb's eyes while ordering her to piss was in turn churning her ovaries so much that she could feel her pussy getting wet. And not from pissing.
Giving into the feeling, she gently sat down back on her hind legs, and prepared herself to pee. Had her tongue been free to move, she's have even said 'Thank you Master..!' as she peed. With her eyes closed, the Queen found it particularly hard to relax her bladder. Not for lack of need. It was Jezeb's presence that toyed with her. Even with her eyes shut, knowing he would be witnessing every moment of her royal emiction, made it near impossible.
Then she felt it again, the riding crop, on the left ass cheek, only stinging ten-fold this time. A helpless yelp escaped her, followed by a low continuous moan. Elanor was tearing up now, from being punished by a mere security staff. 'But I was about to pee myself. Why would he hit me then?' It didn't make any sense to her. Then Jezeb told, giving her enough of a hint as to what was wrong there.
"Get into position bitch. We don't have all night..!"
'Position?! What position? Oh, my bad.'
Elanor realized. She was a bitch now, and he expected her to pee like one. Standing on three legs..?! God, this is embarrassing.
Past few weeks, Elanor had been experiencing a new phenomena, something she had believed to have outgrown. The phenomena of her own body betraying itself. She remembered her earliest embarrassing memories of it happening, the shameful bed-wetting days. But since the increase in the complexity of these recent tasks, this was becoming more and more of a new normal. The constant betrayal by one's own body.
If it was just an involuntary muscle spasm, a forced orgasm, or even an occasional leaky loins, Elanor could have found it reasonable at least. But having to live through things with an unwilling mind, and a body all too pleased to comply, is something that truly baffled her.
Like right now! What her right knee just did.
It wasn't that she wanted to protest further even. She just couldn't picture herself urinating, like a stray dog. Out in the open, balancing on three legs. But it seems one strong whip was enough to teach her body. To not hesitate. To be obedient.
And obey she did.
Her right knee raised up from the grass, shifting her center of gravity leftwards, straining the rest of her limbs, all waiting for her urethra to spring to life.
"HEY..! WHO'S THERE..?"
A loud commanding query cut through the quiet of the night. And Elanor felt half her life just escape her. And along with it, a drop of piss. But Elanor didn't realize it yet, her bladder clamping down petrified. Two is company, three is trouble. But anymore could mess this up, beyond saving. Hoping Bella would intervene, the Queen looked around.
All her attention was on the feet she could see now clearly, approaching along the path upfront. How am I to explain, if they were to see.?. Not that she could say anything. Jezeb spoke up.
"Guys..! Relax, it's just me.."
The guards stopped at once, replying in a friendly tone.
"Oh Gorsky..! You have me a heartache..?! You up and walking, already..? Only an hour ago you were smoking up so hard.."
Elanor could only shake her head. 'Did all my guards get high while on duty?' Jezeb said.
"That's nothing man.! The stuff was mediocre. You remember how hard we used to party.?!"
"So what's up with hanging around in the garden? Shouldn't you get back to work?"
"No, the team left without me.. 'Her Majesty' had to head back, apparently. Between you and me, this is what happen when you put a bitch in the throne, you see.. I bet it was one of those days for her, he-he.. I was, eh, incapacitated, at the time. Why am I speaking in code..?! I was high as fuck. And my buddy Vlazid covered for me, so I stayed back to rest. Don't be worried for me boys, I'm with Sir Fyodor over there."
The guards waved at the shadow slouched over by the fountain. Fyodor waved back.
"He decided to have a night time stroll. I'm helping him walk his dog, you see.."
God, no!
Elanor felt the pull on her collar, as Jezeb raised his hand to show them the leash he was holding. It was mostly luck, that she didn't lose balance and collapsed into her own piddle. It was hilarious, how close she came to being discovered further. There was a wall of thick shrubbery between Jezeb, and the guards, almost as high as his chest, providing more than enough cover to the Queen. Still had they been curious and looked through intently, there was nothing to stop them from witnessing her in all her current glory. If anything, they saw her as a mere shadow, crouched beside Jezeb, and quite audibly peeing. That's when she realized what she had been doing all this while.
Noraa.! Already?!
She was pissing now, like only a true bitch could.
And they could hear it. They all could.
It felt weird, not feeling the wetness on her pussy, both the labial lips stretched wide by those damn clips. The flow was powerful, and it seemed extremely, embarrassingly loud, the way her piss bored into the damp soil. Elanor felt the tiny splashes coating alongside her left leg, seeping into the costume. She was terrified of losing balance, and stepping into the puddle with her right knee. Unlike when trotting around, nothing about this posture felt natural.
And her humiliation only grew multi-fold when she remembered the way she looked right now. 'Wait.. Is he standing behind, still? Does that mean..' Opening her eyes, Elanor confirmed the notion. Thankfully the other guards had continued with the patrolling.
Elanor couldn't see, nor did she want to meet his his gaze, while her bladder continued to empty itself. But it was possible that he had a much better view of her exposed vagina now. Not just her puffy pussy lips as usual, but the very inner walls of her wet and juicy nether. With her holes wide open, a thick never-ending clear stream flowing outward, foaming up in the ground below. When the smell of warm piddle rushed into her nostrils, Elanor felt her throat dry up.
Why is it so pungent? Is it because all that spice in the soup?? Oh no, could he smell this too? She was too caught up in the disgrace of it all to realize what was happening, only a little too late.
His fingers slid behind her rear, separating her butt cheeks, grazing past her anal hole, resting just above her pussy slit. One rough fingertip stayed precisely on her perineum, the spot between her anus and pussy hole. And it gently pushed, like playfully poking, applying pressure on her bladder. The urine stream went into overdrive, jetting out at an accelerated pace. Foaming all over the place, and flowed out in a steady stream right by her side. She felt it splash all over her underbelly even, such was the force with which she peed.
Something about it felt very much relaxing, like the most relaxed she had ever been pissing. The Queen always had trouble with the retained urine, which eventually leaked and stained her underclothes. But this finger seemed to know what it was doing, making sure her bladder emptied completely. As the finger withdrew, Elanor realized what just happened.
Wait, was Jezeb actually conscious this whole time?
Then she felt the same finger slide into the open mouth, and slather the distaste across her limp tongue. It was salty-sour, like ocean.
Jezeb sat down before her, down on his haunches.
"Wow! Look at you lick it up. He trained you good, didn't he?"
The look of disbelief was evident in her eyes, much like the amusement in his. Jezeb said.
"What?! You thought I was so out of my mind, that I couldn't tell between an actual dog, and a girl in some silly suit? Come on.. I mean I'm high, but not that high.."
He leaned forward, his piss coated right hand reaching out, grabbing her hanging breasts. He sized them up, testing each for weight and sag, kneading both like dough and pinching the nipples even. Rubbing piss all over her chest, he said.
"Wow, I mean look at you stay still. With me, a total stranger treating you like a market meat..! And yet you stay in character?! Not even a hint of protest. That's some royal training..! Are you like his sex slave or something? Is this your punishment for the night? Here, let me see that face."
As his left hand reached over to unclasp her mask, Elanor woke up from the fright, and stepped back, her legs slipping into the piddle. All that escaped her mouth was a low moan, much like a pleading puppy.
"Okay, got it. So that's a no! Hmm.. interesting." The guard retracted his hands, not wanting to scare her away. After all it isn't everyday that you get to toy with a naked girl's kinks.
Jezeb had a pretty good idea of what was going on. Or so he thought. Either way, he didn't want to risk her telling on him, once they get back to the old man. You can never tell with these Lords and Ladies. With mood swings so notoriously unpredictable. It didn't seem too wise to risk his chances yet, not that Jezeb was known for being wise. One bad move, and he could end up in serious trouble. His best bet was to hang back and observe what the actual equation was between them. Maybe he'll get lucky, with the old man himself offering her up to him, later on. Who knows how he got his rock on, especially at this age. He leaned in and whispered to her.
"I can see that you are nervous. And who wouldn't be, at such a ripe age. With a body so potent, that one could cum by glancing at it. You have every reason to fear. Be it me, or all the restless men standing guard for that bitch Queen's guests, when they should be back home, tasting the flesh of their wives, or other wanton sluts. If they were to spot, mind you, they wouldn't be as understanding as me. And no one would blame them, especially with you so ready to be bred good. You are right, bitch. You should be anxious.."
It was only then she noticed, why it had started to reek so much all of a sudden. On his other hand was a lit pipe, fuming with tobacco, poppy extract, and God only knows what. Taking a lungful, Jezeb told her, as his right hand toyed with her tongue.
"You don't have to stay nervous, you know. I have just the thing you need."
Having pushed her numb tongue back in, his grip forced her to pout, her body leaning in to please the lowly guard. Taking another long deep puff, Jezeb slowly neared his dry lips to her pout. Elanor stayed frozen helpless, almost breathless, not wanting to give him a reason to unclasp her mask.
This felt wrong. Having to kneel serving his erection didn't feel nearly as intimate, not sinful, much to her surprise. A kiss isn't something solely belonging to lust. A kiss is different. And a kiss, is what she must endure. Or so she thought.
But it wasn't a kiss, not to Jezeb. More like an initiation. An invitation to the world of brightly colored waking nightmares. With his grip shifted to the back of her skull, the guard blew what seemed like plumes, directly down her windpipe. Much like while deep-throating, his grip ensured that the girl couldn't slip out, not with any ease.
Elanor wasn't new to smoking. She had occasionally used hookahs and the likes, mostly in company of her sister, or Barthomius. But this felt different, almost instantly. Suddenly she was light-headed. The smoke was so hot that she actually felt her lungs fill up. Her whole skin felt tingly, with goosebumps on the exposed parts. Thankfully he released her just as she was about to cough.
As he continued to smoke, watching her, Elanor felt like she was about to collapse. Wait.. I can't be smoking Blue poppy, and I can't be seen smoking..! I made the thing illegal, god-damn it. What's wrong with this night.? The strangeness of it all only progressed. Elanor didn't know what to make of it. On one hand, she desperately wanted to believe it was all part of Bella's plan. Yet somehow, it only seemed to spiral out of control with each passing minute. Why hasn't her Mistress intervened yet? Wait, I can hear my thoughts.. Not like before, insecure, and screaming, from the back of my head. But I can actually hear myself think. God, that was some miracle!
It's funny the effects a simple psychotropic dosage could have on an unsuspecting mind. Even the most peaceful being, could get trapped you in nightmarish hell, in case of a bad trip. Others could be verging on panic attack all night, and one simple hit would calm them so well, to a state of peace they haven't attained in ages. Thankfully for the Queen, the drug targeted her rational, rather than exasperating the emotional.
And she realized, looking upfront, that she could stop it this very minute. Because Jezeb weren't there anymore, to lead her by leash. Apparently that last puff did him in for the night. It didn't surprise the Queen, he was already pretty intoxicated. Jezeb now laid on his back, his arms spread wide, snoring aloud like some wild creature.
That's good. He's out, and Uncle Belkin is not in sight. Which means Bella would agree, that since no one is holding my leash, I can move on my own. I can sneak past Belkin, and hide in the secret pathway. I may even be able to get back to my chamber undetected. Then I'd have passed the task, and Bella can free me off of this ridiculous outfit.
But I must move now. Uncle Belkin could come looking any minute. Wait, is that leaves shining pink.. What's wrong with this night, get a grip Nora..!! Move, move..
Elanor managed to put the leash back in her byte, and proceeded to trot her way into the garden maze, to her freedom. Only she didn't now, that she was headed the wrong way. And the recent intoxication, and it's effect on her retention, didn't help. She wasn't even afraid of running into guards. If it truly gets worse, Bella would intervene. All her aim now, was to not run into Sir Fyodor.
For he wasn't the dear old Uncle Belkin now.
He was her Master.
**
*
Fyodor walked slowly past the bushes, past the snoring guard whom he had entrusted the royal pet with. Looking at the wasted man he smirked. It wasn't like he didn't see it coming.
"Terrified and exhausted. Yet, they all run for life, at the first chance, don't they?!"
Fyodor knew these grounds like the back of his hands. He knew all possible routes out, and most hiding spots they would eventually choose. What panic brought out from each of them was so predictable to him by now, that he felt bored.
As he walked the path he may have trod a hundred times, he remembered a version of himself who'd have been abhorred what he had become. None of these were his choice. Well, some of it was. Then again, it gets muddled quickly the lines between true choice, and one's true nature. Well, he wouldn't have wished for it, regardless.
He remembered still, in all its painful details, the worst day of his life. When his beloved Alexandrovna was taken from unjustly, leaving him with his precious little Linaralla. He remembered walking out into the nights after lulling her to sleep, to scream upto the sky, all his anger at the gods. He remembered being approached by a concerned friend, the only one who had any chance of getting through to him. The one man he had always admired, deep from his heart. It was his king, Barthomius Senior.
His words, still ringing in Fyodor's ears.
"Grief is healthy, my friend. But don't let it consume you in whole.."
Barthomius was no stranger to haunting regrets. Like any King worth the salt, he too had demons to work through, witnessing the depravities up close, yet resisting its calling. Like anyone returning from the brunt of war, he knew he needed an outlet. Some turned to faith and poetry, some into calligraphy and painting, each according to his temperament. And for Barthomius, it was taming the wildest feminine beasts with pleasure, in the confines of his dungeon.



He had known Fyodor almost all his life, and wondered what kept him in check all these years. Now he knew, it was his bond with Lady Alexandrovna. And he saw, the same soul-sucking gaze of self-destruction in his best friend's eyes. That's why he sent him away to Calthea, on imperial compulsion, for six months. To study under the same master who had introduced the King to domestication. If anything he hoped it would be a healthy distraction, for they both had similar temperament. He never expected Fyodor to find his calling, in domestication, of all things.
Not that he wasn't glad, of what his friend eventually became. The infamous Leash Master.
And now Sir Fyodor reminded himself, while walking through the garden, how domestication had truly saved his life, his relationship with his dear daughter. How it undeniably helped, in maintaining his sanity, by letting his darkness out in the King's dungeon, upon the legally deserving and helpless maidens. He remembered the wickedly fun times, watching Ridgemund brand unto their flesh, their true place in life.
'Ridge..! How long has it been since we talked. I can't remember. But hopefully are there.. Awake and itching to tame this one, just like me... Just like we do them..'
Fyodor picked up his pace with a smile, at the clear four-limbed footsteps in the mud.
'Here I come, Crimson..!'
He grinned, as his fingers polished the whip-tip.
**
*
What an extra-ordinary bad luck.!
She had been running, on all fours, for about fifteen minutes now through the garden maze, cutting left and right, with absolutely no sense of direction anymore, and it finally seemed like she was just around the corner to exit. Only it wasn't the exit she was hoping for. Instead of the exit that led back into the Castle gardens, this was a garden gate, one of the obscure ones, which led directly outside. And it seemed there were at least two men guarding the gate.
What should I do? Elanor wasn't sure if how much of this was still part of the task. If I go back, surely Uncle Belkin.. Surely Master will be waiting for me by the fountain, and he'll definitely be mad. If I manage to evade these guards however, this gate only leads outside. There's no way I'm surviving a minute alone outside, not like this. Not in this stupid outfit, and especially with my tongue still numb. I must return, shouldn't I? The Queen saw no sense in walking forward. Suddenly she felt it, that familiar presence right behind her. Kneeling to take hold of her leash.
"You are one unruly bitch, aren't you?"
Elanor felt her spine shiver. It was him again. The Leash Master.
Master Fyodor Belkin to her.
"You think you are the first one, to try and outwit me, the first chance I relaxed? You think I don't know this garden better than you..??"
He stopped a moment, noticing the guards by the gate.
"What..? Want to make new friends now, is it? Want me to introduce you?"
No, no, no. Elanor shook her her as she walked back, her limbs shaking now. No more friends tonight, please. Just take me back to my chamber Master. She wanted to plead. The Queen felt her rear stop against his left leg. Specifically the sensual carress of his silk pants slide between her stretched open nether lips. If not for the anxiety, she'd have cum right there.
My chastity..?! Brushing against Uncle Belkin..? God, this is all so wrong..!
In so many levels..
To her absolute horror, Fyodor walked past, towards the Garden gate leading outside, towards the to unsuspecting men keeping watch. And with him the Queen, like an obedient mutt, the moment she felt the pull of her leash. Elanor was a perfect putty in his experienced hands, that now she moved against the internal conflicts, to simply please her Master.
Bella.. If you are watching, now would be a good time to intervene. For I believe things are about to get tangled into further mess.
"Gentleman.!" Said the old-man, in a dramatic tone alien to her, almost startling the two men into combat positions.
"Evening.. Or is it already closer to morning now.. A great time for a stroll anyway, don't you think?"
"Stay right there..!" The younger guard shouted, clearly baffled by the sudden emergence from the rarely traveled path.
"What do you think you are doing..? Who are you? And who is.. What is that??!"
He was having a hard time comprehending what he was witnessing, especially with Elanor still perched up behind Fyodor's shadow.
"Oh this.. This here is my pet. Go ahead Crimson, greet the gentlemen."
Elanor could barely hear that part of her mind, screaming for it all to stop. She felt her body move, taking great care to make her stride appear seductive, twirling her spine and swaying her rear as much as possible, as if she was back at the Desert Rose performing. When did my life become so performance oriented?!
She stopped right between the two men, as the third older guard approached from behind. What made her more nervous was that it wasn't just the moonlight that lit up her skin. This was a garden gate, so it had two large burning torches on either sides of the gate, like all the major exits. There weren't any shades near to hide what's left of her shame. And gulping down the last drop in her dry mouth she realized, it was about to turn a lot worse.
"PRESENT..!"
Commanded the Leash Master, thoroughly enjoying not just the girl's trepidation, but the utter disbelief in the young man's eyes. The second, older guard however simply stood by, watching the show. It seemed he knew what was about to occur.
PRESENT!! That word kept reverberating in her ears, as Elanor sat there a moment frozen. Then like clockwork, she sat up on her haunches, like the million times she had practiced prior. With her weight evenly balancing on her toes, the reluctant Queen rested both her hands on adjacent knees, palm out and upward even in its fisted condition. She tried her the best to keep her spine erect, shamefully aware of her breasts bouncing obscenely still, from all the sudden action. There was no way she could face the men, nor did she want to know who they were. With her eyes set up in the starry sky as practiced, Elanor could still feel the cold of the drool along her neck, from the still open mouth, from her lifelessly dangling tongue.
The true bearer of throne, the ruling monarch of Wolkenshire..!! Near naked, and displayed, out in her own public space, for the enjoyment of the very men sworn to protect her honor, in a display so profane even the harem-girls would shy away. Elanor was deeply aware of each and every sensation. Especially to the fact that she reigned on nothing, at the moment. Not her shame. Not even her mere skin. And nothing made it obvious to her than the cold of the night wind, against her vulgarly framed nether lips.
It felt strangely arousing however, knowing the first ones to truly appreciate her inner lips, the true anatomic beauty of her vulvic flesh, in a long time, lit so well from up by the waning moon and sides by fire, was two of her lowest ranking sentry men. The ones she dared not to even identify herself. The ones, whose piercing gaze continued to bore into her nether, with the younger one kneeling for a better look, as she felt the juices leak down her inner lips. She couldn't see the wonderment in his face, as Master let him examine the deep red blush of shame spread across her vagina.
Fyodor couldn't help but smile. Exposing the trainees to the unsuspecting guards was one of those small joys he truly missed. Unlike the awkwardness of the guards, what really drove in was the deep shame he knew to engulf the girl. He nodded at the older guard, recognizing from his days working as the Leash Master. Then said, noticing the Queen wobble, struggling to keep the balance for so long.
"Don't mind that, she's still in training. I thought I'd take her out for a little stroll in the countryside."
Elanor felt the sudden stung on her right ass cheek. As she wobbled further, and sat back down on all fours, she heard her Master say.
"Close it up, Crimson. You are a pet, not a whore..!"
As Fyodor began to walk out the gate, the young guard put his spear across blocking the way, as if suddenly woken up from the trance the Queen's display put him in.
"I'm sorry sir. But I can't let you pass." He managed to blurt out, clearly intimidated by the man's presence. Fyodor looked at him, strangely impressed, and amused. Without being asked, the older guard rushed in to reprimand his underling.
"What do you think you are doing, blocking the way of a High Ranking Official. I mean look at his uniform, look at his medals, boy. Have you no sense..??"
"But sir, look at the girl. Don't you think something's off here. I mean, who volunteers to act as such. I must whistle in the rest I'm afraid. I must report it to the chief, at least."
The older guard looked at Fyodor apologetically, as Elanor kept her head down, unable to digest in it's entirety what she'd just been through. He said to Fyodor.
"Forgive me sir. The kid is new, and obviously over enthusiastic." He then reminded the younger one. "I can see something's off you dunce. Don't you remember what Lady Agrafena said, about not interfering with the guests tonight.. Even if the circumstances seem fishy.. Again Commander Belkin, I apologize. He's a good kid, just a bit thick-skulled."
"Commander..?! Have we served together before, sentry-man?" Fyodor asked the older guard, wondering why he looked so familiar.
"In the Siege of Braums, Commander. Sentry-man Lucc here, sir. You led us for a fortnight, alongside the Almighty King, Barthomius the senior. And afterwards.. well, I had the pleasure of witnessing you break-in a few bitches, back in the day. Aiding you and Smithson Ridgemund at times.."
"So you know the drill then.. Tell me Lucc. Ridgemund still has the shed by the prairie, right..??"
"I believe so, Commander.." Lucc nodded.
Fyodor shifted his attention to the younger guard, who was quite confused by the strange exchange unfolding before him, while his lustful gaze returned to the Queen's exposed torso right beside, time to time. Fyodor said to him.
"Your bravery is commendable, soldier. I'd be suspicious too, had I been in your place. Let me show you how compliant and consenting my pet truly is. If you still find it suspicious, then sure, follow protocol. Run along, and report to your superior. That's the Castle security protocol. In nowhere it states that you can prevent a High Ranking Official like me from entering, or leaving the premises. Now Lucc, you know the drill. Which one of his shoes, you think, could use some shining.?"
The young guard kept quiet, and observed. He knew from Lucc's behavior, there was lot in the picture that he was missing. Lucc made no attempt to hide his glee, as he patted his underling.
"The left shoe, Commander..! Boy, are you in for a treat. Should I ask him to step on that rock, sir..?"
Elanor was equally perplexed as the young man, wondering where this was leading, as Fyodor replied.
"No need. The bitch needs some humbling. She tried to run off earlier, so a punishment is in order, anyhow. Care to put some polish.."
"It looks like she has plenty, Sir. But well.. If you insist." The older guard suddenly cleared his throat and gently spat out a gob of saliva onto the young guard's dirty left shoe. It didn't seem like this was his first time enabling such a ritual. Although repulsed, the young man stayed in place, intrigued as to what they were alluding to. Fyodor said gently, and Elanor had no doubt it was a command.
"Go ahead sweetums.. Shine the boy's shoe. He had a tough day, and it's offly dirty. Shine it well, with that tongue of yours.."
Elanor felt her core being refuse to move an inch further, with her gaze fixed upon that nauseating gob of spittle dripping over the dirty footwear. With all the week long training in appreciating the smell, the Queen picked up the scent of the digested roasted lamb the other guy probably had for dinner, faintly wafting off the fresh spit. And I am to lick it clean..? For real..? Not to mention all the greenish-brown marshy marks of dirt scattered across the guard's shoe. Bella, please stop this. I'm sure this counts as unhealthy.. The teen-spirit in her was already terrified of her Master's whip, but even then, the disgust of it all prevented her from giving in any further. Then she heard the ultimatum.
"Crimson, you can shine him good in anonymity. Or tear-soaked and trembling, after having lost that irritatingly tight mask. My good right hand is itching to unclasp it, anyhow.."
The Leash Master sure knew how to motivate the disobliging. Elanor wasted no time thinking, as her numb tongue brushed against the sentry's near-torn shoe, slathering the strangers spittle all over it unabashedly. Don't think Nora, do not think.. If you wait to think, you'll give in and collapse. Just do it. Focus, not on the mud stains, the stench of foot-wax, nor the texture-less taste of leather. Focus on getting it over. You can think on it all night after..
The Queen kept muddling her own mind, so she didn't have to face up to the reality of her predicament. It was difficult to suppress though. Especially as she herself had advised the Castle security head to change the guards uniform shoes to that of grade B leather. It was her way of making sure the army had all the leather gear of grade A quality, without creating a huge dent in the defense budget. A way to cut down the expense, by lowering the quality of the castle guard outfits. It's not like they were in constant combat, to use the best quality gear. Well, now she knew what grade B leather tastes like.
Lucc had already switched sides, now standing behind Fyodor, watching the kneeling Queen. He sure knew, as much a rare sight she provided licking of the guard's dirt, it didn't even compared to watching her reddened rear bob up and down, as her head continued to polish. If not for Fyodor, he'd have dropped down and buried his face in that majestic buns, such was the enticing pull of that lewdly exposed nether. Control yourself Lucc.. You wouldn't want to be on the bad side of Sir Belkin.!!
As Elanor finished up, miraculously suppressing the urge to puke, Fyodor said sternly to the baffled young sentry.
"Now you can run along, and report the unusual activity to your chief. With properly shined shoes, like a true soldier. But remember, you did not see any girl with me, especially in something as ridiculous as a fetish pet-costume. Because if you report you did, then you'll also have to explain why you felt it necessary to have a helpless terrified girl clean your dirty footwear, that too with her bare tongue, relishing all the while like only an insidious cretin could. I'm sure your superiors would appreciate your honesty.."
Lucc giggled inwardly at how easily the young one got tricked. Not too dissimilar to how Fyodor tricked him to participating in the old king's games. Not that Lucc was complaining, he'd have gladly joined in, had he known earlier. The young guard however, didn't seem that happy with how he can't make the report accurately, without incriminating himself.
Fyodor stepped up, pulling the leash, as he said now, to the older guard.
"Lucc, we have some business outside, but will be back soon. I believe I saw another one of your brightest guards by the maze fountain, stoned out of his mind. Be a good sport and take care of him."
The two men watched as the shadowy figure disappeared into the dark of the night, and with him his leashed pet, her rear moving as seductively as ever, making the older man stroke himself over his pants, unwittingly. The younger one asked finally, the one query that had been torturing him for a while now.
"Lucc, who do you think that girl is..?"
With his gaze fixed in the void of her, and hand massaging his member, Lucc replied.
"An unfortunate blue-blood, no doubt..! I thought they had banned all this freaks, yet boy am I glad.. It's a good thing the Queen left early. And that Lady Agrafena is laxed.. Can you imagine how furious Her Highness would be, if she were to know..? For a stuck-up virgin, she'd have rained hellfire on us all.. He-he.. That was some fat ass though..!"
**
*
'Shouldn't have opened that third bottle..!'
Bella cursed herself, as she listened to her friend explain the 'Advanced Horse Training sessions' she was working on lately. After all, Lene was like this from the very beginning. Enticed by the challenge of it, rather than the procedural. Personally Bella liked listening to her beasts. Treating each one as special, as individualistic as possible an approach. Figuring out amongst the variety was part of the enjoyment. To Linaralla however, it was all about conquests.
"It's my dream Bella! My absolute dream, to ride the most powerful creature known in all man's land. To take the sheer power coursing through it's veins, by the tip of my riding crop...!"
"Why don't you head to Calthea..?" Bella asked, almost teasingly. "I hear they have all sorts of beasts in the black-markets there. Who knows what you may find..?!"
"Ha-ha.. Well, I very well may.. Not the black-markets, but to work for the Calthean Royal Stables. Well, a specialized wing.. It's a bit unconventional, but I want to give it a try. I think it'd be better for dad as well, a change of pace."
"Well, what do we always say.." Taking the final sip, Bella got up from her chair. At least that's what she was going for.
"Oh-wow..! Watch it you.." Lene leaned forward to support, as Bella appeared to have lost her balance.
Collapsing back to the chair, she thought.
'God! Am I really that drunk..?!'
"That's it, no more drinks for you.." Taking away her glass, Lene asked.
"But enough about me. What are you doing here..? I mean the Horse whisperer, in the Royal court.?? What beast are you trying to tame.?!"
'Oh, no! Her Highness..' Bella remembered. 'I must go free Her Highness now, so she can sleep comfortably.. But how?? I can't even stand up..? Should I send Lene instead. STOP THINKING BELLAA..!! You are in no state to come up with anymore ideas..'
Smiling back at her friend, Bella realized.
The Queen must spend the night, trapped in the 'Bitch-suite'!! She was on her own. Relax, Bella! It's just one night. The suite is designed for prolonged use, she'd be fine. It'll be irritating, for a while. But there's no real reason to be worried. You gave her the easiest task. You told her the shortest way back. You really think she needs to be checked-up on, like come clueless toddler.
Just wait more the wine to wane off, and go check yourself.
That's the best you can do now.
**
*
Standard Modification Procedure
Elanor didn't know what to do anymore. She wasn't worried about being spotted by any night-time strollers, even with the country road a mere fifteen meters from her. Nor was she wondering what business the Leash Master had, in this rundown cattle shed, at this time of the night, leaving her alone by the fence, her leash chained to the lamp post. These were all very valid issues, but unfortunately beyond any scope of her control. What she thought about, was the actual practical options that were still available to her.
Looking back to her left, she could see the distant lights from the Castle Cloveshire, shrouded in dust and fog in the still cold night. They must have walked a couple miles along the mud road, rarely meeting another soul throughout the time. Drenched as she was in her sweat, the Queen couldn't believe she had the stamina to walk all that way, on all fours, without taking a moment to rest.



There was nothing natural about the taking a walk in the middle of the night with a geriatric, that two with one's nether exposed. Yet, what felt the oddest was, soon after departing from the Castle, Master commanded her to 'PATROL'. It meant, she had to walk upfront now on, instead of following wherever the leash got pulled. And unlike the initial impressions of taking the lead, all it did was fan the flames of anxiety within, to an impending sense of existential terror.
Even with all the subjugation of treated like a mere house-pet, being leashed had its advantages. For one, the Queen loved not being the one to lead. There was a certain comfort, a sense of security, in being reduced to a mere follower. Add to that, taking the lead of a night-time escapade, while staying on all fours. Firstly, she had no idea where they were headed, other than an earlier mention of some 'Ridgmund's shed'. The welts from earlier were still stinging, that she truly feared taking the wrong turn, and getting corrected by her new Master the way he loves. The moonlight helped with the navigation, and the extra padding on her knees and palms enabled a smooth stride, even on that ill-maintained gravelly road.
Yet, every once in a while they'd reach a region where the trees grew on both sides of the path to such a thickness that it virtually blocked all light from the sky. At such paths, Fyodor would make sure the leash was extra-loose, adding to the fear of the Queen, as she walked in front, not knowing what she was stepping on. Fyodor might have been familiar with the route enough to remain calm. But it was the first time ever, for the Queen to walk this path, not to mention near-naked and on her knees. Elanor would focus on the light at the very end of the vista, and keep walking, knowing full well that it was just her, the nature, and her Master.
Calling him that didn't feel weird anymore.
There were a few stray dogs along the way, on their usual night-time strolls. It deeply terrified her, the notion of being mauled by the strays, but somehow they kept a safe-distance from her. And barely barked at them from afar, if anything. She soon realized it had something to do with the animalistic presence of the true alpha holding her leash. The once Stable Maester, with his years of experience taming beasts of all kinds, including the blue-blooded. Thankfully only one midnight-stagecoach passed them both on the way. And the people, including the coachman, seemed deep asleep to notice the unnatural pair walking alongside.
Elanor didn't wonder anymore, if Mistress was watching. If it was all Bella's plan. That part of her mind was taking a rest, after the much hurtful defeat earlier, from having to lick clean the dirty shoes of a mere sentry-man. It wasn't the disgust that hurt, but the defeat. That realization, not just that you had been outplayed, but that you didn't even notice the game change.
It certainly didn't help that once given in, her obedience kicked into its maximum, and her tongue willingly slid into the dirtiest folds of the footwear, all just to please her Master. She would have eagerly licked clean its underside, the filthy sole which must have stepped on god-knows-what, if not for the old man pulling on her leash. No, there was no coming back for the Queen Chaste, not after such a disgraceful display of her own volition. Not for a while at least. Elanor needed some rest, some peace, some space. So she shrunk down, back into the depth of her mind, as her innate subservience took hold of the reins.
And after that long, terrifying walk, her well-rested mind now realised, beyond all attempts at denial.
No, there's no more a doubt..! Something had gone terribly, horribly wrong..
This is no plan of Bella..!!
Even with their recent differences, the Queen knew Bellatrix better than her closest friends. Mistress wouldn't have risked her shame and privacy. Not like this, so reckless and mean-spirited. There was an air of sadisn in it all, that was clearly not Bella. And if not for sheer luck, her own men would have either been laughing at, or staring perplexed and disgusted, at the state of their divine monarch in such an unreasonably obscene state. Elanor now hated the outfit, the bane standing against all possible options she could think of. She had a very short window, before her Master returns.
Master..?! Why am I referring to him as Master.. Oh, right. I'd rather not pollute any more of my sweet memories of dear Uncle Belkin, with the horrible after-taste of this fateful night. It's better to refer to him as Master for now.
The safest way for her now was, getting free of the suit, finding some decent clothes, even a plain shawl would suffice, and running back fast to the Castle, hoping the wild stray dogs wouldn't chase her down. Once there, I know ways to get inside undetected. If things get worse, she can always ask help of an unsuspecting maid, even a guard. If it gets out of hand, affairs can always be sorted out later on. It's not like she was impersonating the Queen. She was the Queen.
But it all hinged on getting out of this damn outfit first. It's near impossible to get out of it, all on her own. Which means, there is only one possible solution to this whole issue. One end to this whole mess. The one who started it all.
Lady Agrafena herself.
Bella had mentioned checking the Royal Chambers later tonight, to free the from the outfit. Which means, it's only a matter of time, before Bella figures out she's missing. And the Queen had no doubts about the Horse Whisperer, especially her tracking skills. If not for that, this whole treatment regime would've ended tragically long back. The night of the Annual celebrations. Her bareback ride, in Templeton.
She just hoped that Mistress made it in time, before it got any worse. Who am I fooling.? It's definitely going to get worse, such has been my luck so far.
"PREPARE.!!"
Elanor woke up startled as she heard the command, in an unfamiliar, immature voice. Who is this, now?? She looked up, taking a step back slowly, at the man standing before. Well, calling him man was an over-statement. He looked barely of age, not just by his skinny long arms, meatless thighs in that loose short trousers, nor his shy mustache, but the unmistakable air of inexperience surrounding him. Then again, confronting a bitch-suited virgin leashed to the fence wasn't a common circumstance even for the experienced. Elanor saw a short, fat shadow peek out of the shed, and tell him clearly.
"Don't be scared, Yashim. You're nineteen, for God's sake..! Just hold the leash, she will obey. She knows the rules."
The boy wasted no time, untying the knot, and taking charge of the leash. Elanor sighed.
Now I am to call him Master..?!
He circled the helpless Queen, while licking his fingers clean of what looked like chilly sauce. Was he dining? At this time of the night??Well it's surely chicken that I smell on him..
He repeated, this time with a clear smirk.
PREPARE..!
Well, go be an obedient pet, Nora. That's what you are worth now..
Elanor sat down on her hind-legs, her shins pressed against the floor, her buttocks resting on the heels, while her both fists were right before her pelvis. Now, remember Nora.. Lean slowly forwards like you practiced. You don't want to spoil the name of Master Belkin..!! Amazed at her attention to detail, the level of participation in her own humiliation, the Queen swept both arms forward in a straight line, leaning all the way, stretching her spine and bowing her head meanwhile. From above, she looked like an arrow figure, the tip of it being her anus.
Now, for the most important part. Preparing yourself for the whip.!
Elanor slowly bent her pelvis, such that her spine curved upwards, in a clearly uncomfortable, utterly erotic posture, pushing her rear upwards, presenting her ass-cheeks and pussy to the smirking boy behind. Elanor had no idea how indecent she looked, especially the way her ass cheeks parted. Yet she felt good, the way the cool breeze caressed the whip marks, leaving her rear very much in crimson. So, is he going to give me another one.?!
The Queen felt her throat clench, and eyes bulge at the audacity of the kid. With no warning, he slipped a finger in her, the same slimy, sauce stained, spit coated one. And unfortunately he chose the wrong hole, though it surely felt very right, quite evident from the chuckle.
Almighty..! Did he just violate my rear..?!
As Elanor stayed frozen, with her hungry anal ring biting down around the boy's spicy finger, Yashim, the nineteen-year-old, said scratching the royal rectum.
"You know, my brother used to say.. If a girl lets you poke her in the ass, there isn't much else she'd deny. We'll find out soon, won't we..? Heheha.."
How disgusting a cretin..?! Yet, why do I feel a sudden tingle in my clit..?
Elanor followed him, into the old cabin, her mind still buzzing from the intoxicants earlier. Blue poppy sure felt good this time. Maybe I should reconsider my stance on the ban. The Queen felt like she was having short flights, every cold lungful making her weightless again. Inside the two men were busy talking, catching up it seemed, and the whole conversation just flew over the Queen's head. But she knew that laugh. It can't be good.
And his eyes. This guy, Ridgemund. His gaze had the same strange predatory quality she remembered seeing in Master Belkin. It wasn't a sexual predation, but not even a dominance thing. It almost seemed, and she could be wrong.. But it seemed his preferred poison was sadism, much like his friend. If only Mistress would reach me sooner..
Only, the Queen had no idea of the actual severity of her situation.
This was not just an error from Bella's part, but an error from Ishikawa as well. An error of entertaining history, without any truer, deeper sense. Of not just the history itself, but the history between the people involved. The old King had taken such a keen interest in Domestication, even putting his promising new Imperial Horse Trainer in charge, needind a friend to aid his dark hobby. Every King had his place of darkness. Somewhere he dwells in, either to simply rest, or to relish and rejuvenise.
Each had his poison. Be it to connoisseur forbidden artifacts, to mate with inappropriately close blood-lines.. Or for Barthomius Senior, to find pleasure in the sub-humanizing, of blue-blood promiscuous hot-heads. At least for Fyodor, it didn't matter whether it was a man or a woman. To him, this wasn't sexual. To him, it was witnessing the sadistic degradation. And sure, he had his reasons.
The first year, King and his trainer had a free reign, training people to the brink of breaking. The only inconvenience was, some trainees completely recovered in no time after release, free from all psychological holds of their Master. This was a huge hit to the King's ego.
And like a good friend, and fellow admirer of Domestication, Sir Fyodor came up with a solution. The Standard Modification Procedure was formalized into the program. This includes piercing and branding the trainees, with the participants required to maintain it for life. The effect of a permanent body brand was magical, lasting long after the person had been freed of domestication. She could go on to become a very respected Baroness, or a Lady and mother a few. It didn't matter. At the mere sight of her trainer, her knees would tremble. It worked much like a repressed sexual urge. Burned into your skin. However hard you try to deny, once the pleasure and obedience of it gets drilled into your system, it was near-impossible to resist her Master's call.
That's when Fyodor ran into Ridgemund, as they were looking for an experienced farrier. A blacksmith who not only hoofed horses, but was also keen on piercing, and similar body arts. And fifteen years later, they were still the best friends, who had shared some of their best time taming reluctant bitches. It had always puzzled Ridgemund, about the obsession of Barthomius Senior.
'He's the King! He can have a harem full of the best willing sluts known to man. Why is he stuck on these broken bitches..?'
What Ridgemund never understood was, these blue-bloods, the punished, were some of the toughest nuts to crack. The very definition of uptight and arrogance. And having them at the end of your leash, conditioned to behave as sub-humans, was a thrill only few could comprehend. Also, the King wasn't the simpleton who got his rocks off, by merely breaking the will of these dames. He was a sophisticated soul, who reveled not just in pounding the broken pieces further, but keeping them brittle under his boots, putting off for good any flame hiding deep within them. He didn't want a huge stable of domesticated slaves. But a small collection of select slaves, whom he enjoyed training, long after their prison term.
It was this history that Ishikawa, Bellatrix, and the Queen herself failed to comprehend. These weren't just men who specialized in the unlikely sinful. But men who made a satisfying career out of it, such that it was their way of acting playful. Upping the ante with each new trainee, finding ridiculous ways to ink their body, to burn the shame into their skin and soul.
Ridgemund asked.
"What's the hurry, Belk.? How long has it been, since we had a drink..? Relax, the bitch can wait.. Here." He extended his bottle to the long time friend.
"Just check the last page, and you'll see.." He took a sip from the bottle, handing Ridgemund the Domestication file. "Remind me Ridge, what's the Standard Modification Procedure for all new trainees."
"Mods huh..? Well the recent standards vary from Kingdom, but in general.." Ridgemund replied, his words illegible at times, while his eyes struggled to focus on the form in his hand.
"Well, you know Belk, you invented most of it. We start with tattooing the name to their back torso. It helps to identify quickly from above, especially when you're training them in bulk. Some even specify, to be tattooed on the face. You remember those special cases, that pixie with SLUT tattooed on her forehead. Or the fatty, whose official name was KUNT..!"
Fyodor chuckled at his friend, sipping his mead. Ridge continued.
"Next will be branding, obviously. Either the royal seal, or the clan's symbol, to be burned onto the left cheek, rear. Both nipples are to be pierced and studded. All body fur removed, including the hair cut down to a boy-cut. The nose septum pierced and ringed, so the control-reins can be attached later on. Wait a minute.. It's all crossed out, here in the form. Why, is she to be a show-pony? Or is this them wasting our time again..?"
"Wasting our time..? You think I'd let them, Ridge??" Fyodor had that malicious grin, the one that spoke volumes. "What does it say about the Identification Number.?"
"Well, let me see. It doesn't. Oh, I forgot.. Oh, Belk! You sneaky son-of-a-B.." There was no mention of identification number in the last page. Ridgemund looked overjoyed as he patted his friend's back, and took out another bottle.
This again was one of those alterations to the existing procedure, that Fyodor made, at the request of the King. There were still some early cases law-savvy family members of the accused, going through the fine-print, making sure to opt out of any permanent markings to their kid, paying it in fines instead. So Fyodor had purposefully omitted Domestication Identification Number, from the list of things that'd be marked to the trainees' body.
No one noticed this minor detail, as most were worried about bigger, hard-to-hide markings, like being pierced or branded. Domestication number was a mere identification sign, a ten digit text tattooed, usually right below the belly button. Most officials found it insignificant to raise an issue over, even later on. But they were missing the whole point.
The point wasn't the mere pain, nor the size of it, at the end of the day. The act of permanently marking one's body, combined with the relentless conditioning that ensued, made sure that the accused stayed a pet, especially with the psychological hold of the Master. And to make it worse, Fyodor made it a habit of getting them tattooed almost immediately, even before any training began. The very reason why the old-man led the Queen all this way, the very same night he recieved her file. To make sure that she had no way of escaping.
Sure, Fyodor stayed clear of the sexual aspects of training, for the most part. But he undeniably relished in every opportunity to explore his sadistic streak upon the helpless sub-humans. He had his reasons, at the beginning, but soon that darkness became very much a part of him. A part he rarely let out lately.
And after all this time, he couldn't wait to get his new assignment, Crimson, all measured and marked, so he can finally have his release.
It's been so long, after all.
**
*
The Chief Castle Guard of Cloveshire walked through the corridors in large strides. There was no emergency, just some uniquely unusual reports coming from various patrolling guards. Just to be on the safe side, he felt it necessary to report it to the Head of Households. Something about the absurdity of the stories made him laugh. And he would have left it alone, had it not been for the sincere bafflement in the eyes of the last guard.
Even with Lady Agrafena's warning, about turning a blind-eye, the Chief found the night to be somewhat bland. Sure, there were some guests staying up all night, with their drunken songs surely loud at times. Yet nothing seemed outrageously weird, other than a few reports on some lone stroller in the middle of the Castle Gardens, with a dog. Granted they all observed him at a distance, and mostly in the shadows, but nothing seemed unusual, not enough to take a closer look. Reportedly, he even had one of the Queen's guard accompanying at times.
But the very last guard, who came all the way from the Garden gate, had a very concerned look. Apparently, the guy was an old, decorated general, who refused to give his credentials, and walked out through the gate. And his pet, seemed to be.. a 'one-of-a-kind breed', and she followed him along on her own volition. What seemed odd was, instead of calling it a dog, he seemed oddly specific, even respectful, mentioning the mutt. Maybe I'm over-thinking it. But one of the guests just walked out of the Castle, in the middle of the night. I think, even not an actual emergency, the Head of Households should be notified. He rationalized while knocking of Lady Agrafena's cabin door.
And to his surprise, a sleepy Linaralla opened the door.
"God! What time do you think this is..?"
"Apologies, madam. Is Lady Agrafena awake.?" He asked, quite surprised by the strange woman upfront.
"You think..??" She said with a chuckle, but her eyes stayed annoyed. He shook his head, realizing the stupidity in his query.
"I mean, I'd like to speak.."
"Is this an emergency..? An absolute emergency??"
There was a way in which she talked down, yet managed to stay respectful, which was totally new to the chief. He stood there, unsure as how to answer it. Lene said.
"Thought so. I appreciate your dedication, but my friend had a truly long and tiring day. And she's dead sleep. If it isn't an actual emergency, don't you think it'd do good, to let her have one peaceful night's sleep."
Well, it's only an old man, strolling. Not the end of the world. It can wait.
The chief nodded and bowed bye, as Lene shut the door smiling.
She went on to have a proper night's sleep. Much like her friend.
And very, very unlike her Queen.



**
*
Back in the shed.
Fyodor sat by the side, emptying the bottle, as his friend Ridgemund, aided by Yashim, bound the Queen onto a restraining device, which looked like a simple table to the untrained eye. She thanked heavens, in a rare moment of clarity, for that lecherous Jezeb blowing the hallucinogen into her mouth. Without it, she couldn't have lived through the most violatingly-thorough physical inspection of her life. In ten minutes, Ridgemund expertly took every measure imaginable in her body, from her height, and weight, calculating the mass and volume of her bosoms, to the median distance between her erect nipples when hanging free. Following along, Yashim seemed clueless for the most part, yet eager to participate, noting down the measurements, ranging from obvious to obscene, all the while suppressing his lustful smirk.
At the end of it, Elanor realized not an inch remained in her skin, unexplored by the aging Smithson, all the while staying strictly platonic, unlike the boy. Ridgemund leaned against the table, his fingers shaking from all the work. Fyodor remarked.
"What's with the shivers, Ridge..? Been drinking too much lately.?"
Ridgemund laughed out.
"Oh Belk, should you really ask? If my hand shakes, it's the sign of less booze, not more. Huh, what's with you this time..?"
Fyodor was getting a hint of it too. What is with me, tonight.? Is there something I'm not getting? Why does this feel, positively improper, deep down? This isn't the first time me doing this to a reluctant felon? She wasn't even protesting that violent, yet.. It's her eyes.. Why does she seem so sincere..? What's going on?
"Show me the registration form again." He sounded unsure. Ridgemund knew him well enough to notice the shift.
"Something off, Belk? Fabrication, you think..?"
"Well, its.. No! It's all proper, good and signed. Approved by the King himself. It all sticks together, but barely, you see.. For instance, check the underside of her tongue, its very root."
Elanor felt a distasteful rough digit invade its way under her flopping non-responsive tongue.
"Cold, ain't it.? Like unusually cold?"
Ridgemund nodded.
"Medication, you think?"
"Injection. A numbing agent, no doubt. Now read me the charges again. Her apparent crimes."
Ridge gave the file a quick look.
"Multiple attempts at coveting her sister's husband. A slave to an unnatural and unchecked libido. Well, that's hardly a crime in my book. But I see how it can derail into the incestuous, if left unchecked."
Nodding to his friend, Fyodor said.
"They are terming her a nympho..! Yet, see this..?"
The Queen shuddered in shock as a long, rigid finger gently poked into her virgin hole, with no notice. The first digit to enter it proper, in weeks. It's a good thing her loins stayed leaking, the digit was unusually dry, its movements strangely clinical. As she tightened her throat to control a potential moan, the finger retreated.
The absurdity of it all was only topped by the humiliation that unfolded right before. Elanor looked, as Fyodor extended his fingers, coated with her juices, to his friend's face.
"Notice anything..?"
Ridgemund shrugged. "She's wet.?!"
"Yes, but just wet. Like surprised wet.! Shocked and excited wet.! I'd even say, scared wet! Judging from the way she gripped on to my finger, definitely not slutty wet. Nor nympho wet, all foaming and soiling. Squirting all over the place. Come on, Ridge. We've seen it all. That's as tight a hole as I ever felt, that it almost felt sinful.! This is a virgin..Hmm.. She even tastes like one." Fyodor couldn't help but give in to temptation, the lick his finger clean. To taste the forbidden.
Elanor closed her eyes, not wanting to witness her dear uncle do the unthinkable. That satisfied humming from his lips ringed particularly torturous in her ears.
Tastes like virgin.?! What's with him tonight.? Ridgemund thought, yet nodded, playing along. He had doubts of his own.
"But you said it ain't a fabrication. It's your signature and seal. And nothing goes past that head of yours.!"
"Oh, believe it's something else. Something vicious, like truly malevolent. How many have we registered and trained personally.? How often did we see a medically numbed tongue?"
"That seemed odd to me too. Most were given a ball gag, and quite a few bite gags. The only instances of medicated gags were..? Oh, right.." Ridgemund nodded in agreement with his friend.
"The times were the accused knew too much. In case of some top positions, or direct relatives. The cases in which they knew too much dirt, Imperial secrets even. The kind that could bring entire empires down.."
"Woh..man.!!" Ridge stepped back suddenly. "You think she was a spy. Or a traitorous Baroness."
"Worse, my friend. I think the traitorous culprit got away. And as usual, they needed a scapegoat. This time, it'd be her."
For a moment there, Elanor had lost all hope. But now, she saw. There was still the Uncle Belkin she admired deep down there. The man of unshakable morals, and immovable conviction. Was he going to set me free? Was he planning on saving me for good? Elanor had long stopped thinking like a Queen. She was just a girl now, ready to be domesticated. Yet hoping to be saved from it all. Her heart pounded in anticipation.
"So what do you propose, we do.?" Ridgemund asked, knowing well what the answer would be.
"What we always did. Our job. This comes from way up in the hierarchy. From the voices that can't be contradicted. They command, we execute. Those are the rules, friend. It'd be ridiculous to re-evaluate, given how stained we're both already. Besides.. If this, Crimson.. is fated to be domesticated, I strongly suggest we don't fight it too harsh. Fate isn't something you mess with, and get away unmarked."
Elanor's heart broke from that response. She couldn't even weep, knowing the very part she played into actualizing this whole night. Point fingers all you want, but this is your own doing. Forget not..!
"So where do you want it.? And how big?" Ridge's inquiry confused the Queen.
How big? Where I want what..?!
"Give us a moment, Ridge." Fyodor said, his voice closer to how she remembered, and not the cackling ruffian a moment ago. Ridgemund walked away, preparing his equipment.
Elanor lay now, on that strong oak table, her head barely balancing at the edge, arms at an angle either sides, cuffed to the wood. Leather straps tightening her lower ribs to the surface, those legs splayed obviously, unable to fold nor stretch, cuffed at angles much like her wrists. Her breath was shallow, half in denial, half anticipating. She could feel the texture of the wood beneath stick against her sweaty back, its surface dark, soaked in the sweat of countless unfortunates, much like her, over the years. Her tummy sucked in low, in fear, her torso seeming like an almost skeleton, except for the heaving breasts.
As she stayed there staring at the rotting wooden ceiling, with her eyes about to well up, Fyodor leaned over, looking right down her face. He had never seemed more kind or saintly. Looking a bit younger, in that dim golden light, he asked in an intimate deep voice.
"Just nod if yes. Are you a virgin?"
She nodded. Her breath shivering, yet strangely calm. That response almost confirmed all his doubts instantly. He took a deep breath and continued, his gaze fixed on hers intently.
"I'm going to be as easy and fair to you as possible, except for what must be done by the royal decree. If there is still a chance for you to get out of this, if fate wills it, I'll be sure to leave enough room for that possibility. It has happened before, even those to be executed had been pardoned. I hear our Queen's heart is pure gold, I'll personally mention re-evaluating your case, on our next meet up."
Little did he knew the actual ruling monarch was right before him. Nor had Elanor a clue, that in his mind, Fyodor was mentioning the previous Queen. After all, his reality was on a different time-line. Not that knowing it would have helped, especially at this point. He continued.
"Your identity had been redacted on the forms. You could have been a Baroness, a Lady, a Princess even.. But tonight onward, you are a Domestication trainee. A registered pet. That's done, signed and sealed. No escaping it. What is it that they say..? Aah.. A rule is a rule.!"
I know.. Elanor blinked slowly, in agreement. I understand. If anyone, I should get it. Fyodor continued.
"Now, I'm going to tell you something that I really shouldn't. Whatever you've heard of domestication, it is far worse nowadays, believe me. There is a whole industry built on exploiting the servitude-periods. Based on your progress, your services must be auctioned off to generate revenue. I'm letting you know, because, I have a girl too.. And god-forbid she ever falls into a pit so vile, I only pray that someone does the same for her. Oh little Lene, that's so horrifying.."
Wiping his face once, he said.
"Here's the basics you must know. The next two week is going to truly test your limits. Essentially, they are trying to determine your type. There are three categories- Leash pets, Show fillies and Race ponies. The hardest to tame, the most spirited ones, are selected as Race ponies. And the ones who give in too easily to submission, are deemed Leash pets. Race ponies are trained brutally, and auctioned, or leased off regularly. Like any competitive sport, the ones who make it through, come out of it subservient still, yet at peak physicality. Leash pets are treated the worst. It's the basic bitch, open to all exploitation."
Elanor listened, remembering what she had heard about pony racing. Visualizing herself running tracks, pulling a cart while getting her rear whipped red. She didn't want to be in that place, but the image just refused to fade. Fyodor continued.
"Now by law, a Leash pet is considered a low-tier subhuman, so any self-respecting man would avoid using its nether. But this puts them in the worst situation. Unless some Lord finds it amusing to keep you as a house pet, and believe me, there are quite a few. But in truth, almost all leash pets end up deemed stress-relievers for the slave class. Yes, they might act high and mighty now, but all these Lords have well-trained slaves toiling in their plantation. And the best way to keep them motivated is rewarding with an obedient leash pet."
It struck her then, that she is less likely to be a race pony, especially with her body fattened up lately, thanks to Lady Adriana's diet plan. And the image of a gang of sweaty, dirty slaves wasn't hard to conjure up either. She already did a great job flaunting at them every other day at Adriana's plantation, asking for her dance partner. Wait, am I to end up a breeding pet for the slave lot.? Wait, that'd mean my chastity..? Oh no! This humiliation is one thing, but I can't lose my chastity.! The absurdity of her worries never registered to the Queen.
"Believe me, that's no fate for a frail little thing like you." Fyodor broke her thoughts.
"Thankfully, only the naturally and overtly submissive are considered Leash pets. Which brings us to Show Fillies..! Listen up girl. If you end up serving time, if you have any sense, aim to be a show filly. All you have to do is fail at the athletics, yet try the best to not seem submissive. And obviously, have a supremely seductive body. Not a problem, right? Being a show pony, provided you have the stomach for the obvious exploitation, it is a heaven with chains. Apart from the occasional show-races, and parades, that is... You'll be pampered, treated like a Princess. Like an actual Princess.! Truth be told, you are already built like a damn good one! Just go for it, okay?"
Elanor was now starting to feel at peace. Maybe this is how it's supposed to go. Maybe I'm destined to make a great show pony. It's not like I was any epitome of monarchical standards. Was I ever any good as a Queen?! Maybe this is my second chance, to leave this life, and be good at something, finally.
Then she heard it, that angry screaming rant from deep within, suddenly getting the full picture. Snap out of it, will you.?! Nothing has changed, and nothing is lost. Sure, measuring the exact diameter of her anal opening with her Uncle holding her thighs wasn't ideal. But nothing has happened that can't be fixed. Snap out of it girl! It is not like he was some creepy clergyman with his eastern sexual mysticism, with the spell of his magic fingers. This is Uncle Belkin, your Uncle Belkin.
By his own words, the registered pet's guardian is the Head of Households. Meaning, whatever may happen tonight, he was to return the Queen intact, to her Mistress. If this was an oversight, Mistress would be looking for me all over the Castle right now. And soon, she'll be here. She'll walk right in, any minute. At worst, she'll be here by early dawn. She's the Head of Households! The patrolling guards, those bloody wretched bastards.. They must have notified her of the suspicious activity near the outer walls by now. Just hold on, Nora.. Don't give in. Bella is coming. Just hold on.
Suddenly, she felt Fyodor's caring caress upon her right cheek. Wow, isn't he a bit too close to my lips for comfort..?! What's he saying now?
Fyodor looked into her eyes, not knowing why he can't look away. He told her now, the truly tragic part of domestication, to him at least.
"See, that's not the worst of it all. Especially for someone so physically pure. A rare virgin fated to do this.! See, all convicted ones are considered sub-human. A glorified herd of cattle, for entertainment of all kinds. To bet on, ride around, and auction off. And of course, for fulfilling all their deviant carnality. There's even a provision to use the less promising ones strictly as breeding stock. But one thing that no one will ever do to a domesticated pet, is consider it worthy of a kiss. Which is hilarious, as the trainers pat and peck actual pets all the time. So, if things go terribly wrong, in these two weeks of training, I don't want you to feel missed out on it either."
Wait.. Why is he leaning forward.? What is he getting at.?! Don't make this any worse. Umm..
"I don't do this ever. Other than my wife.. But knowing your state, I can't let you torture yourself, wondering what a kiss feels like, when they use you for all things wrong. This is, girl.. My way of comforting you.. A sweet memory for you to cherish, for a virgin like you, enduring the trials and tribulations of the training.. Your first, and probably only, kiss.."
Oh no, God! No... please.. pweezz
The voices never went past her throat, thanks to the injection. And her eyes failed to convey what her rational mind, her remaining sense of shame, screamed. Elanor felt his right index finger carefully push her numb tongue back into her open, salivating mouth. It wiped her chin clean, of all the drooling saliva. Then he slowly closed her lips into a pout with his digits. She wanted to close her eyes, turn her head to the side even. Anything to signal her discomfort, to let him know the undeniable taboo of what was about to happen.
To save him, at least, from the depths of disgrace she can't seem to avoid.
But she did nothing. At least, her body did.
Staying frozen, staring right back at him, almost invitingly, she finally felt his thick mustache pin against her upper grooves. And her lips embraced the warm press, the rough texture of his aging dead skin. When the heat of his exhalation grazed the sensitive ridge beneath her septum, however, she felt something in her soul give in. Was she yearning for his approval, in some sense, still? Did she want him pleased, even if it took reciprocating in such a state..? No one was listening to these queries, as her lips parted, giving way to his tongue, letting it rub some warmth over her numb taste-buds. As he leaned in full, surprising Ridgemund, his thick beard nuzzling upon her bare neck and cleavage, Elanor felt the stimulation peak.
Particularly for a kiss, it was too hot.
Too wrong, and way too long.
But it wasn't like she could say something, or do. Nor did she want to object, within seconds of drinking in her tutor. His thick manly musk rushed into her well-trained nose, and it was the final nail. Her loins were ready for the taking, the whole body relaxed to a limp state, her legs splaying on its own, awaiting the inevitable. Then again, what inevitable..?! He did say, just a kiss.
As Fyodor broke it off, looking down at her gasping for more, her skin almost glowing coated with sweat, he realized. Heat of the moment is very real. And he recognized, as clear as he could, what confused him, intrigued him, for the most part of the night. He saw something familiar, in her shining eyes. The old man couldn't help, but blurt out.
"Your eyes, girl.. Those eyes.. I feel like I know you, dear."
Maybe it's the closeness. Or the way the light hit his face now, obscuring the wrinkles and almost all his grays. He had never looked closer to Uncle Belkin from her memories, that young attentive Horse trainer who helped her onto her first pony. It almost felt like he was initiating her for the next adventure. He continued, with a hint of horror in his voice. Did he just recognize me, from my eyes..? Or, what it my sound..?
"I hope I'm wrong. Because.. If not, I probably broke a great taboo. With a soul so close to my heart, that it'd be a grave sin, if true. God no! It's a good thing you can't talk. Or that mask is sealed."
Fyodor wasn't particularly talking to her. If anything, he was thinking out loud, calming himself of the sudden revelation. Elanor had no doubts, however. He knew now. Sir Fyodor Belkin, the man who taught her to overcome her fears the first time. The very few ideals of true paternal virtue in her life. Her own Uncle Belkin, will forever remember her as the horny show pony he kissed away into slavedom. That innocent girl, his favorite student, long gone, given to her own lust for all he knew.
When she opened her eyes again, he was gone. And her head now stayed tight, strapped by the forehead. She could still hear them talk. Elanor didn't know then, but there were two mandatory formalities left. One of them being, her identification tattoo. Ridgemund said.
"Well, discreet you say.? That eliminates her chin, and the small of her back. How about in a straight line, right between her belly button and vagina?"
Ridgemund didn't understand why his friend suddenly wanted the tattoos to be discreet. Wasn't that the whole point. To mark them explicitly for life, for all to see..?? Fyodor said.
"I was thinking more towards the top."
"Her breasts?? I thought you said discreet." Ridge sounded confused.
"Under-breasts, genius.?" Fyodor replied, clearly angry at the new development. "It's a ten-digit code. You need the whole breast for it.? Just use the smallest standard font. A single line, under her left bosom."
As Ridgemond double-checked the equipment, nodding his head, Fyodor continued.
"Use the cheap ink, not the ultra-permanent one. Hopefully she gets off sooner, and the ink fades fast enough. You think it'll stay well-concealed.?"
Ridge looked at his friend's sudden strange care, especially in his tone, towards the new girl.
"It'll do. But I must warn. I heard it hurts like hell in the tight spots."
"It's a tattoo, Ridge. It'll burn a bit, big deal. Get it done quick, will ya?" Fyodor said assertively, doing a better job this time, hiding his inner turmoil. "Where did you keep that bottled moonshine?"
"Second shelf to the right. You go ahead and pour one. I'll be done in a minute. I'll take care of the mold as well.."



Ridge replied calmly, realizing something was bothering him. Did he know this girl?! Anyhow, he needed some assistance, so he screamed. "YASHIM..!! You peeping fool, get in here."
Yashim, who had been watching the whole thing through the cracks in the wooden wall, ran in and took position, holding down her thighs from shaking. Ridgemund, as usual, placed a wooden spoon between her teeth, so she could bite into something in case the pain was too much. He had seen girls smiling through hours, and crying out at the first prick. Pain differs for each, and he wasn't taking any chances. Elanor endured through it well, hoping the ink is something that can be removed relatively easily. She had no experience, nor idea, of body tattoos beforehand. Was she in for a surprise.?!
When it was over, Ridgemund wiped away the excess ink, blew over it once. It was well hidden to normal view, but in case one needed to inspect, it read underneath her slightly sagging left breast, her Domestication Identification Number as the newly registered pet.
::XIVLNR0601::
It was clean and simple. And burned like hell, for the moment.
Before she got used to the sting, if felt suddenly like her hole loins were burning. Not with desire, but with flaming fire, as the Queen almost spasmed, feeling a hot ring against her pubis. Both the men were surprisingly sturdy, gripping down her torso, making sure her hip didn't move an inch, even with all her strength. Elanor bit violently into the wooden spoon, it almost cracking, an animalistic scream of pure pain escaping from the depths of her throat.
She had no clue what was happening. And that made it all the worse, her heart beating in terror. As her glazed eyes focused finally, feeling the pressure of that wretched hot circle relieve from around her vagina, she saw Ridgemund before, in a full teethed smile, of wicked satisfaction. With a small circular metallic box in his hand was, about the diameter of his palm. And feeling a new depth of shame, Elanor realized that it was a wax box. A molding primer. And within it captured, in the still setting wax, a perfect mold of her virgin pussy. Enjoying her bemusement, he clarified.
"It's protocol Crimson, to take the mold of the merchandise. Especially for the rare virgin ones. The ones with actual preserved virginity, with matching molds, can be auctioned off a pleasure pets for ridiculous amounts. Now don't do anything stupid, and stretch out that pussy alright. It's Imperial property now..!"
As he walked away, to process the mold, Elanor kept convulsing, still feeling the slight burn on her nether. Ridgemund felt like cutting her some slack, some natural pain-relief the old way. Yet, on second thoughts, it felt odd. For one, the way his old friend treated her a moment ago. And two, well he wasn't a wretched pervert. It was his job, and he did it regardless how it made him feel. At any rate, he wasn't going to give the tongue, that too to a girl young enough to be his kid.! What else? He looked around.
Yashim still stood at her feet, his hungry eyes of nineteen following her breasts, heaving up and down with her breath. Ridgemund chuckled, and asked.
"Yashim, my boy. Is it true that you are the best tongue, south of town?"
"What?! Says who..??" It simultaneously startled and perplexed the young man, the look in his uncle's eyes.
"You dumb mule.. You aren't the only one that Grushenka welcomes to her bed.! She does me too, like half the town. Yet she can't shut up about you, and your gifted tongue. Now be a man, and help this girl out."
"What do you mean?" Yashim played dumb, his heart brimming with pride, at the comments his uncle meant as an insult.
Ridgemund gave him a crooked smile. But stopped suddenly and warned, his voice stern.
"Just the tongue. No funny business. This is royal merchandise now, and a virgin at that. A wrong move, and soon that tongue will be all you playing with. I'll be with Sir Belkin, finishing her paper-work. I don't need to see this."
Elanor just woke up from the pain, barely hearing what he said. Tongue?? What tongue..?! Where the hell is Bella..? She tilted her head around, seeing the shadow of Ridge leaving. Then she felt something heavy get up on to the table, it's heat right next to her thighs. What was that?
As she felt a hand grip her inner left thigh, Elanor started convulsing, trying to resist tied as she was, worming her way backwards. Particularly, the recent pain had turned her totally defensive, like a cornered stray cat. It was one thing to stay relatively compliant, knowing who was doing what. But now things were a lot blurry. And she wasn't having it.
Elanor felt the hand leave, and the elastic strap holding her temple down snapping from a side, releasing her head to move freely. Only that, she was already at the edge of the table, with the straps on her wrists and ankles holding her back, at its limit. And she realized, her neck was no more supported by the table, as her head flipped back, hanging from the edge. In fear of falling, she stopped moving any further, as she heard Yashim talk.
"Uh.. Please don't panic. And please don't kick me face."
He sounded naively young, and his accented speech had an air of helplessness. Almost making her give him the benefit of the doubt. Yashim was perfectly aware of the way girls fell into his sweet, non-threatening diction. He had even narrowed it down to a few key phrases, intonations and facial expressions.
"I'm just trying to help. Help with pain. See, I'm going to release your feet now. Please, no kicking."
It wasn't like she had much choice. Elanor stayed still, as he unbuckled the restraint on her left ankle. That didn't help at all, actually. Her leg was still numb and restrained, in that god-damn fetish stocking contraption, not able to stretch or move properly.
"I am going to trust you. I only want to help. So don't kick me face, as I take off this leather.. This .. what is this.? Stocking.?!"
My thoughts exactly, kid. Please take it off.
The Queen felt relieved as she felt his hands moving around, trying to undo the multiple straps and bindings on her left leg. There was a snap. Sound of a few knots being undone. And suddenly, Elanor felt her left leg stretch open. Her knee felt like it was numbing cold, with steaming water sprinkled all over. And once he peeled off the whole stocking, in an instant the blood flow started up proper. And the sweat coating her basked in the fresh air, a sweet cold sweeping up her entire left leg. It still stayed largely out of her coordination, as she could barely move her pinky at will, now.
It was such a relief, after all this time, that she simply laid back, her head still hanging down, hair undone and touching the floor. It felt so relaxing, like lying on the floor after a grueling practice session with Lady Adriana, collecting one's breath. Elanor stayed there, waiting for him to do the same to her right leg.
"Lady, I'm raising your hip now, to put support.."
Support?! What d'you mean? What support? She tried to take another glance, barely seeing the boy's face this time, him drinking a mouthful of something from a small glass container. Before she could figure what, her head fell back to its original position. Yashim emptied the bottle into his mouth, and tossed it sideways. There was a distinct sweet aroma in the air all of a sudden. Elanor helped raise her hip, as she felt a nice silky cushion sliding down to the small of her back. One more was added, this time right under her sweating ass cheeks.
What's this now.? Why can't he untie the rest soon? The Queen was getting frustrated, and rightfully a little worried, feeling his arm slide under her bound thigh, and grab her pelvic joint in a steady lock. She realized something was off, as his other hand gripped the left leg. Oh, no! This can't be good..
Elanor turned into that old cornered stray in an instant, convulsing her whole body, protesting blatantly, to whatever he meant to do. She didn't realize, that she was precisely playing into his hands. That this was a move he had perfected by now, like his speech. She put up a great struggle for a minute at maximum, draining all energy left in her body, all the while he hugged on to her pelvis like a bear, not budging an inch. By the end of it, all she could anymore was breath. Laying back with her head hanging off the edge, Elanor felt that exhausted. And she felt it, his warm breath on her unprotected recently burned clit.
Yashim pouted his lips, and began pouring out the mouthful of honey he had just taken, alongside her waiting snatch. She's not burnt, it's just her fear, he knew. But she could use some comfort in knowing it's just honey. That it'd help with any burns. And more importantly, the girl was reeking of dirt, and sweat, and piss. Not to mention the oily wax from a moment ago. If he were to dive right in face first, well, he could use some flavor. And boy, did he love honey.!
Elanor felt relieved, as her nose picked up the overpowering scent. Honey! Thank goodness..! It feels so heavenly against my privates. Why didn't he say so? That he was just applied the medicine.. I wouldn't have tried and kicked.. OH MY!
She felt it then, the warmth of his slippery tongue, grazing the creases of her pelvic joint. And she heard.
"Crimson..! Did you know you had a mole upon your left thigh. It looks like a starfish, a tiny, tiny starfish. Initially I thought it was just dirt, but.. umm." She shuddered in shame as his tongue slathered her private secret in his saliva.
"It tastes fine.. Not exactly your thigh though.. Maybe an inch down from your left pelvic joint.. It's very sweet and sensuous, such a slutty birth-mark huh?? Don't worry, it will be our secret." His tongue continued to do the heaven's work.
Ouch!!
She trembled, shaking her knees. Was it teeth, you damn cretin..?!!
"Don't worry Crimson. It's just a hickey, right next to the star-fish. With the Master's marking your skin, I thought I should follow suit. It'll look good by tomorrow. Here, let me lick you well.."
Elanor hated that he called it the star-fish. That was a secret between Barthomius and her, his 'dainty starfish' as he'd lustfully call, while going down on her, the very few times she convinced him to. Barthomius didn't enjoy giving oral pleasure, though he insisted on getting, though rarely convincing her. Unlike someone, who's practically dining in her hips.
Aaaahh..!!
Elanor felt her spine curve into a bow, as Yashim continued to tickle her virgin folds with his oral tool. She felt absolutely weightless a couple of times, her torso raising up, barely touching the wooden table, balancing barely on her elbows and that one good free feet, while the boy nibbled on the honey-coated treat like an army of ants.
It wasn't just his nimble licks, but a culmination of the whole night, that fueled the Queen's lust now. It all flashed in her mind, like flashes of a sweet waking dream, for what should have been a nightmare. Be it the snicker from that elderly guard, that she blocked out of her mind, looking down her bobbing behind as she licked clean his buddies dirty shoe. Or savoring the taste of the strings of spittle connecting her lips to the very baked Jezeb, right after he kissed her into a lungful of his finest Blue poppy smoke. Letting her fly through the night at times. Or be it the reluctance she recognized in her very loyal Mistress, right before she stepped on her Queen's skull, plunging it into that slimy soup-filled dog-bowl, just as instructed by her dear Uncle Belkin.
Yes. Not the Leash Master, but her very own sweet uncle. Who had been kind enough to fill her heart, with his final sweet kiss, before marking her skin for a lifetime of domestication. Eww..?! These are the things I despised throughout the night, especially that kiss. I hated that kiss, didn't I?? Well, if I did, then why am still leaking so profusely at the mere thought. Why do I feel like my ovaries are about to cream..? And what is that tempting scratch against my core..?
Seriously, what is it? His right hand is holding down my free leg, so it might be him fingering me.. But it can't be. Not with him licking me so vociferously at the same time, and boy, had he been starving for pussy..! It's been so long since I'd been properly fingered that I can't even tell if it's just his tongue.
There! I felt it again. That's definitely a poking finger, and a very stimulating one at that. But if he's not doing my.. Wait a minute.. Is he fiddling my arsehole..?!! Eikk.. But it's wrong, and unhygienic, and..
And.. Aaaahh..!!
Nngggghh.. ehh..
Elanor's left foot gripped the wooden table as best as she could, as she lifted her pelvis in a shudder, pushing it against the young man, while her mind focused on the blissful burst that released from her loins into his waiting face. It didn't take him by surprise, however, Yashim increasing the rate of fingering the girl's virgin asshole. None of these were firsts for him, especially forcing a squirt out of a tramp. A broken, beaten, willing tramp at that. He smirked at her with contempt, knowing full well that his big toe could have made her anally orgasm, had he been mean spirited.
Yashim looked up, wiping his face clean against her thigh. He had no way of seeing her face, with her head hanging over the edge, but her heaving breasts made it clear enough. She's in bliss now. Like all them sluts, minutes after getting to know my tongue. He kissed her mound to be sure, gently sucking in her engorged clit, squished right between his slimy teeth.
Sing to me sweetums, how sensitive the bitch still is.
Mmmmphh..!! Elanor had no clue, thankfully, how loud that moan was.
Oh, this is one horny bitch..! She's still on that wave, huh?? Riding high and blissful.. If any nineteen-year-old would know as much from a mere moan, Yashim would. After all, it wasn't his first time, trapping a girl with his bare tongue, only to rob her off her virginity, while she's lost to the orgasmic bliss . A bliss of her own making. And none had ever complained. Not even the two who ended up carrying, thankfully both faithfully married now.
And how could you complain, when you are all too spent, from all that cumming.. Dumb sluts.. Haha..! Just like my brother said, if a bitch let's you poke her rear. Then all else is fair game.
As Elanor reveled in the pleasure that finally graced her in this long, tiring, humiliating night, Yashim sat up on his haunches, his pants already on the corner crumbled. The Queen parted her thighs of her own volition, even in daze, as she felt the warmth of his tongue back on her nether. This is too good to miss out on, she needed more..! She deserved some release.
It didn't bother her that his tongue felt a lot heavier. That it lacked the slippery slime of spittle, nor the tantalizing texture. She did notice the way it pulsed, and how her clit pulsed back in response. And she loved how him simply placing it between made it sink into the folds of her mounds, almost parting the fleshy outer lips, yet safely outside the inner lips still. The veiny pulse almost made it seem like her lips, her inner vaginal lips were giving sweet kisses to the meaty tongue, for making her cum few moments ago. Why would a tongue feel veiny..? Now that was a puzzle. A puzzle she never truly entertained. For she was too far gone, deep in bliss. Such was his tongue for her.
Crimson. Let it be a parting gift, my dick, to you. And your virginity to me.
There was a truly malicious shine in his eyes, as Yashim knelt before the Queen's parted legs, with his thick semi-hard nine inch member placed right against her pussy lips. Virginity is one thing he treasured in girls. It always gives her an air of true innocence, quite evident in simply an hour after losing it. He had witnessed it first hand, in all the girls he had deflowered, right as they wake up from that state of bliss. Right as they grasp the reality of their purity. Their possibly well-bred womb. Their blush of shame, and tears of sin.
True, virginity is a thing of beauty. And here, dear Crimson, or whatever your name is.. Let me rid it, of you.
There was a sudden movement by the door, a gust of air, and true fear for life flashing in Yashim's eyes, as he ducked in an instant. A true display of his agility, which possibly saved him from a concussion, as a silver chalice flew past his head, missing it barely, and clashed on to the wall beside. It took him a moment to realize what had happened, at which point, Yashim rolled back to his feet and ran out the shed.
A few seconds before.
Right when Yashim was about to score his latest conquest, the very drunk Ridgemund walked in, holding a chalice full of mead. Being a man dedicated to his craft, and it's sanctity his whole life, it only took him a moment, to sober up knowing what was about to unfold. He screamed at his horny underling, not just for disobeying, but possibly putting them both at risk for defiling what is now essentially an Imperial property. The property being the newly registered pet's verified virginity.! He threw the chalice at Yashim, in a fit of anger, and proceeded to grab the first thing he could to cement the point.
Running out into the night, Yashim heard he clear command.
"Stop right there, kid.!"
There was something about Ridgemund's voice that made him freeze. Yashim turned around in surrender, knowing full well how bad he messed up. He expected to see his uncle raging back at him. If anything, Ridgemund looked like a disappointed parent. He said.
"You'll pay for your mistake, but not now. Come back, I have a few more errands for you.."
Even in fright, Yashim found it odd. A few more errands..?! It's the middle of the night! What do you expect me to do..? Then again he noticed what the old man was gripping now, in his left fist.
A rusty old cleaver.
As Yashim returned to the shed, Ridgemund checked the girl's state.
"You'll pay Yashim, and so will this bitch. I mean, look at her.. About to lose the last thing of hers with any worth, and she lays there willing and welcoming..?! Take out the wax ball, and hang it right above her snatch. Let's burn some shame into this bitch, or some sense at least. Nothing reminds one, like pain..!"
Oouh.! Even the boy found it a bit too cruel. But he knew exactly what the old man intended, and he was in no position to object. Nor did he want to, partly.
Wax ball, as he recalled, was a rare tool imported from the lands of the orient, a modification of their infamous water-drip torture technique. Only it had molten wax, instead of water. It's basically a mirror-finished weighted silver ball, the size of a coconut, chained on three sides, to be hung from the ceiling. And on top of it, a special holder for the custom-made extra-thick ivory white wax candle that came with it. The lit candle is to stay on top of the ball, and the device is to be hung above the desired target, so that over a period of time the whole wax gets melted onto the target, in painfully slow drips. And with it now lit and ready, hanging over Elanor's splayed legs, right above her pulsing clit, Yashim didn't even bother suppressing the grin.
A grin he became conscious of only after noticing the same on the old man's face. He stood next to Ridgemund, hands folded behind, waiting for his own lesson. What he attempted was wrong, and fucked up. He knew now, as he awaited his boss, for some proper corporal punishment.
"Not the slap, my boy. I know you by now, you'll just endure it blind. Unlike this bitch, who'd enjoy it rather. If the point is to punish, then one must know what hurts the most. And it changes from person, depends on what they truly value. So you bloody son of a peasant, I'm cutting your wages. Half pay for the next two months, and mind you, I'm being lenient. For what you almost did, could've easily gotten our necks to the guillotine..!"



That truly was a blow, to the impulsive young lad, who truly wished to be rich one day. But he simply nodded.
..nnghhaaHH..!!
That was Elanor, responding to the first drop of hot wax, bringing her back to senses.
BELAA..!! What's taking you SO LONG..?!!
As her whole being convulsed, a gleeful Ridgemund leaned over and whispered.
In the very ears of his Queen.
"It's made for cunts like you, who mislead the naive young ones.. Serves you right.!"
**
*
The Morning After
It was a beautiful morning for Bellatrix. Feeling well rested, she quickly fixed herself, and rushed to check with Tabitha. About the preparations so far. This was a very important day for Her Majesty, a lot of her agenda depended solely on the results of this meet. Bella double-checked with the kitchen about the dining requisites, reminded the maids to make sure the venue looks perfect, even personally checking the alignment, of furniture, crockery, even name tags.
This Meet means a lot to Her Highness, much like the tasks of mine. Nothing shall go wrong tonight. On her way to the Queen's chamber, Bella ran across the Castle chief guard.
"Lady Agrafena, can I have a moment of your.."
"Not now. I must prepare Her Highness.."
"Apologies lady. But I thought Her Highness went back to the Palace last night.."
"Yes, she did... I meant, the chamber. Her chamber. I must prepare Her Highness's chamber.!"
The chief shook his head, not really listening.
"Lady Agrafena, there had been talks, about some unusual sightings last night. Something about an older gentleman strolling alone.."
"It's alright, chief. Nothing serious, right..? I did tell you some of them might act out.." Bella said, exhaling relieved. Goodness, it's just some old man. For a moment I thought some might have spotted her Majesty..! That would have been some pickle..
"Just that, something felt off about it. This guy left the premises on his own. Apparently he's a guest, though he refused to identify himself. And from the last report, he still hasn't returned. So..."
"Oh, that could be an issue. Do one thing, let's meet in my official chamber, say in fifteen minutes. There's something I must check first."
As the chief bowed, and left, Bellatrix hurried to the secret passage. It was already too late, she must release Her Highness soon. Right by the corner, she ran into Linaralla.
"Hey dear, had breakfast..?"
"Bella, no.. Its nothing. I was just at father's quarters, and I just can't find him."
"Do not worry, Lene. He must have gone out for a morning walk. Being back here, you know.. With Minister Grinwald, perhaps. Relax, he's not going to get lost. I can send a guard to search for, if you'd like."
"Oh, don't. You're right. I'm over-reacting. He knows this place, he'll be fine. I just hope he took the medication on time. I'm famished by the way. Care to join me for breakfast."
"I'm afraid my plate's full already. You carry on, dear."
Bella wasted no time to get back into the Queen's chamber. Especially after that last task, she didn't want the Queen anymore mad. Maybe I shouldn't have left her alone in that impossible suit.? Not with a numbed tongue, at least..? As Bella looked around the chamber, she was baffled.
There was no sign of the Queen, not on the bed, nor on the floor. Did the Queen manage to free herself..? That would be something..! Where was the fetish outfit, then? Wait, it doesn't make any sense. Even the linens look fresh as new. Everything exactly where she left, including the empty dog bowl. I should have checked, last night itself. Did Her highness even make it back to the chamber..?! Where else could she be, stuck somewhere in the corridors still, or trapped in the wrong secret passage..? God, this is getting worse by the minute. Or, could it be..
The Castle chief rose up startled, as the Head of Households barged in.
"Tell me chief, this man. What felt so odd, about him..?"
"It was a kid who reported him, Lady. Apparently the man looked like a well-decorated war hero, quite evident from the medals adorning his uniform."
"Wait..? He was in full uniform..?! Did he look handicapped in any way.."
"Well, the kid said, he barely moved his right hand. Like it's been paralyzed, or a wooden prosthetic. That's what I find the most intriguing. Apparently, he had a pet."
Bella had to consume all her strength, just not crumble into the floor by the sudden realization. She said, her voice coarse and low.
"Go on.."
"Well, he said it was a pet. But then would never give a straight answer any further. Like he couldn't even tell what breed of dog it was. Or even, it was a dog. There had been cases of illegal exotic pets, but I don't know.. And it didn't make sense.. He said it was too dark. Unfortunately, it was one of the low priority garden gates, so.."
Bellatrix felt the darkness engulfing her sight from all sides.
The meet is about to start, the Queen is missing, and probably with a senile old man. A man Bella herself had put in charge, in her infinite ignorance. In her unjustified arrogance.
This could be, the end, of all normalcy..!
She must get to that garden gate. She must start somewhere.
Be safe and sound, my Queen.
Just be safe.
**
*
Waking up felt far better for the Queen. There was no sunlight directly hitting her face. The Royal Chamber in Cloveshire was designed for rest and pleasure, or so she heard. And so far, she wasn't complaining. Feeling her body waking up, yet not wanting to open her eyes, Elanor laid down with her head hanging from the edge of her bed. And remembered the flashes from last night's dream.
What a wild one, it was..?! Me, with Uncle Belkin..? She never knew she thought of him that way. Not even sub-consciously. As she tried to rub her eyes, she felt a gentle yank on her right wrist. Wait.. That was a dream, right.? Elanor slowly realized, it wasn't the silk bedding, but a wooden plank, that she felt against her naked back. As she felt the strap against her right thigh, she had no more doubts. This is the reality. The reality which she was trapped in, for a couple hours now.
And no one had come to her rescue.
Opening her eyes, she looked up. Yes, that damned rotten wooden ceiling again.! I'm still here. Chained and drained. And surprisingly well rested, except for the neck pain. From her head hanging freely all night. Stretching her nape, she leaned rightwards, looking into the other room through gaps in the wooden wall. The two men, her trainers, were still there, completely knocked out. Looking outside, she was instantly horrified. It wasn't early morning, she was already well into the day. The green grasslands out the window where glowing in the sunlight.
'This is bad. This is really, really bad! I don't think Bella is coming, Nora..'
For a moment, Elanor had no clue how to proceed. She simply laid down, back to her original position, putting her free left leg back on the table. The events of the night flashed in her mind. Being led into the shed by that young man, enduring the humiliation of being measured all over, them taking a mold of her virgin pussy, the pain of being tattooed.. God! I was tattooed..?!
Suddenly, the she was aware of the burning pain under her left breast. The Queen, is the embodiment of the Kingdom. Be it by her King's side, or ruling. Her unblemished skin, serenity of Wolkenshire. To deface it is to commit treason.! God forbid, if anyone finds out. Not just for her sake, but for the sake of her Uncle Belkin. Somehow it felt deeply shameful, calling him by that name, like the innocent Nora used to. You are far from her now, Princess.. And that young cretin, with his tongue. Sure, he knew what he was doing, but still. I almost blacked out. But it was interrupted when that old buffoon barged in with that..
Just as she thought, she felt its cold against her left shin. The cleaver he had lodged into the wooden table, to scare away the boy. Wait.? It's still here..?!
Elanor leaned forward, trying her best to look horizontally, towards her feet. He head won't move easily, still hanging from the edge of the table. While she was twitching with orgasm last night, a part of her mask got tangled to a hook on the underside of the table. A hook, similar to the ones her limbs were chained to. She wiggled her shoulders, worming her way backwards, and managed to loosen it, just enough so she could barely look to her feet. And she felt overjoyed by what she saw.
Yes, it's still there.!
Maybe I can free myself using... I can't use my hands.. Well, I can try gripping it with my left toes. It's worth a try..
In the next grueling twenty minutes, Elanor managed to cut the belts, and the layers of her right legging loose enough to free the limb, without injuring herself. With her mask still stuck to the hook beneath, she had to rely more on her spacial awareness, than sight itself. It was quite strenuous a task, that by the end she was dripping with sweat, almost suffocating her skin within that tight mask.
But well worth it. Once freed of the tight bindings, feeling the blood flow with ease back to her extremities, Elanor knew she had to get out of this god-damn costume as soon as possible. She just had to. It felt paradisal, the sensation of fresh cool morning air contacting her skin, after so long. Now about the rest. The Queen knew by now. Though athletic, she wasn't flexible, nor dexterous enough to free her hands the same way, gripping the cleaver with her toes. Not without some serious injury, anyhow. But she had to get out of this mess soon.
Elanor tightened her core, tucked in her knees and rolled on to her back, tumbling herself over the edge of the table. She did it so quick that it almost felt like bouncing off the edge. A sudden child-like elation graced her face, as she landed safely on her feet, her head almost getting a mild whiplash. Finally, things are working my way!
Elanor felt so gleeful. She hadn't even given it a proper thought. What if she had hurt herself doing so? What if she had toppled the table itself, waking up the two men? It was impulsive, desperate, stupid, and it worked.! Elanor felt like dancing, as she felt the cool air caress her sweaty cheek. And then it occurred to her. She no longer had the mask!
As she rolled on her back, a part of her mask was still attached to the hook. And it got ripped apart, by the force of her whole body tumbling, leaving a large chunk of it hanging from the hook. The rest of it scrunched up around her messy pigtails. I must look really stupid now, huh..? Elanor was relieved and worried. Relieved because the damn thing was finally off her face, letting her skin breathe. Worried because, if any of them woke up, there wasn't anything shielding her identity.
'Relax! It'd take a thunder to wake them..'
She quickly freed her right hand using her teeth. Thankfully they chose ropes, instead of chains. It felt great, finally being able to stretch her fingers, her both palms bound into paws now for more than eight hours. Twisting her wrists and popping the knuckles, Elanor arching her spine. Her left wrist, still strapped to the table. 'Oh! How good it feels, to finally stretch. Wait, is that a horse I hear..? ... hm.. Maybe not, maybe I'm just being paranoid.' Moving on to freeing her left arm, she heard it clearly.
"YASHIM...! Uncle RIDGE...! Anybody home?"
Elanor turned startled, looking to the next room. Both men were still asleep. Who could it be, then? And why does he sound familiar.? Elanor saw the door to the main room was still open, and realized it'd be better to keep it closed. As she launched forward from her crouch, without a thought, she was stopped by her yanking left arm, still tied to the table. It made the table shake a bit, and the unexpected happened. The large cleaver, which was already on the edge, slipped off and fell on the floor with a loud THUD!
The door was still open, a few feet out of her reach, thanks to the bound hand, and now she heard him again.
"Is someone in there? Uncle Ridge! I'm here to get Laisa hoofed. I'm coming in.."
As she heard his steps on the wooden floor, Elanor realized she couldn't afford to make a sound. And closing the door was not an option anymore. As she gently retreated to her original position, to crouching at the far corner with her arm tied up, it puzzled her.
That voice.? Why does it sound so familiar..? Wait, is that..??
Jokshun..?!
Jokshun opened the old shed door, it creaking loudly. Elanor curled up into a ball at one corner, her right arm wrapped around her shins, hugging it tight against her bare torso, trying her best to cover her skin with skin. She felt her heels push into her bare bottom cheeks, her breasts squeezed against her knees, her red disgraced face buried in the middle, doing her best to sprawl her hair over like a blanket. Even with her shoulders trembling, the Queen tried her best, and maintained an even, calm breathing. She could hear her heart beat like drums, and she hoped it wasn't loud enough to call attention.
By now, there was no doubt. Especially the way he spoke, with an almost prepubescent politeness. It was Jokshun. Elanor heard him try to wake up the drunk farrier, and the old man talking gibberish in his stupor. She heard him ask for Yashim, and getting no response, he stepped towards the adjacent room. 'Wait, is he coming this way.? Oh no! He's coming in. Is this how this ends? Being caught by Jokshun, my dimwit stagecoach driver, of all people. Sshh..' Elanor hugged herself tight, fingers digging into her skin, a tear about to escape her, all thoughts disappearing, giving way to panic. With only the sound of her heart beating, in a full-sprint now. Her eyes petrified, seeing his gloved left-hand grip the doorway, about to walk in , looking for Yashim.
Suddenly he turned his head, as they both heard the clomping hoofs outside, riding towards the shed. What just happened..?! Elanor couldn't believe her luck, as the man exited the shed suddenly, closing the door behind. At the same time, she realized they had a new guest. And more will be coming since the day is about to get busy. She was running out of time, and she must leave, now. Elanor quickly freed her left arm, and ran out the open back door, jumping off the wooden platform. Her feet dove into the swampy mud right outside, making her wobble for balance, falling on her face.
The grass cushioned the impact, by some miracle.
The Queen looked ahead. It almost looked like endless green grasslands ahead. Cloveshire was the other way, but there is no way she can head there. Not least because of the stranger talking to Jokshun, whose muffled voices she can still hear. But the fact that she was still buck ass naked.
'But I don't have to be. I just saw the old man's coat on the floor. And surely his boots must be right next. It's better than nothing. Even if I'm to head the other way, I must cover myself somehow. Anything is an improvement over this.' Elanor thought, trying to release the hooks of her tight mini-corset. She turned around and began to sneak back into the shed, right when she heard.
BAAM..!
Someone just kicked-in the door.
Too late, Nora..! The Queen turned around and began wading away from the shed, as fast as humanly possible, unsure as to where. And once clearing the muddy grounds, she began sprinting at full, across the grasslands, not knowing nor caring who saw, like her life depended on it. Surely, much more did.
All the sessions of physical straining, and dance routines so far, had clearly helped improve her stamina, as the Queen surprised herself with speed and athleticism. Surely the survival drive had kicked in fully, running away from danger, naked and terrified. Like a show-pony being ridden, her Master whipping her all along, on the shoulders and back and buttocks, making sure she never dared to slow down. And it wasn't like Elanor had any intention for the same, but it troubled her the way she felt. And it truly felt, like she was being whipped. At first, it seemed to be the sunlight, burning into her naked rear. God! I'm running naked through the grasslands in broad daylight..?!! Ouch!
Elanor suddenly figured out what it was, as the next one whipped her shoulder blade quite harsh. It was the straps. The damn additional straps Bella had used to secure the leggings and arm-sleeves tight to the corset. She had taken off all sleeves, but never got time to remove the straps. And now all four straps remained hung from her mini-corset. And swinging around wildly, as she ran with all her might, the edges of it swung along, whipping onto her skin now and then.
Without stopping, she reached out her arm to the midriff, and unclasped the final hook. The tight corset flung away almost instantly, her rib-cage growing back to its actual size, letting her inhale at full lungs. Once freed of the constant whips, she ran without a thought. She couldn't afford to pay attention to the irritation, nor the humiliation of the display she put up. Now the priority was getting to safety. And she had a partial sense at least, by now, of her destination.
But that doesn't mean she could not remember the experience. The worst thing about it was, now she'll remember it, her body will, reliving in her dreams, all the sensations that got burned into her sub-conscious. Of her heaving chest, struggling to breathe. Her two busty bosoms, bouncing obscenely, and surely slowing her down. Of all the cultivated body fat, thanks to her tutor's special diet, deposited in her hips, thighs and particularly her ass cheeks. The utmost disgrace of feeling them jiggle so vulgarly, yet continually. The multiple layers of dried wax, still covering most of her vagina, and rubbing against her under-thighs. And the drips of mud and dirt getting continually flung on to her calf, and rear, from her feet on the muddy grass.
And to top it all, the way the sunlight warmed her naked skin, toying with parts of her so private, that the sun had no business witnessing. The way her body itched all over from the unexpected tanning, her sweaty hair an unfurled mess by now. Sweat dripping all over her body. The lewd sounds of her flopping breasts was hard to ignore, but Elanor had no choice. She can curl up and weep, or relish in the pleasure, of this ongoing lewd display, but she had no time for both.
Right now she had to get to safety.
Naked, strained, horny, humiliated?! It doesn't matter.
Priorities, Nora! Get to safety.
**
*
A few moments before.
'Thank god, for that elderly sentry remembering Sir Fyodor. Especially him mentioning Ridgemund! Else, I'd be still running in circles..'
Bellatrix slowed her horse, noticing someone coming out of the shed. She stopped by the fence, and started walking towards, as a man walked out of the old shed, closing the door. 'Is that, Jokshun.?'
Jokshun suddenly got down, and bowed.
"Good Morning, Lady Agrafena..!"
"Morning Jokshun. Shouldn't you be at the Castle, in case of an emergency?"
Bella asked, doing a decent job of hiding her anxiety. The Royal body-double, Gertha, had returned earlier. It greatly helped maintain the illusion, that the Queen was back in chamber. Bella expected Jokshun, as usual, to be waiting by the carriage. He replied, still a bit nervous.
"I had taken a leave, Lady Agrafena. I had some housekeeping, and Laisa here needs her hoofs checked.." He patted the horse gently. "Uncle Ridgemund is an old family friend, taking care of our horses for decades. Though it seems today, he's a bit more.. Inebriated, than his usual mornings."



Bella's eyes roamed wild, surveying the shed and its surroundings as she listened. Everything seems alright so far. No sign of Sir Fyodor, and Jokshun is just surprised to see me. And it doesn't seem like he saw anything unusual inside. I shouldn't waste time, I should get back.. Maybe I had it wrong. Maybe the Queen is still in the secret pathways somewhere. She had mentioned being not too familiar with this castle routes..
"So you going to wake him up, or head back.?"
"Oh, I'm just heading back Lady Agrafena. He's out. I think he had one of those wild nights. There's even a friend inside sleeping.."
'Oh God, no! Could it be..?' Bellatrix pushed him aside and ran into the shed.
She kicked in the door, though totally unnecessary, and looked around, her eyes focusing on the right corner. There was a small table, with two drunk men sitting at either sides. One had his balding hair turning red, with his head hanging backwards, with an empty bottle about to fall off his fingers. His coat crumpled on the ground. The other, slouched over the table, was Sir Fyodor Belkin, his nose flat against the wood, snoring heavily. Bellatrix felt the burden lift off of her shoulder, as she exhaled in relief.
'Thank heavens! When he said, that the guy was sleeping with a friend inside.. Oh no! Even if it made no sense, for a moment I thought.. Thank goodness it wasn't a female friend.'
Bellatrix composed herself, as she heard a very confused Jokshun run back in. She instructed him calmly.
"Jokshun, take him back to the Castle now.."
"But Lady Agrafena, I've got to tend to Laisa. She's all tired, and it's my day off.."
"For God's sake, soldier, get your priorities straight! Does your cattle come before your Kingdom.? Before the Crown..?! Are you really the Jokshun of 11th troop, the famed charioteer from the Battle of Dreumak..? I read your file. You were awarded the Knighthood of Valor, at what, fifteen..?! Where's that committed young man.?"
As Jokshun looked down, Bellatrix said in a pacifying tone.
"Do this for your Queen, Jokshun..! This here, is a very dear friend of her Majesty. Sir Belkin. It seems he came to visit his old friend, and slept over. You must see to it that he safely reaches the Castle.." Her voice got stuck the moment she saw what was on the table, between the two men. One neatly folded leather legging, with custom belt buckles. It had a thick layer of dark velvet.
The one she remembered buckling on to her Queen.
'Dear Lord! That's a piece of the fetish-suit.!'
The Queen was here..?! The Queen was here. Did she come with him? He led her here..? Why, why would she follow? Well, if he held the leash, then.. But then again, that's not the task.. The task was to reach the Chamber, not some.. Why does she always give in, and never say no.! Oh hell..!
Her tongue. It's on me, this time..?! Great Bella, great..! What happened in here..? Did they do something to.. Oh no, no.. That can't be the case.. Even if he led her here, nothing could have happened. Domestication is not sexual in any way, right.? It's strictly behavioral training, isn't it?!
This was too real, too much, for Bella to handle. She walked back and forth, shaking her head, as a clueless Jokshun stood by the side.
Well, it could be anyone's. It's a pretty common design, a leather legging, with velvet coating. With the custom-made belt buckles.. Oh, who am I kidding..? It's doomed. But what's that legging doing here, if not.. Where's the rest of the suit.. Should I question these..? No point, they are wasted beyond belief.
Bella shouted out suddenly.
"Jokshun, quick.! Take Sir Belkin back. Hand him to Tabitha, personally. This is nothing she hadn't seen before. I want him alright and well rested, by noon. Okay..? Go. Right now.!"
As much as she felt bad, Bella couldn't afford to wallow in guilt, for inadvertently manipulating an unhealthy old man, her best friend's father of all people. There were more pressing issues at present. For one, finding her Queen.! As Jokshun loaded up the sleeping man to his cart, and headed for Cloveshire, Bella looked into the adjacent room. And she was equally scared and perplexed by what she saw.
Right before her was the table, with shackles hanging from the edges. One of the shackles had a leather arm sleeve stuck to its end. A peculiar wax-lamp was hung from the ceiling, mildly swinging back and forth, its candle half burned and extinguished. With a thick pool of solidified wax in the center of the wooden table, splattering at the corners. The splatter droplets forming an inverted V shape. And a long, torn piece of thick, dark velvety leather, bunched up in one corner.
She looked around, wondering how to proceed.
'Where are you, Highness? Give me some hint.'
Bella tried calling out 'Elanor' in a loud whisper, hoping the Queen would respond. Even if her tongue was still numb, there were plenty other ways to signal.
There was nowhere the Queen could have run off to, not without being spotted, not in broad daylight. There weren't even any shrubs around to cower behind. In front of the shed was the cobbled road, and it was getting busy by the minute. That's no way to escape, not without a stitch of clothing. Which leaves, behind the shed, with miles and miles of nothing but prairie, with herdsmen coming in by now, with flocks of sheep and cattle. There's nothing there, except for the.. Wait, is that a..?
Bellatrix squinted her eyes, focusing in the middle of the vast grasslands before, at a dark wooden patch quite distant from the shed. Is that a barn, or something..? As she stepped forward for a better view, she saw on the muddy ground before, the footprints of a woman, seemingly running away from the shed. And a broken leather strap next to it.
Elanor..!
Without another thought, she jumped out into the open, and ran with all her might, towards that old barn at the very end of the lands. It'd have been faster and easier, had she taken her horse instead. But Bella wasn't thinking rational, or logical. She was in her raw protective instinct now, running wild to ensure her Queen's safety. Soon she knew she was on the right path, running into a strange looking object, especially in the middle of a grassland. It was a discarded mini corset, with leather straps. Bellatrix ran now, at full sprint.
Since starting at the Palace, she hadn't had a proper workout, and it took a toll on her stamina. She was panting exhausted by the time she stopped against the barn wall, rubbing her chest, trying hard to catch a breath. No way I've grown this weak. I'm seeing colored spots now. Oh God.! Sliding the door open, just enough for her to get in, she remembered feeling wind on her hair. The next thing she felt was her back slamming against the floor, the pain of it numbed by the horror.
It took a moment to understand what just happened. As soon as she slid the door, a hand came out from the shadows and gripped her collar. As her head whip-lashed to keep up with the force of the pull, a foot swiped hers off of balance. Bella remembered her hips hinging against a rigid pelvic bone, and being thrown over the shoulder like a sack of corn. Her whole body flipped mid-air, before landing on the floor. The impact was dampened by all the hay scattered around, though she definitely felt something against her ribs.
Before her eyes could adjust, she felt it in her bones. Bleeding into her senses. A gritty fear. The hair at the back of the neck rise on instinct. A low, drained yet deep voice growled.
"WHERE.. WERE.. YOU..??!"
Bellatrix felt, for the first time in life, her whole body go cold in an instant. Everything confident in her shrinking back to the far pit of her underbelly. Even a little piss, dribbling out on its own.
It was warm exhalation, that she felt right against her cheek, the fiery breath of a hunting lioness. Opening her eyes, she realized she wasn't far off. Only, it was a lion, with its eyes burning into her soul. It felt like staring back into death, not willingly, but unable to look elsewhere. And not just the lion in all its pristine regality. But a lion, with an immense anger fuming within, its canines drooling with blood, hungry and ready to take a full bite.
A feet from Bella's face, was her Queen. Angry and shaking, crouched over her body.
Elanor had her left hand clutched against the right bossom, holding in place a dirty, torn curtain wrapped around her torso, covering partly her bottom as well. She had a rusty old axe with a broken handle on her right fist, held against Bella's throat. The remaining sharp edge of the axe-head barely touching her, as Bella felt her heart flutter, along with the metallic cold.
Bella simply couldn't take her eyes off. The Queen looked so different, with her face and body stained with visible oily hand prints, her skin coated with multiple layers of dried sweat, mascara dripping spread all around, And that beautiful hair a mess, and falling from the sides, like a lion's mane. With an unmistakable scent of molten wax all around. Her eyes fuming and lips quivering, trying hard to not let it out, all the frustration upon the seemingly incompetent Mistress!
Is this how this ends.? In the hands of someone she doesn't even recognize..?!
Because this sure wasn't Crimson, right before.
Nor Demura. Not even Nora.
This was the true ruling monarch of the whole of lands.!
The Great Queen Chaste. Elanor of Wolkenshire..!!
In flesh, sound and soul. The one admired and feared equally.
For good reason.
After all this time, they finally meet, beyond all pretensions and facades.
The Queen, and her humble subject, the Horse Whisperer.
The latter could hardly believe her luck, of surviving that true death stare. She could hardly move still. This was in no way the kind of beast she had any chance with. She might have stepped back, but Bella was under no illusion. She was very much in the claws of her Highness.
Her Queen, who seethed in silence.
And part of her knew, it was deservedly so. Is this where my dreams end? Bellatrix wondered, still lying on the floor, horror-stricken, her eyes transfixed to the mortal terror she just witnessed, pupils trembling like a frozen prey animal. Oblivious to all else, as the Queen slowly eased back, placing the broken axe gently on her torso, making sure Bella's beating heart could feel the cold of the blade. Knowing by now Bella always carried spare clothes in her satchel for such emergencies, the Queen rose up, and walked away, taking the satchel along.
And no, the Queen didn't shy away into the comfort of a dark corner.
Elanor stood, her back towards the employee, as a beam of golden light seeped-in through the open barn-door, highlighting the Queen in a stripe of illumination against the humid dark of the barn. Bella couldn't help but watch, as she dropped that dirty curtain to the ground, now standing with not a thread to hide her shame. And she didn't seem scared by skin anymore.
Her stance almost challenging. Not just comfortable, but utterly reigning the bare skin, with a level of confidence unattainable to most women, fully clothed. Her skin looked riddled with dirt, leather texture, strap marks and striations; her ass cheeks and back-thighs, with crimson blemishes, from the Leash Master's riding crop. Even with all that, and an oily glow on her skin from all the sweating, her bare behind basking in the sunlight from the door, Elanor had never looked more divinely regal.
Etching it into Bella's mind, for all time.
Queen wasn't the crown she wore, the throne she sat, nor the riches of innumerable gold and silver adorning her. The Queen, is who she was. Elanor of Wolkenshire, in her soul. In that very bare flesh. As she got dressed slowly, it dawned on Bella. It's not like she hadn't been in such proximity, with the Queen in nude before. But this was the first time she felt truly terrified, realizing she had no idea what kind of beast she was toying with. Laying there processing it all still astonished, Bella heard clear and commanding, her Queen say once. Her tone, evidently disappointed.
"I am to address, the delegates in one hour. The Diplomatic Meet."
"Make arrangements. And make it quick.!"
**
*
"Disgraceful!! It's just disgraceful..!!"
Prince Gaskier, of Aestrikus, turned his head wondering who could be walking around so irritated. In walked the Archminister Grinwald, his face clearly repulsed by whatever seemed to bother him. In all these years, he had rarely seen Grinwald so upset. None of them were having a great start, especially with the Diplomatic Meet getting delayed by an hour, in its very first day.
No.! It can't be the delays, that made him mad. Sure the Minister was a stickler for punctuality, but nothing called for such outburst. Not even from him, Gaskier thought. As he met the Prince, Grinwald sighed in relief.
"Oh Prince.. At least I can be sure it wasn't you. I know for a fact, not just your character, but we were together playing chess most of last night.."
"Sir Grinwald, please. What's bothering you so early in the day.?"
"Oh god! We play the host so graciously, and invite you all with utmost respect. A respect that is instilled and cultivated by the age-old wisdom of both our forefathers.. Something we truly, deeply, cherish. And to think, it only take one rotten egg, to spoil the bunch..!"
"Minister, you must tell me what happened, instead of spiraling out like this. What has gone wrong.? Does it have to do with the Queen..?"
"Queen!! I pray to almighty that Her Eminence doesn't get the stench of such disrespect. To her Castle grounds, to her men. I just heard it from the Castle guard, that apparently one of our guests decided the middle of the night is perfect for him to take a stroll in the garden. And he took it appropriate to let his pet tag along as well.."
"Minister, what's so wrong about.."
"His pet was a whore, my Prince.. Some wanton harlot, who fancies playing dress-up, acting like a bitch in heat, exposing to all my guards what god only meant for the eyes of her wedded man. The pull of lust isn't strange to me, you know. Hedon himself is in our bloods, especially us Lords, but there's a limit to it. Won't you agree, my Prince? It's one thing to experiment in the unnatural within the confines of one's marital chamber.. But to do so in broad moonlight..?! Defiling the sanctity of our grounds, the purpose of this gathering. It's such a disgrace my Prince.. DISGRACE.!!"
"Calm down, Minister. I'll ask around. And I'll make sure the news never reaches Her Majesty. I swear on my life, it wasn't me."
"Oh Sir. I know. I didn't imply that in the least.."
"But this is serious, I understand. I agree, most from my convoy was pretty drunk. I'd suspect my brother's friends, but even they brought their own concubines. And I strongly doubt them to be the type to do something so explicit, in public. Why weren't they captured at the time..?"
"Oh, thank goodness for that. Lady Agrafena, in her impressive wisdom, had instructed the senior guards to turn a blind eye in case any guests blew off the steam in any unconventional way. Can you imagine, the royal guards arresting the very guests of Wolkenshire.? The strain it'd have on our diplomatic ties.. It's a godsend, that such disastrous ends weren't met. Still I want to know the bastard who did it, you see? Even more, I want to see the face of tat horny bitch..! I mean, what self respecting harlot would let a man, apparently thrice her age, lead her by a leash..??"
"A leash, you say??" Prince couldn't contain his bafflement. Suddenly a maid emerged from the Queen's study.
"His Eminence Prince Gaskier! Her Majesty would like your presence."
He nodded to the maid, and reassured the Minister.
"Worry not, Sir Grinwald. I'll check with the Head of Households afterwards. Right now, I must meet the Queen."
**
*
Elanor stood in her spacious official chamber, her gaze fixed in some file, pretending to be preoccupied. She knew it'd be wise to avoid direct interaction, of close proximity, for a while, as she still felt in parts of her body, aches from the prior night. Meets were different, with all their attention of the larger, more serious issues than mere appearances. No one even glanced her way, other than the customary bows and such. But this was an in-person meeting, with Prince Gaskier nonetheless. At least the decorum dictates that even a Prince should stay ten feet from the Queen. So she had nothing to worry about.
Gaskier walked in, and bowed down to the Queen, paying his respects. He didn't had to take the complete bow, being the next in line for the throne of Aestrikus. Yet, she remembered that Gaskier had always given her the proper bow. Even before her coronation, way before their engagement. Come to think of it, he had done the same, the very first night they met. Paying proper respects, like a man would, to his lady. Elanor simply nodded, not wanting to encourage him.
"Gaskier, why the sudden request for my audience.? Couldn't this have waited this the end of play?"
"Her Highness, I just heard from my men, from my spies at the Orcan ranges. Its regarding what we talked yesterday, and I felt you'd appreciate staying updated..." Gaskier eased back from bowing, his gaze finally meeting hers, and he felt his voice stop abruptly.
"Highness, are you alright.?" As if possessed by true concern, forgetting protocols, Gaskier walked right up to the Queen, his right arm extending as if to caress her cheeks. Elanor wasn't sure what made him behave so. Yet she had known him long enough to be comfortable at his sincere reactions. She simply looked at his eyes, and he knew he should stop. He said.
"Elanor, you look so exhausted. Your skin so pale, eyes so tired. You are putting up a face, and doing a great job. But I know you, and I'm not falling for it. What's wrong..? Have you fallen ill..? Should I call for the Royal physician..?"
Elanor was pleasantly surprised by his reaction, and realized how she had taken for granted, his genuine goodwill all this time. She said.
"It's all fine, Prince. Let's get to the matters of true concern.. Now, is this about the Blue Poppy again..?"
"Oh, I beg to differ my Queen. All other concerns can wait. This is your health we are talking about. The well-being of the true Ruling Monarch of Wolkenshire. Should we even be proceeding with the Meet, with you not feeling well.?"
"I feel fine, Gaskier."
She truly didn't. She wanted to spend at least an hour of proper medicinal cleansing, removing all the dirt from her skin, and all stains from her soul, of that terrible, terrible nightmare. She wanted to feel her weight plunge into the extra-puffy royal feather-bed, to a space of true suspension, of absolute rest, absolute relaxation to every muscle in her worn-out body. She wanted the comfort of a long, dense, deep sleep, letting her mind and body take its time to heal. And she wanted it now.
The Queen went back and forth with Gaskier, on whether they continue the Meet at all, him convinced now that she was actually sick. Gaskier said.
"At least my Queen, you take a leave. The Meet doesn't need to stop, and you are well aware.. Your presence here is largely symbolical. You really don't have to add much to the discussion. At least take a day's rest. If you are feeling alright, you can return for the rest. You can rest up here itself, and.. May be one of your body-doubles can stay instead. That way you don't have to worry about appearances. Wasn't it Gertha.? I remember her from before. She does a great job."
Gaskier was taking another lungful, mentally preparing more arguments to back his stance, when Elanor finally said.



"Okay.!"
"Pardon, Her Highness.."
"Okay.. You are right. It is a good thing to prioritize your health every once in a while. And unlike what you think, Prince Gaskier, I do listen to what you actually say. You are right, I must rest. I won't be able to add anything constructive to the Meet, not with my mind so muddled."
Wait.. Did she just agree with me.? Did she just say, yes, to me..? This was the first time in a long time, especially after the tragedy with Barthomius, that he was getting a straight answer from Elanor. Most of the time, she'd just stay formal, but never indulged him like she used to before. It was obviously an attempt to avoid the awkwardness, with how Gaskier felt about her. The Queen continued.
"You know what, Prince. Gertha is waiting right outside now. Why don't you break the good news to her, that she'll be working over-time? I'll leave you to it, as I go and follow your advice. I hope that makes you happy."
Seeing the Queen begin to leave, Gaskier bowed again immediately. Elanor stopped besides him, and said, her hand resting on his shoulder.
"I want you to know, Gaskier. That I am grateful, for you being there for my Bard, in times of need. And for extending the same courtesy to me. Your goodwill is something I deeply appreciate. Regarding the Blue Poppy smuggling, we'll discuss it tomorrow."
As the Queen walked out, Gaskier remained still, his eyes dazed, like he was in a dream.
The Queen, Elanor..! She just touched me.
She thanked me.?!
Oh God! What does this mean..?
His thoughts were interrupted by the shadow behind.
"Prince Gaskier.. You asked for me.?"
Turning to face, the Prince felt it again. "Yes.. Oh mine..!"
Gaskier couldn't believe how beautiful Gertha looked. And it had an effect on him.
Especially with how closely she resembled the Queen still. It wasn't the mere superficial. From the moment he saw Elanor, with his friend Barthomius, he didn't see just an amorous misadventure, or a nuptial partner. What he saw in her was the mother of his many children. It wasn't lust, but something far deeper. And he had a sense that she'd be a wonderful mother. Right now, with her body extra thick and curvy, Gertha looked eerily close to what he imagined Elanor to look, post-partum.
As she walked towards, it was near impossible to ignore the vivid memories, of the last time he came across the Queen's trusted body double. It was about two years back, in the stag night of his brother, the Crown Prince, Axon of Aestrikus. That was remarkable night to him, one of his best memories with both Axon and Barthomius, till Gertha walked in. It was well-known in his closest circles, the love he had for the Princess of Vankenbraum, the sweet young Elanor. This was way before Barth had announced how serious he was about the Princess, and knowing Bard, Gaskier expected him to conclude the relationship prematurely.
Axon, on the other hand, had always held his brother dearly, and even though he found nothing special in Elanor, he was glad to go along with little brother's happiness. And unlike Bard, it was Axon who had to help him work through the depression, of losing the one girl he truly fell for, that too to his best friend. It was his attempt, to help cheer up Gaskier on his stag party, to arrange for an exotic performer, a decorated stripper. And he cautiously floated the idea with Barthomius, if he'd mind the stripper coming dressed up as the young Princess. Much to his surprise, not only did Barthomius agree, but he seemed strangely excited about the whole thing. He insisted that he'd find the perfect girl for the night, and it'd be a pleasure to provide the slice of heaven not just to the groom, but his best mate as well.
But no one was prepared for it, as he lead the Princess of Vankenbraum, a very revealingly clothed and sexually charged Gertha, strutting along looking and acting just like Elanor. As she sashayed into the middle of the Prince and his friends, all well into a barrel of mead and totally intoxicated, even Axon couldn't believe his eyes. For a moment, he thought Barthomius had managed to convince the Princess herself to perform for his friends. And though it'd have surprised him about Bard, it wouldn't have surprised him about the Princess. Axon had a deeply misogynistic world-view, and he certainly had no doubt Elanor had it in her to slut around. His bride had no idea what she got wedded into, nor how much she'd love being treated so. Axon clearly derived great pleasure, in not the conquest, but prolonged degradation.
But it wasn't all Axon. This was partly due to an amorous encounter he had with her sister Vera an year prior, where Princess Veramour let him ravage her, along with four of his friends. So, as much as he had heard just praises from his brother and Prince Bard, of the innocence of Princess Elanor, he only thought it natural for her to have some latent slutdom. When Axon acted surprised, Gaskier was horrified. Right before him was his great unrequited love, rubbing up against some of the immoral men he knew, the friends of his brother, with an unspeakably animalistic lust in her eyes. This is cant be happening. My Elanor..?! No, not mine.. Princess of Vankenbraum can't be acting so wild..! So vivaciously flirty..!
What they'd soon find out was, Prince Barthomius had already discussed betrothing the Princess, not just with the King, but with his trusted Ministers. And by protocol, the Security chief had already found a few body-doubles, not just for the Crown Prince, but his soon-to-be wife as well. Gertha just happened to be open to taking a few side jobs, and doing it gladly, especially for the future King. As much as it aroused him, the thought of exhibiting his girl's sexual prime, Elanor was no trophy wife to him. And he certainly didn't want his boys thinking wrongly of her, as much as he enjoyed the initial rush. So he immediately explained it to the drunk bunch, though none seemed to listen, as their fingers toyed with the girl, who was a good sport and all too willing.
He distinctly remembered the look in her eyes, at his evident bafflement, yet determination to not give into her charms. Against the intoxicated men unashamedly lusting cheering her in unison, she almost seemed impressed by his response. What she didn't know, however, that her mere likeness had the opposite effect on Gaskier. With him falling even harder for the real Princess, realizing what enticed him was far deeper than her physical beauty. Partly taken aback, partly relieved, he bailed before the night got wilder. His friends couldn't shut up about how open-minded the fake Princess turned out to be. Yet, years after, standing a few feet from a much matured Gertha, the Prince struggled to shake off the effect she had on men, the one she had mastered over the years.
Focus! Focus on the task, Prince.
"Gertha, you are here..! Her Highness isn't feeling great. So you know the drill. Nothing much to read upon for the evening. Just stand-in and nod.. Appearances, you see.. So, go ahead and get ready. Unless, you have any questions.."
"Nothing, my Prince. It's just that.. You see, after all this time. You still you can't face my eyes, huh?"
Note knowing how to respond, he turned to face away. Aware of his eyes roaming all over her curves, much against his will, as if having a mind of its own. Boy, had she gotten fat! And in a good way.. Like a woman should. Something soft and supple, yet meaty to grip, and bouncy to.. Shut it, Gaskier. Don't let your mind roam. She's a mother. Treat her with respect! Gaskier turned back and faced her, this time taking a pouch of gold from under his robes, tied to his belt.
"I heard you had a kid. May God bless. How's the little one?"
She noticed the pouch, but her eyes didn't grow wide as expected. Gertha replied smiling.
"He's such a brat. That's all his father, I have no doubt."
"Take this, and treat him good."
Gaskier extended the gold to her. She bowed down and took a step back.
"Oh, you mustn't my Prince. You are not his father. You could've been though..!" A mischievous wink accompanied that last remark .
"What's that Gertha?!"
"No, it's just... I'm no stag performance virgin, and usually it's the best-man, who end up making the most. That was the first, and only time where the best-man vanished, and the crowd gets handsy.. Which I'm all for.. But they pour so much mead down my throat, that it ends with me waking up hammered.. With the groom, of all, on the very morning of his wedding night. Him emptying into my warm hole as I sleep, for the umpteenth time.?!"
"The groom, the Crown Prince himself! Initially I wasn't sure.. You see, the night had turned quite wild by the end, so it could have easily been one of his friends, I got passed around so much.. Though not King Barthomius, rest his soul! He was a true gentlemen, only intervening at times to make sure of my safety. Then again why would he want me, a knock-off, when he could taste the real deal anytime.. Haha.. But seeing my boy in his crib now, playing with that extra light blonde hair of his... Boy, did he take after his dad.?!"
Oh, Axon..! You horny bastard..! Gaskier thought while maintaining a plain face. Blondes were common across Aestrikus, but the extra light golden-blonde. That was a genetic rarity across the Kingdoms, and it could only mean one thing. 'He felt genuinely ashamed for his brother.
That's so, unfortunate.. When will he get a grip on that reckless breeding spree.?!
As he thought, the woman stepped closer, that mischievous grin back on her lips.
"So how about, you gift me with an offspring instead. There's plenty time, before the Meet commences. And my husband insists my boy would love a sibling. So you tell, Prince. Want to taste what you missed..??"
Gaskier wasn't the kind to give into temptation, to squeeze the lemons, just because it was given. But he knew by now, not to insult the divine nature, for its generosity. Since losing his friend Bard, the Prince had been a lot more introspective. And he knew never to insult a woman, not for warming up to him.. Be it her heart or loins. Any sign of indifference, displeasure, or disgust would be such a hit to her self-image, that she'd likely construe it as her own fault. At the same time, he had to stand his ground. Even hinting at backing off would impede his masculinity in her eyes.
So, the Prince didn't advance an inch, nor did he retreat. He simply let his gaze do the talking. Gertha was more intrigued. There weren't many men who could resist her at such close range. Definitely not the first time. She asked, her voice so enticing.
"What's it now, with the cold feet? The taboo of bedding your brother's bitch, is that it?? I thought you blue bloods leaned into such kinks.."
Gaskier was impressed. She had a way of sugar-coating irreverence with classy seduction. Surely some third generation mixed-blood going on there.
"Second-hand incest?? That's not rare, unfortunately.." He sighed, still every bit unwavering. Gertha replied.
"But not you. Not the gentlemen Prince of Aestrikus.! Hmm.. What's your type, then? Petite and pristine?! Slutty doesn't cut, not even a bit..?"
She's having fun now, the Prince realized. Pushing his buttons, checking if all this act is just skin-deep. She's grown a lot more, these years. Not just her body, nor her way of channeling the internal eros. But her ability to read people as well, to dance with words right to the edge of a sword. Maybe we would birth some great ones.. Impressive indeed..! He retorted with ease.
"I don't despise the slutty. If it's in your nature, that is... It's the whoring that deters me. I hate the mere transactional." Just as he said it, Gertha stepped up, pushing aside his hand with the gold, her eyes deep-set in his.
"Oh, I don't need your gold, Prince. I'm no whore for you. The pleasure would be plenty..! And just so you know, even with the baby, I've proudly kept my back door tight and pretty. Its virginity preserved, just for your taking. Playing the Chaste Queen rubs on you, you see...?"
The woman inched further, their face so close that his exhale warmed her wet lips. Gaskier felt her arms creep around, one rubbing his torso, while the other cupped his rear gently. It surprised even him, that his heart didn't skip a beat. Nor did he sweat nervous, not even a bit. As desire filled her eyes, she continued.
"It's this itch, you see.. Ever since you rejected me, it's been such an itch.! That look on your face, the same one from that night. I remember it so well, you see.. I twirled in my mouth every single manhood in that chamber, with some maids looking with contempt even, way late into the night. I didn't just gave in, nor endure. I relished in every moment of that blissfully depraved night."
She continued, her eyes no more manipulative, her voice sounding the most sincere.
"All of it, thinking of you.! The very first man to deny me. You, are that itch so deep in me. The progenitor of all my wet dreams. And sometimes the bite of it becomes so, so unbearable. Gets me wild.! Especially when I was full-bellied. My husband loves such nights, you see.."
"Sure he does, Gertha.. He's a good man. Lucky man. But no. I don't want a kid of yours, to call me daddy.."
He stood his ground. But again, not an inch more, not even a slight lean. What's his deal? Gertha needed to know now. In a much practiced move, she slowly swiped her wet tongue over the thick lower lip, making sure it looked juicy and waiting. She replied.
"Oh no, I promise.. No kid of mine ever will call you daddy. Just me, maybe, every once in a while.. Believe me Daddie , it's an itch only you may.."
Sshh..! Gaskier put his finger over her lips, making her hush.
"It's not that you aren't irresistibly tempting, girl.. It's just..." Gaskier didn't know how to finish that thought. He pressed the gold coin pouch back into her grip.
"For the kid.. I don't know if Axon knows, nor do I care. It's your kid, that's all that mattes. You protect the Queenette, you are indispensable! For Wolkenshire, and for me. And for the kid.. My nephew or not, this is his gold. Keep it."
Gertha could see now in his eyes, what she failed to see back then. It wasn't indifference, that left his eyes gaze deep into her, yet remain unfazed. This man was in love, and very much is, still. The painfully unrequited kind. With whom, she had no clue, nor was it clear why she understood him now. Was it the motherhood, or just his plain honesty? Either way, it was settled for her.
"You're still very much that old him, Prince. The young man who fell for the forbidden! So deep in love, yet so uncorrupted."
As Gertha took the pouch, Gaskier smiled and said.
"Go change sweet Gertha. Into something that looks Queenish.! Your Kingdom needs you to do the chosen job. Your Queen needs you to."
Gertha kept her gaze locked to his. His shining eyes that hid so well, that tinge of sadness. That yearning for the unattainable. The sacred love for the forbidden. She could lean in and kiss. Get the taste on her lips, the one her loins had craved for so long.
Yet no, she wouldn't. Not now, not like this.
It wouldn't be right. To him, or me.
Gertha lowered herself, standing back on heels. She bowed in gratitude, and turned to leave. And jumped startled, as she felt the slap, her lips chuckling at his sudden mischief. The Prince just smacked my rear! God, that did help with the itch, a bit.. Walking away with a smile, Gaskier said.
"..And wear something that hides that fat ass well.. The Great Chaste ain't known for hers.."
For the rest of the Meet, Gertha did a great job, disguising, and attending, tending to all those Queenly duties. From the way the Prince kept staring, she knew it'd have fooled King Barthomius even, her current look. Elanor got enough time to rest and recover, and the whole night to ponder. On how to tell Bellatrix that may be this should end.
Bella spend all the time managing the program, supervising and double-checking everything from security, to catering, to schedules for the next day, making sure it all went smoothly. The staff, and even Archminister Grinwald, were impressed by her work, strengthening the faith among the maids and men, in the new Head of Households. Bella, on the other hand, hoped for more workload. Anything to keep her body, and mind, away from the Queen. After the morning's disaster, the reasons for which still remained a mystery, she didn't have the confidence, nor the courage to face her Queen, let alone have an open discussion.
When the dust settled finally, so they could meet, three days had passed.
It was every bit tense, awkward, yet well contained, considering what had occurred, and how tragic a fate it could have resulted in, if not for sheer luck. Bellatrix could manage to face Elanor still, not just because of her last near-death encounter with the Queen, but she genuinely felt responsible for all that went wrong. Sure, she hadn't the slightest clue still, what exactly was her errors, but it was clear to her however, what she could have done to avoid things getting so out of hand. Had she checked whether the Queen had safely returned to her chamber that very night itself. Had she not given into her ego, and improvised, recruiting the very old and unstable Sir Fyodor, just to keep up with her schedule. And many more were the reasons, for which Bella had only herself to blame, and rightfully so. At times she even wondered, what possessed the Queen to spare her even, after all that she was put through, quite evident from her bruised skin. Elanor spoke.
"I can't decide Bella, what I'm going to do with you. And I'm not going to list it all, as it's pretty evident from your face, your doing a great job of torturing yourself, with no outside help. I'm too close to it all, still, to see it objectively. And it's not like I can ask someone else to judge you, without exposing them to all the.. activities, so far. I do not know what I'd do without. But I know for sure, I cannot employ you any further. A lot of what happened is still a mystery to me... But I can't see how I'd ever trust you again."
"My Queen..."
"No, you don't get to speak. Not yet. And maybe ever, back to me. I Then again, by the binding contract, there is no outright firing you.. To avoid suspicion, you are to stay in your current official position, as the Head of Households, for two more months. And apparently, you are very popular among the help, and even the guards. You do a great job as well, managing it all. Still, here's the thing, Bella. I do not wish you to be in my vicinity; I can't be expected to maintain my best self infinitely.. "
"So, here's what we'll do. You will apply for leave, and stay away for a month. And the second month you resume your post, and finish the term. You'll be careful the whole time, to keep away from me. "
"Please forgive me, Her Highness.."
"There's nothing to forgive. It's on me. It's my judgement that I hold responsible, for trusting you had what it took, to keep a level head through out. To put myself through your.. experiments. I mean who are you trying to sculpt me into. Your submissive Nora, the sleazy Demura, or the obedient Crimson. I mean.. There's nothing to forgive your for, except.."
"Except for what you put that poor old man through. My Uncle Belkin, a man who wished only good to me.. To see him crumble, knowing for a fleeting moment at least, what he ended up doing to me, to his precious little Nora.. To drag him into this mess, without even conducting the basic research, to understand what he meant to me. Yeah, there you messed up Bella.. There you are right, to beg for forgiveness. And you know what, I can't."



"My Queen, he doesn't remember a thing. I checked.."
"I saw it in his eyes, Bella.! With my own eyes..!!"
Bella didn't know what had happened between them both, but she sure understood how hard it was sor the Queen, from her inflection.
"He is Uncle Belkin, Bella. My Uncle Belkin. And you made him be this, thing.. This unspeakable deviant, of no direct fault of his own. And worse, you stained me, in his eyes, for life.. For whatever fleeting moments of his actual consciousness recognized. You destroyed all he held dear, about his little Princess Nora. So forgiveness.?! I can't. You haven't earned it yet, nor have you learned why, obviously.. And you know what's worse.? It's on me.."
Bellatrix could no longer face the Queen, as she continued.
"It was irresponsible of me to trust in you. To have faith in the potential, is one thing. But trust blindly..? That's on me."
As Bella tried her final attempt, the Queen interjected.
"Leave, you are dismissed..!"
Bellatrix walked out slowly, her head hanging in defeat, the voice of her Queen, that rightful anger, reverberating in her ears.
Do not give in to defeat, Bella. Not yet.. There are duties you must finish. Things you should see to the end. You can cry later, now focus on your duty.
She kept on chanting, as she walked and walked. Believing in the fortitude she had cultivated all these years of hardship. But it all broke down, with the single glance that she took, at the royal portrait.
It was a large, wall-sized portrait, from the Royal wedding. Of King Barthomius, and his young bride Elanor, the Princess of Vankenbraum. They looked so happy, brimming with life, hope, and a child-like joy. It's the way the artist captured, that signature shine in her eyes, that made all the difference.
Bellatrix remembered the few moments she had witnessed the same in her Queen. The few moments of deep personal faith, of true friendship, between them.
She recognized, in an instant, what she had truly risked in her childish arrogance.
And that broke the Horse Whisperer, her wall of detachment, into silent tears..
As she kept on walking, to finish her duties.
God! What have I done.?!



        Queendom 07: Swordsmaid

        Queen attempts taming the beast she worked so hard to free.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/queendom-07-swordsmaid

Title: Queendom 07: Swordsmaid

Author: Lady_Agrafena

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: Queen attempts taming the beast she worked so hard to free.

Tags: exposed, reluctance, dojo, gloryhole, enf, table dance, fencing, submissive, undressed, queen

Series: Queendom


Author's Note: This chapter is in honour of Ran Masaki and Masahito Segawa, for the magic they managed to capture on celluloid. It is recommended to read the previous chapters of this story, to better understand the storyline and characters. It starts slow, but gets going pretty quickly. The tension between the players works the best if you know the characters and their progressions well. Here is a quick remainder of the story so far.
To recapitulate..
Queen Elanor, the Great Chaste, of Wolkernshire is having a hard time keeping a level head, navigating the daily politics and policies of her court, while still mourning from the unexpected demise of her true love, King Barthomius. Listening to the High Priest, she employs Bellatrix of Agrafena, a promising horse trainer. Bellatrix correctly identifies that key to the solution, but it involves manipulating the Queen's bodily cravings, primarily the sexual kind.
Bellatrix took upon the challenge, to treat the 'condition' in secrecy, without violating the Queen's chastity, nor risking any exposure that would seriously impeded her ability to function as the true ruling monarch. To avoid suspicion, Lady Agrafena was given the official title of 'Head of Households', a powerful position in its own right. Like any relationship, ironing out the kinks can be tedious, yet the Queen manages to struggle through the tasks set by her new employee, and now Mistress, Lady Agrafena.
But the sheer sexual nature of the tasks waking up her inner dormant cravings, an untameable beast of true deviancy, was something that the Queen never expected. Last we saw, the Queen narrowly escaped being discovered following the 'Domestication', a task that went horribly wrong. And with her telling Bellatrix, may be its time they parted ways.
***
**
*
Yashim couldn't believe his eyes.
A young maiden, clearly high-born, writhing in ecstasy right before.
Her quim, so ripe and pulsing, merely inches away. Undoubtedly innocent, yet yearning to be defiled. Am I to be the first, to rob her off all her purity, to impart in her the pleasures of sin.? The way her lips quiver, all moist with not just my saliva, but her own juices in outpour. What a unique taste she has, like a quality maiden should. Not to mention how tender it felt, chewing that young nether. Like a well-marinated steak, juicy yet elastic. Not to mention that intoxicating mounds of hers, heaving as she breathes. The way her thighs redden, with a tight grip. And that large, sharp cleaver, cutting into the table. Wait, a cleaver..? Who put it there? Oh God, Uncle Ridge.?!
"You ungrateful swine..!!" Barged in Ridgemund, yelling.
Yashim woke up screaming the sixth time, enraging the horses pulling the cart. The stage-coach driver glared his way, his eyes stating clearly. 'Boy, this is your final warning.'
Giving a fake smile in an attempt to pacify, he rubbed his chest, calming himself down. Only his Uncle Ridgemund could turn such a sweet dream into a nightmare. It's been three weeks since he boarded the carriage, since that fateful night in Wolkenshire. Well a surreal erotic night, culminating in a fateful moment, to be precise. Though traveling to Calthea once every few months had been a part of his job, what bothered him so much was how things left off last time. One moment, he was about to devour the best pussy he'd seen all year, and the next, he was about to be chopped by the very man who gave him a job. It's not like the severity of his actions escaped him, but he had never seen Uncle Ridgemund so furious.
It's a good thing that Yashim had become absolutely necessary for the smooth running of his business. His duties including, submitting the documentations of newly registered cattle, especially the rare imports, to the Domestication Board, in the capitol city of Calthea. Though funny enough, this time he was asked to go to a totally different Domestication Office. Supreme Board of Domestication- Principal Office. Not that he was complaining.
He had many reasons to love these frequent trips, like the like-minded perverts who visit the ill-developed Kingdom often. Entertainments like ostrich races, canine races, cock-fighting and betting had been criminalized in most Kingdoms, but these weird Caltheans had an entirely different outlook on entertainment. Not to mention the flourishing unregulated brothels, and their personal pride, the slave-pony racing shows. Truly a land of the wild and adventurous. He took out from his satchel the one thing his employer asked of him, before sending him on this journey the middle of the night, with his pecker still leaking. The file read,
Supreme Board of Domestication: Wolkenshire Division
Registration Form for Category: Quadruped
'Never knew Wolkenshire had a Domestication Board. Well I know for sure it's closed now. I wouldn't have had to come all the way to Calthea now, if it did.' Yashim continued to read, his lips smiling, reminiscing the way that strange girl moaned as she shuddered, with her right leg still chained to the table. His left hand kept searching for something else in the satchel as he continued to read.
Name: CRIMSON
Age: 18
Domestication Identification Number: XIVLNR0601
The grin widened as his fingers found what he was scrambling for. He carefully opened the circular metallic wax box. Looking inside he got an instant erection, with all the smells and sounds of that magical hour rushing back to him. He didn't care what would the rest of the passengers think, huddled up right next. Thankfully most of them were still asleep.
'Go, it looks so life-like. Her folds, her sweet-salty folds..!!'
Inside the box, was a wax-mold, a life-size replica, of the vaginal lips, of the most powerful person across all six Kingdoms. The impression of the royal loins, of the Great Chaste, Queen Elanor herself. As procured safely by Ridgemund, on the very night he tattooed on to her skin, her identification number. As the crowded cart neared the Capitol city gates, Yashim remained lost in the entrancing beauty, of the magical folds he almost defiled. Such a missed opportunity.
The truly unfortunate thing about it was, due to the ruckus followed that night, and the rift it created between them, neither the Queen nor her trusted employee had a clue, that the Domestication file had gone missing. Even Fyodor Belkin would have no re-collection of the file, because it was a swift decision made by Ridgemund. Sending the file to get approved at the earliest, sending his aid away the very same night itself. Elanor would have no way of knowing, that the likeness of her modesty would be catalogued, and stored alongside pelvic impressions of the most sought-after pleasure ponies in the Domestication archives of Calthea. Nor had she a clue, how it all would come back to bite her rear, when she least expects it.
**
*
Sharpening the mind
"Advance.. Parry. Push. Parry. Retreat, retreat.. To the left, push.. and Lunge!"
'And there she goes again..' Drubin watched, with hands on his hips, as his student advanced aggressively at her partner.
Her moves had grace, but lacked precision. Her technique was sound, though not extra-ordinary, and her fire... Not just the fire in her gaze, but the unbelievable ability to commit, blow after blow with such passion.. Even with all the criticisms, Drubin was impressed. A distinguished war-veteran, retired General, and the best fencing trainer in the Kingdom, Drubin took great pride in training the Princess of Vankenbraum, whenever she found time.
Although he certainly didn't appreciate his entitled pupils, taking out personal frustrations on the training arena, he saw in a her an anger that could be harnessed. And it wasn't like he could be much assertive, for his disciple this time wasn't a budding nobleman, or a bored Princess. It was the true ruling monarch of the whole of Wolkenshire, the Great Chaste herself. Still, he had a duty.
"Elanor! Take five.."
The Queen approached, taking of the helmet, and shaking free her undone hair.
"I thought you 'd appreciate it, Instructor Drubin. Me channeling all my anger into combat." She knew from his face, she may have overstepped this time.
"That was no channeling, Elanor. At best, that was directing all your anger, in measured outbursts. That's controlling, still. Channeling is when you let it flow, letting the anger out through your movements, yet breathing-in the equalizing peace, one lungful at a time. The way you just did, the way you control, that can be easily flipped the other way. I've had my share of incidents, with students blinded by anger. You don't want to realize too late, that it was the anger directing you.."
Nodding in agreement, Elanor asked.
"What about the partners.? I asked for your best. It's either they go too easy on me, or they are not up to my skill. How am I supposed to improve.? You think I can't handle your best.?!"
Drubin shook his head smiling. The spirit of this one..
"You misunderstand. Combat imparts its own wisdom, but its a long and hard road. Not all of us make it, and it'd be unfair to expect wisdom from the young-bloods. We are inside your palace, Elanor. Inside your personal dojo. And yet I address you as Elanor, and not Her Majesty. Now why is that..?"
"Because inside the sacred grounds of dojo there are no Kings, nor Queens. Only Master and disciples. Only combatants. All equals, and all bows to the Master."
It was hard for Elanor look at him, while saying the last line. Especially in light of the recent events, corrupting forever in her mind such a common term, Master. The last thing she wanted was other parts of her life getting tainted by memories of the same. She wanted to know, deep down, that she still held the reins. And not some bouts, not some cravings. The Queen enquired.
"Why can't I get a decent sparring partner.? Someone who isn't shackled by being considerate. Someone who'd truly come at me, no holds barred. Right now it feels like I'm punishing them, with their hands tied."
"It's not that they aren't skilled, Elanor. It's because you're.."
"A woman.?! This again.." She knew the Instructor held no such prejudices. But pushing him would surely get her to an answer quick. Tantrums. The ways of a Princess, after all.
"No my Queen.! Elanor. See, for these are young virile men, with no field experience, and all the faults that plague men... You think they'd pass up on an opportunity, to put a woman in her place.?! Especially within the protection of a dojo?! Elanor, they're not hesitant because you're a woman. They are petrified in fact, because you are their Queen. Look at them, these are young kids. It's a wonder they managed this long."
"I understand. It's just.. How am I to improve if they keep wearing kid glows.? Don't you have a batch of Caltheans?"
"These are the Calthen batch. A Queen is a Queen, Elanor. Calthean or Wolkenshire. Consequences are the same, they know."
Elanor looked around a moment. Then leaned in and said, in a low voice.
"What if..? What if we don't tell them.. If I came already armored up? They wouldn't recognize with the fencing mask, and gear on."
Drubin took a moment to think it over. But his reply came quick.
"This is a big ask, Elanor. Playing with my students' trust.?! They can't know it's you, no matter what. We'll need a believable cover-story.."
"That's a yes..?!" Elanor couldn't hide her glee, bobbing like a teenager. She reassured."Sure, sure. I'll come geared up, masked proper. I can even arrange for a locking mask.."
"No real swords. I can't risk you harm, even with a blunt blade. It'll have to be like the old days. Bamboo swords. I'll need a day to set up, it'll take some truly unruly partners, to match your anger. And.."
"Yes..?"
"Not here, not in the palace. If it's a private venue, they'll be on the best behavior. It'll have to be.. We'll meet at my dojo."
That surely lifted her spirits, and it reflected on the rest of the practice. Her blows were more fluent, footing more graceful, and anger fuming, rather than flaming. Ending the session, as she walked back to the chambers, the Queen ran into the Lord Scarlin, a well revered General, and the Head of Defence and Strategy.
"Scarlin.. Why so early, and why wait out here? You could have sent a message..?"
"Apologies Her Highness. Since you hadn't been to the Royal Castle in about a month, I wasn't comfortable sending an assistant. I felt like I should personally check, if Her Majesty were all right."
"I appreciate the concern, but.. Why this early.?"
"I just got confirmation on my intel, Her Majesty. It's regarding your scheduled meeting with the Commander Carmine, from General Radoslov's command."
"You mean the Prince, Radoslov of the North? I didn't recall him specifying that.."
Radoslov, that log-head.. God, am I to deal with again..?!
"Is this with regards to the Eastern skirmishes.? Or the big one?"
"I'm afraid, the big one, Her Majesty."
"And you want us to reduce the financial aids, and start sending troops instead." Elanor shook her head, with a disapproving smile. This wasn't the first time them discussing the same.
"You know its immoral, My Queen. To stand by the side and reap rewards of the hard fight won spilling the blood of our neighbors. Besides, it wont do any good, for the morale of the Great warriors of Wolkenshire, to waste their life away, when they could fight alongside their Calthian, Deznian, and Aestrikan brothers in arms. Against this Great Orcan evil.!"
Elanor purposefully slowed the pace of their walk, not wanting to give the impression, that she was rushing through it.
"I negotiated the deal myself, General. We ensure the steady supply, in arms and ammunition, and they maintain the troubled borders. No provocations, nor invasion. Just holding the line, for now. That's what the council agreed upon, until we have some sound strategy."
"We have a strategy in place, Her Highness.." Scalin retorted, his voice not confident.
"An all-out war.?! That's no strategy, that's doom, General. We can't match them in sheer numbers, the same way they can't match our tactics. These aren't some foolhardy Noxtrans. These are the Great Orcs.! No matter how many blood we spill, both theirs and ours, they just keep coming. The jungle is their turf, and its brutal on our men. It takes fifteen years to build up a proper spear-men, our lowest rank. A beta orc can mature into fighting-shape in two years. And their womenfolk breed like crazy. You know the orcan lifecycle, you know there is no way in hell we can match them in numbers. And I will not allow wasting the blood of Wolkenshire, on some haphazard bravado. We are not having another 'Bloody Spring', not on my watch!!"
Mentioning Bloody Spring gave them both a pause. As they walked on, Scarlin said.
"They are going to leverage their position now, Her Highness. The Caltheans. Ask for relaxed trade sanctions and the likes."
"Respectfully General, you leave the negotiations to me. I've gone head to head with Radoslov, this is some kid trying his luck. And Scarlin.." Her tone had zero condescension.
"Yes My Queen.."
"Thank you for the concern. We may not agree on strategy, but I look up to you. I don't look up to the Calthean opportunists who agree to my every whim."
"Your Majesty..!"
"This isn't me delaying the inevitable. This is me buying time, so my best military minds think up a better solution."
"On that we agree, my Queen."
The general bowed and left, as Elanor retreated to her chamber.
As she walked in, the chambermaids came running, helping her out of the practice armor. It felt weird, having so many hands untying knots all over her body, all tending to her at once, even though it should be normal for any Princess. Since losing Barthomius, the Queen had drastically reduced the number of chambermaids. And for the last few months it got further reduced, to just Bellatrix, and at times the Queen herself. Since the incidents from the Diplomatic Meet, Elanor wanted an absolute palette cleanser, be it with her daily regiments, her diets, her exercise routines. That's why she had shifted to the Winder Fort for the past three weeks. It only felt healthy, to keep away from any remainders of that unfortunate day.
Once she was down to her sweat-soaked shift, the maids were excused. Alone in her chamber, gazing back at a large oval mirror, Elanor slowly pulled it over herself. This has been her ritual every morning. By five at dawn, Instructor Drubin would be waiting by the arena, ready to get right into some serious training. Elanor knew she needed something active yet meditative, to drive away her morning fogs. And she was always been good with swords. Drubin was used to Princes and Queens getting sudden fleeting fascination with the art, but he never expected the Queen would be up to such hard drills. For Elanor's part, she surely had enough just anger to work through, and even if it left her panting at times, she truly loved the strain. Now looking back at the mirror, she felt a sense of pride at how her naked flesh looked. Especially contrasting it with her first day.
She remembered bruised skin, with patches of dirt, hand-prints on her bare sagging breasts, pinch marks in her under-thighs, leather striations alongside her entire spine. Her arms and thighs, and her whole body, coated not just in sweat and dirt, but a few additional pounds of fat, which almost made her unrecognizable. Her bosoms bounced and drooped, ass cheeks jiggled at the slightest jerk, making her look from any angle like an erotic graffiti. Something a dirty-minded peasant would decorate the walls of a public latrine with. Something to stroke at, as they piddled on. The result of a regimented diet from Lady Adriana, to sculpt her into some voluptuous sex-pot.! And now..??
Now she weighed a little less than when she was nineteen. Her thighs had lost most of the jiggly fat, if anything she looked like a toned warrior. Her waistline was still evidently an hourglass, though her hips, her love-handles, had significantly shrunk. Her abdomen got seriously trim and fit, with just enough fat to hint at her supple femininity. Of course, pushing down with her fingers, she could feel at least four well-defined packs of strong core. And finally, her pubic hair was filling up nice and thick.
Her breasts now looked proud, pleased and full, with little to no sag, and her ass.. Well her ass refused to co-operate. Though way less jiggly, it remained promisingly full. If anything the recently toned waist-line helped accentuate its bulginess.
Most of the whip-marks had disappeared, except for one, which remained across both cheeks in a horizontal crimson line, its impression darkest at the tip, the middle of her right ass-cheek, in a clear silhouette of the riding crop lip. From the Stable Maester himself! Elanor shook her head, not wanting to think anymore of it.
On her mantelpiece was a letter from Bellatrix, with a small metal box next to it. She had sent it the Queen's way four days after the incident. The same day she took the long leave. Bella was contractually obligated to stay on job for two months, in case the Queen decides to terminate her services. But it never specified she couldn't take a leave of absence. Elanor understood it, as she herself found it difficult staying in the palatial premises, wanting to take a break. Finally today, two weeks from the incident, Bella opened the letter.
"Forgive me Her Highness.."
Nope.! The Queen folded it back to the envelope as soon as she read the first line. She wasn't ready to listen to her yet.



Forgive Bella..?! That thought had never crossed Elanor, not for the past week at least. In fact, she had forgiven her by the fifth day since the Diplomatic Meet. It's just that, a lot had been hurt. Her Queenly ego, her pride, her sense of worth, not to mention the actual marks on her royal skin. She needed time, enough for it all to heal, enough of a distance so she could whole-heartedly look her in the eyes and tell, there is no bad blood between. At least the Queen believed so, in moments of clarity.
Elanor was under no illusions however. She didn't think she could learn to trust Bella ever again, not after what had occurred. But the Queen had no issues having her continue as the Head of Households, she had been quite efficient on that front. I don't think she'd want to stay, though. Not after such a failure. Not for long. It's no wonder she went on leave. Was I too harsh on her?
The Queen hurried to take a bath, she couldn't afford to dwell on it right now. She was buzzing with energy, and a busy day ahead to spend it on.
**
*
Bellatrix kept exhaling deeply as she poured water for the newly broken filly. Patting the jaws and caressing the forelock, she leaned into plant a kiss on her forehead. She had been great today, much more compliant, though hard to rein in at times. In fact it was a great workout, the hours they spend riding. After checking up on the other horses, and sending off the two older stable-men for the day, she walked into the back shed, where they usually kept the odd things.
Settling the spare saddles onto the counter, taking of the dusty, dirty overalls, she splashed her face clean. It almost felt heavenly, the way the cold breathed new life into her sun-dried skin, washing off the sweat. Rubbing wet fingers through her hair, she watched the reflection in the water, in the large wooden tub. It was vague and warped, yet calm. With the relief of a well-spend day in her smile, and the regrets of the still fresh wound in her eyes. Shaking clear her head, Bella leaned onto the custom-made water container, which was more of a tub, about three-quarters filled.
She remembered the day Father Benedictus brought her here, letting her know that he had leased the place in her name. A place for her dreams to flourish. She remembered the days when it was just this shed, and a handful of horses in a make-shift stable. She remembered Daisy, one of her first horses, a gift from Lene. Lene.. I hope your father is feeling all right.Stop it, don't dwell on it Bella. Do not..
I need a bath, she thought, scratching her back over the sweat-soaked shift. With the rest already gone, and the evening sun peeking through the single clerestory window, lighting up the entire shed fading, she knew she too should head back. I need a bath.. So why not just..? Bella stopped that thought. Are you being silly, now? Please tell you are. If so, she'd understand. It's been a long while since she did something free and reckless.
There's no room for error in the royal matters, and none of the tasks had put her in a place of true ease. Being silly and reckless had always been a part of her, though rarely expressed in explicit enjoyment. Her smiles had always been internal. Lene knows.. As fingers toyed free the back-tie of her dirty pale shift, Bella remembered when they used to play together in the barn, ride ponies to their hearts content, and bathe freely in the stream.
Hanging the shift by the edge, she carefully lowered herself into the tub, feeling the cold water rejuvenate each pore in her skin. As she felt her bottom touch the base, the water had risen only up to her collar bone. Oh! I expected it to be deeper. Then again, most of the water were given to the horses a little earlier. Feeling confident, she eased her grip from the edge, with her right leg extended all the way touching the other end, making sure it doesn't slip easily. This is surprisingly good. Should have just bathed right here all this while.!
Drawing water with cupped hands, she slowly poured it over her head, soaking her scalp, and running down her hair. It felt near-ecstatic. With her eyes closed, a moan escaped her lips. The kind she never knew she had in.
As her hands roamed around her lithe body, cleaning underside her firm, athletic bosoms, reaching back to the small of her back, even brushing off her inner-thighs.. With her head resting against the folds of her shift, hung by the tub-wall, Bella had never felt so relaxed. Even working within the palatial bounds all this while, she had never exploited her position, to avail for herself, the amenities reserved for the privileged. Splashing once more her face, she didn't mind risking her only dress getting wet. It was a short walk back home, and there weren't anyone to see. Other than the elderly house-keeper she had been employing. It's no bother. Besides, it felt so good. So light. So carefree.
She closed her eyes, and stopped minding the time. Just the cold, soothing her skin.
..creak..
Bellatrix felt something odd. Was that the main door? Opening in the wind, mayhaps? As she almost got up, a shudder ran through her spine, like a primal instinct, making her crouch down, sinking deeper, the water reaching up to her flaring nostrils. Oh no! I didn't latch the door.
Creak! The second, louder sound came then.
Two pair of footsteps stomped into the room, as Bella felt her throat clamp down frozen.
"You sure about this, Pete. Shouldn't we check with the main house first..?"
"We ain't stealing, Fitz.! It's just one messed-up cart-wheel. We're just taking the spare. Now why would we disturb young Lady Bella at this hour. We'll tell tomorrow, she's a good-sport. Besides, it was her suggestion."
Even with fear of discovery looming, Bella wanted to scream back.
Of course I told so, Pete! You idiot, I've been for the past two weeks.. That the left wheel looks a little off, to better change. And you wait till the last moment, for it to break, to make the change! When I'm cowering in my shed tub, buck naked..!! And what the hell is this now, the Queen's luck rubbing on to me. Damn you Her Majesty..!
Bellatrix felt all the anger she had been turning a blind eye towards rush out in bulk, yet managed to stay silent. Her head felt like it could implode any moment, she wanted to dip, and scream into the depths. Only, she couldn't afford to move.
Couldn't risk nudity..! Not to Pete, who had always been like an elder brother. And Fitz, the damn pervert, who won't stop staring at fully clothed bosoms. No, they shall not find.
Fitz, annoying as always, kept on needlessly yapping.
"Why not just.. Why don't we walk back home.. Leave the cart here, and repair it in the morning..?"
"Will you shut it, and hold the lantern properly, mate? It's too dark in here. Now, where did I put it..?? Ha.!"
Hearing the noise of him searching through the odd things, Bella cursed in her mind. Get the damn wheel, and get out.. Get the hell out, will you both?? Thankfully Pete found the one good wheel, and began rolling it out.
"Don't just stand there. Give a hand, you dimwit."
"Ho.! It's covered in cobwebs, mate."
"Here.. You can clean it off yourself once we are out." Pete said, yanking the rather large cleaning cloth by the tub.
Oh shit! Bella felt it.
Her dirty shift, the only piece of clothing in the room, the one she had folded and hung by the tub-wall, slipping past her head. It was a miracle how she managed to stay still, nor yelp out. As they both bumbled their way out, she heard it loud and clear.
Them bolting the door-latch.
From the outside.
**
*
No..no. I said NO..!
Elanor woke up, her sheets drenched in sweat.
It was the same damn dream, or nightmare, she couldn't differ any better. The one where strange hands roamed her skin. Ripped her cloths. Forced her down, and held her hands. Breaths. Warm, wet exhales, hitting her skin from all sides. In nooks and corners that a girl would shame away from admitting, to having even. The sensation of being slathered, in parts so obscure, by tongue. Tongues. Of being kissed all over, of being suffocated by sensual overload. Of looking around to realize, the man.. The men.. They were faceless. Nameless. Soul-less beings. And it was too much. Squirming, writhing, sweating.. And unmistakably relishing in parts.. She enduring it all. Until the hands gripped her unconsenting thighs, pushed apart and a tongue primed her lips. Her nether lips for the taking. No, that's a no!
And that's when she woke up, like the other night. And the night before.
She knew what she must, rolling out the linens to the floor, and making a new bed, all by herself. Not very queenly, but she wasn't being one. Right now, she was just a woman, in search of her peaceful sleep. And she knew how to get there. On her hand was a short silk-coat, one of Bard's favorites. She placed it on the bed, over the fresh linens and laid right next, her arm around it in an embrace.
Closing her eyes, she inhaled. Sure, it didn't smell of him. But Elanor remembered the feel of the fabric, the thick coarse cotton inter-threaded with the finest Deznian silk. The ones her fingers had roamed in embrace countless times. The one that had slid against her skin, rough in one way, and silky smooth the other way, as she rocked back into him. And surely, the blessed sleep resumed. Right back into the dream.
Elanor looked above, to the one she leaned against. Barthomius smiled down, looking younger, like the day they first met. She remembered the lips kissing her bosoms, the ones caressing her inner thighs, the fingers toying with her tongue, slathering her saliva like lip-stick. All of them looked, smiled, and felt like the Bard of her dreams. And then he walked in. Clad in the shiniest white robes, like flown down from the abodes.
That gaze, the same, only deeper. Her Barthomius, her King. Here to claim what rightfully his.
Elanor hadn't waited for anything this long, as her trembling thighs parted. As their lips met, it entered her. His pulsing member, or was it her finger?
She didn't know, as her insides flooded.
Nightfall for the Queen.
**
*
Just do it already..
The hesitance was a genuine surprise. Needless internal deliberations never troubled her, all her life. Once the mind was made up, she executed it, without a thought. But now, she didn't understand what made her look back.
Sure, she was sitting high up, bare butt balancing on the single clerestory window sill, which she had climbed onto, taking great care to not make a sound. Her skin mostly dry, except for hair, and the cold getting worse by the minute. Out the window she could see the lights from the distant village, across the meadows. And a less-traveled road right down, next to the wall, a mere ten-foot drop. And yes, she was still very much naked.
Is this a bad idea?? She looked back at the shed-door, latched from the other side. Her options were simple. She could either kick the door open, and find something to cover herself from the stables. It may take a few tries, but she had no doubt of the door giving in. But it would be noisy. The horses would go wild whinnying, and more importantly.. She had no idea, whether the men had actually left. What if they are still fixing the wheel, since they weren't particularly in a hurry to get home. Not Pete, at least.
There will be questions. Why didn't they see her the first time? Why didn't she say anything before? Even if she could spin her hiding, as shy about some obscure 'women-problem', which would stop most men from inquiring further, there was still the elephant in the room. What kind of 'women-problem' makes one stay alone in the shed buck-naked? Even if this was the least risky option, these were men she had to face every day. Men she had known for long. Risking them see me, in the nude? I don't think so..
Which made her settle for the ridiculous alternative. Just get out through the window, to the other side. The shed shared its wall with the larger outer wall, so jumping out would leave her out in the open road. All she had to do was sprint rightwards along the wall, roughly fifteen meters, and turn at the corner. There was a small door right by the corner opening to a second shed, where they usually kept a couple of work-robes, spare shifts and such. And the door had no lock, unlike the main shed door, which opened into the courtyard. Once dressed, she'll have to walk all around the property to reach the gates, to get back inside. But at least she'd be doing it dressed.
As her knees crouched easing the impact, Bella realized with a new-found fear, she had already made the jump. And it was more than ten-foot. Looking back up, at the window atop the stone wall, it hit her. Climbing back was not an option. Still, she felt happy inside. No hesitancy. Much like the old me. Its not like she overlooked her current state, while walking gently, especially the cold winds drilling into the parts of her that has never been exposed to nature. Not like this. She was deeply aware of the slightest dip in her heart beat, much like she kept close-watch to every reaction of a new mare. She just never let the fear overwhelm her senses.
She wasn't too comfortable with it all either. With her both palms rubbing on to the other shoulder, warming her up as her pace quickened, Bella still didn't understand why would such a state draw the sensuality out of her dear Queen. Maybe they were wired different, but unlike the Queen who used the task to keep herself focused from the distracting humiliations, Bella saw only the task at hand. She wasn't distracted by petty fears, shame or even arousal of such an unusual scenario. Such things never registered to her, for she saw only the task at hand. Getting safely to the nearest door.
"Why would I be scared after all, I'm no Queen. There's no kingdom which rides on my honor. No parents, nor elders I'm answerable to. Well, may be Father Benedictus. But he's a man of God. The same God who made everyone that should care, abandon me. The Mighty-Allfather, the progenitor of all bastards. Am I to stay answerable, to him.? I don't think so. I am free. Not even my fear shall shackle me.."
Just keep your breathing steady. No reason to panic. Looking to her right she saw the large meadow where she had been riding the new filly all evening. She remembered the time she had camped out by the mountains, with just a few girlfriends. And going for pleasure rides in the morning mist. Such exhilarating times. The one time, she rode a stallion topless. The only time she felt the naked breeze against her still budding bosoms. It was a bet of course, a bit naughty, and surely shame-filled bet. But at least I wasn't alone then.
She remembered Lene riding an ivory black beast alongside, daring as always, in bare-back. She had never looked so relaxed, relieved, and rejoicing at the same time. And that rare flush on her skin by the time we returned, something the rest of the girls teased her for. A joke that had flew past my head, even as I joined in laughing. One which I still don't get. What's so funny about a girl enjoying her ride.?! Maybe Lene would have made a better guide, for the Queen. At least she seemed to enjoy it, at the time. Willing nudity isn't everyone's cup of tea. Not that I was any willing. Well,a few more steps, and it's over.
All it took was a strange neigh, to deflate every bit of confidence she thought she had. As her right palm went instinctively to cover her hairy nether, her left hand squished against her bosoms, clenching deep into her heart, as it skipped a beat. She could see it approaching from the very end of the road, a stranger, a traveler no doubt, coming right her way.
Don't panic. Just sprint, and get into the shed. No one has seen you yet, not at this distance.
Hurrying towards the corner, she felt proud of how she handled it. She knew at least one person, who would've spiraled out in her place. Yet, with each step, the rhythm of her heart seemed to only double. Turning the corner, as her hand gripped the the knob, she remembered.
Open it gently, the door could be creaky. You don't want to alert Pete, in case he's still there.
As she pulled on the knob, her fingers were shaking. Will wasn't enough convince the body, especially with the clomps growing louder. The door didn't open. Whether it was the door frame shrinking in cold, or her men deciding to fix the door finally, she didn't know. But it wouldn't budge an inch. And in a long time Bellatrix felt it, absolute terror, the kind that builds from one's underbelly, that freezes your tongue. And all her fears rushed in blaring.
"You thick, dumb, dull creature.!! You have a clue what you did.?! You just desecrated your good name for all time, you father-less cretin. You know what happens to girls well-dressed, out on their own, at dark. And here you are, not even hairy enough to cover one's shame. Like a meal served, and waiting.. What if he's a patrolling guard, and arrests you for indecency? What if he's immoral stranger, who'd decide to take advantage of you? It's not like molestation are an unusual occurring in Wolkenshire. Will you be still too proud, to cry for help, for Pete and Fitz, as he had his way with you..?"
As she heard the horse approach, each clomp getting louder, her mind screamed in indignation, pulling the handle with all might. Feeling the strength drain from her muscles, along with her fighting spirit, with each pull. And all her anger came rushing back in, in an unbroken stream of thought, as she surrendered to fate.
"Kiss good-bye to all other dreams, Bella. Of certification. Of opening your own ranch. Of an heir in offspring? Well, you'll have to live with just an offspring. Consummated probably this very night, a bastard at that. You ruined it, Horse Whisperer.! You ruined it all. Your name, your reputation, the goodwill of Father Benedictus. If lucky you'll get a career doing bareback riding shows, at the notorious Calthean fairs, where they race actual pony-girls. And guess what, you may get lucky, and race with your favorite domesticated Queenie. Who you helped ride to the brink of breaking. No! WHO YOU BETRAYED! This is how it ends for you Bella. Your arrogance made you reckless. And the same ate you up from the inside."
The horsemen rushed alongside the wall, and towards the city, without turning right. He looked back, hearing something strange. There was a stone high wall, with a small wooden door leading in. The door stayed closed, and the surrounding looked deserted. May be its my imagination.. I've been riding restlessly for too long. He continued on, without giving it much thought.
Inside the shed, Bella was breathing rapidly, her hands clutched to her chest, her heart pumping violently. Her whole body was shaking, still in disbelief, whether about the near-miss, or her own idiocy, she couldn't be sure. How could I've been so stupid.! The door opens to the inside. Why did I keep on pulling and pulling, when one push was all it took.?! You snotty imbecile!
Why she forgot such a simple detail, she couldn't figure. It wasn't like this was her first time. She used the door almost every other day. Though in fairness, she never had to open it from the outside. Was I really that fragile, underneath it all, to give in to fear at the slightest pressure. Sure, the fear of being caught naked in public was in no way a minor pressure. Yet, she couldn't believe how close she came, to her whole world crumbling down.
And that's her small inconsequential world. It dawned on her, how little she truly knew, of the immense pressure she placed, on her true ruling monarch, every night she send her on a new task. And how the Queen managed to derive pleasure from it, was truly beyond her comprehension, especially in light of the recent experience. And no Bella, you wouldn't survive a day, in Her Majesty's place. She had no doubt.



Bella curled up on the stone floor, like a new-born, weeping. She hated the cold, but knew it paled as punishment for what she did. She could barely move, the joints still shaking involuntarily. She somehow managed to stand up, and wrap an old shift around her, like a blanket. And sat back down, her back against the wooden door.
There was a single beam of moon-light, leaking in through a crack in the ceiling. May be it was the adrenaline, the fear, or the light-headedness playing tricks in her mind.. For a moment she saw in that beam, through the blur of her tears, the shape of her Queen staring down. She remembered the look, from that fateful morning. In the barn, where she had found Her Majesty. Her divine naked form, slipping back into the royal garb, that gaze still fuming at her failed employee. Her body riddled with marks of a long, hard night. Yet her spirit, every bit regal, unbroken.
Her Queen. Her employer. Her friend.
Bella whispered the thought, that troubled her ever since.
"Elanor! How are you still standing?!"
**
*
Closing back her extended arms, concluding the chants, Elanor prostrated herself in prayer, her lips chanting all the while. Rising back to her feet she slowly approached the rostrum, and flipped the pages of the Holy Writ at random, letting fate tell her what she must. With the page selected, the Queen roamed her fingers freely, her eyes closed the whole time, till she felt stopping. Opening her eyes, she read.
Writ of Yenizka, Verses 06:01
'Straying is inevitable, but the way back will find us all. It may fail to be the absolute complement, but you'll surely find in it, a confidant. Walk along the dark corridors gallantly, as the moon melts, showering you with bliss. Soon you shall find your confidant.'
That is strange. She remembered reading it before. Months before. Might have been one of her very first visits since the fateful day. Or might have been the day, when she finally opened up to Father Benedictus.
"Is that what you say now, Fate.? Fair enough. Now, will you elaborate as to what to make of it..?" Elanor whispered smiling, as she re-read the verse. She did not take these rituals lightly.
"Who's there?.. Her Highness, is that you.??"
Her eyes squinted in irritation. That voice.. Bishop Benedictus! Elanor had planned on leaving early without meeting the priest. She had been avoiding him for weeks now. The days weren't progressing well, and when the prayers poured out, she lost all track of time. Turning around, she bowed in respect.
"His Eminence.. Father Benedictus, it's Nora."
"Highness, I had no idea you'd be in so late.. I hope these are good days.."
His eyes. He had been waiting for such a chance meet, Elanor could tell. He wants to talk. Of the Horse Whisperer, no doubt. Queen closed the Holy writ, saying.
"Tell me what you must, Father. I'm all ears.."
The High Priest wasted no time. He made a case for Bellatrix, not justifying the errors, not that he had known it in any detail, but essentially asking for a second chance. As he put it, isn't that the whole point of prayer, To forgive, to repent. To grow past where we erred in arrogance.
Elanor didn't face the priest the whole time, but she listened intently. It surprised her, at how little a push-back she felt, from her wounded ego. Her recovering sense of self. It was hard to deny, as much as it troubled her, the resultant emotion of her dreams of late, was a sense of deep relief. Leaving her happily exhausted, though a bit morally ambiguous. It was one of those things that flew against reason. Maybe something only Bella could have explained.
As Benedictus kept talking, Elanor's gaze remained fixed at the shrine. She asked out of the blue, in an almost mumble.
"You think he still listens in, Father.?"
"Sorry daughter..?!" The Bishop stepped closer, wondering what she meant.
"... Could you remind me once, how you start your daily sermons.?" She sounded so calm. Benedictus answered, bowing to the altar.
"Hmm.. Dearly beloved men and maidens... We unite in the fresh light of faith, calling to the compassionate ears of our Almighty! The keeper of all things order, the articulator of all that is known! The Mighty All-father!!"
"He who listens to us all..?" Elanor said the next part, and the Bishop continued.
"He who fulfills our prayers, in silence.."
"In silence, hmm..? It always fascinated me, Father, you never fail to mention it each time. He who answers in silence.!!.. Tell me please, is there someone so blessed to have heard his sweet voice.?"
Angry at God himself, huh? Nothing the priest hadn't seen before, so he answered with a practiced smile.
"You know dear. His eternal Mistress! His constant conversant. The chaos personified! She who is referred to as Fate.!"
"Fate is so wondrous don't you think..?!" The Queen asked as she stepped up, and started lighting the candles alongside. "Fate made you bring me Lady Agrafena. Do you remember the first time I asked for your assistance..?"
"Yes, my child.."
"Oh, you do..?! That's interesting father, because I thought exactly the same." Elanor glanced at him once, and continued. "But then I recalled what actually happened. Many months ago.. I used to frequent the church, almost every other day. A gesture befitting a nun, though not so much a Queen, I admit. And sensing the rot in my soul, that burning hole, you approached."
That is true. The Bishop nodded, though it never occurred to him that he was being intrusive. Just helping one of God's children, as always. Elanor continued.
"And the third time, thinking its God or Fate or the powers that be, are finally talking through you, I confided in you what no woman must confide. Because I was at the very end of the rope. Because.. I honestly believed God to respond, through you. And you sends my way, Bella.!!"
"We are all part of his plan, daughter. After all, who are we to question the Mighty All-father's will..?"
Elanor shook her head, her lip sealed wide. Looking up at the altar she asked.
"The Mighty All-father, the mighty all-father.. Why do you insist every time, in calling him in full..??! Why not just address him as simply God?"
"You know why, my child.. Because this is his tabernacle. And in where he dwells, one must be called by the proper name."
"Precisely.!" Her tone shifted suddenly, and Benedictus realized he had been reading her wrong the whole time.
"I don't understand my child.."
Elanor looked back at the baffled Bishop, as she replied.
"It's been a common occurrence lately, Father. Miscommunications.. misconceptions.. Be it the Archminister, be it General Scarlin, be it Bellatrix.. Even you. People just don't seem to get my point. And I'm thinking, maybe it's me who had erred. Maybe I should speak clearly."
As he listened, she turned to the shrine, while continuing to talk.
"I came to his abode, Father, not yours. I'm here for his ear, the All-father himself..! I ask of him, every time, to put in a word. To his consort. To make Her Holiness Fate smile back at me. So she may return, what was once brutally taken. My absolute belonging.. To take me back to his embrace. And no.. I do not believe, it would be too much for her."
Barthomius..! The priest held on to the church bench, feeling his balance a little off. Elanor turned again, now facing the man of God.
"Him, Father. It had always been him. Hanging on to this throne, putting Wolkenshire above all... Not just the Lordships, but in whole, even the forsaken underbellies of rot. All for him, without rest, day and night. For his dream.. So that one day I may return the throne.."
"My Queen..! Do you realize what you are.."
Benedictus stopped himself. Not the right tone. Not for the grieving.. He sat on the pew, hoping she'd do the same, as he spoke.
"You know my child, that my heart bleeds for you both, but this.. I must tell, this is denial. One that has cruelly over-stayed. It isn't proper to pray, to sate one's denial. What's taken is taken, tragic as it is. And to stay in denial, for so long.. It's not healthy, it will carve you up from the inside.."
The Queen understood, but didn't agree. Standing still, she replied.
"I'm not in denial Father. I know he's.. He was taken from me, and I know it'd be foolish to stay expectant. For a hope that's so beyond... But I'm not asking mere mortals, am I? I'm asking the Mighty All-father himself.! Begging, in his abode. Not for health, not for riches. But for the blessings of his Eternal Mistress. For her to smile my way.."
"Still, daughter.." His words stopped as he met her gaze. It was different this time. Way more intense, way more potent.
"I'm not in denial, Father. If anything, I'm in prayer! And I don't think it's proper of you, to question my faith.!"
Elanor didn't wait for a reply. She swiftly bowed him farewell, and walked away, leaving the Bishop in deep turmoil. It's not like he had a proper response anyhow.
It was a rough ride back home. As much as she gripped on to her faith, her mind swirled lacking a sure-footing. It didn't get better by the night.
Sleep wasn't kind to her.
Even dreams bailed.
**
*
Pete stopped on his tracks by the fence, and bowed in fear of the Almighty God, as the black garbed man walked past, blessing him. He couldn't help but wonder. What the hell is a priest doing here?
Bella was in the middle of feeding the herd, her usual calming routine, when the man walked into her stables.
"Clergyman..! Good day sir.. I wasn't expecting guests, so.." She wasn't actually. She knew Brother Ishikawa had been asking about her. Just didn't expect him to take the trouble, to come all this way to her humble abode.
"Good day, Lady Agrafena. I've been to the Palace to meet you."
"Oh! I had been on leave.."
"For quite a while.. Yes, yes. I've heard so. In fact, I had been to the Palace a few times this month. So I know, how long you've been laying low.."
"Anything in particular, Clergyman..?" Bella had no doubt what this visit was regarding. She had mentioned about her taking a break to Father Benedictus.
"I take it that Sir Ancelot didn't work out.." The Clergyman wasted no time.
"Ancelot had a hiccup. Had to go with the original, Sir Belkin himself." Her voice was cold. Like she'd rather not talk any further.
"Oh, that's unfortunate. And explains it all well.." Ishikawa scratched his forehead.
"An understatement, Brother Ishikawa.! And it's on me." Bella moved on to the next one in the stable, exhaling deeply. The Clergyman said, walking by her side.
"This isn't an attempt to shift the blame. His methods were quite inhuman, Sir Belkin's.. Pioneering, in many ways. But like all first steps, riddled with trouble.. They abandoned his program for good reason, following his retirement. I specified Ancelot because, he's.. Well, his interests are more scientific.. Psychological, rather than sadism. A stark contrast to the current Calthean model. He takes into account the needs of even the domesticated.. It must weigh heavy on you, the responsibility. Well, I certainly am not denying mine. Not that I have a clue, who it is you were actually working for.. Still, should I speak to someone for you, my child? Did something untoward happen.?"
"It's alright, Clergyman. It's on me."
It didn't seem comfortable disclosing, so she kept it very vague. Not even hinting the true severity of what happened. Bellatrix leaned back, her spine comfortably resting on the bundle of hay behind.
"It's time you got back, Bella. Five weeks is pushing it, don't you think..?"
Bella stayed indifferent. Her gaze fixed, yet unfocused, on the slow-sliding clouds. There was a moment of awkward silence, then he walked up, and sat a few feet besides her.
Ishikawa said, with his sagely smile intact.
"Kid, I know you see me as a big old creep, and I don't blame you. But I have never laid, even my breath, upon an unconsenting maiden. And I mean it in the deepest sense. It takes genuine consent for me to engage. Not just in contract, but a consent from sound mind, from the depth of her femininity. And paradoxically, I learnt at great cost.. There is an aspect of the feminine lust that requires.. demands, even craves.. an implied brute extraction."
Bellatrix kept her eyes fixed on the cloud, without a blink. She didn't understand why it suddenly started welling up though. She listened, as Ishikawa continued.
"I know it sounds bizarre.. See, I don't mean it fits every woman, my methods.. Nor every mood of hers. But what I say is what I know. I've seen it done wrongly enough times, by all my sadistic predecessors, as great as they were.. To develop a sense, as to know when to stop. To recognize an absolute demarcation. Even worse, I've seen enough sadism, to know what shades of it could awaken the strictly licentious motif. Even if I don't subscribe to blatant sadism."
Ishikawa leaned forward, his hands resting on the railings, eyes lost on the clouds, same as Bella.
"Yet, I'm stuck with that fact.. Of the feminine craving, to be marinated in shame.. It's not the truth I wanted, nor hoped.. But what I observed. And believe me, it isn't the lust that drives me either, but the psychology behind the reluctantly willing. The way nurture bows to nature, shame submits to lust, as hard as they try and endure.. You, of all people should understand this, the mighty Horse Whisperer..!"
Bella exhaled deeply, her right hand cupping her forehead, hiding her eyes. She said in a low nasal voice.
"Forgive me, Sensei.."
"What was that..?" Ishikawa almost felt like he heard it wrong. Bellatrix glanced at him, her eyes never been more tired, yet undeniably smiling.
"Sensei. Isn't that the right honorific? I have been wrong a lot last week, and for most part of this strange endeavor. What more, from the moment we met, I've been wrong about you. Judging you, using you almost.. Forgive me, for that.. I just can't shake this feeling, that if only things were different.. If only time would turn back.. It'd have been such a pleasure of mine, to learn, to listen more to you.."
Ishikawa sat there still, his sagely smile intact. She's healing up good, he realized. Just needs a little peace. And in that, the breeze helped. Taking away the weight of the moment in its caresses..
As they both watched the clouds in silence.
**
*
Rules of the Dojo
The morning wasn't so great for the Queen, but she made the best of it. The night before she had an emergency signing, for the deployment of Citizen Guards. The majority of the standing army had been send to quell the skirmishes at the Noxtran border. But General Scarlin informed that a sect of the herdsmen tribe was planning on protests at the city-square. The herdsmen were notoriously short-tempered, so it would be wise to stay prepared for the worst. Queen wasn't too keen on forcing retired brave men back to duty, but she didn't want to say no to Scarlin. Besides, he was right.
Being away spared her of court duties, but she busied herself familiarizing the fine-prints of her upcoming rulings, discussing the same with her ministers. She will need the Archminister's support for it to pass, such was the nature of the rulings. Elanor decided to return to the palace right away. It was high-time she stopped running. At her behest, Grinwald joined in on her carriage ride, back to the Royal Castle.
"Something about this just doesn't feel right with me, Minister Grinwald."
"You mean the cracking down of Blue poppy, Highness?"
It's that glimpse into the medicine that Elanor had, when Jezeb blew in the intoxicating fumes down her throat, that made the Queen rethink her position. From all that had been reported, she expected to feel nauseated, to have her head spin, and to move on to a delusional trip. But instead, the drug helped her think peacefully for the first time in that hectic night. Has it not been for that single puff, she surely wouldn't have breezed through what was an absolute nightmare.
Was it a lack of understanding? Was it the irresponsibility of an addictive minority that's ruining it for the rest of them.? The Queen knew she was missing something.
"Puritanical approaches seldom work, Minister. And when it does, it's often unjustly taxing. I don't think criminalization and banning is the right path, especially for a drug like Blue Poppy, which had proven medicinal value."
Grinwald shook his head.
"Her Highness, I'm aware the young blue-bloods tend to have a soft take on altered states. I've heard plenty of stories about Princess Veramour's wild party habits. But this isn't about the psychedelic curiosity of the wealthy lot, this is a matter of public health. About a dangerously addictive substance that could potentially sedate our youth to ruination. And I find the literature on medicinal application highly questionable.."
Elanor didn't delve into that snide remark on her sister. Instead she focused on her concerns.
"There are other ways to prevent its widespread usage. Besides, what worries me more are the lateral consequences. When we banned the local farming, it got smuggled from the neighboring kingdoms. When we cut off the supply chains, it tempted the bad actors to step in; like Noxtrans, even Orcans. With increased demand, and boosted black-market auctions, it's a disaster on all ends."
"Add to it, the addicts of Wolkenshire directly funding the war efforts of the orcs, buying at twice the market price.. You may be worried about harmful effects, Minister, of a single drug. And rightfully so. But my concerns are far greater. Regarding the precedence we put in place."
Grinwald listened in disagreement, yet impressed by the Queen's thoughtfulness. Compared to the usual Lords and Barons barely capable of understanding the intricacies of statecraft, these discussions were a pleasant breath of fresh air. The Queen continued.
"Blue poppy is just a place-holder. A flavor of the day. My concerns are the black-market trade relations it enables, between bad actors among us, and the Orcans. The relationships that will grow in all the wrong ways. From selling us intoxicants, to exotic animals, to weapons and mercenaries. Compared to which, the home-grown intoxicants were a much manageable problem. So you are right, Minister Grinwald. I'm taking out the option to outright banning. It won't lead anywhere good, not in the long run."
"My Queen, we're here." Said the coach-man.
"Give us a moment.." The Queen shifted her attention back to Grinwald.
"I've a meeting here, so you proceed Archminister. We'll continue this discussion another time. Hmm.. Before we leave, tell me Grinwald. What's your opinion on.. what was that again.?? The Cultists of Sword.?! Are they an actual threat as the recent intel suggests?"
"I believe you are confusing the 'Cultus de Peganus' with the 'Order of Sword'. Highness is too young, and I do not blame. Even I get those confused myself."
"No you don't. But you are kind. Please do tell, Archminister." Elanor replied with a simple smile. She didn't mistake the two. She just knew the old man loved showing off his knowledge.
"Cultus is a secret society, with pagan routes, its members a select few, and surely of immense power and influence. They like to stay in the shadows, engaging in questionable pagan rituals, and the likes. But they hadn't held significant political power in ages. So no, I wouldn't call them a threat."
Elanor leaned in. She had no interest in the Pagans of the past, or what how they chose to indulge in the dark, yet. Her concern was the Order of Sword. Grinwald continued.
"But I would worry about the Order though. They have a history of extreme-activism, though had gotten toothless over the years. The potential is there. I wouldn't recommend an intervention, but basic surveillance is advised. Which I believe is General Scarlin's position as well."



They kept discussing the matter for a few more minutes.
As Grinwald's carriage moved on, Elanor pulled the hood over her head. Nodding to the cart by the end of the street, her security team trailing her the whole while, she walked past the gates. She wasn't so reckless as to ignore safety, and walk out alone. Unlike her private escapades, she wanted everything by protocol, from now on. She had carried with her in her satchel, the custom-made combat-ready fencing helmet, the one with a lock. Elanor didn't particularly enjoy having to hide her identity. Thanks to her prior outings, staying anonymous came with a sense of sinfulness, especially in broad daylight. There was a sudden crack of thunder. Glancing up, Elanor thought, her brow raised.
'Is it going to rain? Too early for moon though, right Yenizka..?!'
Even so, these training sessions had become the best part of her week lately. Instructor Drubin had arranged for advanced combat training in afternoons, on alternating days. Her cover-story stated that she was a fencing prodigy of noble-birth, here for advanced training. She didn't know the details, other than she'll be only referred to as Fourteen. Since the students were expected to stay in full gear, when practicing, there was no reason for anyone else to see the Queen's face, especially with her custom-made double-grilled helmet.
Walking up to the young lady behind the desk, of what resembled a reception area, the Queen said in a deeper voice, adjusting the cowl to cover her face.
"I had an appointment with Instructor Drubin, for a private session. I'm registered by the name fourteen."
"Fourteen! Oh, how good to see you..!" The young lady responded quite animatedly. The Queen had grown quite fond of her expressiveness, especially the look of immense admiration in her eyes. She was the youngest child of Drubin, Miss Requina, an excellent swordsmaid in her own right, assisting her father with dojo administrations, and teaching young kids on weekends. She was always extremely happy to see the Queen, known to her only as Fourteen. It amazed Elanor, that even with the hardcore trainings, how Requina had preserved that child-like innocence and enthusiasm in her eyes. She said.
"There's has been a unfortunate development. Master had arranged for a pair of young mercenaries in peregrination. I'm not surprised, since you had defeated all other sparring partners till now. Quite infamous, these ones though, for their unsavory tactics.. Well, I'm sure they'll be no contest for you. But he had been called away this morning, Master Drubin. The Citizen Guard has been deployed. I don't know if you've heard, but there were protests by the west-side, and it might turn violent."
Great! Why didn't I think of it.?! Elanor felt like an idiot. She had ordered for the deployment of Citizen Guards just that morning. Of course, Drubin had been pulled. He's not just a retired veteran, he was a prime commander. The Queen contemplated leaving. But her body ached for the pain, her mind for the strain, of rigorous training. This was the only activity that helped center her, since the Diplomatic Meet fiasco.
Young Requina continued.
"Well, you can finish the usual warm-up, and hone your skills on the wooden dummy. He suggested some solo practice would do you good. Practice the strikes to perfection, especially the Southern Swipe from last session. Your foot-work could be improved. I apologize for the inconvenience, we can also arrange to reschedule free of charge."
"It's alright. I can manage on my own." The Queen confirmed. It would take a while for Jokshun to come pick her anyway.
"Fourteen.. I must advise you keep to yourself, since you are going in unsupervised. If you need any help, just ring the bell, as usual. I'll be right there. Students are scarce, since its a weekday. We'll probably close down early. You'll have to stick to the inner dojo, as it's likely to rain soon."
The young girl bowed, her smile still infectious.
The Queen walked past a few students. All extremely polite, stopping to bow in respect, as she bowed back. There were no Queens nor subjects in these premises. Only willing students. Absolute equals, regardless the ranks. Bowing to each other, and all to their one Master, The Commander of Seven Swords, Instructor Drubin. Elanor liked interacting with the young ones these last few weeks, especially the way they never treated her any different for being a female. Some of the older staff however didn't share the same views. For instance, Levin, the mute groundskeeper. Sure he followed suit as she bowed, but the smirk in his face, the look of pure contempt. If it were up to him, he'd have handed her the mop instead of a sword. Well, you can't reform everyone.
Thirty minutes into the dojo, Elanor was already covered in sweat, her mind feeling limitless. She kept on practicing the 'Southern Swipe' blow from the last session, nd it was much trickier than she'd anticipated. The dojo was mostly empty, with the final two students wrapping up their sparring session early. The Queen had noticed two new-faces sitting on floor, at the very edge of the other side. Must be my mercenary sparring-partners for today.! It's a shame Drubin had to go, I was looking forward to meeting my match. Well, some other day perhaps.
Repeating the blow the fifty second time, the Queen realized it wasn't a matter of speed, agility, even strength. What troubled her was the technique, particularly her stance. The Southern Swipe, required alternating between a low horse-stance to a high peacock-stance. And the requirements changed with the body-type. For it to work seamlessly, she should stand from a much lower position, without actually crouching. Meaning, her hips had to open up even further, to avail for the results she desired. More stretching, then.? I guess.
Innate of womankind, Elanor was acutely aware of the leering eyes focused on her ministrations, from the far end of the dojo. The fact that three of them were alone must have emboldened them. Sure, look all you want. No harm done. The Queen thought, unusually flirtatious for her. What irritated truly, was Instructor's codes. Drubin had gone over to the eastern lands, and much of his fencing style was heavily influenced by what he learned from there. Add to it, he was a stickler for traditional style. This meant bamboo swords, out-dated training suits and an indoor arena that was designed like an eastern dojo. Elanor did not enjoy the ridiculousness of swishing around a piece of wood, nor cutting into the defenseless wooden dummy.
And most of all, she hated the gi, the traditional training-wear. Especially the pants. For starters, it was ridiculously closer to a herdsmen's chaps, than any traditional leg-wear. Absolutely crotch-less. The groin had to be covered with the traditional long white tie-up loin cloth, with the black loin-guard attached atop. His rational made sense, that separating the crotch-piece and the legs provided for better mobility, especially with the advanced stances. And the hanging flaps from the belt helped serve as a skirt, covering it all up neatly. Still, it doesn't make it any less embarrassing, knowing the view it gave, especially her inner thighs. But that's a small price to pay, for a greater outcome. After all, it was only a few decades ago, when they were all wearing skirts to the battle field, both swordsmaids and men. Thankfully Drubin hadn't insisted on being that traditional. Initially she was afraid of malfunctioning, the chaps held together by just a few knots. But over multiple sessions these past weeks, she grew to trust the integrity of the outfit.
What she couldn't have accounted for, was the translucency of the coarse cloth. Or the spectacle she made, standing against the large shoji sliding door, with sunlight blasting through the latticework of the partition. The two men on the other side simply sat watching, the eldest of them, Kazan, with a surprised grin. It didn't go unnoticed by his younger partner, Birch. They gaze stayed on the Queen, as she stayed way longer into the widened horse-stance, the contours of her toned flesh beautifully contrasted against the light of the background. Even of those most intimate curves. Birch sighed.
"Such a fine specimen, eh Kazian?"
"Amen to that, Buch."
"Must be so hard for you, staying civil. You always had a thing for pelvic arch. Me, I'm more of a jugglers. If only she stood sideways, the light would have blessed me with those jugs. They looked huge though, well huge for a virgin. Even under the armor, you could sense."
"She's a virgin, you say?"
"It's the air she gives, you see. So Holier-than-thou, so prim and perfect. It's ironic, the devotion to purity is what ends up doing-in, such stuck-up broads to absolute slutdom. Then again, I don't know. A slut here, a ho there. You lose track of these things, of your judgement. I mean, what do we know of her anyway?"
"May be you don't.." Kazian said, patronizingly patting the short Birch's head.
"Oh, this again?! You cant be suggesting.."
"Well, it's about beauty, ain't it? That which calls on to you? You find beauty in faces. Well, you say jugs, but I know you by Buch. Sir Missionary for the young and wild.! Nothing gets your rocks off like staring back to their eyes, as they shudder back to your arms, making the lewdest faces.!"
"There he goes again.." Birch eased back to the wall, preparing himself for the lecture he must have heard a thousand times. His eyes still focused on the silhouette of the Queen. How long is she going to stay still? Kazian continued, his eyes squinting, drinking in the slightest tremble of the Queen's rear.
"I, my friend, find beauty in the feminine pelvis. It's shape, it's scent, its agility. And especially that sweet meeting point, where the curves of a girl's buns meet, right above her slit. The shape of it, oh man! The more I see, the more I fall in love. And I can tell, each one Buch. That's the thing of beauty for me."
"It's a shame then.." Birch replied. "That we don't get to fence with the primrose."
"You just wait, my friend. Just wait."
Elanor was at her absolute limit, doing the stretching exercise. To the untrained eye, nothing about it seemed impressive. She was simply standing with her feet spread wider than her shoulders, her knees bend, like sitting in an invisible chair, while her arms extended forward, and stayed suspended, keeping her spine erect at all times. Her breath-work remained slow, deep and steady.Her long bamboo sword was placed on her lap, balancing on her knees, such that the slightest movement could tip it off. The posture was nothing new to Elanor, nor difficult. She did similar movements, even in the Adriana's routine, her infamous butterfly flaps on the late-night performances at the Desert Rose. Why did I have to remind myself of such things, now..?! Elanor shook her head clear.
It wasn't the posture in itself that made it so difficult, but being forced to steel your mind, and enduring it for prolonged stretches, incrementally opening her hips further and further. Today was a personal best for the Queen, but she pushed through, knowing the stretch wasn't nearly sufficient. Perspiring like a pig, her joints began to tremble, her leg muscles absolutely fatigued, as her breath quickened. Sensing imminent collapse, with one tip of the bamboo sliding away, Elanor quickly grabbed the end, and pierced the sword to the mat, balancing herself on it, like a walking stick. As much as she wished to push further, she hated the idea of collapsing before two potential sparring mates. Standing back to her full height, the Queen heard claps approaching from behind. And now they choose to engage..?!
"Impressive..!! Absolutely impressive command over one's mind..! For a woman that is.."
"Right Kaz.. If only there was a mop fixed to the end of that bamboo. The picture would have been perfect. The dojo's getting dirty with all the sweat dripping. Here, try this."
Birch tossed the cleaning mop he was holding towards the Queen. Elanor was quick on her feet, side-stepped and swashed her bamboo sword, blocking the throw. In an instant the wet, stained cloth at the end of it got plastered on to the short man's face, knocking off his balance. Kazian snickered at his friend's idiocy, as Birch rolled around on the floor humiliated.
"You bitch..!!" He almost launched himself at the Queen, sneering, as Kazian held him off.
"Save it for the mat, Buch. What about you, girlie.? Heard you were looking for hardcore fencing. Are you contented banging against the wooden dummy, or you want to try your luck on the mat?!"
As the two men separated to the sides, almost inviting her in, Elanor shook her head smiling. Do not engage. Her mind warned. Just stick to your stretching. Perfect the techniques. Do not engage unsupervised. But her legs moved on their own.
"I hope you live up to the hype. I'm used to sparring against five. Do not end up a disappointment."
Both men backed off by about five paces, with the Queen at the center, sizing them up. The duo began circling her, as the Queen adjusted herself against the light coming from the open window. Kazian grinned as he said.
"Oh, I know the type. Much like the harem-queens by the south-side taverns, unwilling to get down to it, unless with five men at once. The gifted ones always turn quite the handful, even us together.. But their concluding moans make it all worth the effort. Are you too, a moaner, Fourteen.?! Believe me, we wont be merciful.."
"If your techniques are as dull as your insults, I'll try and be merciful."
Elanor noticed the short man be run towards, with his sword up and ready.
Here we go. Smiled the Queen.
**
*
Requina just finished up the paper-work of the new students for the day, and walked out to the sitting area. She extended her arms, bend forward and down, touching her toes and staying there, giving her joints an excellent stretch. She went out, and checked the weather. Unlike she feared, it didn't seem to rain any soon.
May be it's time I take the rounds. See how the practice is going.
**
*
Elanor stepped back to the left avoiding the rapid cuts by Birch, mindful of Kazian lazily circling them. Trapping his arm mid-stroke, she clocked the annoyed man's face, careful to not injure seriously.
"Stay down shortie..!" She yelled as she stepped leftwards, avoiding the incoming swing. Even if bamboo, the swords served the purpose, and a good swing at the right angle could easily bruise the skin, or break a bone even. She had a better read on both the opponents by now.
The short one, Birch, lacked any technique, and seemed to be operating on some mixture of rage and chance. And this made him extremely unpredictable, especially with that temper of his. Kazian, towering over them all by at least two feet, seemed way relaxed and laid-back, maybe to a fault. His large swings almost seemed thoughtless at times, even though scarily powerful. She could take on either one alone in her sleep, but together they coordinated so well, that at times Elanor seemed to be escaping by a hair. She had this strange sense, that they were acting as if toying with her.
She ducked and blocked the double blow from Birch, and rolled on her side, jumping over an unmindful swing from the tall guy, spreading the impact again in a nice smooth roll, and landing finally on her feet. Standing up quick, she quickly turned to see them both circling her at either ends, in calculated strides. There was this distinct grin on Birch's face, as his partner on the other end nodded at him. Was that some sort of signal? Are they going for a combo?! From their coordination, Elanor had no doubt that these two had been working together for a long while, in actual battles. Towards her right was the large window opening towards the oriental garden outside. The mute grounds-keeper, Levin, seemed to be busy tending to the soil, making ornate circles on it. He looked so peaceful.
Elanor remembered the peace she felt by practicing herself, before saying yes to this idiotic combat. Right then she saw from the corner, Birch taking a sudden sidestep to his right. A distraction, Elanor smiled, as Kazian rushed swinging with one arm. Single grip..? Why though.?!
Elanor swing her sword back, intimidating Birch, while side-stepping and twirling to avoid the incoming blow. She noticed Birch rolling under, his sword blocking her swing. As the both men went from left to right, trying to take down the Queen, Elanor twirled in the middle, feeling the cold rush into her inner thighs as the flaps of her gi fanned out, with the speed of the spin. She felt a distinct coldness by her hips, as she made the spin, expertly evading both the blows. And seeing the opening Elanor swung around the sword, it hitting Birch's helmet, making him tumble down on to the floor face first. With a satisfied grin, the Queen twirled again, coming to face Kazian, her both hands gripping the hilt, her sword extended, its tip an inch away from his face. Blow to the head meant Birch was out, now she had the better swordsman all to herself.
"No one to cover your back now, eh?" Elanor couldn't hide her sadistic smirk. To her surprise, he had the exact smirk. He replied.
"My thoughts precisely..!" It took a moment for her to realize, then again it took a moment for it to properly unfold. But she felt thee unmistakable cold along her hips. The slight wind blowing from the window, caress through her legs, her calves, even the under-thighs. She saw Kazian standing before, still with that laid-back smug-face, looking to his right, and nodding at someone. It was Levin, his fingers tightly gripping the gardening tool. He seemed to be sweating, and hyper-ventilating, like he wasn't well. And his eyes.. His eyes stared right back at Elanor, almost intrusively. His face getting paler by the second. What's this, his first time watching a woman beat someone's ass.?! The branches in the background dancing lightly to the wind. It felt so cold again, she realized, the wind.
Against my fist, my neck.. And my, under-thighs..?!
She understood, though didn't want to admit. Or just ignore, for a few more moments at least. But the reactions the damn reactions. The frozen gaze of Levin, the arrogant smirking Kazian upfront, and the irritating, infuriating snicker that just started from behind. That perverse creep, Birch. She didn't want to look, to confirm. But it was hard to ignore what's on sight, right by the corner of her eyes. Even harder to deny the wind against her naked flesh.
On the dojo floor mat, encircling her both feet, were two crumbled piles of coarse white cloth. And feet away from them, a walnut-brown crotch-guard, still rocking back-and-fourth, its strings undone. My gi bottoms..! The strings of my bottoms, those damn chaps suspenders, had come undone.. But how.?! They were so reliable all week long..? Did I forget to tighten the knots? Oh no! In the middle of the day, in the sacred dojo, with my legs bare! They can see. They can see it all.! The Queen fell her knees verging on giving out, a sudden wave of shame and submission urging her to kneel. Tempting her to yield, and serve. Serve?! Serve what..? Snap out of it, Nora!
It didn't matter, the deed has been done. And now she stood there, her long toned legs in full display to not just the two creep in the dojo, but the old grounds-keeper who looked like he was about to have a stroke. Thankfully the three gi-flaps dangling down from her midriff, the pelvic-shields, served as a mini-skirt in parts. Though it left her groin, covered by a single layer of white cloth, wide open to Kazian's leering. Should I kneel down, and try to tie the pants back? Should I call for a time-out? No, I can't. That would be giving a reason for him to look down. Especially not with the old misogynist watching from the garden. No I can't afford to show weakness.



"What to call quits, warrior?! Take a break, mayhaps?" Kazian's asked with utter contempt, a winning smirk at the corner of his lips already. May be I should. The Queen deliberated. My aim isn't to dominate, to feed into ego-tussles anyhow. But any sane thought the Queen had got overrun as soon as she heard it. That irritably cackling laugh from behind, that disrespectful midget. Out the corner of her vision, she could sense, the smugness of confirmation returning to the grounds-keeper's face. He's starting to enjoy the show now. Well, you want a show? I'll show you.. I'll show you the wrath of the Queen's sword..!
Kazian noticed her tighten her grip on the bamboo sword. Fight it is, then.
"This will be short, Fourteen. But I'll be enjoying it, every bit."
He launched himself forward with a horizontal straight blow, which the Queen ducked, as she rolled on to the other side. Getting back to the defensive stance,she realized her second mistake. The traditional gi works as an ensemble unit, with each part complementing the other. Without the tightening straps of the pants, and the reinforcement from the crotch-guard, the rest of it were loosening as well. This time her old-school loin-cloth, with its belt-piece wrapped high above the hip bones, around her midriff, with its single long fabric running between her rear-cheeks, covering her nether, under the front flap and hanging down aesthetically before her snatch. The way she rolled forward made the cloth ride in uncomfortably deep within her ass-cheeks, as the rest of the gi scrunched up her torso, even her pelvic-protective-flaps getting pulled by a few inches.
It's the glee in Birch's eyes that made her realize, how ridiculous she looked in that disheveled attire. This is getting worse. He can see my bare thighs.. Not just that, from the right angle, he might get to glimpse even my bare pelvic bones. And my ass even, in case I twirl. Don't dwell on it, Nora..!! It doesn't matter. As long as I get to have the last laugh, it doesn't. As long as I win, it doesn't..
Screaming out the doubts, Elanor charged right at Kazian in the middle, unleashing a superfluous combo of all her best swashes, twisting her torso, blocking his passes, and kneeling and rolling if necessary. It didn't cross her mind, the wonderful display she'll be putting on for not just the leering lecherous Birch, but for the octogenarian grounds-keeper, who hadn't had a proper erection in decades, not to mention by ogling at someone old enough to be his grand-daughter. Seduction of the elderly seemed to a a curse that the Queen couldn't get to shake off, but with all the constant and sudden twirling, even the protective flaps on her hips had no time to rest from fanning out and out again.
A two inch thick fabric wrapped around her midriff right over her belly-button, with it's long attached fabric passing down behind between her voluptuous ass-cheeks, ridden in too deep that it almost seemed to vanish, only to emerge, on the other end, wrapped safely around all things pristine in a royal nether. The cloth continued to dip underneath the belt and flow outward, hanging over the groin, which if wet, could very well be bare to all watching eyes.
The Queen wasn't wet, not yet. But the sight of her well toned midriff, sensual calves, doughy thighs, and tempting cheeks, looking like a marble master-piece, was enough to drive any man wild. Add to that, the royal pelvic bones, the valley of her sweet pussy, the lush pubic hair neatly tucked within.. It all continued to tease them in broad day-light. And the Queen had no clue. Nor could she afford to think of it, and focus on the swordsman.
Because unlike Birch, Kazian took her attacks extremely well. And showing not a bit of doubt, taking not a step back, he continued to block all her moves, even managing to swash back a few. His level of confidence almost seemed arrogant to Her Majesty. Like it didn't matter to him, what she did. As she circled around him, attacking from all angles, he barely moved including to rotate, to face her. As if he could block without even looking, as if she were that predictable. To the onlookers it seemed like he was leading her around, in circles.
It almost reminded her of her first ever dance with Prince Barthomius. Long back, on her birthday ball. The way he stood right in the middle, glowing under that enormous, gorgeous chandelier, his strong guiding hand extended out, her little fingers taking the cue, the layers of hem fanning out wide, twirling round and round, orbiting him. Making his shining eyes, that beautiful masculine smile, her whole new world. That feeling of being happily powerless.. No, beyond power and constraints, forever in his embrace.
And the fire it lit, in her heart.
In her loins.
Snapping out, the Queen stepped back missing his blow by a hair, and rolled sideways to safety. That was the most intense, longest I've engaged in combat without breaking contact, the Queen realized, still hyperventilating. Due to the locked head-gear, she couldn't even wipe clear the sweat around her brows. And look at him still, not even breaking a sweat.! How is that possible.?!
Grinning back, Kazian said, kissing the tip of his sword.
"Got you..!"
"You didn't..!!" Even as she sneered back, Elanor felt it by the wind against her bare back. Bare back?! Her rear flap had gotten flipped in the struggle, thus no longer covering her bulging buttocks, merely sticking out like a tail. The wind swept over all of her naked rear, except for a thick straight line across the cheeks. There, it felt numb, absolutely numb. And a strange tingling sensation perhaps. Much like one would feel getting slapped in the face.
"He did, girl.! My boy Kaz did!" Birch shouted from behind, his voice breaking in to a cackle. "I can see it clear and red. Right across your sweet round cheeks. Man, wish those were my fingers instead..!"
He did.? But how..? How could he move so fast..?! I had blocked all his strikes, I thought I did, at least. But this, this sting on my rear now. My rear, of all places..! Like I'm some meager pet to toy with.. How demeaning, you dishonorable daemon.! You cretinous scum..!!
Elanor slipped up, overcome with emotions, she ran into him, her sword ready for the final blow. Kazian stood there erect, like she was in no way a threat. As she swished the sword, he moved like a gazelle, missing it by an inch, his hand gripping the back-neck of her gi, and tugging it hard. The knots upfront almost broke, the fabric unevenly pulled beneath the chest-guard, restricting her movements further.
Again.! It's not over yet. Not so long as you don't yield. Not, so long as you don't drop the sword.
Elanor charged again, clearly fuming at him the way he looked down on the Queen. His response was a move beyond Elanor's imagination. He ducked to the left, rolled up by her right, and instead of going for the final blow, he latched his hilt between her grip, leveraging against her sword, such that he effectively locked her both hands. He stepped and stepped on to his left, in measured circles, leaving the Queen, Fourteen, no option but to either step along, or get dragged along. He moved like a man leading his girl on a celebratory waltz. No, more like leashing an angry pet.
With his final turn, he swept his leg, and her Queen remembered her both feet leaving the mat, as her body followed the spin of his pull, her hands tightening on to the hilt, still not yielding, as she inhaled deep, ready to be slammed on to the floor. She remembered her his arm wrapping around her helmet, the folds of his gi, wrapping her in darkness. Her nose breathing in his soaked gi, straight from his armpit. And she felt it rush through her nostrils, filling in her lungs, brimming up what was suppressed all this while, waking her loins proper in what seemed like ages. Her eyes rolled back into her brain on its own.
That tantalizing scent of the masculine.!
No... It was an unwashed, uncouth, and utterly bestial musk.
The kind that made her knees give out..
Did I truly crave it this deep, the mere scent of it?! Elanor felt that moment stretch, and stretch, until she finally felt her back slam against the wood. Thankfully her armor took most of the impact, and she realized most of her weight was still held by Kazian, his left hand holding both her wrists by a string, the tightening string of her cuffs, her grip still on the hilt. Shaking her head, she looked around.
Thankfully Levin, the grounds-keeper seemed to have lost interest, and moved on. Either that, or he came watching, and collapsed in exhaustion. Eww..! Elanor shut her eyes to erase that image. She could still hear Birch's annoying laugh, but couldn't spot him. She realized he was holding her against the sturdy wooden dummy, on which she had been practicing her moves earlier. Which means right above her would be a bell, the same calling bell the young Requina had mentioned. To ring, in case of trouble.
Kazian hooked her string from both her sleeves on to the metallic hook a the top of the wooden sturdy dummy. He noticed quite surprised, that the Queen hadn't yet let go of her sword, as much as she was at his mercy. Such pride, huh?! Breaking you would be so satisfying.. He stepped back as he grinned. As she tried to step back on her feet, he swiped his legs again, leaving her both naked legs stretched out in a V-shape. Essentially leaving her hanging from her own wrists, knotted above her head.
He looked to Birch as he heard the distant footsteps, coming from the other end of the corridor.
"Must be Lady Requina. It's time she came for rounds. Remember the time we bested her. I can't wait for the bitch to come find this..!"
"Buch, my boy.. Go distract her, will you.? Just slip in that you saw Fourteen here go into the gardens.."
"For what?!"
"I don't know! To meditate perhaps.. Make something up, but do not let her pass. I must claim my victory now, in peace."
Oh oh..! What is he up to now.. Elanor began to panic, struggling her way back to standing up.
"You don't mean.." Even Birch was baffled. Kazian shook his head smirking, as he swiped his feet again, stopping the squirming Queen's desperate attempts.
"Not that.! In our dojo, of all places, you think..?! Besides, would I ever do something so rash, and not share with my Buch.? Relax... Go deal with her quick.."
That brought much relief to the Queen, even though she knew, nothing good awaited her. Even if her taunts from earlier were justifiable, that gave him every reason to be spiteful. With the last of Birch's footsteps fading behind, suddenly it dawned on her, the deafening silence around, and the humid heat in-between. None was around to watch over them, not Requina, nor the mute Levin. For all his flaws, at least Birch seemed to keep the tall creep before in check. But being alone with this complete stranger, essentially bound, Elanor felt her throat drying up quicker by the moment. Suddenly, his voice boomed.
"So now that it's just us, Fourteen.. Do you yield.?"
"Never..!!" She spat back, her eyes fuming, her voice hoarse. Yet her mind embarrassed by how quickly she gave into her ego, her emotions. And most of all, to his presence.
Kazian pulled something from behind, and placed it right between her both hands, still gripping on to the hilt. It felt thick, and rough, the way its fibers dug into her skin. Is that a rope..? Kazian leaned in to an uncomfortable proximity, as he said.
"Let there be no misconceptions. Nothing coercive is going on here. We sparred, and you lost. Now admit defeat, and I'll free your hands myself. Else, I'll have to claim the victory by souvenir. Again, no pressure. If it helps the shame, don't say it to my face. I'll turn, and walk away. You just drop the sword once I'm gone. And grab the rope. Just one yank, and that pretty young missy from the reception will come running. She was all mouth about your swordsmanship, going on and on.. Fourteen this, Fourteen that.. Yaapp, yap yap, yapp.. It would serve her good, right.?! To find her idol, drowning in shame and defeat, unclothed.. Hehe.. Tough choice, eh?"
Elanor had been losing for so long, especially against that untameable beast in her, that even the small wins mattered the world to her, these past few weeks. Almost as if she had to built back up her confidence, her sense of self-worth, from the absolute bottom, following that fateful night. And to lose it all, on all levels in an instant. As a woman, as a fighter. As a Queen..
As her eyes welled up, Kazian sniggered again.
"This is why I hate sparring with girls. Crying daddy is all they do.. Do you cry for Daddy a lot, Fourteen? Or should I say, Demura..?!"
Her eyes almost popped. How? How did he know? The response gave away the truth, something which she realized a little too late. If anything, he could see it in her eyes, the fear of discovery. She felt the life leave her bowels, as his hands reached behind her helmet, in an attempt to unbuckle.
"A locked mask, huh? Is this some kind of fetish nowadays? Always masked, even on-stage, even when happily wiggling these hips, naked as the day you were born. What is it, some disfigurement by birth, that you hiding? Or is there a lot more riding on this concealment, than mere personal shame? Leave it, I don't care for faces anyhow.. I wouldn't have figured you, if I did, my sweet little star-sign."
Elanor felt his rough, calloused fingers pounce on her left thigh, almost squeezing the flesh to check its fat content. He leaned down, taking a closer look, as his warm gasp of surprise hitting her white loin-cloth.
"God, its you! It's really you. I knew I'd find it here, my little star-fish."
No, not my mole again. Elanor kept hitting her helmet against the wooden beam, blaming herself. It was a private mark, shared only with the man she loved. Stop calling it star-fish at least.!! Then again it shamed her, recalling how lewdly, thoughtlessly she had flashed around her pelvis to cheering crowds of drunken lowlifes, her time at the Desert Rose.
"You remember your signature move, flapping the thighs out, like a butterfly..? When the absolute drunks focused on the bouncing boobs, and the borderline perverts on the sweating cunt in-between, my eyes were always on the star-shine."
The reminder of it made her shudder, as she pulled herself back the best as she could, trying to kick away his advences. Must he be so crass?
"Why are you being so weird now.? Don't you remember me from all your routines, right in the front row? You were too willing, too happy to have my fingers slip in a few coins down your loin-cloth. In fact, you encouraged it then, even as it slipped right off your snatch. Why d'you act so precious now? Have you any clue how many times I'd fantasied shining it with tongue.?"
"DO NOT..!!" Her voice was low, yet hoarse. A clear warning, even if it teetered by the end. Was she having second thoughts..?!
Strangely, Kazian didn't push any further. For his plans, his fantasies were quite unique. The one's that had been brewing in his mind from the moment he saw her walk in today. Or even before, from many weeks before, when he missed his chance to get a blowjob from the famed Demura herself, as she stopped early in her booth. Little did she knew, the actual effect she had on men. And the frustrations of rejection, even if not by intend. Like any Queen, she was too used to ignoring her subjects at times.
As the grin returned to his face, Kazian toyed with the extension of her loin-cloth, dangling down.
"You know what this is?"
Elanor watched him with heaving chest, as he slowly took in hand the long white fabric scrunched up between her legs. As he carefully unfurled it to full length, Elanor noticed the karambit, a small curved blade, expertly hidden within his right grip. She remembered the distinct cold she felt against her waist, before her bottoms came undone. It wasn't an accident then, my pants.?! Did these creeps actually cut off my straps? By plan? Cheater!
"It's called tare, and this long white one, hōmari tare. Symbolizing the honor of your Lord. In this case, your Great Queen, the one you are sworn to protect. Haha.! What a joke.?! I have this habit you see, I take something to remember by, every worthy defeat I make."
"You didn't defeat me, you cheat!" The Queen sneered. "You used an actual weapon, that karambit! The agreement was bamboo swords."
"Oh this one.." Kazian swiftly hooked the blade's point into the long fabric, right at her waist. The Queen's gaze remained fixed on his, even as she felt the metallic cold against her skin.
Krrrr.r..rrrr..!
As he slowly cut across the cloth, Kazian continued.
"This little one.?! It's merely a distraction. Besides, I thought you wanted no holds barred. Afraid of a kitchen knife now? Should have stuck to mopping floors then, like a good little maiden. Huhh.. Is it true, that you are actually training to be the Queen's personal guard.? Good heavens..!!"
Elanor stayed silent. She didn't know what exactly her cover-story had been. She knew that Drubin had kept it purposefully vague, so it didn't surprise her that the students got to speculate. Yet she didn't want lie. Moreover she hated engaging any further with this irritating cretin.
Yanking off the remaining few threads, he dangled the torn piece of cloth in front of her furious eyes, wide his grin comically wide.
"Here. I'm taking your Queen's honor, for souvenir."
"Sure, take it. I expect nothing from a panty-sniffing pervert. Are you man enough to spar one-on-one.?"
"Is that an admission? Do you want to feel me nuzzle against your under-clothes??"
I'm not going to dignify that with a response. Elanor stared back, fuming.
"You surely seem too keen on humiliating men on the mat. May be you are no Queen's guard. May be you are just some rich Lord's stuck up little prissy, who gets her rocks off by beating up men by day, and slutting around for their approval by night. That's some twisted little kink you are into! Okay, you want to spar? I'll take the bite, what's the wager?"
"What wager?"
"Come on, I can't spar for free. I would've, for the fun of it, if only you weren't so predictably dull.. No, you must wager something worthwhile. And I'm sure, you feel the same. You must want something in return, a revenge of sorts. You can't just be satisfied with a simple victory, not now. Not after we rubbing it in on your face this long. You'll want retribution."
"I don't stoop to such petty..You know what?? One slap! Right across your face.. Witnessed by that irritable minion of yours."
"And if I win?"
"You won't."
"But, if I did.??" Kazian grinned, his fingers toying with a unique necklace he was wearing. Its chain was a simple black chord, and the large locket, if it could even be called so. A four inch long thick bronze cylinder, which made strange rattling sounds like a bell, adorned with ancient intricate calligraphy all over. It stood out in bright contrast against his otherwise uncouth demeanor.If not for his thick gi overalls keeping it under wraps, the thing would have waved all around, especially the way he fought.
"Go on.." That part on curiosity in her couldn't resist. He continued.
"If I win, the next time she's on stage, I want Demura wearing this, my precious Lhasan pendent snuggled up between her bosoms.!"
Elanor thought she managed it well, but her body had already betrayed. And he saw it, the way her pupils instantly dilated. The way her lips parted, and stayed frozen. He continued.
"My wager demands that on her next performance, Demura come with a bare pelvis. Hairless, as the day she was born! And I want the contents stored safe inside the pendent."



"What?!" Elanor noticed he wasn't looking at her face anymore.
"It's a secret container.! Just twist and open, that simple. I remember your bush growing, nice and thick. It's not to my liking. A bitch should stay shamelessly bare. Those are my terms. You up for it, still.?"
You men, and your filthy fetishes.. Elanor nodded.
Kazim couldn't avert his eyes, nor shake off his wonderment. There was a damp spot, right in the middle of the folds, of her white underclothing. The Queen didn't know how to respond. She expected him demanding a lot worse, but this. Then again, she'd be admitting to her days of moonlighting, even if she would never be going back to it ever. For the last time, she tried.
"I do not know this Demura you keep referring to.."
"Sure sweetums.." Kazian pulled his eyes away from the blotting loin-cloth, focusing directly on her eyes, through the grilled mask. It occurred to him then, she didn't look the same. Something was missing, the fire in her gaze. She almost seemed..
"Are you disappointed?! Good lord! What, you think I was going to force you into something right here? Girl, this is a Dojo. Where warriors are forged, second only to the battle-field. A place of worship for my kind. You think I'd desecrate it so recklessly..? I might look wild, but there are things even I hold sacred . I thought I was the pervert, but..."
"I never said any of those.." Elanor almost yelled back, fuming with frustration and shame.
"You want to spar, or not..?!"
"Fine...!" Squirmed the Queen, annoyed at his gaze, unaware of her soiled state. She never even listened to the terms, nor did she need to. These were amateurs, she knew from their moves.
They won by fluke, and trickery. They won't win. Not again.
He wont.!
**
*
Young Requina startled on her chair behind the counter, at the sound of the sliding door violently pushed aside. Before she could look, the person walked past like wind, not stopping to return the farewell bow to the receptionist as usual. Requina couldn't identify properly, the person was gone by the time she finished bowing. All that registered to her was the strange rattling sound with every step taken. And the quick-drying vague impression on the floor-mat below. Of a well-endowed wet left feet.
But that mask.. Was that Fourteen? Why was she coming from the dojo? I thought she went into the gardens, to meditate. Did she run into those wretched clowns, by chance? Could it be that, they sparred?
Oh God, did she lose? Did you get defeated? Almighty, did I do this to Fourteen? Did I, to Her Majesty..?! Requina stood there frozen, her worried eyes widened in wonder.
Elanor walked swiftly, not wanting to see the look on the enthusiastic girl. Whether it be of absolute admiration, or utter disappointment, the Queen knew she was in no shape to bear the crushing weight of it. All her anger concentrated on the right grip, her lightly calloused fingers digging into the bronze locket. The strange rattling noise from the hollow cylinder adding to her irritation. Its chain, the cheap thick black chord, dangling back and forth. But it wasn't like she could look Requina in the eyes, knowing what happened just a minute ago. Nor was this a good time for any explanations.
The Queen knew by now, further digging would do no good. Elanor struggled to clear her mind, trying to not think of the single straight line of discharge, dripping alongside her inner left-thigh. Not to mention her irrecoverably stained white loin-cloth. She couldn't even bother changing, she had to be out of there now. Thankfully Jokshun had arrived early, the carriage was right outside.
The thunder cracked again, making her look up. The moon had risen, visible barely through the clouds. She remembered the lines from the Holy writ.
'As the moon melts, showering you with bliss.. Soon you shall find your confidant.'
Getting in quick, Elanor shook her head. I seriously doubt Kazian would be anyone's confidant. And shower me in bliss..? Tonight? Let's see..
Peeling off the rest of the soaked gi, changing back to her spare cloth in the safety of the carriage, Elanor wondered. What went wrong here? This was one of the few good things remaining in her routine. This isn't how she wanted to leave this place. But Elanor knew beyond any doubt, this secret fencing sessions had come to an end. She'll train at the safety and comfort of the Royal arena from now on. Instructor Drubin will provide the guidance, like before. And if the sparring partners turn sub-standard..?
Well, I'll just have to live with it then. It's the mind I'm training, after all.
**
*
For the next two weeks Elanor stayed largely productive, though her staff sensed something off. The Queen didn't seem to be her usual spirited self. They didn't know, her nights were getting harsher by each day. She'd waking up early, though not wanting to. Or stay up late snuggling the pillows, wait for sleep to finally grace. Her dark circles grew noticeable, that one day even the Archminister suggested they take a day off. Dreams were a thing of the past, with never getting enough sleep to ever dream up something even.
She'd wander the halls at night, hoping that tiring oneself would help. The guards and maids would watch in silence, wondering what's gotten into the Queen. Elanor was smart to realize it sooner, the last thing she wanted being rumors of Queen acting out of mind. She instructed Tabitha to significantly the staff, both security and help, past dusk. It surprised her, that the Queen insisted on having just one maiden next to her chamber. And for her to approach only if the Queen rings her bell.
Once while having dinner, reminiscing on things so far, Elanor suddenly realized she'd been leaning forward, and licking up the soup the whole time. Much like Bella had trained her, to eat like a pet would. Her cutlery intact at the sides. Thankfully no other maids were present. She didn't understand what made her do so. For sleep, she tried every trick known, short of sleeping in the nude. The temptation was too high, yet she didn't want to go down that path. She'd rather stay sleepless, than give in.
One such night, Elanor tried reading through Bella's letter. She struggled through the apology, conflicted still, and reached the second page. And to her surprise, Bella had predicted she'd experience similar difficulties. According to her, this was a kind of withdrawal symptom. And her suggestion, to at least keep the appointments with Lady Adriana. And visit Desert Rose, at least once every two weeks. Apparently she had arranged things with Sonja such that the Queen could perform, even if she went without Bella. Even with her face masked, Sonja would assist her, provided she shows the marker.
The marker..? Elanor remembered the small metal box that came with the letter. And the large copper medallion, that she once saw in it. That must be the marker mentioned here. Oh, how thoughtful of you, Bella! If only you were this thoughtful before.. Any way, I have no intention of returning there. I'm not giving in. Not to your tasks, nor my demons.. I'm pushing through!
Pushing through was way harder. Now for the third day, the Queen had to hide her dark circles with make-up. She wasn't particularly tired, though her discussions hadn't been fruitful lately. Now most nights she'd stroll through the garden, fighting the temptation to disrobe every time she was out of sight of a guard. Once, she stood by the fountain, reminiscing over the spot where she reprimanded Vlazid. Out of the blue she had an urge to pee, to rush into the bushes, to relieve right then and there. No, I'm not giving in. She walked back to her chamber.
Next night, the guard patrolling had changed, so garden was not an option. Elanor roamed the Castle instead, especially the less used corners. She wandered past the dining hall, the maids station, and guards quarters. And as she wandered, and wandered, and stopped somewhere, as her knees dropped and she relaxed on to the floor, unmindful.. There was something about this room, a presence, a scent, an ambience. It took some time surely, but for the Queen it was all but a blink. She didn't know where she was, in her vast castle, and there certainly weren't anyone guarding her restfulness. But after a long, long week, she had finally arrived at proper sleep. And surely she felt the fingers creep back from around, only in what seemed like a blink. Thick, rough, masculine grips, on her ankles, underneath her armpits... Pinching past her tum, cupping her chin, and more and more..
At last, I've arrived. Back in a dream, after so long..
Bard, my love.. She looked around, it wasn't him. None of them were. Just nameless, faceless beings, driven by lust. By a will to please.
No, wrong again. These are no strangers. I know them, each of them. Not by face, but scent.
His smell, his stench, to be precise. She had never felt it in her nose so strong. A lot damp, a lot stuffy, but yes. It's him. The one hugging me from behind, its Vlazid, I have no doubt. I could smell Jezeb too, but he's circling around, waiting for an opening maybe. As she rolled around in sleep, Elanor felt the lips against her, the stench from his mustache nuzzling into her. It's Tartor, and Itzel. What's going on here?
Elanor felt it now, this wasn't like her usual dreams. It felt a lot more visceral, a lot more.. Lucid. And all these stimulants, uncharacteristically real. Elanor felt the digits dig into her cheeks, forcing open her mouth, her tongue extending out in compliance. From the taste, she knew what just happened. This is Jezeb, the cretin finally made his way through. But it wasn't his pelvis as usual. And the Queen didn't understand why he made her lick his armpit, of all things. It was sour to taste, the salts burning into her senses, and the smell unbearable. Shaking her head, Elanor rolled back in to the comforting embrace of Bard. No, this wasn't Bard. It's Vlazid again..
As she felt her flesh passed around, from hand to hand, she couldn't find in them the one she craved. But it seems for now, her body got to sate it's cravings. Looking around, now se could see the men, all around, all nude and erect. Their breath hot, eyes intense with lust. Their hands stroking their massive members, almost in unison. It wasn't just her security staff, there were castle guards, servants and managerial staff, men she vaguely remembered seeing around. They were standing around in circle, like they were about to ejaculate on to her. And she wanted to know, as evidenced by the heat down under, and her well-parted lips, she craved for a taste.
It all felt weird, and strangely real. Was it really a dream, or some sort of vision?
She remembered being surrounded. By men, her men, all willing, loyal and virile. They kept on chanting, in devotion.
"All Hail Our Queen! Our Queen! Our Queen!"
She glimpsed a throne, made of skulls and bones.. And a smile, a loving familiar smile.. As the men chanted, there was an enormous bowl being filled. Filled to the brim, with what she's been waiting. A bowl full of fresh cum, and they kept on filling. No, it wasn't a bowl, it was a sphere. As the men kept chanting, the sphere began to rise. The chants quickened, as the men blurred into the background. Now all she saw was glowing greenish-grey eyes, staring right back from the darkness surrounding. Her men, their devoted chants continuing.
All Hail Our Queen! Our Queen! Our Queen!
All Hail Orc Queen! Orc Queen! Orc Queen!
She recalled looking up, at the glowing white bowl, hovering above. She remembered feeling her juices drip out of her nether, down the thighs. No it wasn't her juices, it felt more.. viscous. She remembered her palms covering her belly, almost instinctively.
She felt a kick. She felt fulfilled. She felt happy.
And she woke up.
Elanor rolled around in her blankets, all uniquely damp to touch, enjoying the restfulness of a proper sleep, in a long while. She had been awake for fifteen minutes or so, but chose to remain laying, her eyes refusing to open, blocking the sunlight seeping in from the sides with a palm. Her lips were still smiling. Like the old nights, where a dream would sate her cravings.
It felt like she had a dream, but she could hardly recall a thing. Well, she remembered flashes, which kept resurfacing in her mind. To sum up in a word, it was weird. Weird, because unlike her usual wet dreams, the pleasure seemed to be not the point. Yet the pleasure she felt surpassed any dream that had sated her lust yet.
Rubbing her eyes, Elanor finally got up. Looking around, realizing finally where she had wandered into last night, it all started making sense. Particularly the dream. She was in the back chamber, the royal laundry room. Not the imperial section, but the guards laundry. She had been rolling around in the dirty linen, of all men she could tell by mere musk, and then some. And she had been sleeping in the nude. When did I even disrobe? Looking around she spotted her clothes, all dropped one by one, as she had made her way in.
God no! What time is it?
Elanor jumped up, thanking heavens for not letting any enthusiastic maids stroll down this way. She quickly got in to the shift, and then her silk robe. As she adjusted the gown, walking quickly out of the laundry chamber, past the staff resting rooms, to the nearest secret passage, Elanor reflected on the dream.
There was the throne, though it looked nothing Wolkenshirian, nor like any thrones she had seen. It looked strangely feral, quite raw and wild. And a bit demonically inhumane. Was it made of bones..? I can't remember.
She remembered the chants, reverberating in the corridors, amongst the hordes of men. All hail and all. Strangely at times it sounded like.. No, that can't be. I must have misheard.
And Bard! She remembered glimpsing him. She could spot that smile anywhere. Standing behind the throne, or..? Its all a blur.
The bowl.! That immaculate spherical bowl, crystal clear and filled to the brim with.. Well, she can't be sure, but it looked like, smelt somewhat... And even the way it dripped alongside.. How many men would it take, to fill up so.. Don't dwell on it, Nora. Just don't. Ignore, its just a dream..
Was it? It felt real, so real in fact.. yet so vibrantly strange.. Especially the way it hovered right above. Far, far above.. Looking like a ball. Like a seance ball. A crystal orbuculum, bright and beaming. As the divine white syrup dripped down alongside, in thick ropes. Like melting..
And she remembered it again, the verses from the Holy writ.
"Walk along the dark corridors gallantly, as the moon melts, showering you with bliss. Soon you shall find your confidant.."
Elanor shook her head smiling, wondering why even her divinations were soaked in perversions.
Oh, Lady Fate! That's one weird way for the moon to melt. And when do I get to meet my..
Turning the corner in a vivacious walk, the Queen's gaze locked on to the one walking in, at the very end of the corridor. Just as she finished her thought. ..Confidant! I never got to meet my confidant. Elanor nodded at the person, as she bowed down in custom. It was Bella. A smile graced the Queen's face unbeknownst, her friend was back after all. Lady Agrafena had resumed her duty, as the Head of Households, for now. Elanor wanted to rush in, and talk. To welcome with open arms. But it occurred to her.
No, I'm not ready for this.. Not yet.
Elanor turned to her right, and walked swiftly, to the secret passage. Why was she in so early..?!
And no! Sorry Lady Fate, but no. That's Bella, my employee. For sure, not my confidant. Just a coincidence, if anything.
**
*
The next three days were the most productive ones she had in the last two months. Even the ministers were amazed by the way the Queen turned tides, especially with the herdsmen tribes protest. Elanor felt like she was aligned to the universe, her actions in absolute flow, the staff rejoicing at the Queen being back in full spirit. But at what cost? It troubled her still, that the root of this new-found clarity was still a very disturbing wet dream. One she had while being swaddled in the sweat-stained tunics of her guardsmen. Where they passed her around like a party-whore, stirring the most sinful thoughts in her mind. Yet, the results spoke for themselves.
The sudden lightness also helped her re-think her approach towards Bellatrix. Now, she still remained largely distant from the Head of Households, interacting strictly on official capacity, but her ego had healed a lot. Especially after reading her letter. For now, Elanor settled for jolting down her thoughts, a personal note, rather than talking face to face. Knowing the existence of the copper medallion, her marker for Desert Rose, surely made her reconsider. But Elanor still didn't want to go down prior paths. The temptation was high, but she managed to spend the night in her chamber. She slept soundly, though dreams stayed away. Even with Bard's old robes beside.
The next two days however, things began to return, the productivity and enthusiasm taking a waxing slowly. With mild dark circles re-appearing by Saturday morning, the Queen realized she was right back in the dilemma. May be Bella was right. May be, stopping cold turkey isn't the right approach. Yet, it didn't feel right, approaching Bella.
Watching the setting sun from her balcony, Elanor noticed the dark clouds forming above. It has been thundering for weeks now. But the rain seemed too shy to grace Wolkenshire. Right at the brink, yet unwilling. Much like her. Elanor realized that her mind was very much divided. The part that wanted to stay chaste. And the part, the untameable beast, that she had managed to free, with the help of the Horse Whisperer. And now it was only a matter of time, before the beast took the reins. Elanor remembered her humiliating encounter with that honorless swordsman. The way her beast took over her judgement, the way her body gave in, as his sweet scent pierced into her nostrils. Sweet scent, Nora..?!
What if I try going in once, be the Mistress of my own cravings? You don't want a mind divided against oneself. Then again.. Who says it has to be divided?
Elanor spelled out what has been in the back of her mind, the last two days, as her fingers toyed with the medallion. Her entry marker to the seedy bar. Who knows, may be it takes a Queen to tame the beast in me. All this while, I've been delegating that responsibility to Bella. May be I should have tried controlling it myself. Not controlling.. Channeling, may be..
As her mind toyed with the suggestion, her body had already started on its own path. Her hand went into her table drawers, and took out strange long bronze cylinder. The one with a black chord tied to it. And it ringed in her ears, his lustful taunt.
"I like the idea of you prancing around those drunks, with not even a fur to cover your shame. I'd like to see, all the hair that would've given you some comfort, dangling between your tits, safely in my personal bronze bell. I'd very much like, if you kept your word, and wore my lucky-charm, in your every outing as Lady Demura.."
Kazian, you spineless cretin..! Elanor said, walking into her washroom. Well, you gave your word, Nora. A rule is a rule. As she felt the cold of the scissor-blade, a smile graced her face out of nowhere. And she said to her reflection, with a hint of seduction in her voice.



"Well.. Sure Kazian, you can have my pubes, but not my shame. Not if I do it by will."
With the pang in her heart sinking deep, watching the bulk of her lush growth get mowed, the Queen assured herself.
"Not if I own my shame, or lack of it. Not, if I accept myself. All my cravings, in whole."
"Not if I integrate, not submit.."
***
**
*
As the Moon melts..
"Do not ruin the night for me! Put the cartons by the cellar, and roll up two more barrels, you fool. We are running low." Sonja screamed at her new employee, as she strutted across the corridors.
This is a great night! Hard, but great. She knew of the Araaphan merchant ship reaching today, but she never expected the Eastern sail-men to come in the same day. Something about winds helping. Mighty All-father's grace!
Saturdays were the busiest, especially the last of the month. It's when the port gets filled, with merchant vessels from all lands the other side of sea. Rich men of all ilk, stuck in the salty breezes for months, would make up for all the months the sea took, spending with no sense nor regret, boozing, whoring, gambling and all in between. The bar gets absolutely busy every weekend, but the month end rush was on a whole another level. Sure, the crowd would get rowdy, the rules will be laxed, and fights would break out every now and then. A major managerial headache, no doubt. But it paid so well, when all is done, and Sonja got used to riding the chaos. Her girls were ready to pour in, and provide companionship, and her men watchful, ready to intervene at a moments notice.
In fact Sonja enjoyed walking such tight ropes, her plates all full to the brim, yet in perfect order. What she absolutely abhorred, was that one extra piece sticking out like a sour thumb, that one surprise fate would eventually throw her way, in her greatest paydays. Be it the sudden infestation, or lack of reserved mead. Tonight was neither.
Tonight, it happened to be Lady Demura.!
Not a peep for eight long weeks, and now she shows. Out of the blue, just like that.
It wasn't like she could complain. Sonja had been paid extremely well, and in full, with a promise of more, depending on her performance. She truly had no clue, of the equation between the two women, and initially it felt like Lady Agrafena was the one calling the shots, the other one just an obedient toy. But in one close interaction, her doubts only worsened. For one, it didn't seem that Lady Demura was under anyone's thumb.
That wasn't the issue however. Her only request to Lady Agrafena, given the secrecy and security she demanded, was to stick to Thursdays. The bar would be full, yet the crowd very manageable. Well, her precise words were.
"Stick to Thursdays. And at all costs avoid, AVOID Saturdays.."
And in walks alone, Lady Demura herself.! Drop-dead gorgeous, even with half her face obscured in that veil. On the busiest weekend of the month, for fuck sake! Well, it wasn't like she could back out now. Demanding the service. Demanding the chance to serve, to be precise. As she walked past the newly renovated upper floor corridor, passing Borislav guarding the door, she asked.
"Is the Lady still in?"
"Na jej druhom sete, východná posádka..Stále na stole.!"
"Just makes sure she stays atop, big man..! Udržujte dievča v bezpečí.."
He nodded, standing next to a wooden door with a peep-hole.
Sonja walked on, checking on the other rooms.
She couldn't risk letting her out into the crowd tonight. These weren't the regulars, who knew when to stay in line. Or knew the cost of crossing at least. These were men from god knows where, all united by the multitude of intoxicants, and the warmth of flesh. Her experienced regulars had a hard-time anticipating the gropers and likes. Though an ace dancer, she knew Demura was not equipped to handle such crowd, especially one waiting to erupt. So Sonja put her in one of the smaller rooms, for men willing to pay a bit more. For the comfort of a much relaxed seating, and a private performance. With a blind vihuela player, strumming non-stop at one corner, all she had to do was, dance to his tunes.
That way she could keep an eye on them, with Boris standing right by the door. She wasn't to keep on wasting her best bouncer on such a trivial job. But she had agreed, to Lady Agrafena, for the best protection while within Desert Rose. And mainly, she didn't want anything to mess up her big payday. It was going to get rough and messy soon, she had no doubt. Her men had already doused quite a handful of minor fights. Sonja was intend however, on prolonging it to the very brink, the balance of chaos.
As Boris stood guard, inside six crew-men were engrossed looking right up, as they sat around the sturdy circular table, passing meat and mead, and the likes. Their eyes absolutely mesmerized at the very finest of the feminine kind. Her lust exuding, her curves emaculate, the way she moves... Each of them had only heard tales from sailors returning, of the land beyond, where women of flesh so white, and no sense of purity. The kind that ruts like wild, as men after men release. The easterners aren't known for being puritanical. There's no shortage of harlots, from where they came. Three of them had sisters who went in willing, one was born to a brothel. They didn't look down, nor look away. That was part of life. Yet, even the most in demand whores of their ilk, maintained a sense of honor. Shame was a major driver, of the simulated defilement.
Back home, life was a lot simpler for the sailors. I pounce, she screams. I slap, she moans. I cum, she pray in desperation, for the seed to not take root. Or to take root, depending in case of a high status lover. So the initial stories of the port-side brothels, where young harlots, of white, black and brown, willingly gyrate to the sound of money... Where they would take not just bare, but in rear... It all sounded a little too far-fetched to be real. Some even shared stories of ploughing an insatiable half-breed. Of orcan descent.! Now that can't be true.. Orcs are a myth, right..?! Well the six men had no more doubts. They didn't have the bandwidth for any. With their senses, all too overwhelmed with desire. With lust. And absolute indecisiveness.
They knew how to treat a whore. But this is a slut in front, a true Goddess at that...
What's the right response, befitting such seduction.?
Unlike her handful of admirers, Elanor wasn't having the night her dreams were hinting. The initial rush was heavenly, for sure. And she kept undulating, swaying her hips around, pinching her nips and bouncing her bosoms like no woman of substance should. The cold of the bronze cylinder hung around her neck, the container with all her pubic fur, helped empowering the shame. She had turned it around, as it kept bouncing on to her breasts. So now it hung, an inch or two below her nape, the cold of it on her bare-back, spreading goosebumps around from time to time. She had already lost both her sleeves, her midriff naked and trembling, making wave after wave with the men moving in sync. Her top had all its strings undone, barely hanging in by friction now, as her right hand gripped the long thick dancing-rope hanging from above. She started swirling like she didn't care, her steps measured as to not disturb the eatables kept all around her mini-stage, which they all dined on. Her very first table-dance.
This is strangely intimate. She expected a roaring crowd, to exhibit her skills, to push her idea of being explicit. This is.. How to put it, it lacked the proper feedback. Even though she knew very well of the lands across, her approval of the trade deals responsible for their presence here even, the Queen hadn't met an actual easterner before. So she had no reference to gauge their reactions. Half the time, she wasn't sure if they were annoyed or smiling. The men were kind and respectful, so far. But, that's not the kind of men she came here for. Nora, you did not come here for men. Yes, she had come here for herself. But things weren't nearly as stimulating as before. Either I must sneak out, back downstairs.. Or, spice it way up, right here..
As she made the final twirl, fanning-out her skirt-hem like some exotic bird, knowing full well the sight it made, giving in to indulgent, lost to the pleasures of rhythm and flow, and the amorous exhibitionism of it all.. As she twirled on, it occurred. Elanor accidentally kicked the tumbler to her left, and knocked over the thick candle sideways. She could have sworn the tumbler wasn't there a moment ago. Probably one of her new mesmerized fans nudged it too close to her domain, while glimpsing up her skirt. But it broke the whole build-up, the heat that she had been raising all this while through measured exposure.
Her kick made the tumbler fly across the small room, narrowly missing the head of the big guy to her left. Thankfully his palm blocked, so the mead didn't end up splashing his face, further humiliating him. But it left his right palm, and sleeve drenched. Look at what you did..?! Elanor stared down the one who seemed to have messed up. The lean little crewman shrugged and cowered in mock apology.
"Why did you do that, you silly man?" Elanor asked in mock anger, as the men looked at each other. What frustrated her more, much to her surprise was the instant deflation of any sexual tension. She could feel it in her senses, as much as he hated learning how, and clearly it showed in their pants. Her tents of motivation, all gone. And her fault or not... You must now make it up to the customers. Much like a Queen to her subjects. Elanor was getting the hang of it, playing the mistress and the subservient, stating the rules and making herself comply. She looked around at the faces, finding it hard to read their expressions. Looking back at the lean guy, she said.
"You don't even understand me, do you? You don't know this land, this place, nor its tongue.. All you want is to enjoy the women for one night, and back to the sea, the next morning. For how many months?? Four? Seven? May be you'll grow tired of the seas, this time. And we may never see each other, god-willing.."
That final thought sparked something in her. As she blew him a kiss, the guy who started it all blinked in acceptance, his lips pouting. And he felt something drop on his head. It was a decorated veil, a kind of face-mask. Looking up in astonishment, he saw for the first time, the most beautiful woman they had ever seen in flesh. Her face looked radiant, her lips wet and willing, and her eyes... Hungry.
Mere moves won't do, she realized. A few of them must feel offended. Wouldn't you, in their place?! If someone splashed drinks all over..? You must lick the wounds, if necessary. Who knows, you may end up liking it. Elanor didn't really recognize this new voice in her, leading her through the night. But it didn't seem like she had trouble complying. How could she not trust, a voice of her own?! Now isn't the time to deliberate, Queen. You have guests waiting.
First things first.
Mind your hair. There are candles around. With her right hand holding the hair in place, her left fingers crept around the thick-rope behind, looping it around the wrist, gripping it tightly. Her gaze locked with the large man, taking over the space for three men, and bulging still. He had never seen lust so blatant in a women's eyes. From where he came, even harlots were known for shame, except for the over-used ones. This bar, this dance, this gaze.. This was all new to him. He thanked the stars that made him join the crew.
And Elanor noticed, in her peripheral vision, the signs of life. Something waking under his garb, right by his pelvis. He was already sitting quite comfortable, legs real wide, even with his mates hand around his neck. Without breaking eye-contact, the Queen leaned rightwards, her grip tightening around the rope, her weight shifting to one side, her right biceps covering her one eye. She her tongue slid out, looking real wet, and licked clean her own armpit. It looked long, and like it craved the taste. Elanor wasn't registering the taste, so she couldn't comment on its qualia. Her stimulus came entirely from the pelvis, of the big fat man before. His jaw dropped, sensing what was to come.
Was there something to come.? Elanor didn't know either. Not even the voice spoke anymore. Just her body responding. To anything that truly stimulated. Pure impulse. Even if it made no real sense. She was being reactionary, her new masters being the six waking manhoods, ready to tent in due time. With her legs in a firm inverter V, her head lowered, taking in his alcohol stained index finger right into her parting pouting lips.
Let me serve you, big one. Let me serve you good...
His each digit was as thick as a medium-sized pecker, his pinky even larger than what she remembered Gillen's to be. Though in fairness, Gillen's own pinky seemed larger at times, than his member. Smiling away the filth from her memory, the Queen made space for more, as her pouted lips dove right it, sucking clean his middle finger, letting him simulate in his mind, what those lips could do to his erection. She maintained the pretense of cleaning his hand good, not just the greasy fingers, but the corners in between as well.
The Queen had to suck in extra hard, so all her saliva didn't leak on to his palm, and pool up on the table. She was there to regulate his arousal, not to make a mess. This was still very much a performance to her. The only pleasure that mattered was his, or she believed so. All the forceful sucking made her dimples ride up inside, with the greater vacuum within, surely creating the lewdest faces the big man had ever witnessed on a girl. But she didn't care. Lady Adriana had taught her well, all that mattered to her now, was the true appreciation of her audience. As she actively began bobbing her head, alternating between digits, blowing them well as she winked at him, her bosoms surprised them both.
Simply put, those sweet jiggly bags of fun, wanted in on the action, so it gave into gravity and fell out of the breast-support. Even though she managed to not get overly excited, it seemed the fate wished her to get embarrassingly horny. And her breasts weren't the only thing that aided in it.
As her head bobbed, her hips began rocking, her rear-cheeks almost in a twerk, making the men forget to even blink. It amazed her how the crushing shame of having ones buttocks jiggle so lewdly could be stir her loins to cream. What she didn't expect, was the way the thick rope kept riding between her cheeks, at times grazing her slit over the skirt, was raising waves of pleasure on its own. She kept justifying in her mind, its not sex. It's just enticement! But the Queen had no doubt, unless she cooled herself down, she was dangerously close to giving them a something beyond there dreams. The friction, the heat.. Rising by each touch. Like her nether is on fire. Her only restriction to herself, for allowing such behavior. The cardinal rule of her Mistress.
Do not give in to pleasure. If you do, do not be the first.
Forget giving in, she was about to squirt all over the table, drenching everyone sitting behind, feasting up her legs. And she had quite a bit in her bladder, which was a worry. Especially remembering how easily the Clergyman had managed to keep her squirting on.. The damn celibacy trials.. Like she needed that remainder now. God, the thought makes me so.. Snap out of it, Nora. What if I didn't just squirt? What if it goes on..? What would they think, what would Sonja make of it..? No I can't risk it. The whole point of it, to be the one in control. If the flame is too much, you must douse it.
Just douse it.! She kept repeating as her eyes roamed all over, finally focusing right before. It was right before, all this while. Of course.
Winking at him, her right hand snatched the half empty bottle from his, and arched all the way back with such elegance, that it didn't seem improvised at all. Aiming the bottle right, she gently tipped her grip, letting the cold mead drip out onto her jutting ass-cheeks. The moment the first drops dribbled past her derriere, and into the engorged pussy, it felt like what she imagined quenching to be. The way an expert blacksmith dips the glowing hot metal, right into ice cold water. And to her surprise, it was equally pleasurable. The sinful delight in having to edge yourself, only to be denied at the very last minute, at such a dramatic manner, that the humiliation and irritation of the carnal thirst, in itself turning to a pleasurable experience. The prolonged gratification only a true chaste would understand.
That moment her vision blacked out. She forgot the fat man toying with her tongue, and the creeps eyeing up her groin. The lustful distortion of her face, that no woman would reserve even for her rightful man, was no concern to her. The only thing she felt, was the cold, drip after drip, dousing down her burning loins back to sense. Apart from a few sprinkles., the mead stayed stuck to her skin, trickling down in two steady streams, alongside her inner-thighs, down her calves, and finally seeping into the wooden table.
It was no surprise that the men felt like not wasting such sweet nectar. Elanor felt the sudden licks around her calves. A few emboldened ones thought it was part of the actual performance, her serving the drinks, poured right down the harlots snatch. It wasn't like she could blame them. The way she acted, she was practically begging for it. If anything she felt grateful, that they didn't give in completely to the basal instincts, and consumed her in whole instead. Not that she was in a place to deny. But thankfully the presence of Boris lave right outside, ensured some restraint on their part.
While his friends were busy enjoying the new cocktail, the fat man was busy putting digits to digit. Elanor had noticed, with the bottle gone, his left hand had disappeared underneath his tenting robe. And now, when all around were lost in her beauty, be it the hanging breasts, or the dripping calves, even with her gaze constantly gauging the pleasure in his eyes, a pleasure in itself, Elanor recognized what just occurred. Her nose flared amidst, just to be sure, but she had no doubt, for such was her training so far. Someone had just cum! The one thing she wanted to experience the whole time performing before, the sign from natural itself, of the quality of her seduction, the scent arising from the heat, of a room full of men, cumming unbeknownst.
This one was a lot fainter, and closer, but still. She had made her first one cum. But who..? The obvious answer was right before, but his eyes didn't flinch a bit, so he can't be.. Oh, scratch that. Elanor slowed her slurping, as his left hand came to view, covered in ropes of thick white goo. Maybe I'm not that good at reading eyes. Not when they cum, at least. But how can one come, so unflinching. Maybe the his fat face and alien expressions saved him for now, but.. That thought was cut short, as his thick fingers began actively exploring her mouth.
Strangely staring way stronger post-ejaculation, his thick fingers roamed underneath her lips, over her teeth, stretching her face to weird shapes, finally settling on her bottom lip. His two fingers, index and middle, digging deep into where lower lip-flap met her gums, almost hooking buy the lip corners. He pulled her by the lip slowly, which made her think, he was inviting for a kiss. A strange invitation, but I'll bite. But no. He was looking down her lip, or more precisely, the cavity between her bottom lip and her incisors, where saliva constantly pooled up. What sort of fetish is this.?! The Queen was confused and curious.



Shlrrrrrup..!!
He made a weird sound, clearly drying his mouth off of all all saliva, by orally inhaling. What was that..? Oh yes.. The Queen got it. For some reason, he preferred her mouth dry. The Queen did the same, drinking down all the pooled up saliva, knowing it's about to get filled back in a second. As his right hand emerged again, she got it. The shades of eroticism always fascinated her. He wants to feed her, the juice of his own making. Isn't this against the club rules..? Should I say no? Or is he trying to see where I draw the line. What about his mates?? Looking sideways quick, she realized that they had all gone to the other side.
Oh, shit.! Her skirt had come undone, and it was hanging like a straight fabric, right before her nether. Meaning her thong-clad rear and her vulva, about to slip out, made for a far interesting sight for the young hungry eyes. Though she found their restraint commendable. No one wanted to over-step, and mess up what was going so well. Like they knew, this is one rare slut. Who'd do all on her own, even without asking. A part of her knew, they weren't wrong. Within my limits, I do intend to roam free. I'm my own Mistress, after all. So long as it's tasteful. Tasteful..?!
Elanor looked ahead and finally saw a recognizable reaction of the fat man's face. A stupid grin of satisfaction. And she realized why. His left hand hovering above her open mouth, a thick rope of foreign cum filling her stretched-open cavity. You sneaky fat sailor.. The Queen was impressed. So was he, it seemed. Their eyes locked. And Elanor knew, she wouldn't be the first to blink.
"Nǐ zài fāqíng qí... Zhèngquè de, jiàn nǚrén..?!"
He said, his voice cracking, like he's about to laugh. There was a glint in his eyes, bordering on malice. Elanor didn't understand a word, but she knew this is a conversation she must engage in. She stared right back, her right brow raising, along with her cheeks in a defiant smile. With out shame or hesitation, her tongue scooped in from the right, sliding through the gap between her teeth and the bottom lip, swirling up all the thick, and truly salty ejaculate, slurping down her throat in a single audible oral inhale. Clearing her throat, as if saying.
Is that all, sailor..? Or, is there more.?
Elanor had to be the one with the last word. Over the churning of her loins. Over all that stays untamed in her. And over anyone who sought domain over her cravings. The message had to be clear, the Queen knew, to herself and the others. The music from the main bar could still be heard, loud and clear. But it's been long since this stopped being a dance. Or at least, it was a different kind of dance now.
And the way his eyes squinted, he clearly got the message. Only he was more of an immovable mover. Which he proved in a matter of seconds. His cum-plastered left hand crept downwards, as he maintained his grip on the bottom-lip, forcing the Queen to stay open. A little strain was a welcome distraction to the Queen. Much like her peeking rear was, to the rest of the crew-men. The rope still kept riding between her cheeks, but she was too pre-occupied upfront to care.
The fat man grinned as he sized up both her hanging breasts. His hard calloused palm felt like a sand-bag, grinding against her doughy flesh. He clearly had a favorite, the slightly larger one, with a sensitive nipple. At first it seemed like he was just supporting the hanging breast, like weighing it for fun. With her nipple between his fingers. As their gaze stayed locked, he tightened the grip, like kneading with his bare thick digits. Only the breast was a distraction. As her nipple got squished purple between, the Queen gave in, and the girl came out.
..aaaaaAAHH.!!!!!
All in a blink, it escaped her mouth. Loud and pleading enough to be music to his ears, he toyed with relaxing, and gripped tight again.
A sweat moan of pain, and unequivocally pleasure.
The kind that a virgin would not have known. None of the crew-men behind missed the wondrous sight, of the pretty lady's puffy slit suddenly blushing. They didn't know yet, why her knees were suddenly shaky. It didn't cross her mind, that two months had been too long a gap. That a pinch would have sufficed for her sex-starved flesh to give in, past all the mental fortifications. But the Queen knew by now, if not the war, she had surely lost this battle. For the man before, saw right through to her.
For who she had become. A mere bitch in heat.
"Jiàn nǚrén! Zhèngrú wǒ suǒ yùliào dì nàyàng.." It looked comical and intimidating at the same time, the way he chuckled, clearly mocking her state. His obese face, his pot-belly, all jiggling, as he laughed on. Slowly leaning in, his lip a few inches from her face, as her eyes strained to keep up the facade, he said.
"Wǒ wèi shénme nǐ jiù chī shénme" Followed by mimicking chewing and swallowing.
What?? He wants to kiss me..? To chew my lips.?! And swallow? I just swallowed, what does he want now.??
..nnngGGHHHH..ahh.. mmmphhHH..!!
As his fingers played her like an organ, she saw his mouth open. It looked every bit as disgusting as one would expect of a man stuck in sea for months. His teeth yellow, his spittle thick and foamy, and his tongue remarkably white. Oh no, I'm not kissing that. But the Queen knew, from the way his right-hand kept her mouth hanging open, it wasn't a kiss that interested him. And it annoyed her, how lust overrides her sense of disgust even.
Did I misread, again?! It's his eyes.. It's almost like, I woke up something in him. Something that was better left asleep. As he leaned in, a part of her truly wanted it to stop. That very small corner of her, who had always been prejudicial. Unlike the rest, remarkably willing and curious.
Here it comes, whatever it is. She closed her eyes, hoping for it to wash over quick. And regretted it shortly. Her jaw clenching it clear pain, her eyes wide open, about to well up, as her both nipples turned purple this time. His thick left palm grabbing both, and pulling down. She did not share his culture, could hardly make out his expressions, and had no idea what tongue he spoke in. But Elanor had no doubt what he just said, without uttering a word.
"You will live through all that I deem pleasurable, bitch.!! You will watch, listen, and taste it all, in its entirety. And you will want more."
He had no doubt she understood, as the fat man rolled his thick white tongue, digging his front teeth in as he unfurled it, as if cleaning his tongue, leaning down to her lips as the while. As the Queen stayed focused on the contempt in his eyes, she saw also the thick pooling spittle, meat scrapes, mead and what-not collate, about to drip onto her open bottom lip. Her throat had dried up long before, and her tongue stayed stuck to the roof. But she knew what must do, just as he had mimicked earlier. He wants to watch her feast on his oral refuse, chew its thickness, and swallow it whole. And he wants to watch her cheeks blush in shame, knowing what he made her do.
She understood it all, without him even saying a word, just as the stench pierced her nostrils.
The sudden wetness soaking her thong string...
That she didn't understand. At all.
Are you really letting this happen, Nora..?
SLAP..!!
Cracking like a thunder, it resounded in the small booth, much like the ripple it created on her right ass cheek. It felt absolutely numb, with the burn slowing kicking in but her rear had gotten used by now, unlike a nipple. She didn't flinch. Luckily, her new fat Master wasn't too keen on loud noises. For him, the sound came out of nowhere, bursting the bubble of dominance he had been projecting till then. Releasing both hands, he looked to the skies startled, maybe a reflex from sailing through a too many thunderstorm storms.
As he fell far back into the seat cushion, the whole furniture creaked , making the room burst out in laughter. The man had clearly lost his dominance, and Elanor couldn't understand why she put with his antics. What was in him so domineering, I wonder, that made my knees go weak, in the first place.?! Was all that just a bluff?? A loud sneeze would have sufficed, it seems, to make him back off. She felt stupid. Besides, it was too hard to not laugh, the way he wobbled back. Elanor averted her face, partly to check who just slapped her ass, partly so she didn't infuriate the fat man any further.
There was a tall skinny man sitting right behind staring at her, with the end of the thick-rope in his hand. So that was it. He had grabbed the hanging end, and cracked it like a whip, right onto her bareback. Was it because they felt left out, with me focusing on the other one.? It wasn't, and she realized in an instant why. There was a fresh mark on his forearm, like it had been lightly burned, with remnants of drying wax alongside. The candle she knocked off earlier. The wax must have spilled onto his hand. Those are really long hands, she noticed. With strong sinews, probably from years of raising sail and tying knots. May be she should have tended to him first.
Elanor noticed the small peep-hole in the private-room door get covered. Borislav! She smiled. He must have heard the yelling, and was checking if I was okay. She nodded at the shadow, in affirmative, and he left. It was of great comfort to her, knowing that dutiful gentle giant was a call away. If things were to spiral out, she could always rely on him. She remembered who terrified it felt, that night when he saw her face in full light. To think that his presence would make her feel safe.. Shaking her head in smile, she looked back, down at her audience. The skinny tall crew-men, who felt it necessary to whip her ass. It was hard to make out his expressions, as he shouted, somewhat annoyed.
"Jìnu.. Nǐ shāole wǒ..!" He swung the rope, back to her.
"I understand.." The Queen said, standing up, turning to face him. She liked his eyes. A bit irritated, surely. But they weren't condescending like the fat bastard before. He was just annoyed. Of getting burned a bit, and made to sit and watch. Instead of being pleasured and pampered, like promised. I'll pamper you, sailor boy. I'll pamper you real good. The Queen said, fueled by the heat in her underbelly, thanks to the man before, as her gripped the end of the rope with her left toe, and chucked it back to him.
"Grip that chord. And follow my lead."
That came as an order. And he showed no trouble complying. The sheep sure are well trained, wherever they are from. The Queen noted, as stepped over the rope, her hair falling over her shoulders, covering her sensitive nipples. She adjusted her skirt, now tying it sideways like a sarong, teasing not just her hanging bottom bulges, but her pulsing pussy, from the right angle. She seemed back in full command, poles apart from the moaning mess a moment ago. These men were to be served, by their Queen! And you skinny, you'll be the luckiest of them.
Medicate him dear.! Orally, and dermally. The voice was back, and she sounded way more seductive. The instruction was vague, at best. But her body seemed to get the message, as her fingers toyed with her thong strings. The skinny was getting restless, and he began to shout again, Only he saw the Queen stare him down. Her lips pouted, saying..
Sssshhhh..!!
With him, the whole table waited for her next move. The thong got undone on her right-hip, and it spiraled down, resting around her left feet. It was soaked with her juices. Orally, huh.?! Elanor picked up the messy thong with her left toe, her right hand gripping the rope above for balance, and plunged it into the stein of mead to her side. Not knowing what to expect, they stayed looking up at the goddess before, jaw dropped. She was interested only in one, at the moment.
Elanor slowly lowered the juicy piece of fabric down the skinny guy's open mouth, shutting his jaw slowly with her foot. And she got down to her haunches, all the while scanning the hungry eyes all around. As the baffled skinny simply complied, the obese one smirked from behind. For he knew what she just said, with uttering once.
"This time, I'll feed. You'll have no choice but take. Tasting me, like no maid shall ever volunteer. And you will want more."
Even with his mouthful, and clearing chewing on the royal desert, he hadn't let go of the end of the rope. Elanor signaled him to keep holding it tight. Like she wanted him to keep that rope strained, hard and erect, like what's expected of his manhood. Looking down on his recently reddened forearm, at the spattered wax still stuck to the skin, she whispered.
Now, for the dermal medication. Let me nurse you, with my lips.
The Queen lowered herself all the while down, resting her knees on the circular wooden block, her right hand still holding on o the rope for balance. And the guy couldn't believe the sight before his eyes. A woman of clear noble blood, illegitimate or not, splaying her thighs. His hand gripping the rope right between her legs, feeling the raw heat from her ass-cheeks. Her bare shame hovering over his forearm, inches away from his full mouth. Her vulvic lips, peeking out every now and then, underneath the flimsy sarong.
He couldn't believe it when he felt. Her tender pussy lips kissing the hairy, dirty forearm, of a mere deck-cleaner. His nails filed, skin blackened and blistered, by mopping floors for months bare-hand. All to be kissed well, by the nether lips, of an angel as such. His heart filled, before his loins did. Though it was a close race.
Drinking in the wonder, the worship in his eyes, the Queen started straddling the extended forearm, as her right right hand locked digits with his left palm, making it all the more personal to him. Their palms crossed, like some sinful paramours, sweating profusely from heat of the other. Heat, and lust, and all that only flesh stirs in flesh. As the world around watched awestruck. A world of six intoxicated crew-men, that is.
As she straddled on, slathering her juices over his sinewy arm, he noticed the way it gripped on to his skin. Something about it felt pure, and unmolested. Like a virgin's kiss. How heavenly would it feel, oh God! It wrapped around my dick, straddling slowly, as she pleases. I curse the lucky bastard who gets to bed this bitch.
Her heat needs be shared. And not sparsely!
They looked like a weird tableau, a forbidden diagram from the ancient erotic archives. The room was every bit sensually charged, each soul watching it unfold, awestruck. Very different than what she expected of her audiences.
Of the corner of her vision, she saw the hungry eyes, huddled over their lucky friend, commenting on her beauty, in their tongue, and at times broken English. She distinctly remembered one, from when she had raised slightly, shifting her weight to the left. The thin fabric of her skirt, blowing upward for a second, and the youngest among them screaming in delight.
"No hair pussy! NO HAIR PUSSIEE..!!"
Even with her head stretched back, straddling the hand between, the words made her blush, deep in rapturous disgrace. The same shame that swept over, while she shaved away the last bits of her luxuriant bush. The one that rested now, encapsulated and strung to her neck. The way the cold bronze cylinder rubbed beneath her nape reminded her of it's owner.
You arrogant cheating swashbuckler. Bet you'd wish you were in this room..Haha..!
The skinny guy was lost to his own world. He cursed the moment the candle fell, hoping had it fallen on someplace else. There where plenty other spots on his skin, he'd love to let this Goddess graze her lips. Either would do, but he preferred the lower lips. Even with the whorish hairlessness, something about that loins oozed of innocence. He would know, for he had treasured enough virgins, on all his years sailing. Four of them married to him, on four different port cities. And countless bastards spread across the lands of men. Such was a sailors life. But for this majestic mermaid, he'd have given all them up. Such was the pull of her lips. Her tender nether lips.
He felt his erection strain, underneath the tight pants. He forgot to loosen the belt, and now his dick strained in the tent, the veins about to pop, his balls so full. He wanted to feel her fingers, caress its way down his groin. His ball-sack all hers, to chortle, or stretch of slap. For this goddess, he didn't mind. If only one of his hands were free.
There was a wicked grin on the corner of her lips, as she felt his grip loosen between her fingers. Trying to get your hands free, huh?! It was the most common reaction to her performances. The men staying astonished, yet their hands disappearing underneath. It's near impossible to watch her work, and not stroke. Not for the starved absolute breeding bulls, who'd frequent such joints. But this time, she was in control. Not the Queen, but the voice beneath. The Mistress of her domain.!
And no, there won't be any stroking. You are not substituting that hand for my pussy. Your cum is mine. And I want it spurting, unassisted.
Much like him, Elanor was too on the clock. Of her very own pleasure. The heat in her core was building up by the moment, and she had no doubt this time, she needed a release. Must be a great show for them all. But she didn't care, and nor did her Mistress. Elanor was being easy on herself. Though not too easy, as amidst all the pleasure, she kept reminding herself, the rules of the night.
As long as I'm not the first to cum, I win. The Queen thought confidently, watching the reaction in skinny's eyes. And this fool is fighting hard, but he is just about to erupt. And his cries will make me too..Come on my sailor. Cum all over those pants. Bless me with thine wicked scent. Scrape it alongside my forehead.
The explicit ramblings in her mind made little sense. But it meant the world to her this moment, to have him edge on creaming. The skinny too felt his member pulse, his balls clenching tight, aching for release. In the bliss of it all, she felt a thick slimy palm, creeping up her neck from behind. And she welcomed the touch. Anything, to make my sailor cum.
SLAM..!!!
The blinding light from the corridor made them all cower, as Borislav walked in like the ultimate obstructionist. The whole room shouted in protest, surprisingly Elanor joining them. This was her effort, her reward. To see this man cum, without ever stroking. She was so close, to the bliss of it all. Hell, he was too. Why the sard, Boris.!!
Like picking a kitten, he grabbed the Queen by the shoulder, and led her down the table, almost pushing out to the corridor. As he did, he started screaming to the men, in broken English, and his strange speech.
"Žiadne dotyky v miestnosti... ŽIADNE PRENIKNUTIE!"
"Wǒmen méiyǒu pèng..! Dōu shì tā.."
The men were furious. But none dared to push his buttons, as Boris said aloud.
"Žiadne dotyky! Pre feláciu choďte do kabínky..!"
Wondering why the sudden fuss, she saw at the back corner, what made him react so rash. The thick hand she felt on her neck. It was the fat man, the one she had embarrassed. He was standing there, stark naked, his dick erect and ready to pound. That big a dick?! Not just fat, huh sailor? Wait.. Was he a hair away from mounting me?! The thought crossed her mind, but not enough to sober up quick. Bliss was still coursing through her blood. It had been too long, after all.
She got the gist.
NO SEX IN ROOMS.. NO DICKS OUT!!
"If you need sex, pay and book a blowjob booth."



She didn't have to plan anymore, how the night unfolds. It all came together naturally. The cravings had awoken, and they have grown much, in strength. As Borislav threw a shawl at her, continuing to keep the men at bay, Elanor felt full. Yet she craved for something, to churn against her pelvis.
Something to straddle on, and on.
**
*
Her mind roamed restless, as Bella busied herself with paperwork. There was a lot pending her review, since taking the leave. Though she had no doubt Tabitha, and the eager Chief Guard, stepping up to the task, as the Head of Households she still had to review and seal the reports.
Her eyes kept going back to the note right next, the same one Her Majesty had left on her table-top. She must have went through it a dozen times, especially the part that read..
"I may have been unfair in anger, and given time, I'm sure the friendship will re-grow. But I realize now, it was too much of a burden to put on your shoulders. This isn't a reflection of your conduct, but mine. It was unfair of me, to outsource my personal moral quandaries. Things one must figure out oneself. I wouldn't be needing your services of the special kind. I'd however love for you to continue, with duties of the Households. You've done an excellent job at that, and made quite a connection with the staff."
It was all proper, and perfect a response, yet Bella had no trouble seeing right through.
That one can hope, but once lost, trust is a hard thing to regain. That she had failed, and it's time to accept that fact. Being the Head of Households, even with learning to enjoy its procedural nature from time to time, the title was nothing more than a cover, a convenience. It was the unconventionality, the challenge and stakes, that had initially excited her, no doubt. But in retrospect she saw, what truly spoke to the Horse Whisperer, all these weeks. It was the chance to tame the greatest beast in all lands of men. A woman at that.
It was the allure, it had always been.
Reining in the untameable beast her true ruling monarch had managed to suppress all this while... The one that could bring down the whole Queendom, if let loose.
If that's no option no more, may be it is a sign. For me to leave.
Her dilemma was something only an orphan would understand. Someone one had spend their growing years knowing deep down, that they lacked a place of true belonging. Someone who had promised herself, she would only abide by what truly calls to her. Someone who had such immense respect for the welcoming, that she'd never dare overstay. It wasn't the mere matter of ego. But a matter of principle.
That which called into her, the Horse Whisperer's purpose by the Queen's side.. Was it there anymore..?
She knew she had to speak to Her Majesty, and speak freely. She knew if it were to end, better to do it quick. This had been quite an experience, but may be its time we both moved on. Elanor surely seemed capable enough, after all. The rationals were solid, but something stopped her from committing. It was Ishikawa's voice. What they discussed, prior to her returning. Unsure still, she whispered to herself.
"This isn't about your place, Bella. Not your worth, nor your ego. This is about being a friend. Does the Queen look far better? Yes. Are you absolutely certain that you won't be needed anymore? Nope. And do you truly think, it'd be a fitting response from Her Highness, considering her persona, that she'd come asking for help, if something turns truly disastrous..?"
As an employee? As her confidant? As her friend? Do you really want to put it all, to chance, one more time?
**
*
Back in the booth
The easterners gave in finally to Borislav's rant, and agreed to pay up for the privilege of using the booth. After all, Desert Rose was only a bar, not a licensed brothel. The authorities could confiscate the entire establishment, if they were found availing such illegal activities. Solicitation is only recently criminalized, and it meant only licensed brothels may provide services that allowed copulation. And their work-around was making sure the participants were never in the same room, if the activities were to turn sexual. Hence, the glory-hole booths lined-up against the back stage.
In no time, Elanor was back on her knees, sucking on the surprisingly medium-sized manhoods, all strong and spurting out more than she could chew on. Each making up for the size in stamina,though it was no bother to her. Yet she managed, diluting it with extra-spittle, aiding with friction as well. They weren't demanding, nor huge enough to force it down her throat, but she enjoyed every bit of it. Especially the second one, undoubtedly her skinny sailor-boy, from his screams of pleasure.
"Zhè tài haole! Zhè tài haole!"
That voice made it easy to recognize. Now finishing up her third one tonight, Elanor realized to her surprise, how at home she felt. Whether it was being back on her knees, or the unending supply of erections, something about all this comforted her deeply.
And there goes the third. A thick rope of semen hit the back of her throat. She swallowed it whole, without a thought. Elanor was aware of the lack of clothing in the room. All she had was the shawl that Boris had given, now hanging by the wall. Her skirt, the torn sarong was an unrecognizable mess. She had lost her mask in the heat of it all, earlier, much like the thong she heartily shoved down someone's throat. Her fresh clothes were safe with Sonja, so she wasn't much worried. Her only concern, now that the heat subsided, was the lack of a proper mask.
There was a discarded frilly panty on the floor next to her knees, partly soaked in semen and what-not. If need be, she'll have to use it as a make-shift mask. As she heard movement next door, she knew the new customer was ready. Customer? Seriously?! Don't play too much into the role, Nora! Let it not be that fat bastard. I'm not ready for his toying, yet. Oh well!
Being in the absolute flow of the moment, Elanor plunged in with her eyes still blissfully closed, as soon as she felt the next penis poke against her lips. Only this was larger, much larger, unlike anything she expected from the easterners so far. Not that it was unwelcome, if anything it seemed like her throat missed a proper stretching. Taking what felt like a nine-incher effortlessly, it was only when her nostrils nuzzled into his pubis, that it struck her.
The colors popping back into the darkness of her mind. Bright red spots, bluish-green circles, and glimpses of a graying facial stubble. That sweet strong scent of leather.
Vlazid..?!
Again?? You sneaky cretin, how did you manage to come in every single night I'm working?
Working?! That weird slip-of-tongue sent a shudder down her spine. Do not play into the role, Nora!
It made no sense. Why would Vlazid be mingling with some eastern crewmen.? Had he been there from the start, she'd have surely noticed, even with her body gyrating atop the table to raise the temperature. Vlazid was among the very few of guards she recognized, that she had plenty of reasons to remember, in these last few months. Reasons that should make her skin crawl in any other day. Even if he stayed hidden in the shadows she'd have unmistakably picked up on his scent. Hell, if Skinny were to sneak in for a second round, I bet I could tell from the smell! I can spot most of them.. I'm just that good, right now.
It took a moment to sink in, as Elanor felt a deep sense of shame, at what she inadvertently admitted. Deep shame, while orally measuring a new manhood.?! Shame is so strange a beast. That it made it a matter of pride, at some level, this new low of her salacity. What am I turning into..? Damn you, Bella..!
Elanor loved faces. Unlike the typical beauty standards of Vankenbraum, focusing on physical fitness, the Princess had always found faces the most attractive aspect of people. Particularly the people she loved, the ones she deeply cared about.
She would spend hours watching a close companion, their each smile, each frown, every facial twitch that escapes them, even if she would fail to recall a word they spoke. She could effortlessly catch a put-on smile, or any attempt at masking one's true feeling. This came at a cost though. She could forget faces just as easily, especially the mundane ones. And only remember the ones truly close to her. This closeness could be due to revulsion as well, hence Vlazid would remain in her mind for quite a while.
No, don't put this on yourself, Nora.. This is all Bella, and that damned loyalty-training of hers..!
It never sat well with her that she could recognize a few of her own guards just by their natural musk. Barring Vlazid and Jezeb, having no clue what they even looked like, was like adding insult to the injury. She never had paid attention to what the love of her life, King Barthomius smelt like, when she had the chance. And she had no way of knowing now, even with this new-found olfactory appreciation.
Well, it's not like I chose to forget the faces. I'm a Queen, I see a thousand faces every week. And I do remember faces, all my ministers and immediate advisors. I remember Tabitha.. Who else..?
But Elanor knew, fiercely sucking him off to conclusion, that these were all surface level annoyances. What bothered her was not opening up her mind, to accepting the effect of olfactory affirmations, deepening her strange sensual awakening. Even having to kneel, as her loyal men defiled the very dignity they had sworn to protect, wasn't such a big deal to her. Not while pleasuring them, at least. What mattered to her were the results.
It was infuriating, the effect it had on her, even after two months. Not just the tingling under her tongue, slathering copious amounts of spittle alongside the erection. Not the suffocation, nor the resultant churning in her warm loins. It should be hurtful, the sheer disrespect embedded in the whole act. To any decent maiden, not to mention the Queen. Elanor did not want to love it. But her body absolutely did, the pleasure coursing through her veins, her heart even. Like a virgin's first kiss.
And the mind could hate what the body craves, only for so long. Especially when his dick is so close to..
CUM.!!
It flooded the insides of her mouth, as he came at the unfortunate moment, with her pulling out to gasp for air. Something made the semen stream split in two, the major thicker one spurting loads and loads, all over her tongue, The smaller second stream got shot right up her nostril as she inhaled deeply. And it drove the Queen wild. She grabbed on to the cock, as she coughed, and sneezed, and coughed some for, the bulk of it spurting out onto her naked heaving bosoms, as her eyes watered and slime oozed out with each sneeze.
It took her a moment to recollect, to recalibrate.
But as she did, the first thing she noticed was the after-taste. It's so sweet, and subtle and sticky. Wiggling all over my chin and tongue, the tang of it almost like.
Cashew paste!
Something triggered her whole sense of being to react, scooping up every spilled drop from her face, from her sweaty skin, from the dirty rug below even. It almost hurt her shame, knowing what a sight of desperation she was now. Scrambling over the floor, scooping up the warm sexual release of a mere guard, and licking it clean of her own fingers, while her mouth continually salivated, as if craving more form the source. Why God, why? Why does my tongue crave a thing so vile? Why does it churn my loins so wild? The mere taste of such quality semen. Is it because of what it reminded, my first time with a proper mouthful..? Or is it??
As she leaned forward and grabbed the semi-erect penis, milking it's last drops, it dawned on her.
Wait. This isn't Vlazid, this can't be... Vlazid tastes foul, and vile.. And he's too watery. This, this is prime ejaculate. It's that sneaky bastard, again. From my first time.! The one who had snuck in..
Elanor was equal parts furious, and intrigued. Who could this be, after all.?
The Queen could hear his breathing return to normal, just as his penis began to shrink. I need to know who this is? I need to.. I must see his face.
Making up her mind, she got back on her feet from kneeling, peeling of the discarded loin-cloth from the carpet as she stood up. She cleaned her chest and neck off of the sexual slime, with the piece of clothing. He'll leave any moment, I have to be quick. The panel separating them was much like the one from her first night here. A sturdy wooden wall, with multiple sliding windows at select regions, designed to facilitate access to various parts of the performer, depending on the service required.
Right now, she had only opened the blowjob-window, at the hip-level. All she had to do was, slide open the panel at her face-level, and peek out. Only, she can't be sure of the candle placement on the other side. On her side light came behind, such that even if someone peeked, all they could see was a dark silhouette. Elanor had always admired Sonja, and the practices in Desert Rose in general, which ensured absolute anonymity to the girls who preferred to not labelled as sluts. Still, opening a panel directly to her face is too risky.
Suddenly she heard him move on the other side, like he was pulling up the pants. Elanor moved like a snake, her right hand pouncing on the retreating limp penis, as her left hand flipped the cloth over her face, like a magician. In seconds, she had turned the soiled white silk under-clothing into a make-shift mask, pulling her long hair outward through the two leg-holes, letting the elastic slip to a secure bind. It looked almost comical, wearing an under-garment upside down on one's face, but she didn't mind the shame. So long as it did the one thing required. Protecting her identity.
"Ouch! What the HELL..!!"
A strange voice screamed from the other end, struggling from the Queen's tightening grip. Elanor wasn't used to the dynamics, nor the pain-threshold, of the flaccid manhood, so she doubled down and squished hard, not wanting it to slip out. Nudging the face-window downwards, into a narrow rectangular opening, just enough to peek out, she saw his face for the first time. Who the hell is this supposed to be? Sure, the look of agony could distort any visage, but even then. Have I seen him before..?
"You're not Vlazid!" She shouted quite annoyed.
"Stop it.. You are killing my balls.." His voice turned to a silent cry.
Realizing her mistake, the Queen relaxed her fingers, and this time tightened it just around the top of his ball-sack.
"You are not Vlazid. How did you get into my booth?"
"What do you mean how? I spend good money? Almost a fortune, considering my wages.. And this..?!" His face looked so red and swollen, still recovering from the sudden pull. His eyes, it looks vaguely familiar.. But the sound is all rough and gravelly. May be if I let him relax a bit, I can figure out more. Still, who is this guy? The Queen asked.
"You..? You paid good money for a private booth, huh? Do you even know what it costs, a session with me?!" The fact that she was bragging about her market value, like some high-class harlot, did not occur to the Queen at the moment. She would have curled up in shame, if so.
"I did.. To.. To Borislav..! Twelve cronin..!"
Only twelve..?! Is that all my lips are worth? Stop it, Nora, don't play into the role..!
He didn't look like he could afford half that even. Elanor decided to push further.
"Maybe you did. But what about the other night? Two months ago. It was a private booth, so no way you could have paid your way through.."
"I.. I don't understand.." Now there's a lie, no doubt.
"I wasn't even in Wolkenshire, two months back.. I was.. I was at.." His voice trailed off into a squeal, as the Queen pulled her fist down by an inch. Huh? Men are such simple creatures after all.
"Seriously boy? You are going to cook up a story when your balls about to get crushed. Spit it out, the truth. NOW..!"
There are things men would say, only when their balls are on the line. When its clear, believability takes precedence over truthfulness. The poor man was wise enough to spill enough, to let Her Highness be merciful. Even though at times it seemed she was just toying. Elanor listened barely, distracted by the plight in his voice, arousing her further. In short, he was a long-time friend of the gentle giant Boris. And Boris would tip him off, if Demira was performing. Demira..hehe.. It's Lady Demura, you imbecile.!
Apparently he was present the very day she had debuted. And it happened to be his birthday, so Boris decided to gift his mate with a piece of heaven.! My very first booth blowjob..! Of course, Elanor remembered the taste, from her first cock in Desert Rose, in a very similar booth. It was him. It was definitely him. She had wondered for weeks how could some stranger have slipped in so easily. Apparently he fell heads over heels, the moment he came in her mouth. Her tongue would agree, the feeling was mutual. But Boris never repeated it, that was a one-time treat.
He confessed he had been present, most night of her performing. He justified his perverse interests by saying it was all by chance, that he happened to be working close by, all those nights. What sort of work is that, stalking.?! Anyhow, since she hadn't performed for a couple of weeks, and since he felt soft, Borislav let him in, for the last time. Only, he had no clue, that she'd recognize him. After all, who would, from the texture of one's sperm.? From the taste of it, of all things. Shaking of her blush, the Queen continued to toy.
"So tell me, Borislav's friend.. Why do we keep running into each other.? You in love with me or something?!"
"Oh no, Demira! I'm not.. "
"It's Lady Demura..! And, what? You don't think I'm worthy of a cretin like you?!
It was fun watching his eyes plead through the half-open window. He replied.
"Hell no! I mean, it's quite the contrary. I may not be the smartest cookie, but even I know my worth. It would be overtly ambitious, of me to dream of you as such even. Besides, after seeing you love every moment of that on-stage undress, it's be unfair of me think of you bound to one man for life. You look, in your element, Lady Demura.. Up there, pleasing them all at once. If you were to belong to any, at all, you belong to all men. Like a Goddess, you own the room as much as the room owns you. What I mean to say is, you are the sexiest thing to ever grace the stage of this dingy club."
"No, you mean I am the sluttiest whore you've ever met.! You don't call the face you just nutted all over sexy, my boy." Elanor wasn't pleased. His sugar-coating wasn't having the effect he wanted.
"I disagree, Lady. Regardless of the act, you ooze too much class to be ever degraded with such slurs.."
Elanor felt funny, feeling the pulse return to his penis. Feeling it grow semi-hard at such a state. She stepped in closer, guiding it such that when erect, he could touch her lips. That his member could. She said.
"Oh, I don't take offense, dear. See I want to be slutty, it makes me feel.. engorged.."
Do I even believe those words.?! Elanor was confused, at the voice in her, spewing out all these.
He had a huge lump in his throat, as he felt the Queen's pussy engulfing the sides of his meat-pipe. God, this woman is so sexy..!
"You feel me now..? I'm doing this all not to stay classy. And I'm tired of being sexy. I want to be more.. I want a man to teach me what truly makes one slutty. I want to be the ideal slut of his most exotic fantasies. You have some fantasy, dear.? May be I can help out.."



Elanor was trembling, on the inside. What am I blabbering about..?! The man was visibly shaking, struggling to contain his excitement.
What's with my luck, lately..? Here is the woman, who he'd been obsessed with, to almost bordering on stalking every chance he got, right in front. And she wants to act out his favorite fantasy..?! Oh, I'm going to tell her. Even if I end up spilling it all over. No. You cant! But you want to though.. To tell to her face. Of all those perverse... God. I'm going to mess this up..!!
Elanor pushed him, her grip loosening, and turning to subtle strokes.
"Tell me how you'd like to have, me.. Would you like if I serviced you good, on-stage, with all your buddies cheering.? You want to share my lust, with a friend? Maybe that brute Borislav, as a thank you?? How about me walking the streets, servicing any dick swinging my way, to earn you good money.? You one of those weirdos, who would gets the rocks off pimping out what could only be yours.?"
What am I blabbering about?? Are these really my thoughts? How can I come up with such lewd scenarios, if I don't crave it at some level.? Does this mean that Bella was right to treat me so rough?? And why do I keep speaking like a horny teenager?? The Queen stayed on character even with such a muddled mind. It almost felt like, whatever in her that craved such depravities, was going the extra mile to compensate for the months she spent denying herself.
But ironically, it was his lack of response that infuriated her.
"What? You don't think I'm slutty enough to pull those off..?"
Nora, seriously.?! That's what you take offense to? Elanor felt deeply conflicted, at this shade of hers she barely recognized. He spoke up, finally.
"No, Lady. It's that, I had this long time fantasy from back when I was a farm-hand. And I'm not sure if you'd find it demeaning, or distasteful.."
"Oh don't be shy now, 'Friend of Boris'. What would you love to see done to me..? Be honest, I'm known to be charitable.. How would you prefer having me.?"
And why am I getting so wet..?!
"Well, it's not like I can't tell now. With you holding my balls hostage."
"Now now, I'll give your share of hand-full.. And if your fantasy is any good, you may get a lot more.." Elanor giggled as she slid-open the middle-panels, and led his right arm to her left buttock, feeling him squish the other cheek real tight. She enjoyed his playfulness, but couldn't shake off this feeling. That she was missing something. That there was more to his measured speech.
"Well, for starters I'd rather watch from the sides, you getting handled as deserving a slut.. By men of all ilk, their hands freely roaming your skin. I want to watch you, being reduced to a wanton slut.."
"You like watching a lot, don't you, little pervert. Don't you ever want to join in..? Get to the point, what's this fantasy really about..?" The Queen interjected, apparently not impressed.
"Honesty, it's a fantasy I shared with my friends, growing up. I hadn't thought about it in a while, until I visited this plantation recently. Well, I went there a couple of times. My.. my employer had to meet Lord Matheiu of the Lakeside.. The Ormangrads.."
Lord Matheiu..?! That name sounds familiar..? Well, why wouldn't, Queen?! You should know the Lords, the primary subjects after all.. Elanor leaned to listen, as her stroking picked up the pace, her juices leaking on to his ball sack beneath, soaking it in the scent of lust. No, this posture isn't comfortable. And he's grown hard enough, though not fully. Elanor released her grip, and situated herself such that his erection passed between her legs, like an inch below her warming pussy. Hmm.. He's a bit short.. Her right fingers grabbed his crown from behind, and resumed stroking, though much sensually this time.
"So we were in Lord Matheiu's plantations. These were long meetings, I had to wait around for quite a bit, which is par for the course. And there were these farm-hands, you know. Toiling in the sun, all day without break.. "
"Oh I know the type, dear. I know them by the smell, all sable and sweaty, and how it churns my loins. But enough about me. You tell sweetums.."
Saying this, Elanor couldn't ignore the barrage of flashes in her mind, of her interactions with the migrant workers, the eager dance partners, as described by Lady Adriana. Especially that one time, when the massive bulking specimen tented in no time, and even creamed so much that it seeped out in excess, through the fabric so quick, that it even made the professional blush. And how hard she had to control, that urge to give in and slurp. An urge she's quite sure didn't go unnoticed by the attentive tutor. Boy, I miss Adriana and her sessions..! Why did I stop going again?!
"I got to talking with them, the workers. Sharing some fruits, some snacks.. I like being friendly.. Well, long story short, my employer's meeting was taking forever. And the migrant worker felt like he should reciprocate, even if he had nothing to offer. So he asks me to follow him, deep into the plantation. And I know the meetings take long so I follow.."
The Queen couldn't contain her laughter. Is he seriously going where I think he is..? Are all men this predictable..?!
"Now now.. Don't tell me your employer's business was actually with the Great Lord's Lady-friend or something.. Where did you catch them doing it, back in the barn? Or right under the sun? You just watched from behind the bushes, stroking off as always, didn't you..?"
Elanor no longer realized her voice. It was like her suppressed bratty teenage-self just broke out, and took control of her body. She even found it odd, the regressive quality in her voice now, not to mention the constant giggles. But he was liking it, as evidenced by the growth of his erection, pushing on her outer lips. Yet, her irreverence seemed to have rubbed him wrong.
"Hmm.. Lady Demura, I love you.. But could you please not mention my employer now. It's my utmost privilege to be of service, and I owe my life, all my worth.. To my employer..!"
Well there, what a loyal workman..! I had an employee, and I'd rather not spoil my mood, thinking of her stupid.. Focus, Nora! Focus on his satisfaction. Changing the stroke-pattern, Elanor said.
"Oh being naughty is me, my man. But sure, I apologize. I can apologize with my lips again, if need be. Or better.."
Elanor had a hard time not laughing as the guy stared down astonished, his brows comically raised, eyes about to pop, at what she just did. She had slide open the middle window, and now she felt the cold air rush in from the other room, her nipples budding up in an instant. The panel was right at her chest level, and now he saw up close and personal, the bountiful bosoms that made men tent their pants all those nights. He wanted to reach out and touch, but wasn't sure. She hadn't given him permission. No, he didn't want anything to disturb the good fortune Hedon himself was showering upon him. He stayed restrained, though his eyes continued the stare. Smiling at his reaction, and somewhat impressed by his discipline, the Queen said.
"Now tell me in all its licentious detail, of that long time fantasy of yours.. Tell me, the ways men expect true sluts to behave.. Tell me good, and I may even have more surprises for you." If her words weren't persuasive enough, the bosoms sure helped. And the heat from her pelvis was the cherry on top. The man said with a smile, clearing his throat.
"Like I said, I used to be a farm-hand at a plantation, by the border. And it was true hard work, day in day out. There were all kinds, natives and immigrants.. Black, tan, tall, short, skinny, bulky... You name it. All part of the brotherhood, real working class men. All speaking the same tongue, of sweat and toil. Of sustenance. All fearful of messing up, and getting whipped by the fat Baron. Fantasizing all the while, of the thick Baroness, who'd prance around the plantation, in the name of inspection."
Okay, not what I thought. Elanor listened, maintaining the stroke-pattern.
"This middle aged, pampered, sexed up woman, with her voluptuous form, covered in a sweat-soaked translucent peach gown, that acted inappropriately form-fitting at places, would walk around us working men, boiling their balls with her mere presence. And we had to stay extra-conscious to not have a visible boner. If she were to spot any, she'd mercilessly whip us, to scare away the temptations, in God's name.! Didn't I mention, she was ultra-religious.. And we would have to endure it, or run away, hoping the Baron wouldn't come down himself. That bitch enjoyed torturing us, and believe me, her whips weren't the truly torturous part."
God! He's telling the truth. She could see it in his eyes, the disdain, the pain, and lust, in a ll its forbidden forms. This is.. amusing.
"Oh, I believe you! Having to fight off that tempting flesh, and the temptations it tickles in you. That must have been so hard!" Elanor giggled, her hand continually stroking his hard-on. "So, was that the fantasy, to have a private moment of tenderness with a full grown sadist..?"
"Oh, she was the fantasy alright. But nothing about it was be private. Haa.! Lady Demura, your hands are a godsend!!"
Elanor smiled, feeling the warmth of his groin against her own. Why do this feel so good? And was my body craving this, like it had had a taste before?? Elanor had no clear re-collection, but his pecker was rubbing her labial lips much like the young smithson Yashim had, on that fateful night of domestication. What her body craved now, much like it did with the skinny sailor, was a replay of the night. Where she almost lost her virginity. An event she had clearly failed to register in any seriousness, unlike her craving clit. She listened on.
"Back then, even young and virile, I couldn't have acted out those fantasies, risking my job. But years later, as I waited for my employer's return from Lord Matheiu, as I watched the plantation workers toiled on that bright sunny afternoon, much like we used to, it all rushed back to me."
Feeling the disdain in his voice, and that tightening grip on her hip, Elanor squirmed.
"Yes, tell me. How would do like, to make a slut out of her.? Out of me..??"
"Well, I would let her do her thing, prancing around near-nude, you see. Tempting the workers to the brim, flaunting her youthful gifts, believing in the sway she has over all men. And just as she gets truly lost in her enticement, we'd pounce right on her.!"
Ouch! His fingers dug into her flesh, the leather of his gloves burning her skin. It was hot, and weird. Struggling to breathe, the Queen asked.
"We.?!"
"What? You expect to be treated like a lady, in my own wildest fantasy?? I thought you wanted to be a slut!"
"Sure soldier, but do you mind doing so, without the gloves. Seriously, the leather is burning my rear."
All the command in his tone turned polite in a instant.
"Oh, surely. I apologize, Lady. I should have.." He proceeded to remove both gloves, hanging them by the middle panel, before getting back to his fantasy. Feeling his bare hands, Elanor realized why she found his grip so weird earlier. Especially how he grabbed with his left hand, the grip staying weak, even with his fingers digging in painfully. It seemed one of his digits were missing. And one finger seemed too thick, too clod, to the grip. Her doubts were confirmed, as her hands caressed over his. The man was missing his ring finger, and to compensate his middle digit had a chunky ring. It felt cold to touch, and dug deeper into her skin.
For some reason, she liked it.
"Why near-nude.? So you have something to rip right off..?!" Elanor was curious.
"Oh no. She'll be absolutely cloth-less. I just want her.. I want, in my dreams, to have her wearing just a mask, still.. She was the most beautiful woman, but after so long I can't recall her face.. Just the effect it had on her. So I prefer her masked."
That got her intrigued, him specifying about the mask. If anything she expected them to yank it off the first chance. She didn't think, for a second, that her mask in itself could be a fetish.
"Go on.." Said the Queen, aware of his pulsing erection.
There was a slight hesitation from the guy, like he wasn't sure of sharing it still. But he continued, trying his best to hide his smirk.
"It's not just the men, nor the time of day. But the venue too, that adds to the fantasy. Lady Demura, where I used to work, we had men of all creed, you see. Real working class migrants, It's a strangely unifying factor, the lust for the seemingly unattainable. It united us then, the fantasies we shared, of doing her raw right in the middle of that plantation, right under the sun that made her skin glow so fair. And years later, waiting for my employer, I could see the same, in the migrants working under Lord Matheiu."
"I could do that.. Taking all your buddies as you watch, in broad daylight.."
Her voice wasn't as playful as she liked. If anything, the thought aroused her further. You do not mean that, Nora.. You can't mean that..
He replied.
"Not quite. I don't want it so rushed. I want you to get them worked up first. See, these are not the drunken idiots you see here, ready to blow off some steam. These are real hard-working men, toiling away at the peak hours, just to make ends meet. They wouldn't be as easily swayed, even if you were to walk around naked."
"Now, that's something that happen only in fantasies. For men to ignore the charms of any women, don't you think? Let alone me."
"It's my fantasy, Lady Demura. Don't ruin it now.."
"Fine fine.. You working men are of the finest character, and I'm the slut who must lure you by lust. Am I wearing something at least?"
"Of course, Lady. You're wearing that mask of yours."
Part of Elanor was relieved. Even in his dreams, her identity was safe. Risking her identity was her primary concern from the very first time Bellatrix floated the idea. She was obliged, as Queen, to protect the honor of Wolkenshire in whole. And the honor of the Queen and her Kingdom were virtually inseparable. She felt his left hand creep around her spine, down towards pelvis, as his face inched closer. His sound now a low whisper.
"This hourglass hip of yours..!! These milky fat buns.. Have you any idea, how rare such a figure is, even in the capitol..? Most dancers aren't either gifted with such flesh so young. They strive to stay extremely thin, to hide their age. And the rest go the other way, overtly curvy and swan-like. You, if I may say so, seem near-regal..!"
Oh! I'm not just near-regal, you horny simpleton. I'm the ruler. I'm your.. aaAAAHH..!!
The Queen was taken aback by the swift move, as the man took her left breast in his mouth, sucking it tight, her erect nipple painfully slipping in between the gap of his teeth. Her voice stopped by the throat as her anal tissue felt his fingers diving further deep. It felt particularly unique, with the evident gap of that missing digit, not to mention the cold of his ring, all driving her orgasm home, from a mere anal encounter. One of her proper first.
No, it's not the gap that makes me tingle.. The gap of it making him grab on to my flesh, with extra force. It's that icy cold of his thick well-polished ring, sliding in and out of my anal ring.. Anal ring..?! You know, the tissue of my rear that can't wait to swallow his fist in whole.! God, Nora..! What an obscene thought.. There he goes again, mmnnphh...
What the Queen failed to realize was that her new admirer was practically fucking her now. With his right hand kneading so thoroughly all the fat Lady Adriana's diet helped accumulate in her left bosom, his face squished into her larger right breast like a starving litter, sucking new heights of pleasure onto her engorged nipple, his teeth riddling her chest with hickeys quite painfully. A pain so indecipherable from pleasure that she didn't notice her knees starting to give out.
This was such a unique circumstance, with facing directly her secret admirer, who had been eluding her for weeks on end, feeding her his cashew paste, watching from amongst the crowd, her perform the most obscene steps. An apparent gentleman, respecting her privacy, even in his fantasies. With his wicked ring reaching parts of her rear that I had no clue felt so good..nghhhaaAAA..!!
God, I hate that ring! Yet, it's such a peculiar trigger to my loins. Almost like being penetrated by that gypsy circus artist from the last Carnival, the one with all the body piercings.
She could almost picture, as her eyes rolled back in pleasure. In the circus ring, with flames all around. Looking back at the roaring crowd, feeling his grip on her love-handles. The cold of his piercings against her skin.
Nora.. ! Stop dreaming of getting ass-fucked by some gypsy circus freak..!!
Elanor felt her knees shake erratically, her body struggling to contain the sheer heat of it. It won't be an over-statement to note that a lot of her weight, particularly the pelvis, now rested on the impressive hard-on, still growing within her solid grip. This wasn't her doing, not willingly, not even consciously, but her pussy now rested upon his penis, the vulvic lips obscenely pushed to the sides, the tender fleshy flaps almost swallowing the girth, with her extra-sensitized clitoral bud grinding against its pulse, their pelvises closing in on synchrony.
The Great Chaste, sexed up to eleven, unmindfully straddling a man she could recognize, only from chewing on a mouthful of his fresh ejaculate. And she had no sense, of how shameful she looked. Frankly, she was in no state to care. With the shakes and shimmying of her pelvis , like riding an invisible pony.
Suddenly it dawned oh her. She had been outsmarted, by pure chance, if not by intend. Everything she did so far, coming down to the Desert Rose, performing her lewdest moves, all without someone watching over, without the aid of an employee so to speak. She did that all to ascertain power. Her will, over the beast that ploughed her dreams to erotic nightmares lately. To avoid feeling held hostage to ones basal proclivities, to gain a sense of control for once. Not by law or contract, not mediated by a Mistress, but by one's own will.
Yet, then deeper she goes, the more it seems that her cravings have no end.
What infuriated the most, in that sliver of conscious thought that troubled her ecstasy, was knowing that even the simple-minded cretin on the other side had a better grip on his demons. Surely he's more in control of Elanor, even with his dick in her grip. It exasperated her, knowing in her bones, of how powerless she felt, as her clit yearned for some sweet release, straddling his veiny member.This man outsmarted her, at her very first time in one of these booths. He continued to outsmart her throughout, spying on her, watching her from the safety of the crowds, all the while she had no knowledge, until a moment ago.
He knows virtually everything of me, about Demura at least. And the only reason he hasn't seen my face up-close is sheer luck, if not fate. And largely him being considerate for my privacy. How arrogant! The Queen of Wolkenshire should be thankful to his mercy now..?! No, tonight onward I'm done playing catching-up. From now on, I take the lead. I should know more of him, than he does me. In fact, I already do. I know his sweet juice tastes like cashew, I bet he had no clue.
I know the unique pleasure of fingering he can provide, first-hand, thanks to his missing finger, and that cold, cold ring. I know how to keep him edged and erect, unlike any woman in the world. But that's not enough, and mostly of it sounds gross, now that I hear myself. You are the Queen Nora, not some common whore. You shall know your subjects by face, while they cower and kneel, fearful of meeting your gaze.



Yes! That's what I must do. I shall meet his gaze, without any cover. And watch this mere peasant, cower in true submission, unable to endure my imperial gaze. That must teach him his place, you tricky cretin.!
Creak..!
The man looked startled at the sound, giving a rest to mauling the royal bosoms, his hand withdrawing from her spine. Looking up, he saw clearly the shine in the pupils of the most beautiful female he had ever known. And thankfully the shine in her eyes was all he could see, as the Queen gazed back. Though reckless, the Queen's move to open the hanging window that separated their faces, wasn't completely thoughtless. The man's side was lit, by candles attached to the separating wall. This meant Elanor could confidently slide the window up, knowing her face will remain in the stark shadows to the wooden wall, so long as she didn't lean any further. It also helped that there was a bright candle right behind her, making sure she was reduced to a silhouette. A very enticing and feminine silhouette!
And now, finally she could see him proper. A lot more of him at that. Her doubts were confirmed, he was a relatively short man. Clearly steeping on something to manage their heights, considering Elanor herself was slightly taller than the average woman. And still he fell short of a few inches, the inches he superbly compensated by endurance, girth, and foremost her favorite, taste..! And it wasn't like his inches lacked where it truly mattered. She blushed beneath the loin-cloth wrapped face. He looked like he was having a revelation, his eyes twinkling in ecstasy, mouth open in disbelief.
He was a lot younger than she expected, even with his graying stubble. Something about him was vaguely familiar, like one of those faces that was so common-place that you'd start ignoring after a while. Yet it was clearly her first time observing satisfaction... Intimate, salacious, masculine satisfaction in such a face. Made her wonder for a moment, what face were she making, as she straddled this clueless buffoon. Of what he would make of her character, if he were to see her visage distorted in such immoral pleasures. She vaguely heard him whisper.
"I've dreamed of this moment, for so long.."
And then she felt a tongue slide its way into her mouth, a his thick, rough lips squish against her own. Wow! That was quick.. The man couldn't help but make the most of his luck. He just lunged forward, his right hand griping the Queen's neck now, holding it in place, as his smile landed on her perplexed face. His cock stiffened to full, as Elanor realized she was no longer gripping, but merely caressing it.
That her fingers lacked the strength to tame the beast. When his palm gripped the back of her head, delving deep into the kiss, the Queen recognized the girth. It was the size his cock would reach, clamping down her throat-hole, while his hands gripped her head in place just like this. This was his peak erection, followed usually by him seeding her stomach. Now completely under his spell, reciprocating the kiss, with his fingers forcefully fiddling her asshole, Elanor was so happily lost. A far cry from the control she had aimed.
Oh, I'm ready to give in to his dick.. I'm so ready for the taking..! Whispered a part of her brain, as her clit matched its tingle with the pulsing hard-on. The Queen was leaking so profusely that if her grip relaxed, the penis could slip in so easy. And knowing it, is so tempting.. So tempting.. There were sudden noises coming from the corridor, like a ruckus going on backstage, but the Queen was so drenched in lust to take notice. And her lover, not willing to miss this moment.
Not for the world.!
She didn't understand if he was purposefully holding back from ejaculating, or if she was doing a bad job. His member was well lubricated, be it her own spittle, her juices, and some of his previous. But the Queen was in no mood to stop, not with her clit this close to creaming. She kept kissing down his throat, left hand brushing through his hair, as she kept the grip on his large yet limping member, desperately straddling it still.
I'm close.. I am so close..!
Elanor was so lost in the rhythm of their bodies, that she didn't notice the wooden wall shaking, with each thrust. With a vague understanding of the lewd face she was involuntarily making, she asked, with her voice trembling.
"Tell me again! Will you slut me around like in your fantasies? Will you make me humiliate myself in front of the uncouth working men?"
Taking the opportunity, the man dug his digits deeper into her hair, and pulled it down, her alongside, as her knees bend on its own. As the pain of strands pinched between his digits hit, looking up now to meet the condescending eyes, she moaned like the whole world could hear. His face was so red, those eyes so intense. He was verging on cumming, yet wanting to prolong. He replied.
"That's what I love about you, you silly stupid cow! You really don't remember still.?! Or is this part of the act, playing dumb.? You already did it all.."
'What.?!' Elanor could hear him speak, but it made zero sense. Besides, her mind was preoccupied with grooving to his pelvis.
"You strutted around in just a face-veil, under the scorching sun. I myself swatted the sweat dripping of your cheeks, as you made your way through the groping hands. Not recalling me is fine, but how could you not remember being the sluttiest of all Adriana's bitches.??"
Something finally snapped back to sense, as her eyes opened. Did he just say Adriana? She saw his lips inch in, but there was nothing she could do. Not with the separating panel gone, not with his grip holding her tight, and definitely not with her on loins losing to the pulsing cock beneath. And those strange lips, which seemed vaguely familiar finally pressed into her own, parting the petals, with her salivating hole opening up, almost as if welcoming. The thickest tongue she had known slid right through, its rough texture and tobacco tang strangely driving her wild.
Is that a berry I taste..?
Did I hear it wrong? Or did he actually mention Lady Adriana? The questions lingered and lingered, much like the warmth of his mouth, literally devouring her luscious lips. And frankly it was no contest, the lips won out. It was the grip. His fingers on her nape.
Somehow she had conditioned herself to simply give in, if the stern-enough grip compels her to. Normally it'd be towards a cock slipping through, but it doesn't seem to matter anymore. And in the daze of bliss, even her fingers lost its will, the pulsing pecker slipping out, ready to come. Just about to slip in, parting the virgin vulvic lips of the Great Chaste Queen.
BAMM!!
The door slammed open, startling the man to break off the kiss. The sudden movement must have jerked and tumbled whatever he was standing, as his core tightened, with his shoulders arching back. The Queen stood there still, lost in trance, as if waiting for his second kiss. It didn't register to her than his fingers just slipped out of her anus, nor that her back hole remained gaping, as the cold air rushed in. His pelvis made a final push, the crown missing the mark, the shaft sliding past the pussy lips, back to Her Majesty's caress, before losing his balance again. The excitement must have surely peaked for the poor soul, as his triumphant cock shot out it's final single straight stream of thick white sauce, which had been building up for quite a while.
He made a desperate attempt to grab on to the Queen's buttocks, only he couldn't have known how slippery his digits were from all the sexual fluids. As his forefinger dug into her cheek, the middle finger slid right back to the still gaping hole. As soon as he gripped, the anal ring clamped down, almost air-tight. Such irresistible was her virgin bud's hug, that he instantly regretted not flipping her around and claiming her rear. I mean, imagine that tightness around the girth of my wood. Oh! Nothing made him squirt out so forcefully, like that thought.
There was a second, in between him struggling to balance and falling on his back, where his cock fluttered like a thick rubber hose, continuing to shoot the thick ejaculate right across the Queen's pelvis. Elanor distinctly felt his finger violently pop out of her clamped ass, leaving the stinging cold sensation within. Almost as if he left a phantom-finger behind, something clear and cold, lodged against her puckered hole. Ropes of cum adorned her navel, with drying droplets trapped in her umbilicus, while the rest slowly dripped down and remained visible, lewdly against her pelvis, like a white pubic garden.
The Queen didn't know, she was still basking in the carnal bliss.
As the guy managed to pull himself up, holding on to the window slots, Sonja barged in, looking quite concerned. She reached past the ecstatic Queen and pushed back the spend customer, yelling. Poor man was only trying to get his hand-gloves, which he had hung by the bottom panel earlier.
"Get out of here, you cretin..!!"
As he fell backwards losing one glove to the other side, Sonja grabbed the Queen's wrist, and shawl on the other hand, literally dragging into the corridor as she ran out. Struggling to keep up with the rushing bar-maid, her brain slowly waking from the trappings of lust, Elanor realized something serious was going on around. Making their way through a rowdy crowd, most of them drunk senseless, and throwing jugs and glasses at each other, she realized there was barely anything covering her skin, than a shawl. In panic, she quickly wrapped it around her head, protecting her identity at least. Sonja muttered under her breath, as she pushed through to the nearest exit.
"I told Lady Agrafena, Thursdays only.!! Boris, push these bastards out of my way! Rictor, clear a way to the alley..!"
Strangely, the chaos of it all left Elanor extremely invigorated. Scantily clad dancers and maids, much like her, were running around to safety, from the prying hands of men taking advantage of the ruckus. Of course some of Sonja's trusted men were also keen on groping the scared maidens, in guise of shielding them. The Queen was no different to them, as she felt countless hands pinch, slap and grope her juicy flesh, a few of them undoubtedly the bouncers. And she was surprisingly open to the blatant violations, her eyes still dreamy from all the cumming. The only thing that irritated her was the two instances when someone pulled on her hair. She was no fan of that.
"Dàng fù..!!"
Elanor looked back at the growl, coming from the other end.
There were men of all lands, culture, and creed. Quite the multi-cultural mess! But Elanor recognized the voice, and spotted him quick. The big fat easterner from before, the one she had infuriated. The one who almost made her swallow the unthinkable, the one who missed his chance. And the way he accelerated towards her, it didn't seem like he planned on missing the second time. His each step seemed to shake the ground, and she would have laughed at his flopping belly and breasts, if she weren't so terrified. Unable to revert her gaze, the Queen cried out for help, like a little Princess.
"Boris, Boris, BORIS!!"
Bamm!! He slipped and fell, out of the blue, almost like someone tripped him, making the whole crowd stop and look. Bella looked confused, it wasn't Boris. Then who..? She noticed amongst the crowd, a tall, lean man, smiling right back at her.
Skinny..!! You did that for me..?!
As he tipped his hat at her, the Queen slipped off the panties and shawl covering her face in glee, uncaring of the rest, and blew him a kiss, her eyes shining with gratitude. Suddenly realizing her stupidity, she made a funny face, and slipped back down the shawl, chucking the panties towards the crowd, as the chaos resumed.
Sonja turned the keys, and opened the door which leads to the back alley. With Borislav holding the crowd at bay, she pushed the Queen out into the rain, saying.
"Wait here.!"
Though she couldn't be sure if Lady Demura heard it clearly, with all the hoots and screams behind. The night was turning out to be more than handful for the crew of Desert Rose. It took them twenty minutes to push out the trouble makers back to the streets, return to some semblance of peace. The bar-area seating was absolutely destroyed, but it was part of the trade. Sonja knew well by now, it was a fair deal. A fraction of tonight's sales could cover for most of the repairs, and thankfully none of them got seriously injured. Apart from enduring some vicious groping, considering the surplus in tips, not even the barmaids were complaining. Sure they'll have to shut-down for half day, to fix the damages, but they'll be back to full form by the next night. And above all, Sonja absolutely enjoyed it, riding the chaos.
Everything is done. Near perfect. Didn't miss a thing.! Well, wait a minute..
Sonja rushed behind the counter, and pulled out a satchel from the bottom shelf. The satchel that Lady Demura had given her earlier. The satchel which contained her only attire. Clutching on to it, the bar-maid ran to the back door. Slamming the door open she looked, in desperation. It looked empty. Lady Demura..? Feeling the weight of responsibility crushing her soul, she rushed out to the back alley, looking both ways, to its long dark, seedy corridor, littered with rumble, stinking of sewers, with rats running around.
Desert Rose was part of a chain of buildings along the street, stretching along the long cobbled road, with a similar set of buildings right behind, facing the other way. So the alley was rarely cleaned, and frequented not even by the homeless. But the first rain of the year seemed to have done a good job of washing it, in the past hour. She was so preoccupied within, that the raining didn't even register to her until now. Lights leaking from the ventilation of establishments on both isles scattering into the mist made it look dream-like. And she saw twenty feet to right. the silhouette of a woman.
A well-endowed figure, with her arms stretched out, her hair sprawling behind, her gaze fixed at the shadow of Lady, luna about to peeking out from the thick night clouds. Enjoying the drizzle wash away all the nightly sins off. She did not resemble the exhilarated mess Sonja had dragged out from the booth, a little earlier. She looked almost like a spiritual naturist, the way she stayed calm, her long deep even breaths, and most of all this strangely regal aura she oozed. All while standing, naked as the day born, her skin absolutely radiant against the dark.
"All under control now, Sonja..?"
Her voice.. It was no question, it was a command. Sonja rushed to her side, careful to keep her gaze down, unsure as to why. The ground was muddy, dirty and stinking with god-knows-what. Yet Lady Demura stood there, like it was the epitome of balance. Like she was in meditative bliss. Sonja had no clue what came over, but she knelt on the ground, ignoring the dirt, like she was in the presence of something divine. With her gaze on the ground, she extended the satchel.
"Lady Demura, I'm so sorry.. I didn't mean to leave you alone out here, so naked and.. Forgive my.."
"I don't mind Sonja. As you see, even under the shy moon, this nudity... It becomes me."
Her hands were shaking for no reason, but the barmaid kept waiting. And looking up, she saw beyond the Queen's head, behind the parting clouds, the bright full moon. Glowing like she was carrying. The drizzling drops, unusually thick, spattering loudly all around, illuminated against the beams from above. Making the Queen's contours even more seductive, with the sudden highlight. It looked right out of a dream. Like dews dripping, right off the moon. And the one before, bathing in it.
The Queen finally took the satchel, smiling down at her loyal subject, not caring if she saw her face.
"Trust me, I've never been so comfortable in my skin. Not in the finest garbs.. Now please leave, so I could change. Unless you want to help dress me.." Sonja's involvement, though minimal, had always been competent. It wouldn't be a stretch, for her to grow in to confidant, the Queen wondered.
Keeping her gaze down, Sonja got up, and said, as she slowly stepped back.
"All yours, Lady. Take your time, do as you wish."
It made no sense. She can stay naked with me, but is too shy to change in my presence.?! Leaving the nude maiden to her robes, Sonja rushed back. She did not understand what would possess someone to be so. Nor did she wish to.
Drinks. Dancers. And drunks. She had a very simple life.
And she liked it simple.
The Queen was in no hurry. Staying in that blissful rain, a little longer, she thouroughly wiped off the remnants of the night. She didn't see however, the greenish-grey eyes watching it all, from the far end across the road. With smile of reassurance on his grey lips. He had been observing her for a while now, his eyes always skeptical. But now, it had a new-found devotion. He couldn't help, but whisper.
All Hail the Orc Queen...
**
*
An old grey carriage made its way to the Imperial Palace grounds.
The roads were nearly deserted, except for a few peasants returning home. Elanor looked out the window, her eyes lost in the flaming street lamps, passing one after the other. She couldn't wait, to get back to her chambers, to get out of this sweat-soaked attire and to relax herself in a tub of warm water. To cleanse herself of the night's deeds, while rejoicing in reliving the bodily pleasures. In dreams, with dear Bard, hopefully.
Now, now Mr. Cashew paste, I know what you looks like. The Queen knew she was fooling herself, to think it was any kind of victory, putting a face to the man. Especially considering she reduced herself to his pleasure toy, right after feeling his lips. Though it can be argued that she lost the battle the moment his fingers entered her rear.
Oh, the rear! That was the surprise of the night, for Elanor. The revelation, which blind-sided her, willingly inviting him to compromise her anal integrity. Well, it's just a finger, Nora..! It's not the end of the world. However, it was the ring that did her in, not the mere finger-stretching. That damn smooth polished piece of metal, turning my ass-hole into an erogenous zone almost overnight. She could still feel the gap his fingers left, inside the anal walls.
Strangely, the cold of the ring against my opening seemed to have never left.
And it shames me to admit, that I like it.
As much as she wanted to lift her ass slightly and explore a bit, with her own digits, to ease the irritation at least, her will to stay put was way stronger. It would go against her Princely decorum to give in to minor bodily irritants. It had been trained out of her at a very early age, the simple pacifiers of common minds. Like the urge to pick one's nose, to scratch one's hair, or any itch for that matter, even to bite the nails, or burp. All simple behaviors that'd diminish the grace of a Princess. The only thing her nannies failed at, was the habit of sucking her thumb when anxious. And as she sucked on now, in the privacy of her carriage, she could still sense the tang of his semen, trapped in her fingernails. Needless to say, it only added to the pacification.
She felt a little strange, about how she had acted earlier in front of Sonja. Elanor was very aware of how risky the night could have turned out instead, had it not been for her timely intrusion. Thankfully the bar-maid felt obligated by her agreement with Bella, to prioritize Demura's safety. At least as long as she was within the confines of her establishment. The Queen knew she wasn't thinking straight, that her mind was still addled in the bliss of her latest sexcapade. She wasn't feeling any remorse, or regret about what she had to do, in the fear and confusion of the moment. Fear and confusion..? Really..?!



Even wiping the sweat and semen of her skin, and dressing up in the dark corner, while listening to the unusually buzzing street a few feet around the corner, only made her feel so alive. And on edge. Even if she had trouble walking back to the carriage, with putting on her underclothing the other way in the panic, its tighter front riding deep into her ass-crack, she was more amused than annoyed. Feeling more content than she had felt in weeks.
Elanor didn't even scream her annoyance at Jokshun, as usual, as he weren't waiting right by the carriage. Today's task had to be cut shot unexpectedly, so it was understandable that Jokshun got bored, and went around the block. Looking out, and seeing them pass the main gate, Elanor instructed her coachman.
"East entrance, Jokshun..!"
Usually the proffered entry point was the south entrance, it being the least patrolled and likely to raise less attention. But tonight, Elanor didn't feel like waiting any further. She desperately needed to get to her bath, and the East entrance stairs took her directly to the chamber, unlike the south, taking considerably longer, with all the secret passages. It was partly her being careless, but partly an effect of all the dried sweat salts, making it a little too irritating to stay composed. Her anus still felt like it was being fiddled, every time they passed a bump on the road, like his ring finger was still in there. It was such a strangely arousing sensation, which was sure to haunt her dreams now on.
As the carriage slowed down, Elanor fought the urge to push open the door and run out.
You are still the Queen, Nora! There are manners, and customs. Codes of conduct..
Jokshun opened the door, and stood beside with his gaze fixed on floor, as Elanor stepped out with her head held high. The Queen pulled the hem of her gown, as the last step of the carriage was a bit higher than the ground. As her foot touched the ground, in a tighter stretch due to the height difference, an action she was pretty used to by now, the Queen felt something slip out of her.
From her sore, stretched anus, something small, smooth and definitely cold, slid off into the ground beneath, the sudden vacuum of it in her private making it obvious to the Queen. As it hit the cobbled ground with a metallic 'clink', with her loyal coachman bowing few feet from her, Elanor recognized what it was. And the utter shame of it made her instantly blush.
It was the ring. That damn ring again.! The same ring her secret admirer had worn, in the very fingers he fiddled her rear with. When Sonja pulled me off, during the ruckus, it must have slipped of his fingers and slide back into my anal tract. No wonder it felt a bit stuck up down there this whole time.
Thankfully its sound got muffled by the multiple layers of her gown surrounding, yet the Queen couldn't shake of being subjected to such a humiliating circumstance, at such close proximity to a long time employee. Someone she trusted and cared, for so long. I hope Jokshun didn't hear that. Just to be sure, she gave him a subtle glance. His clothes looked disheveled, and though his hood covered most his face, she could make out the hint of a smile in his lips. Is that mead I smell..? Well, give him a break. She had been over-working him, unreasonably, and it was way past mid-night. If a drink or two kept him going, so be it. The Queen moved on, walking up the stairs as if nothing had happened, with the discomfort pretty evident on her face.
Midway through the stairs, she heard him close the door. He will be off soon. I can go down and retrieve it safely then. It wasn't really necessary. But the thought of leaving an ornament, especially something that slipped right out of her rear, in plain view at the door-step, didn't sit right with her. Something so obscenely private shouldn't be desecrating the divine grounds of the Imperial entrance. Just as she made up her mind, she heard Jokshun gasp in excitement.
"Oh look! I thought I lost you.."
Wait, is that what Jokshun sounds like..? She had never heard him speak freely till then. Only in mumbles, in meek subservience. Then again she usually barked orders at him for the most part, and never really cared enough to actually listen to his voice. There were the rare instances of Princesses getting attached to their close aids and nannies. But no Queen truly cared about the peasantry, enough to get to know them even at surface levels. Servants are replaceable. Bellatrix being the exception to the rule.
Slowing down, the Queen glanced back, at what put her at unease instantly. Jokshun was leaning downwards, his hand stretched, about to touch the very ring that was still warm from the her forbidden hole. The mere act of him contacting, made her shudder. Like he had touched her anus himself. As the Queen watched stiff, she noticed his hands. Why can't he wear a glove at least..?! And all she could think about, as her throat dried up, was his finger pushing past her very own anal ring. Oh! What a disturbing thought..! The Queen had no clue of the depths she was about to sink...
Jokshun turned the other way, but she could still see his reflection on the carriage window. Removing his hood, he shook his head and wore the ring on his left middle finger. Middle finger, but..? Wait, why is his ring finger missing.?! Elanor felt a thick knot form in her lower bowels, and a looming sense of misfortune. As Jokshun turned around to leave, to take the carriage to the shed, she saw the face of the man, probably for the first time properly. He looked disturbingly similar to the ecstatic face on the brink of orgasm, the same one from her booth earlier that night.
Did I just..? It's Jokshun.. Jokshun..?!! Wait, did he just..?
How can that.. God?!
Why?
Elanor had no recollection of her body movements from then on. She didn't know how she managed to climb up all the way, with her knees about to give out any moment. Somehow she made her way through, uncaring of the staff bowing time to time. Her mind was all muddled up, yet, it all connected so well now. And the more it made sense, the larger that lump in her throat grew. Her throat, which still send hiccups to her tongue, with the after-taste of the very semen she sucked dry off of him.
No, it can't be him. It just can't. The Queen rationalized.
Her mystery man from the booth, he did appear short. And Jokshun wasn't particularly tall, definitely shorter than her. The missing finger and the ring. Sure, cut-off fingers aren't that rare an injury, especially for charioteers. But the ring..? Yes the ring, it felt strangely well-crafted, for a civilian. The embarrassment of judging the built of an ornament the way it felt, against her one hole that was meant to only give out, it was a hard one to push through. It almost felt like.. Wait, didn't I read something in his files.. Of Jokshun receiving the Knighthood of Valor, at an early age..?
I hate that it fits, quite literally.. But think Nora, this could very well be you being paranoid.
That can't be, still. He mentioned his employer.. Oh God, his employer..? He sounded like he worshiped his employer, the one who took him to the Ormangrad Estate.. Where he finally saw his long-time fantasy come to life. A faceless upper-class lass, shamelessly flaunting her flesh to the hungry eyes of the toiling work-men. The one who ignored the occasional grope and poke, including his own. That's me, that has to be.. Jokshun knew I went there, yet he couldn't reasonably think I'm there to see the Lady of the Manor. The affair between Lady Adriana and the Lord wasn't a secret. No, it made obvious sense to him, that his Queen was there to meet the Great Lord Matheiu Ormangrad.
This is not good, Nora. This is your undoing. And worse, it's your own doing. His respect for the throne, and his undying loyalty must have prevented him from entertaining the possibility even.. That the naked dancer he saw, one of Lady Adriana's bitches, could have been his Queen. It warmed her heart to know that, unlike Jezeb, most her staff still revered her, with a deep sense of loyalty. At the same time, knowing that she could have easily desecrated everything he respected, had he witnessed her face up-close, at any time.. Or had he even given in to his urges, and pulled off her veil..
Wait, how can you be so sure that Jokshun didn't know? You think he's that much of a simpleton. Didn't you find it odd the way he smiled, as you exited the cart?! Or was it a smirk? Or tonight in the booth. He was this close to your face Nora, like he could kiss you. Oh God, he kissed me..! And I gave in to it..?! Did he really recognize..? That thought truly sobered up the Queen. Of all intoxication of the night.
But the most brutal blow to her ego so far, was the absurd realization that she couldn't recognize Jokshun by his face. This is Jokshun, Nora! Jokshun. The very man who had been driving her up and down, and all around her whole wide Kingdom. What ivory tower of privilege are you living in, that you become so shielded and alien, not just to the very people that you had sworn to serve, but the very men who had sworn to serve you.? You are just proving Bella right. About how distant the Queen had become lately, of how little she actually knew her men, at any substantive level. The whole basis for her plan to bring in that stupid loyalty training, forcing Elanor to learn the scent of the very men she served. As much as she hated it, at least initially, now the Queen seemed to be just proving Bella's point.
How blind are you, Nora..? To forget what Jokshun sounds like..? And how can one forget a face.? Does it mean that you never cared to look at his face, not even once..? That's so disturbingly revelatory, in so many levels. The rest bows to the Queen, not because she's above them all. The rest bows, in symbolic gratitude, at the Queen for watching over them. How did I get so blind, to my own misgivings..?! What else am I missing..?
Walking past one of her very favorite portraits, her wedding portrait with Barthomius, Elanor suddenly felt her heart stop. It was hard to ignore what she almost did that night. And the shame of it prevented her from facing him, her one true love. I said it.. I did, earlier tonight. While straddling on the raging hard-on of my very chauffeur, I wished in my lust.. Even for a moment, I remember myself saying.. That I'm so ready to give in this lust.. That I'm so ready for the taking..
As if the immediate pleasure was the reason befitting a proper Queen, to surrender it.
As if this chastity was truly mine, to give away.
Oh Nora..! Look at how far you've fallen.
If it weren't for Sonja's timing, I would have lost my.. Or god, I even felt it push against my nether lips. I remember anticipating him breaking my.. My mere coachman..?!
This isn't pathetic. This is tragic.!
Turning the corner, she suddenly walked into Bellatrix. And Bella noticed, in a split second, the true regret, the sense of dread and despair, in the Queen's eyes. Any palatial maid, any royal employee would have dropped down to her knees and bowed, at such close presence to the true ruling monarch. And so would have Bella. Only, she saw no Queen.
All she saw was her Elanor's eyes.
The anxious eyes of a very dear, very troubled friend, at an obvious low-point in her life. And she couldn't help but step up close, and ask in a voice so kind, she didn't knew she possessed.
"Elanor, my Queen. Are you... Is there something I can..?"
Losing all strength that held her up till that point, Elanor collapsed, right into the sinewy strength of Bella's embrace. No one was around to witness. But it wouldn't have matter to the Queen, not in the least, as she wept and wept, on her confidant's shoulder. In a rare display of maternal instinct, Bella's hands gently patted the Queen, like one would do a toddler, with her spine staying upright like a wise old pine, bearing all the weight.
Feeling the tears drench her shoulder, Bella was ready to be whatever her friend needed. It seemed, she needed a rock. To anchor all that seemed to slip away so effortlessly. Between gasps and tears, all Elanor could muster up, to utter, with any legibility was.
"Help me, Bella.. It's falling apart.."
"What my Queen?" Bella couldn't hide her dread.
"Everything..! Help me.."
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To recapitulate..
Queen Elanor of Wolkernshire, the Great Chaste, is having a hard time keeping a level head, navigating the daily politics and policies of her court, while mourning the unexpected demise of her true love, King Barthomius. Advised by the High Priest, she employs Bellatrix of Agrafena, a promising horse trainer. Bellatrix correctly identifies the key to the royal dilemma, but it involves manipulating the Queen's bodily cravings, primarily the sexual kind.
To avoid suspicion, Bellatrix is given the official title of 'Head of Households', a powerful position in its own right. Bella starts treating the 'condition' in secrecy, without violating the Queen's chastity, nor risking any exposure that would seriously impede her ability to function as the true ruling monarch. But the sheer sexual nature of the tasks waking up her inner dormant cravings, an untameable beast of true deviancy, was something no one expected.
Like any relationship, ironing out the kinks can be tedious. With things getting unpredictable and pressure mounting with each subsequent task, there came a hiatus between the two. During which Bellatrix learned things from the Queen's perspective, and the Quean realized, how inseperably entwined their fates really are.
***
**
*
Soren waited patiently as the middle-aged stout woman examined the amulet, the marker proving his business in her establishment. Heavensworth Manor, the infamous official brothel in Wolkenshire. The woman before, the mononymous Madam, had an undeniable alpha presence. It wasn't Soren's first outing to the lands of men, especially disguised as one. Any other orc would have failed to pass for human. But the same inferior physical attributes that plagued his sub-tribe, makinng an outcast amongst the beastial giants, not to mention his near-albino complexion, a source of constant mockery and bullying growing up, turned to be his greatest asset in these recent clandestine outings. Although he preferred traveling alongside the gypsy circus. Men had no reason to doubt the place of whatever they could compartmentalize as a freak of nature, be it a drawf, or a captured orc, within the confines of a circus tent. But out here, on his own, the very life was at risk, if he were to be discovered.
He was Soren the Dark, after all. The finest offspring of the greens of mother Yevelsha. The devout servant of the Great Orc King Bathzurg, and emissary to the Great witch Vehmeth. The most adept spy of his kin.
Madam continued to shoot his way glares of suspicion, but he had no fear. After all he was standing in the grounds of the oldest brothel in Wolkenshire, with the finest beauties known to man, aged right for plucking, dallying around scantily clad, giggling, wooing potential customers their way. Even the aging maiden right in front, a prime-specimen in her days, looked up for the task. Besides, he respected the persistent suspicion in her eyes. It was no blind discrimination. But a look of caution, that had allied with her all life, guiding through the gutters of sex-work that consumed most of her naively carefree sisters.
Finally she returned the amulet, and instructed a young lass to guide him into an inner chamber. Walking past the girls, Soren had to stop, as a queue marched past them.
"What?! Are those really..?"
Soren asked the girl, exclaimed, staring at the line of a dozen maids that silently passed by, covered head-to toe, in all-black habit, except for the eyes. Their discipline a stark contrast against the suggestive gait of the harem girls.
"Nuns? Yes, they are, sir.." Her eyes twinkled as she continued.
"We get these visits from the clergy, once every week, on less busy days. Maidens of God, following directive from the High Priest himself. Apparently most of us aren't beyond saving. Condescending bitches, I'd say.! With a bunch of closet-dykes hiding among the sheep. They perform prayers, offer counseling, hoping to guide us wenches back to righteous path."
Soren's voice still had a hint of disbelief. Who in the right mind would send abstainers to a whore-house. That too women, holy-women, at a age when their whole body screams at them to breed and be fruitful. He couldn't take his eyes off, as the nuns turned right, and disappeared around the corner. Well, all except the last two. Who turned leftwards, and walked swiftly into the corridor. That's odd..
"Righteous path, huh?! Does it work?"
"At times, sir.. Mostly old-timers, the kind that gets passed-up, even cheap. Madam thinks its good for the morale."
"Morale.?!" Soren couldn't help the sarcasm.
"You know, something to balance out.. So we don't grow bored and forgetful, of what truly drove us here in the first place. Also, its an out for the feeble-minded, yes there are a few, now and then. The kind that can't outgrow the sin. Sin, right?! Hehe.."
Trying to build a rapport, he asked smirking.
"What about the other way? Does a nun ever get a 'revelation'? Tempted enough to stay back, I mean?"
"What do you think?"
There was that twinkle again, in her eyes.
The girl looked thin as a twig, her eyes, near-sinfully innocent. But the way her rear swayed, well aware of the gazes from around, Soren had no doubt. This one loves it here. What did she say her name was? Blair! Hmm.. Maybe we'll meet later, Blair, once my business is done. Even with the cultural differences, he couldn't deny the allure of the prime human flesh, a charm too hard to resist, even to an orc. Speaking of which, Soren still struggled to rationalize, what he had witnessed, weeks before. The sight that had made him an instant believer, of the Great Vehmeth. Not to mention, the revered witch's interpretation of the prophecy. The legendary Orcan prophecy, passed from the old worlds.
It was impossible to be of sound mind, and stay skeptical, once the truth confronts. Standing in the moonlit corner of the most ill-reputed alleyway in Wolkenshire, drenched in rain, the blissful tears of Yevelsha, he witnessed it. Like in a vision, a dream. In her absolute fertile prime, the famed Queen Chaste herself.!
It was a sight one simply couldn't unsee, not that one would wish to. Making out of the spy, a true-believer. And now he can't help but go to any length, to see it to fruition, the prophecy. For the Great witch Vehmeth. For the Imperius King Bathzurg, the Great Orc. And the vessel of all his future kin..
The Great Orc Queen, herself.!
All Hail.!!
***
**
*
New Rules
A week earlier. In the inner court of Wolkenshire.
"Any word from your man, Bella?"
Elanor asked, making no effort to hide her concerned look. It's been eleven days since the Jokshun-incident, and the Queen had no clear picture yet, of how she ended up fellating her trusted coachman in a dingy glory-hole. The thought of the knighthood ring adorning his middle-finger, the same one that had been warmed and polished by spittle and froth, in her very rear hole, remained every bit disturbing an imagery still, as it did the night in question. She had since gave up its resolution to the only one she trusts. The lady asked for a week's patience.
Bella was right on top of it. After all, this was her shot at redemption, a chance to right every wrong that had occurred between the pair, regardless where the blame lied. The very next day, she had assigned Jokshun with a new duty. As driver to the Earl of Bermonte, a royal emissary, on his way to invite the dignified noblemen, for the Harmony Covenant due for next month. This wasn't the first choice, she would've much rather had a cold military interrogation. But the Queen was adamant, no harm was to come the poor driver's way. So instead, Bella set-up an additional errand-boy, to travel and lodge alongside Jokshun. This was Finoch, a skilled and trusted spy of the Imperial Espionage, a recommendation from General Scarlin.
Of course, Scarlin had no clue of the purpose, but he decided not to pass up the chance to befriend the new Head of Households. Finoch's methods were human-focused, gaining trust and extracting secrets through social-engineering. Even though the exact truth of the situation couldn't be milked out, he was the next best thing available. His latest detailed report provided the much needed relief to Bella.
In the report, Finoch underlined his admiration to the coachman's sense of duty, mentioning the member of the royal family as just 'his client', and not divulging any further, regardless how intoxicated they got. Although Jokshun had talked about a bar-dancer named Demira, or Damura, he stayed respectful of her mentions for the most part, despite going into colorful details of his exploits. His conclusion, the guy has a deep sense of loyalty towards the crown. And all he knows of this 'Demira' character is she works at the 'Desert Rose', and may have practiced under Lady Adriana in the Ormangrad Estate, where she seemed to have engaged in some pretty unladylike behavior. Obviously, Finoch had no idea who Demira was in the first place.
Even though Jokshun admitted to visiting the estate on official business, he repeatedly specified, it was representatives of the Crown, that he drove there, to meet the Lord. Nowhere did he divulge about the identity of these representatives, and there was not one mention of the Great Chaste. He almost seemed too protective of his Queen, even for a bumbling simpleton. Finoch ended his report with his usual disclaimer, that his inferences shouldn't be taken for conclusivity. Finoch needed more time.
Bella was unsure of what to make of it, regardless the positive notes. The Queen said.
"If you are going for comforting, the silence isn't helping. What's the matter? Did he suspect anything? Or is it beyond suspicion now??"
"My Queen, I'm afraid it's not that simple. There's a limit to prying, without raising suspicions oneself. And from all his records, Finoch is the man for the job. But somethings are just beyond manipulation. There is a limit to peering into someone's true intentions."
"I read the report too, Bella. I'm asking your take on it.. You had met Jokshun, prior to sending him off. What's your read.? Coupled with the spy's report, of course.."
What's my read? Bella had none. She was too caught up in the guilt of failing her Queen, and the chain-reaction that resulted in the latest debacle, that she failed to read him proper at the time. That's why she send an expert spy, in the first place. Bella replied.
"I think he's harmless. A soul too good for his own good. I think he doesn't just respect, but outright worships you, Her Highness. I suspect such devotion may have blinded him almost, had he seen you up-close, to put two and two together. I went back to Jokshun's file. The act of bravery that awarded him the Knighthood of Valor.. Well, its bordering on foolhardiness, he almost got killed. So I'm pretty confident in pegging him for a simpleton. Yet.."
"Go on.." Elanor listened on, her fingers clutched by her chest.
"Malevolence isn't beyond a simpleton. There's still a chance, of him playing the idiot. The knowledge that could help blackmail the ruling monarch herself.. Its lure is hard to resist, capable of warping the purest of souls. Yet, only a fool would ignore the dangers in starting off rumors about the royalty, regardless the validity of such claims. Especially with our luck, my Queen, it'd be unwise to let him be. I know Her Majesty was strict about avoiding the more stringent methods... But if he is an actual witness, his mere existence jeopardizes the Imperial sanctity. I'm afraid I'll have to inform the.."
Elanor walked away shaking her head in disagreement.
"We are not going down that path, Bella.! What's next, pull off his tongue? Gouge out the eye balls, afterwards?? I know you are bound, by the obligations that comes with the title of Head of Households, and I appreciate you stepping up. But this.. This is we who messed up.. No, this is my mess-up. I'm not having a loyal servant pay for my mistakes. Not... Not on such unsure grounds.. Give me some good news, Bella."
Bella saw in her eyes the anxiety brimming. Elanor had her own responsibilities, in upholding the honor of Wolkenshire, in eradicating whatever risked sullying its good name, foreign or domestic. As much as she wanted to save the poor guy, the Queen too was a slave, to rules and circumstances. She'll have some hard choices to make, if things didn't clear up quickly. If she valued a clear conscience, that is. Bella replied.
"Well, it's your decision my Queen. We all answer to you, after all. I have something in mind, something truly conclusive. Something that'll let you assess him yourself. It'll have to wait till he returns, and I was trying to avoid further embarrassment, in case it backfires, but.. I understand how important it is to you, not shifting the blame. I'll make arrangement at the earliest. But for now, we must discuss the new rules, the new schedule. The revised contract."
Even vague and unsure, there was something in Bella's voice that instantly lifted her spirits. She had found a way out, the Queen was sure. They continued on to the new rules of conduct, especially the major changes in their arrangement. Bella had spend nights re-working the steps involved, ensuring it didn't interfere with the royal schedule, tailoring it for extreme efficiency at the same time. She found earlier on, that a monthly event was far more safer, and effective, considering the anticipation such scheduling could help build up in Elanor, organically.
The first three days of the month solely relies on the Queen. She'll have to delve deep into her desires, and find a specific personal erotic trigger. Be it a glimpse from a recent dream, the crux of her steamiest memory with Bard, even a curiosity of sorts from her developing years. If it's too vague or abstract, Bella will help her pin-point the trigger. It could be something she loved, or absolutely despised at the moment. Not too unlike the thought of swallowing a man's genitals, with the initial repulsion it bubbled up in her. According to Bella, if its something she had avoided, all the better. Once the Queen decides the 'sexual trigger', the real work begins.
Bella will arrange for separate training sessions throughout the month, probably every other Saturday. These sessions are merely preparatory, for the actual task, which Bella had designed to play into all the fears associated with the trigger, and much more. Giving Her Highness minor boosts of bliss each weekend, without losing herself totally to pleasure, while gradually building her resilience, to be tested against the demands of the final task. This meant Bella would have time to properly design and secure all aspects of the main task, and for the Queen to practice, pushing herself beyond satiation.
The new rules doesn't require Elanor address Bella as Mistress. But anytime she's disguised in a persona, like Demura, or any other they create from now on, she must address Bella as Mistress. The consent for the same is affirmed any time Elanor answers to any name other than her own, or any of her official titles. Her safe word in such cases will be 'Help' or any of it's variations, followed by comfirmation. Which means a wrongful utterance of either could earn her a punishment, outside of the schedule. The new contract also grants Bellatrix power to outsource her responsibilities as she sees fit, whether the third party is aware of the contract or not. And the Queen must follow through, especially with regards to the rules of nomenclature. Bella isn't required to disclose details of the task, only to prepare Elanor for it.
Elanor was keenly aware of the parts of the contract, like the punishments and nomenclature, that were left purposefully vague. And having to call her Mistress, even for just four days a month, was a irritating. But she couldn't complain this time. For one, it was her own idea. Elanor insisted that the terms specified her addressing Bella as Mistress during the tasks. Ther Quuen knew by then, for this is to work, she must submit herself to the demands of the tasks, including the power-reversal beginning at their very names. Besides there was no one she trusted with her life, her dignity, more than the Horse Whisperer. It also helped that them finding each other again ringed very close to the lines from the Holy Writ. Almost like a prophecy.
Mere trust wasn't what made her act so, but something deeper. Something akin to faith. Elanor now had a newfound faith in her confidant, whose path seemed to be bound to hers by fate. With all preliminary things covered, Bella moved on to the specifics.
"Any questions, Highness?"
Well, there's one in particular.
"Under Employer Responsibilites, in Clause 11e it says.."
"Let me check, Highness.. Hmm.. Oh, the freedom to customize. Yes, yes.. The employee can not demand any temporary, or permenant changes to the appearance, including but not limited to hair color, length, body markings, etc, without complete consent. The employer may choose to customize her own appearances anyway she finds appropriate, for experimentation or concealment of identity, so long as she changes are temporary. This does not apply to her long hair, over permenant body markings. What about it, Highness?"
"Well.."
What about it?! The whole thing is extremely vague, and purposefully convoluted, not to mention questionably legal. Elanor calmed her breath not wanting to rant at Bellatrix, considering they were just starting again.
"Are you sure, Bella? Of the legality of customizing appearances.?"
"Highness, I checked with Seat of Princely Conduct itself, not to mention two different legal scholars. The scalp hair is sacred, beyond grasp, to the Queen herself. You are expected to tend it well, and in cases of hairloss or illness, you are still required to keep the remaining hair, underneath the royal wig. Much like an unblemished skin, including decorative piercings, or tattoos. Even the Queen has no say over her body. Her lush hair, the symbol of the Kingdom's fecundity, and her spotless complexion, of the uncorruptible soul of Wolkenshire. These are matters of Imperial symbolism. But everything else, rides on the Queen's consent."
Elanor looked away as she mentioned spotless, suppressing an urge to carress underneath her breast, over the one reminder of that chaotic night. Old man Ridge, and his cursed tattoo. XIVLN.. Don't dwell on it, Nora..!
"But it does say, Bella. Anything goes, if I consent.. What is to say, the situation wouldn't require me to.."
"These are precuationary measures, my Queen. I'd have taken every possible step to make sure you are as protected as you wish, without reducing the effect of the task. Protecting your chastity, and your identity. The clause is to let you know, that you are free to take additional measures, if you lack confidence in me. One can't dictate trust, and I'm yet to earn mine completely, considering the hiatus. This is just to let you know, that I wont take offence, in any lack of confidence."
"Bella, I dont doubt.." Bella nodded, in understanding.



"Let's leave it for now, Lady Agrafena. What is next?"
Bella smiled, pushing the file to the side.
"Let's start with the trigger, my Queen. How about erotic nightmares? You said there were plenty these past weeks. And the dream journal you gave me last week, it was pretty.. colorful. Multiple hands, overall darkness, and genuine helplessness were reccuring themes.. Is it something along the lines of sexual vulnerability, like being toyed at the hands of enemy troops? Being a war prisoner perhaps?"
"That's too personal and subjective, to suit a Queen, Bella. For a woman, surely. At the brink of sexual vulnerability, the perpetrator is the enemy, on all counts, regardless his class or creed."
"You mean, it's not so, for a Queen?!" That's interesting. Bella expected more of a raise, throwing the imagery of the Queen, at the mercy of arrogant enemy troops. Particularly considering there were no rules binding such extreme scenarios. Elanor clarified.
"Depends on what you mean by vulnerability, and more importantly how you define the enemy. There are intricacies, Bella, that even renders the Queen vulnerable, to rightful punishment. If a common maid is sentenced to be whipped bare in public, regardless her culpability, it is understandable, if she were to treat the roaring crowds and the flagellant, like her sworn enemy. It's expected of her, to curse them as she endure the public humiliation. But for a Queen.."
"I don't understand, Her Highness. A Queen, to be publicly shamed.?!"
Bella scratched her head. Maybe I should've read up, a bit more. Elanor explained.
"There are ancient codes that govern all our conduct, Bella. Especially that of the ruling monarch. The kind that's cold and harsh, enough to balance the immense power that weighs the throne, with a feather-touch. For instance, if a Queen is found guilty of conspiring against her King, she is not beyond being forced into the 'Walk of Shame and Penance'. Meaning walking the streets clad in dirty piss-soaked linen, subject to the hurling insults of the worst of the commoners. And unlike a common maid, a Queenly conduct is expected of her, regardless how harsh the crowd gets. She is to accept it her responsibility, to take in silent subservience, whatever comes as part of the punishment. And it applies to the whole blue-blood."
"That's... That is barbaric!"
"No, Bella. It is the very codex that underpins everything we hold fundamental. No one is beyond humbling, not even the King. The rest of the Kingdoms may have long-discarded the ancient practices, but our Noxtran-brothers follows some of the weirdest customs to this very day. For instance, it is mandatory for the King, on the final day of the Harvest Festival, to be subjected to his people at the fort-gates, and whipped to fifty on bare-back, while he confess the misgivings in his administration the past year. And although its largely ritualistic, with the crowds playing fair, the whipping in itself is as harsh as it gets. The customs of the old stays true for a reason Bella. Even in disagreement, I do see its point. Humbling is a way of balancing the power, particularly the unwieldy kind.!"
"Well, I believe a bit more time and research is required, for re-working the contract. I'll get it to you by next week, Highness."
"Oh, does that mean the scheduling has changed.?"
There was that worry in her voice again. Elanor didn't want anymore pause in the treatment. She could actually feel the blissful remnants, of her last outing, wane by each passing day.
"We proceed as planned Her Highness. Meet me by the back entrance. I'll send a letter detailing the dress-code by the evening. I understand you've a tight day ahead, so I won't cut into much of it."
"Wait, Bella.." Elanor suddenly realized she got very little in answers so far.
"I understand that you aren't required to disclose. Could you at least clue me in a bit, with regards to the nature of the task, tomorrow."
"Sure, Highness. And it's merely a preparatory task. An intense training session, if I may. Just a hint, though. Operation Celine..?! Ring any bells??"
The Queen stared back, blank. Surely she remembered the name, in some reports about a secret surveillance operation. Domestic espionage, that's Scarlin's cup of tea. What's with Bella, citing Scarlin, again and again?
"How about this? On the day went to Lady Adriana.. Remember me giving you a choice midway..? Whether to take left or right, at the intersection?"
Elanor nodded in affirmation. It had felt odd at the time, like Bella had multiple tasks at hand early on. With that familiar smile, Bella continued.
"Knowing our approach, and these tasks.. Imagine where we'd have ended up, had you chosen to turn left..?"
That did the trick. It all clicked together in Elanor's head. The left turn from the main intersection, if you go past the market street.. The place where the the pretend-moralists amongst the nobility flock to, once dusk sets in. The cradle of 'Operation Celine.' But such a place..? For a one-time task, maybe. But to have regular visits, with the risks involved..? Are you sure, Bella.?
For once, Bella was pleased to see the turmoil in her Queen's eyes. The kind she preferred in her obedient Demura.
"We'll leave early. Be ready, Highness"
***
**
*
Roped to Train
"Greetings, Lady Agrafena.. We're honored for the Head of Households taking an interest in our oversight."
Said the unusually mirthy voice. Bellatrix returned the bow.
"I'm merely doing my duty. Rossetta, right?"
"Queen's guard Roussetta, at your service, Lady. I must say, I was surprised by your suggestion. In-person oversight, that too twice a month. That's more imperial attention we've gotten in a decade. The royal seal almost gave me a heartache, fearing if the Queen herself would make an appearance.!"
Well, she's here anyhow. Elanor smirked inside, as she largely stuck to Bella's shadow. She was impressed with the greater care her employee put in this time around. While seeming over-complicated at first glance, in light of recent events she knew there was no taking cover once they had started the ball rolling. Any and all privacy measures had to be done well, even if it meant double the effort. And yes, the bulk of the effort was taken by Bella, it was her job after all. All that was asked of Elanor was a strict adherence to the set plan.
It wasn't hard for Bella to arrange for a spot for them, alongside the nuns who made weekly trips to the morally wretched corners of the town, evangelizing belief back to the downtrodden minds in the nutshell. More than the imperial influence of the Head of Households, it was the personal connections, from growing up in the orphanage, that helped her negotiate effectively with the relatively young and ambitious abbess, who had fallen out of favors with the clergy, and was in desperate need of funding. Again, money played a role, but not nearly as much as the good faith Bella managed to establish with her.
Which is how the Queen found herself dressed in the monotonous religious habit, repeating the chants as she walked down the hallways of the most reputed brothel of Wolkenshire, the once-proud Heavensworth Manor. Both lecherous men and working prostitutes parted their way and the habit followed the lead of the young abbess, reciting religious verses as the thick white incense from her swinging thurible forced them out of stupor, and reconsider their moral priorities. The Madam stood by the side and watched, not enthusiastic about turning off her customers, but not too irritated as well. As far as she knew, it only helped weed the crowd, giving an out to the cheap ones. The ones with too loose a purse would always return the same night, once free from the grip of moral ambiguity, and those often turn out to be the best spenders.
The fact that both the working girls and the paying men had a hard time meeting the nuns' gaze provided Bella and her employer with enough of an opportunity to stay undetected, and to sneak away once they reached the corridor that led to the infamous surveillance pod. But even Bella was surprised to see another working girl, Roussetta within, as she had been expecting an ordinary operator. This girl was so pretty, and so innocent looking. Roussetta said.
"Please forgive the mess, but it isn't everyday you receive notice for an inspection. Pretty much unheard of, really. Am I in trouble?"
Bella said walking past, as the Queen followed.
"Why worry, Roussetta.? As long as everything's by the book, there's nothing to worry about, I suppose.."
There was an inherent mock in her voice, one that was hard to mask. One that Rousetta had gotten used to, from their internal meetings, every time she had to explain her duties. But it was one thing to get the smirk, from a greying old brass, up-top. It coming from another girl, much younger than herself.. It hit differently. Hiding the embarrassment, Rousetta answered.
"Well, you must understand Lady Agrafena.. Mist your predecessor's considered this project an overindulgence, regardless the results, saving the Kingdom at crucial moments. Some even actively tried to shut us down, citing our existence to be an exercise in perversion. And, about the Queen.. Well, you can imagine. It's one thing to explain it to a King. But to a Queen.."
"You mean, to a woman.."
"Not just any woman, Lady. The quintessential symbol of feminine epitome, the Queen of Wolkenshire. Her being the true ruling monarch, only adds to it.."
Elanor looked around what this place meant. And what it had in store for her. With her cursory knowledge, Heavensworth is the last place she expected for its implementation. What sort of secrets were they interested in uncovering, exactly, given the nature of the location.
"Shall I start the tour then?"
"Just a brief one will do, Rousetta. We're already short on time. Demura, go ahead and familiarize the inner chamber."
"This way.."
Rousetta noticed the timid maiden step aside from Bellatrix, and walk towards the chamber, after bowing her way. Something felt off about this one, the poise with which she bowed. Indicative of a noble upbringing. Unlike Lady Agrafena, or herself.
Walking into the uniquely structured room, Elanor could hear the girl go on, about the history of the place. It was an unusually cold, tall and hexagonal, with really old large stone brick walls, much like the signature hexagonal pattern repeated throughout the manor, making it architecturally unique. The bricks directly at her eye-level, however, seemed to be a later addition, like a permanently boarded up window. The placement of widows too seemed odd to the Queen, to have windows for an inner chamber. What confused her initially was the metal pipes coming from each wall, all connecting at the main hub, on the long wide table, built to match a quarter of the hexagonal layout. She could still hear Rousetta from the other room.
"It was in the imperial confiscation of the Second Fleishian war, under King Novius, that we found these secret chambers. Lord Heavensworth, the original master of the manor, had gifted it to his favorite mistress, Madame Gaul, the first madame of the brothel-house. Heavensworth himself was a famed lover, an odd combination, of notorious philanderer, and heartthrob of the noble maidens. His estate continued to receive a share of profits from the house. And it wasn't a surprise, considering his appetite, finding these secret peek-holes, directed at the playrooms."
"But don't you find it odd..? King Novius, the infamous puritan, exploiting something so inherently perverse.?"
Bella was genuinely curious. She might have been read up on a bit more history, while researching unusual royal precedence, for the upcoming contract amends.
"That's very insightful, Lady Agrafena.."
Roussetta nodded in agreement, as she continued.
"King Novius wanted to reform the place, but the espionage wing convinced him what a goldmine of information it could actually be. And to his credit, he was open-minded. That, and the abundance of conspiring rebels, forcing his hand. He was adamant however, in his puritanical ways, destroying all the two-way mirrors used to observe the licentiousness. The surveillance was to stay strictly auditory."
"Still Roussetta.. We are talking about the man who laid the cornerstone of the Cathedral. The very first one to be blessed by both the Bishops. It's hard to believe he'd.."
"Well, there's one thing, Lady Agrafena. An espionage legend we juniors jock about all the time. King Novius had vehemently opposed the then General Jesep, who later designed this whole apparatus. But the King wasn't without his vices. Every once in a while, he spends a night wih his secret mistress, the aforemantined vice. And this one night in point.. must have been an amazing sesion, because he found himself boasting off about the battle plan, his genius suggestions, in an attempt to impress her. The same plan, that the General had reminded him at dinner, to keep close to his heart. And this was a woman who'd bend over backwards to please his every whim. Incredibly out of character for him to act so boastful, not to mention.."
"So, that reminded him of the soft-spots of pillow-talk. Hehe.. That's a good story. Plausible, I'd say."
Bella chuckled.
"Well wait till you hear this. Just as it sparked in his mind, he got up, took a drink, and immediately got dressed. Which confused the poor lass... I mean, there's no worse place than the bad graces of your King. But thankfully Novius wasn't mad. If anything he was impressed. And it is said, as he kissed her good bye, he whispers to the scared, blushing maiden. Tell your husband. If he names the project after you, consider it approved..! Class act, huh?"
"Operation Celine! You don't mean.. Oh, I thought it was a terribly misspelled anagram for 'listen'. Wait, you mean to say the husband.."
"The same. General Jesep. Like I side, the worst place to be is beyond the King's good graces. Jesep was a strange man, and the Celine was known to be wild. I don't understand those people, be it values or motivations. But I'm grateful of the job..!"
Nodding alng, Bella couldn't help but think. I sure hope I don't end up clinging to such logic, to justify all this. I don't won't to end up in such a legend. And I sure hope the same for Nora.
Elanor kept looking around the strange contraptions. Some of those made no sense, dome even looked freshly installed. There were a few strategically placed hooks, and pulley systems, that in common sense, had no place in a surveillance set up. There was a box of what looked like wooden pegs, clips that her maids used to hang dry flimsy clothing. Only these looked well-crafted, custom-made even. Especially with the rubber-coated teeth, probably to prevent damage to expensive fabric. And the additional spring mechanism, acting as a stop-gap, at its pivot, made zero sense.
Curious, she took out one and attached it to her left pinky. It had a soft, yet surprisingly firm grip, the rubber shielding her skin of any impressions. Look at that! The Queen marveled. The design made it almost impossible for the teeth to properly bite, with that unique spring in between. What an unusually over-engineered accessory?! She scoffed, noticing the tiny bronze hook hanging on the other side, tied to the spring. Curious still, her right hand gave it a tight tug, and.. Ouch!! Her eyes instantly welled up, as a muffled squeal struggled through her tight lips. The tug pulled the spring, and the wooden teeth dug into her soft flesh, like some exotic fish mid-frenzy.
Bella heard the gasp coming from the other room, but chose to ignore, as the girl explained to her the surveillance records. Queen looked around at a familiar scent, and found a ball of thread. Jute thread, dipped and sun-dried in processed sap, for improved tensegrity. Same as they used in bow-strings. These sure take a long time to break. No place in surveillance, still. Then she saw it, bundled at the far corner, as her fingers caressed her biceps, as if to rub off an impression from memory. A very familiar bundle of thick, white rope. The kind that had always left her, with fond memories, every time she was left tied up.
Okay, now that makes sense.The Queen realized the obvious, finally. These aren't surveillance aids, but Bella's toys and tools, for the day. Did she come in early, to set this all up? That is unlikely.
It took her a while, longer than anticipated, to send Roussetta away. The girl just kept on talking and talking, with her innate enthusiasm, but somewhere alongside Bella began getting the feeling that she was gathering information. Every answer of her ended in a question, in a different tangent, forcing Bella to give something, simply to lead the conversation to its natural conclusion. She was very mindful, however, to not slipping up, with regards to what she shared.
Securing the room from inside, Bella changed from the thick black nun's habit, into a more comfortable simple shift. She was pleasantly surprised as she walked into the inner chamber. Sitting on her knees, on the cold stone floor, was the Queen of Wolkenshire, with her rear to the door, wearing nothing but her sweat and scent. Her wrists crossed each other, resting by the small of her back, signifying her willingness to be bound. On the floor to her left was a bundle of thick white rope, the kind Bella used to restrain her Queen, in her own chamber, for so many nights. Elanor used to hate this part, as she recalled. But now she sat here, like an compliant little pet. A sub deserving her Mistress's attention. As she circled the royal, whose obedient gaze stayed fixed on the ground, Bella saw the only piece of clothing she retained from the nun's costume. A thick black choker, reminiscent of her old leather collar.
There was a strange energy about the Queen, in her natural state, Bella noticed. She didn't seem shameful, nor submissive. She seemed truly willing, in granting Bella a chance to redeem herself. Bella sat down right behind, and began binding the rope, around the Queen's lower torso, into a comfortable harness. Over the months, Bella had gotten used to tying up her employer so much, that she did it almost without looking at the pristine naked form before.
Something was off, and Elanor felt it immediately. Bella never stayed silent, when tying her up. She would either lay out the night's instructions, or ask about the day. Always making sure to act deeply disinterested in the actual answers, or cut off before she could make a point. Her way of easing the Queen into a verbal subspace. And she used to do it so effortlessly, but now, she stayed silent. Like she was afraid, to upset. To offend. Elanor couldn't even sense that usual domineering presence in her Mistress anymore.
"Bella.."
"Yes, Highness.." She said, in a low voice.
"Shouldn't you be disciplining me, for not using proper honorifics, Mistress." There was a bit of mischief in Elanor's voice. A hint of playfulness. The kind that was devoid in Bella's response.
"Yes, Highness. I mean, Demura.. I should, I.. I will.."
What happened? Elanor wondered. She didn't sound the same at all. Hesitant, unsure. She had no trouble when they spoke earlier on. Nor in the court, the other day. Is it because they were alone, like absolutely alone.?! Elanor couldn't figure.
"Mistress, are you okay to proceed..?"
"No bother, Highness, I'm.. I mean, when you called me Bella, I thought you preferred remaining the Queen, for a while.. There's nothing bothersome here. Minor confusion, that's all."
Her words were sensible, but her voice betrayed her true fears.
"Bella, are you alright?!"



"Highness, I'm fine." Done with the chest-harness, she moved onto securing the Queen's hands. Elanor said.
"I know this isn't what a promising young horse-trainer had in mind, when called upon to serve the throne. Surely there's been plenty first times, since we started down this road. Let me add one, the first of it's kind, from a Queen to a commoner."
"Highness.?!" Still standing behind, Bella asked. It helped that they weren't facing each other. Elanor continued.
"I justified it a thousand rounds, on the heat of the moment. But that morning of the Diplomatic Meet, in that dusty barn.."
"Highness, we don't have to get into that now.." Bella's breath-rate sped up, at the increasingly uncomfortable topic.
"I'm sorry, Bella. I should have known better, the load I put on you, and the pressures of changing priorities at the last minute. I should have acted, with the wisdom befitting a Queen, than lashing out at the help, like a bratty blue-blood. Forgive me."
"Highness, you weren't.. It was completely.." Bellatrix didn't realize, that she had long stopped binding the rope. Her hands were hugging onto her friend instead, from behind. Elanor said, in a comforting tone.
"Bella, when a Queen provides.."
"I don't understand.."
She truly couldn't think up, the right way to respond. This had been weighing her down for so long, that with the weight lifted, it suddenly felt unnatural. Elanor shook her head, smiling.
"Some horse whisperer you are.! My apology, Mistress? Enough blaming, just take it, will you..?!"
Bella managed a chuckle as she exhaled in bursts. Why do my eyes feel funny?!
"As you wish, Highness.." She said, as her knuckle wiped the tear drop.
"Demura..! I'm Demura now, Mistress.."
"I believe you, pet. Now on, don't break character." She said, lovingly scratching her Queen's hair.
Pet?! That's new. Elanor wasn't sure what to make of the sobriquet. But she chose to play along in silence, to not discourage. Not when she was starting to warm up. Bella stayed silent for the most part, except while instructing the Queen about the bondage. But her heart was full, and it reflected in the overall vibe.
Even Elanor felt a sudden surge in the domineering presence within the room, and Bella started behaving much more cold, and mechanical. She didn't speak much, but her intensity doubled, the force with with she tightened the rope almost stinging at times. When she was done, Elanor had her both hands secured, resting on the small of her back. A much relaxed posture, compared to the usual routines, but she knew it meant a longer, grueling session. The bulk of her weight rested on the large metal chain hanging from the ceiling, the cold hook at its end budged into the back of her chest-harness. It almost felt like someone was holding her up by the rib-cage, with her two big-toes barely touching the ground for balancing, preventing her from spinning uncontrollably.
Bella exhaled deeply, about to start the actual training task of the day. She looked at the naked specimen hanging before. Still all she could see was the bruised, mud-stained Queen she had failed months ago. And if she were to turn around, she had no doubt that the fury of the Lion of Wolkenshire could burn her to a crisp right then and there. Bella felt so hollow, that one pointed gaze from the Queen could make her crumple in an instant. Am I really ready for this?
"Mistress.." Elanor called, her voice humble yet clear.
No answer came. Mistress was lost in her own doubts.
"Bella..!"
"Yes Your Highness."
"Is something wrong?"
"No, my Queen." Bellatrix didn't find it necessary to act in character. What was the point, after all, if she can't stay true to it. Elanor felt the blindfold slip into place, turning the barely lit room into a void.
"What's the matter? Why are you, like, walking on egg shells?"
"Nothing my Queen."
"Bella, this is not going to work if you stay fearful of me.."
"I'm aware, my Queen. That's why.."
After an uncomfortably long pause, she resumed.
"That's why I must delegate, I'm afraid."
Elanor didn't know what that meant. However, she chose not to question.
"Sure. As you see fit."
Suddenly Elanor heard her stepping back, and the sound of the heavy door dragging. Then she heard Bella say, in a meek whisper.
"I'm sorry, Demura."
THUD..!! The door closed, followed by the bolts locking.
What now? Solitary confinement..?! That's the big training..??
Elanor was confused. She was extremely hopeful that morning, particularly when walking alongside the most in-demand prostitutes in her kingdom. Wondering exactly how close she was, to becoming one herself. Wondering if her place was already beyond that of a common whore. Her entire system entrenched in all the fear, and shame, and excitement of the unfamiliar territory. But now, with Bella like this...
Elanor found it odd, that she still felt a strange domineering presence in the room. She listened on baffled, only to realize she preferred the chaos of her thoughts, to the deafening silence of this cold dark place of solitude. This isn't like, Bella though.. To leave me alone, with the door locked, bolted from inside..
The Queen's suddenly found herself speechless. The door. It had no bolts, but a single key hole. From the outside at least. If the bolts were inside, and Bella had left the room..
She felt it grow multifold, that domineering presence in the room. That sound, just now? Was it a footstep. No, wait.! Elanor felt the hair of her nape, raise on cue as the hot exhale hit her naked back. As the familiar snicker echoed, all she could pray was..
Not him! God, anyone but him..!
"Long time, Poppet..!"
The voice boomed, cementing her fears. As her spine froze, she whispered to herself.
"Ishikawa.."
Oh Bella, you didn't?!
**
*
Rousetta didn't feel good about her performance today, as she walked into the common room. She had tried all her tricks, but this Lady Agrafena is truly a tough nut to crack. She didn't buy for a second, that the Head of Households herself would take an interest in the domestic intel gathering, that too in such a celebrated cesspool. It didn't bother her much, that a the girl rose to such an influential position at a young age. Exceptionals came in all shapes, sizes and ages, she was well aware. What irritated her the most, was her failure to extract anything concrete out of the superior, as much as she tried to prolong their interactions. A skill which was her point of pride. Swiftly making her way through the working girls serving drinks to the customers, she almost ran into the tall, broad shoulders blocking the way.
""Excuse me, Sir. Oh! It's you Lord Sim.." Rousetta exclaimed.
"Shh.. Keep it down, trainee. What are you, blowing the cover in public?"
"Umm.. But sire.."
"Act the part girl, come rub against and flirt up. Appearances, remember?!"
It wasn't the play-act that troubled her, from the very moment she was assigned this duty. But this man, her direct superior. Particularly this 'not necessarily-carnal', but predatory vibe he send her way. Being flirted at and objectified wasn't new to Rousetta, rather a much cherished privilege that she'd enjoyed all her life, doubtlessly accelerating her up the ranks at such tender age. Had he sated his desires on her in an orgy, and gotten over it, she wouldn't have batted an eye. But this uncertainty, this constant toying.. Be it his gaze, or words. It strangely put her on edge, every single time.
"So what's the update?" He asked, acting professional.
"There's been an inspection today, sir. The new Head of Households. Since I never got any notice for the past few months, I pegged her for the kind to pay little attention to the surveillance tasks."
"And she is..?"
"In the monitoring pod, now. With her assistant.."
"Interesting.. Gave you the day off, didn't she? Hmm.. You didn't by any chance.."
"No sir, I got your memo last week itself. I doubt she's aware of the secondary pod. Considering the Royal espionage-wing having provisions to protect core-secrets, even from the Head of Households, answerable only to the throne."
"Huh, it's not like the Queen herself came down, right..?"
What? Why would the Queen..?! Oh, just shut up and nod, Rossie.. The girl giggled, joining the joke.
"Eh eh.. Right, sir. If that is all, may I?" The girl stepped back, ready to curtsy farewell.
"In a hurry?! I thought you could kill for a field mission."
"Sir! You mean an actual field mission..?!" Rousetta stepped right back in, her eyes almost popping.
As much as it paid good, and reflected well on her record, she'd been shut in here for the most part, for over a year. Even if it's a shit-job, she craved for an actual field mission, out in the sun, and away from the smell of sweat and sex. The man grinned down.
"Yes, you have been good, you deserve some good working memories in the sun. But before that, let's see if you haven't lost the touch still. To your right, between pillars two and five. What do you see? Don't look, just tell from the memory."
It was hard for him to contain the hilarity before, the maiden dressed the part of a wanton slut, her stance angled and twisted to accentuate the feminine figure, the way that fit only a whore. Yet her eyes, the spirit in it, reflecting a deep devotion towards her kingdom. The juxtaposition of these antitheses. Sinfully perverting idealistic notions of duty, by her own doing. Like a taboo too wicked to state outright. Rousetta answered, without even needing to recall.
"To my right side, that would be Svelta and Janetine. They are a double act."
"To the left corner, then?"
"Peeking out from behind the curtain, the one looking anxious. That's Leiticia."
"Anything particular to report. Anything odd, or unusual."
"Svelta and Janetine seems to be waiting for a regular, running late probably. Janetine's blushing, and Svelta seemed to be fidgeting her fingers. Her wet fingers. No, not wet, just cold. They probably just visited the ice-room, she likes looking ravishing for the clients. Yes, I remember her nipples poking out vividly, them both. Probably just rubbed ice on areola, to appear excited. These minor touches truly impresses the regulars."
"And what about the slutty Lexia?" He asked as his fingers imitated her words, hovering over her nipples, as if rubbing ice upon hers. Rousetta hated they toying, it'd have been better if he outright grabbed her tits. It's the vacuum between that colored her imagination, while reporting to her superior. Wait, my nipples! Are they actually getting hard?!
"Leticia, sir. She's probably making sure her in-laws aren't among the customers. A year into marriage, the couple had been down on luck. Only her husband knows she's working on the side. They don't want the larger family knowing."
"Okay, turn around, and tell me what you missed."
"Missed. You mean, I made a mistake? Ouwwchiee.." The girl struggled to muffle the pain through her teeth, as his fingers dug into the right buttock, in a pinch that's sure to leave a lasting impression.
"Hmm, your tolerance has improved. I'm impressed. We'll get to the mistake, but first... When was the last time you worked?"
Blinking her eyes to fight off the single tear, Rousetta answered.
"Sir, I just finished.. Oh, you mean like.. The Madame covers for me, as usual. So I don't have to, work as much lately.."
With a mock-disappointment, he continued.
"Still, that's too risky. You think the girls won't notice?! Especially the part-timers, and the new recruits, the particularly chatty kind. You can't risk an entire operation like that, Rousetta! Tell you what.. See that tall, lean nervous looking gentleman, at the far end to my right."
"Yes, sir..?!"
He wasn't a regular, but she knew of him, from quite a few girls. She remembered them refusing to go into details, yet always insisting. To keep away. Regardless him being quite the spender. Am I to find out now, why?! The smirk on her superior wasn't exactly comforting.
"Go tend to him. And not just drinks, take him to one of the dark rooms.."
"But sir, the dark room.." She had a lump in her throat, at the implication.
"He has some pretty weird tastes. Sate him well enough, and he'll lead your way a regular niche of like-minded men. The kind that loses any grip on their tongue once the balls are emptied. An actual willing bunch of informers, and their confidence, making you invaluable to the branch."
He reveled at the conflict in her eyes. Between the sanctity of one's body, and commitment to one's ambition. He never enjoyed corrupting someone. His tastes lies in giving the options. And watching from afar, as they corrupted themselves. He continued, twisting the knife.
"I could tell you his fetish, but I don't feel like dirtying my mouth. Nothing you can't live through, so smile. His recommendation will give you a reputation, and a bunch of regulars, so that'd help with any suspicions of you not working, amongst the girls. And Rousetta.?"
"Sir??"
"Its imperative that he falls for you, as much as one would for a whore, but in short.. He needs be sated, thoroughly. That's an order. Now about the mistake.. Did you figure it out, yet?"
As his digits crept up underneath the skirt, towards her dress-strings, she had no doubt. This was one of those teaching moments, that pleasured him far more than it taught anything.
"Sir, please spare it, this time. Its an expensive fabric." She loved the feel of it against her bare-mound.
"A gift, I know. But not like the skirt you are wearing, from your betrothed, Guardsmen Patrice. Which he brought with bribes received at the docks, last Tuesday. No Rouss, that skimpy little string riding up your crevices, the name-sake underclothing..?! It was gifted by your play-toy here, the servant-boy Mushin, right.?! The one who helps soil the carpets of the monitoring pod, only to clean it himself later on."
Oh shit.. He knew.?! Was he watching from the.. For how long?
"I see it all, dear. ALL..!"
There it was again, that sadistic toothy-grin.
"Sir, I apologize. Please don't.."
"It's a room full of whores, Rouss. If anything you should thank me, for gifting the upper-hand. Walk up to him with the right sway and smirk, and he'll be wrapped around your fingers in a couple blinks. Besides, shame is a great teaching tool. You'd think twice before wearing an under-clothing to your wedding even, believe me..."
She stood petrified, as he undid the knot, and slid it right through her womanly folds. Hatefully arousing her by the soft tug against her clit, the string snaking its way through, until all of it was safe in his clutches. It felt cold, his fingers, against her flesh. Yet she couldn't move back. She was stuck. Shame warmed her cheeks, as the girls around giggled, watching what appeared to be an amorous gesture. Wait, am I wet?? From this.?!
Folding it neatly, before slipping the under-clothing into his breast-pocket, he said.
"Don't worry Rousetta, I value a girl's honor. But you are on duty now.. This is the Queen's safety, her honor, that we safe-guard. Much like I safe-guard your shame. If only there were someone more worthy to guard your under-things. Maybe Guardsmen Patrice.?! Very conscientious kid, he's been assigned to aid me this week. He's outside right now, unless he had wandered in, to take a peek. Don't run into him, alright.? Unless it's something he enjoys, watching you work."
It was clear to the girls around by then, this was no love-language, as they stepped back, noticing her brows frown in desperation. Rousetta felt it again, his cold digits. On her waistline, this time.
"Sir, please. My skirt..."
As the cold air grazed her naked legs, a part of her felt defeated. He wasn't grinning anymore. But his green eyes surely enjoyed even more.
"I told you, I value honor, trainee. It's a man's responsibility, his woman's honor. I'll leave it with Patrice, your precious skirt. I'm sure he'd appreciate, the chance to be your knight. The spare keys now."
"Sir, please don't.."
As her knees trembled, she quickly got out the mini-key, hidden in her hair-clip. The one that opened both the surveillance pods. The longer this bastard stayed around, the worse it got.
"That'll be all, trainee. Off you go."
With her gone to her new mark, he whispered to himself.
"Well I believe it's time for the visitor. What was my alias again?! Oh yes. Commander Rian. Haha.."
There was an orcan guest, awaiting him. The thin grey spy, whom he had met once before. But there was something he must do before. A visual confirmation, of the foundation of his grand plan. His hand clutched the keys, as he picked up the pace.
**
*
Pitch black.
The way it amplifies all else, especially the sounds. Faint steps on the stone floor. Metallic clanking, as if nailing anchors to the wall. Add to it the sudden scent, kind of like a lubricating oil. And the sudden grunts, like he's pulling something, to check the strength. Elanor couldn't tell how long, but having him there, as she hung helpless, it sure seemed like forever. Particularly with him not minding her presence, treating her like buck meat, long dead and hanging. She'd have rather had him make a disparaging remark, every now and then. just to acknowledge her presence. Validating her being. She couldn't talk either, for it was his one command.
Stay quiet, Poppet!
This was more torturous than her memory of the last two months. Trapped in this darkness, her essential movements neutralized, and stranded at the mercy of the one man she absolutely didn't trust her body with. It's not that Elanor expected the clergyman to take advantage of her state, nor was she worried for her chastity, for the moment. No, Ishikawa wasn't a slave to his perversions. He was the master, in all its shades. It's that mastery, that left her petrified. If anyone could make her truly submit to the insatiable beast in her, it was him. She knows this, because he had brought her to the brink, in their last project together. An experience which colored most of her wet-dreams, to this day. What his bare fingers did, without even breaking a sweat. This isn't what I had in mind, when I put my trust in you. Bella, how could you?
Then it ringed in her mind, her strange remark from last day.
My duty is to you, my Queen. Not to get caught up in your like, whims, nor insecurities, but to assign what's good for the treatment. Whether you like it, or not.
"Aaaghrrr..mmmMMNGH..!!"
Elanor clenched her teeth, as pain bit into her tender flesh.
"There, there.. No need to be so dramatic. I'm just testing waters."
Stated the middle-aged holy man. There was a little bit of attitude in his voice, a hint of prejudice, unlike the strictly procedural erotician she remembered from the Celibacy trials. May be it's the privacy of this space, the lack of a ritual, or even the absence of Bella's supervision, that freed him to be a bit more indulgent.
"ArgHH!"
Another loud yelp, this time much more proportional.
"My bad.! I was just checking the tightness. Now let's calibrate, shall we Poppet?"
Calibrate what..?! And what's with these new names. Pet, poppet.. Demura! That one name is enough you senile old fool.. aaaAAAHHouch!!
"You didn't answer me, Poppet! You must always answer. Didn't Mistress teach you proper..?"
"Yes, yes.."
"Yes what?"
"Yes.. master..?!"
"Hahaha.. Good girl. Sensible one.. Though we don't have to stick to any honorifics. You knowing your place is good enough for me. How about that, Poppet?"
Elanor nodded slowly, as much as she hated that name. Let's not object now. Not when we are establishing an equation. Ishikawa asked, in his musical cadence.



"Now, do you feel any strain in your legs? Other than from the rope, of course?"
"No.."
"How about your back, or against the ribs? The harness alright? Is the rope cutting in too deep anywhere..?"
"No sir.."
"Good, good. So let's move on to calibration. You have no clue what I mean, right?! It's alright, it's by design in fact. You will have no worries, when stuck with me, from now on. The less you think, the better. All you have to do, is answer appropriately. And of course, comply without a thought."
'Stuck' with..? From now on..?
You mean this isn't a one and done?!
Elanor had some sense on what he meant. She was blinded, not brain-dead. Thankfully she had gotten used to the stuff on the table, the weird collection, which she understood now to be Ishikawa's tools. And god knows whatever he was constructing all this while. She had a good picture, from the sensations of her skin, the modifications he had done to Bella's initial bondage. Starting with the positioning of her legs, ropes binding her thighs, keeping them parallel to the ground, attached to hook above, much like her main harness. Her shins drooped, feet hovering in the air, thighs forming a near-perfect V. Another simple rope harness was attached to her head, expertly entwined with her long, lush hair, with enough strain on her scalp to emulate being hung from one's skull. Considering the previous experiences, Elanor actually liked this one, for giving ample support to her head, taking away from the neck-strain of prolonged bondage. This is going to be a longer session, she had no doubt. Ishikawa continued.
"You have this aura about you, Poppet. I noticed it the very first time, of a supremely privileged upbringing. A ways of lady-hood instilled in increments, from a very early age. I bet you have classical training in dance. It's too evident in your poise, even right now. What about music? Partial to anything particular?"
As her head nodded no, she was having a hard time listening. This wasn't what she had in mind. And why's he going on about music?
"Well, Poppet. It was koto, for me. The first love, if you may.. It's like the.. Well, it's a kind of harp. My aunt introduced it to me. She played quite well, for someone with no classical training. What interested me however, from the very beginning, was the instrument itself.. It's built, it's tension and balance, its aesthetics.. Her koto was a thing of beauty, more than any tune she ever played, endearingly as those were.."
Elanor didn't hear most of it, her mind still picturing the modified bondage. That V-spread of her thighs, leaving the bare folds obscenely inviting, was the least of her worries. And it wasn't the ropes cutting into her that made her cry out earlier. It was the wooden pegs, almost a dozen, clipped directly to her flesh, that worried her the most. The first one was clipped at a surprisingly sensitive point, where her left breast joined the armpit. Followed by four more, clipped alongside the curvature of her full breast, like an exotic adornment. The rest of the dozen in a single straight line, biting into specific sensitive spots along her toned abdomen, through her underbelly, with the final one hanging from her fleshy left vulvic petal. And to equalize, another dozen mirroring, on the right side.
As she had noted, these wooden pegs were custom-made, ridiculously over-engineered even, for comfort. The rubber sheath covering the teeth ensured the bite itself wasn't painful, but more importantly left little to no mark, apart from slight reddening with prolonged use. Yet whenever he pulled a clip, the peg bit down, sending jolts up her spine. The blindfold seemed to amplify the sensation, since she had no way of anticipating, and nothing to focus but the sounds, and the heightened sensations of her skin. His voice boomed again, the slight echo in the chamber adding to his authoritarian vibe.
"Usually I don't spoil the subs with details. But you are different. What's in you is... Unique. So I'd rather tease it out, through anticipation. It's a shame we lack an audience, you look absolutely stunning. Even the sweat, suits you. What we have for today, its a personal obsession of mine, something I've perfected over the years. In various fetish performances for the Eastern elites, offering up their own women, to watch them writhe in ecstasy, at my fingertips.. To become, and be, that unusual chordophone of mine. The koto of my making, my Kinsen. The Heart-strings of deep desire. Say what you will, they truly had an eye for the intricacies of a craft. That was all so.. so long ago. For now, I'll just have to be content, with an audience of one. So Poppet, ready to be my Kinsen.?"
As he snapped open the blindfold, Elanor shut her eyes on instinct. Thankfully the chamber had remained dimly lit, with the main candelabra right behind her, next to the door. With eyes adjusting, she saw in contrasting highlights, and shadows, what the clergyman couldn't wait to share.
The skull-harness, keeping her head up, made it difficult to look anywhere but straight forward, and out the corner of her vision, she could see in a strategically placed mirror, a blurry clergyman standing back, admiring his handiwork. The large cushioned chair by the equipment table was now directly facing her. And its head-rest and height had been adjusted, along with some strange string-contraptions attached on either sides, with a variety of mini-carabiners hanging by side, making it look like that weird salon-chair, the new-fashion trend all the noble-maids were speaking of lately. Either that, or an elaborate torture device, she couldn't tell. And around it, on the walls, there were a number of strings hanging down from specifically mounted hooks, almost a couple dozen, all leading her way.
Wait, those aren't just hooks.. They almost looked like miniature pulleys. This is a lot of work, Ishikawa! Only the truly indulgent would put in such care. Or the deeply perverted. No, it isn't mere perversion. Such perfection had no place in perversion, I don't think. I hope not. I'm impressed!
And a little worried.
Elanor didn't have to look down, to realize all the strings were clipped to the two dozen wooden pegs biting into her plump flesh. There were two kind of strings. The processed jute threads she had seen earlier, two dozen or more, all angled upwards, hooked around pulleys above her eye-level, and much finer black threads, almost invisible in the dim light, all going the other way down, to pulleys adjacent to her waistline. Forming an intricate web around her. From her perspective, much like what she imagined a spider's to be, waiting patiently at the center of its trap. The warmth of his audible exhale from behind, broke all illusions. She wasn't the spider, but a quaint prey, a trapped tiny moth. Or to him, a fresh meal!
"Now Poppet, tell me when it starts to hurt, okay. Your actual limits, that is."
He said, now standing between her and the chair, his right fingers gripping a string, pulling on it gently. Elanor felt the pressure underneath the curvature of her left breast, like a soft loving pinch, stretching her skin. Ishikawa continued to walk back, as her reached the salon-chair, slowly increasing the pull.
"Mnghhh...zz"
Elanor let out an almost purr, at what she felt like her limit. It wasn't a typical pain, yet it was. The bite itself was soft, like pinching one's cheeks, but the stretch on the flesh was very straining. Ishikawa looked happy.
"That's good, Poppet! Means you have pretty high pain tolerance. May be we can skip a few steps sooner."
He said easing back into the chair, having a clear view of her exposed state. He slipped on a pair of goggles, that Elanor immediately recognised. Must be one of those trick glasses, to safe-guard my identity. It probably has a tricky focus-point, blurring the vision on objects too close. Still, its a good thing he never looks directly at my face so far. Bella seemed to have prepared him well. Yet his remarks on pain-tolerance made no sense to her. What pain? So far all you did is pinch..
"OOUCH!"
Elanor yelped, as her whole body felt the jolt. What the hell was that?! It happened so quick that it's origin point didn't even register properly. Was that him.?
The Queen looked at him, astounded, as the clergyman sat there still. His hands.. No, they weren't pulling the string. But I felt it. Did I imagine it.? Ouch!
"eeeaaaaAARRRGHGG!!"
That hurts, that really burns. Elanor strained helplessly, as her spine tightened, the first of her tears brimming, clenching her teeth, absolutely confused. Out the corner of her vision she noted Ishikawa's left index finger. At how the pain on her right bosom subsided, as he unclenched his left fist.
As her vision adjusted through the tear-drop, the shine in his left index finger caught her attention. Ishikawa didn't wear rings. What the hell.?! Squinting her eyes, she noticed in the highlights, a thin black thread clipped to its edge, the thread running down the sides, alongside a couple similar threads, looking like some sort of string instrument, running up the wall to the main pulley, then traveling her way, losing out of focus, somewhere near her right breast. You wretched man, with your fingers again..! Those irresistible mystical fingers..!
"Wow, you sound well-calibrated dear.."
What was it he said? Elanor couldn't help, but ask.
"This is the Kinshen?!"
"Kinsen, Poppet.. And not just this. You are.. the Kinsen. My experiment in music. The strings of desire.."
Ishikawa chuckled, as he adjusted a few side-gears, dripping oil or something to the few pulleys bu his arm-rest. And Elanor noticed to her trepidation, it wasn't just the one ring. These were a bunch, hanging from each side, of differing diameters. Enough to allocate two for each fingers, roughly. The smaller ones were finger caps, covering the tip of each finger, allowing for a larger degree of manipulation, which she presumed were meant for the jute strings, which largely pinched and pulled.
The larger, silver rings were meant for the middle knuckle of each finger, meant to bite into her flesh at full-force, as she remembered the over-engineered spring in the wooden peg do. What sort of mind settles for such disturbing fetish as their workshop.?! Well, I'm certainly in no place to judge. Not hanging here, like this.
She realized now, that the over-engineering probably wasn't to ensure comfort, but to emphasize pain. The last thing Ishikawa wanted was to desensitize her. He preferred his pet appreciating the pain, the right degree of pain, the moment of his choosing. Did I just address myself as his pet?!
Ishikawa spoke, his voice firm and focused, walking up to her.
"I hear you find it distasteful, addressing your dominant by her rightful name. That you hate having to call her Mistress.?"
Didn't he get the news? I myself made amends, you fool. That I shall address Mistress properly from now on. It is my necessity, this whole thing working.. Elanor wanted to scream back at him, mainly out of frustration from the painful pinching, but she chose to node in silence.
"Well I don't really care how you two treat each other, but in this room, I set the rules. And you may love calling yourself Demura, but in here, you are my Poppet! You'll answer to Poppet, and you'll answer quick, short and right! If you fail in any count, pain will put you in place. Your rightful place."
Ishikawa kept his demeanor, pretending to check the ropes, making sure her skin has enough room to breath, avoiding eye-contact even with the goggles on. He seemed truly concerned, of not slipping up, and finding her identity. It wasn't the complexity of the equipment, but the proximity to his skin, that truly concerned her. That feeling of raw masculine heat, breezing into her bare skin. Without the ropes even, she knew she'd feel as helpless in his presence. The mark he made on her psyche in their very first meeting. She may be free to mock and scoff from afar, but this close.. God, am I wet?!
Ishikawa could sense the quickly receding conflict in her. He preferred her to remain conflicted. The tension makes it so much more fertile. He said.
"Now, during the task, give it your all. For every job well done, my right will reward you. And for every mess made, my left will punish. But don't worry, Poppet won't feel anything but pleasure. That's the thing with sluts, they take it all. The kiss, the cuddle, the swat.. The pinch, the pounce and pounding. They take it all the same. And take from it, only pleasure. You'll too. By the time we're done, I could pierce those tits and all you do will be moan. To the heavens..!!"
"aaaaAAAAHHHH..!! ..nnngghh.. ahh.. ahh.."
What was that? Elanor felt her whole world shaken. He touched me, well he didn't.. But that caress, with his cold fingers..? No, it wasn't a finger. It was a breeze. A nice cold targeted breeze, right under-side her ear-folds.. Nora..! Did you just about cum with him blowing a flying kiss your way.?! From that old creep..?? Get a grip, girl..!
The clergyman smiled, enjoying her inner turmoil. And it didn't take much skill. When a girl is mad, you can just tell.
"Is it just Mistress, that you hate to utter? Or do you hate titles in general?! Well, I have the perfect solution, one that respects your boundary, and serves my plans. You won't have to call me by a title. You won't be calling, in fact. Period."
He adjusted her head-gear, making sure her throat isn't blocked, free to breath, speak, even scream.
"Voice should be made a luxury, one you can't afford. So the rule is, from now on, you are to be a subservient puppet to whoever calls you by the name. Whenever you are out as 'Demura', that is. Couldn't you have come up with a simpler name, girl? Like Lenne, or Ella. It's a hard one to pronounce, with my accent. Well, that's no bother anymore."
Like hell, I will..?! As if you'll be around to keep check?
She scoffed inside. Ishikawa said, in a deeper voice.
"If it isn't clear, I'm asking, do you consent to the terms. Think it through, and answer what you think you should. I'll aid with punishments, till you find the right one."
As her eyes smiled, Elanor tightened her lips. She knew what to say. This old man isn't such a puzzle after all.
"Poppet complies."
"A bright one, ain't you?! We'll stick with pleasure for now, but trust me. In the extremes, it makes little difference. You might think of them as sides of the same coin. Pleasure and pain. But you'll see when I'm done, that they are not mere sides, but the same point. Regardless the way your lips curve, it will all feel the same to you. With your senses overwhelmed, your capacity to thought depleted, that core of yours will submit. They all do, Poppet. They all do.."
Ishikawa adjusted her pegs, after judging her pain-threshold, adding two more pegs to each of her under-thighs, her soft skin trembling all the while. Walking back, he cranked a lever by the surveillance equipment, before settling down. As he slowly put on the rings, the control points of the pulley-system, he said.
"Now as you know, in this surveillance pod, they usually wait for all the fun to settle down, and listen in on just the pillow talks. Though I wouldn't leave little Rousetta here alone and unattended for long. I could already smell some sweet scents from the carpet down below. Today, we'll surveil together instead. Only the steamy parts..!"
Is that the task?! But what's the point?
As Elanor frowned unsure, Ishikawa continued.
"Your Mistress tells me, you are quite the shy type! I noticed it myself, back during the celibacy trials. You feel everything, in a much deeper level.. Yet you don't show. You hesitate to vocalize. And when it spills, you make every effort to suppress it into a soft squeal. Which is sweet, in its own way. Apparently you've always been like this. Deeply embarrassed about articulation, let alone moan.. Moans are your body thanking the gods for the pleasures showered upon. We wouldn't want to deny the gods what's rightfully theirs now, would we?"
Elanor's face turned crimson red in shame. Not the kind of playful teasing, more of that guttural retreat of a near-violation. She remembered the time, telling Bella, her early adventures with Barthomius. The way he kept teasing her, and pushing the boundaries in public. The way his hands roamed, as her lips gave in, knowing full well a guard or maid could walk in any moment. In the shadows, behind statues, between corridor pillars, right in the middle of the patrol path. The fear of discovery, his key to getting her worked up quick.
Elanor remembered how hard she had to try, to keep herself silent, through all the voracious kissing and stroking. The early days of perfecting the art of low squeal. It didn't occur to her all the while, for a second even, that it was the moans itself that embarrassed her. Now that she thought, in all her sexual escapades, particularly for the past few months, her biggest worry was making it known. Hinting them with her moans, long after she had given in, maintaining the perception of her being in control. It's as if a part of her believed, long as she kept it hush, it's like it never happened.
It's absurd, but it worked. And to drive it home, once the squeal got out, she was invariably lost to the pleasures. Now, even that is being taken apart.
"Haanghh.. Haahnghh.. Mmmrrgghh.. Ssssszz.. Haann.. HHAAnnghh..!"
Speak of second-hand embarrassment, Elanor paled a couple tints of red instantly, as the moans echoed in the chamber walls. It was from one of the listening pipes, connected to one of the five surrounding play-rooms, and it sounded like someone was getting pumped out of their mind. The echo itself wasn't that loud, but either the quiet of the chamber, or the original volume of the girl, writhing in pleasure, enhanced the effect. And there's that strange self-awareness that finds you, when spying on something sinful. Not to mention, the clergyman's piercing gaze adding to the Queen's shame.
"It's a great set-up. I've cranked the gears, so it's set to randomly rotate between the listening pipes. That'd give you enough of an auditory pool, to have a first-hand experience, of how unashamed a true slut should behave, with her sensual pleas."
And no, it didn't get de-sensitized the more she listened. Elanor couldn't look away, due to the head-harness, and her shame only grew as the volume increased. The other woman seemed to be having the time of her life. There was other muffled sounds as well, her customer's hard grunts, and the squeak of the mattress. But nothing registered as much as the former.
Elanor let out a sudden yelp, as she felt a sudden pinch, waking her from the shock.
"Now I don't need to see, to know what exactly your body feels. I just know. Just as you realized, you felt the tug in your underbelly, a flutter in your heart much like in pleasure, but not quite. And those rosy cheeks turning red. I don't want to see your face to know it, Poppet. I can tell by the way your anus puckered, just as I mentioned the out-pipe.. Ha ha.. Virgins are so textbook.. Regardless the land, regardless the culture.."
That was true. He was hardly looking her way.
"Can you tell what makes that sound?"
Elanor almost parted her lips to say yes, as she remembered.
Voice is a luxury, one you can't afford.
She nodded yes instead, mostly with her eyes.
With a smirk of approval, Ishikawa asked.
"Getting pounded dearly up her snatch, you think?"
Well, the whore can't scream so much with her throat full now, can she?! The sudden animosity in her voice was a surprise to Elanor. Why would she feel so offended, by a working girl, and a job done well?! The Queen nodded in agreement.



And bit her lips suddenly, as pain rushed to her thighs. The clergyman flicked a finger, and the jute string tightened, pulling the peg biting into her soft right under-thigh. It wasn't the black-thread, the kind that truly bites for pain, but thighs are inherently more painful. A gentle tug, was enough to wake her back to vigilance. Keeping the tension, he said.
"Listen to the moan, carefully. He's going at it full, and has quite the stamina. I can tell, from the grunts. But you focus on her."
What kind of perversion is this.?! Elanor struggled to make sense, as blood rushed on its own to her nether. She's have gladly traded places, to sniff up his sweat-soaked under-clothing. Wait.. Am I hoping for a feel of it, now?! Elanor mind cleared up, as the moans only got louder.
"Mmmrrgghh.. Ssssszzjjhh.. OHHHhhh.. HHAAnngrrhh.. Haahnghh..!!"
With a grin of satisfaction, at her displeasure, the clergyman started his lecture.
"That ghrrr you hear is pain. Well, her protestation, to be precise. Leaking out in cries, despite her best efforts. I bet her frown wouldn't be much dissimilar to yours now. This isn't her days of initiation, to cry out from a popped cherry. Nor a bruised pubis, for that matter. Look at the enthusiasm in her moans. There's no natural breathlessness, considering her not skipping a beat. Those unusually consistant dips.. This is pure performance. Well, except for the pain, and a few others. This, is a professional, one of the best at emulation, I must say! She never oversells. Listen and learn.!"
And to her surprise, she did. There was something about an educational framework, that made her truly focus, regardless the general depraved nature of it. And she listened, as innate to a woman, she could tell. The lack of shivers in her voice, something she felt, in her own quiet squeals. And yes, that low grunt, the ghrrs she fails to keep wrapped. In a minute she might break into tears, it seemed to the Queen. Ishikawa continued.
"Now, it's not all an act. That nghh you hear in every three moans or so. That's her true pleasure, uncontainable as always. That she don't mind spilling, unlike the pain. And she's surprised even, that this still surprises her with pleasure, despite growing cynical with transactional sex after sex. Listen to her breathing speed up, way before his grunts pick up the pace. It's her pleasure rising within, driving her up the hill."
You can tell all that from a moan, you sick, sick pervert.?!
"Argh..!"
Elanor jolted, as pain shot up her spine. Coming from left of her bellybutton, and it was definitely a sharp bite.
"Figured out yet, what they are up to?"
Ishikawa was right about her tolerance, but she was no fan of pain. She had her doubts, but nothing worth risking another pinch. She slowly shook her head, in no. He said crassly, snickering.
"He's trying to nut up her ass. The bitch probably thought she could handle it, only to find him turn real bestial. That's not the moans from an ordinary dick, she's speechless. With his stamina, but crucially his girth. Stretching her up beyond comfort, he's lost to the bliss to care for her anymore. And she'd rather hold on to the reputation, than stop, and say enough. An admirable trait, I'd say. Hence the pain, in every few strokes. She contains it well, but not well enough. And yes, the surprise to her. The pleasure in it. With the pain receding with each stroke, her mind is confusing the relative novelty for pleasure. That and probably whatever his hand is doing, to keep her on the edge. Because he knows, he can last a while. So now that you know the setting, why don't you start the song.."
Elanor looked at him confused. Song?! What does that mean?
"Come on Poppet, the man wont stay hard all day. Sing along, don't be shy.."
Pain is strangely effective. And it dawned on her, what he meant, right as she saw his fingers tightening. Her lips parted, saying.
"..................... ... ...................... ... hhhaa............"
Nothing came out, other than more pain, as she felt another jolt, in tandem with his finger tug.
Focus Nora.. Just breathe for now. Long, relaxed, and soundful. Just close your eyes, and thing of Bard's fingers.. Making it way down, as your heart beats in fear of discovery...
"nnmmgh.......... .. ...................... hh... .. ..................."
Nothing.
God! I'm not doing it.
It can't be.. Shameful.. It's too shameful.. I don't wail in pleasure, it doesn't suit a princess. Unbecoming of a Queen. My voice won't come, its stuck within. As am I.
I can't. Nora can't. I just..
The shame..!
Her her face turned beet red, her skull shaking, veins about to pop, at the inability to perform, to reason with her own vocal chord.
As she felt another tug on her right breast, slowly tightening, Elanor realized she must shift gears. Okay, you are not the Queen, not Nora, not even Demura.. You are the over-confident whore in the room next.. The one who got too cocky enough to bite more than one can chew. Not to mention repurposing what was strictly meant as an exit door. You aren't just listening in, you are her. There's more in common with her, than the ideal bride King Bard brought home. Just channel the cries, just share her voice.. Don't just sympathize, empathize instead. It'll be bad, but at least its a start.
Breathe out Poppet, just breathe out..
"Haangh.. Haanng.. Mmmmm.. Haaann.."
Finally.. Her whole visage relaxed, as the pressure released.
A weak imitation, lacking all life and enthusiasm, but Ishikawa nodded along. It's slow, but she'll take on. He let her moan poorly, getting used, warming her throat, for a few rounds. Then said.
"Now focus.. Imitate her passion.. Leave the pain to me, the pleasure will follow. Fake it enough ,and your body will catch on. It isn't ideal, but the next best choice, if you are hellbent on saving that snatch."
It was truly hard for her, containing the blood rushing to her cheeks, and the hyperventilation in keeping up with the pounded slut in the other room, not to mention that strange knot tightening in her core, mostly due to shame. She did her best, to dupe the passion, but surely the embarrassment was still hindering.
"Haan..Haan.. Haan.. HaaaAAANHG!!"
"There! That was good. Great one, Poppet! Keep doing like that.."
Ishikawa snickered through the mock-appreciation, as Elanor took a moment clenching her teeth. It wasn't her doing, but his. A swift sharp tug, of the black chord on her under-thigh, and releasing it right before it bit down completely, resulting in a sharp, warning sting. That was the reason for the sudden high pitch.
"Focus on the intensity, the passion in the moans.. And the pain too, mimic it well. If I sense a dip in intensity, or sincerity, I'll help correct, like this."
He pulled again, this time the wooden teeth biting into both sides of the navel button, as her skin turned red with her tightened core. And surely, it reflected well, in screams. In intensity, in passion, and pain, just like he promised.
"Mmmrrgghh.. Ssssszzjjhh.. HHAAngrrh.. Haahnghh..!!"
"Hoooomphh.. Aaaanghh.. Aaaaghrrrrr.. Hiyaaaghhh..!!"
Struggling to keep up with the truly deviant grinding in the next room, Elanor was in no mood to fall short. That part of her kicked in too quick, it seemed. The part she loved about herself, as much as loathed, that made her as much a success in most endeavors, as much a slave. Her affinity to stick to game, and excel in the constraints, once she understood the rules. No, more like her inability to say no, to an established rules. Right now the assignment was clear. Listen and sing along. She never believed in sayings like, fake it till you make it. But it was hard to deny the heat rising in her core, to match the lustful moans she was merely mimicking. And it didn't help, not one bit, the threat of the tight grip Ishikawa maintained, keeping her on the edge through out.
She didn't want to give him an excuse. There was something extra in his grin, every time he pulled.
"AAAANGH..!! Hmmmmngg.. Ughhh.. Haaa..!"
What's the mistake? She couldn't tell. But the grin was back again. Her high-pitched moan seemed to please the clergyman. Elanor felt the tightness in her chest increase as the slapping sounds from the other room grew louder that the moans itself. Pops of sweaty thighs railing against hungry ass cheeks, she could tell. The pace picking up and up, making it near impossible for Elanor to keep up, with no time to take a proper lungful even. The Queen steeled herself for pain, as she saw his grip tighten, and that grin widen.
TAP!
It stopped, the moans of pleasure from the other room, for a second. The deafening silence of the chamber returned, this time soothing her eardrums, as the Queen relaxed. The wooden lid of the pipe closed, with the gear slowly turning, pulling the lid, of the adjacent pipe open. The engineering involved in the setup was truly impressive, only the Queen was in no state to admire it in full. This one she recognized instantly, as the soundscape filled the room, in a haunting echo for a noise so low.
"Sslllrrppp.. Swwshhzzz.. Pop! Mnmmmghh.. Sloooosh.. Sloorrshh.. SLLLRPP.. Huhhgg.."
Her labial lips twitched without being asked, something that didn't go unnoticed by the erotician. It was a combination of sounds, he noticed. A constant gargling sound, like a river of slime. Lustful quick breaths from the male counterpart, with a non-spot stroking sound. And a resounding satisfied pop sound, followed by a lecherous quick grunt of exhale, and the cycle repeats.
"Seems like this isn't new to you.. Ready to guess, Poppet? What's happening, you think? Cock-sucking??"
Elanor nodded in negative. No clergyman! I'm not falling to your trap.
"Seems you've had quite an education, since last time.. What then, deep-throating?"
Not forceful enough. And the grunts aren't loud, nor desperate enough to imply skull-fucking either.. Elanor said, her voice firm.
"Poppet disagrees..!"
She hated that name. And calling herself, she hated even more. This is never going to grow on me.
Ishikawa smiled asymmetrically, cleared impressed, yet disappointed, either by her tone, or the missed opportunity of pulling the strings.
"What else could it be, I wonder.?! Care to explain, Poppet??"
"May Poppet speak?"
Elanor wasn't taking any chances. More than the pain, she hated failing.
"You may, but like a Poppet.!"
What's that supposed to mean.?! Elanor replied.
"Poppet is certain, this is oral. But the cycles, the sloshing loops aren't long enough for a deep-thoat. But the throaty grunt comes from a stuffed mouth. Her exhales reeks of satisfaction, and his breathing, though quick, not forceful enough to match that of skull-fucking."
While she replied, she felt increasingly vulnerable as all traces of sainthood disappeared from his glare, the pupils now piercing into her soul in pure predation. For the time being, she felt thankful for all the strings restricting his movements as much as hers. A strange notion occurred to her, that he was very much the string-instrument here, as much as she was. May be if she acted right, it could be her playing his sexual torment, the complexity oif the equipment binding him to the chair, his fingers to the rings, and unable to release his breeches, to have a stroke at her expense. If she played right, he could end up just as much a poppet.. God, I hate that name.!
"What about that 'pop' sound, Poppet.? And how could it be something oral, yet not a blowjob?!"
Ishikawa asked, as his left grip tightened, threateningly. Elanor felt the pull on her right vulvic flap. It was a soft pressure, and not a proper bite, thankfully. Not yet. Exhaling deeply, the Queen answered.
"The pop is surely loud, and they both seem to enjoy it. But it's not her popping the penis crown, by sucking on it tight, and playfully pulling out. The pressure isn't large enough, so the 'pop' itself isn't as loud as it should be.. When you are sucking in the crown.."
Elanor enacted with her lips, struggling against the head harness. She pouted her mouth, emulating a fellatio, and sucked in all the air, her both cheeks sinking deeply, distorting her own visage to a comical obscenity. She explained as if she was in her teens, trying to impress her legal tutor. Making sure her diction was proper, her words loud and legible, and her non-verbals extremely effective. If it wasn't such for the inherent perversion, her earnestness would have truly impressed the clergyman. But now, he could only grin wide, as his suppressed dark proclivities reveled at the possibilities such a unique harlot presents. The sloshing noises continued adding to the atmosphere.
"Sloooosh.. Sloorrshh.. Pop! Mnmmmghh.. ... Sslllrrppp.. Swwshhzzz..SLLLRPP.. Huhhgg.."
Elanor didn't notice any of this, she was too busy emulating the facial distortion of an expert blowjob. She wasn't aroused, but simply trying to do her best. And she didn't understand why her mouth continued to pool up with slimy saliva all of a sudden, even as she gulped again and again, even as she explained further.
"Like I said, even for a short dick, if you suck in properly, the pressure along would ensure a much louder pop. The pop sound now is much dampened. Meaning more of her mouth is full, but not enough to clog up her wind-pipe. Definitely not a deep-throat. I'm thinking she's going at the sack, directly. She's fellating his ball-sack, and it must be a rarely large sack, to stuff her mouth so well. The 'pop' is her spitting out the sack, his balls to be precise. And when his balls pop out.. aaaAAAHHH..!!"
Elanor convulsed wildly, as Ishikawa pulled just two of his digits, the wooden pegs biting into her left breast, and right midriff. The punishment blind-sided her, as she was so confident in her delivery, and her dramatic spasms only encouraged him to pull a few more strings, mainly to calm her down. To rein her in.
What did I miss? How did I mess up? Her mind raced for clarity, even with the pain, and the shame of failure. Ishikawa's voice boomed.
"Oh oh.. Was Poppet wrong??"
I don't think so.. But. She knew what she must say, regardless.
"Poppet was wrong."
"Care to explain, Poppet??"
Elanor kept her breathing deep, slow, and in control. The bite felt hard enough to leave a hickey, and the pain hadn't nearly subsided. She needed to decrease the heart-rate, she needed to answer right, this time. What did I miss? She listened in on the sloshing sound again. The pace hadn't picked up significantly, maybe it's their second round. May be that's why the harlot focused on the balls, instead of his cock? Am I absolutely certain, it was a ball-sack, and not the penis crown? May be its her tongue flicking his underside, as she sucked, that dampened the pop sound.
Was she certain.? Nope. But she couldn't think up any other reason. Well , she must answer fast, before fingers got itchy again. Just as she was about to speak, it dawned on the Queen. Ishikawa's words, from earlier today.
Voice should be made a luxury, one you can't afford.
But he asked me to explain... Elanor closed her eyes, her mind peering for answers, as her flesh anticipated pain any moment. The clergyman may have asked, Nora. But it doesn't mean you can afford to explain. He expects obedience from you, not answers. May be, in a n attempt to impress him, you may have exhausted his tolerance for the sound of your voice. He responded much positively when you had stuck to silent nods earlier. May be he draws the line in your replies, at two, three words, the most. And one of the words has to be his name for you. As much as you hate what it implies, he seemed to prefer your admission, every single time. You must restrict your words now on, Nora. It's not about the pinching and pulling, for you aren't the kind to step away from pain. It is about not failing. Aim for two word replies, from now on. And be sure one of those is Poppet.
"Sssszzzzz..."
The Queen sipped air through her clenched teeth, as she felt the tension on her both pussy lips, her eyes still closed.
"I expect an answer Poppet. Why were you wrong.?"
His voice had lost all the stoic traces she remembered from months before. Right now he wasn't the revered clergyman, but the infamous erotician of the east. His fingers, itching to play more, his ears yearning for the music, of her sweet writhing moans. Elanor said, her voice the definition of meek.
"Poppet is dumb.."
Look at that.. She's learning the game. Ishikawa eased back into the chair, with a smile on his lips, as his fingers relaxed. He had expected to keep toying her for a few more rounds, before breaking it to her, that her smartness had no place in this chamber. But it seems, she managed to figure out on her own. This is no novice. I may not have to go so easy on her, after all. Nice find, Bella!
"Oh, we agree, Poppet. We very much do. There were three mistakes made. The first one, which you caught already, evident in your response. Voice is a luxury. So short answers, always."
There's two more?! Elanor nodded slowly, feeling a little proud at figuring it out, despite the pressure. Ishikawa continued.
"Mistake two. I said you may speak. But I specified, like a Poppet. This should be the norm, from now on. So remember, Poppet is a nasal slut.!"
What?!
Elanor couldn't hide her perplexion, her eyes popping out at the clergyman. What does that even mean? The slurping noises in the background was picking up the pace. He elaborated.
"You're too much of a mouth-breather, Poppet. I'm sure all the vocal training of the standard nobility must have helped develop that unusually firm voice of yours. That diction so clear, word choice so precise, even under duress. But it has no place in my Poppet, alright?!"
He wasn't off by much, which surprised the Queen. One thing that she hated growing up was her overtly girlish voice, and propensity to constantly giggle, to please others and act adorable. Something she found distasteful about her sister, Princess Veramour. Not just how she leaned into the voice, but how she sexualized it to her advantage. Particularly that irritating constant giggle of hers. The kind that suited a trophy-princess, the kind Elanor hated becoming.
She wanted to be, from early on, the proverbial Queen. The keeper of household, the purveyor of all things domestic. A voice that could ideally resonate with the common crowd, an asset to her King in times that called for persuasion. So yes, she was proud of her voice, spending weeks training out the incompetence, drilling into her unconscious, proper enunciation and poise. Her dear Aunt Estrella, guiding her every step of the way. Even the recent tragedies and hardships, only seemed to add, to the practiced gravitas of her tone. And now, this mad priest wishes to undo all that effort. And to go the other extreme.
Sensing in her vibes, the protestation, his digits flexed, pinching softly the underside of her both breasts, her nipples budding instantly at the warning. As her jaw clenched, there came a sweet squeal. A very nasal, high-pitched, lasting squeal. Ishikawa swayed his head, like it was pure music.
"What you say Poppet? Ready to be a nasal slut?!"
Elanor nodded, trying to remember her natural voice she hoped she was done with. In an imperfect attempt, she replied.
"Phoppet compliezzz.."
"Hmm.. Not too bad, but definitely needs work. We'll fix it eventually. Now, for the third mistake. What did you miss? Feel like staring another monologue?!"




The Queen shook her head in negative, as he gladly continued.
"For one, I'm impressed Poppet. You seemed to have grown quite adept, with that tongue of yours. That face you made earlier, it was no imitation. That throat's been stretched proper before, enough times for you to forgo technique, and focus on the subtleties in sounds. The way you continued to smile, with those cheeks disappearing into your skull. That is truly one of the most lecherous I've seen a woman act. You were right about it all. Well, now she's blowing him proper, if you listen. But earlier, she was sucking, popping his nuts, by her lip suction. The way you recognized it, from the sounds. Truly impressive, I must say. But you missed half the picture."
Elanor had no sense, how lewd she truly acted, pridefully nodding along to his 'compliments'. The one thing it proved, seemed to go over her head. That how much of a true throat-slut she had become, over the few months. The Queen had other things to worry. Like, what was it that she missed, then. Ishikawa continued.
"You failed to listen, the other sloshing sound in the background. And the accompanying faint breaths. You were too busy focusing on the 'pop', that you mixed up the sloshing of her mouth, and the slimy stroking sound in the background. If you listen now, you can hear clear and loud, the two distinct male grunts coming from the room.."
Two sounds?! That can't be.. Oh no, he's right.! She could hear now, clearly. The girl had started sucking on one of the dicks. And from the sounds of it, the other guy was enjoying an expert hand-job. He was right, and I failed again. She apologized, her sentiment clear in the tone, than her words.
"Poppet is dumb."
"No, Poppet did good. May be Poppet would appreciate a reward."
Iskikawa smiled, as his digits moved again.
Elanor flinched expecting pain, regardless his smile. But she was surprised at the strings pulling gently, on both her pussy lips. It was more tugging and toying than tormenting, with pace picking up to match the moans of pleasure from the men echoing in the chamber. What made the clergyman smile wasn't just her reply, but mostly her bodily response.
Her pussy was hot, and on the verge of leaking. The heat of it he could sense, even from sitting a couple feet away, especially when coupled with her involuntary clitoral twitches. This harlot had managed to train herself so well, that her body feels pleasure, even from a simulated fellation. Was it the vulgarity in violating one's whole, meant for consumption of meals, or the shame arising from the self-degradation that her arousal stemmed from.? He couldn't tell. But unlike the common maiden who despised giving head, not to mention the taste and texture of human ejaculate, this one seemed to have developed a liking for it. Why else would blood rush so quick to her nether, a few moments after the sloshing noises filled the room?
No, this one had put herself on a trajectory to perversion, and Ishikawa found it in his interest to help reinforce her liking. To help align her pleasure, with the sound of men's eruption. To the sounds of it, to be precise. Ishikawa masterfully played her pussy, adjusting the pressure of the pull, and throwing in a sharp pinch, to keep her on the edge, his movements matching the near-orgasmic moans of the men perfectly. Elanor closed her eyes, her lips curving in glee, giving herself to the much awaited pleasure, as her hips bucked, not minding the pain, even enjoying it at times. It was a truly laughable sight for the clergyman, as her head stayed absolutely still, stabilized well by the rope harness, as her body flexed like a worm, struggling against the ropes, and the wooden pegs biting into her flesh, as the Queen's world shrunk to just the pulling sensation on her nether lips.
Ishikawa was well aware of the time passing, and couldn't wait to deny her the release. The pleasure of edge was reward enough, he had no intention of letting her cum.
TAP!
The gear shifted again, and the lid closed before the men next-door came. The Queen almost cried 'Nooo..!', her disappointment evident in her face. As the new music filled the room, her expression turned to that of absolute horror. She didn't have to look, to know that her new master was grinning wide.
"AAAAAAHH!!! HaaaRRRRGH!! NO! PLeasseeezz.. AARRHHGG..!! FUCK ME!! More.."
"MORREEE!!!"
Even with the hint of enjoyment in her voice, this sounded undoubtedly brutal. Almost like a painful hate-fuck. The screams were unusually loud, that it seemed the moans could be heard down the hallway.
"What's to hesitate Poppet? Nothing to deduce here, just raw, rough pounding. The kind that'd have been your cure-all, had you eased down on that precious chastity. Now I must train it out from you, your innate slutty screams.. No more screeching and squealing. I need full lungs, top volume, and total immersion. I need you screaming so loud, that your Mistress next door could hear, through the brick walls. And if I don't like what I hear, I will not be merciful..!"
He said it, like he can't wait for her to fail. She could see his fingers tremble, right on edge and restless, to teach her all about pain. And the Queen had no intention of failing. Breathing in a lungful, preparing herself to match the moans, Elanor said. Her voice turning more subservient by each time.
"Poppet complies."
**
*
Soren studied the man sitting across the table with great care. He knew the General wasn't going to come himself. In a place like this, in public, sending a trusted aid, or experienced spy was the safer bet. He was expecting someone older and hardened, but this guy.. This one had no place in the battlefront, if anything he looked like a base-level bureaucrat, if not a pencil-pusher. His boyish face, those eyes.. He didn't even look old enough.
It wasn't Soren's first time meeting the man, known to him as Commander Rian. On their first meeting, at the borders of Yevelsha, he paid no attention thinking this guy was just a courier, passing messages from the General. Apparently he is to stay the point of contact from now on. Hmm.. Commander Rian?!! Not a great fake name, not a great liar. And definitely not old enough to make commander, he instantly caught on. But cloak and daggers were part and parcel of the trade, and this wasn't Soren's first dance. Besides, I shouldn't be the one to act with prejudice. Not after what I've been through growing up. He asked, placing the heavy metal box upon the table, its vibrations persisting even months after parting ways with Vehmeth.
"What says the General?"
Commander Rian seemed a little on the edge, constantly looking past the curtains at the shadows of the brothel regulars, worried about someone walking in. Whether he was genuinely nervous, or putting up an act for some reason, Soren couldn't tell. Without answering, like the question had failed to register, he asked.
"You sure the Madam didn't seem suspicious?"
What's this? His first operation?
"The Madam truts me as much as she trusts any man walking in here. You alright, Sir Rian? You don't seem so.."
"How come you are so calm, Soren? You are in far beyond the forests of battle, deep into the enemy territory, talking to one yourself, to be perfectly clear. Shouldn't you be fearful, of treason? Death itself, perhaps.?"
"I'm no human to cower before death, and let's not mistake what binds us for sympathy. I'm an instrument, and I dont set the agenda. My betters are quite adept at that, the ones who value life and resolution, over absolute dominion. I'm simply fulfilling my duty. As are you, I'm sure."
"Oh really? Well, you wouldn't be so calm if you had a clue who 'the mark' truly is.. So I'd ease up on the condescension if I were you, fellow operative.."
So he knows? Interesting.. The general trusts this guy, enough to let him in. Look at that, him squirming under the pressure, of collecting compramat.. Over his own ruling Queen. How loyal must he be, to the General, to engage in treason, so recklessly. Or is there more to him, is this all an act? Less likely.. Without breaking gaze, Soren slowly pushing the heavy metal box across the table. Rian reached over, and opened, as his fingers trembled. His eyes widened in astonishment.
"Swefnston! Of the legends.."
"The Dream-stone, of course.." Soren said.
"Crystallized in the cauldron of the Great Witch Herself, around the core-piece, a shattered speck of what's believed to be the remains of the Great orbuculum, destroyed at the early witch-hunts."
"The Dream-stone, for real.." There was something sinfully revelatory in his eyes, as Rian gazed into it, his mind still struggling to wrap around the reality. His fingers hovering an inch above it, sensing the vibrations of the still-cooling stone.
Soren felt like he should clarify, to prevent him from any misguided temptations.
"Sir Rian, do not confuse this for the fabled Wishing-stone. This one isn't the kind that fulfills your dreams. Nor is it some totem dream-catcher.."
"Oh I know, Soren! I know exactly what it does.. Its just. Its hard to believe its finally happening.."
Soren suppressed the urge to laugh. Look at this idiot, thinking like its part of his plan. Has he gotten a clue, of the true power it holds, if used right. Then again, have I? He's as much a pawn to his General, in all this, as I am to Madam Vehmeth, and our Great Orcan King. Only, it would be an honor of mine, to fulfill my purpose, even as a pawn. This fool however doesn't seem to know his place. I don't trust the stone with him. Not just the stone, there is something off about his act.. I don't trust him. Period.
Soren said, closing the lid.
"This is a prototype. The preliminary tests were successful, but there are a few more kinks to iron out. You may have to wait a week or two, for the stone to cool down. Its advised to keep away from light till then. Once cooled, test it, and return to me. The results can be checked only after processing. Like I said, it's a prototype, the very first of its kind. Even with her vast knowledge with all things experiential, Madame Vehmeth, the great witch herself wasn't to keen on creating it. She said there's something inherently sinful about the existence of an object as such.. So be extremely cautious in its use. To match your General's specification, it'll take a couple more iterations. So test it, at the opportune moment, and get back to me."
"How do I..?"
"The instructions are in this letter. We may have to tweak things as we proceed. Let me know how it goes.." Soren passed the sealed letter from Vehmeth herself, to the Commander. With their business concluded, the orc got up.
"Wait.. Just.. Wait a second."
Rian seemed genuinely baffled, questions teeming his mind, questions he didn't even know how to vocalize. Soren tapped his shoulder.
"Just give it to the General, boy. He'll know what to do."
"That's not what I.. Tell me at least, how it works. I don't mean, what it does. I mean, how?! Like, is it some orcan technology? Is it dark magic? I mean, how does it.."
"I'm afraid I'm in the dark, with regard to specifics. I don't think magic is the right word. As I understand, this is more of a reverse engineering, than a typical curse, or spell-casting. Mind you, this isn't the ancient Dream-stone, the cursed Swefnston from your myths. This is an attempt at re-purposing elements of a lost technology, a way of knowing, more than anything."
"Repurposed technology?! I don't get what you mean.."
"The central core of the very crystal you hold, is a piece of green obsidian, which once formed the Great Orbuculum passed down generations for grand witch to grand witch. The one that was rumored to show the most accurate reflections of the potential future. The one that helped the sisterhood grow in size and strength, the destruction of which shattered the morality of the witches. The sisterhood had sworn loyalty to the Orcans by blood-oath, and Vehmeth in particular is deeply grateful to the Great Orcan King."
"Of course, the Orcans giving them refuge following the witch trials and confiscations. It's no wonder even the opposing troops have some respect for the Great Ergoth.."
"Ergoth?! It's King Bathzurg, you cretin! The Great Orcan King, the great unifier of all our tribes. It's him Vehmeth respects, not that hot-headed blood-thirsty brute. How dare you equate him to the Great Orc himself..?!"
Soren almost got up and flipped the table, his eyes burning a whole into the human before. They both waited for a moment, for the heat to recede. Rian cowered down.
"Forgive me Soren, I misspoke. I'm new at this, and.. It's Ergoth name that breaths fear into the men, at battle-front. I've heard so much of him, so the name got stuck.. I apologize."
There were rumors, with some truth to it, about fundamental disagreements between King Bathzurg and his commander and friend, Ergoth, with the latter's support growing everyday. Soren had sworn his life and loyalty to the Great King. With his intellectual inclinations, Soren had always felt it was the strategies of Bathzurg, basic as they were, that helped them counter the recent influx in battle forces. If it was up to Ergoth, and his pillaging brutes, they would have lost the war long back. It didn't surprise him that this idiot couldn't even spell his King's name right. If not for his job, Soren wouldn't recognize any of these human Kings either. But he never knew that Ergoth had gained such fame, beyond the forests of Yevelsha. And if this cretin had heard of him, surely his influence had grown beyond Soren's liking.
"Soren, you were saying.. The green obsidian, the orbuculum. Madam Vehmeth.."
It was hard to hide the frustration in his voice, as Soren continued.
"According to Madam Vehmeth, in the conceptual framework of witchcraft, there exists a plane, of dreams and expressions. Where fantasies and memories, collide and co-exists. They call it the noosphere. The place where they peek into, through an orbuculum, for predictions, seance, and all solutions that one would attribute to the so called dark arts."
"But you said the Great Orb was destroyed."
"More like damaged. It can no longer see into the void, in any reasonable clarity, as far as I know. Believe me, there was no shortage of time and resources, the sisterhood spend, trying to bring back its glory. As far as scrying goes, its useless. But its connection to the 'noosphere' never faded. Its that connection, that Madam Vehmeth made use, and reverse-engineered to the nest of her ability, to create this mythical Swefnston for your General."
"You mean, like applying the principles of a cart-wheel, to build a pulley.?"
"Not a perfect analogy, but it works.. At least that's what I figured, from the mad ramblings of Madam Vehmeth. No one will admit it to her face, but rationale isn't hr strong-suit. She inhabits a world of visions and callings, alongside her sisterhood. But in that world, the spells.. What we call dark magic.. To her ilk, its as real as the weight of the box you are holding."
As he finished saying so, Soren noticed a hint of smirk, out the corner of the commander's worried lip, an unmindful micro-expression slip-up. You rotten bastard! This was no novice, frailing with stage-fright about his own plan. This was an act, all of him, an act. Soren recalled what all he had just admitted. Nothing substantial, nothing he would lose sleep over. But now this man, this Rian, or whatever his real name is.. Now he had a far better understanding of Soren, his loyalties, his relationship with Vehmeth, with his King, his opposition to the factions of Ergoth, as expressed in his words and actions.
He read me straight up. And I haven't the slightest clue, of what's truly beyond his facade. No wonder the General chose him. You sly one, I'm impressed.
They both stood up, and bowed to each other. That sinister grin returned to Rian, as soon as Soren left the chamber. Time was ripe, to check the progress in the surveillance pod.
Tough luck, Soren. You are good, for an orcan. I see through you.
As always, I see it.
I see it all.
**
*
"Eiieeeeeeehh!! Help! HELP!!"
"Aunt Este, its here, its here!!"
Princess Estrella sauntered into the garden, with a playful mock-concern on her face, at the two mischeifs standing upon the ornate patio bench. The pre-teen Vera was screeching at the top of her lungs, worrying the little Nora to the verge of tears. She ran up and hugged the kids, patting their backs pacifying.
"It's alright sweetie, what's wrong? What happened?"
"Sp.. spud.r.. bite me arm.." Little Nora said through quick sniveling breaths.
"Spider! Spider..! It jumped on to her clothes!!"
Vera proclaimed all excited, still jumping up and down. Estrella sat them both down by the sides, stroking the hair, as the little one calmed herself. She examined both arms, and thankfully there was no bite. The poor terrified child had been exaggerating a bit. Just like she remembered their mother, her twin sister and now Queen Esmeralda to do. Over-simplistic, and over-dramatic. A creature of passion, and very little forethought. Estrella asked, in a maternal tone.
"And where's this monster? This evil spider that frightened my little niece.??"
"Thu.. there.."
The little one pointed to the plant on her right, her hug across Este tightening. Veramour screeched and hid behind her aunt as well, peeking out to watch the creature.
"What, this little guy?"
Estrella giggled and leaned over, her right hand extending over to the little jumping spider, which was smaller than a half inch. The little guy poked her finger tip gently, and she signaled her nieces to not screech. The spider hoped on to the finger and Estrella carefully moved it closer, so children can observe.
"See, it's no monster. It's a little friendly pet."
"I don't like pets!!"
Nora pouted her lips in dismay, hugging on tighter, squinting eyebrows.
"It'll get Big, and SCARY! Kill it, kill it..!!"
Veramour screeched from behind, clearly more excited than afraid.
"Don't screech and scream, Vera! You aren't mere nobility. You are a Princess. Don't act like common folk. Look at your sister."
Veramor didn't like her aunt's taunt.
"Well, at least I didn't cry. And Nora didn't screech, because she was scared stiff."
"Was not. Were you my little lilly..? You afraid of this little guy?"
Estrella asked the still scared kid, as Vera ran of chasing a butterfly. Little Nora nodded yes, as Estrella gave a consoling peck, the spider still resting in her other hand.
"It's alright to be afraid, okay. But you are a Princess. You are to be a Queen one day. And a proper princess never screeches, like a silly little frog. Creee.. creeee.. Like your silly sister Vera. Is my Nora silly??"
Rubbing off her tears, Nora said, her words still a jumble.
"I don.. waantu.. be Pinsuss..!"
"Okay! What d'you want to be then?!"
"Ima.. I waan to be. Kweenn.."
"You want to be Queen. But Queens can't be crying and screeching, forget screaming.. And Queens can't be frightened."
As she said lovingly, Estrella neared her right hand to the little Princess. Nora wasn't hugging tighter any longer. She said.
"But.. you said.. afraid is alright."
"Oh, you smart one!"
Estrella patted her hair, thanking lords for not gifting her the mother's brain. She said smiling.



"Its okay to fear. But never give into your fear, okay. And never resort to tears. A princess never screams, and a Queen... always in control. You understand..?"
Nora didn't smile back, her gaze had been transfixed on the little spider for a while. She felt the fear, but she felt it more, at bay, as her little fingers neared the creature. The spider slowly made contact with its little hand, and she didn't pull back. As Este stroked her hair, they heard Princess Vera come running, screeching again as usual. Her cries seemed truly terrified this time. But as much as the screams echoed in her little head, Nora wasn't ready to join in. She was afraid still, but in no mood to give in.
The screams of Vera echoed in the blank of her mind.
"Eiieeeeeeehh!! Heeeenmmmghh... Haaaanhghhhhhh..."
Was it Vera? Or is it me only?
"Mmmmmmnghh.. Aaaaaaahngh.."
And what is this? A memory, or a dream?!
**
"Aaaaaaahngh.. Ooouuughhh.. Mmmmmmnghh.. Aieeeeee.. Haaaaagh..!"
Distant moans of pleasure continued to echo in her head as she felt the pinch of the wooden pegs recede, one by one, and the stinging pain from the blood rushing back in. The surveillance machine had been turned off for a while, but the unending loop of pleasure cries, including her own, continued to loop in her mind, like a rent-free tune.
A Princess never screams. Well, what about a Poppet?!
Doesn't matter. I didn't give into fear. As a true Queen should.
Poppet or princess, it doesn't change who I am. Tell me I'm right, Aunt Este.
Tell me..
Elanor had no real clue how long she had been made to scream, and moan, and squeal. It could not have been hours, she knew by the degree to which the ropes cut into her flesh. But it certainly felt long enough, especially after he stopped midway to adjust the wooden pegs. He freed four from her midriff, and put them on the most painful spot she had ever experienced on her skin. Her under-thighs. The sounds, sensations and any sense of time got amplified significantly, once he re-attached her blindfold. With nothing to pull away from her imagination, but pitch black, at times Elanor felt like she was the very whore she had been trying to mimic vocally.
There was the one who kept squealing like of improper age, the one who kept cackling as three men slapped around her tits, the one who had been asked to scream out the foulest expletives known to man as her rear shined his manhood, and of course the one who gave the obviously exaggerated badly executed orgasmic moans. The fake crier was the toughest of all, as the Queen struggled to imitate, not her volume nor sounds, but the sheer monotonous insincerity in her tone. Ishikawa had a great time, pulling her strings again and again, as she finally came close to an acceptable imitation. Later he explained, that to do something well, you must also have a keen understanding of doing it badly, which honestly didn't make much sense to her. But it was better than a non-answer, for the eager student in her. The day turned out to be quite a busy one, as the girls and men kept on coming and leaving, with the Queen losing count of them eventually.
Elanor felt him loosen the knots, while taking the brunt of her weight on to himself, resuming blood flow to the parts that were partially cut off till then. His expert hands readjusted the bondage, massaging her skin to improve blood-flow. It was her first time experiencing true care at his hands, his nails digging into precise pressure points, without a doubt some eastern traditional practice, leaving her feeling rejuvenated in a couple of minutes. Ishikawa said.
"You must be wondering, the point of learning to fake all these. Unfortunately, you aren't a closet pervert. You'd have resorted to mere masturbation, if it were the case. No Poppet, tough luck! Your pleasure comes from reciprocation. From your lust bouncing off, in multiples, in the eyes of your suitors.. Quite a high tolerance at that, from what I gather. All these, the kind of response your body would produce naturally, if only you were to do it the proper way.. All these will help you down the way, in accentuating the eros of the moment."
You have a point, old man?! Elanor felt like scratching her head. If only her hands were free.
"Trying to mimic the exaggerated moans of professional sluts, super-saturated with lust... It's a bit overkill for an amorous couple, but.. We are past the point, Poppet, for someone to single-handedly sate your pangs. Proper satiation itself will be a distant dream, I'm afraid. For you're likely to give in to exhaustion first, before attaining an organic sexual zenith. Unless you dabble in something truly, truly treasonous, that is... Let's not digress. The point being, one man will never be enough for you. And multiple men means leaning into the performative element. If you want to have some control over them, that is. Staying in control is the only way for them to deem you worthy, regardless what they call you, or how they treat."
I must stay in control. A Queen never gives in. Elanor struggled to listen, as the ghosts of her prior moans remained echoing in her ears.
"I know enough about elicitation, to milk you for the right cries. And what I don't, we'll figure it out. What do you say? Ready for the next one..??"
Next one? You mean, this isn't over. Elanor responded with the only safe bet.
"Poppet complies.."
Wow! I didn't even have to focus, to make my voice sound nasal, and strangely regressed.
This time it felt painful, the light hitting her eyes, as the blindfold got removed. He pushed another cup of water to her lips, like he had been doing through out the session. She must have drank enough water to fill her bladder twice and then some, but she had been sweating out copiously as well. It helped greatly, with her throat strained from all the screaming, not to mention in calming her heart-rate. And the pain, the god-damn pain. Two out of three pegs had left thick red marks, surely to take a week or two to fade properly. This couldn't have happened without Bella's knowledge ,the Queen figured. Since the main task is still weeks away, she must have told Ishikawa a little bruising is allowed, so long as he avoided anything permanent. Well, it certainly helped sensitize the skin. The Queen couldn't deny, that she felt all things tactile, including the sweat dripping alongside her spine, infinitely more clearly.
"You have been good, Poppet..!" Ishikawa said, walking around, adjusting the bondage for the next task.
"For a first day, you have lived up to my hopes. Well, the day is still young. And you could use a bit more training, finding your true poppet-voice. It still feels a little mature, lacking that innate submission. Which isn't surprising, you aren't an innate sub. But I expect something of my pets, and I'm very skilled, and sinfully indulgent, in extracting it out."
His fingers rubbed against her crimson hickied thighs, making sure she understood what that meant.
"But before, I need to set somethings straight. And no poppetry for a while, so feel free to speak up. I have been told, by your Mistress, to not pry. But she doesn't understand.. I can't work from vacuum. I need answers, if I am to serve you both right. Answers that can be gleaned, even from a meaningful silence. So just listen, and respond to the degree you can. And yes, this glass prevents me from seeing you, so worry not. It wasn't easy to adjust. But from the sounds of it, not knowing you is in my best interest. I've had high profile clients before, and I understand the currency of discretion, but you.. You must be truly up there, in the hierarchy, or at least your man must be.. Your husband, or Master, Lady Agrafena's employer, whoever he is. So, before we move on, help clue me in."
Elanor nodded, to the degree the ropes on her neck permitted. Why did I nod, and not speak?! And why does it feel oddly comforting, this limpness of my tongue. It seemed odd not speaking, when this man had just heard all possible iterations of shame her throat could produce, the kind of cries even Bard hadn't the pleasure of listening in. Making this the most intimate a proximity she had ever been with another man. Especially considering he hadn't laid a finger on her yet, not sexually, not directly. Ishikawa continued.
"I get the curiosity of the healthy mind, the indulgence of the uninitiated, even the gluttonous satiation of the sick-minded. But with you, and Bella. This isn't such a choice, is it? Rather, the lack of it. You aren't either. If anything, I suspect you belong to the damaged. Stuck with it, aren't you?"
The Queen didn't respond. She wasn't sure of the right answer. Of the truth beneath it all.
Am I Stuck.?!
"Well, makes no difference to me. I have no sympathy for the damaged. It interferes with my work, and does you no good, as far as I know.."
Ishikawa said, as he released the knots on her knees, raising the numb shins above, reversing the blood-flow, temporarily.
It felt good. Tingly.
"Lady, we both know you are one difficult piece. I'd absolutely kill, for the chance to break you, down to the moment you'd submit yourself. My eagerness explains itself, but Lady Agrafena is different. And I've grown fond of her, lately. A truly attentive student, if you may. I could tell, whatever happened between you two, prevents her from unleashing out, to the degree it takes to break you. I don't think breaking you isn't even her agenda anymore."
There was an unmistakable blackness to his gaze, magnified through his glasses, as he peered into the unfocused mess he saw through. It almost felt like a bottomless pit, to Elanor. Into which he had thrown all his deviancies prior to choosing the path of God. And the rawness in his voice made clear, something in him was itching. To unleash it all on her, if only Bella were to approve. What intrigued her more, was the semblance of a voice she heard from within. It said.
Try old-man. See if you have it in you, to break me. Ha ha..
Elanor didn't understand that voice, nor it's intention. It didn't even seen real to her, for the most part. Ishikawa stopped a moment, and peered into her soul. It almost felt like he read her thoughts. Well, it wasn't her thoughts, not really. But.. He resumed.
"Contrary to appearances, you aren't exactly in it for the thrill either. Are you, virgin?"
The lump in her throat was enough of an answer.
"It's not like you are fearful of a surprise bun in the oven, you seem too refined, too resourceful, to not know the multiple preventive medicines available, tricks familiar even to a street-walker. This strange obsession of yours, this puritanical adamance, of one's chastity... Well, as difficult as it makes Bella's job, I'm happy to report, it can be done. But it comes at a cost.."
Hanging from the ceiling naked, obscenely exhibiting her pelvis, it wasn't like she hadn't noticed the costs so far. Elanor nodded, as Ishikawa continued.
"You know what I love about Heavensworth?"
What the hell is a heavenswo.. Oh, yes. The brothel I'm in. Heavensworth Manor!
"You know what makes Heavensworth special, so uniquely successful, compared to the multitude of establishments, popping up for a few months, only to collapse on its own. It's their ethics, the core values the Madame strictly demands from her girls. Except from the innately wicked bunch, the prized starlets, the kind who finds this place their calling, the majority of girls here see this as strictly a job, and not a lifestyle. They are encouraged, to find a man at the earliest. Not one of the filthy rich clients, but a commoner with a reliable-job. Doesn't matter if it's hard labor, or something menial. The point isn't to find a bread-wiener, but a stable partner, who appreciates their luck, having an actual shot, with a beauty well-above his class. And the Madame encourages the girls, to strengthen this primary relationship, to not exploit it, nor be exploited."
She didn't understand where this was going, but the Queen listened on.
"Love is hard to come, especially for the girls, wooed left and right by the hedonistic rich, pampering them with gifts. But Madam asks of them, to patiently cultivate a strong, lasting relationship, with someone of their true ilk. Not everyone deems this valuable, but all her longest working girls fits this bill, and that's no accident. She has strict rules, with regards to what's permissible, no matter how much you pay. Sure the girls may turn a blind eye, for an extra-tip, or at times, in the heat of the moment. But the healthy ones, the wise ones, rarely stray. One such rule, is no kissing. It explicitly says so, in the common room mural.. WE DON'T SELL KISS, LOVE..!! Considering this the only place of ill-repute with a reputation, for not using orcan slaves to break-in the new girls.. Which in itself, speaks a lot."
Orcan slaves..?! Is he for real? To break-in what?? That last comment made zero sense to Elanor. That wasn't the only thing that perplexed her. Seriously.! A whorehouse that espouses monogamy.?! You expect me to believe, that actually works. Perverting all notions of value within a tribe, let alone a kingdom's foundation. Even if I were to consider the chances, of an absolute whore finding a fitting beta, to make a man out of, what about the kids.?!
The Queen was so exhausted that, though well-reasoned, the vulgarity and hypocrisy in her own voice, forcing out with no filter, was in itself a surprise. She didn't know she had such disregard in her heart, for working girls. Regardless it was opted out of desperation, or pure perversion. The ones she deemed deep down, easily corruptible.
She feigned her scoff into a cough, clearing her throat, sniffling in the snot. Which didn't go unnoticed. Ishikawa could only laugh. He was no stranger to the harsh moralities of the truly privileged. Understanding not just the prejudice, but the true moral quandary that made her so dismissive, he said.
"Your distrust isn't misplaced. The disrespect, maybe a bit. That smirk of superiority only makes clear, what your thoughts are. True, no kid should grow up knowing that papa isn't man enough, that mama chose to hook around. I'd suggest coming down from the comfort of an idealistic ivory tower, before you judge. Down to the dirty, dusty grounds. This is a whore-house, dear. It's in the very nature of this profession, getting knocked up. One may stay wishful, plan and avoid for weeks, even months. But in a year or two, every one slips up. Complicated as it can be, the Madam's approach is far better, than birthing a litter of bastards, followed by a collapse into absolute self-destruction. Regurgitated through a chain of disposable lovers, intoxicants, down unto lust itself."
Elanor wasn't prepared for a debate, and she understood where he was coming from. So this is him. Not the priest, nor the erotician. But Hattori Ishikawa, the man. Finally, we meet. We are talking now. Our first proper, verbal interaction, to date. Elanor didn't feel like she needed the cover of a character to speak her mind. The Queen spoke, her voice firm and mature.
"Is that it? Your big plan for me, clergyman.? To find a man with the heart of gold, keep him my side-pet, while indulge in all things carnal.. As a secret play-girl, a Heavensworth starlet perhaps..?! I appreciate the thought you put in, but the very case you mentioned is wrought with troubles."
Her argumentation, he could take. But not the hint of disrespect, her core emotion for the moment. Maybe its the exhaustion, but that's no reason to forget one's place. Remaining stoic, Ishikawa cleared his throat, in an irritatingly audible way, followed by spitting politely to his open right palm. Without caring for the instant disdain on her face, he extended the hand, as the Queen closed her eyes, anticipating the slap. She should have known, to not push his buttons.
May be it was wrong for Poppet to speak.
Instead he went for her nape, his digits digging into her neck, like picking up a kitten. Assertion seemed to be the point, rather than pain, as he massaged her back-neck with his warm spittle. The Queen knew better, to not protest. The way his hand regulated the pressure, it had an arousing effect. If only he hadn't spat on it. Then she realized the obvious. It wasn't a punishment. But a gesture, to remind her of her place in there. Her rightful place with relation to him, that is.
He called her Poppet, and at times pet, but something about his gaze ringed much deeper. Near predatory.. Is that my place, to be prey? And how is he telling me all this, without uttering a word?
Ishikawa continued, as his grip relaxed.
"I'm sorry Poppet, I wish things were that simple. No, that isn't my plan for you. I wanted to paint a picture, the best case scenario for a professional whore, so as to contrast against what you must do."
He tapped her cheeks gently, in a comforting gesture. Elanor didn't mind anymore that he smeared the remaining spittle onto her left cheek. She didn't even mind the smell of it, as her nostrils flared. Moving on to setting up her new posture, the clergyman said.
"Certainty is beyond me. But I can help guide your Mistress, and you, through the temptations what's in you, and what's out there. I can't demand your trust, but hope to earn it eventually. But I'm afraid a leap of faith is unavoidable. I'd rather be truthful, than kind. For, to live through and keep intact your chastity, it would mean perverting, desecrating, everything else to compensate for the yearnings of this little bud."
Elanor could feel his fingertip, hovering less than an inch apart from her swollen nether bud. The pulse of her clit, much like her beating heart. Aching to be touched. Toyed, and more. Ishikawa continued.
"And I mean every other orifice, from the one every girl preserves for that very special moment with her first love, to the one you'd think to be the last place, for recreation. Prove you are up to it, and I shall continue the training. I don't know what makes you preserve the sanctity of a single hole, at the cost of every other norm, when satiating that alone could solve most, if not all, of your troubles. Be it sentiment, commitment, or unflinching faith. I don't know what drove you this far, but here we are. Remember.. Yes means yes! To all that can be done, within the set rules."
She wanted to say yes, but the shame was too overbearing. The voice just won't come out. Besides, the point of it wasn't mere confirmation. A simple yes wouldn't suffice to convey how much she meant it. And this was a man of action, him talking this long seemed almost out of character. And I know, what I must do, for him to believe.
Forgive me Bard.
Elanor leaned forward, her eyes closed, lips about to meet the clergyman's, as the ropes stopped. It was way more unbearable than the torments so far, every instance of hers from the months prior flashing in her mind, where she had given in to pleasure, or momentary confusion. Every instance of her ending up with another man in a kiss. The ones from the celibacy trial, with Jokshun in Desert Rose, those brief moments during the retirees function, particularly Volgen and her thick lips. The most despicable of all, on her lowest point in that ridiculous bitch-suit, with Jezeb, breathing into her the hallucinogen. A thought that made her skin crawl, just as she felt a pair of lips on hers. Oh God, it's an actual kiss!
Thankfully Ishikawa wasn't exploitative, at least with his lips. It stayed soft, testing waters for the most part, his tongue making an appearance, but not overstaying the welcome. It almost felt like a peck, and she was starting to feel her body revolt already. This was the first conscious, willing kiss of hers, in almost a year. The thought of kissing another, of her own volition, someone other than her beloved.. Her stomach churned, almost about to puke, if she were to prolong. Breaking the kiss, he stepped back, and walked around. Like taking a moment to appreciate the gesture, and rethink his strategy. Elanor watched in the mirror across, as she recovered from the partly-reluctant kiss, him standing right behind, with something shiny in his left hand.



"As expected. Cold, detached, soul-less. But willing. Good, that'll do for now. And one more thing, this has to go."
The Queen shrugged puzzled, as she felt him grip her right ass-cheek, pulling it to the side from behind. This has to go.?! Her first thought was he meant her pubic hair. But she had already been keeping it clean-shaven, since that unfortunate deal at the dojo. What else is there, to go down there.? And where am I supposed to look, with my head stuck here.?
"In the mirror, Poppet. I'm talking about your dirty ring."
As her gaze fixed on the mirror, her shame returned in full. It was one of those rare sights, that left you feeling humiliated, as much as violated. She could see herself in the mirror, legs splayed apart. And the clergyman right behind, his right hand cupping her rear cheek, and his left hand angled, holding hand mirror. It seemed to be one of those magnifying mirrors, for she could see clearly what it captured. And honestly, this was her first time having a direct glimpse, of her own anal hole. It seemed too shy, constantly puckering, with strands of unkempt rectal hair jutting out, wiggling in contrast against her complexion. She had always felt the hair-growth there, but never realized it to be so thick. It wasn't that thick, but the lack of her proper bush added to its contrast.
But that wasn't what he meant, she knew instantly, as the clergyman let his index finger roam around in a circle. There seemed to be a dark, despicable patch around her anus. Normally it stayed well hidden, when puckered properly, safe within the folds of her large cheeks. And normally no one had any business looking so far up there, including Her Highness. But with her legs splayed apart, and him pressuring the cheeks, it was an absolute stain on her self-image, on her concepts of hygiene and embodied perfection.
"Shame Poppet, shame! And to think that I thought so highly of you.."
Ishikawa grinned watching her squirm. Oh, this is too good to let go.
"I expected some darkness within you, to act so weird and desperate. But this is the last place I hoped in you, to stay dark. Why, you don't wash down there often? I mean, it disgusts me to touch your cheeks even, now that I've seen it proper."
Elanor could only hope for him to move on quickly. The firm and confidence from a few moments ago had gone into hiding. In a truly subservient, nasal tone, she apologized, the only way she knew now.
"Poppet is.. dumb."
Oh! I like when they brink on breaking. It doesn't have to be sexual. There are so many ways to break. Ishikawa shouted, hiding his elation.
"DUMB..?! More like dump. Clean it up by next time, okay. You don't want men looking down there and puking out. And more importantly you don't want to attract the king of men that fancies that. Wash it, perfume it, bleach it if necessary. I don't care what you do, but next time we meet, I expect this gone. This disgusting dark patch of yours. I thought you were a noble-maiden, Poppet. I was so eager to train your anus, but this right here is a shit-hole.""
The measured crassness in his words didn't miss the mark. To call it openly a shit-hole.?! Elanor had never felt so humiliated, yet disgusted by a part of herself.
Move on clergyman. I got the gist, now move on. Please.
"Feels disgusting, right? Good! I want disgust to course through you, at the thought of your holes being so dark. If it needs be drilled down to your system, so be it. I can arrange for some rotten shit-hole right here, if that's what takes to teach you. For you to lick clean, and have a better appreciation of your current state. I'm not particularly partial, but maybe I should make an exception. The thought of the lips I just kissed diving deep past my anal cheeks. Well, it is deliciously tempting. You have something to say, Poppet?"
Elanor felt positively petrified. I had never agreed on anal, yet.. Now he wants me to do what.?! Its one thing, pleasing the genitals orally. But this... If he were to proceed, not even Bella was near to stop him. Should I say the safe word? Would it even matter to him.? Elanor desperately hung on to her surefire reply.
"Poppet.. is really dumb."
There was that predatory glare back, as he put aside the hand-mirror, and started kneading both her cheeks. In this shameful defeat, there's nearly nothing her clouded mind wouldn't agree to.. But I'm not here to take advantage. As tempting as it is.. I want her returning, willingly. I must be careful when pushing. To the brink, but not beyond.
"I can see that's a dreadful thought. Well, girl.. The next time I find this hole unbleached, your tongue is going deep, dipping down the depths of disgust you didn't dream. Be aware, that in this room, my word holds the sway. Not even your Mistress can turn the tides, once my mind is set. So be good, and stay presentable! We'll be moving onto anal quite soon, after all."
"What?! Nope. Absolutely not.. I mean, Poppet doesn't comply."
Elanor squirmed around, her ass-cheeks slipping out of his grip, her voice coarse and worried.
Now that got a reaction! Ishikawa smirked, taking a step back.
"Don't worry, I don't mean today. You'll have enough time to prepare, mostly mentally. This is what I love about Wolkenshire, your legal codes are so well thought out, that I wouldn't even be breaking the rules if I did, even without your consent. You have no idea, what I'm talking about, right?"
What's he talking about? I know the contract is a bit relaxed, but it still values consent. And I hadn't said yes to Bella, regarding this particular matter. Elanor waited for him to speak.With that familiar smirk, he walked around, his long fingers back hovering around her clit, teasing to touch any moment. Then slowly trailing it down, leaving her twitching bud, as if leading all her sexual charge alongside, down past her perineum, his slimy fingers slowly touching her exposed anal ring.
"Well, I hear you have a 'contract' of sort with your Mistress. A contract beholden to the Imperial Codes of this Kingdom. Under 'Wolkenshire Laws of Marital Congession' sodomy doesn't constitute a valid sexual congression. The law was intended to encourage homosexuals who wished to return to tradition on their own accord. Unfortunately barring a few handful, it's largely misused to downplay infidelities of the unholy kind. But the law, by it's very definition, puts sodomy outside the bounds of chastity. Meaning.."
"Aaahhfff..!!" The Queen squirmed.
Was that a moan of pleasure?!
It slipped right in, the index finger, as if he had some lubrication. That couldn't be. His hands were empty, and.. Oh, God! Is it really inside me, not just his finger, but spittle? Ishikawa was equally surprised. Her anus, it just locked him right in. Like, a little too eager. The body never lies.
"Not too painful, I hope."
Well, her arousal surely helped dampen. If not the pain, the shame.
Who am I fooling?! It didn't hurt, not one bit. This isn't the first time someone toying down there, since all this began. Wait, was it? Can't be sure. It was bound to happen, but this.. This is too much too soon. As Elanor felt her spine adjust, in anticipation of more, Ishikawa continued.
"Now I'm aware, kingdoms like Vankenbraum and Deznia, still upholding the bride's anal chastity. Which if anything, speaks volumes about their unconscious perversions. So if you have such inclinations, I advice you surrender it to a deserving party at the earliest. Believe me girl, for the innate lust residing in you, if you don't train your rear to take pleasure, your mind will be lost to the edged bliss. And that much preserved chastity following suit, shortly."
Oh hell, my promise at the altar. The reason why I deterred every time Bard had flouted the idea. The vows of my people. How did it all escape my mind.?! Why didn't I say no earlier?
And why.. Why can't I still.?
Elanor didn't have to spell it. She knew it deep down, and no. It wasn't pleasure. Like he said before, to preserve her chastity, something had to give. It's the unwritten rule, the balance of your actions, your desires and prayers. The price of a promise. The toll will be exacted. It just gets easier, if done voluntarily.
Ishikawa was right.
If I am to go down this path, it's bound to happen. Either offering it up in exchange, or someone snatching it away, in a moment of weakness. Who knows what Bella had planned for the main event?!
Oh Bard! If only I had offered it up to you, back then.
"Mmmmmnnnghhh..!!"
"You sure you haven't done this before, Poppet.? The way that rear bites down, it already seems hungry."
Thank goodness I had emptied myself before setting out this morning.
"Hhhhhrhrhrhr.."
For the first time in her life, Elanor found herself purring. Ishikawa smiled, as he slipped in another finger, gently scratching her insides.
"I want you to remember the following Poppet. We are going to set up some triggers. I'll tell you the questions. And we repeat together the answers. There will be a couple variations, but you are the bright one. I'm sure you'll catch up. Ready?"
Elanor nodded in agreement, as he gently pulled out, and pushed back up her bum-hole. With his long thumb-nail teasingly scratching at the very end of her pussy slit. Not the kind that pacified an itch, but the kind of scratch that elicited one. Her anal ring pulsed matching his pace, swallowing more and more of his digits.
"Now Poppet, I say 'Who are you?' And you say, This is Demura. The Poppet of Wolkenshire..!"
What am I, a thing?! Why not say simply, I am Demura.?? Elanor nodded, not understanding where this was leading. Ishikawa asked, his tone authoritative this time.
"WHO Are YOU?"
Remembering to state it clear, yet soft, with a proper nasal, submissive voice, Elanor said.
"This is Demura. The Poppet of Wolkenshire."
Ishikawa nodded in satisfaction, as his hand remained by her rear.
"Good, good. The voice is much better. Say it from your heart. Like you absolutely believe what you utter."
"This is.. Demura. The Poppet, of Wolkenshire!"
She added a little giggle by the end for effect, squirming within at the discomfort of such regression. The clergyman seemed to like it.
"Much better! Now listen. Use your imagination, whenever I ask this question. And alter the answer each time, to fit my mood, the location, the task, the scenario, etc. Like, keep the beginning. But alter the tail end. I'm sure you understand. So if we are in the main hall of Heavensworth, at peak hour, surrounded by working girls, wealthy men willing to pay for fun. And I asks.. Who are you?"
"This is Demura. .. The Poppet play-girl of Heavensworth.!"
"Play-girl, ha! Good one. But say it together. Okay now. We are in a public latrine, and a stranger walks in, to find you on your knees. Who are you?"
Why the hell would I be in a filthy public latrine.? Oh, never mind..
"This is , Demura. Your Poppet-pisspot, and cum-rag!"
That last part made her core tighten. Since it was left entirely up to her how she were to reply each time, saying it with conviction made it sound to her, like an admission of guilt. How much of this was just being playful.? There was a mixture of pride and satisfaction in his grin, as Ishikawa continued.
"Great! I love those improvisations. You are starting to sound like you mean it. Now that you know who you are, let's go a step deeper. This time I ask, Who is Poppet? And you'll say, smiling- Poppet is.."
Stepping up right next to her face, uncomfortably close, he whispered into her ear.
"You say your real name. Followed by a public identifier, preferably an obscene modification.."
Elanor felt her throat dry up. Is he serious?
"Don't worry, I won't be hearing it. I'm going to take off these ridiculous glasses, dim the candle lights to the bare minimum, and then put on those ear mufflers, the kind that belongs to the operator of a seige-engine. So I won't have to hear, what I shouldn't."
"You'll be standing behind, you said. How can I be sure, you won't take it off, and..?"
"Sshhhhh..!"
Ishikawa shushed the Queen, as his index finger gently touched her lips. Playfully rubbing it against her lip flap, he said.
"Quiet Poppet. I don't recall asking for your worries. But fair enough. Like I said before, when your Mistress instructed me on the rules of engagement, I saw actual fear in her eyes. Now I have seen enough variations to know by now. She wasn't afraid of me messing up, compromising you. Oh no! She was afraid, for my life, if I was to see, or hear what I shouldn't, even by mistake. So, believe me when I say, I'm not interested in pissing of whoever is behind you. So if its hard to find faith in me, have faith in my will for self-preservation. Happy?"
Ishikawa stepped away for a moment, towards his equipment box by the table. And Elanor almost instinctively licked clean her lips, only to realize too late, that her ass felt empty all of a sudden. Wait, how long had it been empty? Did he just touch my mouth with the same hand? Oh, was it what I think, that he just smeared all over my lips. As revulsion churned her stomach, her tongue recognized the much familiar taste. The taste of sexual discharge. Of precum, to be precise.
Suddenly she felt relieved. And a bit sad, that most of it had dried up by the time she licked.
Giggles.. Does that mean the clergyman have been rubbing himself off, while lecturing me on the task, with his finger up my butt?
Elanor had a hard time shaking of the image from her mind, of a man of faith, pleasuring himself. Conflicted deeply by its sinful ludicrosity, Elanor reasoned with herself. No, that can't be it. He had been extremely professional, even with the nature of the task. Its probably the precum that got pooled in his breeches. You can't blame the soul, for the deed of the body.
"Like I said, I ask- Who's the Poppet? And you say, something like.. Poppet is Malena. The Duchess Poppet of Willendrom. And use your imagination, come up with an interesting variation, one that suits your poppetry each time."
So that would be.. Poppet is Elanor. The Princess Poppet of Vankenbraum.. Elanor giggled again, staring into oblivion. Whether it was the silliness, or blatant admission, in merging these two worlds at the tip of her tongue, the two than shall never cross paths. Of the Poppet and the Queen. God! Have I grown okay with that name?! She didn't know why, but it amused her.
Ishikawa took a moment observing here. That's it. The perfect level of ditziness for re-enforcement. Now I shall mold. As he walked around modifying the shibari knots, he kept on asking. And the Queen answered, her voice naturally nasal, and carefree.
Who are you?
This is Demura. The Poppet of Chastehood.
Who are YOU?
This is Demura. The Lick-Poppet of Ballsacks.
WHO are you?
This is Demura. The Hairless Crotched Harem-Poppet.
This is Demura. The Anal-virgin in Poppetry.
This is Demura. The.. the sniffer of sweaty underclothes.
The Royal.. royal-sleeve to all manhood.
The receptacle.. of all seeding slime.
The.. the..
"AAauughch!!"
Her spine convulsed, as Elanor felt a sudden jolt run up her spine. Her rear cheeks felt like they were on fire. She looked around, eyes wide. When did I shut my eyes..? The clergyman's voice boomed.
"Did I tell to stop? Did I, Poppet??"
Elanor said, still panting from the unusual exchange.
"No, no.. Sorry, no.. I mean, Poppet is.. Dumb.."
"That she is.. And what's with the voice.? Keep the pitch high, sweet and girly. Here, let me help."
As Ishikawa walked up, Elanor noticed the changes to her bondage. Her chest-harness remained, still hanging most of her weight from the ceiling-hook. The hands remained locked behind, but something felt different. The knot had been adjusted to give her wrists, and digits, greater mobility. Her legs splayed even wider, with a wooden spreader separating her thighs. The spreader, roped onto the main hook, helped distribute the weight of her limbs. Her feet were roped to the sides of the wall as well, the legs forming a near-perfect V, parallel to the floor. And what were those, rings or something, around her big toes.? Elanor felt the metallic cold of a few rings on the fingers of her hands too, as she made a fist. She had to rely more on senses, as it was near impossible to see, wiuth all the lights dimmed.
She looked at the way Ishikawa was walking around. The man went on, as if he had a sixth sense, not really looking, more like feeling his way around. Well, a result of dwelling too much in the dark, I suppose. Still, there was something odd about his motions, like he was walking on egg-shells or something. Oh wait..
Elanor saw, in the highlights. There were threads running back and forth, much like the jute strings from earlier. But not like the musical mishap from earlier. This time the strings were just a handful, and it doesn't seem like he would be the one controlling them. Ishikawa said.
"I have a variety of floggers, paddles, and crops back there to alternate on your supple behind every time you hesitate to answer. And as for my nasal slut, this will do."
He pulled down what looked like a double-U hook, attached to a string that disappeared into the darkness of the ceiling, probably to another mini-pulley or something. As he hooked its blunt cold ends to her flaring nostrils, with her septum snuggled up between the two hooks. It
"The thing you must remember, Poppet. Is that the nasal pitch, isn't just your joy or eagerness. It should come from a place, deeper than your heart. Form your breathing belly, your core, from your original pleasure point."
Oouch.!
Elanor struggled to stay still, as he pinched right on her clitoral bud. It wasn't raw or painful. If anything it felt surprisingly firm, yet soft. Not like biting down, but wrapping around. Her core had begun to heat up, as a moan leaked in her exhale.
"Nnnnnggghhhh.."
A very nasal moan, which made her instantly blush. How she could feel shame any further, given her state, remained a mystery.
"Yeah, like that. A voice that comes right from your cravings. Your deepest, darkest thirsts.."
Saying which the clergyman walked back to the darkness, with the tightness in her clitoris remaining like a phantom-pinch. Why do I like this feeling? I mean, I have always like this feeling. Even back when, in the royal dinners, when Bard would tease me with his big toe, underneath the table. Not fingering my precious spot, but just toying the bud, scratching its edge, and pinching between his toes. God, even his fingertips were wickedly passionate.! How much I miss him..
"Aaanghh.! Ouohh.."
Elanor yelped feeling the light tugs to her both tips. Both tips?! Her nose-hook got pulled, forcing her to look up and lean in. It wasn't painful, and the stretch was largely bearable. Over-time it was sure to be a pain, but thankfully I have the comfort of my.. Wait, where's my neck-support, the skull-harness locking my head in place.?! Oh no.! Ishikawa had removed it a while back, but she forgot to notice with all the new questions. The other end got pulled again, followed by the sounds from the darkness, of him cranking the gear, tightening the ropes. Elanor understood now, even without looking down to confirm, the other string was clipped to her clitoral bud. It didn't feel like another wooden peg, if anything like an expertly tight knot, which managed to stay on place without biting in painfully. And both the strings were connected. Meaning even with the minor elasticity of the strings, if she didn't keep her head perfectly still, the thread will tug tight on her clit. It was already swollen, stimulated from everything so far, but if her neck gets strained enough, she'll have no way of resting it, without having her pleasure spot stretched wide.



"Mmmm..!"
Her jaw clenched as the familiar wooden pegs bit into her semi-budding nipples. She was lost in her thoughts to notice the clergyman walk up, or whatever else he did, in the mean time. Stepping back, looking at his creation, he gasped excited.
"There there, look at those nostrils flare. You sweet sybiatric swine of mine..!"
Sybetic..what? Did he just call me a swine?! Oh right. The way her nose-hooks pulled up, there was no doubt, of her looking like a little piglet. More like a horny sow. He said.
"It is important for you to have a clearer understanding of it yourself. I find self-harm abhorrent, but I can see the fun in involuntary sadism. So, here's your chance. To test the tolerance of your most sensitive spots. I'd suggest you go gentle on yorself, but I doubt there being any choice whatsoever."
"Hhhhhmmmffffff.."
The last two pegs clipped on to her outer labial lips, parts of which still hurt from the previous task. Walking around to her rear, Ishikawa said.
"Now, I'm putting on the ear-mufflers. With the tricky questions, you may choose to answer in aliases, or fake identifiers. If you consider me reckless, that is. I must say, the effect won't be the same, the more lies you mix in. You are here primarily on faith. Yours on your Mistress, and hers on me. I you can't afford to scream in truths, in the safety of this dark whorehouse, I doubt there's much hope for your saving. As I said earlier, the chamber is sound-proof. So don't hold back with those sweet screams.. Ha ha.. Like you'd have a choice.."
Oh he was definitely reckless.. Elanor had no doubt. But, in a good way, in not hesitating to push her further. It was testing, irritating, painstaking. Endurance is hard, but it felt so good afterwards. Particularly that rejuvenating massage of his. He'll push me far and strong, but he has the wisdom to bring me down. I understand the risks, but I chose to have faith. I trust you Ishikawa..
His commanding voice boomed again, loud enough to startle her.
"Who's the Poppet?"
With her gaze fixed on the abyss before, she exhaled deeply, accepting wherever her trust led.
"Poppet is Queen Elanor, the Great chaste of Wolkenshire."
"Louder..!"
"Poppet is Queen Elanor! The Great Chaste of Wolkenshire."
"LOUDERRR..!!!"
"POPPETTT is QUEEEN ELANOUR!! The GREAAAT CHAAASTE Off WOLKENSHIIIIIRE!!!!"
Nora felt her heart pump like crazy, as a sense of relief swept over her entire being. This felt much, much better than hiding her face behind a veil, and baring all else to the dirty drunken cheers of commoners at Desert Rose. This felt as scary as running to refuge buck naked, across the prairie in broad-daylight, away from Uncle Belkin and any prying eyes. But only it felt equally liberating. Was the old erotician really wearing the mufflers? Had the chamber been truly sound--proofed. Will all these perverse escapades truly help her find peace? She can't be sure.
This was troubled. And undeniably inappropriate. Doing this to not just her feminine self, but to the Imperial ideal of her whole people. But this felt right. This very moment, of admitting to the void before. The truth about Demura. The truth about Poppet. Making it a necessary act of faith.
"Who's the Poppet?"
"POPPET is PRINCESS NORA! The Daughter of DAFFODILSSS..!!"
"Poppet loves..?"
"SUCKING DICKSSS..!!"
"Poppet Loves..??"
"CHUGGHING CUMM..!!"
"Poppet Hates..?"
"Ughg.. uuuaaaghh.. AAAHHHHGHRRRR mmhh..!!"
As she screamed out loud, like she didn't knew she had in, Elanor realized her voice reverberations matched everything she learned from the morning. The AAAHHs of surprise, the GHRRRs of pain, even the MMMHHs of leaking pleasure. But it was the pain that registered the most to her, as the flogger grazed her sensitive rear, ripples coursing through the cheeks, pain jolting up her spine, making her whole being clench in an attempt to endure. Her both hands making fists, as her toes curled up, in pleasure.?!
Her big mistake.
The whole body convulsed like an epileptic, as pain coursed from the most unexpected sources. Here both breasts got pulled out violently, as the peg-teeth bit into her erect nipples. A stinging pain erupted from her nether, as she clenched her fists further, screaming through her teeth. And it dawned on her, with tears running down the cheeks, what he had done with all those strings. The pegs he had attached to her labial lips, her nipples.
But how? How could he possibly pull all the strings, and flog me at the same time? His hands were empty, except for the flogger, and there was no way for him to.. Oh wait! His earlier vague words were starting to make sense.
I find self-harm abhorrent, but I do see the fun in involuntary infliction.
It's me, isn't it?! You sick bastard..
It wasn't him, but the Queen, who pulled the strings punishing herself. The rings he placed earlier. The ones she felt around her fingers, her toes. They where attached. By strings, running around her, through the pulleys. The engineering, the execution, it didn't register to her. In fact, even the flogger coming down her back the second time, didn't register. The doubts clearing instantly by the sharp pain, in conjecture with her toes curling again.
Ishikawa.. You sick, sick sadist..!
The voice boomed from behind.
"See, it's the trouble with all you nobility. No real appreciation of the power in pain. Privilege ruins you, when it comes to true power. Sure you imbibe a lot, by culture. But you'll always lack a true appreciation, the kind that's innate to a common lowlife. Which is why I must take it away, before training. The things you took for granted.!"
It stings. It really, really burns.
"But fret not, I want this to be.. What's the word?! Empowering. I want this to be an empowering experience. I'm sure a lady like you'd have wondered from the periphery, surrounded by the ones who truly control the wheel. Be it your owner, your Mistress.. You must have wondered all along, what it truly feels like, to wield power.."
You imbecile.! You have no idea who you are talking to..
"So here I grant you some power. Some control over this debacle. Punish your nipples, your cleft, as you see fit. Rule over them, as they say. Over the pleasure of it, or pain.? You be the judge."
Ishikawa continued cackling like a mad man. For the first time, the Queen hated being in control. If it qualifies as control, that is.
The 'self-inflicted' torment was a bit too painful. Elanor relaxed her grip, as soon as she realized how it worked. The more she clenched, the more it pulled. Closed fists meant stretched pussy, and curled toes, super-sensitized nipples. The more she moved, the more it pained. And it took all her will, to keep herself still, as her breath recovered. The strain on her neck was getting to her quickly, but she wasn't ready to try that one yet.
She feared it wouldn't be pain, but pleasure, coming from toying with one's clit. And she feared her body confusing it all, the pain, the pressure, and the self-declared name-callings. Confusing it with pleasure, be it as cause and effect. Or blurring the lines between it all. She suspected it to be the point, but it was a little too late to object.
Ishikawa had a satisfied smile, standing behind. He could read all her thoughts, from her body language, limited as it was, and her vibrations. The conflicting confusion, between gratification and deep discomfort, the line he had helped countless submissives straddle their way through. It's a shame he couldn't hear it, but the screams get annoying real fast, so this was probably for the better. He said.
"I believe you had the taste. Shall we proceed, then?"
This is going to feel so, so long..! All-father, help me..
"Who are you?"
"This is Demura. Cum dumpster of Hooker alley!"
"Who are you?"
"This is Demura. Harem girl for the Noxtran King!"
"Who's the Poppet?"
"Poppet is Elanor of Wolkenshire! The slut who sucked off her guardsmen..!!"
God, what's this? A confessional?!
It surprised her how effective her nose-hook was. It ensured her voice maintained that inappropriately girly pitch, with each subtle shake tugging on her clitoris, edging her closer. With all the flogging and pinching her fear wasn't the momentary pain, but her being learning to endure it beyond comfort, even enjoy it like a true deviant. Unlike the vocal training from before, this time the heat was quickly raising with each flog, each admission, and each variation. Her lips were already wet, despite being sore, and Ishikawa was just warming up.
With Elanor lost to both pleasure and pain, and the clergyman too focused, his ears muffled, no one heard the low creak coming from the corner the room. A stone slab tilted up by an inch, and a pair of eyes peered into the noisy chamber. The lights had been dimmed, but he could see enough of it, reflected on the mirror by the table, strategically placed for his viewing pleasure.
Then again, where the sight failed, the sounds more than made up. Sir Rian couldn't help, but give a foxy grin.
Who's the Poppet. huh?!
I see you Highness, oh mine! I see it all.
All indeed.
**
*
OPERATION CELINE
Surveillance log No. JV21QC02
Day: 4th week of Spring, Thursday
Place: Pod B4, Hex 12, Heavensworth Manor
Mark: Lord Custuardo Quinn, Earl of Lent
Partner: Dixie (Harietta Chiles)
Surveillant: Rousetta Davieth #H91U6
Supervising Commander: #B62R3
The mark enters the pod, appears to be extremely intoxicated.
Mark says: Pour me one more, Dixie.
Partner says: Not if you are **** limp and **** refuse to nut up, like last night.
Note- Partner appears to be intoxicated, speech illegible at times.
Mark says: Sorry dear, but that girl I keep is so tight. One hard nut to crack though. She goes through all the motions, yet acts disinterested. Still that raw hole of hers, sweety.. Sucks the juice right out, sending the soul right to the edge of heaven. Not that I don't enjoy yours loose lips. If only she had some better bedtime manners. With that look of disdain, as if she's the virgin angel herself.
Partner says: Wasn't she though?***(inaudible)***Till you took her cherry, last week.
Mark says: Still, its no way to treat a man. I may have a word with Lord Klein, to teach his daughter some manners, or else to kiss good bye any hopes of passing his witless legislation. Oh look at you lying, splayed and ready.
Partner says: Come here grand daddy... Come and fill my.. O No. ***(inaudible)*** I said last time, we won't do it. I hate the taste **(inaudible)
Mark says: (illegible moans)** Yes dear. Like that, I know a hefty tip can change your mind. (noises again) Like that. Lick it, right up my crack. Yes, yes. Tickle up all that fur.
Partner says: ***(inaudible)*** taste so foul, you vile.. ***(inaudible)***
Mark says: Yes. Much on that you wench. **(illegible)** Now shall I pass the air.
EEWWW!!
"Oh! Disgusting cretins! What a filthy bunch..!"
Bellatrix slammed it shut, and threw it back to the pile. Her reading material had been turning increasingly puke-inducing, with each new file.
Seriously though.. Is there anything these girls say no to, for the right price.? And that bloody Duke. Pushing eighties, with a penis dysfunctional half the time. Still, there seems to be no limit to the depths of carnal depravity... Even with age.
Bella was hoping to find inspiration, in a perverse way, when she started on reading through the surveillance reports. But now, she realized she had never felt so scarred in all her life.
Nope.!
Wafting in the posterior exhale of an octogenarian isn't my idea of a grand task for the Great Chaste of Wolkenshire. I bow to you, Rousetta. If reading it makes me this squeamish, I can only imagine what it must have felt. To sit and listen, as hours pass.. Day after day, week after week. I don't envy you.
She didn't understand how one could dedicate their productive hours to shoveling such shit, in hopes of finding a gem, of remotely valuable information. Wasn't it better to leave it to the surveillant's judgement, to choose what to document, instead of flooding with file after file of uncensored spew.
Leaning over the table she opened smaller folder. It's title read, Operations.
Please don't be another log data of depravities. I've had my fill for today.
Dusting it off, she cycled through the files inside.
Covert Assignments, Black-market Infiltration Scheme C, X-Decoy Project.. Wait.
Was someone wailing?! Bella listened in, as she felt like she heard a scream. Or was it just a moan.? It was way too faint, she didn't hear as much, more like sensed it. Her gaze shifted to the surveillance pod. It was getting late, way past schedule. What's taking Ishikawa so long? I can't afford Roussetta walking back in, or whoever is supposed to cover the evening shift. Was it a mistake, delegating to the clergyman.? It was within my power, still.. Given their previous encounters..
I hope he goes gentle on Her Highness.
Hang in there, Nora.
Hang in there.
**
*
Watching her continue to pant, with the whole body flaccid, her head tilted back, that damp disheveled hair unfurled upon her heaving breasts, and that belly button brimming with collected sweat, Ishikawa couldn't help but remember their first meet. That scared petite thing doing a passable job at hiding her anxiety, absolutely terrified with what his fingers could do.. And look at her now, how plump and full she had grown, in a matter of months. Yet keeping that midriff toned, in control, right at the ripe edge, of a girl reaching womanhood. The minor striations on her throat, speaking volumes about the kind of stretching she had grown used to, in a surprisingly short while. What happened to you, kid? He continued.
"Besides, you haven't sweated much, Poppet. Not nearly as much as I did. Flogging and caning, left, right and center, I did all the work, mind you. All you did was shamelessly hang there, spouting out the vilest descriptions of your true dreams. Not that I heard any, nor that you could have been legible to any degree, later on. And it looks like there's plenty left in that bladder of yours."
As his hands caressed her midriff, he wondered.
What's so special about this womb, that she's so adamant of not tainting it? Not even once, did she asked to be touched. Despite her body, the heat, these lips, screaming to be.. Despite her continue to leak still.. Or had she perverted such an ideal into a rare kink. How sinfully delicious.?!
What if this womb is destined for me.? What if I am to seed this insatiable sow to fruition? Why else would a lone-east lander from far, travel across the seas, question his passion, find his faith, learn to accommodate his darkness, and wait all these years, failing to seed even a single womb?
Why else would fate put her here, desperate, helpless and splayed. Those pulsing lips, at the zenith of fertility, yearning to be parted. What is this heat, drawing me so hauntingly.?
He could feel the morbid attraction fizzing right between the tips, her swollen clitoral bud a hair away from his hovering finger. In all his years, he had never felt such an attraction, not emotional, nor sexual, but that sheer magnetism of skin to skin, tip to tip. To let go, and dip in for good. With mind saturated beyond belief, as the clergyman prepared to lean in, plunging right into her, his eyes caught what evaded his senses for so long. A hair away from her pulsing lips, the tip of his own, about to push in. Not a fingertip, but the tip of a pulsing erection. His own erection.
Ishikawa froze like a mere prey. What? When did my breeches get undone? Why didn't I feel myself stroke? How could I do something so rash, so unmindful?!
Horrified at himself, the clergyman stepped back, somehow managing to not trip over his own dropped pants. His hand pulled on the string by accident, tugging it off completely, freeing the swollen womanly bud, as a short high-pitch moan escaped, fitting the training.
"Nnnnngghhhh..!!!"
What strange spell is this, what had bewitched my spirit?! My oath to All-father, my celibacy to the Brethren, my.. My word to Lady Agrafena, to help this wretched mess before. All would have been void, in an instant. You horny sow, you think you are the only chaste one here?! How did you tempt me so good? Me, the Great Erotician of Figushiyama!
He wanted to whip her further, ruin that bliss, but anger wasn't the way, he knew. Besides, there's no telling if she'd enjoy it further. Things were bizarre as it is. Oh, wait. I get it.
May be it's not mere teasing, nor taunting that aroused her. May be it's the torturous edging itself, that she found pleasure in. May be she revels in denying herself. Maybe making her cum is how you get a grip on this. Or better, making her beg, for you to let. Edge her beyond comprehension, that she begs you to push harder, to take her over the edge.
Yes, I think I'd like that. Everything so far had been directed, and performative. I'd like to see her squirm in desperation, begging for a true release. Thinking I'll keep denying, so she can revel further on edge. And when she least expects, I shall shove that orgasm down her throat!
That's an odd phrasing.
The clergyman took a pause. Shove an orgasm, down a throat?! Oh, bitch! He pulled his hand away, realizing he had been squeezing his hard-on again. Why did you do that man? Just stop. And go tame the bitch, will you?
He stood there looking at her splayed legs. She needs be freed, free enough that her body misses the rope. She needs a better posture. Kicking away his shriveled breech to the corner, Ishikawa quickly walked up, and spun her around after removing the nose-hook. He released her writs and re-adjusted the harness to match the new center of gravity, as her arms hung limp. Roping a simple hip harness, locking the knots tight, he spun her back to face him, and proceeded to free her thighs.
All that fat and she still weighs so less. God, this is just a girl.! Her bones haven't gotten heavy yet. And look at that smooth knee-cap.
He effortlessly lifted both her knee-folds, bringing her thighs parallel to the torso, squishing her bosoms. Careful not to look at her face, he put both shins over his shoulder, feeling his fading erection wake, as it grazed against her nether. Shaking of the bliss, he gripped both her wrists, and quickly stepped back, while bringing the hands up.
Finally he held her from the side, almost like a bear-hug, lifted the bulk of her weight up, and tilted her backwards a couple degrees, before dropping back down. A few more adjustments, and now she looked as if lying in a craddle, wrapped around in ropes. Cradlede from the ceiling by her torso, balanced at hips, while her hands hugged her thighs deep into her chest. Leaving her shin splayed awkwardly, and her bottom holes open, and vulnerable. The clergyman said.
"Poppet, wake up. POPPET!"
"HUH?! Yes potep cumply.. Puph.. Poppet complies.."
Hmm.. Even exhausted, she remembered.. And not just the words, the voice as well.
Grinning wide, he felt confident. The toy is near-broken. Is this even necessary?!
But the strange pull on his pecker remained a mystery. Was it him losing touch? Or truly the effect of this sow? Needs be checked. Also, something deep in him itched as well. To hear her admit defeat, to pleasure. In that girly squeal, as truthful as it can be. He informed.



"Time for reward! Poppet did good today, so poppet gets to cum. Would you like that?"
In that marked indifference, she said for the umpteenth time.
"Poppet.. complieess.."
Maybe just shut her up. The replies aren't fun in without the proper spirit.
"That's it huh? How pathetically predictable are you lot?! When reduced to the basal biological drive, you can't help but take refuge in mindless bliss. Your innate addiction. You simple-minded sybiatric swine, you.."
What, does that even mean? Elanor couldn't tell. Her mind had gone so far beyond, that complexities no more registered. She needed, NEEDED, short simple directions. Delivered in a commanding tone, so she knew deep down to not focus, but simply comply. Like FETCH, or STAY, or JUMP. She needed the comfort of being told, as her body stayed limp, her chest still heaving, inching towards a slow recovery. Not her wildest dreams revealed to her, that mindless obedience could be so fulfilling. She didn't dwell on that thought. She couldn't, anymore.
She needs be told. And she craved to please. Grabbing the jawline, he forced open her mouth.
"Nice set of teeth, Poppet. Now bite on, and don't drop, okay?"
Ishikawa took a bundle of her damp disheveled hair, and used it like a mouth gag.
That's an impressively healthy hair, to stay so smooth, even with all the sweat and dirt. And now you are munching on it. As Elanor bit down, like a mindless slave, Ishikawa reminded.
"Do not drop! And if you want to cum, ask for permission. Beg, till I let. Okay Poppet?"
His sounds made no sense, but her body knew the expected response. The Queen nodded like a puppy, as all signs of priesthood vacated his face. I'm going to enjoy this.
With all the constant tugging on her clit and nipples, the Queen had done a thorough job of keeping her arousal on edge. It truly didn't take any work at all, for the juices to start flowing again, as the clergyman fingered her slit expertly. Elanor showed remarkable restraint given the build-up, but she could not have been more transparent, especially to his seasoned eyes.
"I know you are right there, Poppet. Just ask, and its yours.."
"Mmmngh.... Haanhg.."
Grunting through her teeth, the Queen began to reciprocate, bucking her pelvis to match his speed. Fucking back his fingers, literally, her teeth digging further in, spittle drooling down the corners, eyes rolled back to her skull. She didn't looked royal at all. Feral maybe, as her body spasmed.
"No cheating Poppet. Just beg, and you shall receive.."
Ishikawa smirked on, reducing the speed of his digital flexion, so she had to work harder, if not beg, to maintain the edge.
"Hngrrrrrr...Hmmmmmsssss"
Her forceful exhale sounded like a mix of primal growl and sensual purr. The clergyman shook his head in elation, knowing what it meant.
"You are bound, Poppet. At my mercy. Sneering wont help cum, believe me. Begging might, though its no promise.."
Beads of sweat dribbled down her forehead, mixing with tears, running down the already disturbed mascara. A sight of rare beauty he missed, since he avoided looking at her face on purpose. But the increasing tightness of her forearms, digging the thighs further and further in, torturing her own breasts, as she curled up in mid-air. This was visual poetry to the expert erotician, as he continued the toying.
"What you don't want to beg? Huh, you don't like cumming.?! Alright."
A cry of desperation emerged right from her core, as she felt his fingers leave her snatch. The vacuum of it, utterly unbearable. Her lips quivered, eyes begged, while hanging there reeking of sweat and sex.
Taking a step back, the clergyman said. His fingertip hovering over as before.
"Just ask."
Elanor wondered what stopped her from begging. Her actions didn't seem even voluntary anymore. Her teeth wont unclench, her throat wont relax, and her mind just couldn't make up a decision. It was a chaos, of wants and needs. Drive and desire. For what though?
I don't know. Not anymore.
That much was clear to her, in the fog of it all.
So she stayed still.
Ishikawa stroked playfully, the very border of her slippery lip, at a tortuously sluggish pace. He said.
"It's okay Poppet. Cumming means it ends, and you'd rather stay on it, right.? Yeah, you aren't such a mystery. Not this body, at least.. And guess what?! The orgasm wasn't to reward you anyhow. Rather it is the punishment.!"
Ishikawa closed their distance before the sound hit her ears, his slimy fingertips diving past her swollen lips. He gave it his much mastered move, delivered like a lightning strike, his hand slipping in-out and repeat in quick succession. Five swift shuffles in a row, as her nether lips struggled to suck on to it, with her whole body convulsing.
A cry of release leaked out the corner of her clenched teeth, through her spit-soaked auburn mess, as she felt his hand leave for good. Stepping away he smeared the sexual secretions alongside her right under-thigh, giving a gentle push to her flailing shin. With the mischief of a horny teenager in his smile, he watched on stepping back, as the naked Queen spun around, knowingly full well what was just on the brink. And he was clearly on point.
The heat reached its zenith, and her mouth unclenched, dropping her slime-soaked bundle of auburn down her cleavage, where most her sweat and spittle had pulled up. Her nails dug into the fleshy under-thighs, toes curled up, and both the shins flayed like twigs in a storm, when the dam finally broke.
All this happened in the blink of an eye, from the clergyman's expert shuffle, to him backing away. And her sexual energy heating up that core, rushed out in unison, right out her nether. And alongside it, all the fluid in her bladder. And with his calculated push, Elanor began spinning around, like a twisted swing, round and round. The bliss in her heart, fog of lust in her mind, all swirling around, as she spun and spun. All the while squirting out an unending stream, of piddle scented with feminine arousal, much to the hilarity of the masterful clergyman, a man of true passion, and dedication to his craft.
He watched on for a while, and walked across to get dressed, leaving the desperate Queen to draw circle after circle, on the floor below, with that royal emiction. He could see out the corner of his vision, the addled Queen still spinning, when he was all done. That's a lot of piddle.! He thought as he filled her cup. She needs to stay hydrated. The moment he turned to face her, however, he stopped on his tracks. The cup of water almost slipped off, from the shock of what was before.
The spinning had come to a halt, with her now directly facing him. Her grip had relaxed, but still holding both thighs, in a more open V, than the tight hug from before. The under-thighs still coated with drying piss from the earlier spray, her little belly-button seductively sinking and rising. Her hair now an absolute mess, covering half her face, like an invasive shrub run amuck. The pooled up spittle from earlier had dried down to a thick goop, dribbling down halfway from her cleavage, stopping an inch before her navel hole, where it had dried into thick white patch. Her head hung backward, with lips sealed, in a blissful smile. The deep stench of sweat, piddle and sex strangely suited her state, particularly with her free bosoms now heaving as she breathed.
All of which flew over his head, with his gaze fixated on the one thing that mattered. Her clitoral bud, and her wet bruised nether lips, all pulsing together, like mid-coitus. And her freshly teased anal ring, blooming and puckering, matching the rhythm of her lustful pussy. It moved like a slithering snake, more like a wave, as if anticipating the emergence of something. Reminding him of the countless prolapsed rears forced out of earlier subs, as requested by clients. Only this wasn't forced, nor an anus. This was the lips of her pussy, both outer ansd inner, pouting out and sucking in, without any external stimulation, like a cosmic vortex in an infinite loop. It almost felt hypnotic, the way it moved, her steamy juices wafting off, adding to the effect. As if inviting him, challenging him, if he was game for another go.
The girl rested peaceful, her body hanging limp, yet this nether seemed to possess a mind of its on. And her rear joining in only added to his astonishment. No, that's not it. Not all of it.
He looked up and down, confirming his doubts. Her bobbing naval button, heaving breasts, even the hint of a smile that seemed to have widened, all matched the rhythm of her hungry nether. Even the piddle that dribbled from the cleft. Ishikawa emptied the entire cup down his throat. It did very little for his parched throat.
What am I to make of this?
More importantly,
Why can't I look away?
The was free, covered and standing. And her, bound, battered and bare.
Yet why do I feel so naked?
Why wont my feet listen, and stay?
Why did my knees crumble?
Why does it compel me..?
To worship.
**
*
The heavy chamber door opened and closed, the irritating creak making Bella turn and look.
Seems he's done for the day.
She stood up and waited patiently for the clergyman to approach. Something felt off, as Ishikawa walked towards her. Like he was too spent, not just physically, but cognitively. Especially the way his eyes stayed unfocused. He asked, his voice coarse.
"Bella, I respect the deal we have, and I understand you wouldn't be putting irrational specifications, without good reason. So I'm going to ask this once. Is there anything you are at liberty to divulge, about your client?"
Bella shook her head no. Oh God! This isn't a good sign.
"What about the sub? Her bloodline, her cultural context.. Anything?"
"God! Clergyman, please tell me she's alright."
Bellatrix stepped forward, her voice truly concerened.
"Oh, more than..! She's more than well, she could go on till the rooster wakes. It's me who's struggling?"
Ishikawa walked past her, and slouched by the table. Helping him sit, Bella filled a glass half with strong mead, and handed him.
"Please... Here, sit. Drink this, and take your time.."
The clergyman took slow sips, his gaze still gazing past to the void.
"Would you like something else.?"
"Nope.. No, thank you.."
God! May be I should have knocked. If he's this tired, what state would Her Highness be.
"Shall I go and check on.."
Ishikawa waved off his other palm.
"She's alright, she's resting. Recovering, comforted with bliss.. It's better to not disturb."
"What happened Clergyman.?"
Because somehing definitely did. Something too incredible to ignoire, and too shameful to share. Shameful for an experienced erotician?! What, she's way tougher than you thought? Bella sat down facing him, intruiged.
"I don't think it you'd undrstand Bella. I don't think I could explain it proper even. Not in a rational way.."
"It's okay clergyman, take your time."
Bella poured a little more to his glass. Taking a sip, he said.
"Okay, let me try this way.. There's a concept called Smeritia, a very ancient word, a lost symbol in fact. It's the root word of infamous Smeriga, the lure of the beast, from the Orcan lore. Its meaning, it roughly translate to.. Fire. Potential. It means.. Trouble. An inescapable pull."
"I dont understand. It means fire?"
"It means all those words, Bella! I dont have a better translation. Its a meaning, a sense you imbibe and understand experientially, rather than rationally express. It's an amalgamated qualia. It's roughly what's common in all those things. In potential, in its inescapable pull.. Touble. I can't explain this.."
Okay, what happened in there?! Demura leaned closer, clearly baffled.
"You mean to say Nor.. the girl. Demura! You mean, she's in trouble.?"
"She's the trouble! Nayami wa kanojo no naka ni sonzai suru.. I mean, Kemono ga sunde iru.. How do I explain this..?! "
Oh hell! This isn't the same guy. He needs some rest. I mean, look at his eyes.. Bella eased back, preparing to stand up.
"Clergyman, I believe its best you take a break. You really don't look so.."
"In her. What you said, last time! I thought, you joking. No! Anata wa tadashikatta..Kemono ga sun.. The trouble, she's in.."
"She's in a trouble..?"
Bella asked back, enunciating loudly, much to her surprise. Ishikawa slapped his forehead in frustration.
"The trouble is in her. The thing, the beast, its hunger.. That is real, and it needs an out.. The trouble is.."
Bella's eyes widened at the mention of the beast.
"In her.. Trouble is within her, I get it. I do, you relax, oldman.. Just breathe, a moment."
They both leaned back, and rested for a moment, collecting thoughts, as Bella's fingers figeted with the bottle. What the hell?!
"But what does that mean..? Like what? Early lunacy? Epileptic variant? Some sort of possession, like a spirit.. Or a curse some one put."
Finishing his glass, Ishikawa corrected.
"No no no, spirit I know. This not it."
"What if its a ghost? You are clergyman, you can help, excise.. exkor.."
Why can't I remember that stupid term?!
"Exorcism, yeah I get it. No Bella, there's no ghost. That's not what I meant.."
"What is it then?"
"I'm.. I'm too spend dear, I need to think on it. I need a drink."
Bella sat back up, tilting the bottle comically till his glass nearly spilled.
"Here, drink this. The finest mead in town.! Ordered when I figured you'd take longer.."
Ishikawa showed no restriction as he took a few sips. Exdhaling deeply through mouth, he finally said, his brows frowning.
"I really think its better if we meet in a few days.."
BAM!!
Bellatrix slammed the mead bottle so hard, that the whole table jerked. It also sobered up the clergyman, as she said, her voice a few notches loud and clear than usual.
"Hattori Ishikawa! We have a deal, and I kept my end. I employed you strictly for your expertise. Not your sympathy, nor personal short-comings. I spend the whole afternoon, reading through men twice your age fumble their way through filth to a rare erection, and I'm done with this shit. Now quit fumbling around, and tell it straight! What trouble?"
"Alright.... But I don't know enough, so I reserve the right.."
Filling the spare glass for herself, Bella comanded.
"Just tell.."
"It's.. There's a line from the Holy writ Father Benedictus often quotes.. It goes like, Benison or curse, Bear it with fear... "
"..As fear finds the destined, Thy will be done. I remember that! It's from.. hmm.. Saint Jovial's crypt.!"
Bella leaned in. Growing up in the Church orphanage, she knew all the saints.
"Yes, dear. St. Jovial, the Blessed Dwarf! You remember his story.?"
"Oh Clergyman, there isn't a mother in this kingdom, who forgets to get flowers for his crypt on birthdays. The fated dwarf, who found in the pine forest, a broken wagon upturned.. Blood splashed all over, wounded cries from all around, with an infant safe and sound, sleeping within. The wagon, whose occupants had been brutally mauled in a bear attack. He takes the child, but spots the mad bear, it's mouth bloodied, probably the poor coachman. He runs into the rocks, barely escapes the claws, and wedges himself into the deepest crevice. When the king's men finally slayed the beast, they found the baby safe, in his deep embrace. Turns out the child was the Prince, the sole heir, his uncles and brothers all killed in the tragedy. And the miracle of all.. The crevice in the rock, it was so small and snug, that it could have only fitted the dwarf. Jovial was venerated to Sainthood, the Savior of Infants, and Protector of Royal Bloodline.. "
Ishikawa interjected.
"That's the part they tell the kids. In reality, he had a horrible time. Ridiculed by peers, taunted by children, deserted by father, despised by his mother... He stayed wedged in the rock, for one whole day, and one terrifying night, as the bear stood watch. People heard him scream, but no one came. Its just that dwarf, so why bother. When the guards finally came, the poor man had lost too much blood, and he never made it past the week. Yet, his gravestone reads, As fear finds the destined..."
"Thy will be done, yes yes. I'm aware of that version clergyman. Now what does it have in common with Demura?"
"Well everyone, even Jovial, regarded his condition as a curse. Yet, if not for that gift, we would have lost forever, the continuity of the divine bloodline. Benison ge hex, bear it with fear. Meaning what's given unto you, regardless how it manifests... Be as a blessing, or a curse, treat it with.."
"Fear. I get it."
Bella said, slowly filling his glass again.
"Not fear, not its common parlance. They meant like, the fear of God. Like reverence. Not blind faith and following, but treating it with respect. You may not love it, might not even like it. But it is given unto you. Even in hate its unpleasant manifestations, pay it due respect.. You don't know the whole picture, you may never will. You are ignorant to its potential, its proper place."
Bella understood him, but not how it mattered to the case in point.
What is this, convent class?! I asked about my Queen, and you are an erotician.
"Are we still talking about Demura?"
"Her and what resides within. The beast, as you put it. Her Smeritia. Her inescapable pull."
"And this Smerika is..?"
Bella scratched her head.
"Not Smeriga, that's an orcan variant. Sme-ri-tia.! The potential, that was given unto her."
Grat! This was a mistake.. The man is gone.! Bella finished her drink, and took a moment, whether to pour another one. Whether there was a point, to continuing this now. Maybe ever. She said with her best fake enthusiasm, preparing to get up.
"Yeah... right! Well, you seem tired enough, clergyman. May be it's good if we reconvene, in a week.?!"
"You don't believe me.?!"
There was instant anger and tension, in both his eyes and voice. Bella eased back to her chair, tilting to a corner defensively.
"No, I understand... Its been a long day, I must really get back too."
"You don't have to insult me Lady Agrafena! Just say we're done. Don't disrespect!"
He had never seen him so fired up. Had no idea such a slight suggestion of incompetence was enough to offend him. She yelled back.
"What do you want me to say?! You gave me Smerikka..! And its not even a WORD!!"
"Smer.. mmmhmm.."
Stopping his reply, Ishikawa snatched the bottle and emptied it into his mouth. As Bella sat watching, wide eyed, he opened a new bottle and filled both their glasses, before sitting back down. Taking a long, calming breath, the clergyman said, in his practiced priestly voice.
"I understand your skepticism, believe me. I was way too cocky myself, an hour ago. But this is.. Bella, you weren't there.. You didn't see her... Well, its not like mere seeing does any good. You didn't experience it, the pull. I'm not talking down here, but I know the feminine thirst, like the back of my hand.! Watashi no tenokō no yō ni.. In all my years, she's the only.."
Then it occured to her, that dark thought. Is he hiding something?
"What? Only what?! Wait, you didn't take advantage.."
What is she implying? Ishikawa said sternly, his volume raising incrementally.
"Bella! I know the rules. You know the rules, and for the better part, so does she, it seems.. But this thing, inside of her.. It doesn't care. It knows thirst, it feels hunger, and it has begun to feed.. It's as primordial as it gets.! It doesn't understand chastity. And I highly doubt it'd care.."



"Okay, okay.. But calm down. You don't have to shout.."
"Was I? My apologies.."
Both of them eased back into the seats.
"Let me think, let me think.."
Bella said, taking another sip. Ishikawa observed the girl tried to lift the weight that ws clearly beyond he class. He was truly impressed by her hutzpah from earlier, but alcohol didn't seem to help her situation. The more she thought the more worried her face got. May be we should change the topic. Ishikawa said, with a smile.
"Well, apart from that, the session exceeded my expectations. She was truly responsive. I don't know what went wrong between the two of you before, but I believe she's past it."
"That's.. That's great news. How did she take, to the trigger-words.?"
Bella wiped the sweat off of her forehead. This was her suggestion.
"Well, its too soon to test. Its hard, because the trainees usually remain alert, wanting to please the Mistress, and ends up consciously responding to the trigger call. Which defeats the point. Triggers are meant to work sub-consciously, beyond volition or reason."
"Still, you think it was the right call?"
Bella was worried, especially with the new information. Am I adding to the trouble?
"It was a great call, to start so early. Especially with trigger-words. If this thing, this beast, resides far beneath her conscious sphere, sub-conscious triggers are a good bet, at reining it in. Well, I'm no expert at taming beasts, but I suppose that's where you come in.."
"Oh, belive me Clergyman.. With this beast, we are all amateurs.."
"I could drill in a trigger-word in thirty minutes. She's been at it for two hours. If it was any other girl, I'd be doubtless. But this one. I'd advise against further re-inforcement, for now. Too much can either undo the progress, or spawn up irrevocable results. Give it time, to take root. Again I was careful to not remove her agency. If you say it, she'll feel an urge to respond. But she'll have enough will to resist. It will call upon the instinct, enough to surface, but not enough to act out. But again, it is important that you let it take root proper. Give her time to adjust. Bellatrix, are you certain, that the phrase won't be uttered around her, in normal life.?"
"Believe me Clergyman, I'm absolutely certain."
From the time Ishikawa hinted its possibilities, there's a reason Bella chose this particular trigger-word. Well, it's more of a phrase, a simple question to the ordinary. But to a Queen, it's a phrase one utters, at the cost of their life. The one question, that the true-ruling monarch is answerable to no one. From now on, her very own sexual trigger.
Three basic words.
WHO. ARE. YOU.
As Bella smiled to herself, Ishikawa continued.
"Well, regardless its effectiveness, I can promise you, she'll never forget the names. And the name is what allocates her the position, with respect to say her Mistress, or me. Just as I hoped, she hated the name I picked for her. A little conflict is desirable. She may forget Demura. But Poppet will stick to her, for a long while. What we admit in pain, will always have a firmer grip on us. Regardless the liking."
Ishikawa couldn't disclose to her, his personal touch to the trigger-training, especially in light of what he had just witnessed. At the time he got a bit carried away, relishing at the long-awaited opportunity, to let out the demons that had been troubling his faith. He had always rebelled against rules, and with Bella's adamance about her client's anonimity, the clergyman had to find a way to integrate some obscene name-calling to the training. The additional trigger-word came to being. He wasn't too worried about drilling into her a particular response for the question 'Who's the Poppet?'
But thinking back, it felt like a mistake. No, it's no big deal. There's no circumstance in which she gets called Poppet, and definitely that particular question. As long as we don't re-inforce the trigger, it'll fade on its own.
"For now, everything is within control, Lady Agrafena."
Well, considering the situation, any certainty was appreciated. Bella nodded, remembering the worries from earlier.
"Are we being helpful, then?! Or just fanning the fire?"
"Well, it depends. It's not just her, right? Its a thing of reciprocity. Its like this thing is communicating with you. Laughing, hugging, lashing out.. Only in the language of flesh. Its deeply affective. And you know how emotions can be. It may pull us closer, or push us over."
Bella leaned in, asking.
"Like, if she follows down this path, soon something may push her over the edge?"
"Not quite. I don't think it'll be a push. I think it's more of drawing out. She isn't wired that way, from what I know. This won't be a push, a mental break-down, loosing the mind for good. No.. This is like the tales of Iratsume."
"Oh! That would be..?" Bella sipped again.
"Appologies, Lady. How could I expect off you, to follow eastern myths. It's the classic tale of taming the untameable. Princess Iratsume was a legend, an embodiment of all things feminine, and unreinable. Of insatiable lust, truly beyond comprehension, of even the eldest monks. It's a legend, rightfully exaggerated. Or so I thought, until I saw her do that, your precious Poppet, that is.."
Oh dear! Bella noticed his face. He almost looked aged and exhausted, more so that his usual sagely-self. As Ishikawa took a moment, catching the breath, Bella asked.
"Just entertain me, for a moment. Apart from the Smeritia, what else could have caused this?"
"Let's say I was way off.. Even if I am to concede, you must know. Her capacity to resist an orgasmic release, to stay on edge, is beyond what I've seen. Truly miraculous, for an uninitiated. Lady Agrafena, I wasn't always an old man, I've seen a lot, if not all. Or, I so thought.. If it eases your mind, this is not your doing. I don't even think it's generational, nor a basal urge. This rings more.. Destined, if you believe such things."
"But.."
Remembering the rumours, from the gossiping maids, of the proclivity for the lasvicious in Elanor's family, be it her popular sister, or her mother, Queen Esmeralda herself in her haydays, Bella asked.
"Couldn't such tastes be.. hereditary? The cost of repression even..?"
"The repressed won't resist this strong. Not my fingers, hehe.. hmm.. sorry abut that.. But no, this isn't repression. And to talk about bloodline.. Bella, I'm afraid it isn't the kind of gift that replenishes bloodlines. The kind of lust that breeds sluts, this ain't it. By all accounts, such lust should drain to the detriment, self-destructive even. Yet she doesn't tire, not that spirit, if you could call it as such.. Nor does it surrender. This submissive of yours, well, first of all, that is no submissive. Obedient maybe, but those are not the same thing, at all. My point being.. Either she's fated to stay a slave, to this inhabiting force, this primordial carnality. This beast. Or.."
"Or ELSE..??"
Bella needed a proper out. A glimmer of hope at least. She wasn't having it, with her Queen slaving away to the shameful.
"Or.. It's a longshot, but it's the kind of lust that one transcends by careful integration. If fate wills so."
"Integration..?! You mean it can be tamed..?!"
"Not tamed, but integrated. Well, it isn't wrong to call it taming oneself. I mean extremely, careful integration. Again, Benison or hex, bear it with fear. Approach it with sufficient reverence. Through trials and errors, making an embodied link, to one's true self. And I repeat. Only, if fate wills so.."
Finishing the drink, Bella cleared her throat.
"Well, thank you clergyman. But with all due respect, I was hoping for something more scientific, and less superstitious."
The irony of it hit her as soon as she said the words. Ishikawa smiled at it, and replied.
"There is a limit, even to my knowledge, I'm afraid. I'm not bailing, I'll be of service, so long as you'll have me. But if the beast snaps, and takes the rein. She'll need you to step in. Again, these are just my observations. Opinions rooted in experience, but opinions nonetheless."
Bellatrix bowed farewell to the clergyman, and returned to her Queen. Thankfully the clergyman had taken an effort to cover her state, a cloth over her chest, and a fresh loin-cloth. Her skin too looked recently wiped, barring the hickies left all over her torso, by the pegs. Bella truly appreciated not having to witness her Queen in some terrible state of obscene.
Elanor seemed to be in a deeply restful sleep, a hint of smile on her lips. A result of satiation. Or tranquility? She couldn't tell. For a moment she wanted to leave the Queen be. Afterall, it was in search of the same peace, that she had to go to such extremes. But they were already running late. The ropes had been cutting into her flesh for quite a while, and prolonging it didn't seem healthy. Besides, the room required a quick wipe down, though she had no clue what to do about the drenched carpet beneath. Taking the brunt of weight on to herself, lifting the Queen to untie the core-knot, Bella couldn't help but whisper.
"What all must I do, in your service, my Queen.?"
Elanor mumbled back something in her stupor, which Bella had no doubt was sound and hilarious, if only legible. She replied.
"Sure, sure, Nora. That, and more.. I've no doubt.!"
***
**
*
Royal Dealings
Three weeks later. In the inner court of Wolkenshire.
"With all due respect, Sir Grinwald, I don't think so. We may fare poorly against a political maverick such as you, but I find it insulting that you think we can't see past such hypocrisy."
The hypocrisy wasn't lost on Grinwald, as he maintained his cool at the uncharacteristic outburst from the young Viscount. After all, it had hardly been a decade, Grinwald turning a blind-eye to the treatment of the herdsmen-tribes by the royal guards, all for sake of the King, Barthomius Senior, and his old-grudge with the Ratchetty clan-head. Only this time, he wasn't being hypocritical. This time the order came from the true-ruling monarch, the Great Chaste herself. So he genuinely urged for the cooperation of all Lords-in-charge, for an immediate peaceful resolution.
However the hot-headed Lord Klavin, the youngest of the three Viscounts present wasn't having it. And knowing the history, the Archminister couldn't blame him. Klavin had grown up watching his predecessor, his father plead at both the Minister, and the King himself, to intervene. Not to mention the vast wealth lost in business opportunities, in the absence of peace amidst the herdsmen. Ignoring the Viscounts, and the Earl, Grinwald looked directly at the Duke of Laudville, Lord Dermowth. The only person capable of reining in these opportunists, especially the young Klavin. The Duke, who maintained a strategic silence.
What's his play? Why the hard-bargain? What does it take, for his compliance??.
Grinwald couldn't tell.
"Please be considerate, Lord Klavin. Wouldn't it be wise to quell it amicably, at the earliest? Considering Her Highness giving her blessings, not to mention her allowance for the Deznian troops, to pass through the herdsmen territory, a swifter alternative to the original military path."
The lords turned in unison, exclaimed at the one who said. The Duke made no efforts to hide his smirk of hilarity, as Grinwald turned visibly red, his glare piercing the one who just spoke. It was a young commander, filling in for General Scarlin, recently promoted second-in-command of the espionage wing. A promotion that was clearly not by merit, for it wasn't the most opportune moment to disclose that information, not to mention his inability to read the room.
Who the hell is that imbecile, and where is Scarlin?
Grinwald fumed within, as he thought up ways to salvage the situation. The cronyism that plagued the royal administration now and then, had always been a constant source of irritation to the Archminister, but this was far grave an act of idiocy he had come across. The other Viscount jumped at the opportunity.
"So the rumors are true! It's that Deznian log-head and his men taking charge instead. No wonder General Scarlin bailed, how could he face us.?! The shame! And to replace him, with General Radoslov, for heaven's sake.!? Is she committed, the Great Queen? To the idea that no men are left in Wolkenshire.? That we are all frail little excuses sucking at the teet, as she arranges for men from the rest of lands, to spill the rightful blood. It's our right to fight for our kin, to avenge our True Great King. By blood and valor! Instead we cower behind Radoslav.?!! How disgraceful!"
Not even hiding his contempt, Klavin added.
"That's not all, Lord. It's much graver a sham, you see. A peaceful resolution, for the sake of the subjects, was not the primary objective. But the arrogance to keeping her word to that warring philanderer! The conflict needs be resolved at the earliest, because Her Highness can't afford any incidents, between the Deznians and the tribes. After all those brutal sufferings under the guards of Barthomius Senior, you think the herdsmen will respond kindly to any approaching troops, Deznian or otherwise?? Or is it just coincidences again, Archminister? What does Her Highness have to say about that?"
"You may ask yourself, Viscount." Grinwald stood up noticing the guards moving outside.
As doors opened wide, and the herald announced out loud, in walked the Queen. As the whole room bowed, Elanor calmly walked towards her royal seat, studying the room. Something didn't seem right, she realized as she gestured them to sit. Grinwald lacked his staple overbearing confidence. Meaning, someone might have lashed out at the hypocrisy, someone with such just anger that even the Archminister couldn't read some sense into him. Elanor's eyes roamed over the faces, slowly lowering herself into the seat-cushion, as the men stood waiting respectfully for the lady, and the Queen, to sit down.
The Duke of Laudville, with his ever-subtle confidence. He's in control, and may very well be the key to this whole thing, but it's not him that's bothering Grinwald. The rest of them looked absolutely taken aback by my sudden appearance, and they couldn't be more than mere pawns in the larger scheme. And where is Scarlin?
As soon as she sat down, Elanor got her answer, the trouble-maker amongst the noblemen. When the rest delayed themselves by a tiny moment, for the Archminister to sit down first, the young one standing third to the Duke, almost dropped himself down to the seat.
So it is you, Lord Klavin. The one who needs be put in place. Worry not, I shall.
Elanor signaled to continue, as she leaned back and listened to the argumentation, between Grinwald and Cyrian on one side, and the viscounts on the other. Elanor was no stranger to the dirtier rungs of politics, and knew well by now that, regardless the merit, the arguments themselves were mere talking points, and clearly for political posturing. A disgraceful facade, part and parcel of such discourses. Their minds had already been made up. Her focus however was on the Duke of Laudville.
Lord Dermowth who was clearly unprepared for the Queen's sudden appearance, had a hard time listening to the back and forth. He was more than confident about dealing with Grinwald, considering their long history of intellectual-rivalry, but the true-ruling monarch?! Besides, this was the first time he was granted an audience with the Queen, blindsided as it was. And he knew how first- impressions could be the bedrock of all their future dealings. He knew what he wanted out of the hard-bargain, and how outrageous an ask it was, if not for his leverage on the situation. But bargaining with the Archminister is one thing. Bargaining with the royal throne?! There was no shortage of skulls littering the crypts, of the ones who dared. The Duke struggled to force out a smile every time his gaze crossed the Queen's, especially with the sweat beading around his forehead.
"Archminister.." Elanor interjected, "Where's General Scarlin?"
Grinwald nodded at the Commander. Cyrian replied on cue, with a slight shiver in his voice.
"Her Highness, the General insisted I come instead. He thinks I'm better equipped in discussing his current concern."
"Go on, commander. I hope this isn't with regards to the troop movements. Scarlin knows that's not up for discussion."
"It isn't. Highness, I'm here to implore you for stringent action, about the recent reports on conspiratorial movements in the Kingdom."
"This again?! The 'Order of Swords', right? I read the reports, Commander. Quite a short read, choke-full of unsubstantiated claims, and wild theories. Are you telling me there is new, credible information?"
"With your permission, Highness.."
Cyrian stood up, to elaborate on his concerns and findings, as the viscounts wondered about the sudden shift in topic. It wasn't like the prior issue was anywhere near a resolution. Elanor feigned interest, while observing the rest through her peripheral vision, especially the Duke. Despite the commander's enthusiasm, Elanor knew very well that the Order had ceased being a major threat long ago. Right now her priority was re-establishing peace to a very troubled sect of her kingdom. As the noblemen struggled to sit through, they failed to notice a servant silently walk up, with a message for the Duke.
Lord Dermowth was known for his immaculate poker-face, a skill that had helped him in countless heated debates and negotiations, even against the Archminister. But even the Duke couldn't help as his eyes widened in astonishment, reading the title of the message. Composing himself, Dermowth read through, with extreme care. Thankfully they were all still listening to the Commander drone on. Looking down, he reconfirmed what was written on the paper. In his hands, was the reason for his hard-bargain, the exclusive import licensing of exotic spices leased to his family for the next fifty years.
Is this an appeasement from Grinwald?! If so, the old man is losing touch. I'd have done it for twenty. But fifty years.. Does the ministerial wing even have authority for such large time-frames.? Oh, wait..
Looking down he suddenly noticed. The seal of approval. It wasn't from Archminister. It was a royal seal.
A gift. A deal, and debt. The final word.
From the Great Chaste herself!
The letter almost slipped out of his trembling hands, as Dermowth looked up. The Queen locked onto his eyes. Without an utterance, he got the message.
Have, and be thankful!
Well, he couldn't have been more grateful. Yet, it felt oddly threatening, the way her gaze lingered a bit longer past comfort. The intensity that flashed, unlike any royal dames he had come across.
Was it actually a gift? Or was she telling, swallow and comply?! He couldn't tell.
But for the legacy of the Laudville estate, the Duke could not have been more grateful. Elanor shifted her attention to Cyrian, cutting short his speech.
"I've heard enough Commander! More rumors and theories. Mostly prejudices."
"I disagree, Highness. Respectfully, it's circumstantial evidence, not prejudice."
Hmm..! Some push back.?! It didn't seem like he had it in. Elanor said, in amusement.
"Tell me, Commander. How long had you been monitoring the Order?"
"Eighteen months, Highness."
"Describe them? Make it short."
"A bunch of extreme misogynists, hellbent on overthrowing any corrupting feminine influence over the monarchy. A bill that I fear, fits you too well in their eyes, Highness."



Grinwald glared his way, bothered by the implication. Was it audacity, or plain stupidity? Probably the latter. Elanor remained unfazed.
"Isn't that a bit extreme an over-statement, Commander? Not to mention, historically inaccurate. Archminister, why don't you opine? I see more youngblood here than usual. Why don't you refresh for us, with the history.?"
The frustration among the viscounts, especially Lord Klavin, was turning increasingly palpable. Are we to sit through the damn history lesson now..?! What in the hell is going on here?? And why is Duke Dermowth not speaking out.?!
"Well, Cyrian. There are surely elements of deep-rooted misogyny in some of the members, but the Order of Swords, in its inception, was a rebellious yet noble initiative." Archminister started on, clearly jumping at the chance to shut down the stupid bore. Elanor continued to feign interest, but her mind was somewhere else. The next appointment is with Bella, and she was teeming with questions and clarifications, regarding last week's fiasco. Her eyes kept on returning to the distant window, checking if she had come. Grinwald continued.
"Back then, Aetrikus was the leading Kingdom. Calthea and Deznia were still vassal states, fraught with political instability. Drussilla, the Aestrikan Queen, was truly one of a kind. Blessed with all attributes of femininity, an angel that no man could keep their eyes off. Only, her mind was an absolute hell-spawn, for lack of a better word. Long story short, in all ways an ideal feminine shouldn't, she corrupted, not just the kin of the King, but bewitched even the neighboring Kings. There was no man of power, on the lands at the time, pardon the phrase Highness, who experienced her loins, and came out uncorrupted. The whole power dynamics, of troops, of trade, of internal familial feuds, all turned to puppets, at the mercy of her truly dexterous fingers."
To the frustration of the viscounts, the Duke who had been eager to make an impression, added on, out of nowhere.
"True, true, Archminister. But you are missing the point, that made this case so unique. Particularly at the time, bewitchment wasn't that uncommon. Particularly for the princes, constantly getting into duels to impress the maidens, who knew only to look down. Queen Drussilla stands apart, for not the mere superfluous bewitchment. But for what she did with it. Drussilla wasn't aiming at power, or influence, or anything rational. Her motive, her drug, was the act itself. Her cruel, mercurial whims, her momentary pleasures. The pleasure of literally toying with what should stay incorruptible."
"Oh, I remember. Was she the mad queen who dared the heir to the throne, to streak through the church, with nuns praying?" The older viscount inquired, suddenly remembering the tales.
Lord Klavin glared his way. What the hell?! This turned to a story-hour now?? In the Imperial private-court, of all?
"The same one, from the legends, Lord. And thank you, Duke, for the input." Grinwald said, continuing.
"Things were getting dire, tensions rising, trade declining, not to mention the loss of general morale. And ministers truly wished, if she was a simple calculating power-hungry psychopath, with much clearer motives and patterns.. Instead of this creature of pure whim. Increasingly depraved, malevolent whims. We are talking, men fighting men, kin fighting kin, fathers and offsprings, all vying for the warmth of her bed, a glimpse of her smile. All wrapped around her thin long fingers. It was truly godsend, for the time, for a few brave noblemen, to take the initiative, to save the lands from the clutches of this vile soul. Twelve of them, from the noblest families, across Kingdoms.. Men, whose families had been devastated, by the actions of the Queen. They conspired to kidnap, and end the cursed Queen's reign, for good. They formed, the very first, Order of Swords."
"I've heard versions of the story, where they simply left her to die, in the deepest forest up North. Is that true, Sir Grinwald?"
"Who. Fucking. CARES..?!!"
Leaning forward, clutching seat-rails, Klavin almost yelled, his face red and cheeks quivering, in a voice that didn't fit his nobility, certainly not in the presence of his Queen.
"There was once a slut, who couldn't find enough meat to stuff her holes. When lust drove her crazy, instead of whoring the bitch out, a stupid band of puritans kidnapped her, never to be heard again. Moral of the story. Beware of the slut you choose to bed.! Now can we please move on.?!"
There was tense silence that followed, in which the nobleman felt the ground beneath crumble. With fellowmen looking his way, like he's a dead-man. The chamber felt like it could burst aflame any moment. The Queen alone stayed calm, her breath unusualy even. She said.
"Lord Klavin, right.? Viscount of Venmorth, recently returned from war-front after an year. Your wife, Marika, six-months and expecting, I believe?"
"Yes, Highness."
Kalvin replied, sounding sobered real quick. God! Did I just yell?! Elanor continued.
"I understand these new duties can be a bit over-whelming, not to mention the contrast in conduct, compared to your battle camps."
Archminister didn't miss it. The shift in her tone, the intensity of her gaze. That subtle hint, of the Great Chaste's legendary wrath.! Elanor continued.
"If your words fail to fit the decorum of this court, you shall return to the sweet embrace of that promiscuous spouse, safe for all but your tongue. Are we clear?"
The line was drawn, and the whole court stayed, in pin-drop silence. There goes any hopes of negotiation, the viscounts understood. Klavin turned pale, frozen, for all but his quivering lips. And the incredulity in his eyes. It was hard to distinguish what bothered the Viscount the most. Whether finding himself suddenly in bad graces of his Queen, or being put in place by a woman.
The look in him eyes, told Elanor. It was more the latter. Significantly more.
Either way his tongue got the message, as he struggled to avoid his peer's gaze, in shame. Elanor moved on.
"Now, where were we, Commander.. Cyrian..?"
"Symen Cyrian, Her Highness. Junior Commander, Domestic espionage."
"I too am a student of history, Cyrian. I've read countless version of the story of Drusilla, not to mention the downfall of the 'Order' over the decades. You may find it preposterous, but I actually agree with most of their core principles. Blue-blood doesn't immunize one against corruption, especially the ones fated for the throne.. So I get why the nobility may find it necessary to shield the throne against potential threats of degeneracy, not to mention absolute moral capture. Surely I detest the bigotry it helped cultivate over the years. Even then, I find the 'Order' more misguided, than conspiratorial."
"But Highness, you can't seriously think yourself, as immune to their wrath."
"I assure you, Commander. In wrath, they won't match me, not even close. Besides, I don't fit their mold. It is well-known, that I never sought the throne. That the clergy, and the Great Barthomius Senior himself, had to force me into taking charge. I almost returned to Vankenbraum, to grieve in the embrace of my father. It wasn't power that kept me here. I'm sure there are cooler heads, even atop the Order of Swords."
Cyrian stepped forward, arguing further.
"You misinterpret my Queen. It isn't who you are, the character, but what you are. The novel appropriation of a royal position, the throne itself, with zero precedence. A queen as the true ruling monarch.! Not just of Wolkenshire, but the greatest seat of power, in all lands of men. Even Archminister here opposed it staunchly at the time. If a man of sound mind as him can find reason, don't you think, you ought to reconsider the risks?"
Grinwald shot his way a glare. Was it necessary, to bring that up, now?!
Cyrian continued.
"The Order had its origins in rebellion, Highness. Conspiratorial rebellion, against a once beloved Princess, her corrupting influence over the ruling-monarch of the time. Don't you think, the precedence your mere existence puts in place, for potential feminine influence over the matters of administrations.. Don't you think an organization such as the Order of Swords would find it an existential threat.? It's founding purpose, after all?"
He had a point. Elanor asked.
"What do you propose, young Cyrian?"
The nobility chuckled lightly, while staring back at the nervous Commander, which confused the Queen. What Elanor didn't know, was despite his junior post, boyish looks, and mildly effete voice, Cyrian was much older. Having a baby-face hadn't fared well, much of his life, full of mocking remarks and blatant bullying. Hiding the embarrassment, Cyrian continued.
"I believe we should be pro-active my Queen. I believe I had submitted the preliminary notes on my plan.."
Cyrian's eyes roamed around the room, as his words trailed off. Elanor understood his hesitation. He didn't trust the company, enough to share the details of the operation. May be he feared the presence of a sympathizer, a spy even, amongst the young noblemen. Considering most were at the right age, even temperament, for the typical misogynistic ideation.
"The answer is no, Cyrian."
Elanor could see his instant disheartening, at the rejection of a major project he had been working on, probably for months. His reports and plans of action were extremely meticulous, so she knew he had been pretty confident about it. But Elanor had made up her mind as soon as she had discussed the matter with Grinwald a week prior.
"Anything else, Archminister..?"
"That concludes it, Her Highness."
"Keep me in the loop, about the tribesmen. We'll discuss further on Monday. And my noblemen, regardless our differences, I'm open to your concerns. We are in this together. You are welcome join in, should you find it needful."
As the Queen stood up, the men followed suit. Bowing in respect, they began to leave, as Grinwald stayed back. Looking past the men, Elanor smiled seeing the door open, and Bella walking in. Some of the men nodded her way, and one stopped for a moment, and exchanged words. That's Cyrian. Did Bella know him from before?!
"Highness, if I may?"
Elanor looked beside, it was the Archminister.
"The silence from the Duke of Laudville.. Was that..?"
"Bought?!"
Elanor smiled at his questioning face. Grinwald is the brightest mind in her court, and these constant exchanges had rubbed off on her, for the better. She could read him know, his questions, his concerns, from a single look.
"Archminister, your office oversees the licensing regulations. Why is spice-import such a tricky mess?"
The concern on his face only increased, realizing what must have happened.
"Well, it isn't just the expense, the high demand, nor the exotic nature, my Queen. The spice comes in bulk, making it hard to regulate. To top it all, it's a perfect mule. Used to smuggle in all sorts of things. Extremely difficult to check for, without damaging the spice itself. I assume you gave him.."
"How would you have played it?"
There was an amusement in the Queen's voice.
"Well, Highness. Given his leverage, it would've started at twenty-five, I'd push back to ten. Eventually I'd have gotten him to fifteen years, with a few caveats in the license. How much did..?"
"Fifty-years.! Exclusive, with special ministerial caveats."
The glee that escaped her voice ringed foolhardy to him, initially.
"Highness! That's way too.. Is it too late to.."
"Hear me out, Minister." Elanor suppressed a chuckle, seeing the flabbergasted man. Clenching his teeth, in a painfully forced smile, he listened on for the silver lining.
"What's the deeper issue here? The exclusivity of the license? The time-frame? Or the big picture. Potential contraband?! How about losing face before an old intellectual rival?"
It didn't surprise him. The dramatic debates between Grinwald and Dermowth was no secret.
"But Highness, you outright gifted him.."
"Is it a gift though? You taught me the game, Archminister. Remember the Ferioza-deal?"
Grinwald's face lit up in elation, almost instantly. His eyes proud, yet in disbelief.
Ferioza-deal. The project they tackled together, following the coronation. The one where Elanor got to see the political maverick in him, at work, the way he outmaneuvered the negotiations. And the reference made Grinwald see, what was clear to his Queen, the whole while. Had the Duke forced the deal out of Grinwald, that immunizes him from accusations of misuse. If Archminister had gifted the license, his office would be caught up in a dilemma, every time they had to inspect the import operations. With Grinwald himself sanctioning, any hint of illegal activity with the imports, and associated corruption, would only help paint the Archminister alongside the accused Duke. Giving additional leverage for Dermowth to play fast and loose. But not, if it's gifted by the true-ruling monarch herself. A blessing of trust.
One that he couldn't refuse. And that binds him to behave responsibly, with zero sway over the ministerial branch. Shifting the leverage to Grinwald's office, in increased scrutiny if necessary. The Duke will surely earn a fortune, and prosper over-time. But not through any unlawful means. Grinwald was beaming with pride, at his unofficial student.
"Highness! Oh, that's brilliant! That's just so brilliant..! I feel so proud.."
Elanor didn't realize, but she was giggling and shaking like a little kid, enjoying the heartfelt praise from a tutor. Being a student always felt natural to her. Nodding back, she said.
"I'm afraid I'm late for my next appointment. We'll talk later, Archminister."
As he walked out, Bellatrix made her way. The Queen stood facing the other way, admiring a large marouflage covering the entire high wall. The well-crafted mural depicted an old general looking over the hillside, as his men fought valiantly beneath. Next to him, on her knees, was a weeping maiden. And in her embrace, a fresh cold corpse of a soldier, clearly too young for battle, his eyes closed as if in a blissful stupor. His blood, drenching the maid's gown. His bloodied hand gripping the stoic General's boot. It was a lot of blues and greys, with intricate brush-work of a surprising degree of detail, if you were to take a closer look. Elanor often spend time studying the layers of it, after her most heated sessions in the inner-court. There was a certain calming sensibility to it, despite all the carnage depicted.
Like her Papa used to say. Peace is balanced with red.
"Highness."
"Demura.."
Elanor acknowledged, her gaze still transfixed on the maid in the mural.
"A bit too gloomy, isn't it.?! Should I commission for something brighter, and eventful, Highness.?"
Elanor's eyes almost popped dumbfounded. She knew Bella was trying to cheer up her friend. But.. More eventful than the Second Rekkan Battle, one of the absolute bloodiest.?! Not to mention her idea, of painting over one of the last royal commissions fullfiled by the great artist Greccon. Suppressing her smirk, the Queen turned to Bella.
"What do you think of Greccon??"
"Umm.. I thought Highness wanted an update on Jokshun. I can ask around for this Greccon fellow if.."
Elanor walk past her towards the window, shaking her head.
Some Horse Whisperer, oh mine.! She can read beasts and men, like the back of her palm, yet art has no effect on her. My my..
Greccon was a revolutionary voice in the art-world, when Elanor was growing up. His approach to the canvas, and the stories he told through splashes and strokes, putting him a class apart from all his contemporaries. Establishing a new way of seeing, a school of painting of his own, in his prime. Interested in arts from a young age, and brought up to appreciate all kinds of beauty like a princess should, it was Elanor's dream to have a portrait done by him. After meeting Barthomius, she altered it, to having a wedding portrait, in that unique Greccon style. No one, not even his best students, came closer to capturing life in its fullest, like he did. A dream that remained so, due to his ailments of age.
Elanor knew it was wrong of her to look down on Bella, for her lack of awareness. The truth is, apart from the nobility, no one truly cared about who painted what, or who wrote which song. Painting never had any mass appeal, unlike a singing bard in the taverns, or a theater performer in the market square. Besides, Greccon never indulged in populist appeal in the first place. He was the kind of fine wine, which required true class and sophistication, to learn to appreciate even.
"How's your health, Highness.?"
"The sore-throat subsided yesterday. I'd say its perfect." Elanor said, stroking her neck.
"I meant to ask you last session. In fact I meant to ask, after the first time at Heavensworth. What do you see happening?"
Bella squinted her eyes.
"Highness, could you be.. Could you phrase it differently?"
"What's his assessment, the clergyman? Rather, what's yours? You've had time to reflect, on what you guys discussed. So, what do you think it's going to be? Self-integration, or me slaving away to this beast within?"
Bella almost didn't get the reference. Elanor was talking about the Clergyman's final remarks from the first session. Of the nature of her condition. Bella couldn't believe the exhausted, sleepy Queen bound in the next room overheard their conversation.
"Highness, how did you?"
She wasn't supposed to hear that. Oh no..
Elanor smiled calmly.
"You can't train me to perfect my hearing for hours and expect to not eavesdrop, Bella. The clergyman forgot to close the door properly. I didn't hear it all.. But enough to know this runs deep."
Bella had no real answers yet. She's in the dark for know, but she hadn't lost hope. Even if she didn't tell it, Elanor could read it on her face. May be I shouldn't push her for now? She'll figure it out, just give her some time. The Queen changed the topic.
"What's that in the satchel, Bella?"
"Oh, it can wait, Highness. First, about Jokshun."
"Yes, give me the good news."
"Well the good news is, our man Finoch is positive he's a good-natured simpleton."
Elanor exhaled deeply, her fingers massaging the brows to relieve the anxiety.
"That's.. Thank you Bella. I mean.."
Bella nodded along. She knew, if there were any reason to stay suspicious, the Queen would have some harsh cold decisions to make. It is incompetent upon the true-ruling monarch, to keep the symbolic feminine unsullied.
"But I thought it was impossible to know for sure, by Finoch's methods."
"Highness, surety is beyond us. What he offered is a healthy degree of certainty."
"A healthy degree will do. How certain are we talking? Ninety-ten? Eighty-twenty?"
"Its sixty-forty, Highness.."
"Bella..!"
This is unacceptable. Sixty-forty isn't a comfortable odd to rest the good name of the throne. Even eighty-twenty was me being lenient. Elanor was fuming within.
"Some spy he turned out to be.?! Tell me you have something better in mind.."
"Well, there's a way to know, I think. But.."
"But what?"
There was a moment of silence, an avoidance of gaze, which in itself slipped up the answer.
"Oh, you dont mean.." Elanor rolled her eyes, backing away.
"I'm afraid so, my Queen. Its either that, or we call in the torturers.."
The Queen walked back and forth furiously, her chest heaving.
"Fine by me..! What do I care? He's a mere servant. A good, loyal, grateful servant.. Oh hell Bella!"
Elanor quieted down, as Tabitha entered the chamber from a corner. Bella saw the maid approach alongside the long hallway, and gripped her satchel. She said, in a low voice.



"On a different note Highness.. Could you please take a moment, and study her face properly."
Seriously, what's this now? Elanor continued to look out the window, as the maid approached. She didn't need to study Tabitha's face. She remembered it well enough. From her incident in the Summer Castle, back when Barthomius had mischievously trapped her within that mirror-cabinet, in her birthday suit. To this day she remembered that smirk of utter contempt in Tabitha's face, as she looked her way. Surely the maid had no way of seeing Elanor's condition, as it was a two-way mirror. Still, that gaze.. It felt like it pierced right through to her soul. No, her absolute shame. To this day, it was hard for Elanor to stay focused any moment their gaze met.
"Highness, there's a message from Commander Cyrian." Tabitha bowed.
"Who?"
Elanor gazed right into the head maid's visage, studying every wrinkle and fold, like she was observing a royal portrait. Bella, sometimes you don't make any sense, at all..
"One Symen Cyrian, Highness, from Domestic Espionage.."
Oh, Commander Baby-face. Scarlin's pet. What's it now? Didn't I just dismiss him??
"Is it something urgent? To be sealed, or signed?"
"No Highness. I was told it's simply a note of appreciation."
"Well.." Elanor talked slowly, studying the maid's face thoroughly. Opening the envelope she quickly read through.
- - - - - - -
Highness,
I just got confirmation that the Order of Swords will be gathering around this week. The latest intel suggests it will be hosted by General Glevius Tarquin, in his place by the Carmine falls. The Brestfield Manor. I've informed operations of your decision., to stick to surveillance. If Highness would reconsider, please note that I've maintained an elite squad ready to dispatch at your word.
Sincerely,
Cyrian.
- - - - - - -
Elanor chuckled as the other two stood around confused. Brestfield.?! That a typo? What an unfortunate name.. She handed back the note.
"Just keep it by the table, Tabitha. That will be all."
As the maid left, Bella took out of her satchel an old portrait. Her face had an enthusiastic smile, quite child-like.
"Do you recognize her, Highness?"
"Of course, Queen Claudia the Second. What a nice portrait.!"
What she truly recognized first was the brush strokes. Not just the intricate detail of each hair-strand, but the mixture of yellow, and black, and red, and brown strokes, done in such a perfect balance as to form the gestalt of unique bright ginger hair the late Queen was famous for. The painting itself, without a doubt, an early Greccon. Way before he had perfected his technique, yet unmistakable to the trained eye.
"She's was the most beloved Queen of her time. A distant cousin of my Great Grandmother. Her fashion sense, the talk of the town, or so I heard. She was the first to popularize contrasting eye shadow. And one of the very few to successfully pull-off the look. A natural ginger, yet she always wore deep black eye shadows. From her defined eagle-brows, to eye-liner, to that audaciously thick lashes. And best of all, she knew how to carry it. What's your point, Bella?"
"Highness you are familiar with Decoy Protocol, right?" That strange glee was back on her face.
There she goes again.. Elanor gasped, leaning against the window, and nodded.
"Well, when we were stuck in the surveillance pod, I had a lot of time. So I delved deep into the archival files that Roussetta gave. And there I found files on, hear this, X-Decoy Project.! So what they do is.."
"Bella, Bella.. Stop."
Elanor said smiling, as she shook her friend's shoulders.
"You have to stop jumping around. Resolve one topic, before skipping to the next. We started at Jokshun, then skipped right to Tabitha's face. You pull out this pretty portrait, and now we are discussing Decoy Protocol..?! I'm not the Horse Whisperer, I don't read minds. You have to state it to me with absolute clarity... What's with the Decoy Protocol.?"
"I'm sorry Highness, its just.. Its all very interesting, and exciting, for a commoner like me, you see.. Okay, from the beginning. You know, how the original Decoy Protocol started, right.?"
"Well, in the early days of constant tribal conflict, assassinations were pretty common. When the Kingdoms expanded in power and wealth, so did the competing interests, and the enemies. No one was safe, including the King. So the intelligence-wing at the time devised the Decoy Protocol, basically searching the land far and wide, for doppelgangers of royal heads. What we now call, the body doubles."
Bella nodded along, and asked.
"But how does it apply to the royal ladies. And I mean why.? What possible reason could there be, to find the look-alike of a Queen?"
"Well, the assassinations weren't anything surgical as we know today. Most of them were massacres, slaying the Queens alongside, so.."
"In the beginning, yes. But not once the dust started settling. Not once the Kings and chiefs wised up, right?"
Elanor looked back at the portrait. She had some sense, but it was one of those truths you wished to avoid.
"Bella, you don't mean."
"Unfortunately yes, my Queen. It wasn't uncommon for the King's to solve conflicts through marriage, or worse. Temporary unions, as they were referred. Offering up their wives to the conqueror's harem, for the greater peace. It was an act of shameful submission for the defeated King. But the treatment of the enemy Queen was far worse that the written records. Fated to remain an object of ridicule and exploitation, at the mercy of any and all men of the enemy court. Property, in the worst sense of the word."
"You mean, they were.."
"They'd never be the same. Even returning a year later, often with a showing belly. And those were the peaceful cases. So it was crucial, finding willing doubles for the royal ladies, to take their place in any unfortunate event. Sullying the royal blood is sinful, after all."
Elanor nodded, remembering the tales from grandmother. How her great predecessors were exploited, and told heart-wrenching tales of unspeakable deeds. But also how it was natural for women to encourage their men, to return the favor, upon the enemy Princesses in their own harem. It was a disturbingly deep grey, which she preferred not remembering, for good reason.
"Yes, such was the Decoy Protocol.. It started dirty. Like the dirt from which things grow. But we outgrow, Bella.! Eventually we do, always. How does it connect to this portrait.?"
Bella replied, animatedly walking back and forth, as the Queen listened.
"It doesn't. But it gets us to the X-Decoy Project."
"Which is..?" Elanor asked, amused by her animated expressions more than the explanation.
"Highness, the Domestic Espionage wing keeps track of the offsprings of all successful body-doubles, even down to third or fourth generation. Especially the ones that share similar facial, or physical resemblance. Not just that, they even employ those ladies. Guess where?"
"Heavensworth Manor?! You mean, like in reputed brothels?"
Where is she going with this? Elanor squinted her yes.
"It's a kink in itself! A genre, if you may. To employ a mistress, a harlot, who looks and acts the part, of the famed Queen from back when.. I mean, imagine.. If you are a Noxtran Prince, who grew up hearing tale after tale, of the Great Noxtran defeat, the the Hands of Wolkenshire, lead by King Lexious.. All the generational shame and trauma. All that rage. Now imagine if you could let it all out, by bedding the very wife of King Lexious. Not just bed, but make her perform the most depraved of kinks, all for the pleasure of you and your kin. Imagine how therapeutic an experience it would be.. A carnal catharsis.!"
"Oh, I believe that was the whole point of the Noxtran Rememberance Day, the communal catharsis. A non-sexualize version, I mean. That aside, are you seriously suggesting we do this already..?! Actually? Does the document have an Imperial seal?"
Elanor was honestly worried for the women, and specifically what the wickedness of certain willing vamps would do to the concept of the divine feminine, not to mention, the role of a queen in the broader public imagination.
"Well its a select niche, but yes.. I mean, I read in the files.. I'm not sure of the seal, but.."
No seal of approval?! By his grace.. A comforting cold spread across the Queen's heart.
"Don't trust the files, Bella. Most of those projects never get green-lit. Probably it was Rousetta messing with you.. What happened to Roussetta, by the way? I mean, she wasn't nearly as mirthy nor verbose this time. She almost looked pale, her eyes conflicted. Like someone had scared off everything good she had in her spirit. You talked to her afterwards..?"
Elanor massaged her throat, remembering the second session from past weekend. She hadn't truly recovered, not mentally. She hated him spending an inordinate amount of time, testing the limits of her throat, and jawline. Once restrained, he used upon her equipment that would fit a barber, a dental practitioner. The mechanical stretching left her feeling like her jaw was loosened enough to bite down a raw pineapple. Which was way less torturous compared to his experimentation with her gag-reflex. By which he meant puke-reflex, something she realized way too late. Unlike the first time, this was more intense, compact session, with little to no exploration of her own pleasure. Unlike her expectation, he never once made her demonstrate her techniques upon his cock. Now that she thought, she didn't remember spotting even a hint of an erection. Huh, that's strange.. A lot felt strange about that day. Including Rousetta's sudden indifference. Bella replied.
"Rousetta kept strangely silent, Highness. Probably trouble at home. But we digress. I understand your skepticism, and I felt it far-fetched too, at the beginning. Okay, look here. The portrait of Queen Claudia. Now.. what do you see..?"
Bella took the letter, folded it into a long strip, and placed it over the portrait, covering it's eyes. Elanor looked down, back at Bella confused, and down again from an angle.
"What do you mean?! It's still the late Queen."
Bella scratched her head, and refolded the paper, before putting it back. Now it covered most of her red hair, the forehead, and the thick black eye-brows and lashes. Elanor looked closely, especially at the hazel eyes. That gaze, with that high cheek-bones. Hmm.. She's almost unrecognizable without her signature thick eye-shadow. Wait, that facial bone-structure, the double chin. Where have I seen it? Oh God! But how..?
Elanor looked up wide eyed, with a ridiculously perplexed smile.
"Don't tell me.."
"Yes Highness. The great granddaughter of one Evana Koshka, the original body-double of the late Great Queen. The Domestic Espionage had been keeping files on her, and her aunt before for decades now. She even works for them, well, for us.. May be a side-mission every now and then. Known to you, as the Head maid of the Royal Castle. Tabitha Yulia Koshka, according to her file."
"Interesting.." Elanor nodded, truly surprised by the maid's versatility. She knew her to have been a favorite of the princes, organizing wild creative parties for them, back in her youth. Well, she's still young. At least that wildness a lot tempered now. She always felt there was more to Tabitha, by her grip on things. But this was truly a surprise to the Queen.
"However we started with Jokshun, Bella. I don't see how Tabitha, or this particular facet of her skill-set, could aid us with the Jokshun-issue."
"Well.. Honestly Highness, it doesn't. I had her pegged for another role, one where her presence would prove instrumental.."
"Role?! I don't understand.."
"Have you forgotten, Highness.? Your main task. With her aid, the next night belongs to Demura.!"
There it was back again, that glimmer of excitement, in Bella's eyes.
Elanor felt a sudden dip in confidence.
What had she been planning, all this while?
And what am I to do, this time?
***
**
*
Decoy for Handlers
Deep down, Jokshun was shaking like a leaf.
Following the two bulking guards along the barrel-vault, their steps clanking loudly on the stone floor, he felt this can't lead to anywhere good. After all, this is how most commoners end up in the dungeons, not truly knowing why, only to face the accusers, and the accusation itself, months later at the trial. He hadn't done wrong to anyone so far, yet he knew such harsh response should only have come upon him, from a displeased nobleman. Yet his wrists were unshackled, which gave him hope. The hope that took a hard hit as they turned the corner, and climbed down the stairs, leading to the undercroft.
Jokshun couldn't figure what might have caused this sudden shift in his fate. Which lord had he disrespected, by the ignorance in his actions. Was it one of the Duchess? Or, the Queen herself?? No, it can't be Her Highness. He was quite sure. Last few weeks had been strange for him. Out of the blue the Head of Households sends him alongside the royal emissary. Though he didn't mind the sudden change, his heart always laid with serving the Queen. He was loyal to his core. And yet? Now he walked, not knowing where the path lead.
"Jokshun, you're here. We've been waiting for you."
Lady Agrafena.! What a relief.. She seemed pleased, meeting him. Or was she simply pleased to what she had in mind, Jokshun couldn't tell. But anything was preferable to imprisonment, so he eagerly followed, with his toothy smile, as the guards stood back. They walked into the main room of the undercroft, the one that seemed to have an infinite array of pillars. Three others were waiting by the doorway, as instructed by Bella it seemed. All bowed to the Head of Households, as custom. Jokshun bowed too, realizing he had forgotten to do so earlier, in the moment's relief.
He recognized Jezeb and Tabitha, but not the third one. Bella smiled his way, and said.
"You must be the young sentry-man Hoyt, from Castle Cloveshire."
"Yes Lady Agrafena. I do not understand why I had been assigned to the Palace for the past week."
"Well your previous commander, the Castle Chief guard spoke highly of you. Not only how you handled an embarrassingly tricky situation in the Castle grounds few months ago. The one that included an elderly intoxicated guest, and what could only be described as a pet. I was impressed by how you managed to not offend the Official, yet adhered to carried out your duty as per the Castle protocols. I'm sure you feared your actions would cost a demotion, or the job itself. Well, worry not. Such commendable conduct is exactly what I wish to reward."
As she finished, Bella shot a disarming look towards Jezeb, whose files where filled with complaints of misconduct. Looking down, struggling to contain his smug smile of irreverence, he scratched his chin. Jezeb was equally puzzled as to why he had been summoned so late. Bella moved on, and the the rest followed into spacious undercroft.
There was a long table, with a deep red drape, and three candelabrum, lighting up most of its vicinity. Soon they sat down, Jokshun noticed in the distance, several silhouettes. Maids, clad in simple white shift, standing in the shadows. They began walking towards, just as Bella signaled. The four servants looked at Bella, confused as what to make of it, or why they had been called upon.
"Relax, none of you are in trouble." Bella said, as she slowly circled the table. "Before we get into the topic, I'd like your help, a discerning fresh set of eyes to be precise, in narrowing down the pool. The one task that has been daunting me, ever since I took charge."
"Please Lady Agrafena.." The new kid urged. "How may we help?"
She gave him a measured smile.
"Well Hoyt, I want you all to help me eliminate the odd ones from these seven. I need to narrow the girls down, to an identical three. I started with twenty good candidates, but now that its down to seven, they all look the same to me. In a shift, that is.."
As the girls stopped, about ten feet from the table, Jokshun saw in the clear light. The maid headdress they all wore, had a sewn-in veil, which obscured all their faces. They were to judge them, strictly based on how they looked in an ordinary shift, with no other context.
"FIVE!"
All looked leftwards, surprised at the sudden shout. It was Tabitha.
"Well guys, lets get this over with quickly, so we can move onto the actual reason why we are here, what-ever that may be.."
She looked up, over her shoulder towards Bella, who had been standing behind.
"The fifth one from the left. She's too skinny by the waist. I suppose this 'post' must be a high-paying one. She managed to slip through so far, but it's too obvious now.. The padding she used so far, to match the shape, its visible through the fabric. If you know what to look for, that is."
Bella smiled and nodded at the girl, who bowed and retreated, by four steps. With the template set, others quickly followed suit. Three and five were eliminated, one for having a thicker neck, and the other for being the tallest of the bunch, by a hair. All of them looked towards Jezeb, the only one left to take a pick. They had been culled too well. With the face covered, they made an identical quadruplet. With a toothy grin, he commanded the four.
"Face your right, please."
The girls followed, like a sense of obedience had been baked into them. Pleased with the sudden response, he sat relaxed, enjoying their curves. Not mere commoners. They all look well-fed. What's this for, the new harem?!
Bella was surprised by him taking something seriously at last. But she knew it was a dead-end. They all looked extremely similar.
"Chin up, hands closed behind. Ready, everyone?"
With the proudest grin, he barked at the eager girls.
"JUMP!"
They complied in unison, as soon as he said. They all hopped, and landed the same time. As he rest looked baffled, he said.
"Number one may leave. Jiggles differently.."
"Sorry..?!"
Bella didn't catch that, as Tabitha face-palmed. Most girls couldn't help but let out a short laugh. The first girl covered her face with both hands, walking back. She wasn't the only one who blushed at the crude delivery. To the still puzzled Bella, Jezeb clarified.
"The fat distribution, Head of Households. Hers is uneven, compared to the rest."
"How preposterous!"
The good church-going Hoyt couldn't contain. Tabitha joined in.
"I'm sure, that wasn't a prerequisite for Lady Agrafena, regardless the task."
"Well, you never know. Lady Agrafena, you asked for aid. This is me being helpful. It's up to you, to find it valuable."
Jezeb leaned back, a little too comfortably. While her head shook in disapproval, Bella said.
"Well, I can't argue, Jezeb. That sure was a fresh perspective. And more importantly, I just wanted a second opinion on my three prime picks. I'm glad that our judgements aligned. Two and Seven, are selected. Please proceed through the left door. The rest of you may exit the same way you came in. Four, you stay."
As the room cleared, Bella walked upfront, facing the servants, as they leaned in wondering what they had in common, that the Head of Households deemed so worthy. Worthy of what, they still didn't know. Tabitha asked.
"Lady Agrafena, this daunting task of yours.. Does this have anything to do with Gertha? I mean, they all looked the part."
"Perceptive as always, Tabitha."
"I don't understand.. You mean the.." Jokshun looked around, baffled.



"The royal-double of course, Jokshun. Also known as, the Decoy protocol. But we are planning to expand the responsibilities.." Now addressing the whole table, Bella continued.
"You remember the assassination attempt at the Deznian King, six years back? The one that happened in the middle of the royal procession, witnessed by hundreds in the capitol. The one that he miraculously escaped, recovering in a matter of days.! Well, that's because the procession was attended by the royal-double in his stead. A perfect look-alike, trained to imitate not just the King's voice, but his public persona as well."
"Wow! Does that mean the double..?"
"He survived. But the internal injuries left him crippled, so unless he's to stay seated, he's never doubling again. But I digress.. The incident, along with the recent reports of conspiratorial movements in certain sects of Wolkenshire, forces us to act smartly. We got lucked out with Gertha, a rare find, not in mere likeness, but her chameleon-like ability to mimic the Queen herself, even vocally. She's expecting, again, so we can't rely on her for an year at least, considering the time required to get back in shape."
"Wait, you mean this girl... She's to be the body-double of Her Highness. Oh god! Should we be gazing her way then, clad in such simple fabric?!"
Jokshun wondered out loud, as Hoyt joined him in averting eyes.
Tabitha stayed indifferent, but Jezeb's pupils visibly dilated. His gazed fixed at the remaining maiden's heaving breasts. She's breathing with her chest, and increasingly so. She's equally blind to these proceedings, she's stressed. Something he found oddly erotic in a woman. Well, minds are of all kinds, including sick. He chuckled to himself. A gesture Bella made a note of, as she explained.
"Gentlemen.! There is a reason, though it may seem to stray from the expected courteous conduct. The reason for summoning you four, specifically. See, the new role requires of the body-double, not just mimicking, but a perfect embodiment of Her Majesty. In all her mannerisms.. From afar, and upclose. Not just in crowds, but in the court itself, if situations deemed so. Three of you have been worked closely with the Queen for almost two years now, some even longer. You know her presence, the effect it has on the common crowd, the sensation it should elicit.. You have experienced her regal eminence, first-hand. And you are her loyal subjects, above all."
Jezeb noticed the girl gulp down at the mention of them 'experiencing first-hand'. Have we met before?
"And sentry-man Hoyt, I greatly value to your sense of duty, even when facing a superior. Such character is a prerequisite, for the role that I envision for all four of you. See, body-doubles are actors, at least in the iteration I intend to utilize. And after a time, they tend to collapse into the feedback, to the role itself, if not the power that comes with it. They act out, overplay, and if left unchecked, make an irreparable mess. Besides, they lack the point of view of a common man, the average audience, if I may. She may observe Her Highness to master certain mannerisms, but she can't stay objective, and stay true to an ongoing performance. Not even Number Four here, is that smart. That's where you come in."
"Excuse me Lady Agrafena.." Hoyt interjected. "You want us to what.. Train her?"
"Not exactly.." Bella smiled and leaned against the table, staring down the leering Jezeb, blocking his view of Number Four.
"I want you, all four of you, to keep her in check. I am given six months to perfect her, and her duties includes not just staying silent in a ceremonial state, but going into complex spaces to negotiate, posing, even acting as Her Highness. Enemy territories, warn-torn regions, places too risky for the true ruling monarch, yet places where her mere presence could sway the power. So her is what's expected of you.."
All four seemed motivated to hear the rest and be helpful, though their true motivations were clearly different. Bella continued.
"Before each of you is a file, detailing your duties. The basic points, the dos and donts. Number Four here is Imperial property. And if you are to say take the job, you'll be personally responsible, not just for her life, but of all things protected by the Royal edict. I'm a little pressed for time, so you may read upon later. The rules are different for each, and same goes for expectations. If you are to say yes, you may take ring attached to the file. Some of you may recognize the insignia."
Bella reached over and opened the long wooden box. It had four thick silver rings, spaced apart for effect.
"The Cross of Absheil.?!"
Hoyt exclaimed, grabbing the closest one, observing it up-close, almost obsessively. Tabitha was intrigued too.
"Really?! I thought it was a myth. Like the King's key!"
"Oh the King's key is a myth.." Tabitha corrected.
This is the Cross of Absheil, the 'open-sesame' ring! Reserved for the specially-privileged, up in the noble-class.. The infamous one, which Duke Murian had used to walk in on his own wife, with the King, sleeping..?"
"Sleeping?! Hell, I heard the King was going at it full with the Duchess, gripping her hair like a horse reining.. Oh sorry, was I being too loud..?!"
Jezeb looked around, unusually concerned. Almost as if to not risk getting kicked out.
"Yes, the same."
Bella interjected, denying him the attention. "Show the ring, and all doors in Wolkenshire will open. All doors with royal guards, that is. You may even walk up to the King's chamber, and demand an audience. The King must let you in, or come out and meet you. Or, in our case, the Queen. But I would advice against, strongly. If the Queen finds your topic unworthy, if its not a true emergency, you may not just lose the privilege, but end up in prison. The ring is never granted to the serving class, not even the Earls for that matter. Meaning, understand the weight of the responsibility. Use it with caution."
"Lady Agrafena.." Jokshun asked, struggling to make sense of the sudden influx of information. "All this power, all this requirements. It's a bit overwhelming. Could you please simplify, and tell it straight. What is expected of us, at the end of the day.?"
"Okay. Simply put, you are to keep her in check. The Royal-double, that is. For the next six months, I'll be managing the royal scheduling such that some times 'Number Four' here will be posing as the Queen. This switch will not be on record, so no one, not the ministers, nor the attendees, not even her own security detail will know in advance. That includes the four of you. It may be Tabitha serving the Royal dinner, Jokshun taking the royal carriage to the Templeton fairs, Jezeb securing her perimeter, or even Hoyt, running into the Queen with an urgent message... None of you will know for sure, if it's the true Great Chaste that you are interacting with."
This is all too astounding! The coachman tried to pacify himself, as his fingers fidgeted with his ring. He felt so relieved, knowing his neck wasn't on the line anymore, as he had feared walking down the undercroft. But it wasn't like these new responsibilities put him necessarily at a spot of comfort. His gaze momentarily locked onto the strange maiden before, like he could almost see her eyes though the mesh-net. Was she shaking? But why?! He couldn't figure, as his digit continued toying the ring. Hoyt cleared the throat and asked.
"How can we be of use, when we don't even know if it's the real Queen?"
"Exactly.." Tabitha added. "And why the four of us, specifically? Jokshun I get, but Jezeb.?! No offense dear.."
"Oh none taken, sweetums. I was wondering the same. Isn't this more Vlazid's cup of tea, Lady Agrafena?"
"Vlazid has too much on his plate already.. Following the schedules, conducting security drills, training in the off-days.. Besides.." Bella stopped herself from saying what she knew. That Vlazid lacked the kind of imagination required for what loomed ahead.
"Unfortunately, Queen Elanor isn't exactly a people-person. You are the best I can think of, amongst the ones that have had close interactions with her consistently. The ones who had a chance to develop a natural baseline, for the Queen's conduct. And Hoyt, your duties had been altered to observe specifically the royal conduct. All the time spend together, all these shared experiences, it invariably had you trained for a visceral recognition, of her Queenly presence. I'm sure, you all have felt the hair of your nape rise in surprise, the moment the Queen walks in unannounced. It's partly because, your body recognizes the alpha of the pack, the rightful Queen in her right mind. This makes you, in my eyes, uniquely qualified, in telling the Queen apart from the double. Even if she's perfectly disguised. It isn't a perfect science, but I believe it's our best shot. We need results."
"So you want us to observe, and report, whether the Queen acts odd.? To spot, if its the double, or the real thing? What is this, a betting game?!" Jezeb wasn't convinced.
"Oh, believe me, it wont be an easy bet. I've trained her well for months. In fact, Number Four had already fooled each of you at least once."
"I don't believe it.." Jokshun exhaled, as Hoyt joined in. "I haven't even met Her Highness, in person.!"
"I think it's possible." Tabitha, the ever-contrarian said, surprising even Bella.
"The past months, I had noticed Her Highness, acting odd, out of character at times. I thought it was the pressure of the throne, not to mention, the loneliness.. But now that I think.."
"See, I told you." Bella jumped in, closing the circle.
"In fact, I'm sure you all have felt it, that gut feeling. Of something not right about the person, even when you are bowing to her. That the true ruling monarch isn't acting like her true alpha-self, this particular time."
"And what if we felt it odd, from now on? Come notify you?!"
"No! This is her training. Number Four's objective is to stay undetected. Regardless the pressure.. So if her cover is blown, she failed. Which makes it your duty, to discipline her well. To teach her well, that she never dares repeat it."
"You can't be seriously suggesting for us to confront in public, and accuse Her Highness of being an imposter. That too, based on a hunch..?" Tabitha sounded highly skeptical.
"Of course not. But if you think it's not the real Queen, all you have to do is, tell her a key-phrase. A question, that no one should dare ask the ruling Queen. Use some discretion, obviously. Her Highness had been notified, so she'll probably ignore you. But if it's the double, she had been trained to respond a certain way. She'll clear the room, and make space for you to.. Well, for you to discipline her, as you see fit."
"What do you mean trained? What if the double ignores us and continues on..?"
"Oh, believe me Jezeb, there are ways of drilling psychological triggers right into your brain. She won't act foul, if she's been correctly spotted. Besides, the final reports come to me, so she knows well enough to not overplay her hand. She'd rather be disciplined by you four together, than spend five minutes with me. Isn't that right, Demura.?"
"Yes Mistress.." Number Four replied coyly.
Demura!
Both Jezeb and Jokshun leaned forward, eyes wide and puzzled. This can't the the same Demura, right? Tabitha wasn't much surprised. After all, this wasn't the first time she had been tasked with overseeing a 'Demura'. Her doubts were different.
"What do you mean discipline?"
"Exactly what it sounds like. Shame is a particular trigger of hers, so I'd lean into it. Pain too. Refer to the guidelines in you file. And of course, use your imagination."
Bella said walking around confidently, seeing most are into the roles by now.
"The ring, the Cross of Absheil, grants you access to even the private royal meetings. So you may walk in and stay, observe the proceedings in silence, unless Her Highness directly asks you to leave. The double knows well, to not to do so. Just do not use it, for a direct audience with the Queen. At that point, even I won't be able to bail you out. The Royal Wrath is infamous, for good reason.!"
The rest nodded, peering into the files.
"Now the success of this project is important to me, so I'm not going to micro-manage your methods. For instance.. Jezeb, I'll be re-assigning your duty to stand guard the arena in the mornings. Be discreet, but watch as Her Highness do the sword-training. Observe and take note of whatever you deem useful for the duty. Be it her attitude, her stance. Even 'jiggle' as you call it."
Bella had no idea how she managed to state it cold, and maintain a straight-face. Jezeb looked like he was having a stroke, and Tabitha too was puzzled by Bella's suggestion.
A royal pass to ogle in public, that too at the ruling monarch.?! Was she serious.?
Thankfully Hoyt and Jokshun where too deep reading through the files, to notice what had just been said. Bella walked around, stopping directly behind the four, her hands resting on the two middle chairs. Leaning forward, she said.
"Skepticism is expected. Test the waters lightly for now. By week two, I'm sure we'll all be on the same page. Now, the moment of truth. My best find to date. Number four! May we have a glimpse?"
As the girl removed her veil, unfurling her lush auburn hair, the room turned silent in a blink. Eyes widened, brows raised, and jaws surely dropped, as at least three of the five watched mesmerized, not just at the beauty of the visage, but the extreme likeness that made it feel almost unreal. Sure, her lips looks a lot plump, cheeks were a little swollen, eyes had a distinct green unlike Her Highness, and the hair... The quick paint-job she did had left a lot of her true-blonde strands poking out, with her eye brows remaining a natural blonde. Even with all this, she looked so much like the Queen Elanor they all knew and loved, for two long years. There was a palpable fear, or shame, in her eyes, that didn't fit the regal presence, but still. If not Queen Elanor, she could definitely pass for her long lost twin, or a maternal cousin. All except Hoyt, were definitely impressed by Bella's rare find. For Hoyt, had never interacted with the Great Chaste. Not to his knowledge.
"Gentlemen.. Lady.. I give you, Demura.! The latest of the Decoy protocol, the official royal double, in training. Any questions..?"
The room still stayed largely frozen, including Demura, who kept turning red as her breath quickened. Bella tried to alleviate the tension.
"In case you are wondering, she's a natural blonde. Once the dye is properly applied, I bet it'd be tougher to tell them apart. I can see she missed a few spots. Also, she is expected to stay hair-free, except her head, so in case you are wondering... It's all bare down there. Why don't you try interacting.. Jezeb? How about you Jokshun..?"
"I'll go." Hoyt stood up, quite enthusiastically, and walked slowly towards the maiden.
"Demura, I don't believe we have met. But your eyes.."
Elanor felt the same. Unlike the rest, she had no recollection of ever running across this young lad. Sure, she couldn't tell her bodyguards apart either, except by their smell. But none of them were named Hoyt. And his eyes.. It had a sense of judgement, edging on puritanical. There was no way of her forgetting such a gaze, had they ever met. Then again, with how things have been lately, she couldn't be sure. Moreover, she was surprised by the newbie taking charge suddenly, when she was so sure of Jezeb, jumping at the opportunity.
What Elanor, or Bella, couldn't comprehend was the impact such a reveal would have of the subjects. For the three servants, it wasn't just the likeness of their Queen, standing before in a simple shift. They saw the Queen herself, as much as they knew it was just a decoy. And it would take some getting used to, even for the irreverent Jezeb, to seeing her as just a body-double. This was nothing new. Most servants had a reverential relationship, even with Gertha, the other royal double.
To them, the Queen, her image, was pristine. High and holy, in its deepest sense. To them, she wasn't mere flesh and blood, nor a slave to the pangs, like the rest of them.
To them, she was divine.
Hoyt saw it differently. He grew up watching Pleshian War re-enactments in his hillside town fairs, which was famous for the look-alikes of older Kings and Queens, play-acting the drama. Look-alikes had seized to impress him long back. And unlike the rest, bar a few royal portraits and sculptures, he had no real reference of the Queen in flesh, particularly at such proximity. And unlike the other men, the name Demura had zero effect on him.
What intrigued him truly, was Bella's earlier words. Of her having fooled him before.
Of this feeling, that he remembered those eyes. From where? He had no clue.
"Well you do look a lot like Her Highness, Demura. Now lets see how well you've been trained." Standing two feet from her, Hoyt said the key-phrase he recalled from the file, a bit unsure of the tone.
"Who.. "
Please don't say the rest. Demura felt a knot tighten in her womb.
"Who are you..?!"
The maid suddenly dropped to the floor, as the startled Hoyt took a few steps back. Bella smiled from behind, thinking that Elanor was enjoying the play-act. For it was the first time, for a Queen to not just kneel, but prostate herself before her subjects, in the history of Wolkenshire. A rarity, that'll unfortunately stay far from the annals of history. Pulling her torso as close to the floor, as practiced, with her rear buns squishing into the heels, breasts to the stone-cold floor, and her gaze fixed down, Elanor stated in subservient monotone.
"This is Demura, The Imperial Decoy! Property of Wolkenshire. Slave to the Throne, and plaything to her handlers.!"
It took all her focus for the Queen, to avoid uttering something truly degenerate, like she had been trained to respond. Tabitha shook her head smiling, watching the disbelief in her fellow men. After all, she had personally witnessed the same girl do things far indecent and imaginative, the night of the retirement ceremony. She couldn't wait to get started.
"Lady Agrafena.. You weren't kidding about the training.. Handlers, huh?"
"Exactly Hoyt. She's the prime Decoy. And you for, her Handlers.."
Suppressing his chuckle, Hoyt stepped up looking down, his eyes widening as his feet stepped before her kneeling head. Have I done this before..?
"Demura, stay still, but.. Look up into my eyes please."
There we go again.. Men, and their weirdities. How is this the Grand task.? Shaking her head, Elanor looked up, her jaw dropping wide to match her posture, almost on instinct. But looking up she saw, as the spark went in her mind.
This feet, this scent. That face perching down, especially those intense eyes. Oh God!
She remembered well, from months before.. The night of the Diplomatic meet, that young guard at the gates. And her, alongside Uncle Belkin. Looking like a bitch, leashed and masked. The adamant one, whose dirty shoes she had shined, of all things orally. She saw it all now, clear as a day.
And she saw in his puritanical gaze , the same.
Recognition.
Those submissive eyes, that wet tongue dripping with saliva. The way her soul purred as she looked up. How could he ever forget meeting such a minx. Hoyt silently mouthed.
"Oh, I know what you are.."
It was surprising, how she could still feel petrified, by the same kind of disgrace. Made her wonder, how many layers of shame truly remained in her still. Whether she would like, what truly resided, underneath all those layers. After a long trial of irritating wait and shame, she felt the heat again, down her loins. His judging eyes, and the gears turning behind. Elanor had a clue what to expect, from a sleaze-bag like Jezeb. But this moralistic stare down, this pure condescension.. It was truly uncharted territory. And it would be lying to say, that it didn't elicit in her, a little fear. And a lot of hunger.



The silence was turning too hard to bare. Thankfully Bella broke it.
"That'll be all for tonight, gents. Read up your files, know your duties. If you don't return the ring by morning, it means you are in. No backing out. And Tabitha, you know what to do. Do not be late."
Still struggling to shake of the feeling, Elanor rose up to join her approaching Mistress. As their gaze leveled, Hoyt confirmed her fears, in a low coarse voice soaked in conviction and malice.
"I know exactly what you are, decoy. And I promise, to treat you right."
As the two women disappeared into the darkness beyond the pillars, Hoyt stood there, his eyes still glowing. The two men were still sitting back at the table in disbelief. This surely was a lot to swallow. Tabitha had already left.
Even though she played along in silence, Elanor couldn't see how the past hour hadn't made things worse. How it would be of any help to subject oneself to multiple dominants, instead of the consenting one. Even if it never strayed from the altercations to her contract, these new developments only made her more vulnerable. How is she to preserve the honor of her throne, when any of the four could demand her subservience at any time, not to mention any place, thanks to the Cross of Absheil! What spin could Bella possibly put on it, to justify this.? And why bring in that new young one to the fold?? Hoyt, the only one who had witnessed true humiliation in my eyes. The witnessed to the lowest point of my honor. The very remainder of that horrible night. Her mind teemed with questions and confusion. The Queen needed answers. Some clarity, at least.
"Mistress, if I may..?"
"Not now Poppet. We must leave immediately, if we are to make it on time."
"Make it?! To what?"
"Your task, Demura.. What, you thought this was it?!"
**
*
A small horse wagon made its way past the thick mists, through the narrow vista of trees that had grown around to accomodate for the passing carts. The dirt road was a bit bumpy, but that not enough to wake the Queen. The coachman didn't care much for comfort, as he was short on time, and had no clue the sole passenger was the true-ruling monarch. The Head of Households was clear with her instructions, and his priorities were clear, prime among which was speed.
They had ridden past the Capitol gates over an hour ago. Elanor had a thousand questions. From the dramatic shift in geography, it was clear they were headed Eastwards. But it wasn't a route the she had been familiar with. She tried looking out for signs, as her mind dwelled on the new developments, and fell asleep along the way.
The Queen was happy about having some resolution about Jokshun. She saw it in his eyes, how clueless he was about his favorite bar-dancer, though she wished had it unfolded differently. With her not dressed down in a simple translucent shist, for instance. And why was it necessary to include the rest, I thought this was about proving Jokshun's innocence, more like blissful ignorance. Tabitha, Jezeb, not to mention that young kid, the only one to witness true-desperation in my eyes. Add to it, the absurdity of the new set of restrictions, well potential trip wires, within her Castle, within her own court even, with the addition of the four so called 'handlers', on the other. The Queen was no stranger to last moment surprises, but she never expected her friend to side with fate this time.
Even now.. She didn't know where she was headed. What awaited her there. Not even what was expected of her. SHe was told the task will find her at the right time, but she didn't even know what that meant. And no, she wasn't like Jokshun, ignorance was no bliss to her. Though she missed him, instead of the log-head who had been riding now. There was an unspoken trust, a comfort, knowing he took the reins. Knowing deep down, Jokshun would get her safely, regardless the destination.
Her biggest point of contention still.. Bella's indecisivness, and apparent fear.
What happened to the Horse Whisperer of unwavering command? What's with all these new urge to delegarte each and everything? Ishikawa I understand, but had she truly thought it through? How is bringing in more people a good idea, especially in safe-guarding something so scandalous? Like, bringing in Vlazid and Jezeb to form a personal guard unit wasn't enough. Oh God! My guardsmen. I don't hear their horses. Did she actually send me off alone, with an untrained coachman.?! No, they must be behind.Bella is not that reckless. Is she?
It wasn't just the guardsmen, Bella herself restrained from going with the Queen. It wasn't Elanor's first time going at it alone. But her last experiment did end up in more trouble than good. But when it did, it sure felt great.! There was something about that outing, the lack of any safety concern, that was freeing, in an absolute sense. I thought telling it all to Bella would inspire her to escalate. Again what's with Bella, this time around? Her words lack confidence, she can't look me in the eyes straight, not for long, not even when playing the roles, and all her interactions are awfully formal. She sticks to honorifics, even in private, and there's that fidgetting. The way her pupils fidget, at the odd times their gazes lock. Like a frozen rabbit.
The fear in it. The fear of failure? Or that of anger? That infamous unbridled anger of mine.
Is that why she pulls her punches? Do I teriffy her?!
I'm not sure.
Elanor didn't know how one could sleep, when mind is teeming with so many questions. But somehow, amidst it all, she drifted off. Like she had somehow mastered finding peace among stress, comfort in chaos. Her body relaxed, releasing her mind to dreams.
It lasted all but a moment. And it felt serene.
A sudden jerk of the wagon woke the Queen. Rubbing her eyes, she out peeked through the side curtain, as the carriage came to a halt. She could see, upon the corner of a gate-pillar, a guardian statue. Well, it was the statue of a sphynx, lioness, with human features from waist-up. But the very-suggestive unlady-like manner she presented her ripe bosoms, made it clear, the guarding was the last thiung in her mind. No one would have dared display such a sculpture in the thick of the Capitol, but out here in the middle of nowhere, it almost seemed at home.
Two guardmen slowly opened the iron swing-gate wide open for the wagon to pass. The peephole upfront slid open, and an envelope was dropped to her side. Her eyes still taking in the surrounding, as much as she could, given the misty darkness, she picked up the envelope.
Must be my instructions? Just give it to me straight, Bella. Just the task, no more riddles.
The estate seemed to be vast, ornate lamp-posts lighting up the cobbled pavement forward. Look outside Nora! For something that might clue you in on the location. You have been far and wide in Wolkenshire. How come you can't tell this place? Elanor looked behind though the window, her head hanging out against the breeze, as the men closed the heavy gate. Each pushing the protruding semi-sculpture forming part of the ornate gate, closing it slowly. From the lamp-light, she could make out the the large letters the cast out of iron, on each gate.
. .B. .F. .
Elanor felt funny, thinking that the way the gate what shaped, and how the guards closed it, the round protutions they were pushing almost formed two ful breasts at the centre. Get a grip, Nora! The task hadn't been revealed, and your mind is already down the gutter?!
Ripping the envelope seal, she noticed a rock-signage pass by the window, the large marble letters on which read..
Welcome to
BREASTFIELD MANOR
So I wasn't off by much. Those were breast-forms sculpted onto the gate. Hmm.. Is that a fetish thing? Must be some special degenerate tonight, a friend of Ishikawa perhaps, to so confidently advertise one's perversions. What must be in store for me, I wonder?!
Unfolding the letter inside, she couldn't help but giggle.
And what a funny family name. Breastfield, ha ha..! Like an unfortunate typo..
Why does that ring a bell?
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To recapitulate..
Queen Elanor of Wolkenshire, the Great Chaste, is having a hard time keeping a level head, navigating the daily politics and policies of her court, while mourning the unexpected demise of her true love, King Barthomius. Advised by the High Priest, she employs Bellatrix of Agrafena, a promising horse trainer. Bellatrix correctly identifies the key to the royal dilemma, but it involves manipulating the Queen's bodily cravings, primarily the sexual kind.
To avoid suspicion, Bellatrix is given the official title of 'Head of Households', a powerful position in its own right. Bella starts treating the 'condition' in secrecy, without violating the Queen's chastity, nor risking her anonymity. But the sheer sexual nature of the tasks waking up her inner dormant cravings, an untameable beast of true deviancy, was something no one expected.
Like any relationship, ironing out the kinks can be tedious. After a brief hiatus, the two resumed the treatment, with Bella making additional changes to the contract. The implications of which far exceeded what the Queen expected, as she stayed waiting in the carriage, that took her to the monthly Grand Task.
***
**
*
"And compatriots.. As I conclude, let me reiterate. We, the Order, haven't reached this prime, in decades. We have successfully welcomed twenty-five fresh bloods, committed to the core. Our sympathizers growing tenfold in the last fifteen years. Thanks to Lord Liam, Earl of Pulitz, and my nephew, funds have surpassed the projections by a margin unimaginable even a decade ago. And his collaboration with Lord Klavin, the Viscount of Venmorth, guarantees steady influx for the coming years. In conclusion, let us remember once again. We, the Order of Swords, aim to serve the throne, its rightful Patriarch. We don't conquer, nor vanquish. Revolt, nor overthrow. We simply keep at bay, the seductive vices. On our watch, no Kingdom shall ever fall to the Corrupting Feminine! That we swear!"
"THAT WE SWEAR!!!"
The dozen or so key-members sitting around hailed in unison, as General Glevius Tarquin sat back. Even with minor disagreements, this was the most fruitful meeting he had presided over in years. Tarquin announced.
"Now we may break for an hour. We'll meet again for dinner, along with the other members, and sympathizers. Not to mention, our esteemed donors. As usual the Manor is fully facilitated, and I truly urge you all to stay back for the weekend, and rest well. The party will go on till dawn. We've worked enough, let's give play, its fair due. Any more questions or concerns, compatriots?"
"General, I just want to state for the record. We still find you being too lenient on the Queen. How could you claim progress, with the Kingdom giving way to a female, with no contest.? With you at the helm.?! It's shameful!"
"This again, Wistrom? You can't fault the Kingdom, for fate. and I don't believe that you are suggesting foul play. I'm as critical of Queen Elanor as anyone of you, and you can't deny the remarkable job so far, by our lobbyists. We have reliable sources confirming, the sitting Queen have no dictatorial impulses. Also that she had refused to take a hard-lined approach on matters of Order. Despite pressure from the Espionage-wing to declare us an extremist cult, so.."
"What's your point, General? That she pegs us toothless? Or, that we invite her in, make her an honorary member.?! Flout all traditions shall we.?! How preposterous..!"
"I've slain orcs twice your size, Viscount! Hordes of them!! Their blunt nail, sharper than your hollow arguments.. Don't waste our time with clever quips and insults. It isn't nearly as amusing, nor eloquent. If there's a point, state it loud and clear.."
"What about our withdrawal from the front-line? Neighboring troops mocking us for impotency? Or, how about the much debated 'Peace-treaty' with the herdsmen tribes? A crowning achievement if comes to pass, cementing her political power."
I don't believe this. The General rose up, and leaned over the table.
"Wasn't it you, Duke Bircham, who lobbied for the same treaty, the past five years.?
"Back when we had a King! I trust the Great Bard, to wield such power. But now..? No, granting it to a Queen isn't the precedent I want up people to warm up to."
Is he serious?! Tarquin was infuriated, but he kept calm.
"Are you seriously suggesting we turn a blind-eye to wasteful violence, and instability?! Just to spite the Queen?"
"No, what I am suggesting is.. And I believe that I'm not alone in this."
Bircham looked around to the handful nodding heads, before continuing.
"We have to make a hard choice. On the Archminister. And I suggest we vote on it."
Tarquin sat back, rubbing his forehead. This is.. This could get out of hand, real quick.
This is bad.
**
*
_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
Hi Demura,
The task is simple.
Survive the night And don't let anyone seed the royal belly.
You'll find two boxes underneath the seat. The red box is mandatory. The green box is 'revelatory'. With proper faith in me, you'll have no need of its contents.
Your chastity, your anonymity, is my responsibility. Still, we'd rather it be truthful, than polite. The bell means you have fifteen minutes or less, to the destination. To reiterate..
Survive the night And don't let anyone seed the royal belly.
Godspeed,
Bella.
_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
The ROYAL belly..? As in, my womb.?? What the hell..?!
Folding back the letter, Elanor wondered for a minute. And what bell?
Oh, right! The bell.. From when they had crossed the gate earlier. The main gate of Breastfield Manor.. Where do I remember that from? Anyhow, there's little time left. So get to it, Nora.!
Elanor frantically reached under the seat. Fighting off curiosity, she went for the red one. Within was a bright burgundy dress, of the finest velvet-silk, with white tulips embroidered along the seams, and golden vines adorning the pleated folds. A pretty accurate recreation, based on her most circulated portrait, the one that hung in all major halls across the kingdom. The one that informed her subjects how she actually looked up-close.
Her signature look, in short.
Elanor took a moment admiring the craftsmanship that went into its construction, truly impressive, even for a knock-off, before quickly undressing herself. Time was short. Her fingers went through the folded costume, in search of a mask, or underclothing, tucked between pleats. But couldn't find any.
Come on.. Where did you put it, Bella??
The Queen frantically pulled out the whole costume, and shook it a couple times, hoping the accessories may fall out. But none did.
The lack of underclothing is one thing, but having me walk out with no mask.?! I mean, that defeats the purpose. How is she to protect my identity, if I am to remain so apparent. There has to be a veil, here somewhere.. If not..
The Queen felt a sudden relief, as she saw a small wooden case, tucked beneath the costume.
Oh, Bella.. I knew you had my back..
Elanor slid open the case, hoping for a basic veil. What it contained left her absolutely perplexed. It was small, metallic, and modular. It could be mistaken for some fetish under-clothing, but the Queen knew well, what it was. A tradition that she had decided, alongside Bard, to forgo, believing in the incorruptibility of their bond. Seeing it years later, Elanor couldn't figure how it helped hide her identity.
There was a sudden jerk, as the carriage-wheel skipped over a pebble, snapping her out of the confusion. There's no mask, nor veil? What does she expect?! Me walking straight out, as I am, huh?! What am I to do? Or should I call-off the whole thing, right here, right now.?
Elanor genuinely took a moment, weighing her options.
Well...
Call off and then what?
Go back to the exponentially increasing depressive nights, the kind that carves one out from within.?!! Why would I be going this far, had there been a better way, keeping it at bay? And how am I to stop this, even now.? It's not like you can say the 'safe-word' to the coachman. It isn't even Jokshun this time, riding around.
You don't have time Nora. Make up your mind.
It didn't even register to her, that she had slid open the lid, to the green box by then. The contents of which brought no comfort, however. With sweat beading up her forehead, she knew she had to commit.
These are my choices, seriously?!
This is cruel, Bella.
Just cruel.
**
*
At the Order's mercy
Adjusting the large white feather in his ceremonial petasos hat, General Glevius Tarquin practiced his pose in front of the mirror. It was hard for him to keep composure, as much as he was committed to the cause of the Order. The ceremonial outfit made him look absurd. It wasn't the large pleated pants, or the long sweeping coat with its puff sleeves, that did him in. But the unfortunate combination of purple and green that made him look, if anything, like a ridiculously giant aubergine. All the good color-combinations were already taken, by the time the Order got formed, how unfortunate. Though in fairness it was far less ridiculous than some of the extreme arguments offered by his misogynistic compatriots, from their agenda meeting an hour prior. How glad he was to be done with that.! Now all that's left is the feast and festivities, and the expected debaucheries, which he had outgrown for the most part.
He could hear the commotion down the hallway, the members have all gathered it seems. He must make an appearance, and do his customary duties. Tarquin, though not a devout misogynist, was a firm believer in the founding principles of the Order of Swords. No one coerced, nor groomed him into the ways of these weird bunch. Growing up, watching his adopted father and uncles squirm under the thumb of one over-bearing, oppressive matriarch, the Grand Duchess, was enough grooming for a young impressionable mind.
He was the youngest of the members to rise in ranks so quickly, largely due to competence. Although not the greatest fan of these grand parties every few months, Tarquin was no fool to minimize its importance. With pressure from the intelligence-wings of multiple Kingdoms on their trail, these ceremonies, if anything, acted as the greatest team-building exercise that unified the noblemen from diverse backgrounds. And adhering to the customs was essential for pleasing the elder members, whose political wisdom proved irreplaceable, from time to time.
"Sire. I believe it's time."
Announced his trusted servant.
"I'm aware, Fenich. I'm aware."
Tarquin leaned in and re-applied the make-up by his right cheek, covering an old dueling scar. His eyes couldn't help but roam, and fixate for a few moments, at a large group portrait from his younger days. His batch from the dueling academy. Especially the three boys smiling at the right edge. A much younger version of himself, Prince Gaskier, and at the very end. A young Prince Barthomius.
**
*
It's unbelievable!
How did she find such a perfect replica?! From where?
Tabitha had a hard time believing her eyes. For a moment it seemed like the true-ruling monarch herself was walking up to her. It wasn't her first time dealing with Demura, as instructed by the Head of Households, but surely it was quite shocking to see the resemblance.
Tabitha had been a little jealous of the young maiden's rise to power, out of nowhere, but if this find was any sign of her actual competence, the head-maid was more than happy to follow Lady Agrafena without question. She also felt deeply thankful, how the events of the night putting an end to countless queries that had been troubling her for the past few months.
The root of it all, right before her now.
Lady Demura, the little nymphet!
Keeping the class, conduct and culture of the palace workforce was the prime responsibility of the Head-maid. Unfortunately for Tabitha, conduct meant rising above the propensity to turn into a rumor-mill. A vice that plagued most it not all women working under her. It was part of her duty, to nip in the bud, potential scandals involving the royals, within the walls of the castle, regardless how factual or unsubstantiated. Though she hated dealing with the purely unsubstantiated ones.
One recurring baseless rumor that she had to neutralize every few weeks, for the past couple of months, was that the Queen, the Great Chaste herself, had been acting out, in ways unbecoming of a Lady. Few were minor and ignorable, scoffed off as desperate fantasies. One such rumor was, Her Highness had allowed an elderly member to bring in a sexual pet, into the royal grounds, during the Diplomatic meet. I mean, who comes up with such nonsense?!
The most improbable one was, the Queen having a secret lover. Some maids claim to have heard someone sneaking out from the royal bedchamber some nights, shortly followed by the sound of horse-wagon exiting the back entrance. Guards have reported unusual screeches echoing at odd hours of night. Some swearing the Queen had company, some fearing it for spirits, and some simply laughing it of as an odd nightfall.
Washer-maids have joked multiple times, of the royal wardrobe reeking of manly musk, and not just sweat. They chuckled at the thought of some desperate guardsmen rubbing one out by the laundry stocks, not realizing he took the Queen's loincloth to wipe clean afterwords. What troubled Tabitha was the distinct odour of strong mead mixed with it. It smelled nothing like what your average guardsman would dare to consume while on duty. This one was definitely boot-legged.
Something was cooking, Tabitha felt the scent, the heat. Just couldn't pinpoint it yet. Which made things all the more difficult, the ambiguity of it all. It's hard to put out the smoke, if you can't spot the fire.
There was even an instance when her trusted underling, finding Tabitha at early dawn, a couple weeks back. This was a new young girl who hadn't yet been corrupted by the gossipy ways. It took her a couple minutes, looking pale as a ghost, struggling to catch breath, as she informed. There was a naked woman by the guards-laundry. Lying unconscious, she appeared to be the Queen.! By the time Tabitha reached the spot, fearing the worst, the scene was empty, but for some truly smelly clothes.
And a faint smell of arousal. Unmistakable, feminine arousal.
Could it have been the Queen? Was there some substance to all the silent chatter.??
It wasn't like she could confront the Queen. The mere suggestion could land her in the dungeon, if not worse. After two weeks of doing everything in her power to quell the rumors, she finally confronted the next best thing. The approachable Head of Households. It wasn't like Tabitha had to sweat much, to keep her girls in line. But she had to be honest, or know the truth at least. When she spoke the truth, or at least knowing the truth, the girls never dared to question the authority in her voice. And she knew, to nip this one in the bud, she had to have a clue, what it was all actually about.
And now she knew.
It was Demura. The sex-starved kitten from the retirement party.
The mid-night orgasmic shrieks, the signs of sneaking out, the accusation of resemblance, and sexual fluids staining the royal wardrobe.. It all fits. Sure none of it fit perfectly, she still had not a clue. But the little minx was a far better, plausible connecting thread, than suspecting the ruling Queen, the Great Chaste herself. Especially considering how depraved some of the rumors had actually been.
Even the naked lass sleeping in the guards laundry. The slut must have gotten the itch, taken a lover down to the dark laundry room, a patrolling guard or two, and ended up dozing off afterwards.
Had she any clue, how horrendous a scandal she had nearly caused, this stupid wench..?! Yet look at her now, sauntering up, like an angel straight from abode.
Tabitha had traveled ahead of schedule as instructed by the Head of Households, and it wasn't like she hadn't met the new royal-decoy before. But as Demura got closer, the flaws got more pronounced. For instance, she could have done a better job dyeing, a few strands remained noticeably blonde, against the dark auburn. Was her brows a little weird, brighter perhaps?! And a lot thicker, not to mention the overkill that was her lashes. And those lips look near-obscenely plump now, the red-lip color doing her no favors. Not that it'd have worked against the task for the night. Well honestly, it matched the bright burgundy of her outfit. But it needed a few modifications still, the Head-maid made a mental note.
"What were you trying for, Demura? A drag-show..?!"
God! Was it that bad?! Elanor didn't know how to respond. At least, no one will doubt me for the Queen.
"Apologies Tabitha. I was short on time, and make-up.. And wasn't sure what was expected of me tonight."
"Well, first of all dear, it's Lady Yulia to you. Keep your eyes down while at it.. We are not colleagues, you come under me. Now for what's expected.. Follow me."
Tabitha led her through the garden path towards the side entrance, were two standard guardsmen opened the doors wide. Their lecherous eyes burning into her feminine form, much to the Queen's displeasure. Elanor kept her gaze averted, checking out the architecture instead. Once inside the walls, the head-maid picked up pace, almost trotting.
"What the hell took you so long? And why aren't you wearing proper heels? All the Queens have arrived, they even crowned the main one. Just keep up, will you?!"
Queens?! Did she just say queens? Elanor struggled to keep up with the strut, her garment restricting easy movements. Wait.. Isn't that..??
Her eyes widened noticing a series of large flags hanging from the ceiling. Elanor recognized it, especially the symbol in the middle. A black blooming rose, with chains entwined along its thorny stem. And two Demaxan swords, crossed from each side.
I know that symbol. I have seen it. Much like the name before, that ringed so familiar.
Breastfield Manor.! Oh Bella, you didn't..
The large door opened wide, as the pair stopped. Elanor felt her breath get stuck in the lump of her throat, as her entire being froze in an instant, taking in the sight. Even her wildest dreams haven't reached the bizarreness right before. No sound escaped the royal lips.
HELP.
Help.
**
*
Two weeks before, in the Office of Domestic Espionage.
"Thank you, for taking such an interest in our efforts, Lady Agrafena. It's quite a rarity, for a Head of Households to take seriously, this ordained supervisory role."
Commander Cyrian had a friendly smile, as he eased back into the chair. Bellatrix wondered why he welcomed her, instead of General Scarlin.
"Here are the recruitment files you requested. Of the X-Decoy Project, including the field reports of recent operations.."
Bella kept a straight face, hiding her uneasiness. For one, 'X-Decoy' had an obvious sexual connotation, and here she was openly discussing it. Making it worse, was Commander baby-face over here. It would have been easy talking to someone truly authoritative, like the famed General. But staring at Cyrian's disturbingly prepubescent eyes, made the whole thing feel oddly sinful.
I mean, how could he be not spotting a stubble even?!



"Tell me Cyrian, how did this get approved.? I mean, there are blasphemy laws preventing depictions of royalty, in any obscene light.. Ranging from simple street graffiti, to critical political speeches in market squares.. We don't talk ill of the royalty, especially the Princesses. Yet, here we are.. Desecrating the royal likeness, in the name of espionage..."
It surprised Bella that his demeanor lacked the obvious condescension, unlike other diplomats. Cyrian answered.
"For one, Lady Agrafena, it's extremely effective a strategy. There's a reason we prize Princesses, even in fairy tales. The more you deny, the deeper the fantasy roots. Our girls rarely have to engage in anything immoral even, for the mark to spill the beans. It doesn't even compare, to listening from afar.. Having the surveillant right next, dressed up and pouring drinks down the mark. Pulling him to a place of no inhibition, where he sings it all out, on his own. It rarely gets better. It wasn't our doing, that Queens and Princesses became such a popular fantasy. We are simply using it right, for the greater good of the Imperial throne. I hope you don't find us irredeemable.."
Bella nodded, through disagreement. She wasn't here to judge. She didn't know enough, yet.
"Don't worry Commander. I'm perfectly aware I lack the perspective, and experience, to judge this properly."
"Please, Lady Agrafena. You needn't be so modest. None here doubts your competence. And experience... Well, that can be cured in a matter of months, if not weeks. Mind if I suggest a supervisory role, in our upcoming operation.?"
Cyrian said, as he shuffled through files in his drawer. Bellatrix was utterly confused now. Where is he going with this? And how am I supposed to.. .
"Cyrian, doesn't Espionage operation come under Domestic Military Action. Do you really think me joining, is such a good idea.?"
"Lady Agrafena, it's just a surveillance-op, nothing remotely combat-oriented. Led by one of our most trusted recruits. I believe you are familiar with Lady Yulia, she goes by Tabitha. More than capable.! Your role is merely observational, with light-reconnaissance.. Though you will have absolute authority to abort the mission, even improvise within limits. Including recruitment. Your profile is almost a perfect match."
"My profile.? I don't understand.."
Cyrian deflected immediately, like a kid who just spilled something he should never have.
"Well, the party we intend to surveil are classic misogynists..! Unreasonably paranoid, and unpredictable.. The only ones they mistrust more than women, are the men who oppose their views. But I believe, what you bring to the table, your immutables, makes you uniquely qualified to pass under their radar."
"How so? And again, what was that earlier, about my profile?"
"Our research on you, Lady Agrafena."
Research?! What research? Bella stared back, her eyes suspicious, as he clarified.
"About your public conduct, your upbringing. How your orphanage-records marked you as a difficult kid, always running off to the market crowds, or the church stables. How you developed street-smarts, grew fond of the company of horses, than fellow men. You may think you have outgrown it all, but the cunning and command required to navigate the rough streets, it seems, have gotten baked into your behavior. No one will doubt you for a typical diplomat, from your body language, your gait, if you went alongside the mission. Its perfect!"
"That's a disturbingly intrusive level of research, Commander.."
How did he know all that? And why?? Bella continued her poker face.
"Standard procedure, I'm afraid, Lady Agrafena. Once you got designated, my office had to screen you. Your recent interest in the Imperial Law, particularly about the Domestic espionage operations, which the Households have limited authority over.."
As much as it annoyed her, it made sense. She was an absolute outsider, and it'd be a matter of concern had they not vetted her properly, even with the Queen's direct dictum. Kingdom comes first, after all. Still, it's one thing to know my history. How could they read into my interests..?! Reading her thoughts, Cyrian replied.
"Your library records help inform us. I must say, the amount of research you do is truly commendable. Royal cultural norms, domestic contractual laws, obscenity rulings, privacy statutes.. A list quite unique, long and wide. Impressively eclectic! Households is one of those rare positions, that is only as effective and influential, as the person wielding..."
Access to my personal library records?! God! What else had he seen? All my studies into the forbidden sexual fantasies, the Imperial Archives, the blasphemous Scrolls of Love. Not to mention researching the legal definitions of chastity, infidelity, and whatever vulgarity that I had read through.
Am I compromised..?
Maintaining the composure, Bella said.
"No one mentioned that everything I read gets added to my personal record.."
"Oh! Not personal, its public record. I mean, we aren't spying on you Lady Agrafena, how stupendous that'd be..?! The matters of Households are recorded, much like any royal scheduling. There's no recordical data, of every book you ever read. Just the ones your office requested. We are, after all, the Domestic espionage.. Lady Agrafena, I wouldn't put it to you, particularly for a starter, had I found anything unreasonably risky about the operation."
That's a relief!
I'm fairly certain I wasn't foolish enough to borrow the controversial scrolls under my name. That was close, Bella. Putting on a fake smile, she replied.
"Oh commander, its not the risk. I just don't want to end up a liability. Could you give me a quick brief now? What's the nature of the mission?"
Cyrian was more than happy to explain all the details, wasting no time. By the end, not only was Bella sold, she had plans of her own, for her special employer.
Walking down the corridor, all she could think of was her last exchange with Her Highness. The topic was fears, especially fear of being surrounded by malicious foes. It was extremely hard to digest the Queen's remarks, of her being expected to keep composure, even in enemy captivity. As Elanor said then..
There are ancient codes that govern all our conduct.
The kind that's cold and harsh, enough to balance the immense power that weighs the throne, with a feather-touch. Be it a walk of shame through the busy streets, throngs of commoners hurling the worst insults your way. Be it being brought to your knees in front of the enemy King, surrounded by blood-soaked battle cries, asked to beg, to prostate, to spare the lives of your King and kin. Asked to symbolically renegade your honor, by kissing the conqueror's foot, or worse.
One mustn't kick and scream, and revolt. One mustn't cower and cry, and wither. Queenly conduct is expected of her, regardless how harsh it gets. It isn't the men who surrounds that grants the Queen her power. Not their loyalty, nor their subservience, which isn't to dilute those. Amidst or alone, a Queen is a Queen.
You either are, or you aren't. It's in the being.
Bella was careful at the time, to not reveal her skepticism. Undermining the sanctity of Imperial conviction wasn't her aim. She understood where Elanor was coming from, even the logic of it.
Was the reasoning sound? May be.. Was it plausible?
Hehe.. Let's see, little Nora. Let's test the mettle for real.
Bellatrix felt the rush, the unadulterated excitement of a new idea, in a long while.
**
*
It almost felt like a fever dream, as Elanor walked around the lively Great Hall. She'd much rather have had an actual one, for this was proving to be bizarre beyond belief with each passing moment. At first glance, the scene upfront wasn't anything drastically different from the after-party of an ordinary banquet gathering. A dozen or so Dukes, each with their assorted Earls and Viscounts, standing sparsely across the room, chatting up, with older gents staying seated alongside the main table. The fact that they all wore varying shades of a weird purple, and chose to pair it with a weird funny green hat, was just the tip of the bizarreness. Not all had an escort, but each group had at least one maiden holding their attention.
There were male servants passing through the crowd, maintaining a steady flow of mead and refreshments, and a handful of younger men sitting around at corners, all clad in off-white overalls, seemingly too busy taking notes, instead of joining the rest. Adding to the weirdity. It was the most abnormally royal, and irritably insecure the Queen had felt to date. Largely because, she wasn't the only Queen present. Only, not a word out their lips sounded remotely Queenly.
To her right was, for instance, the famed Calthean Queen, Matilda the Second. Known for her nuptial devotion, and unparalleled charity, coming real close to attaining sainthood past her reign a decade back. Now she stood curtsying, with her fingertips elegantly separating the obscene central slit of her gown, flaunting not just her shapely thighs, but the shiny tip of her silky thong every now and then. The curve of her spine helping tease the Duke of Lowen, with her bosoms, held in place by pure luck at this point. Her manufactured wide grin, persisting for painfully long, yet failing to hide the discomfort of it all. The discomfort that seemed to fuel the Duke, and his greasy fingers, as he listened to the Queen advertise.
"Got a perfect moose cunt here for you, sire! Large enough to pump out triples, yet locks right on to the dick, like a squid.."
Elanor felt her insides churn physically, even if half the words made no sense to her.
"Really..?" The Duke asked comically, clearing having fun at her expense.
"Tell you what, Her Highness Matilda. Let's see how long you can hold a fruit, and then we'll talk. What do you say.?!"
The viscounts laughed out loud, as the Duke reached down, and lodged a large ripe apple right up her love-hole, which her puffy lips, for the moment, clamped onto as promised. Not wanting to know how she fared, nor to do anything with the Lowen noblemen, Elanor turned the other way. Her gaze locking briefly with the blue-eyed Duchess of Lixinth, lovingly referred to as Regal Red-cheeks, for the tendency of her freckled full cheeks to blush easily in public.
The Duchess walked around with a wooden paddle in each hand, bowing to each nobleman and asking in the sweetest, most playfully seductive voice.
"Would you like disciplining the Regal Red-cheeks, sire?!"
Walking past Elanor saw that the Duchess was wearing a custom-tailored bottoms, with two ornate holes, actual holes, right by her haunches. And evidently from the faint swelling, a few had already taken up on the offer. Those rear-cheeks were surely red.
To her right were a bunch of men standing in a circle, cheering at the identical white-blonde twins shamelessly, quite ferociously, making out with each other. An old incestuous scandal about the Noxtran royalty came to her mind, which broke off the younger sister's marriage to the Deznian Prince, crippling their diplomatic ties for a decade.
Then there was Princess Verina in an emerald negligee prancing around, offering her services as a spittoon. Queen Castrella, the famed loved of pets, kneeling before a young viscount, shining his shoes with her love-juices, gyrating her hips against the leather, keeping her smiling eyes locked on him all the while. A look of forbidden bliss on her, that was a bit too hard to fake.
Of course, the real Princess Verina would be a hundred and sixteen years old, had she been alive today. Not to mention, she famously hated the emerald-costume, and only wore it for the portrait as part of a bet. Duchess of Lixinth had not blue, but green eyes. The court-painter made a mistake mixing the chemicals, which meant in two decades, the color of her eyes slowly turned to blue. Around the same time, when the scandal about the parentage of her first-born caught fire, with an old aid spilling some forbidden beans. Which fueled the imagination of midnight bards, and their songs about the illicit nights of one blue-eyed princess. Queen Matilda wasn't this tall, Castrella had a slight limp.. None of them were the Queens, none were even remotely of blue-blood, of royal lineage. These were all decoys, mere imposters, playing into the fantasy of a bunch of disgusting pigs.
This was what Bella meant, the Queen realized, when she said survive the night. It was still unclear whether she meant to survive the bizarre nightmare of her role-models, the famed Queens subjugating themselves.. Or to survive the claws of an actual enemy, the Order of Swords, who had clear reasons to dethrone her, at any cost. This is her task for the night. To be a playgirl for the drunken nobility, who despised not just her guts, but her existence. To be a disposable decoy, debasing oneself.
Two women just walked past Elanor, both giggling like adolescents, looking vaguely like Queen Esmeralda and Princess Vera, her own mother and sister. Which made it feel eerily close to her eighteenth birthday party. Her only immediate memory, of witnessing such a gathering, with no less than two dozen prima donnas surrounding. All in their prime, all chatting up as if hunting a suitor. Sitting Queens, aging Queens, virgin Queens, the party seemed to cover all varieties. Not to mention various Duchesses and Princesses, who rose to infamy following various scandals, the past decade. All impostors, of course, artists lost to their roles, to an almost fault. Some of them rivaling Elanor, the true-ruling monarch herself, in their knowledge of royal conduct, regardless how ridiculously obscene they looked.
Contrary to the reports, this place clearly have a surplus in funding, backing their activities. Have I erred by overlooking the young commander Cyrian's warnings.? Was the threat more serious and imminent than I thought.? Was I being naively soft on the Order of Swords? Their misogynistic strain wasn't exactly a secret, but I never expected them to have such a wild side. How am I safe among these jesters? What have you done, Bella?!
To make things worse, over the years the club had perfected their humiliation ritual, so now each Queen had been assigned task, from the get go. Hence the difference in services offered by each girl. And Elanor too got her fair share of humiliation. Her role tonight was aptly, the Ice-Queen!
The Queen held a tray in her hands, with two glass bowls of ice-cubes on it. With two silver tongs, placed on either side. It was a little heavier to carry, considering she had to hold the tray for the whole night. And she wasn't exactly holding the tray. The thin silver platter had a pair of for rings underneath, similar to that of a classic 'brass-knuckle'. Only this one was meant to lock her palms to the platter. With her both hands properly in place, finger through the ring, once the weight of the ice-bowls applied from above, it would be impossible for her to free her hands without someone else helping.
If that simple bondage wasn't enough, Tabitha did a fine job altering her costume. Sure the burgundy dress, with its regal high-neck, and full-tapered sleeves made her look absolutely stunning. But the custom-made outfit had a few tricks, one of which was a modular bodice. The head-maid showed no concern removing it completely, if anything a suppressed chuckle. So now, Elanor strutted around, with the cold of the bowls wafting right off to her bare hanging mounds, full and bouncy.. The pair at its absolute prime.
The ice-tongs on the tray had small chains clipping them directly to her nipples, as if to not tempt any noblemen to steal away the utensil. The Queen was given the highest stilettos she had worn till date, and the slits on her pleated gown meant, if she wasn't careful walking, at best she way show a little too much that she'd want, of her milky thighs. Or worse, she'd wobble and collapse onto the floor, making an indecent spectacle for the men, and even some maiden to laugh at. For some of the girls seemed to enjoy their roles a little too much.
As the only Ice-Queen, Elanor had to approach each group, and ask if they'd like more ice in their drinks. And she was to stay by their sides, till they gave her proper answer, even if its out right rejection, simply to laugh at her. And surprisingly enough, it wasn't the frontal nudity, her chilled breast-buds, the unreliable skirt-slit, the impossible heels, nor the way it made her ass jut out, that made the situation truly troublesome to Her Highness. For she had been to far rowdy crowds that these, at way-seedier spots of her own Kingdom. At least the men kept a healthy restraint here, for the most part. It was the underlying reality, that truly made her flush, her gut churn, for all the right reasons. And a handful wrong ones, as well.
There was something inherently demeaning about it, that the Queen felt a visceral abhorrence. Even compared to the sweat-soaked nights she spend, kneeling in that dingy glory-hole, imbibing secretions of god knows who. The Queen struggled to differentiate what made this one so unique. Was it the costumes, its symbolic significance, getting under her skin. For it seemed like neither her fellow-maidens, nor herself, had any power. And if anyone, the Queen should know the starkness, of true power, and the lack of it.
This wasn't her first outing into submission. But it was one thing, being sub-humanized as part of Domestication. That was done to just her. And Bella was right alongside the Leashmaster, wielding equal power, at least at the very beginning. But this.. This felt persecutorial. Be it prejudice or condescension, it was one thing to feel the palpable heat directed solely her way. The tension between contempt and desire, something that Elanor learned to relish in, not just in the audience, but in herself. That wasn't the case right now.
The present felt contrary to all her preconceived notions. For one, she expected walking in, with all other girls surrounding, a much diluted male-gaze. Secondly she was hoping the same would apply for the queens. For sense of disgrace to get distributed, its potency reduced amongst the group. Much like the safety of sisterhood she felt, at the dance-bar backstage. A part of her missed Sonja. How surprising!
There was one person in the Great Hall, who had it worse, by a significant margin. The ceremonial center-piece of the event, trapped within a custom-made gibbet, was an unknown woman, whom they refereed to as the Black-Rose. A personification of the 'Corrupting Feminine', the symbolic incarnate of the controversial Queen Drusilla, whose exploits gave rise to the Order of Swords.
The Black-Rose had a dark leather hood covering all but her mouth, essentially blinding her. It was however the only piece of clothing she was allowed. The body-shaped metal cage, the gibbet, forced her to remain in an extremely vulgar posture. Her head looking straight ahead, both arms stretched out as if crucified, and the legs following suit, stretching apart, exposing her womanly folds in all its shameful glory. Both legs bend at knees, with stilettos making her tip-toe for balance, she looked like a two-pronged pitchfork. Her pert thighs, athletic build and small breast-mounds made it evident, that she was extremely young. Unlike the rest of the Queens, the Black-Rose was to stay unclaimable. She couldn't be taken easily, she had to crumble from within.
The body-cage extended a couple inches around her, including a skull-cage, making sure it was impossible to touch directly. Her torment was to be slightly different. Right in front was a large bowl, containing an aphrodisiac syrup. The members may quench her thirst using a wooden spoon, and the Black-Rose must ingest all that's offered. There was also a table placed to her left, which contained additional accessories. Members may help warm her, by sticking lit-candles along the cage rails, and listened to her satisfied moans from the dripping wax. There were also a series of whips, dusters and feathers of varying sizes, which can be used to poke, prod, irritate, intimidate or pamper. While she remained bound and writhing, about to pass out from the induced arousal , if not the physical exertion.



The girl, the Black-Rose, had two options. Survive the night unscathed, by sheer will and luck, and walk free. Or declare her submission out loud, before reaching her limit. But self-declaration meant, she shall become property of the Order, until they decide to forgo. There was a third option, which was hardly an option. The gibbet had locked windows, one on the skull-cage, and one right by the pelvis. The keys to which she held in her tight fists, not knowing which key opened which door. In the course of the night, if she were to be overwhelmed, either by the light-sadism, or by the orgasmic high.. If she were to unmindfully open her fist, let go of the key.. Well, depending on the key, one of her holes will stay open for the rest of the night, to sate the lascivious dreams, if not both. She may walk free when its done, but she'll leave broken, and possibly bred, for sure.
But why risk it all to will, Elanor wondered, if you know what is inevitable. Why wouldn't she simply drop the keys, and get it over with? Or shout out in surrender in the first place.? It's not like they'd invite someone with any morals. What's she, a virgin?! Wait, is she?
Sure Elanor was happy, not ending up in that cage. Even if a part of her wondered, how she'd have fared instead. However it didn't take away from her own plight. The male-gale, if anything burned further into her soul, and no. This was no sisterhood. And this feeling right now, this dreadful pit of uncertainty in her underbelly.. The blatant sexual segregation only amplified its effect, if anything. Each audible gasp, each disparaging gaze, each perverse remark, Elanor felt directed her way. She felt deep down the disgust each Queen struggled to smile through. And the few who seemed to revel in the inappropriate attention, she felt, betrayed them as a group. Being the only true Queen amongst the flock, the Queen of Queens, of Breastfield Manor.. It felt only right, troubling oneself with such queries, regardless the utility.
"Hey, Ice-Princess..!"
The call broke her train of thought, as she looked around and walked up. Elanor curtsied her head, barely managing a smile as the stares bore into her exposed bosoms.
"That's some impressive mounds, Highness. And you are..?"
"Queen Elanor of Wolkenshire, at your service. My lord, do you prefer it cold.?"
Elanor said, raising the platter, clenching through the rage, of having to introduce herself to a mere noblemen. Picking up a tong, he said.
"Of course, the Great Chaste. We couldn't see your face, because.. Well, I mean look at those, Highness! Could we be blamed?!"
The man laughed, pulling the tong-chain up, instead of simply picking ice, as his underlings joined in on the cackle. Elanor bit through pain, as her left nipple got pulled, feeling the weight of her breast tissue hang from it, for the very first time. She realized, her bosoms had grown in mass, despite staying surprisingly firm.
"I'm your humble subject, Highness. Duke Bircham! And this here, is my loyal friend, Viscount of Libeth. Tell me Highness, to rise straight to the throne at such tender age. Would you mind letting some of that good luck waft our way.?! Rub it on us, perhaps.. Hehe.."
Elanor didn't know what to else to say, but.
"At your service, my Lord."
His friend took the second tong, and put two cubes down his glass. After taking a sip of the fizzling drink, he said.
"Oh my! Highness, are your nipples truly erect? Hoho! Or is that their natural size, red and puffy?!"
Elanor squirmed, feeling a hand creep up through the slit in her dress, lightly caressing her right bum cheek.
"Why don't you make sure.? You know, compare the both.."
Bircham leered on, adjusting his petasos hat. The men must have had a rich history sharing dames, because Elanor couldn't figure, what he meant. The viscount did however. He picked another ice cube, and placed it right on the edge of her left nipple. Elanor felt the Duke's palm press into her spine, preventing her attempts to step back. A shrieking exhale escaped her, and she felt the nipple gravitate towards to the cold, on its own, much to her trepidation.
The men continued to chat, while Elanor balanced herself on the edge, with the ice cube sliding around her left areola, making it bud even further, much to her surprise and pain, as the clip clamped down further into her flesh.
"Is that a red band? That's unfortunate.."
Said the viscount, a little disappointed.
"What really.?!"
The Duke double-checked pulling down the high-neck, to reveal the red-collar Tabitha had secured on her earlier. Elanor exhaled in actual relief, seeing the noblemen actually respect the rules. After all, these girls weren't conquered trophies, or disenfranchised slaves. They were working girls, each with her own limits, personal dos and donts. Nor were the noblemen barbarians. Even with their radical ideology, they knew better to not overstep. After all, these girls were merely symbols, and not the royal feminine they stood for the night. Tabitha had attended, even organized similar events, on behalf of the Order for years. One of her recent innovations being, the collar system. The girls may advertise their interests, and limits, using collars.
Blue collar meant single partner, green collar meant the rear is off-limits, black collar meant pain is not an issue, and collar-less meant anything goes. Girls too had rules to follow, and promises to live up to, failing which penalized them, by confiscation of the collar and its privileges. Fortunately for Elanor, they had a red collar. Which put penetrative-sex off the table. This assurance from Tabitha is what finally convinced Bella to go ahead, knowing her Queen's chastity was not at risk. Also full-coitus was not allowed within the Great Hall. The members may however take any Queen to any of the inner chambers, any time the heat peaked. It was remarkable than even with all these rules, how they managed to keep the Queens on edge, finding creative ways to fuel their humiliation further.
"That's a shame, coquette.. We were so looking forward to sharing you.. You had such tender flesh, after all. Like an almost virgin.."
"As she should be..!" The viscount added.
"The Great Chaste after all, right Queenie..?!"
Elanor writhed in discomfort, as she felt a second hand creep around her under-thigh, from the other end. Entertained by the new girl, Bircham put his glass on to the tray, took another crystal, and said.
"The ice is too cold for my liking. Would you mind warming it a bit, Highness?!"
Elanor knew not what he meant. Only that it can't be anything good. She repeated, confused.
"At your service, my Lord."
Before she could finish, Bircham pushed the cube into her mouth, leaving the dumbfounded woman further perplexed.
"There! The perfect hole, for such a stupid task. Stay there and warm my ice for a bit. Don't swallow, and don't spit out, regardless how cold it gets. Spit it out, and the next one will be going, up far more sensitive holes. We wouldn't want that now, would we?"
He really, really enjoyed watching them squirm. Especially the unsuspecting ones. The viscount continued chatting with the Duke, as they slipped their drinks, their fingers exploring her curves with no shame. It felt far worse somehow, for the Queen. She was used to being treated like a sexual fiend, even relegated to a submissive, felt better. Right now, they just reduced her to an object. Their hands roaming free, as if feeling the quality of a velvet-silk, or craftsmanship on a marble statue. And it was becoming increasingly difficult, to live through the moment, with any grace. Which made her recall the sense of pride brimming within, when she had explained Queenly conduct to Bella weeks before. The ideals she had sworn to live by, ever since taking the throne.
A Queen may find herself enchained in the court of her most hateful foe, be it a barbaric invader, or a domestic faction. With her life, honor, status, wealth, all at risk; stripped off of all autonomy, including that of her womb. Yet it is incumbent on her to face it all, with grace. Queen is a way if being, a conduct that shall remain inextricable, so long as you don't give in.
It couldn't be sullied, but from within. One who grasps this shall never find herself in fear. Such is the ideal.
Elanor struggled to swallow down saliva past the lump in her throat.
This isn't how I imagine myself, this was all so, so different in my conceptual fear. What happened to my poise, my grace. Is it fear that I feel?
Feeling the jubilant Duke's tongue slither past her left earlobe, contrasted against the tongue and cheeks, now absolutely numb, Elanor realized.
I'm not afraid, not just.
I'm petrified.
"If you are done, Duke Bircham, would you mind lending her to an old man?"
Elanor felt relieved as the Duke stopped his advances, looking around, and suddenly bowing, to the wheel-chair bound man right behind. Bircham said.
"Oh, Sir Lancet! My pleasure, and honor. Would you like some ice? Or should I say honey?!"
He chuckled, wiping of the sweat, beading up her forehead, before sucking it right off his finger.
"I'm sure she is fine, Bircham. But no. My servant girl went to fetch a new drink, the wine isn't strong to my liking. The heat is getting to me, I mean. Look around, how could it not.?! General Tarquin had outdone himself with such a grand feast, don't you think.?"
"Yes, yes, Sire.. It's truly an experience.!"
"Unfortunately with age, your body listens less and less, hehe.. Be it in lust, or relieving. You'll understand some day, son. Well.. I need my bedpan cleaned, and the maid is taking long, so.. If Her Highness could be so kind.."
"Say no more, Sir Lancet!"
Elanor looked at them both, back to back, truly perplexed as the Viscount held her tray, with Bircham helping free her fingers, finally.
What? What the hell am I supposed to.. I'm a Queen, I'm the..
Elanor felt the knots on her back get undone, the ones that held her tray in place. Followed by the ones cuffing her wrists. The Duke's voice boomed from behind, as her rear cheeks felt a slap.
"Help him out, Highness.. Be thorough, and I may leave you a good tip, in a spot that pleases to properly."
The Queen froze for a moment, for reasons entirely different. She noticed just them, the noblemen who cackled loudly from the other end of the room, with his friends patting his shoulder, clinking the drinks as they did. Is that Klavin, the Viscount?
Lord Klavin, the young viscount, who she had humiliated in her private court, the last week. The young viscount of Venmorth who got royally mocked, not just for his irreverent tongue, but for his probable bastard, due in his wife's belly. In a moment, she had no more doubts. That was, in fact, Lord Klavin, right across the room. Elanor ducked down without being asked, quite enthusiastically, to avoid a humiliating confrontation. As she knelt before the wheel-chair bound geriatric, she heard them gasp in surprise.
"Wow, look at her go.. Eager to please, are you sweetums.?!"
The Queen paid no heed to the mocking. As much as she despised what she must do, she couldn't afford running into Klavin. Most these noblemen had rarely seen her from afar, in public functions. But Klavin had seen her up-close, just a couple days ago. And in her conduct, Elanor made sure he didn't forget the Queenly presence, for a long time. If anyone in this room could see through into her, that would be the young Viscount. Compared to his wrath, this is a piece of cake. Her brows squinted in disgust as she detached the contraption that secured the catheter to the old man's penis. She felt him shiver in pleasure, with the caressing touch of her soft cold fingers. She had been holding an ice-box after all.
Elanor caught the wicked leer, as his eyes looking at her like an object. An insignificant object of servility. Of pleasure. May be all he saw was the symbol of the Imperial throne kneeling, cowering right before. May be the Queen should have returned the favor, and stared back in defiance, at a decrepit man, who had lost his sense of grace. Only she couldn't.
Because to each of them she may have been just another decoy. But to Elanor, these were her subjects. Radical and misguided, maybe, but her people, nonetheless. Even the ones who had traveled in, from other Kingdoms. Wolkenshire led all lands of men, after all. And she was their true-ruling monarch. Elanor knew them, most of them, if not each.
She knew Sir Lancet quite well, through his famous exploits in war, though they had never met in person. Battling the blood-thirsty orcans with unparalleled might, even going out of his way to make a disgraced noble-maid his third wife. A poor girl who had been abducted and subsequently tainted by orcan lust. An exemplary man, a true force to reckon with, right till the moment he got injured, three years back.
She knew he had been extremely vocal against her decision to withdraw troops, and focus solely on financial assistance, and she'd understand if that drove him further into the hands of the Order. But she couldn't help but be thankful, quite contrary to his lustful gaze, for all he had done in his prime, ensuring the safety of her Kingdom. Rubbing her left palm against her neck to warm, she gently caressed his amputated right knee, which had healed extremely well to a super-smooth skin, while her right hand coiled the catheter-tube and kept it by the bed-pan.
In her heart of hearts she felt like truly aiding in anyway to further alleviate his suffering. She saw him not as a radicalized nobility, nor as a disgruntled war-veteran. Not while staring right at the wound he took for the throne. She could parse it apart, with little effort, for unlike the decoys around, she was the Queen. Such clarity and consideration could only be ruined by unsavory conduct. Which Sir Lancet did, in a matter of minutes.
Duke Bircham jested, watching her work.
"Haha! Don't you think she looks just the part, of Her Highness Moist-kunt.."
The old man too seemed high on spirits.
"So much Bircham.. So much that I highly doubt her for being one of Queen Esme's bastards. You ever tried?"
Elanor felt a jolt within, at them mentioning her mother. She was well aware of the colorful history, but it was extremely unsettling, listening to two men talk so casually about it.
"Esmeralda of Vankenbraum.?! Oh no, Sire. Not all of us are as lucky as you.!"
"Or old, you mean.. Hehe, sure sure.. You know, I saw Queen Esme prance around earlier, with that slutty Princess Vera by her side. Speak of loose canons..! I hear they work as a pair, so do give a try. Surely can't match the real ones, but I'd say the resemblance isn't as bad."
Elanor shut her eyes, forcing out the mental images, as she continued to stroke the old man's wounded thigh.
"Oh oh..! Like mother, like daughter, it seems.. Haha.!"
What's that supposed to.. Oh no.!
Elanor felt her cold throat grow parched, as she realized her fingers weren't exactly around his thighs, but something though not equally, impressively thicker.
What in the name of Almighty, Nora! How long have you been stroking his penis. And when..
The Queen had to breath in deep, as her gaze locked on to it.
When the hell, did it grow so big? That shriveled little worm from before.. Unbelievable.
And she felt his trembling digits wrap around her nape, and pull her closer, with a rough firm grip.
"Queenie, your fingers are so soft that I don't mind if you just stroked. But I'm been a little watery lately, and old cum might stink. I doubt you'd want it sprayed all over such beautiful fabric. Unless it's the stench that gets you going, dear. One can never tell, with the new ones."
Elanor didn't resit. For one, she enjoyed the break from standing around for so long, especially with those cursed high-heels. She loved the exercise her fingers got, after being cuffed for so long, not to mention relaxing her wrists after holding the ice-tray all this while. And somewhere in her, a craving had awakened unbeknownst. From all that she's been through, it would feel wrong, had she been this close to a cock, and it not been in her mouth. She find her own thoughts weird, and funny. With a deep inhale she drove right in.
Aaaggghhhrrr..!!
The shriek was so uncharacteristic for such a manly man, that he laughed at himself, joined by the duke and friends. And Elanor quickly realized why.
"What the hell, Bircham! This your doing..? You almost send me straight to heaven."
The Duke apologized, while struggling to contain his own laughter.
"I'm so.. hehe.. so sorry, Sir Lancet. I had put an ice in her mouth, and I forgot to.. Hoho ho..! You alright, old man??"
"Oh dear boy! Better than alright. Literally the most exotic blowjob I felt to date. Hoo..! The shiver runs up my spine still. And her breath, so ice cold, yet. Oh boy, that's one skilled tongue."
Elanor had swallowed the melted cube as quick as she realized, but her lips, her tongue, her drool, her breath, all remained quite cold for a considerable time. It even surprised her how easily she forgot in the humiliation from earlier, that she had been holding an ice cube right in her mouth. As habit, the suction aided in comforting her further, and her vision grew dark, lulled by the sensation.
With her eyes closed, it felt like no one was watching. Her tongue sloshed freely around the warrior pecker. Her icy exhales strangely breathing new life to his loins. She felt amazed, at how much she had grown, taking into account things she'd never have given any weight, a few months before. The way her nostrils flared diving in, relishing in the ticklish greying pubes, taking in full, savoring the subtleties of his musk. Her taste-buds sliding through the wrinkles of his skin, contrasting it with his smooth crown, which had no shortage of sweet pre-cum. Tempting her to nibble along the folds. She struggled to understand what possessed her, at moments like this, but all she could do was revel.
No one is watching Nora.! You aren't the only slut around, each got company, more than enough actually. Where else are you get a chance, to give decadence its due, outright in public. Just focus on Sir Lancet, and whore on..
It didn't even occur to her, that she just addressed herself as a slut, a whore. This wasn't done for the task, nor for treatment. It felt needful to please, and sinful to waste, a cock so old and bold. She did it, not for Bella, not even for the sweet sanity of Nora. She did it in service, for something deep and dormant. An urge, an itch, or was it the beast waking? She couldn't tell. And she'd have stayed entranced, if not for the booming voice.
"Good Lord, Sir Lancet! I see that age hadn't put a dent on your spirit."
"Well, it's hard to cripple a boner. Ain't it, His Holiness.. So good of you to make it."
Lancet sounded extremely elated, like meeting an old friend. Who was the friend, though? It wasn't the loudness, tone, or the crass nature, that broke her blissful trance, but the familiarity. She knew that voice, she had heard it before, and not just in passing. And if she recognized it, not facing him seemed the safer bet.
"The sermon took long to wrap up. One can't exactly rush the matters of Allfather, right? But you know I wouldn't miss this party for the world."
"By the way, the Black-Rose! One of yours.? Is that a true blue-blood this time? And a virgin at that?!"
"Close enough. Not a pure blue-blood. But of definite noble birth. High standing, by any measure. And a virgin, that I can say confidently. Let's see if she manages to keep it that way."
You bastards! Elanor felt furious. With what little she knew, unlike the rest, the Black-Rose didn't seem to be there by choice. Her consent to the condition sounded questionable at best, and she had been juiced up on aphrodisiac for at least an hour now. If the girl is an actual virgin, if she ends up submitting her virginity to the Order, in her good conscience Elanor couldn't consider it a proper consent. Who she was, and what made her agree to such a task, remained a mystery. And making it worse, Elanor couldn't shake off this unusual feeling, like she knew this girl. It's funny that, how all the anger and frustration only fueled her urge to suck harder and deeper.



"Ooohoh..OH! What a dame, this one.! Excellent suction, you Ice-Princess of mine.."
"Quality stuff, huh? I can tell from the bob.."
Elanor rushed to finish him off. The last thing needed was a running commentary. Lancet enquired.
"But tell me now. How did you convince that young thing? Don't tell she came seeking repentance?"
"Sort of.. If you consider true-love a sin. Mate, you know I can't give you details. I promised her anonymity."
Lancet never liked hearing no. He gripped Elanor by the skull, and began controlling the bob. She hated it, losing what little agency remained.
"So skip the specifics, Clergyman. Stick to the bare bones. I can read between."
"You persistent old dog. Okay.. She's a teacher, of sorts. And her lover, a budding mercenary. Well, the lover-boy did some odd-job, for an unsavory kind.."
"More unsavory than us..? What, pagans?!"
"No kidding. The kid didn't know at the time, his client's worshiped false gods, but now.. Well you know the law, aiding pagans is high treason. He could hang."
"So the girl comes for what? Your help, your guidance.? A pardon, perhaps?"
"Of sorts.. Her concerns are cosmic. Saving his soul, from the eternal fire pit. True-love, you see.. Hehe.. Well, I convinced her, that she may be able to alleviate his suffering, if she were.."
"If she were to share his suffering... In flesh and blood, through lust and tear. You sneaky bastard. How often does that trick work?!"
"More often than you think. What's the saying.? Love is wild and blind. And mostly dumb?! Haha..!"
This is cruel.. And disgusting.! How dare he pull something so vicious, under my reign.? Elanor felt furious. How could a clergyman allow himself into such decadence? Well, Ishikawa is a special case. But even he never stepped over to something truly malicious.And to make it worse, I can't do a thing to stop this. Not right now, at least.
She could sense the change in his pelvic pulse, the old man is about to cum. She didn't know if it was her exemplary fellation, or the depraved narration than made him maintain the erection for so long, at this age. Lancet asked.
"But how did you get her to agree? Does she even know we are the Order? Her presence here itself could be treasonous.."
"Well, ain't the devil in the details. The same details the poor thing failed to get clarity on, when I made the suggestion. Mind you, I never forced her. I merely suggested, her undergoing something adjacent to a pagan ritual, understanding it's allure without risking the actual sin, and coming out the other end with renewed faith in All-father. I convinced her it could help prove her commitment to the faith, her love for him, and save his soul even. Isn't it in the nature, of Divine Judgements, to seem irrational?!"
"You got that right. Sometimes even I sense the pagan spirits when the party gets wild..Good one."
"Haha.. And I suggested, if she wants, I can help her through. Assured her anonymity even. She's putting herself through this, in her mind, to save his soul. I mean, if she wishes to do so, wouldn't it be wrong, to not be of help. After all, I'm a man of God.."
"Yes, you are, you devil.. So she stays strong the whole night, and then what? It isn't like you to let them loose so easy.."
"You think she won't break.?! I mean her spirit is quite rare, but look at the lithe thing..! I hear the boys are betting on it. I personally don't think she'll submit, and she does have a mean grip, but come on.. You think, she won't drop a key, by midnight??"
"I don't care for a half-victory, I'd like the Black-Rose to submit. And so do you, you devil, hehe.. So tell me, what's in store for her, really.."
Shaking his head at the old fried, the Holy-man explained.
"Well, the boy is awaiting trial. And I can use my connections to push it by a year, or two most. In a moment of desperation, she had presented me with their love-notes, for proof. And get this, if those notes were to get released, she could be tried alongside. Or at least a talented extortionist can make her fear that.."
"What extortionist.?"
Lancet smirked, his hands bobbing the suction-skull evenly.
"I don't know.. Would you like the custody of those letters..? She'll have no choice but to obey your each whim. I mean, I'm a man of faith, but I can't interfere in matters of law. She may choose to contact the authorities, but I highly doubt it. And you know better to cover your tracks. Weren't you the one complaining last time, that Lady Rosalind would appreciate a play-toy to sate her drives as well. A sub's sub.. Consider this a gift.!"
"Oh man.. Where can one find a better friend?! What a.. AH! Aaaahhh..!!"
The old man shuddered in his seat, as his friend cackled. Instead of a weak spurt, Elanor felt an actual splatter. Sir Lancet had cum, and it was every bit as watery as he had promised. But he made up for concentration, in quantity. For it was quite the flow. Oh wait.. That's not just cum.. That's eww.. God, I hope no one's looking..
The Queen indeed was being observed, and not just by the hungry lechers around. Watching from the corner was her Mistress. She wasn't going to leave the safety of her employer solely in the hands of the Head-maid, away from the safety of the castle, amidst the men who sought her dethroning. Bellatrix was surprised still, at how little it took for her Queen to surrender to the role. Her internal turmoil, her trembling fingers, quite obscured by the distance. Also she couldn't have guessed, that Elanor did so, partly to hide from the young viscount. She wasn't judging the Queen. After all, this was her idea. And she certainly wasn't going to criticize Her Highness, particularly in a room full of Queens, all wantonly subjugating themselves. Peer-pressure alone could drive one deep into wilderness.
Bellatrix had stayed in the shadows for the most part, because Elanor was only part of the plan. She was here for the Domestic Espionage, the Head of Households of the Wolkenshire throne on her first ever surveillance mission, and her tasks differed vastly from her employer's.
Bella walked down the corridor, thanking Almighty for making her far less a sexual-being, compared to her Queen. It wasn't that she lacked education, awareness, or even proper impulse in matters of carnality. Nor was she mesmerized by concepts like chastity, repressing herself at all costs. She just wasn't the kind to find her poison, deep in the loins.
It wasn't in her make-up.
Or so she thought.
**
*
*
Royal Dread
Walking towards the restroom, past a series of near-obscene art collection adorning the wide hallway, Elanor felt disturbed by what Sir Lancet had said.
"Oh dear, you remind me so much of my better-half.."
As her core churned Elanor knew enough, to not mistake it for a soulful sweet sentiment.
Forget 'better'.. I highly doubt there'd be any good, being the 'half' of such an ailing scum.
It surprised her, the swift shift in perception, once the trance had waned off. Then again the kind of men who derived pleasure, from the absolute disdain in a woman's eye, had always been a mystery. Her fury got deflated with shame, noticing the drop of the piddle, leaking out the corner of her lips. Of course, she had been fighting all this while, the urge to spit out, or swallow, with each step. The strong acidic tang seemingly stretching time, as she walked neared the restroom, holding the bed-pan right under her bare bosoms.
From the weight it was evident, that the pan hadn't been emptied for a while. It wasn't uncommon for the aging lords, to have the hospice make such arrangements, to prevent frequent trips to the restroom, especially for ones with troubled mobility. It was unheard of however, for the ruling monarch to be carrying the piss-pot, no matter how distinguished 'His Lordship' had been.
After all, the only service the paraplegic had actually requested, was to clear his bed-pan. Everything else was her own doing, arguably. Feeling cold throat down, from the melting ice-cube from earlier, and contrasting it against the mouthful of warm elderly emiction, only added to the bizarreness of the night. She didn't want the pan spilling, and the heels made it impossible to run. The last thing she wanted was creating a piss-soaked spectacle on the floor.
Elanor almost gargled the liquid with her frustrated scream, as she pushed the rest-room door. Placing the pan down, she went straight to the first sink, puking out the foul mixture, plunging her head in the water barrel by the side, then spitting back into the sink. After a couple of repeated rinses, she finally looked in the mirror.
What are you doing, Nora? I mean..
The recent stint at Desert Rose came in handy, as it took no time to fix her make-up. Elanor picked up the bed-pan Now, where's the urinal, the closet?! Turning around, she froze on tracks, noticing for the first time the layout of the room.
It was a long rectangular space, well-lit and well-ventilated.The peacock-green paint worked well against the checkerboard floor, with wide mirrors on opposite walls, and a pair of three sinks in row, on either sides. The whole room looked spotless, not even a splash mark around the large water barrels. At the other end of the room were the urinals. Eight in total, with a single wooden-rack above, stretching across the wall, stacked with disposable towels.
Six of them matched the design of the sink. Shiny, white and pristine. Almost untouched. The two in the middle, forming the center-piece, was what left the Queen aghast. Upon a raised platform, to match the hip-level of the user, were two women squatting. With their rear buns pressed into heels, knees both jutting out, forming a perfect V upfront.. Their spine pressed against the wall behind, erect and upright, with both wrists clamped to the sides tight, angled perpendicular at the elbows. Like the Black-Rose, they had shiny black hoods, leaving just the nose and mouth open. Their heads hung low, with a thin chain dangling before each, hung from wooden-rack above, like from a pulley.
A pair of human-urinals, for the kind that find it such kink irresistible
One look at the disgraced women, and the taste came right back to her tongue in a burp, the one she had tried washing off all this time. How the hell is that supposed to add to the erection of these wastrels.?! The Queen wondered, as she walked up quick. She wanted to be out of there as quick, and to do nothing with the bound woman. Elanor reached the first urinal, at the left corner, and almost dumped the whole bed-pan within.
Wait.!
The Queen took a second look, her grip trembling. At the bottom of the long white urinal closet, submerged in yellow pool, was a crown she knew too well. A near-perfect replica, of the Queen's Crown, the one she had enjoyed wearing as she stood by the side of her loving King, many months, in all their public appearances. Complete with the Insignia of the Queen consort, the winged horse.
True, this wasn't her insignia anymore. She had become the true-ruling monarch. This applies to the Queen consort of Wolkenshire. But as the Ruling Queen, it would be the gravest sin, for her to desecrate the royal insignia, by further dousing it in urine. In fact, the Queenly conduct required her maintaining reverence to all royal insignias, including that of the enemy kingdom. The Queen shan't condone the sacrilegious, let alone take part. Just to confirm her fears, Elanor walked along the stalls, past the two human-urinals.
All the urinals had a tainted crown at the bottom, one belonging to each of the six kingdoms, symbolizing the respective Queen consorts. Although perplexed, Elanor found it amusing, that the Order had managed to unify even the Noxtran nobility, the sworn-enemy of Wolkenshire, against the alleged corrupting feminine. Up close Elanor realized that, unlike the Black-Rose, these hoods had eye-holes. The thick lashes, and ruined mascara, combined with the fact that their lids remained closed, made it seem like they were blinded as well. They could see, only they didn't wish to. How unsurprising.. What a sick fetish.?! What a bunch of fools..! That's it, I'm out.
The Queen stepped back, and put the pan over the nearest sink, ready to pour. Was someone behind me? A voice boomed right then.
"That's imported sanitary-ware, Queenie. Made from the finest Turkmenian marble. Unless you plan on shining it clean with that gifted tongue, I'd suggest you not spill a drop."
That sound again, the clergyman from before, the friend of Sir Lancet. How did he sneak up on me?! Be vigilant, Nora.! As his hand crept around her waist, there was no way her mistaking that lecherous grin in the mirror, even though it's been months since their last meeting. The only person from the eventful Trial of Celibacy, whom she found repulsive.
Clergyman Didier Lupsink, Ministerial Manager of the Church grounds. Second in command to the High Priest. And the most vocal critic of her Queendom within the clergy. It appears the intel on his connections with various radical factions, were spot on. Why didn't I recognize his voice earlier?!
Leading her towards the urinals, he smirked.
"Take a pick, Queenie. I've picked mine."
Elanor stood with the pan in her hand trembling, as Lupsink gently pulled the chain hanging before the kneeling blonde. The woman obediently leaned forward, against the bondage, tilting her neck up. Her lips parting eagerly. her eyes closed still. It took a moment to register, as the Queen realized. The chain ended at a simple black nose-hook, which made her comply at the slightest pull.
Wait, is he going to.. Really?! Right in front, oh no!
Pulling out his flaccid penis, he whistled as the stream began with out any hiccup.
"Why? You can't go with someone watching??"
He chuckled, as Elanor struggled with what she must do. Not knowing why, she said.
"I can't pour.. I'm sorry, I just can't.. Not to.."
The hell, Nora! Did you just apologize?! You, the actual Queen! How dare you utter that word.?!
"Afraid to soil the royal insignia.? That's understandable. Respectful, I approve. But that's not an excuse. Not when presented with two perfectly willing meat toilets. Here, let me help.."
Stopping mid-flow with impressive sphincter control for his age, letting the poor maiden swallow the cheek-ful properly, he reached out and tugged the other chain. Making the dark-haired maiden drop her jaw, like clock-work. He said.
"If you truly feel sorry, you are welcome to replace her dear. I mean, I'd rather have you writhing in a body-cage, for you'd make of hell of a Black-Rose. But a piss-pot is fine as well. What would you like..?"
Well, there's a lot of things I'd like, you cretin. Your head in a platter would do fine...
Elanor stared him down, not backing down an inch.
And it wouldn't take a blink, if I so as whimmed. Lucky for you, that isn't the kind of Queen Wolkenshire needs now. Nor that kind I aim to be. Though you are really pushin.. aahhhhHHH.!!
His digits, twisting her right nipple, made her rethink her restrain mid-scream.
"You don't seem to like me, at all, Queenie.. Have we met before? Forgive it's those bright lips, bringing out the whore in you. After a while they all look alike.."
This is the ruling monarch, you baffoo... OOOOHH..!!
Lupsink chuckled, his belly wobbling, spurting the piss around the irritated blondes nose and neckline.
"There, like that... Moan, like it suits a piss-breath. The staring doesn't work for you. Now what's the issue.? Is this whole thing too humiliating for your tastes? Is it the coercive tactics, or the thought of drinking piss? Like a mouthful of cum fares any better.. You still stench of the old man. So what's stopping now?"
Nothing did. All ways out this room inevitably soiled her dignity. And something about the eagerness with which the blonde one latched on to his crown.. May be the singularly carnal smile at the corner, as her lips did the perfect suction she had witnessed to date.. Informed her, these aren't the ones worth martyring for. Her hand tipped slightly, and the collected mess dripped along the bed-pan's corner, in a deep yellow stream. Widening his grin, at the dark-haired urinal, he exclaimed.
"Oh, look at that! A fresh one."
Tapping his pecker against the lips, patting out the final drops, with his left hand reaching up for a towel, he said.
"Look how her eyes squint, the brows wrinkle. This one doesn't like it. In training now, aren't you pet? Highness, let me assist.."
Yes, she was.. Oh, my god! What did I just do.?! Elanor felt disgusted at herself. The maiden's reluctance was apparent in how her right hand curled into a fist. Was that a tattoo around her wrist?
Wiping his penis and hands, and the urinal's chin, he walked up beside the Queen, chucking the disposable towel down the bin. Grabbing her both elbows from behind, he said, directing the flow completely.
"See, Queenie.. Keep a constant stream, don't mind the spillage. Perpetual guzzling is an acquired skill. We wouldn't want to deny her the training now, would we?"
"His Holiness..! I didn't know you would be attending.."
Elanor looked to the right, bewildered. She was so caught up in the developments, that she failed to notice a full-grown man walk right in. Vigilant, Nora.. For god's sake..
"Oh, hey there, Herb. I didn't know you worked for Tarquin.."
Herb, the short middle-aged man in a janitor's outfit, with a wrinkly stubbled face, bowed in reverence, kissing the priest's hand, not caring what he had been doing till then. Given the level of dirt on his overalls and gloves, it was a miracle how he managed to keep the place spotless, and not soil every spot he touched. He said, bowing..
"Good evening His Holiness.. Thanks for asking His Lordship Sir Rupert to take me in. The Missus can be a bit cruel at times, but all is well. He's a great friend of General Tarquin, and he offered to share the load. Hence we working here, for the night."
Even the constant sound of dripping piss failed to soothe Elanor, as the men continued talking, treating the urinals as just that. Particularly the lowly servant. He wiped clean the proper urinals with a dirty cloth, before stopping to their right, in front of the blonde one. He took the simple wet shift right off, wringed it once over her head, as her jaw-dropped as if on cue, taking in most of what pored out. Putting the shift in his bucket, he splashed some water over the naked maiden, which smelled slightly of disinfectant, then proceeded to wipe her clean, with the same dirty towel.
Lupsink stopped the pouring, letting the other girl gasp for air finally, piss spraying on to Elanor's robe as she coughed, which the Queen was too busy to even notice. She couldn't take her eyes off, much to the clergyman's amusement, as the janitor went on. Without disturbing her mask, he opened her mouth wide, his fingers reaching under the lip-flaps, brushing her teeth with his digit, essentially. As he cleaned her tongue with a small brush, with a strangely satisfied grin, Lupsink asked.
"Tell me Herb.. How's things going at the Manor.?"
"Oh great, Father! Sir Rupert is such a kind soul. And quite virile, they both are, but she's still young. I wish if I had half his vigor when I'm his age.."
"The Lady not giving any trouble, I hope."
"Oh she's a nightmare. It's like, she hates the sound of my voice. The other day I entered the cellar, to check on stock. The rage in her eyes, Father, when I walked in on them going at it. Putting most teenagers to shame. I think his Lordship set her up, such a jovial prankster he is. But she gave me toilet duty for a week."



Tilting her elbows to resume to flow, Lupsink said.
"That must have been hard. First the toilet duty there, and now here.. "
"Hehe.. Oh, you don't see me complaining here, alright? At least I can speak freely now. Given how irritated my voice makes her, had she been around, I'd have spoken hardly three words."
Elanor found it strange that he continued to toy with the kneeling blonde's tongue for no good reason.
"Tell you what, Father.. There was no shortage of dumb cows amongst the scullery maids back in the Manor, but I always thought the Ladyships would be different. But look at this one here. Clad in just a worn-out hood, thinking no one knows her face. But the curly blonde hair, this double chin.. Or that fact that no fancy cloth can help hide the fact.. That you are just a fat cow!"
As both men chortled, Elanor noticed that the whole time his eyes stayed locked on the kneeling blonde. And hers on his, strangely wide, and horrified. Herb continued, wringing once again, before draping her in that translucent shift.
Elanor was now blaming herself, for these women's predicament. Dragging them, in a way, into her 'unorthodox treatment regime'. This isn't like the other tasks. It's not mere tempting random crowds, or taking things up a notch orally, back-stage. This is disgustingly demeaning. To be put in a place to desecrate a fellow woman.. That one hit way harder than Elanor could have anticipated. Like, somehow it made her complicit, in all this. Not to mention, watching first-hand, the poor blonde get reduced to mere object. Not by the arrogant clergyman, but a disgruntled servant. Herb continued.
"Believe me clergyman.. If Her Ladyship were to hear me speak this freely, she'd have me cleaning the gutter for weeks. She may very well unleash upon me tomorrow, back in the Manor. But tonight.. Well, the piss-pot really needs me, if she's to be cleansed from time to time. Well.. Its funny, what all the typical haughty lass would tolerate, for sake of hygiene. Vain bitches, the lot."
As he bowed again, ignoring the confused Queen, Lupsink said.
"Well, I'm glad you aren't easily fooled, my boy. And I'm sure Her Ladyship would appreciate your services more, now on."
As the door closed on his way out, he said snickering.
"Her Highness looks like she got a full bladder as well.. Haha.."
Elanor felt the burn in the underbelly, as the priest asked.
"Oh look.! Where are my manners?!"
Suppressing a cackle, Lupsink took the half-empty bed-pan out of the hands, his other hand expertly parting her gown's slit, like a curtain. Elanor struggled to form words.
"What, you.. expect me to.. Here, on the floor, really? I mean, there's no women's urinal.."
"Of course there is. May be this would interest Her Highness, as the next tradition to break. Self-cleaning unisex urinals across the Kingdom. It's hard time you tried it standing, sexual equality and all.."
Elanor squirmed within, forgetting for a moment he was leaning into the role-play, by using honorifics. Forgetting for a moment, that she was to be Demura now, and not the Great Chaste. He recklessly cap-sized the bed-pan above the blonde, resting it upon her head. Elanor truly felt sad for how it ruined the the girl head to toe, moments after being freshly cleaned. Lupsink gripped the Queen by her right thigh and pulled upwards. Before she knew, Elanor was standing on her left toe, with right foot resting on the shoulder of the dark haired piss-pot, crotch leveling with face. The warmth of her exhale felt strangely arousing.
"Even with your acidic-breath, I would have kissed you Queenie.. If only had I not sworn myself to the Higher Power.."
At the moment his forbidden kiss was the least of her concerns. Does he expect me to urinate now? On her, really?! I.. I can't, I just.. I won't be a party to such blatant desecration.. Regardless how this harlot takes to it, I won't renege the inalienable dignity of life. Only, despite her revulsion, Elanor felt positively feeble, as her neck strained to meet his indifferent eyes. The gown slipped past the raised thigh, revealing her irritated pelvis to the waiting urinal lips. The one she had been feeding all this while. She felt something wet slither past her nether folds, a chill run up her spine, as her eyes locked in fear with clergyman. The indifference in them give way to a vicious grin, as he said.
"Sworn to the higher power.. Haha.. Like that had ever stopped me claiming a bitch."
As her eyes refused to close, knowing the nauseating kisses closing on both her lips, a single thought kept looping in her mind. It's part of the task.. Its part of the task.. Or is it?
Watching all strength wane off from her eyes, up-close, the clergyman released her thigh, and crept alongside her waist to the pee-hole.
"Tempting ain't it? You needn't be wastefully considerate. Contrary to the initial impression, most these men stay married for life. Happily as well! You think it works out, unless they made an effort to find the right woman, with shared tastes? Tolerant and open at least.? Take Miss Piss-pot for instance.. Do you really think it's easy finding a whore would drink pint after pint of fresh piddle, straight from the source. Not some malnourished street-walker out of desperation, but a fine specimen like this one.?! To ingest is one thing, but do you think its likely for a whore to smile afterwards, Highness?! Don't feel sorry, for this one here need not be coerced. Right dear?"
"How about a tingle now? Go on, she wouldn't judge."
Clink!
WOAH!
The last thing on his mind was her resistance resurfacing, so quick, and so strong. The Queen shook him off, her free hands pushing, springing off of the wall. The clergyman nearly slipped on the piss, as she ran past, out the door. A short loud laughter erupted from the squatting blonde, like an involuntary spasm, surprised by the sudden turn of events. Her ire directed at the priest. Wobbling ridiculously to keep his balance, Lupsink stared at the door wide eyed, before squatting down laughing at his present state.
Elanor trotted out the rest-room, careful not to trip over. She couldn't believe she almost kissed that disgusting cretin, nor that she nearly surrendered her bladder-control. She kept complying, for it seemed part of the task.. Only it wasn't.
What am I doing? I don't have to do this.. Any of this. The task is to simply survive the night. Not to endure, nor excel. Just make it through. It's a couple of hours, I can just hang around this corridor.. I don't trust this disguise, this isn't even a disguise. Sure, Bella can reason, that I'll stay lost in the mix of all Queens, but this is.. It feels too risky. There's just too many familiar faces. Tarquin, Lupsink... The young viscount, Lord Klavin, of all people. He's sure to spot me. No, this isn't cheating. I'm not required to participate in the debaucheries, not even the location is specified. The task quotes just the time-frame. This night, a handful of hours, at most. Bella can't shout foul now. She can't.
Trotting through the corridor she made a mental note, to push the upcoming meeting with the Church elders, at least by a month. She had had enough of clergymen in her life, and Lupsink in particular had gotten a little too close for comfort.
Lupsink on the other hand was intrigued by something else entirely. Sure he should be mad about the girl, embarrassing him in front of these piss-pots. And she'll get her due, but.. That distinct 'clink', when his ring hit her pelvis. How could a metallic mash underclothing clink so loud.? Unless.. Oh, you sly little thing. I've got just the thing for you..
Getting up, he looked at the urinals, especially at the blonde, whose smile vanished right away. Staring right at her, he took the bed-pan, and hung it over her cuffed right hand. Then he peeled off her hood, against her pleas, hanging it upon her other cuffed wrist. Patting her cheek, he said.
"I'm doing you a favor, Lady Rupert... You've come too far with fetishes, to stay shackled by shame. Even if your fetish, is shame itself. Your favorite clean-up boy will be send shortly. Tell him, Sir Lancet wants his pan back. Licked spotless..!"
**
*
There! This must be it.
Bella exhaled in relief flipping through the pages of a leather-bound diary. She had found the General's study quite easily, thanks to the intel Cyrian had provided, but finding his ledger took a lot longer. Lord Tarquin, turns out, is an avid reader, having copies of even the rarest books she had seen in the Royal Archives forming part of his private library. Only her task for the espionage wing was finding yet another book. In a room full of books, it was largely luck that she found the right one so quickly.
There's another agent waiting in a nearby chamber, a Decoy Queen, with her lover already piss-drunk, passed out on the bed. Bella was to procure the ledger and have her copy its contents, before returning it.
God, this is quite long a list.. How much time do we have, before he notices it gone.?
Bella wondered as she flipped through the pages, confirming it is the right book. Suddenly she heard footsteps, proud long strides right by the door. She barely managed to put the ledger aside, as the voice boomed.
"You there! You are not a Queen.."
It could only be one person, and she had practiced for such a situation.
"His Lordship General Glevius Tarquin, myself Deminica. I'm no Queen, I just shepherd the Queens."
"Well well, I don't see any of your herd here, and you seem lost, so.. You sure you are capable of shepherding such a categorically unruly bunch.?!"
There was something in his voice, that lack of condescension even in direct mockery, that separated from the many many demeaning comments she had heard all night. She expected someone more assertive, and disrespectful. She said, remembering the practiced scenarios.
"I'm not lost. I was waiting for you, His Lordship Gener.."
"Tarquin will do, Lady Deminica. Why let honorifics consume my precious time, when I'm sharing it with such rare beauty.."
Rare.? Beauty.?!
Bellatrix felt weird and funny, like her cheeks were burning. She never had blushed so readily. Then again, no one had called the weird Horse-whisperer, a beauty. It wasn't just the way he spoke. It's his voice itself, how it sounded. Not as a crafted compliment, but a casual stating of reality.
"Ah.. Umm. I'm sorry.."
Bella found herself at a loss of words.
**
*
To avoid eye-contact, Elanor kept looking at the many large paintings hung along the wall, while roaming around in the corridors. Truly impressive pieces of work, the subjects of which were aptly obscene. Scenes of orgies, of public lashing.. Lustful noblemen, chasing maidens clad in near-negligees.. Oddly some of the locations, the rooms in a few paintings, seemed very familiar.
This one for instance, eerily similar to the Parish Hall next to the Great Vankenbraum Cathedral. The one Elanor had been to, multiple times growing up. And that one! Well, that's clearly the Blist Manor at the Deznian border. Look at that ivory chandelier, not to mention the Letvic mosaic flooring. And what's with those dates? Wait..
These aren't fantasies. The women, they all look.. The way they are dressed, for most part.. Just like the ones in the hall. Like Iconic Queens..
These are court paintings.! Commissioned depictions of actual events. That's Sir Lancet right there, yanking Queen Marishka's hair from behind. Oh! He was a fine man in his prime, look at that butt.. A thought that made her blush instantly.
The dates.. These are events, much like tonight's.. Erotic feasts and gatherings, dating back to..
It took her a moment to digest. The paintings seemed endless, all along the corridor, on both sides. Not to mention, the multiple murals hung all over the Manor. This has to be one sick, saditic documentation. But how.. Oh.! Elanor remembered the odd looking young men from the Great Hall. The ones that were clad in off-white robes, unlike the noblemen in their ridiculous green and purple. The ones with remarkable restraint, whose eyes didn't seem addled in lust. Resisting the decadence that unfurled right before, simply sitting in the corners instead, and taking notes. They weren't writing, were they.?! Those were sketches.
They must be art students, apprentice to some famous painter, commissioned by the nobility to document the event. They were making rough sketches, capturing the furore of the night, the spirit of the party. To be developed into detailed paintings, later on.
Wait.. Does that mean, the image of me fellating the decrepit paraplegic, will end up hung from the manor wall? Auww Ouch..!!
Elanor yelped, as the large lady standing right next twisted her earlobe, like an irritated tutor.
"You aren't supposed to be here, Highness!"
"I was just.." Who the hell is this?
"I was just getting to.. to the kitchen to fill up.."
Relaxing the pinch, the woman asked.
"Fill up.??"
"ICE!" Exclaimed the Queen with comedic elation.
"Ice-cubes.. I was asked to get more ice-cubes.. I am to be the Ice-Queen.."
For the first time in that night, she warmed up to a name. Only the large woman, wasn't buying, as her fingers twisted the ear further.
"Is that so? Then where's your tray? Or ice-bowls, for that matter? Were you to fill it, up your snatch, perhaps? Shall we.?!"
The woman began walking to the other end of the corridor, away from the party hall, pulling Elanor by her ear. Quite a novelty experience to the Queen.
"What do you think slut? That you are the first to figure out, to slack off by roaming the corridors, in order to avoid the slimy preying hands. The job you were paid to do, in the first place..?!"
"What's wrong, Madelene? Trouble with the new girl? Shall I help discipline?!"
Asked a random lord coming from the other way, his hands working the bosoms of two different harlots on his either sides.
"It's alright, His Lordship. This ain't nothing Madelene can't handle. You enjoy!"
As they walked past the gawking eyes of the surprised kitchen staff, Elanor found it odd that instead of being timid, her body began acting provocatively, strutting proudly as her breasts bounced. Really Nora? That hungry for an audience, are we now?! The fact that a dominant woman dragged her by the hand only made her puff up further. As they stopped, Madelene began fixing her clothes. Looking to the side, she gasped.
"What the.."
It wasn't the first time that night, that one of these obscene artworks left her transfixed, but the one hanging above truly took her breath away. The subject of the painting made her speak out, a little too loudly.
"Oh, there's no way that happened for real.."
Hearing which, Madelene responded, chuckling.
"The point of these parties is to put such fantasy to shame. So please dear, don't insult the girls who had lived through, and the men who sated them thorough, by suggesting these are just figments of imagination. Most of all, the one up there.."
Madelene said, noticing the girl had her gaze fixed up for quite a while. Above was a large painting framed in dark-wood, titled 'The Writhing Royal', depicting another massive orgy, though this time the principle-subject was quite different. It showed two server-men near-stoically holding a large mirror, which reflected the strange marriage of agony and ecstasy, as the maiden before screamed into the mirror, her cries spurting out through the ball-gag.
You could see in the reflection, lots of hungry stares, predatory gazes of elation, as the Queen struggled, her both open palms pressed against the mirror, like a desperate attempt at clutching one's own hands. Two bricks of gold dangling from her chest, clipped to the tits of her massive drooping breast-melons. Those bosoms alone told her, she was dressed as the Great Queen Andrietta, from old Dezania. The likeness came through, even with the facial contortions. Her spine at an incline, her legs firm and apart, assisted by an iron-spreader, her nether engorged and glowing, with a reflective pool right beneath, and the length of her thick legs and bulging ass, all adorned in welts of differing size. None of which where the reasoning for the sinful dread on her face, as she kept the small of her back absolutely still.
A thick hairy hand, emerging from the shadows, clutched her curly orange hair, right at the root, making sure she confronted the fear in her own eyes. The beautiful irises that looked absolutely serene, above the thick clear tears welling up fresh. A masterful detailing that impressed Elanor the most. As much as it confused her, that strange seductive mixture of terror and pleasure, dancing in those eyes. How could it be?! Knowing what she knew, what she saw.
Elanor looked again, in disbelief, at the object that elicited such response, not just in her, but in the unfortunate subject of the artwork. Hanging barely an inch above the small of her back, gripped by another hairy muscular hand, a lot leaner one, ready to plunge in any moment. Glowing white hot, with hints of yellow and red, along the hilt, it was an actual branding iron. Like the kind that was used to brand cattle. It had a blooming rose, with two swords crossing from each side. The symbol of the Order..!
That couldn't possibly be real. Even with all that she saw first-hand, none of the girls had been abused, not were left with something permanent, barring the injury to their self-esteem. Which she highly doubted, they had in the first place. Elanor said to herself.
"Well, that has to be a fantasy. There's no way someone consents.."
Smirking at the silly girl, Madelene stopped herself from answering, noting that she was still astonished by the mural.
"What's the matter, Princess? Caught up in the horror still..?!"
"The whites.."
Elanor stepped up, truly intrigued, straining her neck looking at the image.
"The whites in her iris. The highlights of her drapes.. That detailing of her skin.. It's almost like, an early Greccon. A truly impressive counterfeit, the artist must have been a fan. But the dates..?"
Now Madelene was intrigued. How does this lass know so much about art? And what about the dates.?!
"What about the dates..?" Madelene asked.
"It's dated almost a year before Sir Greccon had the exhibition, revealing to the world his new style, changing murals forever. The first of the Renaissance works holds up to this date.. But this one here.."
"How do you know so much about art, and Greccon? You used to pose nude or something??"
Oh.. Was I thinking out loud again?! Elanor suddenly remembered she was to be a simple working-girl for the night.
"I.. umm.. Lady Madelene, its my Father.. His master used to be an enthusiast painter. A fan and collector. He could never shut up about Greccon's unique style.."
Half-way through the thought, she leaned in again, studying the painting.
"That signature, intricate brush work.. How could it be plagiarized, before he made it public..?!"
"Maybe because, this is an original Greccon.."
The confusion in her eyes made Madelene chuckle. Forgetting her shameful state, and the purpose of the night, engrossed by the revelation, looking closed at the depiction, Elanor asked in disbelief.
"You mean, the Great artist, who don't have time for the royal portraits, spends days on end crafting such vulgarities? Please..?!"
"Artists are weird creatures, child. Led astray, at the mercy of their muse, for the most part. It's not like he wants to dwell in the obscene.. I believe it's more like, he cant help, but dwell. At least that's the impression I got. Although with Lord Greccon, it was probably him perverting the muse, than the other way around."



What? The great artist Greccon, the divine-hand himself, just another misogynistic miscreant?! The man who breathed new life to the Holy Writ, through his astounding fresco in the Grand Cathedral. I worshiped him, adored him. Dreamed of being captured by his blessed vision..
To be made eternal, in his canvas.
And now..
The instant disheartening was evident in her countenance. Something that Madelene recognized immediately. Did I run something she held sacred? She wasn't sure. But she felt like defending her favorite artist. The only commonality between the two women. Madelene said.
"Don't mix him up with these miscreants, okay? Greccon was a great lover of women. Not like the typical artists, the ones that can't get over the female form. But a true worshiper of the insatiable feminine spirit. He respected the ones who dared to find pleasure in the absolute shame. Besides, that right there is the best the kind of art, according to him. He used to paint us a lot, derived most of his style exploring our nudes. Mixing colors in not just oil, but sweat and sex, for hours and hours. The days of true bliss, oh mine.. For he wasn't merely re-capturing, but outright re-living as he painted it. He was obsessed with capturing the truth of an emotion. He could differentiate the degree of lust, from the shade of your blush. I remember it, just like yesterday.."
That only made it worse.. At least these men chose to dilute their depravity in drinks, and condense it to a single night. Greccon chose to funnel it through his gifted hands, and in effect immortalize the decadence of it all. If anything, he's perverting all that is good about himself.
That's just.. Sad.
Elanor couldn't help but ask.
"You remember?! As in.."
Madelene stepped up closer, right before the Queen, making final adjustments.
"I whispered into his ears, dear, as he sketched out the scene. Every single detail that impressed upon me, including the smell of one's burnt flesh."
"You mean.."
Oh dear God, it's her!!
Time hadn't been too kind, with the wrinkles, and the plenty additional pounds, both sagging and swelling in all the right, and wrong places. But that puffy double-chin, and what had managed to remain in the shine of her almond eyes.. Elanor had no doubt, that was her. Greccon's 'Writhing Queen', the Andrietta of the old.! Well, her royal imposter, to be precise. Wait.. Does that mean..?
The elderly woman's smirk woke her up, as Elanor realized her left hand had caressed around the woman's waist on it's own, out of some morbid curiosity. As her digits traced the scar shaped like a rose, she had no more doubts. It was all real, and the living proof, right before her. Something in her suddenly turned docile, as Madelene's fingers dug into her right cowl muscle, calmly pressuring her down and closer at the same time.
"Sir Greccon hadn't attended these meetings for over five years. It's the age, you see. He prefers staying home, especially with this cold. Which is why he sends his best students to capture the highlights, that weirdly-attired court painters from the Great Hall, I meant. Well, they are all weirdly dressed, but you get the picture.. This isn't just art or business. He wants these moments commemorated. Not just for his sake, but for.. Posterity, I guess."
For a proud and willing submissive, Madelene glanced down at the Queen like a seasoned domme. It was her preying eyes, that made it evident, the sudden shift in tone. Of her own sudden subservience. This was a woman who hadn't just tamed her pleasures, but her burning pain. Who hadn't just confronted, but mastered agony. Who got intoxicated by her own tears. A concept that never occurred to the Great Chaste to that very moment. And before such power, her knees went weak, without asking. Madelene whispered.
"You know, it's been so long since a girl caress my brand, that I almost forgot how supple such innocence was. And know this, I'm no dyke. But cravings are a different thing. I would hate for you to leave without a true taste of the rugged old me."
Elanor had no delusions, of what was expected from her, to taste, to eat to her heart's content. Madelene never pushed further. She enjoyed toying with the easily corruptible, especially edging them right to the unthinkable. Something that had rubbed onto her, from countless sadistic masters over the years.
The preservation of innocence, in veneer. Simply for sake of toying.
She knew, just as Elanor realized by then, a slightest increase in pressure would make her knees crumble for good. And the girl would kneel without resistance, lift the maid's skirt, and munch up the old smelly snatch. Fighting through every fiber of her being, of the deep displeasure at submitting to a fellow woman, in the most sinful way. Glimpses from her intoxicated experience with Volgen, late into the night of the retirement party, flashed in her mind. Elanor remembered the conflict even back then. Of her body giving in, but her pride fighting off to the very end. She remembered failing to the pleasure.
Was it pleasure? Or the sheer shame? Was it her mind tipping over, from all the erotic humiliations so far? Right from being objectified in front of her mere servants earlier tonight, within the confines of her own palace, no less. Being made to prance around a lecherous crowd, of men who truly wished for the fall of her Queendom? Or was it the fear, of not knowing what is to be expected for the night, in any discernible detail? That tantalizing anticipation of the unknown.. She couldn't tell. But right now, as her voice refused to co-operate, her eyes pleaded in desperation.
Please. Don't.
"Oh, look at those puppy eyes. The Great Chaste is shy all of a sudden.?! Worry not, lass. I haven't the time now to indulge you either. Although.."
Elanor felt the grip tighten, and her body pulled into an embrace suddenly. Before she realized, her lips locked with the thick pair of Madelene, before she had time to seal her mouth shut. A thick textured slimy tongue forced its way through, as the grip shifted from her back to nape. As the Queen gave into the kiss, Madelene's hands massaged her back, finally resting on her ass, the fingers digging into the buns. This was her first time being aroused by another female. On her own, free of any intoxicants.. And it wasn't the shame that aroused her. Was it the maid's sudden dominance, or was she just that good a kisser, despite being a passable old cow.? Elanor couldn't tell. But her lips reciprocated, quite enthusiastically, playing the sub. She wasn't ashamed at all, until she heard the sudden giggles from all around.
"Nice trick, Queenie! No wonder you managed staying chaste all this while.." Someone shouted.
"The young ones always pick up quick, don't they.." As passing maid remarked to Madelene, as they both chuckled, noting the girl turn a couple shades of pink.
"Show it out there, and you'll have no shortage of tips, dear.."
As the maid passed, their gaze locked again. Elanor was determined this time, to not give in to the woman's aura, unsure why she behaved so in the first place. Madelene said.
"No, it isn't the kiss. This isn't your first night dyking out, though it remains a sour pill. Interesting.. Yet, you seem a bit off. If not the kiss, what got to you..? The fact that I'm older.? No, you are a daddy's girl, this isn't my doing. Was it the thing about Greccon?? No, wait.."
Madelene took a moment, analyzing the girls face.
"The BRAND! Of course, it scares you, right? You didn't expect something like that could actually happen, out in public, even within the Order.. Hoho..! Don't worry, the new ones aren't too keen on owning, just teasing.. Even the old ones won't go for it, unless you give the signs, and of course only with consent."
That was true.. Elanor realized. What truly got to her, scared her to the core, was the moment when it turned real, when she touched the branding scar on the maid's back. The thought of pain, and permanence.. God no!
"Thirty years, and my instincts are as sharp as ever.! Tell you what, Queenie.. If they float the idea, just give in, okay? I can see it in your eyes. You are the kind to relish in.. not the pain, but the knowledge of irrevocable ownership... I can't tell if its the taboo, or certainty of ownership, that call you to it. But, I can see the longing in your eyes. You want to belong, don't you.. In as absolute a surrender as dreamable. The eyes tell it all.."
There was something magical in the way she uttered the next line, that it convinced Her Highness of its validity, for a brief moment.
"Trust me, girl. When the time comes, just give in.."
That knowing smile returned to Madelene's face. Oh look at this poor thing. So unmindfully at the brink. If only I could crush and mold, with my own hands.. No! Master's orders. I shan't hunt tonight. My turn will come. I am to be obedient, and Master shall provide. I am but his pet. Clearing her throat, she continued.
"You are no natural submissive. But someone trained you good, bitch. I can tell."
The Queen's face paled, at the sobering statement. Am I that transparent?
"Brief, but good. right? Maybe he truly took his time. Or maybe, you had always been too eager to please.. Daddy and mommy's good little angel, were you?! Maybe there was an uncle or two, always pushing, always hard to please. And one day he lets you in, on the secrets to please anyone. Is that how it went, prissy? Or were you the one, reaching out?"
She's wrong, yet right. And too close. The calligrapher, the pianist, the art lessons. Whether she excelled or barely passed, there was no tutor who said she made a bad student. That smile of approval, it was crucial to her. With Papa. With Master Davieth. Even Uncle Belkin. Was I driven by that impulse to please, at times at least.? Have I turned so text-book, that even a flabby old harlot could read through.?
"Hey, is that for the Black-Rose.? Let me check."
Madelene called out to the servant-girl who just walked past, carrying a jug full of liquid. Dipping her pinky in the jug, her eyes squinted in anticipation, as she tasted.
"Ummmhh.. Why is it so low on concentration?"
This must be the aphrodisiac mixture, meant for the Black-Rose. Elanor thought, as the new servant answered.
"Lord Tarquin wants her lasting all-night. Besides I heard it's an actual virgin this time."
"A proper virgin blue-blood? At this day and age?! I wonder what they have on the poor thing.? Wait.."
"Madelene?! That's double the normal.."
The other maid looked perplexed, at her colleague carelessly increasing the dosage. Without batting an eye, Madelene reached into her pocket and retrieved a small potion, emptying it to the jug. The maid smelled the bottle just to confirm her doubts.
"Crushed yellow poppy seeds.? Isn't that a.. It's cruel Madelene.. She's not like us.. She's.."
"Oh, what?! Too innocent? Like the Great Chaste right here, haha..!"
The elder woman smacked the Queen's rear mockingly, as she ate the shame. Madelene continued.
"Even so.. Imagine what's the nature of compramat must be, for her to end up here, way before losing that maidenhead. Besides she's probably some pampered stuck-up brat, a truly tough nut. Normal doses wont crack her overnight. Add a pinch of paprika, I want that prissy little pumpkin squirming as her gut burns. Haha.."
Her laughter stopped as it became evident that the colleague found it the least amusing. What's with her now? May be this will convince. Madelene said.
"Lord Zephin has a bet. He can't have her striving past midnight. He'll split the winnings with me, and you can have half my share. Just be discrete, and mix it well.."
The incentive certainly helped ease her conscience.
"Is that even fair? I thought the custom required the girl giving up on her own."
Madelene smirked.
"Oh, I don't think anything done to her is fair. And my loins still stir, knowing what's being done. I asked Lord Zephin, and you know what the silver-tounged devil said. That this isn't his first bet. That the custom requires the girl giving in on her own volition, because the Order believes the corrupting-lust is in the very nature of feminine. And it's call, something no Queen could resist. Yet, we don't mind aiding it with aphrodisiacs. So he says, the same way, the call of one's feminine nature.. Can be arguably interpreted as.."
"A call of nature.. As in nature's call.. Oh that's cruel, Madelene, even for you.."
Elanor remembered suddenly. Yellow poppy-seed..?! Isn't that a laxative? I take it back. Elanor knew now for sure, she'd rather spent the night getting tossed around the slimy hands. She did not wish to be at the feeding end of that tube.
"Don't worry, they just want her to have every reason to give in. There are limits to their indulgences.. They just want to watch her beg her way out of the cage, before her body betrays what remains of it's dignity. They certainly don't want someone stinking up the whole mood. They have limits. In public, at least.."
As the servant walked away with the new mixture, Madelene turned to Elanor.
"Simple rules, since it's your first time here. Men are waiting to dine and drink, and the buzz tells me they are particularly famished. A lot of variety in the menu. A lot of new ones try and scam, staying around the kitchen corridor, pretending to pass the trays. Shy to wet their feet. Not on my watch though."
Her tone shifting serious, the maid said.
"Go serve the men, and be warned. If I ever as much glance this way, I'll give you plenty to dine on. Enough to make you switch sides for good. And believe me, I'm not the only closet dyke back here, dying for a snack. And unlike the men, I sate myself by sharing. By morning you'll learn to drool at the sight of old chewy cunts.."
Those sinister eyes told the Great Chaste, she meant every word. Nora grew up fighting sharks, her ferocious cousins, not to mention her competitive sister. But never had she witnessed pure predatory gaze in a woman's eyes. She exited, counting at least four other maids, all aging and voluminous, all ogling at her bouncing behind. The heat from their stare made all of Volgen's advances seem like a lover's caress.
Whatever in store for tonight, can't be good. But I'm not returning to this kitchen.
Not for a second.
**
*
"Your words ooze a certain class. The kind that doesn't belong in the lips of a harem girl."
Tarquin smiled, almost impressed. Bellatrix was surprised how natural the role of a spy came to her. Sure, had she paused to ruminate over the consequences she may fall apart, her thumping heartbeat and shivering extremities taking over in no time. But something about riding at the very edge of danger, knowing a wrong glance, a lapse in confidence could be it, kept her saddled tight, as she said lie after lie to his queries. What she never saw coming, was the General getting increasingly amused by her voice.
Her faux-identity was Deminica, the 'Overseer of Harlots', the one who had brought the 'Queens' for the night. It shouldn't be surprising perhaphs, that the head-chauvinist took up an interest in the supplier of party-whores. Maybe I should discourage him sooner. Bellatrix corrected.
"Oh, I'm but the keeper of the girls, sire. I shepherd them, I don't graze myself."
"Sure, sure. I appreciate you taking the initiative, to glean my liking, to serve with quality experiences. But, you fail to see the insights of sole research failing you.."
The research..?! Oh yes.. In the initial panic she may have blabbered about her fake work-history. How she prided herself in providing the best experiences for her clients. By researching their kinks and likes, and sending girls that complemented the particularities. I can't believe he bought all that.. Glancing at the rare collections on the library shelf to her right, Bella retorted.
"I thought you appreciated the research-minded.."
"Oh, I do. Only, annals of history safe-guards just what had been deemed worthy. It has no place, for what had been removed by design."
Tarquin said, pointing towards a portrait, hung on the wall. The three boys looked familiar, especially the eyes of the younger one in the middle. Is that a young King Barthomius?! As Bella wondered, the General said.
"He's my little brother, the late King Bard of yours. Half-brother, maternal.!"
"I was conceived in a youthful spur, may be at a sinful age. Clearly out of wedlock. Queen Matilda, then Princess.. She was told I didn't survive, or so I heard, a decision her father justified, for sake of her future. Shortly after, the great King got enticed by her apparent innocence, while she was in a repressive state, repenting for sins. And when it comes to Bard the Senior, not even love blinde him to the truth. Like he had too many demons, to risk the blinding comfort. The great and troubled King hated the sin, but revered the blood. His clergy track me down.. He had a vassal adopt me at three. He kept me out of the picture, and away from his Queen, for the most part. Yet he was kind enough, to encourage the bond between us brothers. His blood son, and her first born."
Bella looked at the complex soul before, clearly astonished. Growing up an orphan, she had met far less unfortunate ones blame their makers with utmost abhorrence. Yet, this man, being the Head of the Order, with not only an actual reason, but a whole incentive structure to hate the unqueenly conduct of the royal feminine.. Still this man, refuses to blame his parentage.?! Does he.. Bellatrix asked.
"You mean, unlike what they all believe... You don't hate the Queen?"
"Don't..?! It's a lot more complex, you simple lass. I can't. She's my little Bard's girl, his one true love. I know, because I remember to this very day, that uncharacteristic elation of his, telling all about this special girl he met, back in Vankenbraum. And this is Bard, mind you. There isn't a woman he couldn't get."
That was true. Bella nodded unconsciously. She had heard enough tales from the palace maids, about the various licentious exploits of Prince Bard, before meeting Her Highness. Again, why is he telling me this? Tarquin continued.
"But I have a duty here. I believe in the cause of the Order deeply. And as much it pains me, going against the Queendom, someone has to keep check, of the feminine corruption. It has happened before, and you don't know how long it took to re-establish order.."
"Queen Drusilla..? The Black-Rose..??"
"Everyone knows the name dear... None have the slightest clue, how deeply she corrupted each soul. Bedding across generations, uncles, nephews, fathers and sons. Even some Princesses, blinded by seduction. A sexton Duchess, and her grand-son of age, at the same.. I shouldn't... Pitting blood against blood, for the power, and the sport of it. With no sense of shame and sanctity. Can you believe that people were traumatized for years, after her disappearance. Knowing full well, the evils she had done. The guilt, even her mere absence.. That deep disturbing vacuum, the guilt of it, consuming the ones involved. The fury of which tortured and broke the men, the best men, who acted out to preserve the Kingship they revered, to free it off of the clutches of that witch.."
What's it with you and misreading the history, Bella? Lady Agrafena scratched her head. She was about to present the man before with her Queen's services, yet turns out it could have been an unspeakable taboo for him. Much like her forcing in the Leash Master into the Queen's task months prior, not realizing how much of a father-figure he had been to Her Highness. Oh Bella, you over-complicating clown..



"I'm a bit confused here, sire. Was I wrong to include the new maiden, the stand-in for the Great Chaste?"
Tarquin replied without a thought.
"Oh Dear, no! That was crucial. And what a striking find, at that! I thought for a moment, I couldn't go through. It felt like the Queen herself, even with the scant robes. It's not just the resemblance.. It's.. hmm, never mind.."
Bella was relieved. May be I wasn't far off.. Another try, perhaps??
"Her name is Demura, sire. She's new to this, and rather shy. Would you like to, explore, her in some privacy?"
Bella couldn't digest the repulsive taboo of what she just said, nor did she understand why it elated her, the mere suggestion itself, considering what the General had just disclosed.
"That's a very inappropriate offer, Deminica. You aren't wrong to judge her beauty, no man worth his salt would pass up the chance. Fortunately, I'm more than just a man."
Deminica didn't understand what's it with this man, that drew all her attention to the depth of his voice. Nor, why she began referring to her as his Deminica, in her own mind. Where had she disappeared, Bella, the Horse whisperer.? And why can't she take her focus off of this man.?
Tarquin continued.
"Besides the likes that can be bought never shined enough to me. I let myself have, only what I deem worthwhile, even for the immediate pleasure."
With her eyes still fascinated in his, Bella just felt something creep along the curvature of her ass. She didn't look but knew, as she heard the smirk in his breath, the General was openly cupping her left rear cheek now. Well, it wasn't exactly her cheek. His hand expertly stayed in that zone, an inch from her hip, an inch from her cheek. Like he was ready to dance which-ever way she led.
Didn't see that coming, did you Bella? Now, what are your options.?? Considering it was her first time being touched by a man since turning age, her first ever proposal as indecent as it was, considering the inexperience with men in general, she held it all together surprisingly well.
Yet, from the way sweat soaked her scalp in seconds, the way a single line of perspiration dripped through her nape, and continued along her spine, waking every hair along its path, she knew. She couldn't stay non-responsive for long. At the same time, her response can't be such that it sabotaged her plans for the night. It's the first proper task with Her Majesty, after the whole hiatus, and their riskiest one yet. Nothing could go wrong tonight, there will be no saving Elanor else. It never crossed her mind what it mean to her either.
He is toying with me.
His hand rests just by the deep split along my gown.
Had he wanted to act obscene, he could have slipped it under the fabric, and cupped my rear in flesh. But this is his dominion. Why would he lend me the respect, enough to just toy, than take for himself. I shouldn't have put myself alone with him anyhow.
Then again, I can't give in to him. For one, its still disrespectful of him, to expect my consent. And more importantly, what if it complicates, not just tonight, but ongoing proceedings as well. He can't know I work for Her Majesty.
As she juggled the thoughts, she noticed that his hand didn't advance an inch further. But I can't offend him either. Noblemen are notoriously unpredictable, particularly such misogynistic fiends. Then again, he was such a gentlemen about Her Highness, just a moment ago.
Was it all an act?
Then it happened, what not only surprised the General, but Bellatrix herself. The girl shifted her weight to her right foot, her hip moving away from his grasp by few inches. And he let her, for he didn't mind rejection. But her left hand extended gracefully, and rested on his chest, feeling his heart beat, as she felt the very tip of his right index finger on her naked thigh, right by the slit in her gown. As the wild awoke in her, Bellatrix turned leftwards and back in, quiet balletically. And then stepped back up to him, her gaze now locked to his, and said.
"I wouldn't be a proficient facilitator, if I looked down terribly upon the girls, willing to put a price to their shame. But do not mistake me for a commodity."
That wasn't all that she did. Shifting back, Bella stepped her left leg sideways, letting his fingertip slide along her skin, past the split, and deep into the gap between her inner thighs. As the General felt the true warmth of a woman's loins an inch above, she continued.
"And having me..?! If curious about my consent, be a gentleman, and just ask."
In retrospect Bellatrix understood well, that it was an embodied response. Much like how her body, her approach, would complement the beast, in her usual taming routines. This was the Horse Whisperer after all. But at the moment, she felt as vigilant, as if confronting the wild itself. Although he managed to hide it, the General was baffled, in the best way. He expected her to stay frozen in fear, silent in subservience, as any low born would do upon touched by a prurient elite. Or worst, to slap his hand right away, surely emboldened by some benefactor. Meaning, someone powerful had her on roll, already. But never in all his time, had a woman flipped it back on him, questioning what he wanted from this. He didn't want to be obscene, nor direct. But frankly he didn't know how to react. If it was any consolation, all of this were new to Bella as well.
What are you telling me, Deminica? That even a real name? Tarquin said, his voice calm still.
"Don't mistake my restraint for courtesy, Love. I'm a creature of want. When the mood hits, when my desires converge, I don't deliberate. I take! Consent's just an afterthought, if at all.."
"I understand, my Lord. It overwhelms, the urge to take. It's in your nature."
You are so right, you lithe one. If I were to give in to my nature, you'd have no choice, but to welcome. He didn't have to spell it out. His grin spoke volumes. Bella continued.
"I, for one, understand nature... For mine's not as gentle as taking. I relish in taming.. Be warned of what you take, for there's not a bone in me so docile.."
There was a moment, when the tip of his fingers caressed past her inner left thigh, and simply hovered a hair below her bare pussy. She cursed herself for giving away her good panties. But now, she could feel it, right on her bare flesh, the irresistible presence of the battle-hardened beast before. His manliness oozing not from his gaze, not just. But from his fingertips even. She could feel the goosebumps where her thighs joined the pelvis. She didn't know the hair there could stand on its own.
This isn't just a man. There is a beast in him, that simply drew on her loins, to tame. To try, at least. She didn't realize then, the way her hips subtly rocked back and forth, warming the electric vacuum between her legs. As if straddling a wild mustang. Not knowing what came over, a part of her stated in immense confidence.
"If it intrigues you still, know this. I'm quite adept at riding."
Their eyes searching in the other, in hunger or curiosity, neither were sure. She continued.
"I'm not saying yes, yet. But between us, the first to tire, wouldn't be me..!"
Is that a yes?
He couldn't tell. What's with this girl?!
She didn't smile, nor flinch. But Bella had never before spoken in a tone so sated with lust. It wasn't seduction, but every bit an invitation. To test one's luck.
"Sir Tarquin!"
The sudden call at the door didn't make either break their gaze. The heat was absolutely palpable, even to the guard announcing.
"Yes.." Replied the General, his finger in command and unwavering, feeling the pulse, the warmth from the virgin folds, under an inch shy of kissing it lightly.
"Excuse me a moment, Lady." He slowly retreated, noting the girl staying commendably calm, even with the shudder running up her spine, transfixed by the first man to ever elicit in her, an actual arousal. Just as he turned his back, Bellatrix exhaled deeply, her right hand gripping the shelf to stabilize.
What the hell, Bella.?! What in the devil came over you?
"Lady Deminica.."
Bella swiftly turned to the General's call.
"There's been a slight issue with one of the girls, the Queens, that requires my attention. Make yourself comfortable to a drink. I'll be right back, and let's start over then."
After bowing to each other, Tarquin walked out swiftly, followed closely by the guard. Bella collapsed on to the chair. That escalated so quick, so weird, in so many unforeseen tangents.. May be I should take up that drink. Rubbing her throat, clearly parched, suddenly it occurred to her.
An issue with the Queens?! No, that couldn't be..
She dashed out the room, to catch up with the general. Thankfully the other agent was waiting just around the corner, so it took barely a blink to slip her the diary, which had stayed in her pocket all this while. Hopefully she'd have made a copy by the time the General resolved it all. Bella was to return the book safely, before he noticed.
It didn't take long to reach the main hall. It wasn't nearly as crowded as before, the bulk of them busy fornicating in the inner chambers, no doubt. But quiet a few were still sitting around, servants standing by, with women in various states of undress in each lap, clearly pleasuring each other. Clearly pushing the limits of what's considered penetrative sex, the kind that was forbidden within the Great Hall. Tabitha had just walked in hearing the shout, from the other side, with a frustrated young man walking in circles, calling expletives, waving his tankard, complaining to the General. And in the middle was a terrified young woman, he sleeves torn in part, her left bosom dangerously close to falling out, visibly shaking. She was made up to look like the Great Queen Chaste.
No one had a clue, that she was the actual Great Chaste.
Tarquin forcibly pulled the young Lord to the side.
"Hold your liquor, you nincompoop! What's with this ruckus, every time you get a little drunk.?"
The young man, Liam, was furious, but he managed to control his temper. Obviously, the alpha of them all had just stepped up.
"It's not me, uncle.. I swe..ar. Not thiz time.."
"That may be. But your conduct in unbecoming of a true nobleman. State your complaints legibly at least."
"Oh! I'll make it lejj..ble, I'll make it plenty legible. Where's that whore??"
Bellatrix felt a lump in her throat. She had never seen Her Highness so terrified, especially the way her lips kept quivering. Getting out of hand, this early.? How shall I interfere now? Should I..?
The arrogant nobleman continued.
"See, I'm not saying she's no proper slut, nor that she's giving a hard time. If anything she's too willing. Without me even asking, she down to her knees. Never spat, nor swallowed. Kept it right in her mouth the whole time, happily. Her sucking could use some work, but still.."
As Liam held her by the hair, right before the disgraced General, the Queen recognized his gaze fixate on her lips. Especially the fresh semen dripping out from the corner. And Bella saw her Queen flush, a deeper shade of shame, in a long while. Wait.. Is she enjoying this?
Tarquin asked.
"If she's so good, then what's all this fuss about??"
The nobleman threw her down to the carpeted floor, with whole room watching in anticipation. As he did, his right hand ripped apart the long royal skirt she was wearing, the one with the beautiful golden daffodils embroidered all over. The thick carpet helped couch her impact, but there was no escaping the extremely lewd display her position resulted in. All eyes were on the delicate derriere on display, and it was hard to look away, when a maiden in the prime of her life is panting in humiliation, on all fours with her knees spread apart, and her loins glistening in the golden light from the fire place. One could argue that it's a testament, to either her bewitching beauty, or the men's character, that none of them jumped in and started humping her right away. It was very unlikely that the reason being the latter.
With all whole room leering as her exposed flesh, Elanor titled her head and glanced back at the astonished General. And through the gap of weirdly positioned limbs, through her disheveled hair strands, Bellatrix noticed the clear glimmer in the Queen's eyes.
For the love of God! You are enjoying this, ain't you?!
The whole shivering and quivering, it was all an act. A role she thoroughly enjoyed playing, of a wayward girl being forced to be a mere plaything for the deviant elites. You don't just tolerate it. You love it, don't you? The way it let's that inner slut slip up. Or is it the reversal in power dynamics that intrigued the Queen? Bella didn't know, but either way, she had no doubt. It was clearly working. Those forbidden lips weren't glistening with sweat.
When Bellatrix was wondering about the Queen's response, General Tarquin saw what bothered his young nephew. What should seem to be some exotic belt, adorning her pelvis, seemed to be going between the girl's ass cheeks, like a traditional loin-cloth. Tarquin recognized it out-right, for he had previously used the same to keep leashed one of his earlier wives, who was notorious for her wayward tendencies. It was the last line of defense Bellatrix had designed for her Queen, the sure-fire way to protect Her Majesty's virgin petals. It was a custom-made chastity belt.
The craftsmanship was exquisite. The thin metal tubes wrapped around her hip bones like garden vines on a church mural. So thin, yet so effective. It closely resembled the high-fashion erotic-ware worn by premium exotic dancers, especially the center string that passed right between not just the bouncy rear cheeks, but snuggled its way through the pussy petals as well. Only, in this case it was no string, but a very thin, light, yet sturdy metallic tube, the cold of which only added to the Queen's pleasure-triggers.
What's most beautiful about it was, unlike the traditional chastity cage, with it's thick stripes of metals, this one clearly framed all the feminine attributes the wearer's nether had to offer. Even letting the pussy lips breathe free, in case it gets puffy. At the same time, the metal-alloy used was so durable, and the measurements done so perfectly, that other than letting the Queen pee, even in a spraying mess, nothing was getting inside both her bottom holes.
What made the sight torturously teasing was the way it let her engorged petals peak out through the cage. The crotch-piece had an outer thicker tube which framed her pelvis well, giving enough wiggle-room to slip a finger, to adjust in case it gets too rigid. There was a slicker, thinner tube running right in the middle, wedging itself into the vaginal canal. It had a strategic release hole, placed way above the urethral opening, so it was clearly not for peeing.
Neither the Queen, nor the General understood its purpose at the moment. There were two more sturdy, thin tubes completing the crotch-piece, designed to ensure nothing thicker than half-an-inch, could wiggle its way through. As the same time, it framed her pussy such that, her engorged lips pushed out, and hung tantalizingly squished, adding to the allure of the visibly forbidden.
"You see that!" Liam screamed. "You told me, have the Queen yourself. To claim her for the night. How am I supposed to claim the whore, with an iron-clad cunt..??"
"Tabitha..!" General called out, his voice calm yet stern. He was a man after all, he could sympathize with the young-blood who had essentially been cock-blocked. "Care to explain this..?"
Tabitha didn't know what to say, but she rushed to the General, struggling to run with her hands lifting the hem of the thick multi-layered royal frock. She kept eyeing Lady Agrafena, hoping to get some direction.
"Lord Tarquin, my sincere apologies.. How may I make it up to.."
SMACK!!
Liam backhanded the eager maid, fuming with frustration. Tarquin didn't intervene, like it was well-deserved, as his nephew barked.
"Make it up to me..?! You think your wrinkled dry quim compares. I wanted to take her to the moon, but.. Why the fuck is that snatch locked up..?"
"If I may, my Lord.." Tabitha blurted out, staring daggers the Queen's way. "I think she did it to match the theme."
"The girls use make-up, and accessories, to look the part. But I think this one took the initiative a little too far. Take Queen Neflia here. In all black, and that ridiculous wig, to match the counterpart. We all remember the original Queen, and her fascination with outlandish hairdos. Similarly.."
She continued.
"What's Queen Elanor famous for..?? Well, she had only been Queen for a short while, not nearly enough to developed any iconic identifiers. Sure the girl is fine, as a cheap knock-off of Her Majesty. Her gown, an ode to the 'Daughter of Daffodils', but very few knew that. That's not enough, considering what we pay. What's the first thing that comes to you, on hearing Queen Elanor.."
"King Barthomius.." Tarquin replied without a thought.
"With all due respect, to His Highness. What's the next thing?" Bellatrix looked around.
"The Great Chaste..?!" The room spoke, as the maid rubbed her red cheek. Thanking her luck, at how well they took to the story she had crafted as she spoke.
"YES! Hence the chastity. She wore it, to match the theme of the night. To look.. To act like the Queen Chaste, as rumored.."
With a vile grin Liam wiggled his head looking around, saying.
"Sure, I had heard that one. That the horny Queen still stays chaste, only because the poor King had left her locked in chastity, before he.."
His words stopped as Tarquin's burning gaze warned him good. Taking a step back, the terrified Liam shouted at Elanor.
"So problem solved. Open up slut, give me the keys.. Don't worry, we aren't savages. No one is going to defile your precious place. I'm just dying to dine on it, real good."
As Elanor felt repulsed at his visibly foaming mouth, Tabitha walked up.
"Give me the key, dear. No harm shall come to your maidenhead, his Lordship is a man of his word."
Elanor lowered her gaze, and shook her head, saying no. She looked absolutely petrified. And it left Tabitha baffled. She couldn't tell anymore, if Demura was that good an actress, secretly enjoying it all, or was she actually horrified. The Queen confirmed.
"I don't have the key. I left it back home.."
Blood drained from Tabitha's face, as she realized, that they were clearly in the wrong now. The red-collar deterred coitus, but the pelvis had to stay open for oral pleasures, for the rare few that indulged as such. And Lord Liam was infamous for his love of the oral, giving more than receiving. Something he rumored to make up for his lacking downstairs. A rumor that many of her peers had personally verified. With her underling just breaking the rule, now Tabitha was culpable as well. They may very well end up sharing the same fate. Her throat lumped up, as Tabitha felt her choker get unbuckled from behind.
Liam walked up to his uncle, doing his best to not implode, as the green-collar dangled from his right fist.
"Look General. There have been murmurs, of you being soft on the new Queen. I understand the bonds forged over battle, and we have utmost respect for the Great Bard. I even sympathize with the young widow.. I'd say this is a gift, to shut up all those doubting you, on your soft-stance on Her Highness. Don't disappoint me any further uncle, by going soft on these sluts. You accused me of spoiling the party. Look ,we are all waiting for a good show. Cane the bitch good, for all our sake. I want to see those cheeks bleed.."



"You and your little mind, Liam. Is that the best you got, boy?! Cane the bitch. You got cock-blocked by your own slut, shamed indirectly in front of all, for your ineptitude, which isn't as much a secret as you hoped, mind you.. And this is all you could conjure up? You dare call us related..?! What an uninspired fool you make!"
Liam's face paled at the insult, though he was thankful for his uncle keeping it low. And he felt truly embarrassed at his own lack of depraved imagination. Elanor noticed the grinning face approach the pair as they argued. Lupsink! She remembered the face, Clergyman Didier Lupsink. The man from the urinals, earlier. Elanor didn't knew, but Lupsink had been waiting for her for quite a while. From the very moment she ran off, pushing him down, from the very moment his finger-ring clanked against her metal pelvic-cage. Cluing him in, that she was wearing an actual chastity cage. He had been waiting for her return to the Great Hall, since that moment.
Lupsink had always been more of a voyeur, even for his revenge, he'd rather watch someone else exact it. It was him who primed the young Lord, the oral-enthusiast, for quite something, about the irresistible quim of the Great Chaste. He almost missed spotting her, if it wasn't for the terrible noise of her tripping over another maiden earlier. Oh, that was a mess. The wine spilled all around the Black-Rose..
He knew that Liam had no interest in a blowjob, that he'd be itching to go down on her instead. He knew nothing would offend the young Lord more, than a sweet denied nether. And he knew the infamous temper of Liam, the depths of sadism it took to calm him down. The red-collar on the decoy only pushed Lupsink further with fantasies, for he had been wanting to provide his Black-Rose some company. How arousing would it be, to have two Black-Roses instead. Each writhing by side, begging for a release. General Tarquin rarely goes for sadism, but with his nephew denied, humiliated so publicly, he'll have to do something drastic. And I'll jump in at the right moment, reminding him of the spare body-cage.
That, if the bitch chose to cage her quim, we might as well sate her desire for good.. Cage her in whole, strung right alongside the Black-Rose. With the privilege of the collar lost, I can't wait to see how the young Lord unleashes upon her. Oh Mighty One! How vivid the night is turning to be..! Lupsink felt like he was in his wild teens again.
Liam scratched his head. It didn't occur till then, that along with the crowd around, the girl herself could be laughing at his expense. Mocking his inadequacy, so to speak. He was well aware of the ways he failed to measure up, which is why he spend nights perfecting his oral skills. Deep down, he was no misogynist. If anything he wanted his women satiated, writhing and worshiping his skilled tongue. Which most of them truthfully did, once they got to experience first-hand. And the first female ruling monarch.?!! It was no surprise that he had a crush on Her Highness. He hung around the Order only due to these wild parties, and other financial incentives. All he wanted, in truth, was to give that divine decoy a good-time, perhaps the best a man could provide, orally. And it hurt him, immeasurably, the moment his lips grazed against the cold of her cage. To be made feel the most insecure, by a mere decoy at that.?!
Tarquin said, as both their gazes focusing on the decoy down on the floor.
"Look at the whore, she's teasing you. She's making a fool out of you, in front of them all, and you play right into it. How long had it been since she dropped? Don't you think even the shameless harem-girls would have managed to find something to cover themselves up by now. Look at the slut, Liam, splaying her legs, teasing, blatantly mocking at your inability to breed her good. And you ask me to man up? To do what, spank?! What d'you think she is? A prissy little Princess? She's a WHORE!! And it's high time someone drilled it into her.."
Now. Now I shall make my suggestion. Lupsink moved up, parting the crowd, about to address the General directly.
"Might I suggest something special, Your Lordship.."
As the duo turned towards the voice, Elanor leaned over, and Lupsink stepped back, all wondering who it is now. The Queen's jaw dropped instantly.
Mistress.?!!
What the hell, Bella.?
You have been here all the while, as these vile bunch put me through their petulant subjugatory fantasies..
Part of her felt relieved still, knowing Bella hadn't left all things to chance as she was beginning to fear. Bella said to the General, avoiding eye-contact with her Queen.
"At the risk of incurring a rightful wrath, I'd urge you to spare Tabitha.. ahem, Queen Claudia here. Treat her rough, but I'd want you leaving a chasm between the both punishments, for I don't want any of my harlots daring to act so dumb, ever. Let her fate be a cautionary tale, and something to laugh at over drinks, years from now.. What if the servants have her for the night.? Wasn't that an old custom, watching the Queen get ravaged by the workmen..??"
Out of all, Lupsink was the most intrigued. At first he feared the woman might sway the General with an apology. But 'old customs'..?! Hmm.. This might turn out even better than I hoped. And why does she sound so familiar? Have we met before??
General Tarquin nodded, as he walked up.
"Impressive Lady Deminica, the level of research you do, to please your client.. We hadn't done so in years, since the last time a few of the men had an accident, getting a little too excited. You can't exactly blame the starving for lack of manners, but.. But I'm sure they have had enough of a break, to learn their lesson.."
"If you'd be so kind, my Lord.. I can't break the word given to my girls, I need them returning for future jobs. After all, this business runs largely on trust. Could you ensure that no one tampers with her chastity, and that she remains unmarked, by the end. I don't care how degradingly they treat her, I had promised that she'd stay a virgin. She will make it up in any way.."
Tarquin didn't reply, but his eyes told her not to worry. The General faced her eager crowd, and announced.
"Most of you might haven't heard it yet. Sources from the court states that the Queen's solution for the tribal conflicts, is to integrate them to the larger Wolkenshire market. To entice them with rights, and to trick them to behave responsibly. The way I see it, it'd lead to the end of all meaningful serfdom, quite a disgraceful disaster to most our privileges. My solution, entice them first, with irresistible prices. Shouldn't have to be anything substantial, but merely symbolic. After all, what what could those simpletons do with excess. I believe even a morsel of the exquisite would do. A piece of the finest taste. A night to stay grateful for. Commander Liam, here are your orders."
The General turned to his nephew.
"I want the bitch to learn, that an untouched nether doesn't guaranty an untainted maidenhead. I want her face corrupted, beyond recognition. Look at these innocent little lips. I want her bone-structure permanently altered. I want the jaws to be so loose, by day break, that she must intently bite down, for it to stay closed. Same for those firm breasts. They look too proud, I don't like it. I'll knead and break those down myself, to an irrecoverable sagging mess. But not now. Tonight, it's all about her mouth. Take her away! And Liam, she's too good a decoy to spoil. So strictly no markings!"
"General, I assure me and my boys can teach her all-night."
"I've no doubt, my boy. But I want her wishing, pining for you instead. You are way too cultured to conjure up the deserving rawness. No, take her to the stables. Let the Rachetties have a go at her. No markings, but no limits either. The clan sure deserves a treat, and the rest will join in shortly.. Her throat shall serve them, till dawn. Or till they grow tired of the harlot. And I want two of Greccon's pupil by her side. I want this night properly commemorated. It's the Great Chaste's first night with the Order, it deserves to be captured in canvas. Happy Liam? Is that cold enough a penalty, for your liking.?"
As Liam nodded grinning, Bella couldn't figure why the Queen refused to close her thighs. As much as she would have liked, Bella couldn't disagree with Tarquin. Not after seeing that twinkle return to her eyes. For God's sake, cover yourself Elanor. Or close your damn legs down at least. She knew perfectly well, the reasons for coming up with these tasks. But now was not the time to entice, to provoke. Things could go seriously wrong now. Tarqin said now facing the head-maid.
"And Tabitha, the blame's partly on you. You have been arranging girls for years now, and this is your first time dropping the ball. Your privileges have been revoked for the night, your pay halved. Besides your actions insulted my cousin, so I want him happy. You'll stay by his side the whole night, tending to all his needs however distasteful. Understood.?!"
Bellatrix kept looking her Queen's way, for the slightest protest, for the first out-burst, for Her Highness to as much mouth the safe-word. It took a lot of tasks for Bella to realize the crux of all tasks, what it fundamentally did. And most importantly what was expected of her, the proper role of a Mistress in all this. One of mediation, one of setting the boundaries, and one of least-interference, that too reserved strictly for emergencies. All she had to do, was to put her Queen in a situation of reasonable erotic risk. And the rest, she'll make up as she moves along. Still, Bella couldn't have predicted her Queen, pissing off the right member, for things to unfold as such. To cause the ire of the General himself. She wondered how, after all this time, her Queen never ceased to surprise.
May be you are forever fated to mess up.
May be I should wisen up, to not stand in the way, as you two waltz.
The task remains the same, Demura. Endure the night. Do whatever it takes to salvage the mess you only created. Things will get out of hand, the fail-safes may get thwarted. These are some motivated bunch, and there only so much you can do, when a mind gets fixated.
You can always resort to the safe-word. But put aside the punishments, and think on what it means.
That you yielded. That you failed.
The prideful Lion of Wolkenshire! Begging for mercy?!
Ooh! Would make up for a tough week, at least, of avoiding mirrors.
It was hard to ignore that certain sense of pleasure bubbling up within her, as Bella watched the petulant young Lord drag away her beloved Queen, as the crowd cheered. Out the corner of her vision Elanor saw an uncharacteristic smile escape her mistress.
Bella, you bit**.. Is that the Horse whisperer pulling the strings, or all that extensive reading, coupled with grudges, getting to your head.?! You silver tongued witch!! Pushing just the right buttons, trapping me in my own ego. And it works..!
HuuuurrrggghhHHH..!!!
The whole room shifted their focus, from the wayward Queen, towards the loud squirm. Even Elanor stayed transfixed, despite Liam's clutch painfully digging into her arm. The infamous Black-Rose, the nameless maid destined to stay locked and edging, writhing in pleasure, against the restraining body-cage. One of the seasoned members seemed to have done a trick-lash with the whips, marking her under-thigh visibly red.
It's that haughty shriek again.. Elanor was perplexed. Where have I heard this? And why do I feel protective? Do I know this girl?
Either way, even helpless, I'm glad I don't get to share her predicament.
The Great Chaste latched on to the silver-lining, foolishly. Had she known what awaited her by the stables, she'd have gladly traded places right then.
**
*
The Queen of Commons
"We got a suck-puppet here lads! ENJOY..!!"
Elanor struggled to get a grip on the reality, as the shout kept echoing in her mind. Much like that unmistakable smirk on Bella's face, refusing to fade from her memory. On her knees, without a stitch of clothing, circled by men in dirty robes. A stark contrast against the nobility from the upper floor, where at least hygiene wasn't a worry. Even filthier than the crowds at her usual tavern performances. Most had a look of surprise, some pure lust and some unadulterated hatred.
Why the hatred though? Was it aimed at the Queenship? Is it because I look like the Queen.? Well, I don't just looklike. I am. But not here, not in their eyes. I thought only the Order looked at the Queenship vengefully. As she gulped in dread, the mouthful of piss earlier was starting to feel preferable.
"Please be gentle.."
Elanor couldn't believe, that she was actually grovelling to a mere commoner, as the plea escaped her lips on its own. And it hit her, again. This was no midnight trouble at the Desert Rose. They could see me. See how I actually felt, with no place to hide. God! They could see my face. My Face! Why does that shock me still.? Yet..
Elanor frantically looked around. For Bella, for a stitch of clothing, for an escape route..? She wasn't sure, with that unusual fright, she didn't know any better. Two firm hands on either shoulders made sure she stayed kneeling. Where the hell am I?
It seemed to be an extension of the main stable, mainly used to store the feed. She could see a little away, all the luxurious carriages, of the guests above. The whole Manor had an unconventional construction, that it wasn't surprising the stables followed the same pattern. Standing around was about a dozen men, of varying ages. Six of them looked as filthy as a hardworking stable-hand should be, four of them were relatively cleaner, and younger. The four even looked similar, by the colors they wore, the tattooed sleeves to name a few. Like they belonged to the same tribe, or clan. Then there were the two standing behind by the pillar, with similar clan-wear.
The taller one, Billet, seemed to be in charge. All the men seemed to be waiting for his permission. Less so, for the fidgety hot-head by his side. Elanor remembered that young Lord Liam had had a word with them, before leaving. She hoped he had made it clear, the rules of engagement. Billet seemed near uninterested, insultingly so, given her current state. He said monotonously.
"Okay. Toby, you go first."
This is not good, this is clearly not part of the plan. This couldn't be. Where is Bella? Elanor's eyes roamed wild, when she suddenly felt a flop against her right cheek. A short fat man smiled down, his pants dropping down.
"Eh hell Toby! Keep ye pants up, fo' fuck sake!"
The men groaned, looking away from the bare butt of the minion, who they all clearly considered low.
"Yea, shut it! Am takin th' risk 'ere.. So I do my way, right?!"
"Let him be.."
Billet said from behind, as the men quieted down. He leered down, almost enjoying the disgust in her face, as he kept toyingly slapping his floppy member onto her cheek.
"Whatcha Little one? Like a lolly?"
The penis was not that long, but surprisingly girthy. It had veins running around with thick bushy balls, and it was not even fully erect. It had a strong scent of piss and she could spot smegma peeking out of its folds.
As disgusted as she should have been normally, Elanor felt the folds of her pussy lips puff up, struggling against the cold of the cage. Why Nora? Of all the things to be aroused by.. Why? Her mouth cavity pooled with bubbling saliva, about to leak out at the edges, her lips parting in a mind of its own. The dozen standing around her, couldn't be more amused by her reaction. The women folk of their tribe would chase away men, wielding a frying pan or bare hands, at the mere suggestion of anything oral.
If any girl of age gives a try, due to hormonal curiosity, the lucky man couldn't help but share the news. And in a day her reputation would be sealed, for life. It was considered a status sign of the man's earning power, if he could frequent the red-light districts and be boastful of blowjob stories. In peer-circles, of course. And what better way to alleviate their frustrations, than to orally humble a maiden, let alone someone with the likeness of their Queen. A fact that didn't seem to register to most of them still.
Which seemed natural to the Queen. Even from the nights in Desert Rose, she had noticed men having a hard time deciding where to look, particularly in the feminine nudity. In the first few minutes at least. And she knew perfectly well, that this was rarely out of respect. More like overwhelmed where to aim, a confusion of the riches, to decide where to look. And how to not miss out on the rest. Face was the last place most noticed, and even then, holding eye-contact was hard for most. Besides, the men seemed happy to just watch. For now at least.
Elanor had no place for their reactions. Her eyes were locked on the ugly discolored semi-erection hanging right in front. She couldn't look away, or tame the building urge within her to swallow it whole. That need to lick. To slurp and savor. To nuzzle around those hairy balls.
God I wish that hairy sack was scrubbing my tonsils.. Again, what a strange wish, Nora..?!
Sensing her breathing speed up, the short guy stepped up to her dangling his cock between her eyes, its tip half an inch from her nose. She couldn't understand in all her infinite Queenly wisdom why. But, to say that it intoxicated her core in an instant, the stench of piss and smegma, mixed with days old sweat, is an understatement.
It straight up drove her crazy. Reverting to that eighteen year-old self, grinding against Master Davieth's fat thigh. That heavenly sensation of silk pants, against her bare inner-thigh. The earliest sexual recollection, for a late late-bloomer. Only she was on her knees, with his manhood hanging out in front. Body speaks to the mind, and posture informs on the purpose. Gears shifted in her brain, as the high and humiliation from upstairs gave way to a sadly subservient puppy eyes. Her spine rose up, and adjusted for better balance. Her arms folded behind her back as Volgen had taught her. Volgen.! God, that seems so long ago..
"You want , eh Queenie?" He snickered, wiggling his member with two fingers.
With her voice coarse, a faint came.
"..yes."
He placed his thick six-inch semi erection on her face, it's bulb upon her closed left eyelid, the weight of it squishing slightly into her eyeball. The heat pulsating from it, and the itch building down her hips... The heat, oh God! But why? She wondered inhaling further of his musk. Toby said.
"If ye want th' pecker, ye must tend to me balls first. See, none of th' working girls treat me sack well, they complain.. Toby too dirty, Toby too stinky... Hehe.. Th' ones daring yap later, about me hair gettin between 'em teeth and all.. Ye not one of 'em sluts, eh?"
That weird dialect of his, that accent.. Is he from the herdsmen tribe.? Wait, are they all? Is that what legitimized the hatred she sensed earlier? The hatred towards the treatment of their kind, the administrations inability to resolve it, even decades later. A small part of her brain kept wondering, as the majority of her being had already been enticed. One can't fault, for she had been trained to give in, to nasal seduction. Blame it on pheromones.
Elanor slowly leaned in, her one open eye locking gaze with his, and began licking the underside of his balls. Her tongue-tip drove past the thick hair growth, strangely reminiscing on her original pubic garden. She explored the scaly folds of the ball sack, steeling her resilience, tracing over what felt like a bunch of warts. No, not now. Saying no would only make it worse, she realized. Twisting tongue around the balls two-three times, she gave it an even coat of slimy spittle. Still balancing the penis-head on her closed eye, in one scoop she sucked in his both balls inside her mouth cavity.



This is disgraceful! Her mind struggled with acceptance, regardless her commitment to seeing through the task. What was it, again? The task. Wait, am I?
Elanor felt a cold caress drip past her eye-lids. Was I tearing up? So soon?! But why?? I haven't even taken him down fully.. Was it his stench, getting me teary.? Elanor could open her other eye, but she'd rather not stare up at this ugly cretin. She could wipe it off, but out of a certain obedience both hands stayed clasped behind, as if bound. The tear dropped down along her nose, as her skull moved attempting to suck in and gargle the hairy ball-sack. The sounds of which kept getting hilariously louder, especially her tongue rolling around the tightening skin. As if by reflex, the moment the tear-drop reached her upper lip, her tongue took a break, to lick it off.
Salty.! Hmm.. Is that a tear of pleasure, or obedience, Nora.? Wait..!
It was no tear. This felt slimy. Is that pre-cum.? Is that damn imbecile leaking pre-cum all over my left eye-lid..?!
Gone was the training's hold, as her hands unclasped and gripped his cock, wiping the sticky mess away while at it. Her fuming eyes shot back at him, while her mouth continued orally cleansing his hairy sack, in weeks. It was a mystery again, why she chose to lick clean the pre-cum off of her finger, like a paper-cut, instead of wiping it somewhere else. But it all happened so quick, that she barely noticed. Or she didn't want to notice. The men surrounding had closed in on a tight circle, now openly whistling and cheering at her performance, with a few more joining in from neighboring stalls.
Amazed by the level of her self-subjugation, two of the closest sat down on their haunches to get a better look, one in front and one behind. She only realized it, feeling the strange fingers creep down her ass crack and around her nipples. As it pinched her nipple hard, her eyes shut tight in pain, gripped the wooden pillar behind for balance and leaned forward. Sucking in the pulsing ball sack further down her mouth, soaked in a pool of saliva, and gargling her throat, she let out a moan. It was an exhale, in fact. But given the context any sound out of her would only register as moans, especially to men of peak virility. Toby felt like his balls was in heaven, no one had ever treated them with such love or care.
It being 'love', or 'care' was debatable at best, but he had to give it to the girl, for treating his delicacy with adequate delicacy. His eyes teared up, wanting to marry her there and then, as her tongue stretched further outward, slathering his perineum with her cooling saliva. The constant gargling made a strange 'Grrrnll..grulll..' sound. The sound of her fighting an urge to cough, from all the hair, as spittle foamed up and dribbled down her chin.
As if encouraged by her openness, Elanor felt the short guy's hand around her head holding it steady, and another set of fingers grabbing her throat, letting her respire barely. She tried her best to breath as evenly as possible while massaging the hairy balls with her inner tongue, but she knew they weren't done. Elanor tactfully took a deep inhale as a third set of fingers reached her nose and pinched it shut, blocking her only air way.
Taking up the challenge, the Queen held her own. It helped that Ishikawa had detailed her on breath-holds in oral encounters, in his last session. As practiced, her hands returned to the clasped position behind, the mere posture making her more suggestible and obedient, unbeknownst to her. She restricted all unnecessary jerks, and focused solely on her full lungs. Waiting till she reached the limit, and breathing out slowly through the mouth. The warmth steady flow of exhale, running past the hair and follicles as the ball-sack twitched, driving him further and further up the ladder of ecstasy.
The only muscles of her that still moved regularly were her tongue, tickling his perineum, and her throat muscles increasing the suction. The three men watched dumbfounded, as she tested the techniques mastered over weeks, if not months. Elanor knew the air was running out. In a terrible mis-step as she sucked in the ball sack for the final gargle, she misjudged the pressure. A chunk of well-soaked ball hair grazed a sensitive spot at against her throat wall, which made her cough out in reflex.
The Queen pushed back desperately, tears welling up for real now, as her body convulsed before the stout commoner. But the guys, having too much fun pushing her buttons, twisted her nipples, shooting the pain up to eleven, and held her tight in place.
Elanor coughed out. Her mascara running wild in tears, as she coughed again and tried to breath in. Her core constricted, her torso undulated and pussy puffed and pulsed. That dying exhale turning to a wild shriek, her wind-pipe vibrating. The fellow behind felt his finger get sucked into her anal curves, much to his elation. She hadn't even noticed his crafty hands creep up her crevice.
The chain that formed part of the chastity cage, wedged tightly between her rear cheeks, did provide a hole big enough for the curious pinky to poke and prod. In desperation, admitting defeat, the Queen released her grip behind, her left hand lashing forward and tapping out om the short man's butt-cheeks. Elanor suddenly felt the grips on her release, and a hand hold her by the hair, as she collapsed into the wooden beam behind. Unbroken beads of spittle still extended from his pulsing balls to her lips. Her body writhed and jolted back to normalcy, as her lungs filled with air almost painfully. The short guy was mightily impressed by her performance, as was the rest, watching in adoration as she composed herself.
Elanor felt the exact opposite. This wasn't a minor mishap for her.
The Great Queen Elanor of Wolkenshire, had just begged for a breathe of air, for mercy, to a lower class commoner. A horse-rearing tribesman no less, one of the very bottom dwellers.
Teary eyed, she looked up at the short stableman, as he bend forwards to meet her gaze. He waited a moment letting her collect herself, wipe her chin clean, with most of the drool now dried on her neck and cleavage, in a thick coat. As she tried clearing the throat and spitting out his pubic hair, he said.
"We a rough crowd down here, mind ye Bitch Queen! We don't usually get off, 'til we slap around th' whore good.. But after what ye just did, Princess.. Only a fool would want th' ire of those magical lips, and not love. And knowin where yor tongue had just been, knowin how long since me last washed mine balls... Knowin full well how disgusting a place yor mouth is now, love.. Me still cant help but.."
With that he just leaned in and kissed her lips in full, as his mates burst out laughing and cheering. With her eyes shut tight, Elanor suppressed with great effort, the belch her stomach almost did. As much as a kiss always stirred her loins, after tasting his balls and mouth, she preferred the former. If it was just the foul smell she would have managed fine. But his mouth, his tongue, the spittle.. It tasted vile.. Like a mixture of old mead, phlegm, and chewing tobacco. Picturing it alone gave her a headache.
But it wasn't just the thought. It was taste and breath and sound, which should drive her crazy. But as she steeled her will to endure the first few seconds, her pussy twitched once, and it began wetting. May be there isn't a thing one couldn't learn to love, after all.. And she drank in his saliva as if in a trance, till the warmth of two thick ropes lashed between her bare breasts. Wait, oh God! Did he just..? He had come, profusely, kissing the royalty whose family had fated the lives of his kin to generational misery. It was thick and potent, yet it was wasted, splashing atop the udders of Her Highness, and down her cleavage. As fresh commoner cum dripped down the royal torso, he broke of the kiss and stood up. So did the two other men sitting, both their pants tenting.
He patted her cheeks mockingly, against a look of disgust, saying.
"First of yor many, Princess. Of th' many.."
Elanor looked around again. The men were keeping cool, probably waiting for the clan-heads permission, but not their bodies. Most their pants were tenting, and all of them had a single destination. Why does it matter? I mean, Nora.. It isn't much different to your normal Thursdays. Kneeling behind a curtain, not knowing whose manhood made it's way past her lips, losing count many a time. So why does this put you at unease.?
Was it the number of men? Was it the lack of shadows to hide your shame, what's left of anyhow? Was it having to watch their faces, making them more than disposable customers.? Customers.?! Oh my, Nora! Or was it, that there's no mistaking, out amidst the men who hate who you truly are deep down? The enemies of the throne, the disenfranchised subjects of Yours truly.. Was it how the situation made the reality of your state inescapable.? Them watching, without realizing, who their hated Queen had truly become.?
After all, was it all the progression of her treatment..? Or a sign of how far she had fallen?
**
*
It's been about fifteen minutes since Elanor had been dragged out of the Great Hall. Bellatrix was having second thoughts on her tactics. Sure it played well in her head, and pushing the Queen beyond her comfort zone was part of her job, but this one somehow felt a bit more disingenuous. She didn't want to trick Elanor into doing it, merely create a situation were by her own rules she had no way of backing out.
A rule is a rule, after all.
Wasn't that being tricked, by definition?
Bella knew deep down, it wasn't. Not just as a faint hope, she could actually see what distinguished her tactics from mere trickery. Only she lacked the prowess to articulate it better.
Nora will understand. Eventually..
She was extremely delighted at her gambling paying off, of the garden variety misogynists failing to recognize the real thing amongst the decoy-queens. That rare occasion where the ruling Queen can simply hide in plain-sight. Had it failed, she'd have single-handedly given the radicals their goal in a platter. The opportunity to knowingly debase their sworn enemy, their ruling monarch, the Great Chaste herself.
It'd be wise to go check. The chastity belt is enough, but drawing a line in the sand certainly wouldn't hurt. The Queen's safety, in all sense, took priority over the completion of the task. Bellatrix looked for an opening, to excuse herself from the General's company. Most had stopped dancing and settled onto the various seats all around, most busy with foreplay. The room was still lively, yet it seemed like more than a third had retreated to the inner chambers. Understandably, considering the limits to whats permitted within the Great Hall. Her pace quickened soon as she reached the stairs.
"The Great Glevius Tarquin! What an honor to meet, and what a party, His Lordship!"
Announced the young nobleman as he walked up, with a rather stout lady by his side, her meekness a stark contrast to her thick healthy build. Bella found his face familiar, but could figure from where.
"The honor is mine, Viscount of Venmorth. Thanks to your partnership with Liam, the Order surely has a bright future. And I was truly hoping you'd make it. I understand the hesitation of donors, the reputation of our parties, can be a bit overwhelming.."
"How could I refuse an invite from Lord Liam.?! And knowing the theme of the night, it was irresistible.. Care to guess Her Highness?"
Bella rolled her eyes inside. This was the only one 'queen' in the room wearing an actual marble-white mask, as part of the adornment. Even the kids of Wolkenshire knew of the only Princess to never show her face out in public. The infamous Marishka, the Duchess of Wolkenshire from three generations ago, who had conspired with the Duke of Gwon to overthrow the monarch. The Duke paid with his life, and the captured Princess was punished to solitude, her visage permanently locked away in a silver-white head cage, denying her face to appear ever in history. Tarquin nodded approvingly.
"A perfect choice, Lord Klavin. No Queen is more hated in recent times that the foxy Duchess Marishka. The Order of Swords had warned the King multiple times, for her being the second coming of Queen Drusilla. One of those rare times, when the royalty had to acknowledge the worth of our cause. With her in a leash, you'll make plenty friends here, in no time."
Klavin enquired, with the curiosity of a teenager.
"Is it true, His Lordship? That the Order had acquired her as party entertainment, on a one-time deal."
"Wow, aren't you knowledgeable!" Duke Bircham barged in, grabbing the poor proxy-queen by the waist. Bella stepped back towards the General, feeling uneasy by his looks. Tarquin held her shoulder reassuringly. As Klavin listened, Bircham said.
"The King was furious for years, and the members truly milked the opportunity. There's a mural in the study, of Duchess Marishka herself, bound in the body-cage, as the Black-Queen of the party. She had famously given in before we dripped any aphrodisiac. A perfect example of how the royal women are mere chamber-sluts, when push comes to shove."
Tarquin interrupted.
"Lord Wistrom is being simplistic, and clearly drunk. It was her first time out of penal solitude of two years, a back-door arrangement of course. For such a free-spirit, she was dying to have some human connection. It's a duller story, but I heard she was co-operative, because she wanted at least someone to still remember what she looked like.."
"Haha.. You crack me up, Lordship. What a way to be remembered, your only lasting historic image being the center piece of a bukkake.."
Klavin asked curiously.
"Well, well.. Wasn't she carrying as well? The Duke's son, I heard."
"Oh boy! You want to tell him, General. Being the least misogynist.."
Bella didn't realize that she had sensed Tarquin discomfort, and had thoughtfully kept her palm over his, preventing him from snapping. Tarquin was used to maintaining his temper, but her gesture didn't go unnoticed. Wistrom continued.
"Okay, I will then. I heard that's not the Duke's kid. The whole thing was propaganda, to save face. And her being kept in solitude helped avoid suspicion.The news of her kid spread years after going solitude. My guess, she got impregnated right here, in this room. And the older members said she was begging for it. Like she hoped if she proved insatiable enough, maybe they'd help smuggle her out. Even if to be kept as a personal slut. But her bewitchment failed. We, the Order, gave her precisely what she deserved. A noble bastard.!"
"Really, then why did one of our own, Sir Lancet's estate took the child under his wing.."
"The Old man Lancet.?!"
Klavin was engrossed, as Wistrom's fidgeting fingers crawled up beneath the masked girl's skirt.
"No, his Great Uncle. Lancet the First."
"I don't know. Charity, perhaps.." Wistrom scoffed.
"Klavin, you are new here. And the parties get wild, for sure. But not every crime is irredeemable. Nor the Order, in whole, a vessel for misogyny. They were peers, the three. And Lancet had always loved the Duchess. Unrequited, of course. Some say the Duchess had no clue of the Duke's plan. Or that she was blinded by love. I have heard, from stories passed from older ones, that she came to meet her old friend, Lord Lancet. To let him glimpse her face, one last time. For apologize for ignoring his heart, may be to share her love with him even. Because it's true that she gave in, by name, to Lord Lancet the First. To requit, could have been why she agreed in the first place. It certainly explains the readiness.."
"Or in solitude she realized how great a slut she had always been.. You are ridiculous at times, Lordship." Wistrom slurred, mauling the large breast that slipped out. The masked girl was visibly irritated, and even Klavin looked a bit pale. Wistrom asked.
"That your conclusion, Tarquin? That a hall full of men, peers of her own father, had their way, with actual whores witnessing from the sides, and she 'endured' it all. That she fucked them fifty, just to fuck one guy."
"I didn't say she ever had sex with him even. I think it's the Duke's kid, and fearing his estate would disown, or torment the child, I think she came to request the only man she had any hopes of begging to. I think she made the trip to have a word. Whether she endured the rest, or enjoyed it full, you speculate. But we all know that Lord Lancet loved him like his own son. He never married, and the kid inherited his estate."
Tarquin didn't understand why the more he spoke, the more he felt the warmth of Lady Deminica against him. Something unlike the suffocating heat of the lust-filled Great Hall. Something real, something pure.
Klavin said suddenly.
"Wow! I never heard any of these.. Frankly I just chose it for the mask bit.."
"Why Klavin? Is she that rare a beauty, that you fear one of us may snatch her up quickly.?"
There was a hint of discomfort, but Klavin snapped back throwing the leash, that was attached to her mask, to the drunk Wistrom.
"I wish. The cow is too ugly, so she needs a mask, if any man here is to take a liking to her. I have a thing for a stout body. You'd be surprised by what an unloved ugly cow would do to please a man. Well, not in this room.. But generally.."
"No judgements here boy. These udders makes up for it, I'd say. Mind if I take her for a spin?"
"Only if you can treat her right.."
"Like a cow?!"
"Close. A breeding stock!"
Bella rolled her eyes again. These clowns. She didn't want to leave the General's side. No, it wasn't a matter of convenience. She wanted to stay by his side. Or something in her did. But I must leave now. To check up on Nora. I need an opening.
Why am I feeling so tense suddenly. It's not like the Queen's in any true danger.
Right?
The worries weren't baseless. Order members purposefully employed stable-men from the horse rearing community of the west front outskirts. They were not the greatest fans of King Barthomius, nor his father's rule, suffering greatly from the border assaults. This was why the royal stablemen contracts was given to the north-eastern tribesmen for the last five years. It also didn't help that right after Queen Elanor took charge, they were hit with another brutal raid, orchestrated by the hardliners of her administration. Across the kingdom of Wolkenshire, there may be a handful of communities that were unreasonably critical of the Queen's rule, but only one hated her completely.
I must get to Her Highness. I must go now.
**
*
It's one thing to enjoy the appreciation of a drunken audience, by the smell in the air of them all creaming their pants. Its another thing to stare straight at the leaking erection of your doing, inches from your face. Elanor's eye-brows rose up all the way, eyes bulging and her glistening lips agape on its own. The short guy's six inch penis looked the thickest, the guy to his right with the eight inch cock, had the the best looking one. Beauty in cocks? Seriously Nora.?! And the guy standing behind her just hung his lengthy meat right over her shoulder. It was rather thin. A smile grazed her face as she bowled up her both hands below her face, and let copious salivary fluids pool up in her palms. She kept smiling, as if lost in the hilarity of it all.
Is this all even happening? Or just on of those dreams? The wet kind.
Elanor eagerly plastered her palms to the two pairs of balls to her right, massaging them and continuing to lather up their entire cocks in the lubricant of her throat. But her eyes stayed fixed on the one cock to her left. The least veiny, the most clean, and the most substantial. Her lips went straight towards, that eager tongue reaching out.



The three were quite surprised by this change in pace. It seemed less and less like they were humiliating her. Like they had no hold over her. If anything she lead their eyes. The rhythm of their beats, the pulse of their peckers. Titillating them, with every sound of hers. The short guy muttered, slightly disheartened. "Well, it's only fair. I had my fun. Now let her have hers."
She felt like a mage, the way her mere gaze stirred his loins, enough to keep his serpent staring right back at her. Like it was mimicking her moves, her tongue an inch from his tip, the erection straining to bridge the gap. As if possessed, she dropped both the dicks she had been stroking till then, and leaned further, her eyes focused at the widening pee-hole, the mushroom crown that looked as smooth as a ripe capsicum. Her lips pouted, as she fought the urge to slurp it.
No, that wouldn't be necessary. He's right there, even without.
The other two men had begun stroking themselves watching the fairest slut to have come their way, more intrigued by her upper class seduction techniques.
So this is a cock truly looks like. Right at thew edge. Huh!
Elanor was in no hurry of being caught, nor was at a dark blowjob booth like before. It was well lit, and she felt in total control, and strangely at peace. She could watch the fruit of her labor right now. Still, just to be sure. Elanor blew slowly through her pouted lips, the breeze adding to the bliss upon his erection, as the guy prepared for the outflow.
Still shy?! May be just..
She raised her hand, her right pinky right below his penis, and gently grazed her nail along the bridge connecting his crown to the shaft. And she saw it, the moment of eruption. A glowing white sphere, a pearl bead emerge out his pee-hole, and shoot straight up. She didn't blink, she couldn't as it splatted upon the spot right between her eyes, and dripped down, along her nose. She realized why her mouth may have stayed open all this while, as her tongue stretched up, eagerly anticipating the taste of it. Wondering the texture could be to her liking. May be an eager feminine presence is all it takes, more than the superficiality of beauty. Both the men came right then, as she tasted the man-juice, cum spraying on to her head, her neck and shoulders.
Why does this make me giggle, of all things.?
Elanor couldn't tell. It was getting harder and harder, parsing the mysteries of body, from mysteries of mind. She didn't cum, her nether never twitched. Yet the feeling of fresh ejaculate dripping through the skin, mixing with her sweat. Why does it then, send a bliss up my spine? Why does it make my nipples chill? Why is it that my smile won't stop?
"That'll do gents. Step aside. You'll have your turn later."
One of the two from the very back walked up, as the men made way. His cocky attitude was evident from the way his left hand swayed, as his right hand twirled quite effortlessly what seemed to me an iron walking stick. Wind blazed the camp-fire to their right, and she saw in his piercing eyes the glowing embers. What was his name? Billet? No, that's the indifferent one. This is the fidgety hot-head.
"Greetings Her Highness, myself Frederich. You may call me Fred. And that there is Billet, my cousin. How good of you to honor us, in a birthday suit no less!"
Elanor kept looking up at him. A big-mouth, huh? And with an attitude. As if to overcompensate.. Hehe.. The Queen couldn't help but smirk. A man is hilarious enough at times. Imagine a boy, trying to measure up in hilarity.. Oh! He didn't like it. He did not like it, one bit.
Looking back and nodding at Billet, Frederich continued.
"Highness may shout Fred, for anything. When your mouth isn't occupied, that is. You know what, make it Lord Fred! What do you think guys.."
The men around shook their heads in mockful disapproval, as Billet straight up face-palmed.
"You ungrateful ruffians! Look, even Her Highness Clit-locked seems unimpressed now. Now what do we Rachetty boys do to the casually unimpressed??"
He asked loudly, as he did a spin, twirling around his cane.
WHAT??
The men played along, and even Elanor leaned in. He seems extremely agile. Maybe he can measure up.
"We IMPRESS!!"
He did another twirl and stood erect, pointing his cane at the Queen's face, it's flat edge pushing into her right cheek. Billet face-palmed again, like this was a routine he had advised against. The men couldn't be more baffled. The boy had a certain flair. But at times he can be so erratic. Embarrassingly so. Billet thought.
Elanor didn't notice any of those, including the metal kissing her cheek. Her eyes nearly popped, as her jaw dropped, rendering her speechless. As with his legs, Fred had even quicker hands. And it took him no time, mid-twirl, to loosen the strings of his locksley bottoms. And the Queen sure was impressed. Hanging down right before was a girthy juicy shaft, all man and no boy, near ten inch in it's semi-hard state, with its crown a little shy behind the foreskin.
"Yor eye's on the wrong rod, Lock-clit! I meant my little assistant here.."
Elanor realized he meant the walking stick, the one pushing against her cheek. He softly scraped off her drooling chin which its flat end. I drooled just now?? Get a grip Nora!
Its end wasn't just flat, it was a symbol. A long metal piece, bend into an oval, a horse shoe, with a capital R in the middle, in the old font. I've seen this, in the reports. The notorious herdsmen clan. The Rachetties..! Elanor didn't realize she said the last part out loud.
"Oh! The Queen knows her subjects well. Now I'm impressed. A correction however. Not a seal. It's a Rachetty Clan Brand, like Daisy's ass right there."
Fred cackled pointing the iron cane to their left.
What in the.. Elanor was a little worried as she spotted Daisy, the grey horse tied next to the pillar. With a large Rachetty Seal burnt into its rear. The hell.. Is that a branding iron?
"Don't worry, its a smaller size. For piglets and goats. We like our cattle skin-branded. And the way you mucked up all those filth, like a horny hungry swine.. This is your ultimatum dear."
Elanor glanced at Billet, then Fred and back. Is he being serious? Billet still continued with the face-palm, but he seemed to be laughing at the hilarity of his cousin. Frederich continued.
"You put on a good show so far. Now do a good job polishing my tool, and I'll have the lads resume your buffet. Fail to impress me, and I'll have you branded as a Rachetty Breeding stock, right here, right now."
Elanor took a quick scan of the others. The stablemen were shocked, if not intrigued, but clan-kids, including Billet seemed much at ease. Is this boy being a bit dramatic. Is this like, his shtick?
As Elanor kept staring his way, Fred chucked the iron at the clan-member standing next to the fire.
"MAXIM! Get it glowing, will ya? The Queen seems too impatient."
It didn't take long to figure out the hot-head before. He's clowning, this is an intimidation tactic. But why? With me already kneeling. Maybe he's just a boy after all, despite the endowment. Oh mine, that does look delicio.. NORAA..!!
Maxim, the leaner one to the left, was all too enthusiastic to please his brother, fanning the flames as he dipped the branding iron into the embers. Elanor looked back at Fred, as he grinned.
Okay boy. You want to play 'Scare the Queen'? I'm game.
Elanor cowered down, her eye-brows curving up, mock-quivering her puff lips.
"Please don't my Lord! I'll be good. I'll treat you nice.."
Don't oversell it, Nora..! Oh, you're a disgrace.
"Wow! Drama Queen too, aren't you? Much like the real deal, huh.."
That comment almost made her snap. She knew what he was referring to, as his friends laughed. The incident on the week she lost Barthomius. In the Royal procession of mourning through the capitol, where she broke down crying, to the embrace of her Papa, as the weeping crowd witnessed. A conduct quite controversial, when Queens are expected to mourn inside, in privacy. A major argument of her critics, when her coronation court discussions, touted as a clear sign of weakness. But later scholars argued, based on her unprecedented acceptance amongst the commoners, that the gesture would have inadvertently humanized her. Such explanations meant nothing to Elanor, for it wasn't a memory she preferred dissecting.
The sudden flash of rage, however did give Fred a near-stroke. For a moment it felt, like he met his death.
Don't. Just.. Don't.
He's just a kid. With hateful heart, addled in hormones. Weakened by intoxicants.. What does he know?
Just focus on something else.. The wind, the bonfire.. The heat.
Without being prompted, Elanor waded forward, her mouth caressing the shaft with a hot angry exhale. Did it grow short suddenly? I scared him, it seems.. He smells good though. Cleaner, younger. Even the pubes properly trimmed, or had they failed to sprout yet.. My little boy with a big willy, haha.. So thick, and hanging ummnghh..
Elanor bit on to his hardening shaft-skin, with great care, like biting on to a kitten. It did hang down limp, much like a kitten, she thought. Oh oh.. He's waking up quick. Her tongue kept drawing circles, as she moved along the shaft, up and down, waiting for his glans to emerge completely. His fear subsided, and soon at cocky air returned, his loud mouth resuming.
"Yeah Queenie, like that. Just like that."
She kissed the tip of his cock, smooched and sucked in the glans like a ripe strawberry, as her gaze shifted up, meeting his.
"So again, Queen Clit-locked. Make it good. Else I'd mark you as property. It would be a shame to burn into such smooth skin, so.."
POP!
Elanor popped her lips with his crown, a gesture that added to his erection almost in a blink. She nodded, smiling.
"Yes, His Lordship. I shall please.."
She picked up on a worrying flash of madness in his glare. Like he meant every word, and more. Like her burning stare pushed his ego, a little too far. The sound of Maxim fanning the flames, the rustling of the embers, and the anticipation of the men around, all quieted down in her mind. And a single image flashed.
A beautiful wide mural, hung atop the Royal Court entrance. It showed two servants near-stoically holding a large mirror, which reflected the strange marriage of agony and ecstasy, as the maiden before screamed, her cries spurting out through the ball-gag, as smoke arose from her rear. Much like 'The Writhing Royal' of Sir Greccon. Only it wasn't the Order's symbol, but a Rachetty clan Brand. Nor was it Madelene, who screamed into her reflection.
Did he mean? No, he couldn't have. He was pushing the game. Scaring his Queen. Still, calling the bluff wouldn't be wise, if he's to stay by my side all night. Well, we wouldn't get to find. For I take pride in a job well done.
Elanor kept staring up at him, her thumbs massaging the very base of his shaft, the weight of it resting on her chin, as her tongue kept circling the crown, getting wafted with her warm breath. Yet against the risk of being marked, a part of her still hated his arrogance. Wanting to regret rubbing her the wrong way.
I can make you regret, I know ways.
I may just squeeze your balls, and make you wish had skipped the party. And my teeth aren't just for show. Or.. Or I can simply give you the best blowjob in the whole of Wolkenshire, bewitch you by my lips and then.. Hehe.. Then just leave, depriving you its pleasure, for all time. That'd be a fine revenge. A real sweet one.
Fed up with the teasing he grabbed her ears and pushed closed, as she instinctively dropped the jaw and pushed her tongue outwards. Elanor struggled to breath with the thick shaft already in her throat two-third, wondering how to ease their tensions. His brother suggested to all.
"How about this.? We count down to twenty, and if she hadn't made him cum, we brand her whip her ass as well.!"
The whole throng cheered and hooted and Elanor could only figure that this cant be any good.
"No no, no countdowns. This is a competitive bitch, you will just fuel her passion. Besides I'm not the game, she is.."
"How's the bitch? How's the bitch?"
The shout-outs all seemed too eager to witness her fail.
"Mediocre so far.. Old hags could chew better than this swine. Haha.. oh.. WOW!"
Elanor smiled in between slurping his balls, finding the loud-mouth at a loss for words. Soon she plunged his dick inside orally inhaling loudly, adding to his pleasure, stopping only as the crown of his hard dick hit the back of her slimy throat, more than half of it still outside. She wrapped her lips around his enormous girth, her tongue swishing and slathering saliva all around within, as her head move back and forth like clock work. Spit drool out of her lower lips as her hands rise and spread it across her chest, then moving to the nearby waiting semi hard penises. Stroking then at an even pace, she didn't want then hard and ready yet. She had to best this elder first. It wasn't to her liking, the way he mocked her skills. 'My skills?! What am I thinking?' A moment of consciousness made her pause. Only to be pushed aside by his pushing penis.
Elanor rose more up, still on her knees, for a better angle, relaxed the throat, and gently pushed the head further in. It was thicker than any dick she had in there so far, and was definitely stretching her throat well. The way her throat felt now, was how she imagined a snake would feel swallowing. Gulp by gulp, inch by inch. Elanor wasn't even close to her limits. She had enough practice the whole last week, and the lessons from Volgen sure helped.She pushed the tongue out further, and massaged the underside. She suppressed her urge to cough, evened her breathing and continued. It annoyed her that she couldn't cradle his balls without leaving the others unsatisfied. So she cradled theirs instead.
The stablemen on the other hand was brimming with a tribal pride. To have, even not real, the liking ruling monarch who they despised, acting like a bitch in heat, or worse. It was better than their wildest fantasies. "Hail General Tarquin.." They said, again and again.
"Okay, you ain't that bad.." Fred said, as Elanor felt his fingers dig into her hair. Before she could breath even, he pushed her head back and forth, making sure at least six inches of him always remained in her mouth, violently face fucking her. The Queen flailed like a rag doll as she said "Gluch.gluchh..gluck" over and over. On the twelfth 'Gluch' he pushed her head all the way back, his dick completely outside and shimmering in saliva. What she whispered came out as an embarrassing shriek, but she didn't care now. Elanor stared transfixed the the magnificence that was just hitting her throat, as beads of spit still clung on to her lower lips, and dripped down her neck in excess. She didn't waste time, and inhaled a lung full.
"Don't suck further, just stroke. I want to see my load on your tongue."
It didn't take long. He was quite thick, like unusually thick, and a bit grainy even, spread across her taste-buds. The implication wasn't lost on her calling it unusual, like she had a thorough understanding of the properties of the average male ejaculate. His long satisfying breaths reassured her, that he wouldn't be needing the branding iron tonight. He had marked her, after all, with his own juice. Fred shook his head, saying.
"I want it remaining in your tongue, Highness, till I permit you to spit. Now the verdict. Well, clap on fellow herdsman she was excellent. She's going to make a great harem slut. Maxim, pass me the brand."
That's so great. Wait what? But you said..
She didn't see him wink at his brothers, signalling them to play along. Billet scratched his head. Why is this kid always so weird.?! The Queen looked up confused. She didn't understand what he meant.
"Don't give me that look. We Rachetties don't take words lightly, slut. Yeah, we are brutish, and ill-tempered, but our words. We mean it. I'd have spared, had you done a good job. Just good, decent. But you had to put on a show, huh? Getting all involved, doing too good a job. A great job! You don't waste such lips on kiss, or such throat on songs. I know Lord Liam set the rules. She shan't be marked and all, but.. Those lips are worth the risk, dear. Even the General's ire, I'd say. MAXIM..!!"
I thought this was just a wilder side, of boys being boys. Was it though?! The Queen was getting seriously concerned. Her only hope was the indifference in Billet's face, at his cousin's jester-like posturing. It's Fred , the wild-card himself, that worried her. That grin of his, and the glint of madness in his eyes. Like he had always planned on branding her.
It's not the pain of the burn that bothered her. Elanor's skin is symbolic. It isn't even up to her to mark it permanently with any symbols, regional or foreign. It would defeat the purpose of her being a body beyond all affiliations, working for the whole of her subjects. For the stable men it was a crude joke. For her, its the pride of her Kingdom.
As Maxim raised the glowing red iron, Fred had already made the crowd buy into the play. The men began chanting, half-drunk and half-ecstatic. "Brand her! Brand her!!"
As Fred walked around to her back, Elanor realized she had begun shaking. The words of Madelene ringed in her ears.
It scares you, right? Being branded for life. The thought of pain, and permanence..
Tell you what, Queenie.. Just give in, okay? I can see it in your eyes. You are the kind to relish in.. not the pain, but the knowledge of irrevocable ownership...
I can see the longing in your eyes. You want to belong, don't you..
In as absolute a surrender as dreamable. The eyes tell it all..
Trust me, girl. When the time comes, just give in..
The crowd kept cheering as Frederich struck the glowing end loudly on the metal pillar, the sound of which shocking Elanor to the core. Like it enhanced the reality of her circumstance. Billet raised his hand to warn his cousin, to not go overboard. Fred nodded in compliance, but winked at the younger Maxim to the side, confusing them both. Elanor was preoccupied to notice this exchange. Voices in her mind drowned out the noises from around.
It's natural to learn your place. It's okay to admit defeat. Queen's are meant to do so, after all. In times of great turmoil, with the war lost, with enemy at the gates. Subjects take priority, survival takes precedence. Over ego, over shame. But over honor.?
Did Madelene sense something in my very nature, for her words to ring so true with my fears within.? Am I desperate to be be bound by belonging? Is that what I'm attempting, binding me by all these rules. Or am I just scared of the pain, not to mention my Queenly vanity?
May be you don't measure up, Nora, in the final analysis. May be you ideals were laughably unrealistic. Hold yourself to the standards of a Queen, not that of the divine.
"HUHH!!"
Elanor felt her spine stretch back feeling the ice-cold iron on her left buttocks. She could have cried out, but her voice seemed lost in all the fear. He wasn't kidding. The bastard wasn't.. wait.. The men laughed at her reaction, as Fred cackled loudly.
He was testing waters. He had simply poked her rear, with the cold end of the iron rod. He twirled th hot iron carelessly, laughing at her fear, and said.
"Oh look at that? I used the other end, how silly of me.. Now now, did you just about cry? Heha.. Would you request me nicely then?"



It was an embodied response. Her head nodded on its own, anxious and afraid. Her lips never stopped quivering, her breath quickened from the shock. No, he didn't. Thank God, he didn't.
"Please don't brand.."
"Wait, wait. Fellow herdsmen, you've heard the Great Chaste cries easy.."
Don't go there, you cretin. Do not.. Elanor clenched her teeth.
"Have you seen her beg easy.? Do it proper Queen. Prostate!"
Elanor closed her eyes, to quiet the mind.
It's okay to fail. It's only fear, Nora.
Just give in.
And if he brands me still.?!
Maybe that's for the better. You cower so easy at the thought of a mere blemish, then may be a brand suits your rear. Not a throne.
Who knows, maybe they'll treat you good.
You'll learn to live with. Love it, even.
Give in.
Frederich bend forward for a better view of her ass. He praised the one who popularized the prostrating posture. What a humiliating position? And what a flexible physique?! The way her spine bowed almost parallel to the ground, like a trained Princess bowing before the All-father. The full breasts squished against the stone floor. That pelvic tilt, just enough to accentuate those bare shining buttocks, waiting to be oiled up and canned.
Man, that ass though!
Fred nearly drooled. He loved the goosebumps of fear peppering her rear. He loved it when they play into the prey-role. Though her actual fear, that puckering anal bud right before, was even more intoxicating. Way too tempting a lass, an ass. If only one of these idiots pushed me from behind, and I dropped the hot iron, right on her back. Or maybe I should just brand her straight up, now. What's done is done, after all. The General.. Well, its not like he'll have shortage of whores. This one.. This one is yearning to be broken. To be taken.
Even Frederich didn't realize that he had twirled the Branding iron so now the red-hot edge faced her back.
"Would you like another try, Highness?"
Elanor embraced her submission and spoke, trying her best top stay legible with a tongue coated with sperm.
"Sp.. Spare my skin from being branded. I'll.. I will be good all night."
Huh..!
As her throat died, the Queen felt the heat. An inch away from her left buttocks, the same spot as before. Looking ahead she saw Billet get up from his seat. Like he feared his cousin's stupidity. He's going to do it anyway, isn't he?
Fred spoke again, his voice determined this time.
"You forgot to say 'please'. Beg again, as fitting a weepy wanton widow.!"
"You filthy vermin!"
"What did you say slut?"
Frederich asked, dumbfounded. Did she just? Billet began walking up slowly. Oh, no! You did not just insult Fred. Why does it have to be Fred? Always! He pushed past the crowd.
"Move, move.."
Elanor looked back, and he saw in her eyes. That same burning stare, though it seemed much calmer. Smoldering now instead. She spat out the sickening seed, as if to his face, and looked the other way. Like he was too insignificant to hold her attention.
"Stop staring at my ass pervert, and walk upfront.! If you find it so bright an idea, disregarding the rules, branding the likeness of your ruling monarch as property.. I dare you to not hide it on my rear. Be a man, boy. Do it facing me.!"
As men scuttled back to avoid getting burnt, Frederich walked around to face her, baffled, twirling the hot branding iron, as if desperate to look cool. Where did this command come from? He wondered. And why was it hiddewn, in the first place? Elanor laughed.
"I mean, if a meek mere vermin like you got the balls, why not do it upfront, where the whole world could see. My rosy right cheek for instance..!!"
Oohh..!!
The crowd was now hooked. All eyes shifted to Fred. His eyes were fuming as well, fingers beginning to get fidgety. Which concerned Billet as he stepped forward. How am I to pull him out now, without losing face? Frederich knew it all well, and the risks of the alternative. Only, reason didn't seem to be his driving principle at the moment. The crowd-pressure certainly didn't help. He growled.
"Bitch, I'm not playing?!!"
"You wouldn't dare boy! You haven't got the stones.."
Elanor snapped back, almost indifferent to the outcome.
"Wench, you wish to get burned?!"
"Burned or not, I'm no pony. Nor are you man enough to tame me!"
"Frederich, get a grip. Shut your hole you bitch! Maxim, get his iron!" Billet held Fred's shoulder from behind, pulling him back.
"Maxim, stay the fuck out! If the slut's asking for it, I won't hesitate.."
As Fred growled, Billet tried consoling him, pulling him further.
"Fred, that's enough.. Cool down."
And the Queen just scoffed.
"What, your brother's got you leashed now?"
That snapped him, and Fred charged, pushing away his cousin.
"You've done it cunt!"
"Burn me, you spineless.."
The Queen roared through fear, her lips quivering, her spine stretched against the wooden beam. Maxim ran up screaming.
"Hey hey, Frederich! FRED!!"
Time slowed for Elanor, as all clouds of confusion vanished. It'd hurt like hell, no doubt. Deface her irrevocably even. But she'll know for sure, that she feared no more. Not the burn, not the brand, nor the thought of ever being owned. There was no rationality, none of it had any.
Rationale had stopped being helpful for months now.
The last thing the Queen saw was the glint of the glowing brand rushing to her cheek. Her eyes closed involuntarily, as her core braced for the inevitable. And blood drained from her face, rendering it cold. Even the impetus to breath evaporated.
You were wrong Madelene. What I long for isn't submission.
I don't give in, for I am your Queen.
Why did it have to be the right cheek though?
**
*
My first kiss.
And it's the Prince of Wolkenshire!
Princess Nora felt butterflies in her tummy. Any moment now, it will come.
Under the Vankenbraum stars, right by the fountain, like in her dream. Being naive she waited with her eyes closed. Awaiting the moment that will stay so fresh, so present in her for a lifetime. As her belly knot tightened, and face paled, her cheek waited in anticipation. To feel the lips of the handsome mischief she met in that magical night of mirth. The same right cheek, that will wait for ages, only to blush, as the blood rushed to her lips instead.
Of course, the lips. He kissed my lips instead.
Our lips are locked! Oh, please don't faint.. I don't want this to end.
Why did I expect, him to stay shy, be naive like me.? I found in him love, and he shall take it from my lips. What are we, kids, to peck on once cheeks?! A peck would be sweet, but lips are so much better! Sorry my rosy red right cheek, for you won't be landing my first kiss.
But may be there lies something ahead,
For yours to be, truly the first.
**
*
Oh, Poor Rosy Right Cheek,
Why are you spared when desired,
And claimed when not?
She kept waiting, for the pain to hit. Maybe it's the adrenaline, but contrasting her thumping heart against numbing perceptions was certainly addictive. The men shuddered with sudden gasps, and a deafening silence of awe that followed.
There it was, that faint scent of burned flesh.
And the unmistakable sound, of red hot kissing the ice cold.
Ssssssszzzzzcchhh...
Elanor didn't feel pain. Moreover..
She was beyond fear.
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Archminister Grinwald continued on to the library hall, with quick short strides. It's been three days since the final frame-work discussions of the Border-tribes Peace Treaty, since he last saw Her Highness. She had played the cards spectacularly in the private court the prior week, persuading the Duke of Dermowth with minimal words. There were reports about an Order of Swords meeting, and possible attempts at sabotage, just to undermine the Queendom. But those fears never materialized, confirming Grinwald's original assumption. That the Order of Swords had turned toothless.
Protests were frequent in the market square, mainly from the Herdsmen tribe, but nothing the guards couldn't quell with little effort. However, what bothered Grinwald presently was the sudden shift in protocol. Recently Her Highness had been refraining from core meetings, communicating only through short notes and trusted aids. A very uncharacteristic move, considering how strenuously she had worked on the Treaty, for months. Grinwald himself was asked to cancel all personal plans of travel, and to work alongside the ministerial staff. There was also that specially assigned security team, following his every move closely. His wife would joke that it almost seemed like being held a prisoner, which didn't amuse him at all.
But wait.. Am I looking it wrong? What if this isn't about me. The overall security has been intensified, from the past two days. Maybe the Queen knows more. But why not simply share then? Highness had always valued my opinion, even in trivial matters.
Unlike the impression given by the constant policy debates with the Queen, Grinwald had a soft spot for Elanor, way before she got crowned as the ruling monarch. He had always wanted a daughter, and being childless, he saw her more like one. A sentiment shared by his wife as well, since she is originally from Vankenbraum. So the sudden distancing was bothering him more.
Has she fallen ill or something?
Why else would she deny an audience?
**
*
Author's note: Be sure to check the story tags before proceeding, for the themes explored could be unlike your usual cup. Turn ons are turn offs are mercurially subjective, and this chapter may prove an unusual blend. When in doubt, just skip ahead.
**
*
The Royal Unmaking
Maxim Rachetty walked past the pillars excitedly, leading the couple behind.
"This way, His Lordship."
"I hope you haven't tired her out, Maxim. I want her conscious, enough to play along. Else the deal is off."
"Oh no Lordship, she'll play along. Haven't met a maiden so insatiable, truth be told. Please convey our gratitude to the General. She's a real treat.!"
Maxim said sheepishly, taking quick glances at the scantily clad stout woman behind the nobleman. A stark contrast to the fit, firm and flexible Proxy-Queen from earlier, her odd looking mask adding to the mystery. Lord Klavin, the young Viscount, cleared his throat.
"Eyes up here, Maxim.! Show my prize, and you may have yours.."
He slapped the maiden's large behind, resounding enough for her breast-mounds to jiggle. As Maxim replied, his eyes couldn't help but bulge. Such shamelessly proud globes she got. Stout is fine. Stout is handful and more.
"Apologies, His Lordship. She's right round.. I mean, around the corner.. Her Highness is, ahem.. The decoy, I meant. Umm.. Have you met her in person.? The original.??"
It seemed like the maiden just muffled a chuckle. As if she was laughing at the Viscount. Or rather at the mention of the Queen. Something didn't add up. Even the Viscount wasn't too pleased, as he answered.
"The original?! Why, you haven't??"
"Once Sir! If you count the giant portrait by the Capitol Hall, that is.. Never in the flesh. The girl tonight have a decent likeness, I'd say. Though I swear, King Bard himself haven't seen her slut-out like this.."
Klavin said, sounding like a soliloquy, deeming the low-born unworthy of his attention.
"Well, well.. I admire the General's guts, pulling this off, this close to the capitol. Now about that likeness, I'd be the judge."
"So you have met then, in person."
Maxim turned again, clearly to take another peak at the heavy harlot behind.
"Indeed. We even exchanged words.."
Voice trailed off as the Viscount remembered the embarrassment. Of a woman, a mere Queen consort by all qualifications, his true ruling monarch in effect, humiliating him to an audience of peers. Men who'll never look up to him again. That mockful grin of the Archminister as she hinted at the rumors around his pregnant wife. The truth of which made it all the more hurtful.
"Here we are!"
Maxim said, stopping by the small storage barn. He continued, sliding open the door.
"An hour into it she started acting weird, convulsing like a bucking bull, like being possessed by the Goddess of Lust. Grinding back to the men, near-violently. Like I said, an exceptional slut, but.."
"But.?"
"Well, we would have played along, but Billet stopped it. He said she could use a break, and I jumped on the chance, to make room for His Lordship, as per our arrangement. We have an hour, before the men gather again so.. Mind the time. Billet kept her here. Bound, of course. She was acting erratic, after all."
There she was, on her knees, her head hanging down. Her both hands hung from the ceiling panel, tied at the wrist. Her hair disheveled, the room reeking of damp discomfort.
"Maxim, don't tell me she's done for the night."
Klavin sounded unusually serious. He needed this, especially after that encounter in the royal court, leaving him utterly disgraced. There was no way of quipping back, not at your Queen, not if you valued your life. But the thought of somehow unleashing all my disrespect, my rage... Right back at her, even if its a mere likeness.. Klavin needed this, desperately. Something he must do, not just for his bleeding ego, but the very honor of his wedded wife. It was so foolish of him, to miss her upstairs earlier, but he could hardly blame himself for losing sight, in a room full of wanton wenches. He had heard tales of the royal double Gertha, and her spectacular stag night performance for Prince Axon, with King Bard himself in the audience. He was hoping for her to make it to this party as well.
As he tilted up her face by the chin, the hair falling to sides, a strange mixture of disgust and disbelief engulfed him. That's not Gertha, but moreover..
"What the..?! That's not.."
Chuckling maliciously, the clansman said.
"Far from the likeness, ain't she now??"
Despite all the anger, there was an actual look of concern in his eyes, which surprised even the Queen. Pushing Maxim against the wall by the collar, he roared.
"THE FACE, MAXIM..!! What have you done to her..?!!"
**
*
Eighty minutes earlier.
The role of a King is uniquely symbolic.
Distinct from that of the Clergy, the Ministry and the Military, even the combined power of all subjects. The symbol to which all men bow, as he bows to the Greater Kingdom. The one, whose sake all are prepared to die, as he is for the Greater Kingdom. And it is the King's duty, to uphold the symbolic greatness, even if the kingdom inevitably falls.
Symbolized in his even keel. In his harmonious health. Even his unblemished visage.
But the one behind the ideal, is just as fallible as the rest. Just a man who can be broken, beaten. Who'll need enough of a break to return to form, to re-ignite the driving spirit of the Greater Kingdom. Breaks that are beyond foresight. Breaks that should be managed, in shadows, leaving the symbol undisturbed. Even as a momentary illusion.
It could be a great defeat, a deep trauma, a tragic accident, or even a cursed disease, leaving the King in an unpresentable state of body, if not mind. Wolkenshire is no stranger to such fates, and there are plenty of protocols in place, ranging from propaganda to temporary switch. A King may take absence, absolute seclusion, up to six months for recovery if needs be. During which period, the public appearances would be reduced to bare minimum, with the royal double attending in his stead. The administrative duties shall be distributed amongst the Archminister, the General and a trusted aid to the throne. The aid will remain the sole contact of His Highness through out the break. At the six month point, the King must summon all three, and let them witness his progress or lack thereof. The protocol could be extended for three additional months, if all concur.
This is the Castling Protocol.
At the end of nine months, regardless the progress, the King must convene the royal court, and reveal the entire truth. The sincere shall remain unshackled, as it says in the Holy-Writ. And if the King finds this difficult, for reasons of vanity or lacking mental fortitude, meaning, if he finds it hard to come to terms with the truth itself, he must name the successor and vacate the throne immediately.
The same applies for a ruling Queen. Knowing all this well..
What in the world made you think, Nora.. That a clan-brand to the face could be healed spotless, in six months?
What in the world?!
The thought occurred too late, as she knelt before an angry Frederich, with his bright branding iron inching towards. It's a good thing, that time slowed in such instances, for the enormity of her foolhardiness would have surely been crushing else. It could still be. She had suffered enough practice injuries to know the magic of adrenaline, its effects on time and perception. This vigilant numbness wasn't strange to her at all. She knew, though delayed, the pain will eventually come. And she kept waiting.
Only, it didn't.
Elanor noticed, that it had become offly quiet all of a sudden. Her eyes squinted up, as her sanity sobered. Before was Fred, then Billet, the other cousin, and the rest of the bunch cowering behind. A mixture of guilt, terror and reverence, in all their eyes. For a moment it felt, as stupid as it sounds, that her natural Queenly aura had driven them petrified. That her officious magnanimity had finally dawned on them.
Officious, as she prostrated, lacking even a modesty patch on her pronounced rear.?!
What a joke!
She didn't know then, that the men around shared a similar dread. Caused surely by an officious presence, only not hers. For someone had stopped the clan-brand from kissing the royal red cheek for good. Gripped on to the iron rod, an inch from the glowing tip, was a hairy burly fist, with a worn-out leather glove. A fist, with not just enough strength to hold off a hot-head like Frederich, but enough might to keep the rest of them in check, with a simple stare. A calm growling voice came from behind, as the men stood petrified, including Billet.
"Care for an explanation, Fred..?"
Frederich stepped back, his trembling fingers letting go of the branding iron. Elanor heard it hit the floor, right between her knees, the hot cast violently fizzing out in the marshy puddle. The warm vapor breathing life into her frozen limbs. What just happened?
Billet was instantly relieved, and terrified. Relieved for the girl, who nearly ended up a defaced whore in a shady clan-brothel. Not that I care an ounce for the bitch.! But His Lordship had entrusted her to him. And he should fear rightly, not just the Lord's ire, but the sullying of his good name by the failure. But none scared him, like the burly man standing before. Somehow, Billet managed to speak.
"Chief, it wasn't Fred's fault. The bitch kept pushing him.."
"Your cousin can speak for himself, Billy. And you should know better. To not turn a mutt yourself, in order to fuck a bitch... WHAT were you thinking?"
Fred spoke, his voice lacking any cockiness from before.
"Brother Ransford, I was just.."
"It's Chieftain to you, boy.! Now speak."
Even the Queen felt threatened by his sudden burst.
Chief.?! Wait, this can't be..
Elanor realized the man who had just saved her from immense pain and misfortune. The leader of the herdsmen tribe, the infamous Rachetty clan-head. The one who had sworn to ruin all attempts at tribal peace, evidenced by multiple reports.
Herdsman Ransford Rachetty. The Chieftain.
Elanor felt deep mixture of gratitude and intimidation, at his undoubtedly alpha presence. Even her locked virgin lips seemed to have relaxed, near-invitingly. Knowing that, had it not been for him, the royal visage would've been irreparably damaged, only added to her newfound respect. Respect for the most vocal troublemaker to her prime project for the past year. Her focus shifted back to the conversation.
"Chieftain, this.. This here is a gift from Lord.." Billet spoke again, supporting the errant hot-head.
"Lord Liam, I know. I just spoke with him upstairs.. Billet, my boy. His Lordship gifts us with entertainment, and you let your cousin ruin her outright?! Defacing for fun now, are we?? What were you thinking? Were you?"
"Chieftain, we weren't actually going to? It was just to scare the bitch, right Fred?"
"Stop covering for me Billet!!"
Finally gathering enough courage, Fred spoke, shooting daggers her way.
"I had every intention of marking the whore. Why are you all acting like this is something new.? If a whore steps out of line, we Rachetties mark her for life. That's what we do. Why are we pretending, like we don't sell branded bitches off to slave markets?"
"Fred! Don''t raise your voice to Chieftain.."
Billet held him by the shoulder, trying to control. But as the Chief stepped up, both of them cowered down shaking.
"Don't mind him, Freddie-boy. You speak up." Signalling his men to help her up. Ransford said. "I'm not questioning the act. None here are moral paragons. We do mark our bitches regularly. The lure of an unblemished skin.. I get it, believe me. But there is a time and a place, and even with all aligned, never on the face. What are you, stupid?!"
Elanor simply listened, as he continued berating Fred.
"And we do sell them off, at the Calthean slave-booths, for those domestication freaks. No, it isn't your act, I'm questioning. It's your place. His Lordship said explicitly, the bitch shall stay unmarked. AND YET!! You over-stepped.. A bit of overstepping, I don't mind. I'd prefer, in fact. But you just.. The face, boy.?! Give me one good reason, boy, to forgive you. What, were you thinking..??"
The Chief turned now to Elanor, and began checking her body, like checking the quality of cattle. With gloves taken off, his fingers plunged past her lips, almost finger-counting the teeth. Then he pinched her cheeks, massaged her neck and breasts, to account for injury or swelling, and proceeded to inspect her back torso and rear. It felt less creepy, and more clinical, the way he assessed her body-fat index. And Elanor stood enduring, without a peek of protest. Like she couldn't afford to offend him, by the slightest. She needed some friends, at least one. The Chieftain was the closest at the moment.
Billet noticed the slight shift in his manner, as Ransford stood behind the girl, caressing her under-breasts. He didn't understand why, but he knew something was off. Frederich on the other hand remained predictably clueless, as he said.
"Sure, Lord Liam did say that. To avoid any permanent damage. But I thought.. Hehe, His Lordship will have no trouble getting new sluts, and she's just a nobody. So what value would she have, with her skin marked for good. I mean, who'd want a bitch with a clan-branded face.?! Hehehe.. It's not like she's been.."
Fred's voice got stuck, as he saw the Chieftain stare, now with absolute rage.
SMACK!
Ransford backhanded the hot-head, humiliatingly in front of the men. If Billet hadn't stepped in and caught, he'd have crumbled on to the puddle below, adding to the disgrace. As his hand raised for another one, Billet pleaded.
"Brother Ransford, please.! Why?"
"WHY.?!"
The way Ransford roared half the men ran off instantly, the rest remained only from being too petrified to move.
"Why, Billet? Care to explain this, then??"
Billet looked at the Chief, and said with concern.
"Chieftain, your wrist.."
"Aaanhh!!"
Elanor bit her lips feeling the sting, of the Chieftain yanking her left breast by the nipple. The Queen didn't understand why the men suddenly looked her way astounded. As soon as the pinch relaxed, a growling command boomed.
"PRESENT.!"
What do you mean 'present'?!
For a second, Elanor couldn't figure where she had heard it before, nor how she was meant to respond. Her rational mind couldn't figure, that is. Her body though, complied in an instant, like a soldier assuming the posture hearing 'at ease'. Like a well-inculcated muscle memory, kneeling back down without a thought. Instead of prostrating, her rear now rested on the heels, thighs forming a perfect-V, showcasing her bare pussy to all, encased in the chastity cage. Her face turned indifferent, her breath slowed, the spine arched, pushing out those meaty bosoms. And her both hands crossed on its own, behind her back. It took her a moment, to realize what made her do so. A part of her felt deeply proud, equaled only with shame. Chieftain Ransford continued.
"See nincompoops! That quick compliance.?! That's no accident. This here is a trained pet. Domesticated by one of the very best, probably. Which explains the obedience.. Haven't we sold enough ones to spot the difference?? This here, is property!"
Of course, Uncle Belkin.! The Leash Maester. It all made sense to Elanor. The sudden shift in tone, as they looked at her pulled breast.. When the chief was caressing her earlier. He must have felt my tattoo. My tattoo.?! As if I owned it. If anything it owned me, evidently so.. Her tattooed under-breast. Her Domestication Identification Number, drawn into the skin by that drunk old Ridgemund.
::XIVLNR0601::
The unerasable scar from that wretched nightmare.!! That's what saves me now.?!
And the commands? PRESENT..!!
I thought I had forgotten it all, but..
Ransford continued berating the kid.
"Branding someone else's property is pure confiscation. Don't you know what we do to thieves, Freddy-boy.??"
Fred looked overwhelmed with guilt, like branding a girl was okay in his books. But becoming a thief wasn't, even by mistake. What's wrong with these people.?! He got down on his knees, like he had made a grave sin.
"I beg your pardon, Brother Ransford. I didn't mean to.. I didn't know.."
Billet said again, with concern.
"Chieftain, your hand.."
Ignoring which, Ransford continued on.
"Had I been late by a second, I'd have no choice, but to cut off that hand myself. The world may have moved past 'an eye for an eye', but the clan have it's own code. You do understand that, don't you Frederich?? These are turbulent times, and the clan requires capable, reliable hands. Not impulsive irrational hot-heads. Consider this your final straw."
"Chieftain. Your hand.."
Billet said again, quickly rummaging through his satchel.
Elanor remained in impeccable posture, as Fred disappeared into the back, ashamed and angry. Ransford noticed what Billet meant, a fresh burn mark along his right wrist. From when he had gripped onto the other end of the hot iron-brand. He hadn't grabbed it by the head, but the rod was relatively hot, and his glove, torn at parts. As Billet applied the medication, Maxim brought a chair, and the rest of the clansmen gathered around.
What now?
Elanor truly had no clue.
"An obedient one, ain't she?"
A shiver run up her royal dorsum. My turn to be berated, is it?!



Billet shook his head. Oh Chief, you should've seen her earlier.
"Well, she seems quite docile." Ransford said, reading his thoughts.
"They are all docile before you, Chieftain. Shall I send the girl up?"
"What you mean, Billie-boy. His Lordship send her down here to be punished."
"But.. But I thought you said.."
"FRED!"
Frederich came running by, like a dog too eager to please. His face resembled an eight-year old post tantrum waterworks. Ransford instructed.
"Gather the men, the core nine. We must go over the plans. Tell the rest to go to the Manor-square. That includes the gardeners, the help, and any Manor-staff that ain't working. Tell them dear Queenie here is aching to serve them personally. That she prefers it rough.. MAX.!!"
As Fred ran away gleefully, Maxim stepped in, still a bit shaken.
"Maxim, go fetch my satchel. And the track-boots too."
As the Queen tried to make sense of the ask, a sudden thud got her attention. The Chieftain had just tossed his left boot, as his fingers undid the other slowly. Without paying her much heed, he said.
"SHINE!"
Billet didn't understand what he meant, bandaging the chief's hand, but then again he was no pet. 'Shine' wasn't an actual command either, but the Queen had no doubt what was expected, from a domesticated pet like Demura. Or shall I say Crimson?
God, why do I still remember these things? And why..
Can't I stop myself..? Why can't I think..
Before complying.
As her knees nudged forward, she was glad to find the boot relatively clean. Especially from a lowly herdsmen. Well, it just needs a proper shine. Now what exactly does he mean..
Elanor was truly at a hard spot. For one, a pet shan't use her hands. For the pet has no hands, only paws. Two, a pet shan't meet the gaze of her Master. Or in this case, her savior, the Chieftain before. But how can she glean how he likes it shined, without even looking at his face. And no, I'm not licking clean someone's footwear. What to do, Nora..? What to.. Wait, are you?
She was.
How shameful! How the hell can you be aroused still? Elanor fumed within, realizing the irritating slither alongside her under-thigh, is her own leaking juices. Spotting how her nipples were poking out proudly, erased all her doubts. Oh, god! It's true, I'm soaking wet. But why? Is this still the scare from earlier? Or from watching Ransford single-handedly keep them all in line?
But she had no time for such thoughts. She had been ordered. And she must obey. Maybe use this to your advantage, Nora.. You know, instead of pointlessly shaming oneself.
Billet almost bit his tongue, at what the slut beside proceeded to do, as Ransford watched with a faint smile. Standing on her knees right over the bulky boot, Elanor slowly lowered her pelvis, her hands still crossed behind the back. The unique mixture of sweat and slimy juices alongside both her thighs proved enough of a polish, as she began to slowly gyrate upon the vamp of the boot. With impressive muscle control, she lowered her caged clit just enough to hover over the boot, her core doing most of the heavy-lifting of stabilization, as her hip bucked at an even pace. This was very similar to her favorite routine from the nights at Desert Rose of humping air. Only then, her fingertips would be masterfully untying the panty-knots from both sides, prolonging the reveal to the fullest, as her well-trained hound-nose sensed arousal in the air. My hound-nose?? God, was I training to be a better pet, all along?!
With her spine snaking to aid the motion, her hips occasionally rising to rub up the entire length of the boot, she bit her lips to control herself, as the cold hooks and rough laces kept enticing the peeking pussy lips. And down she went again, giving the Rachetty clan-head's left boot the best lap-dance in town. Billet's jaw simply dropped.
"You listening, Bilie-boy??"
"Oh, yes.. Forgive me, Chieftain."
Giving a mild chuckle to his reddened face, Ransford continued.
"The core team leaves at daybreak, with me leading. You and Fred stay back, Lord Bircham insisted his men coming along. You catch up to the camp with them, by night. Any question?"
"No Chieftain." The young man had a hard time focusing.
"They'll reach here only by morning, which means Billet.. I leave you in charge here, meaning Max, Frederich, and the Rachetty young-ones, and of course, the girl. She's your responsibility from now on. You aren't to let her leave till all men had a shot. This isn't just about staying in the General's grace. Its about reminding the rest of these underlings, who is in charge. More importantly, who can be reliably in charge. Watch over her.."
"Master, I'll see to it that no one lays a hand.."
Ransford looked at him with a hint of perplexion.
"Oh shut up boy.. Did Fred's idiocy got rubbed on to you?! I said keep watch, not go easy. Be rough, but just enough. Make a spectacle out of her. Not a scene. We are moving up the ladder, and I don't want the some horny lowlife getting way over his head and hurting her. Got it?"
"Chieftain.. may I?"
"This about Freddie-boy?"
Both men stayed silent to the faint buzz of the party going full-steam, the crackling of the bonfire, and of course the squeaking from the boot-cleanser Queen. Her eyes now stayed closed, her entire being reduced to the simple function she was deemed worthy for the moment. That mysterious half-smile peeked out the curves of her lips. The questionable bliss was interrupted by the next command.
"CLEAN.."
Elanor's eyes bulged at what was hovering couple inches from her face. The rigid, dirty, weathered right sole of the Rachetty clan-head. His foot extended to match the height of her head, as he remained comfortably sitting, every bit as indifferent as before. There was no way out, this time. He means for me to clean. Lick clean, that is.
While her pelvis continued polishing the boot beneath, her hands reached out to provide ample support to his foot. Making sure to not grab his shin with fingers, but keeping it clutched and merely helping him rest his foot, keeping with the theme of the pet having paws, and not hands. As expected his foot did emit an awful stench, of accumulated sweat on unwashed skin for days. His toes were uniquely hairy, with uneven nails sticking out. There was plenty room for disgust, but at the same time, a part of her felt indebted. To obey his every whim. For the moment at least. For what he did, to save her face, literally.
Why are you lying to yourself, Nora..? As if it's simple gratitude.. You know well, its deeper.
What kind of a man could afford, to have right before in submission, the finest incarnation of feminine beauty in all of Wolkenshire, and pay no heed. What kind of impotence must he be cursed with? Or was it, as she feared, she sensed and maybe hoped, super-potency that's plaguing him. Is he truly such an alpha, the manliest of them all, to let such fine meat go to waste, just because he could. Nora.. Did you just call yourself 'meat'?
Elanor peered into his soul for answers, the lack of response adding to her desperation. The man himself, forming much of the mystery. And the forbidden manhood, cut from the same cloth. She took a quick-glance at his pecker, semi-hard and slightly tenting, yet his composure remained so collected, breath-rate so calm, and emotional spillage, near-indifferent. He continued talking to Billet, his focus not straying from the topic, not by a beat. He was going through the details of some plan, probably something she should keep an ear out for. Only Elanor couldn't. She was too preoccupied with the moves.
Besides, from what little she heard, they were talking in code, or some heavy-slang. She felt pity for the few underlings, standing all around. Fighting every urge to give in, and peek at the naked beauty before, doing oral gymnastics for the manliest of them all. It wasn't like the Great Rachetty Clan chief had matured beyond the pleasures of flesh, nor under-appreciated the skilled tongue that made Fred act out so rashly. If anything, his enjoyment of her talents could stand a class apart from the clowns so far, who saw in her nothing but an outlet. This slow, savoring approach, even aroused her tremendously.
It strangely reminded her of Papa, in his evening chats with confidants, going into detailed discussions of art and poetry, all the while savoring the thick cigar between his digits, a rare import from aboard. It seemed Ransford was treating her like a cigar, something to be enjoyed, as ambience. Her dignity, her subservience, her humbling humiliation, were to form a serviceable ambience for this burly beast of a man. The tranquil recurring inflation of his belly, and the unwavering depth of his voice, made clear what was apparent from the moment he had walked in.
This here, is an alpha.
Ransford Rachetty. The man who saved unbeknownst, the very face of the monarchy he had sworn to tarnish. In the most literal sense.
The size of his member, from the impressions of it straining against the cloth alone, on par with the massive working-class manhood she adored grinding up against, in her lap dance training sessions with Lady Adriana. God, I miss those sessions. Performing for the audience of one, to the tunes of her tutor, as his wild musk filled her nostrils. She preferred the working-class musk. Though she had no doubt, the workman was no match to the intimidating presence of my Chieftain. My chieftain.?!
The alpha, for whom her crevices craved, that very moment. And a part of her fumed, cursing the moment she locked up her nether.
Wait.. No, Nora. You don't crave him.
It's just tricks. Tricks of body, of unsound mind. Momentary lapse in sense.
Get a grip.!
Regardless.. It's only wise to recognize the hierarchy, if I'm to make it through what's to come. After all, it wasn't like Elanor hadn't been trained for this specific scenario. And amidst the distracting thoughts, like slurping on his bulbing penis-crown like a hard-candy, Elanor remembered gratefully the perverse lessons from the Ishikawa. On her second, less-strenuous training day, he had gone through in-depth, about the 'Art of Blowbang', while training her gag-reflex, with dildos of increasing sizes. The student in her couldn't help but recant the lecture he gave, with great pride and conviction.
"Listen Poppet! The blowjob game may not be new to you, but I must warn. A blowbang is something entirely different, capable of breaking even experienced sluts, if blindsided. They may act willing, and laugh afterwards, but if you aren't careful, it could truly, irrevocably break your spirit, particularly the wilder varieties. It all starts with spotting the alpha. If you are lucky, he'll make himself known sooner."
Oh, he did that, spectacularly! The Queen felt a hint of shame as her eyes locked with the Chieftain, for a quick moment. Shame, knowing he had glimpsed unbridled lust in her very eyes. Making her conscious suddenly. Conscious of things that had become beyond denial.
Elanor couldn't deny any longer the strange twitch in her nether lips, against the cold of the metal cage, as her pelvis churned along. May be its the remaining high of her foolhardiness from before, maybe its his irreverence towards the very likeness of his Queen, or maybe it's this sweaty dirty musk, coming from his hairy belly, that edged her close to intoxication by the moment.
Or may be it's the way she understood, without ever being told, that this moment, her pleasure lies in pleasing this alpha. Regardless the shame of her state, or ache of her throat, regardless the strangely neglectful objectification wrought upon by his indifference. She knew loud and clear, something in her did at least.. What mattered at the moment, is him creaming in that very same pants. A certain itch that could only be scratched, only by the mild musk of man-batter, spray after spray. For he was, at the moment, my Chieftain. The alpha of the pack.
And me, his pet. His bitch. Okay, Nora.. Too far.
The predicament had its weirdities. Elanor had never felt so valued and de-valued at the same time. The fact that the Alpha remained seated, with Billet gawking at her beside, careful, fearful not to stray his eyes at her nakedness, making her unattainable to the rest for the moment. She yearned for any signs of recognition, even as feeble as a satisfied grunt from his part, as her tongue now drew circles along his sole. He kept deliberating on some strategy with his underling, something getting 'satsuma' by the temple, about camping an earshot from the Postrum Bridge, asking for weak-spots and alternatives, but none of it registered to the Queen. What am I here on, some surveillance mission?! No.! She was here on treatment, and her treat for the night, this moment, demanded undivided attention on the Alpha before. Understanding him is her best chance at surviving the night.
Wasn't that the task? Survive the night.
God, it feels good, rubbing his calloused sole against my soft cheeks.
With her rational part lost in thoughts, her body took the task with utmost seriousness. Without even realizing she had moved on to the next foot. The mouth kept salivating as her tongue traced alongside his calloused crevices. Digging into the gaps of toes, trying her best to tickle out a response from him, nibbling along the dead tissues like some wild mantis, and of course.. Every now and then resting, calming herself by sucking the thumb, much like she used to do in the early days. Only, it was his big toe this time. The size of which colored her dreams with fantasies of his pulsing crown, spraying the roof of her mouth, as her suction intensified, only to finally slip it off of her lips, in an embarrassingly loud pop.
The men around chuckled, and although he didn't join in, Ransford was very amused. The pop was hilarious, her flinching embarrassment every time it happened, adding to the fun. He was starting to like the girl, to appreciate her skill-set. And to witness the likeness of the much despised Queen, polishing your dirty stubby toe, desperately trying to pull the finger with suction alone.. That sure made for an entertaining watch. And as far as suction goes, she was pretty impressive. No wonder she managed to get the men all worked-up.
"Chieftain! Here."
That was Maxim, back with the satchel and work-boots, as asked. Dropping the boots to the side, Ransford said, mockingly.
"Shame on you, Billet, for letting her run around naked, dick to dick. How dare you treat this one, like a common whore?! Don't you know who this is?"
"The Great Chaste.. Queen Elanor.." Billet imitated the mocking tone of his Chief.
"That's Slut-Queen, boyo.. Show respect. I expect her to remain clothed, under your watch. The standard work-boots would do. It's thigh-high, black, and sturdy enough.. To protect from all that kneeling. And of course.. The crown!"
Before she saw it, the tiara slide into a fine fit, around her skull. It had a familiar stench, that was worrisome. The Chieftain said.
"A gift from Clergyman Lupsink! He said no Queen should be denied her tiara."
That explains the stench. It was Queen's Crown, complete with the Insignia of the Queen consort, the winged horse. The same one she remembered from earlier in the night. Only then, it was submerged in a pool of yellow mess, within a clogged piss-pot. Lupsink, you fallen priest! Why does that idiot turn things worse for me, every time??
As Ransford extended his hands, she knew what was expected. She owed it to him. And maybe, doing it voluntarily somehow hurt her shame more. Hurt, in a way she was beginning to like. Elanor leaned in, and eagerly licked clean both his hands. Ridding it off of any trace urine, but also taking the opportunity as before, to impress him with her oral dexterity. Hinting the pleasures he's missing, by not throating her then and there. Pleasures a part of her felt she owed, for the great save his timely interruption did, a little earlier. In the name of the Mighty All-father, Nora.. A brand to the face.?! What were you trying to prove??
Ignoring the bait, Ransford continued.
"I was a bit too rough, wasn't I?"
Billet knew that he was talking about hitting Fred.
"I don't think it was the smack, Chieftain. But being humbled in front of the rest.. He had been low, since how Delfine turned out.."
"Yeah, what's with that boy.? Cursed with harlots or something.?! Shouldn't he inquire better, before falling for a girl. You know you can't blame a slut. It's in her nature. Look at this bitch, for instance. That idiot kid.. Well, cut him some slack alright. I may have vented off more than necessary. Let him have some fun.."
Billet looked at the girl, confused.
"But Chief, I thought she was not to be marked.."
"No, the rule was no permanent marking.. You get my drift, boy?!"
"I don't.. Oh.!" In a brief pause, his eyes lit up. "Oh..! Master that'd be .. Oh, he'd be so thrilled, in that case.."
Elanor looked up, at a rare instance of breaking the character, her eyes bulging with true concern. Ransford said, ignoring her.
"Don't tell him yet. Let's see if the hot-head gets there on his own.. How you find, is half the thrill.. Then again, he ain't exactly the brightest, eh?? Drop some hints. See if he picks up."
Rubbing his cleaned hands on her skin, Ransford signaled her to stand up. Why don't he acknowledge my presence?! Even in a glance.. Elanor was starting to doubt if her performance so far hadn't been satisfactory.
"You think she can handle the pressure, Billie-boy??"
Ransford asked out loud, obviously aimed at the girl. Elanor bobbed her head, like a spring doll. Billet answered on her behave. He had learned not to trust her tongue.
"You'd be surprised, Chief."
"Really.?!!"
As he said that with mock-amusement, Ransford grabbed her by the throat and pulled up to his eye-level, still looking past her at his underling. Elanor knew already he was strong enough to stop the raging hot-head, single-handedly, but she wasn't expecting to sample it first-hand. With a sadistic twinkle in his gaze, Ransford asked.
"You are confident, eh, Billet? That she could handle my pressure.??"
His pressure only increased around the Queen's throat, cutting off oxygen to her brain, as she struggled to cough up. Her toes barely touching the ground, her body going limp, with her cheeks turning shades of blue. He was impressed by the restraint on her part, to not flail around wagging her limbs against him, in a hapless display. He had seen enough of life to know how rare it is, for someone to handle a choke-hold with grace. Even rarer among women.
"What about pain, Billet? You think she can handle some pain?"
As his grip released, Elanor felt blood rush to her head, air fill up her lungs. But the joy was too short-lived as pain shot up from her core. Billet replied, suppressing a chuckle.
"Oh, I believe she'd love some. Seemed all too eager to get branded, didn't you?"
When Ransford released his choke-hold, his other hand had already gripped on to the pelvic-belt of her chastity cage. Which meant most of her weight now hung from a cold smooth metallic wedgie riding right through her ass cheeks, not to mention, her soft nether lips.
Dear Lord, let my hymen stay unharmed..
"You sure about the pain, Billet? She's making faces.."
"Funny faces, I presume?"
"Is there another kind, for a bitch in heat?!"
Elanor clenched her jaw, still barely tip-toeing. All this while spend, craving his undivided attention, but now that she had a taste, Elanor was hoping he'd stop soon. Still, even with her eyes welling up, as he pinched her left nipple tightly, she never let out a cry. Impressive indeed, Ransford nodded releasing the poor thing.



It was the first time in this whole while, of their eyes finally meeting, in any meaningful sense. Elanor felt beholden to the mighty brute standing before, his fingers still toying with her sensitive nipples. But there was something beyond the physical seduction that was going on. And it made no sense, a lowly clan-head managing to elicit it out of the Great Queen. A totally, magically different phenomenon.
Something beyond reason, utterly laughable, unless experienced first-hand. For in theory, the Lords upstairs where richer, stronger, and immensely capable. And the leader of them all, Lord Tarquin, should have such a presence, considering the massive power he wields, in that very room of entitled overgrown brats. Yet the reality was so, so vastly different. For it was alliances, and radicals that truly wielded any semblance of power in the high-structure. Each lord had at least two countering him, in wealth and influence, regardless age or standing. The power just balanced out, no one getting an upper-hand of any significance. And Tarquin himself have the vibe, of someone barely keeping it afloat, amidst all the internal politics.
In stark contrast, Ransford seemed to have spend a lot of time, at the absolute edges, long enough to call it home even. The aura he oozed, that strangely humbling animalistic dominance. It almost seemed each of his underling could not just kill, but die for him. And strangely, more out of fear than fealty. Them being related must have helped. The infamous Rachetty Brothers, after all. Still the chasm between the rest and the alpha was stupendous.
Well, you aren't so bad yourself, Nora. Standing your ground. That earlier foolhardy outburst was something she still couldn't make complete sense out of. What the hell where you thinking.?! It was undeniably unwise. Yet, somehow she felt proud, of how true she managed to stay Queenly.. Stripped off of all signs, of royalty, even decency. The dread she felt creeping up, ever since kissing that reckless maid inside.. Madelene, or whatever her name was. No, that wasn't foolhardiness.. That was Elanor coming head to head, with all the fears the night invoked in her, coming to fruition. As close as it got to, anyways.. Not only did she stand up, but fate herself sided with her. Is that a sign?!
May be I could endure it all. May be I could weather the storm. This pain, and strain and shame..
It all fades before what truly keeps me awake. But I must be cautious with each step, for this pain had a way of blurring all else.. Into a hazy bliss of unmatched depths. Her jaw clenched on as Ransford rubbed his fingers, the royal nipples turning red with all the twist. Yet she never let out a sound.
"Good.! You are a tough one. But there's one problem. You seem to be enjoying a little too much. This is supposed to be punishing, so.."
As he said, he softly caressed jawline of the rare beauty before, thinking. Her cheek feels too rigid, it needs be soft, like dough. And.. She lacks a certain.. What's the word I'm looking for.. Both could be cured, like this.
Slap!
That was loud. It was more of a playful tap, with regards to pain, but Elanor was absolutely blindsided regardless. Did he just..? That moment all pretense were lost, as she glared back at him, much like with Fred.
That's the word I was looking for.. Defiance.
"See, that burning stare. Defiance! Give her a good one, every once in a while, Billet. To keep it lit. Hoho! That really hurt, didn't it? Not your skin, your pride. A prideful harlot, what an absurd cliche! Here, since your eyes asked for it."
Slap!!
That one hurt, he had no doubt. That was no a love-tap, or a hickey, for you to fondly caress the next day. Nothing intimate. But resoundingly loud and public! Watching her visibly shake with anger and bafflement, the Chieftain said.
"That's the point of the slap. It won't leave much of a mark, than a mean sting. It won't ring your ears, but you'll remember it's ring. And so will, all around you. That's that womanly sense of shame kicking in, worried not of the pain. But worrying who else may have heard you getting slapped around. Pathetic creatures of vanity, you lot. That's why it stings, that sense is wired into you. Even a slut like you. So every now and then with you lost to slutting out, my boys will step in, and give you a good loud dose. Just so you don't forget, that this is still a punishment. Got it? Now open up that suck-hole!"
Elanor didn't understand why even with such rage, she complied without a delay. He ordered again.
"Stretch out that talented tongue. Show how long it actually is."
The Queen of Wolkenshire now resembled an eager puppy, with her teary eyes bulging, jaw outstretched and tongue hanging out. A strange thirst awoke in her, as she realized what was coming. Ransford grinned, as spit flew across. The oral refuse that informed on the depths of the royal unmaking. For a moment it felt, had he not intervened, at least her pride would have remained intact, even with a branded face. Now she was saved, without being asked.
Yet she had been reduced, beyond belief. Unmade.
Spittle, as little as a spoonful.. Yet, enough to seal his disrespect, for good. The Queen couldn't for the life figure, why a part of her seemed welcoming. Why she never closed her mouth, or outright spat back, as it driveled through her taste-buds. There was no taste, but a visceral sense of abhorrence. A palpable dip in self-respect. Why would he treat me as such? I have been so good. He was the savior, after all. The manliest musk of them all. The alpha. Is that why, my jaws still stay stretched.? Awaiting a peck that never came.
Am I aching to taste his tongue? How dare he deny me that.?!!
As Billet dragged her away towards the Manor-square, where the men had all gathered for the special treat, Ransford saw in her glaring eyes, what might have rubbed Fred the wrong way.
"Such a fine spirited breed. I wish I hadn't interfered. May be I was harsh on Freddie-boy. That's one rare slut worth losing a hand over.."
The resilience of this one..! I'll remember her for a while, maybe more. And I don't need a name, to find a domesticated good. Herdsmen have many ways to locate livestock.
The code beneath her sweet sagging tit, for one.
::XIVLNR0601::
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Bellatrix noticed the attitude of door-boys and guards changing suddenly when they noticed her lapel pin. General Tarquin told her to wear it, when she asked to be excused. He said the lapel would ward off preying gazes, that it will signal she was off-limits. It was his family insignia, the fact that he was indirectly asserting his claim wasn't lost on her. Yet, it still felt strange, how respectful he had remained, with the whole party around devolving slowly into the debauchery.
Now, where did they take you to, Highness?
Walking past the stable, she did some torn clothing scattered along the way, probably what Highness was wearing at the time. But she couldn't find a soul there, apart from a dying bonfire, a few parked carriages, and some horses feeding. She almost tripped over what seemed to be a branding iron, when she recognized the unmistakable stench of semen. Congrats Bella! You'd be the first virgin to tell semen from just smell. Just like your Queen..
Picking up pace she noticed murmurs coming from a closed shed. Light was peaking out through the gap in the wooden wall, and she took a peek. The Queen wasn't in there. There were a handful of men sitting in a circle, around what seemed like a rough map. No it wasn't a map, more like a plan. With placeholders, like a bare-bones war-gaming miniature. It was hard to read from the distance, but she could make out a river, from the repeated SSSS drawn on the sand, may be a bridge over it. And three sets of target. Well, it could be targets or units, there's only so much one can guess. What they used for targets almost made her laugh. Three white pebbles, three ordinary horse-shoes, and one small orange. What are they up to.?
Hearing approaching footsteps, Bellatrix proceeded towards the other end. In the hurry, she misheard where it was coming from as she nearly bumped into the man turning just the corner.
"Oh God! Excuse me.. Lord Beechum.?!"
"Oh Lady... Weren't you the one with Tarquin."
I'm not, with Tarquin.
"Apologies His Lordship. I was just looking for one of my girls.. She was send.."
"The one that got Liam all riled up? Hehe.. Right this way. Twenty steps to the left from that wall.. Hey, would you mind.."
"Thank you His Lordship.." Bella trotted away quickly, ignoring the drunk nobleman. She heard him knock, and the shed door open. And she heard him say to the man inside, clearly.
"How's the plan coming along, Ransford.??"
Ransford.. Where did I remember that name from? Remembering the files on the Order, Bellatrix picked up her pace.
Where have they taken you, my Queen??
**
*
Ding ding!
"Step aside gents, keep it moving. We got more dicks to shine..."
It took him sometime to set the ground rules, but Billet felt it was worth the effort. Especially since the girl ending up his responsibility, thanks to his idiot cousin. The new location was an open courtyard right next to the stable grounds. Surrounded on three sides by the Manor, with an occasional Lord or few coming to observe ensuring the crowd will stay relatively well-behaved. In the middle of the courtyard was a pillar, the remnant of what was once a spectacular installation. There was an uneven queue of about twenty men circling the pillar, with more joining in, as the Billet sat at a bench fifteen feet from it. He had a small gong, which he would sound signalling the men to move on. Fred and Maxim were there as well to help with the crowd, if things got messy. And of course at the very center was the infamous decoy-queen, their entertainment for the night, with her pelvic cage chained to the pillar. Looking like a sweaty Goddess of lust, wearing the thigh-high boots, the piss-stained crown, and the rest of her nudity like a ballgown.
"Hey dimwit! I said keep the pants up. Don't make me whip that skinny ass of yours."
Billet shouted, making the scrawny man yank his pants back up.
Oh don't scare him off, you idiot. He's too little already.. Elanor bobbed her head, as her fingers tried hard to bring back his erection. With the trial and error nearly done, the Queen was nicely settling in to her new duties for the night. It's just like the usual Thursdays at Desert Rose. My job is done when I smell cum. A lot more close contact than my usual comfort but.. When you think of it, its not that different. The prospect of a blowbang wasn't entirely new to Her Highness. Ishikawa had explained it to her at great lengths, in their last session.
With ropes of cum spraying on to her chest, and limping dicks slipping out from her either hands, Elanor's jaw truly dropped meeting the next cock. An absolute beast of a nine-incher, uniquely top-heavy, and he was just semi-hard. Is that an Alpha? Or a more dominant Omega, I wonder?
Ishikawa's voice echoed again, in her studious mind.
"Understanding the Alpha is your best chance at understanding the group dynamics. A blowbang particularly in the lower-rungs, gets out of hand into absolute chaos the moment you loose sight of the hierarchical thread. The animalistic code of conduct, for the naturally discarded. As I said before, Alpha sets the tone, which the Omegas strictly abide to, even with the occasional lustful bursts. And the crowd would self-correct so long as there's at least an Omega present. These are the garden variety rejects after all, for them a glance from a fair-maiden itself is a bliss, not to mention those lips wrapping the rarely polished manhood."
The Queen found herself ignoring all the shouting men around, dedicating her both hands to the beast before, clutching her soft hands around and milking him good, hoping he'll get hard and spray upfront. As much as her itching throat wanted him in, she wasn't sure of stretching herself orally too loose. Better pace myself, so I don't get worn out too quick. Else, these cretins will be playing me like a rag-doll in no time. All well thought-out and rational, until her body slipped to the craving, and her lips sucked in his pulsing tip. God, Nora! Have you no shame.?! Ishikawa's lessons flashed again.
"Be extremely careful with signaling. In your smile, your tact, in the level of confidence you project. You want them to stay playfully engaged, not intimidated. If your confidence intimidates them, at best they'll just sit back and enjoy the show. But it risks signalling, that you want reciprocal intimidation as well.. And that's the kind of behavior you don't want spiraling out. Look out for the wannabes, the immature and over-exited ones, the Pseudo-Omegas. For they can truly ride the wave right down the wrong way. The worst thing you can do is offending such a hot-headed wannabe."
Sloshing the copious pre-cum into a frothing lubricant, and clenching her jaws rhythmically to spice-up the esophageal massage, Elanor smiled hearing the slightest shrill, at the end of his exhale, a part of her feeling proud, at the job well progressing. Her roaming eyes locked on to the hot-head from before. The one that almost marked her for good. Wait.. Is he just a Pseudo-Omega? Could he be cumming already.? How disappointing..
Suddenly it dawned on her that she was way past her comfort zone. This Alpha Rachetty seemed to be testing her limits, for she was sure now, he had been purposefully delaying ejaculation. Having taken an adequate lungful, feeling confident after her last training session, the Queen had thought of making him spray before she needed the next fill. But the temptation to exhale was taking form of a cough, yet she didn't want to pull him out' losing all the progress till then, so that she could breathe.
A part of her toyed with edging on to the extreme till blacking out, but thankfully her sensible self got the upper-hand. There was no saying what would unfold, had she blacked-out among such a crowd, with no Mistress looking out. She didn't doubt the Alpha's authority, not one bit, to keep the men leashed. But it's not like Alphas are immune to mischief.
Frederich was enjoying the show, from the other side.
Look at her go, slutting on and on, shamelessly. "I bet her husband has no clue.."
"You got to stop this, Fred.."
Frederich looked beside, startled. He didn't realize that the last part got said out loud. Nor did he hear Billet approach, with his eyes locked on the fellating Queen. Billet asked.
"What are you.. Still stuck on Delfine??"
"You seriously asking that.?? That wench slept around behind my back, like a wretched bitch in heat.. Then snuggled up to me for warmth night after night, as I dreamed of raising kids with her."
Billet couldn't control the dark impulse to laugh out loud, at the mental image.
"Really? Didn't you notice the surprise hickeys, and the strange stench? Hahaa.."
Fred shot his way a sudden glare, but joined in the hilarity, smirking.
"Hehe.. Well, I was piss-drunk most of the time, and the stains.. Eh.. I thought it was all mine."
"Hahahaaa.."
"Don't laugh at my misery.."
"Oh, shut it you fool. Misery would have been you finding it all, after marrying the whore. You lucky simpleton.. Quit moping around, will ya?"
Billet told, shaking his head, and Frederich listened on.
"Is that why you lashed out earlier? With the brand??"
"What? Didn't you see the bitch getting on my nerves..?"
"Still.."
Fred knew his friend wasn't going to let that slide. Well, he had a point. Billet pushed.
"You can't keep punishing every other harlot for what happened, mate.."
"I don't..! Well, sort of. The way that bitch snapped back, she sounded.. Just like Delfine that night.. That rightful indignation of a borne-whore. I just wanted to.."
"To what? Ruin the poor girl's future?!"
"Nope! No.."
Frederich had never properly thought through any of these outbursts, so looking into its implications was quite uncomfortable. Yet, he had enough sense to know things were getting out of hand. That slap from Chieftain himself.. I can't afford to repeat such a humiliation. Billet continued questioning.
"You were this close to burning her face man? Do you realize that? We've all been putting up with your shenanigans since Delfine. Even Cline and Dash, after their threesome with her."
"Cline and Dash slept with her as well?"
"They all did.! Half the town did, and without much effort at that. Don't act a fool! I'd have done too, if not for sheer luck. Stop putting her upon some pedestal, and get a grip on your life. I can't afford any loose cannons. Can I count on you for that??"
Fred was having a hard time. He knew Billet was trying to help, but honestly he didn't have a sufficient answer.
"I.. I'll try."
"Not good enough, Fred. I'll give you free reign tonight, go wild and fly your freak-flag.. We can get more drinks and girls, if that's.."
"Not more girls.. She will do. Just her.."
Not her. Chieftain and His Lordship trusted her with me.. Billet pushed back.
"The Queen again.?! She's property man, you know I can't let you.."
"I'm not going to brand her."
Frankly, even Fred couldn't understand why she mattered so much suddenly. Billet asked.
"Okay, tell me freely. What would you like to 'happen' to her?"
"I.. I don't know.."
"Forget the Queen. Imagine it's Delfine right there. What would you like to..?"
Fred was finding it increasingly difficult to sit through these queries, and he only tolerated for sake of his well-meaning friend. But nothing came to his mind now. The sounds of constant slurping and sloshing got louder, and weirder.
Stop now, Nora! Take it out, you need air.
The one stuffed down her throat was particularly top heavy, its girth reducing towards the base, and having a natural curve that almost seemed tailor-made for blowjobs. But the girthy parts were proving to be a real choking hazard. She had stopped bobbing for a while now, coaxing his edging erection solely through throat convulsions and tonguing. So the sudden pressure behind her skull was extremely apparent, the moment she tried easing back. It wasn't someone grabbing her hair, or nails digging into her scalp. Both feelings she had learned to associate with arousal by now. No, this was an absolute feather-touch. At the sensitive spot of her occipital bone, right where her hairdo split. The tip of a rough index finger, a full stop, to all her hopes of an exhale.
She was impressed by the level of ease it took a mere clansman to command her at will. Was it truly his merit, or just a sign of how far she had fallen over the course of the night. No grunts, shouts, nor overtly grand gestures, but a simple touch. The touch of an Alpha, she recognized. His wish, for hers to comply. He wants her savoring him, before tasting fresh air. No, it wasn't his wish, nor whim. You aren't Princess Nora, and don't even call the other honorifics. You are a mere decoy now Demura!
Nor is it his touch. It's your command.
Elanor didn't notice but the men around had stopped shouting to rush things, and now simply stood watching. The guy had gestured his men, his brothers, to shush and simply observe, as he looked down impressed at the girl. The men could see, she was struggling. Her belly convulsing wildly in a desperate attempt at some breathing exercise, the tummy shrinking soi deep that at times her torso is reduced to just a skinny rib-cage. A fruitless endeavor, for even if she were to exhale through her nose, she needed him cleared out of that skilled throat.



What impressed them the most was the resilience of this thing, munching on his musk. Even the best harlots would have choked and puked all over by now, and surely none would have stayed so long, clamped so good, without him forcing their skull in place. Something they all particularly loved, for the way it made their eyes outflow. Like semen salted with tears from oral suffocation is an irreplaceable ingredient for cooking up perfect cum sluts. And then there's this.. girl. With her magic words.
Ghrrrrr.. Pshloo..oghrr.. chehe..cough.. cough.
The cold of spooling semen, spittle and a bit of gastric juice cooled his ball sack and dripped down to the floor as the clansman reveled in carnal ecstasy. Oh! That felt good. Her exhale, that deep desperate attempt at one, rustling past my sensitive pecker, disguised as a cough. The way her windpipe reverberates against the penile frenulum. Sex is such a mysterious mistress, he realized, even at this age. And the young ones just keep getting better. For a moment I wish the Chieftain hadn't stopped that imbecile from branding your pretty face. You'd have become the Queen of the Rachetty harem, even with an ugly face. He stopped his train of thought, realizing suddenly that he had begun to caress her hair, almost affectionately.
Resorting to his brutish persona, his left palm clenched around the root of her hair, and picked up her limp face, like a wet kitten. Her eyes widening at the sudden involuntary inhale, the moment his semi-hard leaking member slithered out. She couldn't believe how close she came to blacking out. Nor, why these near-black out attempts have such an aphrodisiac effect on her. Her nether petals were engorged, and straining against the cage. As Elanor coughed out the excess cum, drooling all over down her chin and chest, the next in queue grabbed her hair, without waiting for consent.
"Fifteen, so far.."
"What.?"
Fred asked, baffled.
"Counting the ones from before, including Toby and yourself, its her seventeenth dick. Can you imagine how many more may come flocking..? From the kitchen staff, the guardsmen, the help.."
"Like I said, Billy. Borne-sluts them all.."
Billet got back to the topic.
"Come on, mate. Delfine.? You must have had a couple revenge fantasies.."
"I don't know man, I.. I don't hate her, still. You wouldn't understand."
"Well, you got rage my friend. And that, I understand plenty. See it this way.. What would you like Delfine to feel? Your anger? Your love?"
"I don't love that bitch!"
That word really angered his pride, his ego. Billet caught on.
"But you'd love it, if she realized something. Correct?"
Fred was beginning to see as well.
"Perhaps, yes.. I want her to feel, how the rest of us see her as. How I feel about her.. She had this.."
"What? What??"
The pain of something traumatic was evident in his voice, as Fred answered.
"That night when I caught her.. She looked at me, Billet. Like it was nothing, all that she did, all that I thought we had... To her it was nothing. She said.. I can't believe I'm dredging all this shit up, again."
Putting an arm around his shoulder, Billet said in a comforting tone.
"Let it out, man. You're hurting. What did she say?"
God, this is difficult..
"She said, she had done nothing that can't be washed off. She said its no different than sweat, or scent. Be it her own, mine or another man's.. To be swapped, shared and washed off the next morning.."
"That's cold. And, what do you want her to feel?"
"I want her to know, to feel deep in her bones, that being a slut never washes off. I want her to know that a tarnished reputation is.. Is no different than a brand. I want her trying to wash off and wash some more, only to.. Huh, only to find that the stench of a slut never fades..!"
Finally, we are getting somewhere. Billet asked quickly, before he changed his mind.
"You want to mark the slut, right?? Such that it never fades.. Simple.! You don't need the extreme of a flaming brand for that. We have stuff that's hard to fade."
"We do..?! We.. Oh, we do. Billet, you evil genius..!"
Fred jumped up, like he had gotten some revelation. Billet smiled, patting his back. Of course, you lovable dimwit! Ransford was so right about him. Hehe..
"There there.. Now should I go fetch, or would you?"
Fred had ran off, before Billet finished that sentence. He yelled out the reply, while running.
"BILLET..! Don't lose the count mate, I'll just be back..!!"
Billet kept nodding, as he disappeared around the corner. He felt proud of arriving at a solution that didn't cut against his responsibilities for the night. But more than that, he was truly happy to see his friend genuinely excited.
"You must be Billet?"
He turned around to face the strange feminine voice, that had a mysterious air of authority. She didn't seem to be part of the night's entertainment. Wait, that lapel pin...
"And, you are..?"
**
*
Ding ding!
The sudden sound made her look around. Tabitha had finally managed to slip away from the party hall, with Lord Liam gone to the loo. This was her first time at Brestfield Manor, but she knew enough about its layout from the brief they got, to know the balcony was a good place to hide. She wasn't avoiding the party, as she was here as part of the mission, and drunken guests were the easiest source of information. But thanks to that bitch Demura, I'm to serve Lord Liam the whole night. And Liam can be a mean drunk, when provoked.
But looking down, she felt a strange sense of satisfaction. In the middle of the garden, leashed to the central pillar, was a naked girl. Naked, except for the thigh-high boots, and a strange contraption around her pelvis. The throng of men around seemed to be cheering, as a few more joined in.
Even from the distance, Tabitha was amazed by the striking resemblance to the true-ruling monarch, the Great Chaste. Or, the Great Slobber, I must say.. A fitting role for the slut, nonetheless. I'm so happy for you, Demura. You pathetic horny mess.!
Tabitha didn't know she was being watched from the dark as well. When a lean hand suddenly gripped her throat from behind, she froze.
"Slacking off, are we..?"
That grip, that voice. Tabitha recognized it.
But how could he be, here?
**
*
"Give her some..!"
Elanor looked up hearing Billet, as the men took a pause. He was talking to the dwarf who had been making rounds, serving warm soup to the men around.
"She needs to keep up. We can't have her running out of steam midway. Let her have a nice full bowl."
Why is he so suddenly concerned for my well-being.?
Elanor wanted to wash the mouth clean. But her hands went for the fresh bowl of soup, as the dwarf grinned. Must have been his first time watching someone mix sperm with food. Although Elanor had spat out most of the cum, the tang remained, making her feel like she was actually consuming a warm, sour, delicious mixture of semen and meat-soup. The dwarf waddled on, pushing a bucket as big as him, as others called for soup. Elanor nearly burned her tongue, as the soup was straight out from the kettle. She cooled it with short blows, and amused herself realizing this maybe her first time blowing outwards in months.
To call it soup was an overstatement, compared to what she had witnessed a few floors above. The contrast was truly baffling. Chopped lamb, skewered pork, turkeys of six different kinds, salted moose, roasted fish, eggs.. The upper-floor had all kinds of food and beverages, but for the lowly men below, its just soup and cheap mead. Soup that's rich with more bones than pieces. She felt the energy rush through her tired body, lifting her spirits even, as the hint of something resembling actual food warmed her tonsils for the first time in the entire night. It also seemed to help clear her throat, even though she wasn't there for a recital. It felt liberating in a weird sense, to not have to worry about dining etiquette. No one expects manners from an indecent slut chained to a pillar. It almost felt natural to lick clean the bottom of the dirty bowl, as her stomach made strange sounds of satisfaction. The men laughing vulgarly at that made her more conscious suddenly. May be its wise, even in indecency, to keep some manners. Oh mine.!
The bowl slipped from her hands, as her eyes locked on to the penis poking out right before. What a monstrous... man-meat. Her wide eyes tilted up to meet the grinning face looking back down.
"My..! You look just like the Queen from her portraits..!"
The astonishment was mutual at least, though for very different reasons. With a mockful tone, he continued.
"Her Highness.. Myself Gerome Rachetty. I'm the youngest in the family."
"Well, you look so matured down here, Sire.. How endowed a muscle.."
Elanor didn't realize the thought was actually spoken out. The sudden rush of shame never made her break eye-contact. Gerome smirked, and replied.
"Well, thank you, Her Highness. Coming from the epitome of endowment, that's quite a remark. I can't take credit, its just lineage. We Rachetties are all blessed with impressive tools. Though I do pride myself being the only one to manage a formal education.."
"You are learned..?"
Look at this one, kneeling near-naked and chatting up, like she's the actual Queen of Wolkenshire.. Playing to the character, nice work indeed.! Gerome answered.
"I'm a student of law. Our Chieftain was adamant that at least three of us brothers learn the law. So the Lordships don't play tricks with contracts and such. Only I had a genuine liking for the subject, so.. I'm a junior.."
Ding ding..!
"Stop flirting and stuff her throat, wise-man..! And keep the pants on, I have no qualms about whipping kin. HURRY..!!"
The men cackled hearing Billet yell. He was half-teasing his cousin, but he also wanted to keep the line moving. The last thing he wanted was too much men crowding the poor thing.
The floppy mass of meat truly gave her a pause. The Queen had no notion, how to fit it all in. It was certainly her biggest, and not just from the party. The same length as the alpha from before, only his girth was consistent. The way his veins looked, even when not hard, was giving her second-thoughts. The kind the clergyman had warned her off. Seeing her trepidation, Gerome said grinning.
"Just give your best, Queenie. I'll help with the rest."
An actual, respectful human response was a source of relief, as the Queen laughed.
"Help?! Sire, that's kind of you, but.. I'm afraid it'd take actual magic, to put that genie in the lamp."
She said, as her right hand grabbed it by the base and wagged it around mockingly.
"I grew up herding, Princess. Stuffing lambs is like Tuesday."
What's that supposed to mean?! Her expression gave away her innocence, which only fueled him further.
"New to the trade, huh..? We can arrange for magic, if needs be. Why don't you start shining it, meanwhile.?
You got to stop yourself, Noraa..!! You can't just jump right off the cliff, every time you spot a challenging suck.
Ohh.. He is dearly chewy though.
Like a delicious leather snake.. Hmmm..
**
*
Watching it all from the obscure corner of the balcony, Tabitha recognized immediately the grip that caught her from behind.
"Commander?!"
"Shut your hole agent! What's with these harlots, losing brain-cells the moment you smell cum.."
That familiar condescending tone. It's him only. Commander Rian. Tabitha couldn't be sure that's his real name. But he had been her Commanding Officer for a few years now.
Aaarrghh..!
"Sire! I'm not well.. behind.."
He stopped fingering her anal hole, and began kneading her ass cheeks instead.
"Oh, I can see that.. Who railed you so much, you are looser than a cow's udder!"
As punishment for earlier, Lord Liam had shown no mercy paddling her ass red, before taking her rear whole with his insufficient member. She could have handled him in her sleep, but when he started sharing her ass with his underlings, Tabitha soon got reminded why she stopped having anal in the first place. Wait, is he.. Oh no. Not there... Ouch..! As his hard-on slipped past her sphincters, the maid snapped back irritated.
"Aaahnghh.. Sire, might I remind you the clause 17 of the Imperial Guards Code of Conduct.?"
"Which one? 17b, or 17e? The former advises strongly against amorous relationship between colleagues.. That can't be it, right. I mean, if you truly felt loved by my contemptuous pounding, oh dear?! There's some serious mess up in your head..."
You know well, bastard, what I meant. Tabitha clenched her teeth, as his nails dug into her love handles.
"Negative sire.. Hnghh..! 17e, the Queen's amend. Against gross indecency towards juniors.."
Mentioning the Queen only made him pound harder.
"Tabitha, dear.. With a cunt so loose, you are no junior, sweetums. More like geriatric. Well, 17e deals with coercive use of seniority. Are you suggesting now, you didn't consent..??"
His fingers pinched her ripe hanging clit.
Aaanghhhhh..!!! Mmmmmphhh... Oh you dirty devil! Sleeping with you, on my own accord, was a mistake. And I hate it, that you know my body so well.
"Oh, was that consent then?!"
"Yes! Yes, please.. Do it slow. I'm too sore behind. Haaaaanh..!!"
She hated it, that she couldn't enjoy it any longer. She had trained months, turning her rear-hole into a treasure trove of pleasure, not just for the men, but for herself as well. It started out as convenience, for the last thing she wanted was another bastard to care for. But soon, unlike most women, she fell into the pleasures of one's own rear. A fetish that served her well, in the clandestine misadventures and others equally, until one fateful night, were the idiots railing her pushed her body past comfort. Leaving her stuck with an anal canal that was too loose for pleasure, ready to prolapse at any moment.
She hated how it felt, the memory of what it used to look like, how tight it felt like, making her ashamed even more. As Rian kept pounding harder and harder, Tabitha changed the subject.
"I met Rosetta the other week. She.. She wasn't herself, at all.."
"Rosetta.?! Oh, Roussetta! That whore-house girl.."
"Stop playing! What did you make her do? How could you break such an innocent... Ouwww..! Mmmmmmpphh...."
The Commander stopped the rapid pounding, and began slowly ploughing her rear-hole, prolonging the irritation, the way he knew she hated.
"Are you asking out of concern? Or out of regret? That it wasn't you, who got to break her.. This is us, Tabitha. Of all the years we have worked together, why are you acting suddenly like I'm the miscreant.? Wasn't it you, who enticed her to turn an operative? Roussetta had mentioned you being insistent, about taking her to certain parties."
Oh, the private parties.. It was true that Tabitha was the one who pushed. But she merely wanted the fun of watching the goody-two-shoes act out a little wild. She had never wanted to see her broken. Well, not her, anyhow. She pushed back.
"And you introduced her to a different party, I suppose..?"
"Drastically different! She'll go deep undercover in two months, and will probably be starved till she gives in to a certain appetite. The poor thing will be back wrung out, in four months. Just in time for her wedding day.. Ho ho, I'd hate to be the one to kiss the bride. I'd hate to go anywhere near those stenching lips, knowing where it had been... Grrrhh..!"
His guttural echo of revulsion truly troubled Tabitha. You bastard.! What fate have you condemned her to suffer.? No, don't tell me. I don't need the additional burden. I have plenty riding on me.. AAARGGHHH!!
"Be gentle there, you imbecile..!!"
She screamed, knowing well it is pointless. Her tantrums only fed into his erection, for all the time they had known each other.
"Are you truly mad about the girl, agent? Or is it just missing a toy? How do you like your toys, Tabitha? You must have had one right, growing up? A rag doll, even a potato princess?"
There he goes again, in one of his self-aggrandizing rants. Stop toying with my clit, you dog. You are making me..
feel things..
As Tabitha lost herself to pleasure, he whispered into that wicked part of hers.
"Growing up, I never got new toys, Tabitha.. All I got was second-hand toys. Over-used and discarded. With faded colors, broken parts. But when the play grips you, you learn to love, right?! May be you learn, a little too deep. It's the thing with habits, and an impressionable age. Soon you'll not want a toy that isn't broken. Admit it, Tabitha. Weren't it fun, to break them.? The many, many girls you helped enlist. By enticement and coercion. Telling it's for the Throne, for the Great Wolkenshire. The Greater Good! Sacrificing all that makes one dignified, loosing to the whims of us, as much to the darkness of your own.. You scoff and judge, pretending it was all me.. When it was you, who made poor Rossetta join the Domestic Espionage in the first place. You, knowing all too well.. It's almost like, you wished such a fate upon her."
Yes, he was right. That harlot had youthfulness on her side, and never missed a chance to rub it on my face. I had hoped for rot to infest her soul. But still.. Aaarghh..
Tabitha shuddered, feeling the throbbing thick manhood pull out, pulling her anal walls along with, the curse of over-experienced asshole. The Commander said.
"You see that bitch down there, gargling cock after cock. Won't it be such fun, to see her broken for good.?! In fact Tabitha, why don't you go ahead, and.."
The bitch down there.?! You mean, the decoy-Queen??
"I can't. Not without the Head of Household noticing. She's here as well, you know. Besides, what's that newbie to you?"
Tabitha felt him slip something into her clutches, as he replied. What's that, a pendent?
"You need not worry about Lady Horse-Whisperer. If all goes well, she won't be a bother from here on. Now go break that bitch down there, girl. You know you want to.. Toys are better, when broken."
Her doubts were confirmed, and much more, as he whispered into her ear, further instructions. This wasn't his first time altering a mission midway. And certainly not hers, complying without question.
**
*
Elanor was starting to feel the pressure. She had a reputation to keep, in the eyes of her dear depraved subjects around. Of being the best throat-whore in the Manor tonight. Don't be so crass, Nora.. The ace oral-specialist, how about that?! A title she had been maintaining pretty successfully with regards to all dicks swaying her way, including that intolerable Fred from before. A part of her felt deeply proud in their satiated smile, as they spew seeds all over her face. All until this one. The magnificent manhood of one Gerome!
He wasn't an alpha. If anything he wasn't even an Omega, nor a poser. He was this sweet young kid, the manners instilled by a formal education reflecting, even as he conversed with a whore. Sorry, not a whore. The ace oral-specialist. God, I need a better term. But that fine pecker of his, which couldn't be any less than twelve inches in peak-erection.. That was proving to be an irreverent alpha dick. At least the one before had a natural curve, going down her slippery throat quite easily. And its top-heaviness meant at least her jaws needn't stay stretched the whole time. But this one was an uncooperative brute.
If anything, Elanor had to tilt her neck to accommodate the massive member. Even then, the best she managed was taking a little more than half-way. Think Nora, think..! You got a reputation to keep. The men continued to caress her naked form as her head bobbed on. Unlike what it looked from afar, none of this was nearly as natural to her. Especially with the odd hand pinching her nipple now and then. Elanor had to be absolutely vigilant, to not get distracted, for sake of her customer, of all things. Did I say customer? Her biggest fear being, snapping at a twisted nipple, and clenching her teeth in pain.. Doing so, with the most impressive penis she's seen to date, snaking down her throat. No, I can't risk such an accident. And with the clowns around failing to fathom the stakes, she had no choice but to rise to the occasion. This was a performance now, clear and simple. She was never doing it for pleasure, for the most part, but now.. Now this has become an exercise in vigilance and tolerance.



Adding to it, was his untameable dick.
Wait! That's it.
Nora, you dim-wit.! Have you forgotten about the malleability of human penis? If it's too hard to stuff down, then soften the bastard.
He isn't untameable. No human penis is.. Nor am I so toothless.
Elanor popped her neck back, forcefully spitting out the cock-head up in the air, as the men cheered on, including Gerome. Only to catch the floppy dick by her mouth, with the nimbleness of a circus animal. And the whole crowd went silent, even Gerome's voice got stuck midway. For it wasn't her lips catching it, but a shiny white pair of teeth. A sadistic grin flashed in her eyes, as Elanor took a pause, letting the situation sink in. She wasn't biting down, but merely holding the pulsing penis along its length, like a playful puppy with its twig, though her teeth was biting in a bit too deep for comfort. Gerome looked down, edging on both extremes. For one, the fear of being bitten was a uniquely masculine phobia, one every man gets blinded to, by the sheer sensory overload from witnessing feminine debasement. On the other hand, for a Rachetty, nothing came close to an aphrodisiac as certain danger.
Stroking his confusion further, the Queen slowly brushed her lips alongside his entire length, back and forth, keeping the pressure constant on her teeth the whole while, feeling his veiny member slither across, like a snail moving past the edge of a blade. This had a weird effect on him. Obviously his body froze, not wanting to move an inch, and risk injury, but his mind kept finding new dimensions of pleasure. He knew the girl wouldn't dare do something stupid, but then again.. It was a girl, and what did he know. His balls churned in excitement, but his dick went a little limp. Not it length, but in that untameable absolute rigidity, that the Queen was having a hard time with.
There, there.. Good boy.!
Wasting no time, Elanor drove it right in, as the pliable piss-pole had no trouble now bending to the arc of her stretched throat. The progress was striking, with nearly two-third of it finding its way in. But not so soon.. Elanor took right out, stopping by the crown, biting in softly in place, as her gaze locked with his.
Control your erection, and I may be able to swallow in full.
She bit on softly, carefully, as his sensitive bulb-head scrapped along her slimy teeth, and finally slipped out. Gerome have out a long manly moan, as she charged in for the second throating. This time, pushing in the semi-hard dick way more down her tonsils than before. A couple of thrusts, with a more focused thoracic-clenching, and his erection was back to its former hardness. Unfortunately a few inches of the base still remained unsucked. And Elanor sadly realized her true limits, as sweat beads popped up all over her forehead.
But it was going so well..
Her flaring nostrils picked up the scent of meat-soup, which meant the dwarf was back, probably with a steaming fresh fill to share. God, the way this one dick made me sweat. I could use another bowl.. Her pleading eyes locked on to his, as if saying.
The genie isn't going in the lamp. This is my limit. So..
Now would be the time for your magic.
He smiled down on her, as if reading her thoughts, and said.
"Ready for magic, sweet-cheeks?!"
Without waiting for a reply, he whistled at the naughty dwarf. With a grin he scuttled around, swaying his hot soup-kettle, and the queen felt her flesh burn, by the left rear cheek. Just a touch was all it took, for her haunches to launch forward, screeching at the top of lungs reflexively, and the final few inches slid in all too easy. As his fingers interlocked behind her skull, she realized the trap, all too late. It all happened so quick, that her body reacted quite viscerally.
As her spine convulsed, in an effort to break free and regain control, she belched up some of the soup. Which was a surprise Gerome couldn't have foreseen. Feeling the hot breath, and spicy slime drooled around his base, her tongue involuntarily slathering across the clenching ball-sack, getting him one step closer to coming.
No, no! He rebelled. The best part is choking them to passing out, and I'm not going to deny her the bliss of unconscious. Nor me, the pleasure of subjection. Must hold off longer, for it's not enough to get her mascara running. I want to feel her snot run down, along the slime, as her throat coughs up, those unholy thoracic vibrations thrumming against my sensitive meat pole.
I want to feel her body convulse, her diaphragm constrict, squeezing out the very last of her exhale. Leaving her at the brink of desperation, breathless.
No, I shan't cum, until I have had her throat molded to my liking. You dare taunt me with teeth. Now I want your neck, stretched to my length and girth, your jaw hanging loose, exhausted. You can flail around all day, but I cum when I want to. For I am the master of my magnificent dick.
His suffocating hold was getting to Elanor, As she found it hard to keep her hands clasped behind, the breeding-etiquette Ishikawa had taught her so well. The men cheered as Gerome held her in place, with little effort.
You ain't the first wench to try and tame my man-hood, and you'll stay a failure in my memory, right alongside those sluts. Rachetties ain't just gifted with endowment, we are known to last, really really long. I can do it. I'm this close, and so is the slut, to exhaustion. Evidenced by her loud throaty breaths, those feline roars, the feeble squeals of a hurt pride. There, yes.. yes.. Goddammit..!
NOOO...!!
Elanor felt as if the insides of her wind-pipe got hit with a tidal wave. It was the much awaited eruption of Gerome, hitting the walls in full force, and dripping down the pipe. Aww.. I never even got to taste him properly. Gerome didn't understand what pushed him over. That sudden warm shock on both his balls, over-riding all his control over ejaculation. Shins growing cold, and knees giving out, the very first time for him, as his greater weight nearly collapsed. Fingers digging painfully deep into the girl's hair for leverage, his left foot stepped back, a wider stance for balance.
The Queen's instant elation in beating Gerome, in his own game, was short-lived as she felt her head get yanked alongside his collapsing posture, thanks to his iron-clad grip. It was a testament to his physical agility, sexual stamina, and overall presence of mind, how gracefully he managed the fall. Pulling the kneeling princess alongside, to everyone's surprise. Like his personal fuck-hole, his shaft pumping load after load, from a whole week of abstinence, directly down her throat.
As the Queen braced herself, for her body to impact the rough cold floor, the men surrounding thankfully jumped in at the last moment, catching her body before touchdown. Her breasts however ended up bouncing on the cold floor, reminding her how obscenely her body had developed, particularly in its fat deposits.
The men laid her body to rest, and she felt a sudden relief, from all her weight being taken off of her tired knees. As her body stayed limp, Gerome remained frozen, his grip tighter than ever, as his cock continued to dribble out his remaining stock, in short thick recurring spurts. He didn't feel the need to assert himself, as he usually concluded, bucking his pelvis deeper and deeper down the broken harlot. He was too busy soothing himself with the pleasure coursing through the entire system, all courtesy to this one unrelenting bitch.
He felt in unnecessary to move his muscle an inch, when her mere warmth sufficed for all needs. His involuntary kegel contractions continued however, draining off the last of his seeds. And Elanor had learned enough by know, to know her duty didn't end with the man spurting his load. That her tongue must cajole and comfort his member, even as he shrinks down. Men appreciates the little things as such, though they are too log-headed to admit it. He hadn't cum this much in a long while, not to mention, a post-ejaculate bliss so serene, that it reminded of his very first time. Slowly pulling out his saliva-coated semi-hard prick, her loose lips continued clinging on to its skin. It was an obscene pout, with her eyes half-closed, only the whites visible, as if all the cum had clouded her vision. Elanor felt her cranial pressure recede, as he let go of her hair.
"Oh BOY!", he said.
"Oh boy! That was one of the best whores I've.. No, this is the best throat in the whole of Wolkenshire. Truly worthy of the throne, as they say."
As her soul smiled at the high praise, the Queen had to remind herself to breath finally, now that her wind-pipe was unobstructed. She felt a strange sense of pride, not just in the results of all the irritating breath-play, at the hands of that demented clergyman, but also at her own technique, and strategy.
Strategy, that no one saw. Or so she thought.
"Gerome, you simpleton! The bitch cheated. She forced your balls."
Maxim shouted in hilarity, as the others laughed on, nodding in agreement.
"Max, it's not cheating. Just good technique. Try her yourself, and you'll see."
"No Gerome, she used her hands.."
Elanor didn't understand why she felt very guilty all of a sudden, as if his genuine appreciation meant something to her. Or like there was some sort of implicit code of conduct, to being an oral-whore. Nora, stop calling yourself a whore, will yaa.??
"What do you mean?" Gerome asked, looking around, suddenly remembering the warm jolt that had pushed him over the edge. As her eyes played dumb, Max explained to his brother, in not so many words as gestures, what had actually happened. At how she went against the grain, in terms of expected behavior from throated whores. At how, instead of cupping his hips or bare ass cheeks, holding onto for dear life.. Instead of flailing around her hands aimlessly, how she slowly crept up her grip towards his ball-sack. And without overdoing, how she managed to push him over at a well-timed touch. A single simple finger-flick.
Gerome looked down, judgingly. As he peered into her, Elanor didn't know what came over. Without a care, she scooped up the semen dripping alongside her breast, with her two right fingers, and nibbled the cum off, like it was some candy. Tucking both digits under her upper-lip, she flicked the lip making a 'pop' sound, mimicking what she had done to his balls earlier, with the irreverence of a rebellious teen.
Her eyes unruly, asking. Yeah. What are you going to do about it?
She expected his glare, even craved for him to let loose at the mockery, not knowing why it excited her so much. This part of hers, turning less and less recognizable by the day. Her motives, her desires. Gerome simply smiled back, his body and soul, still relishing in the bliss of his finest sexual experience. He pushed away Max, saying.
"It's no cheating, dear. It's technique. And a reminder, maybe. To up my game. Till next time, ...?"
He wants my name.?!
"Demura..!"
She sounded proud. Moreover, her voice had a strange sense of ownership, like it was her actual name.
"Demura.. I'll remember it. Till next time, Demura. No holds barred." With that unwavering satiated smile, he vanished into the crowds, as more strange faces joined in.
"That's just some bull!" Fred scoffed at their strangely sweet moment.
As the Queen laid there panting, recovering quick from the grips of pleasure and fatigue, she felt as if snails were crawling along her skin. Looking up she saw about a dozen grins, lecherous leers waiting for her attention, a few of them massaging her muscles with their toes, like some eastern medicinal ritual. More than lust, its the variation in pressure, and the unpredictability of the massage pattern, that resulted in the odd soothing sensation. She would be tickled if not for those rough, calloused toes.
However, Elanor suddenly realized, the quicker she got back up the better. More and more were coming in, to simply watch, if not take part. And she didn't want to hint them at the erotic lure in stepping on the opposite sex. Is that even a fetish? An actual foot-massage? To be trampled, crushed to orgasm?! She wondered. As sore as her throat got, she'd rather feed the devil she knew, than the one beyond. Or be fed, to be precise.
As soon as she got back up, she noticed Fred was sitting on his haunches, right next. His eyes roaming over her state, truly impressed, though not enough lustful to jump in and take his share. He had plans, she saw. A bowl of dye on his left hand, and his darkened right index finger, as if freshly dipped in the dye.
"It's sad we can't brand you, Queenie. But there are lot of ways to mark a slut.! How many so far, Billet?"
"SEVENTEEN! Including Gerome.."
Billet shouted out from the other side.
What?! What is that? Oh Bella, it better wash-off quick. Elanor watched bewildered, as he drew on her skin, right below the left clavicle, four parallel lines.
IIII
The dark dye matched her thigh-high boots in providing contrast to her bare fair skin. He glimpsed her unsure eyes with a smug smile, as his finger smudged the lines across, completing the tally. Then went onto draw two more tallies underneath, before staring a new set above her clean right breast.
II
"There it is, seventeen dicks.. Wow slut! So much, in such a short time. Well, you better hurry. The word is getting around, and soon the slacking guards, and even kitchen staff would be joining. I better leave enough space, it's not like you got massive jugs to accommodate my whole penmanship.. Hehe.."
As soon as Fred stepped back, four others inched in. As her soft fingers stroked the two poking from behind, like second nature, her eyes danced between the near identical erections bobbing before. Both were average, one slightly longer, yet both equally enthusiastic. Which shall pass first? Dilemma of a Fellatrix, I guess.. But I'm a Just-Queen, aren't I..?!
"Together, gents?!"
She asked looking up, as her digits slid past the corner of her lips, pulling out wide from both ends. Her mouth open as wide as possible, her eyes unusually enthusiastic to meet the challenge. Well, it came in handy, dear Gerome stretching my jaws real good, eh..?
Is she serious? The taller guy looked at the other.
"Where do they find them sluts?! Lets give it then, huh? It's not like her lip could get any looser.."
It wasn't nearly the trouble she feared, as both dicks were average, and lacking in girth, and her right hand went back to stroking the third hard-on, while the left simply played with the balls of the other one. Quickly they got into the rhythm, with the five of them moving as a unit, even the royal pelvis bobbing to the beat. It surprised her that in no time the duo in her mouth figured a system, of pumping alternatively, such that both got to enjoy the warmth of the throat.
Elanor didn't even realize she had slipped into a curious mode, now experimenting with her limits of simultaneous partners. A part of her was truly enjoying the challenges in keeping the tongue twisted, lodged between the two peckers, massaging both at the same time, the enjoyment of it was evident by how quickly her mouth kept watering, foaming and bubbling up between the alternating dick-pumps.
She couldn't tell if it was as enjoyable in practice to the both gents, as it was in theory, but neither showed any signs of dissatisfaction. At least the novelty of it was enough to make them both continue. The other two watching it all from the back, with their erections being coddled at the royal hands, stood silent, mesmerized by the erotic experimentation. There was no doubt, that they'd want to try the same. Which was a matter of concern to the Queen, because the one on the right had an eight-incher, a real thick one. She chose to stroke instead of teasing his balls. Out the corner of her eyes she noticed, her audience was growing. Let's give a proper show them.
Elanor let out a much practiced moan, the hot exhale of which rushed through the gap between peckers stuffed in her mouth, with shrills of pleasure running down the men's spine.
That's right. The Queen just gave a loud fake moan, like a well-versed whore.
"Aaaaaaahhhgghhh...!!"
Two separate ropes of sperm shot from both sides, catching her off guard. Not the ones in her mouth, but the ones she had just begun stroking. That quick a load.?. Am I really that good.?!
Suddenly she was aware of strange giggles and whispers, unlike what one would expect from the commoners. Moving on to the next pair, Elanor scanned the scene. The noises were coming from the balcony. Some of the bored Lords and their companions had gathered up there, looking at the rare sight, even for the Order of Swords. An actual decoy queen slutting out to a common crowd.
The performer in her felt compelled, to up the game. The last thing she wished for was a disappointed audience. She could clear the laughs, and disparaging remarks, clearly from the other 'queens', mocking her fate as they pleased their Lords. They are probably concerned for themselves, Elanor thought. If I up my game, that won't reflect well on their performance. Expectations will rise. May be more of them will be asked to join the common crowd, if I become such a hit. Elanor also felt a surreal sense of judgement. As if all her predecessors were mocking her present state. The great Queens of the old, looking down from the heavens, as she reduced herself to a carnal plaything in muddy murk of sin.
No, don't let your focus stray. She remembered Ishikawa's words again.
"What you must keep in mind about blow-bangs is, there are two kind of crowds. The kind that revels in gang-bangs, and the kind that never gets laid. You must use the crowd against themselves, if you are to survive through. Do not deep-throat every simpleton with a dick. You don't want that throat too sore when the big ones reach."
"Do me, do me!" Shouted a man who made his way to the front with great difficulty.
"Haha, look at that! How cute!" Elanor said mockingly, with an unmistakable smugness. The others laughed and taunted, as she poked his semi hard member with the tip of her pinky, while continuing to stroke two decent peckers on either fist. The poor man felt horrible, as Elanor sniggered, winking at the men.
Honestly, it wasn't that small. Maybe half an inch short of what she remembered Bard's to be. Not that she ever were the sort, to compare and contrast. But something in her felt pleasure, even at the pointless humiliation of an insignificant soul. A part of her from long before, that bratty shadow she thought to have outgrown. She said, loud enough for all to hear.
"Sorry little fella, I suck cocks. I'd even clean uncut dicks. But that's a willy, and I don't engage with little fellas like you."
It was her look that did the most damage. That kind that puts every man on edge. Her lips smiled, as her eyes judged. Seeing through to your worthlessness. The man visibly squirmed, but he quickly yelled back.
"What? Bitch I have three daughters your age!"
"Really? You sure about that big boy.. Maybe you got lucky with once, but even I can tell, not all of three came from that worm you keep swinging.."
The man grew pale as his friends snickered. The Queen didn't know that it happened to be true. That his younger ones clearly were a better breed. His whole village knew it, though most chose to not rub it on his face. His shout sounded like a desperate cry.
"Shut up and suck it, bitch!!"
The Queen knew at some level she shouldn't say these things. But it felt good, talking down. She never got to talk down. Sure she commanded, and delegated, all the time spend in court. But talking down so crassly wasn't a part of Queenly conduct. She never got to do that. And after an evening of men looking down, talking down to her, this was a strange welcoming contrast. May be I do have a sadistic streak.



"Suck what? You don't measure up, limpy.. The best I can offer is a little tug.. You up for it?!"
She wiggled her little pinky like a hook. The man looked like he was burning up. His fist shaking, stopping himself from giving her a proper back-hand. His friends suddenly grabbed him from the sides.
"Woah woah! Don't smack the slut man.."
"Let him be.. We all know he hits like a girl.."
Someone shouted from behind, as the men laughed tauntingly. Billet looked around, wondering if he should interfere. Why is that bitch infuriating him? Elanor told him, with performative condescension.
"Look at them mock, you pathetic limpy.. It's not just the size. I'm sure Sire midget over here has it much worse than you. But rather I'd breed and bring his babies any day, than risk touching you.. Your scent makes it worse. That stench of desperation. Haven't gotten laid in forever, have you?!"
Stop antagonizing him Nora! What wrong did he do? It didn't occur to her that for a devout chaste, she had just flouted a breeding fantasy, that too with an actual dwarf. None of it registered to her, not in any depth. It wasn't her. She wasn't herself. This was something far stranger now.
"Shut it bitch!" He screamed.
"Oh let me help, limpy!" Mocked another one, as he walked up swinging his impressive pecker. As the big one pushed past her lips, the disheartened guy began to leave. But the Queen reached out, grabbing his cock. Grabbing is an overstatement. Hooking her pinky around his semi-hard member, her eyes piercing to his soul, as she playfully tugged. The man had been disgraced, disrespected, and emasculated. But at the end of day, he was just a man. A slave to the same smile of condescension that churned his loins. Much like each soul hanging around. The fact of it being soaked in wicked masochism, made little difference, once the blood started pumping.
He felt as if the whole crowd turned on him, mocking his apparent impotence, all for this one bitch, and her blatant disrespect. He felt smaller and smaller, far from the original predatory thirst that drove his ilk her way. Smaller than the cum guzzling prey kneeling before. Small and inconsequential, a mere cretin. He hated that very moment, despised his mates for pocking where it hurts. But above all, he couldn't stand the loneliness. The thought of this absolute whore looking down on him, like he's somehow so many rungs below the other whore-mongers loitering around. The same gaze as his unfaithful spouse, every time he caught a stench of her new lover.
No, it wasn't just the gaze. But the way she scoffed his way, denying him proper marital conjugation for weeks, feigning ignorance whenever he hints at her recent escapades. Tagging him along, toying torturously, and granting him an eventual release out of pity, while making no real effort to hide her contempt. Depriving just him what had become an open secret for all his colleagues. That his dear wife, gave the hottest head in town. He lost the moment he felt thankful to his cuckoldress, for letting him tag along. Much like he lost now, as his limp little dick leaked profusely, at the adept toyings of the cum-covered bimbette, stroking still with just that pinky wrapped around. He could hear now, a distinct rattling sound as her head bobbed.
nrrrrrrrrr...... nrrrrrrrrr...... nrrrrrrrrr......
He hated himself even more, as his friends laughed on, their bellies flopping as the bitch alternated between the erections on either side. Her gaze still locked to his, burning into his soul, an inescapable reminder of the pathetic state he is forever destined to remain as. Even his face failed in showing his true reaction, of hateful protestation, as the better part of his body stayed transfixed at the skillful slut. He came shortly, and disappeared into the howling crowd.
Elanor felt as if she spotted his eyes well up. Was it from pleasure? Or did I..
"Oh mine! If it isn't Her Highness Elanor..!"
The overtly artificial giggly voice sure did turn heads, including that of the Queen.
Tabitha..?! Why are you down here??
**
*
Bella quickly made her way through the corridor, hoping the other agent had enough time to copy the logbook. She must get it back to the study regardless, before Tarquin notices it missing. Did I take a wrong turn? Bella looked around confused. Even with the briefings from before, she couldn't have saved to memory the entire layout of the manor. All the corridor had very similar layout, so her best option seemed to be getting back to the main hall.
That's a big door. That surely must lead towards the main hall.
Owww..! What was that..?
For a moment it felt like her balance went all wacky. Like the whole corridor began spinning. Shaking her head, taking a deep breath, Bellatrix centered herself. Get a grip, Bella. Go find the agent, now!
She went ahead and opened the door, and froze on her tracks at the display before. The door didn't open into the main hall, but into a large private chamber instead. Where an all out orgy was taking place, an absolute sensory over-ride, for any unsuspecting soul, certainly for a virgin maid.
As her breath got stuck, the room began spinning again. Not just the room, but most of the sensations around, suddenly disintegrating into noise. What the hell? I barely had a few glasses.. Was I.. Before she could finish that thought, a drunken shout came from the room.
"Oh, welcome Queenie.. Who are you supposed to be..?"
That girl sounded clearly intoxicated. But her face seemed, like a blur. What's wrong with my vision.?! Rubbing her eyes, Bella replied.
"I'm.. I'm not. I feel like.."
The floor started rocking again, as the ceiling spun around. What the hell is happening.? I feel like..
"Have I been drugged..?!"
Bellatrix collapsed into the open arms that pulled her within, and the doors closed.
As wild sexual moans flooded her ears, it all turned dark.
**
*
"Ain't she like one of those feral chipmunks..?! There's always room for nut. Haha.."
Elanor rolled her eyes at the distasteful joke from her Head-maid, while trying to suckle on to the swinging ball-sack. Although she was happy to have Tabitha initially, now the woman was turning a pain. Why would she volunteer to be amongst the commoners? Was she being punished as well? And what's with that god-awful necklace? Who wears such a ridiculously large single stone?! It wasn't part of the wardrobe.. The Queen couldn't ask at the time, with a dick stuffed down her throat. But soon it seemed a good plan, having an extra pair of hands, with more and more joining the queue. Billet was happy with her addition, for one.
The men loved it when they both kneeled back to back, the soft rear-buns pushing into each other, with intertwined fingers stroking cocks on either sides, providing a stronger sensual grip, as their lips tended to different cocks from opposite sides. Elanor was happy with this as well, even with the initial shame of whoring out right alongside a mere maid. Well, I've done worse in Desert Rose, paired with an actual whore, so.. Also she had little doubt, about Tabitha and her liberal loose morals.
But after a couple of cocks, Tabitha started asserting control, be it with back talks, of instructions to the Queen, with regards to her technique. And Elanor had to play along, because more than the current predicament, Tabitha was her handler now. A novel term, which confused the Queen with regards to the boundaries of compliance. Questions she compartmentalized for now, to be cleared with Bellatrix on their way back.
Emboldened by the girls active subservience, it didn't take Tabitha long to spread her legs. There was no chastity cage stopping anyone, and as the first one plunged his dick right in, Tabitha was careful to stand right above the kneeling Queen, such that his balls dangled right over her face.
"Gargle it bitch.!"
She yelled, and the Queen complied. That's how she ended up with comically bulging cheeks, looking like a horny sweaty chipmunk. With Tabitha's pelvis hovering over her distorted face, as a large penis plunged forth and back into her extremely stretched pussy. The same penis, whose balls were being nibbled by Her Highness. Elanor felt a feral satisfaction as the intoxicating smell hitting up her nostrils. The scent of feminine heat mixed with the stench of smegma, oscillating lullingly, loosening what remained of her reservations. The dirty lucky fatty before thoroughly enjoyed, being serviced by not just one, but two fair maids, by two separate holes, evident from his continually clenching nut-sack.
It was hard to breath, past all the fizzing froth that dripped onto her face, and the foaming spittle leaking down her chin, her neck, proved to be too irritating to get used to. Yet the Queen couldn't shut her eyes. It was her Head Maid's quim, her perineum to be precise, glistening with sweat, and ejaculate from her previous customers.. Why do you keep referring to them as customers.?! There was even a distinct golden blond pubic curls stuck to her skin. Was it from the Earl of Danziel? Who else present were blond? Only a handful. Why, why am I so invested on who all had fucked Tabitha, of all people. Focus on the balls, Nora..!
The Queen was oddly reminded of the war reports, about the infamous Leash-trap, the most shameful Orcan punishment, reserved for the captured leaders. To be chained to the King's throne, their gaze permanently fixed at the Orcan King's foot-level, lowering their status to less than a dog's, witnessed by all attending court. The Queen couldn't help but wonder, if lowering oneself to enemies feet, is supposed to break your self-respect, what am I to suffer from the sight that's burning into my eyes?! And why can't I look away, yet.
The pace picked up fast, and the way his sack tightened in her mouth, Elanor knew. That he could come at any...
There! Elanor swiftly eased back, for the last thing she wanted was him pulling out, letting all the cum spool over her face. Not that she had a problem with the cum. It was where it flowed out of, that bothered her. Elanor had had Tabitha serve her breakfast many a time. She did not need to experience dining on her, from the other end.
Oh, wait. What the hell?!
Someone was holding her head, preventing her from slipping out. Elanor struggled as the pressure on her skull felt like someone was crushing her. It wasn't the ejaculating fatty, as she feared. But her very own royal maid, Tabitha Julia Koshka! Tabitha grinned as she gripped tight on to the royal skull, with nothing but her experienced thighs. Oh Demura! You aren't getting off that easy.. Not after that mess earlier, landing me in trouble.
Tabitha was humming alongside, letting loose of all inhibitions. The maid couldn't tell, if it was the flip of coercive control by her Commander, the unusually skilled pounding of the stable-man upfront.. Or was it the warm recurring breeze on her quim, the sweet strugglesome exhale of the decoy-queen, that pushed her over the edge so surprisingly swift. Was it the mere likeness, or that unbearable prude of a Queen..?
I bet its the latter. I wish she was, in fact, the Great Chaste..
If only she knew.
Elanor just sat there, with no strength left to free herself. Even the men on both sides held her wrists tightly, as they stroked themselves with her soft hands. Well, you win some, you lose some. The Queen just waited now, feeling the pulse of his ball-sack, for him to shoot and pull out, for his ejaculate to drip onto her open mouth. She wasn't even sucking his balls anymore. She knew it wasn't necessary. He's right there, any moment now.
Her eyes widened in horror spotting the unexpected. The way her quim trembled ecstatically, the way her rear loosened, particularly her anal bud. Oh no! She can't be.! As the orgasm hit in full, Tabitha felt a shudder run from head to toe, ridding her muscles of all pressure, losing her control over the sphincters. With the Queen barely managing to shut her eyes on time, the copious ejaculate Commander Rian had deposited up her rear hole leaked out, along with most of her anus prolapsing.
The thick goo spread over her squinted eye -brows like warm glazed sugar over a cake, and dripped past her high cheek-bones and ear-lobes. Arrghh.. Eww... Elanor squirmed on, having a hard time coming to terms with her reality. Yuck, yuck, yuck.. It's just cum, its just cum, she kept chanting. The ugly fat man who had been pounding Tabitha, grabbed and raised her thigh, spreading the cheeks even further. It didn't take much, for him to cream her hole.
Blinded and baffled, Elanor was totally lost. She could hear gasps of hilarity from the men around, but she couldn't shake clear all the goo covering her eye-lids. As she leaned forward, her nose nuzzled into something soft. Must be the ball-sack.. Working from memory, her lips parted and the tongue stuck out, eager to please. It tasted rancid, and felt like chewed-on animal fat, as her tongue continued to slurp around it. Like the weirdest limp girthy manhood she had ever sucked on.
Quite short, was it even a pecker?! Her mind could almost make out the shape, of a blooming cauliflower. The long soft moan of pleasure cleared her doubts, as Tabitha shuddered on and on. The Queen didn't want to dwell on what she had just licked clean. How she ever face the head maid again, without flinching. She had no idea. She felt thankful, for the thick slime plastered on to her face, for the unusual blindfold. At least the visuals won't be plaguing her dreams.
One's hell was indeed heaven for the other, in this case. The maid felt like she was about to pass out. She couldn't believe what was happening. Tabitha was just trying to push the girl, trying to dip her nose up the rear, but this.. Demura reciprocating, that too so thoroughly, was the last thing on her. She had always known her girl to be a deviant, ever since the night of the Retirement party. But how could anyone be so spectacularly deviant.?!
If only she was the real deal. That stuck-up cunt of a Queen!
Oh Highness! I've always wanted to make you do that. Only I never dreamed it could feel so heavenly.. Tabitha never got the appeal of rim-jobs, except for the humiliation. But now, her knees shook as her exhale reverberated, and she had turned a believer. She had never felt so good gaping. She had never dreamt of finding someone distorted enough, to do something so disturbing. I wouldn't, not for all the riches, but you.. Oh Demura, I'm not letting go of those lips. Thank goodness for Lady Agrafena and her schemes..
As her digits sunk deep into the royal skull beneath, desperately craving to prolong the unspeakable, Tabitha couldn't help but revel in the kiss, of the two lips that was never to meet.
Oh thank you, Rian! For opening my eyes. Thus one, I'll be making the most of her. This one will learn every fold, every creak, and every mole I've got down there. And this one, Rian, will learn to love. Tabitha didn't care for how loud it got.
"AAAAAIIIEEEEEEEE....!! Aargh.. Ahh.. Ah."
She collapsed onto the embrace of the ugly fat one, who thought it was his magical dick that made her squirt all around. The Queen was thankful for the vile tasting thing to be finally removed from her lips. It didn't taste like anything, but cum. But the mind had a way of playing tricks, and the last thing Elanor wanted was developing a fondness to rimming. Someone thankfully poured water over her face, and Elanor gargled a mouthful, before spitting out. She had a hard time facing the maid. At least the men seemed to be enjoying it all.
Elanor had a hard time hiding her visceral disgust under a fake smile for her dumbfounded audience, especially with her fake brows and cheek bones distorting with absolute revulsion. Puking out the abominable load on to ground, her dazed eyes noticed two odd looking men sitting by the sides with great indifference. Their weird looking off-white overalls and drawing boards confirmed her doubts. Those were court-painters, like the ones from te upper floor. Oh God! The image of me pecking the rear of my maid..! Is that going up on the wall of some pervert soon.?
Nora, it was no peck. You went all out.. NO! Stop, stop. STOP!
Stop dwelling on it. The Queen looked around for water to wash her mouth with.
With the high subsiding, Tabitha Yulia Koshka found her sadistic grin. The same one that made her late grandmother infamous in certain circles. She knew, that even without her Commander's order, she'd have gladly done what she was about to. Sitting beside the kneeling Queen, she whispers, seductively. Even if she couldn't comprehend its meaning.
"Who are you?"
Elanor didn't know if it was the exhaustion helping lose her grip over her mind, or the gifted erotician had broken in her all too well. But her body responded to the question, to the command rather, with extreme conviction. And her mind, it seemed, had ceased to have any say.
She looked up, like a dog to the master, her tail, if she had one, would clearly be coiling up her butt cheeks. She had no clue who was standing right before. But she knew she must stare right into his eyes while answering. As she lifted her palms to wipe away what's blocking her eyelids, someone grabbed her wrists. Tabitha cackled, as she asked again, authoritatively.
"Bitch, I said who are YOU??"
It burned, and kept burning, like a pinch of salted pepper sprinkled right on. But Elanor couldn't help, her body couldn't, but comply and answer, meeting all postural requirements, including her submissive wide eyes looking up. Regardless the stenching cum slipping past her lids and lashes, into her cornea, mixing with mascara and tears, burning and burning more. The Queen stayed relatively composed, though composed was the last word you'd think, had you witnessed her squirm, as she replied in a whisper.
"This is.. Demura. The Party-slut for the Commons..!"
"And.."
Please don't, her eyes pleaded.
"Who's the Poppet??"
POPPET? What's these bitches yappin about? The men listened on, amused.
"the poppt..is ..elnr..of"
"LOUDER!!"
"POPPETTT is QUEEEN ELANOUR!! The Cock-sleeve of BREASTFIELD..!"
Holding by the hair, Tabitha drove her to the next waiting dick.
Gluck.. Gluch.. Splrpphhh.. Gluuchkk..
Haaaaa....
"Who's the Poppet?"
""POPPETTT is THE GREAT CHASTE!! The CUM-GUZZLING WHORE-QUEEN..!"
Gluuchkk.. Splrpphhh.. Gluuchkk.. Gluchff...
Haaaaa....
"WHO IS the POPPEEETT..???"
"POPPET IS THE TRUE RULING MONARCH! THE LOOSEST LIPS IN VANKENBRAUM..!!"
The crowd joined in on the chant with each bout, and the descriptions only got notorious. Billet was starting to worry about the sudden rhythm in their tone, as lead by the new girl, Tabitha. The last thing he wanted was them all turning rowdy, bewitched by some mad lust.
nnrrrrrr..... nnrrrrrr..... nnrrrrrr.....
Tabitha too noticed know that strange rattling sound every time her head bobbed forcefully. She went with the rhythm, and continued choking the Queen, giving her rear a proper loud slap every time she delayed to answer.
"WHO is the POPPET..??!!"
Suddenly there was a loud cheer coming from the upper floor, with continuous claps and hoot lasting over a minute. Almost as if the nobility got even wilder than the peasants.
"What was that?!" Frederich looked around.
"I believe.. I believe the Black-Rose just slipped up..!"
Billet prayed for a moment, for the poor trapped girl. These folks never strayed from the rules. If she asks to be bred, she shall never leave the Order.



**
*
Most of the noblemen had made their way into the main hall, by the time Tabitha returned to the balcony. It's probably the Black-Rose breaking, she thought.
"How did it go?"
Tabitha clutched below her jugular notch, truly startled. It was the Commander, hiding in the shadows as usual.
"Sir Rian, you almost gave me a stroke.."
Pulling her into the shadow, he asked.
"That was quick. I expected you two to be going on for another hour.."
"Well, blame that clan-kid, Billet. He stepped in, worrying it was becoming to much for the girl. He took her away, telling everyone to take a short break."
"She a natural.?"
"Demura..? Hard to tell. She's more of a performative freak. I'm sure she gets some enjoyment, but not nearly as she fakes. Then again, there's only so much you can feel, with your clit locked up. Can you believe those simpletons buying those terrible girly moans.?! What was the point of that, again? With regards to the mission.. I..um, I mean.. I could really be of help, guiding her.."
Rian looked at her with mild annoyance. He hated her habit of asking questions. One of the reasons why he enjoyed putting her in situations that demanded more of her tongue. Rian replied.
"Um... You shouldn't be bothered with such questions, Tabitha.. Now, how did she fare?"
It's my mistake, Rian.. Expecting a straight answer out of you, let alone the truth. Hiding the frustration, she replied.
"She had potential. She played along well, when I put pressure."
"Yeah, that rimjob! I didn't think she'd do it.."
"What was with those questions? The 'key-phrases'? Why did she answer so weirdly?"
"It's.. hmm.. It's just to check how she handles pressure. To see, if she'd blurt out her real name, in the haze. She's pretty good!"
Yeah.. You don't mean a word of that. Why did I even ask?! Just as she was about to leave, Rian said, tapping on his sternum.
"Tabitha, aren't you forgetting something.?"
"Oh this.?!"
He was talking about her necklace. The one with that unusually large center-stone, with a strange green glow. A glow that seemed more than a simple reflection. Tabitha didn't understand why he made her wear it. She was aware of the kind of superstitions the upper class fell for, including precious stones, but she had never pegged him for the type. Handing back the necklace she chuckled.
"I thought it was my reward.."
Securing the stone in his pocket, he said smugly.
"Got your reward right here.."
As he pulled her hand down to his breeches, the maid gasped.
Walked right into that one, didn't I?
***
**
*
The Denied Desperate Duo
What happened earlier?
Elanor couldn't make heads or tails, but she felt indebted to Billet, for his timely interference. Things were going well, all things considered. The men were rough and taunting at times, but it's not like she took it laying. Forget push-back, she had even managed to embarrass quite a few with her remarks, watching they endure it helplessly, as her fingers edged them closer to bliss. She felt bad about taunting someone on their limpness, but.. Oh well, it came with the flow, so I can forgive myself for that.. Even with the sudden appearance of Tabitha making her feel too self-conscious, Elanor had managed to keep things going. Then there was the kiss.. Eww.. Why did you reciprocate, Nora..?! But after the kiss, things started blurring.
No, it wasn't a blur, but an itch.
An itch from down her nether, from deep in the folds. An itch that simply wouldn't stop. One that simply kept growing and growing, like a bug eating at your brain. An itch, that no amount of rubbing would have sufficed. And I started losing it.. Shaking my hips like crazy, my whole body trembling, my teeth grinding like its the middle of winter.. It's a good thing Billet stopped, before the wicked fools stuffed another dick down my throat. A deep-throat is all about control. And she had none left at the moment, convulsing to orgasmic madness.
Elanor stopped herself mid-thought. Yes.. Orgasmic. That's what it felt like. About to peak, but just not yet. And the way my nether lips clenched, my core tightened, within the cage. My pelvis twerking and twerking, like humping an invisible mate. God, if not for the cage, I'd have mounted the next one then and there.. What the hell got into you, Nora..??
Elanor was so lost in thoughts that she didn't notice the shed door slide open, nor the two men that walked in. Her eyes squinted to focus when one of them raised her head by the chin. What came next, surely shook off any part of her that had resorted to sleep. The bearded man shouted, angrily, his voice echoing within the damp wooden shed.
"What have you done to her face.?!!"
Wait.? That arrogant voice.. I remember it.
Maxim looked around baffled, trying his best to not offend the nobleman yanking his collar. What do you mean, her face? The same question troubled Elanor.
What's? What's so wrong with my face?
"Relax, Master.. Her face is fine."
The stout submissive that had been following along all this while walked up, and smiled down on the Queen. She proceeded to clean the face in question, though Elanor wished she had used a piece of cloth, instead of licking it clean. Klavin and Maxim looked down, as the masked maiden showed them her poking tongue, with what looked like a black-caterpillar hanging from it's tip. Even Elanor looked at it, confused.
Oh, right. That's my.. It all made sense to the Queen now. A difficult choice she made at the beginning of the night. When she arrived at the Brestfield Manor, she was presented with two boxes. God, so many things had happened one after the other, that I actually forgot about it.. The red box, and the green box. The task note said, if she had trust in Bella, she wouldn't even open the green one. But, I didn't know at the time, that my face, its close resemblance to the Queen.. Wait, what the hell, Nora?! You are the Queen.. I mean, I didn't know at the time, my face alone was enough of a disguise. A party themed after decoy-queens.?! I couldn't have predicted that.
Yes, I didn't trust Bella, enough to simply walk in blind.
Elanor remembered opening the green box. And finding within, a few make-up accessories. One deep red lip-stick. A set of fake eye-lashes and thick stick-on brows, all brighter auburn. She realized the moment her eyes locked on the last item, that those fake eye-brows won't stick over her original ones. It brought to her mind, the exchange she had with Bella, regarding the amended contract. About the Clause 11e which states, though the employee can't demand, the employer may choose to customize her own appearances anyway she finds appropriate, so long as it is temporary. As her right hand went for the shaving knife, she truly hoped that that eye-brows, like any body hair, would grow back pretty quickly. There was a brief moment before gluing in the fake-brows, that she felt troubled seeing the strange creature looking back from the hand-mirror.
For a moment, she looked hardly human.
And now, watching her fake-brow dangle in the hands of the thick prostitute, the Queen understood the Viscount's response of horror. With all the layers of cum, covering her face, the glue may have come undone. And the brow probably slithered down her cheek or something. After she fixed the face, and re-adjusted the brows and lashes, Klavin walked up.
"You may leave, Maxim. You should have made sure the bitch is presentable, before walking me in. But I'm going to let that pass, since we are short on time. And if she's any good as advertised, I'll send my slutty cow your way, with your cut. I'm sure you'd find amusement, in poking ugly bitches. Now leave, and let me have my piece."
With Maxim gone, and the stout sub standing by the door, Elanor could see strange mix of elation and anger wash over Klavin's demeanor. He stood before, looking down, as a pretty good likeness of his arrogant Queen knelt before, her both hands hanging from ropes, with her hanging head and torso forming an uneven Y. He said.
"Lady, I'd appreciate your discretion. There's something I should have settled with our beloved Great Chaste. But you see, this is the only way, without risking treason."
Siding with the Order of Swords? I'd say, you have committed treason already, young Viscount. Then again, here I am, so.. Elanor kept listening. Klavin stepped up, slowly rubbing his garbed pelvis against her cheeks. The Queen could feel his erection beneath, and she was both surprised and confused. Surprised because it was the hardest erection she had felt rub against, and she'd plenty to compare against. Confused because, from the size of it, he didn't seem erect completely. Oh, you silly size-queen! Seems like the twelve-inchers have spoiled you for good, my my... Look at how far you've fallen.. Nora, he's plenty big. Four inch isn't anything to scoff at.. Then again, I'd understand if he was just semi-hard. He feels absolutely rock hard. Like an iron rod poking onto my cheeks.. Klavin continued.
"I must unleash my anger upon you, and I promise you'll be compensated in plenty. Things might get strange, but I expect you to.."
"Oh shut it, already!" Said the feminine voice.
CRACK!
Elanor was dumbfounded. The Viscount gave a slight jerk, his face turning absolutely tense red, the prior look of authority now dissolving into one of pain and shame. A pair of hands crept up from both sides and pulled the strings of his breeches, and it dropped into the ground below, as a sadistic cackle filled the room. Elanor looked to the left and up, as the maiden walked out from behind him. The stout submissive prostitute from before, removed her mask. There was nothing submissive about her now, as she twirled a piece of rope playfully. The same one she had whipped the Viscount's behind with, a moment ago.
"Missus, I was just about to.."
Missus?! You mean this is your.. That thought froze midway, as Elanor's gaze fixated on the naked pelvis before. The rock-hard erection that had just caressed her face. It wasn't a penis, not just. It was a three-inch perforated metallic cage which allowed for an irritating snuggle fit for the Viscount's limp shriveled up manhood. With black leather belts running around the waist, keeping the cage in place.
"Look Queenie, he's just like you. So you feel my Cookie's pain. It takes one to know one, huh chaste-slut?? Come on quick, Cookie. Strip."
As the Viscount obediently disrobed, the maiden continued.
"Don't fret. We are an unconventional couple. Myself Danica, the Viscountess of Labiet. This here is my pathetic sub, my beloved husband. The Great Viscount of Labiet, Sir Klavin the third. Yes, I wear the pants in our house, and no, I didn't lock him up for good. The chastity is his kick, his kink. I simply hold the key. And in exchange, I get to Dom out every now and then. Now, you don't need to know all those details, do you Queenie. All you need to know, is that he has a score to settle with the Great Chaste. The original, I meant. But.."
CRACK!!
"Missus..!" The poor man shrieked.
"That's for calling me a fat cow all night, Cookie.."
"That wasn't me. That was.. Lord Wistrom missus."
"You calling me a liar??"
Crack!
Silence.
Elanor resisted the temptation to look up and enjoy the show. It wasn't everyday you get to witness an irrational spouse whip mercilessly the naked rear of her other half.
"apologies.. missus."
That was the Viscount. Elanor had never heard a man speak so meekly. He almost seemed like a different person. The young man looked to be in perfect health, a few inches taller than Elanor herself, with a leaner, muscular built, and wide chest. Apart from his thick, shapely beard and mustache, his body was devoid of any hair. His skin was relatively smooth, except for a few battle scars. His spine stayed erect, yet he oozed of submissiveness. How to put it.. He was a strange mix of manliness, and the lack-of-it. Symbolized by the shine of his chastity device, looking like a metal snake-head. Danica turned, and instructed.
"Oh, good Cookie.. Now be a dear and keep your clothing outside the shed. Fold it neatly, by the door side. And then you may enter."
What do you mean? What if someone spots him naked? Elanor didn't understand why she felt concerned for the willing sub, as he complied. Danica continued, walking around the Queen.
"So slut.. Here's what you must do. Please my man orally. I want you to give him the best head a man can hope for. Of course he'll stay caged through-out. But I got it to his head that, a true man has control over his orgasm. That, much like a manly man can resist temptations, he can cum at will as well, despite being caged. Well, he knows its absurd, but.. Haha.. Like I said, i wear the pants, so he can't help but play along. Now your job slut, is to do exactly that. Give him the best head. I wasn't lying when I said the chastity was his idea. But when he enjoys the first half of the denied semi hard-ons, what I relish is the latter half. Of him desperately kissing my soles, in hopes of a release. The longer I tease and deny, the better I feel. Especially when I have other men around, to meet my needs."
The Viscount walked in, his naked body shivering from the cold outside. His ball-sack looked even more shriveled up. Danica leaned in and said, in a low voice.
"I promised him a week's release, if he manages to cum, but we both know it ain't happening. Just head him good, whore. And we'll be on our merry way. Soon as you drive him to the very edge."
Whatever bitch.. Elanor shook her head, not understanding why she felt this instant dislike towards this woman. Ignore it, Nora. Just give the man some tongue, and call quits five minutes into it. The pathetic Viscount looks too humiliated to stand around nude, may be its a good thing he doesn't get the kicks from flashing his disgraceful state. That would have been even more pathetic.
Just get it over with, sooner.
She waited for no invitation as the Viscount took position, leaning in to the caged manhood, her wrists straining against the bondage. Klavin grunted in surprise, at the first salivating tongue to make contact with his pecker in weeks, as the Viscountess stood back, enjoying the show. It didn't feel natural, neither pleasurable to suck on a rigid metal pipe. Elanor felt a bit embarrassed at the admission that she actively sought enjoyment from giving head, that she missed the cushioning on a prime meat-stick, but there was no denying the discomfort. And it irritated her that she had to be extra careful this time, with regards to the teeth. For one, it was annoying to have your teeth grind against metal, but more importantly. The weird chastity cage had holes, like the patterns on a snake, probably so the shriveled meat within doesn't get too stuffy. This meant she couldn't be as reckless as her normal throat-jobs, bobbing up and down. Because she could feel with the tip of her tongue, how surprisingly soft the skin remained, even as his erection struggled against the captivity.
"Do a decent job, slut. And I'll grand you a wish.. Anything under the sun!"
Danica announced gleefully, but it only annoyed Elanor. Who do you think you are bitch! To grand me, of all people. I rule you, and this pathetic man of yours..! I'm the.. Slurp, slurp.
This is lame, this is too lame.. Oh, what's that. Elanor looked up as the man visibly squirmed, yet continued to stand at ease. She realized it was her tongue poking through the holes in the cage, that did the trick. Like somehow this forced limpness conflicting with her hot arousing breaths, resulted in his foreskin turning super-sensitive. It amazed her, that after all these time, the penis still had some profound mysteries. She had always known even the hardest man had soft spots. But this was the most vulnerable a spot she had witnessed in a man. Elanor could literally feel the vein pulsing against his sensitive skin, bulging out through the gaps in the cage.
She took it completely out of the mouth, and instead of slurping she waited for the saliva to evaporate. Elanor was adept enough now, to read a man from his clenching ball-sack, and at the right moment, she simply blew alongside his cage. A reverberating softy shriek escaped his lips, as his knees gave out for a brief second. Thankfully he managed to not collapsed, but his face looked more annoyed than soothed.
It was evident to the Queen, it was evident to all three present. No matter how much she pushed, there was no way of him cumming. At the end of the day, knowing the output, to him this was pure torture. And much like the Viscountess, Elanor felt a part of her begin to relish at his discomfort. Waving her head, she continued to blow softly on either sides, taking a moment in between to re-apply the coat of saliva, then blowing it again, carefully targeting maximum cooling on the most sensitive spots of his manhood. And to her surprise, he was now leaking profusely.
"Don't fret, slut-queen. That's how he cums. Well.. That's how he gets to, hehe... Leaking is all he's capable of, when caged. He prefers it, believe me. You keep on sucking.."
Stop ordering me, BITCH..!!
Elanor screamed within, as she changed tactics, rolling her tongue around, driving the man insane. Why change the tactics, again? She couldn't tell. It's not like she considered the pathetic excuse before, a man anymore. She's have rather suffered in suffocation of her throat being brutalized, by the pompous young Viscount she remembered from the other day. Even when out of line, he at least had her respect. Look at this mess before. Reduced to a toy for his controlling bitch-wife. Incapable of proper pleasure. To take, or to give. God, I miss a proper man-meat stretching my tonsils. Is that odd??
A part of her wanted to see how far he can endure, before backing off himself. Klavin was breathing quite audibly now, with occasional grunts of frustration. Elanor was used to men grunting while violently fucking her throat, feeling her core tighten at the warmth of their pulsing member. But now, she felt nothing. Her pussy had no reason to cream. Forget warmth, all his cock-cage gave her mouth, was a constant lifeless metallic cold. Sure the salt of his pre-cum did raise her spirits. Raise my spirits.?! But, it paled to what she had grown to love. Did I say love? I meant.. Never mind.
For some reason, it felt wrong. Viscerally dispiriting, and near-sinful. To have her breath bless upon a dick, and for it to not tent, nor cum.
CRACK!
As the Viscount flinched like a kid, swirling her rope-whip Danica laughed on.
"Better give the whore a nice warm mouthful, Cookie. Else you are staying locked all week!!"
Is that so, bitch?! That got to Elanor. The over-dramatic mockery of it all. The Viscountess had no intention of releasing him. She knew, and so did he. This is just an exercise in sadism. And contrary to what had been established, Klavin didn't seemed to be too pleased by this prolonged denial. Well, I can't speak for his wish, or will. But I know a man's body, and this one.. Wait, did I just say, I know a man's.. Not now, NORA!
I know a man's body, and this one is screaming for a release. What if I grant it instead, as his rightful Queen?!
If only my hands weren't tied. Then again..
That's no excuse for a Queen.
Letting go of the caged penis, she ducked down, biting on to his ball-sack carefully, like how a less-domesticated stray cat would convey affection. Close enough to hurt, but not to injure. Soon domestication gave way to wilderness, as Elanor performed unaware of what spirit possessed her. The suction in her mouth fluctuating violently, making him fearful of the wench beneath swallowing his balls in full, a lot more than the sharpness of her full-teeth. Elanor appreciated the Viscount keeping his ball-sack perfectly shaved, it encouraged her to caress the pulsing balls with warm exhales, as her lips alternated suction between the two. With his perforated cage now resting against her nose-side, the soft limp skin rubbing against her own, she started to feel that familiar warmth from it. The same time as his balls clenched again.



He's close.. Oh God, he's close.
Invigorated by the response, Elanor now began actively bobbing, her hips, her core, gyrating alongside, as her tongue swirled around the spittle-soaked sac like a snake's mating ritual. And taking an initiative finally, or probably from the overwhelming sensations, Lord Klavin stepped in closer, his hands unclasping from behind, and grabbing Elanor by the skull, his feet struggling to balance amidst all the shaking. He corrected himself by grabbing on to the same ropes tied to her wrists on both sides, as Elanor changed the tactics again.
He's almost there, she could tell. All it takes now, is the right push.
With her jaw wide open, the ball-sac now resting by the root of her tongue, Elanor grabbed on to the ropes, steadying herself, and exhaled deeply, in a very strange way. It felt as if she was breathing out directly from her core, all her sexual energy rising up her spine, and forcing out past the stuffed manliness. It was a long, deep, resonant sound, like a religious chant mixed with a deep satisfied feline purr. The waves of sound massaging his groin, as his groin started to respond. Her throat vibrated, her tonsils reverberated.
HHHPHPHPPRRrrrrrrrrrrrrrr...
Elanor inhaled through her nose, surely taking in what remained of his masculine scent from the caged cock, and exhaled long again. Now! The Queen maneuvered quickly, pushing her head further in, only this time stretching her tongue instead. Her long gifted tongue had become quite adept and flexible thanks to the recent trainings, and all it took was a soft tickle, at the right, untouched spot. That neglected part beneath his scrotum, that Klavin had no clue, deserved some love. That was capable of feeling, even. One slick saliva-coated tickle, from the tip of the royal tongue, was all it took. And being the benevolent monarch, the Great Chaste gifted him a few. And her left eye saw vaguely, through the opening of his penis-cage, that shriveled pee-hole of his begin to pulse. By some luck, she had the good sense to shut her eyes right then.
Feeling himself push past the limit, Klavin latched on to the rope, the additional weight nearly undoing the knot, certainly loosening it. A thick, white rope shot out of his caged pecker, as he groaned, splattering over her left eye-lid. Oh, not again. I just got the brows fixed. Elanor leaned back out, letting his balls slide out, with all the collected saliva drooling down her chin, as her lips sucked on to his manhood, and her teeth bit down, in a rare instance that was okay, thanks to the protective cage. The man came, and came again, in what was probably the result of a week-long denial. What was rightly Danica's to edge and ruin, a week from now, if all went as planned. If not for the gifted tongue, of one decoy-queen.
Elanor didn't suck, nor encourage anymore the Viscount. But simple sat there, with the cage between her teeth. The man continued to cum, though it was mostly a watery mess, unlike the fresh thick ejaculate at the very beginning. It almost felt like he was crying out of his dick. Tears of joy, quite evident from his face.
As Klavin finally collapsed onto his knees, leveling with his Queen, he scrapped off the cum from her closed left eye-lid, depositing it into her open mouth instead. There was a moment of actual astonishment in his eyes, as his fingers played with the thickness and texture of his own semen, as if he couldn't believe himself producing such a thick spray. He had conditioned himself to limp and leak for so long, that he forgot how his normal cum looked. How bizarre! And as their gaze met, he mouthed silently. Yet she heard, clearly.
Thank you.. Thank you my Queen.
Elanor was desensitized the whole night, from the mockful calls of infinite variations, calling her Queen one way or the other. Yet, this one seemed sincere. Sure, to him, she was just a decoy. And may be, he meant it as a joke. But that sense of gratitude in his remark.. That sounded heartfelt.
Loud slow claps echoed in the shed, as Danica walked up from behind, forcing a smile of vanity upon the face that's obviously fuming red with anger. She wanted her man edged, not cumming and content. She had such plans of torturing him, with tease and denial throughout the week. And now she must grant him freedom. From chastity, and its sweet torments.. All for this bitch.
"Well, well.. You are quite the Queenie, aren't you? I had heard rumors of the Great Chaste's slutty exploits, the exaggerated Noxtran propaganda, but.. You are one special decoy-whore, huh?! Well, as I promised Cookie, you are excused from prolonged chastity-play for a week. And for you slut-queen.. Is there a wish?? Pray tell."
"Mhphhh..MphhhHH..Grrrnghhh.."
That was a muffled laugh. Danica didn't like that one bit, as her fist tightened around the rope.
"Step aside, Cookie! What are you smirking for, slut? You don't take wishes from a Viscountess now??"
Elanor shook her head disrespectfully, with her cheeks bulging to accommodate the fresh deposit.Tilting the head left, letting the cum pool-up in a single cheek cavity, she said.
"You granting me the wish? Please.. I just heard earlier, your so-called sub offer up your ass to a mere stable-boy. The way he runs his mouth speaks plenty, of who truly wears the pants, so.. hehe.. Some scary dominant you are.. Fat cow!"
Danica shot daggers at her husband, drying up all the post-suction bliss in him, as his dick shriveled in rapidly. She was no fan either, of him suggesting that clan-kid Maxim had a shot with her. It was one thing to play pseudo-sub to the upper nobility from the party, but to promise her to a dirty lowly peasant, without prior notice.? That wasn't what fumed her now though. What hurt her ego was this lowly whore calling them out, her out, on her inadequacy. Questioning her authority, right before her Cookie. Tainting her dominant image, right before her well-behaved sub. That moment, Danica got reduced into that poor ugly fat odd kid from her memories. The days of being a constant target, of bullying from the young-nobility growing up, most of all her exceptionally beautiful sister. Fat cow, they called her. Leaving her no choice but to find comfort in cakes. Fat cow?! Oh, slut-queen.. You just earned yourself a marking..
As Danica approached quick, with angry long strides, her right hand swirling that knotted-rope whip, Klavin stepped aside. He knew the poor girl was in for a world of pain. He had no sympathies, for she asked for it. Only Elanor remained unfazed. She needn't be, for she could tell, the reach of her opponents rope, even in full-swing. And even with her hands tied, the legs were free. And the loosened rope of her right wrist allowed for better movement.
Throwing tantrums! Every bit a child as expected, this bitch.
Just as Danica hurled her right arm, whipping hard with the rope, Elanor's left knee took a wide step back, leaning her neck, her torso backwards, missing the sting of the knotted-rope by an inch, quite gracefully. As the Viscountess stepped forward, unable to control the inertial push, the Queen had already gotten on to her right foot, sweeping her left leg forward, kicking the noblewoman off of balance.
As the arrogant dominant twirled onto the ground Elanor was quick to break her fall. She wanted the bitch to learn her place, not to injure herself face-planting. And despite the friction so far, Elanor felt funny looking down on the Viscountess, as she caught her. The haughty self-proclaimed dominant was nowhere to be seen. If anything, Danica resembled a scared kitten, especially her eyes. As if her whole world just topsy-turvied. Which it did, in fairness, quite literally.
Now, to put you in proper place.
As the Viscountess opened her eyes, it had already happened, before letting her muster up enough strength to protest. The true-ruling monarch let their lips meet, by her own volition. Klavin watched dumbfounded from the sides, as his very beloved locked lips with the likeness of his very Queen. Needless to say, his poor pecker straining to erect within the cage. A willing lesbian, a new low, huh Nora.?! The Queen smiled as as her tongue dueled her opponents into submission. Yes, after all this while, of blatant disinterest, and visceral disgust at the notion, here she was. Kissing such a lowly noble bitch.
Only no part of her squirmed. No part of her cried 'eww'. For this wasn't sexual. This was conquest. This was no kiss. This was transference of shame.
The bitch is getting to taste it good, the Queen had no doubt.
In that unforeseen moment of frozen responsivity, only one word popped to Danica's mind.
One thought. One taste.
Almonds.
*
The only time Danica had ever sucked off the Viscount, the very night of their marriage. The night when he revealed to her, the certain kinks he had been hinting throughout their courting. The same night, when she shared her own fetishes and fantasies, her constant need for approval, in playing an attractive dominant, her unique way of combating years of constant bullying and shaming. She remembered drinking a glass of almond milk, before giving him their first and only fellatio. She remembered washing off the discomfort down her throat with another glassful, instead of spitting out. That weird instance of her brain associating his cum, with the taste of almonds. And now, her taste-buds flooded with the same flavor, taking her back to the wedding night, briefly.
*
That, was Elanor's intend. To make this self-proclaimed dominant taste the seed of her own submissive. To put her in a place, beneath him, even for a second. Humiliating the very self, who deemed herself beyond it all. The Queen had been aching to bitch-slap the Viscountess from the moment she had announced herself as the authority in the room. Was it her tone, her casual disrespect, or the way she strutted along like the rest didn't matter.? Was it the way she blatantly disregarded the sanctity of their marriage, a fortune that was snatched from the Queen's own fate.. Or was it the stark contrast, of a woman confidently being in control of her sexual appetites, enough to convince someone to lock up his manhood? Was it just envy, pure and simple?? Elanor couldn't tell. But something about the Viscountess rubbed her the wrong way, from the beginning.
Initially she just wanted to get over with their antics. But as soon as the man came, Elanor knew his milk was meant for the bitch. The right of a wedded man, the chance to seed his wife. It was them who used me like a substitute dick, it's only fair she gets to taste its leakage. Elanor was careful not to drink his sperm, storing the entire load on her left cheek-cavity, as she spoke tauntingly. Intentionally hurting her ego, so she'd snap and approach without thinking. For the trained swordsmaid, Danica's response was too textbook. And as their lips met, she wasted no time in unloading the copious amount of watery spurts the poor Viscount had leaked into her mouth moments ago.
And to her surprise, the Viscountess didn't protest, not at the moment. She seemed too content with her almonds. By the time Danica snapped back, she was already laying on the floor, her husband struggling to tie the proxy-queen properly, right before. As ropes tightened, Elanor said, cackling.
"Want to grant a wish, bitch? How about this?? I wish, for you to swallow that mouthful. The man-batter of your pathetic Viscount.! I dare you, to not spit, nor spill. Some dominant you are.."
Why do you keep calling her bitch, Nora? She hadn't done any..
Danica kept looking at her intently, and without batting an eye, she gulped down the mouthful. Klavin looked as if his eyes were about to pop. The Queen smiled at her small win. She played it well, that whether she spat or swallowed, there was no confusion who won. The only question was if she could be graceful in defeat. Elanor picked on it quick, that what emerged from her was a faint purr of satisfaction, and not the expected grunt of dismay. What's wrong with you, Viscountess?!
Twisted as it was, her love got emboldened, significantly more than the injury to her ego. The thought of her man's seed finding it's way down her throat, despite strict denials, it invigorated a part of her that rarely got tickled lately. She desperately wanted at moments, for Klavin to grow a spine, break off that stupid metal contraption, and shove down her windpipe his peak erection, choking her to blissful tears. At the same time she loved each moment spend, playing into the distorted desires, of her own and his. She cherished it all, even the surprising missteps.
Only she couldn't show. Not to her beloved Cookie.
And certainly not to this arrogant bitch of a proxy-queen.
"Fuck off you.."
Words shaming even back-alley whores of the cheapside spewed out.
Got to give it to you, Danica. That's a rare tongue! Elanor chuckled, as the Viscount pulled the Queen back, binding her hands behind, and looping the rope around the gap of her chastity belt.
"You got her good?"
The Viscount nodded at his wife, securing the rope, to the base of the wooden beam a couple feet behind.
"Trust me, dear. She'll stay kneeling from now on."
That was true. Pulling on the rope Elanor could tell, things wouldn't be easy from now on. Yet that satisfied smugness remained in her smile, as she stared back at the approaching Viscountess. Only the noble-maid too looked too smug, like she had plans. Your move, Danica! The Queen smiled, knowing she was now at their mercy, for the most part. The Viscountess said, looking away from them both disinterested, her tone a mockful exaggeration.
"Ahh, my knees! It hurts, Cookie.."
What? Quitting so soon?! That can't be.. aah! Before she realized what it meant, Elanor felt a stinging pull on her hair, her neck straining to the limits, the eyes staring wide at the ceiling above. The Viscount had a truly iron-grip. I can't move my head. Not by an inch. As the rear of another woman rose to her horizon for the second time that night, Elanor understood she had been reduced. To a furniture. With expressions distorting in revulsion, a fat pair of rear-cheeks descended upon her visage. From the way it snuggled to get a comfortable fit, driving the royal nose deep into the sweaty buns, it occurred to the Queen, this wasn't her first time making cushion out of faces. There's that purr again.. You deeply deviant bitch.!
Even with his temple sweating, Klavin felt genuine elation, watching his Missus purr on unmindfully. The warmth of her desperate exhale somehow added to the pleasure, though the Viscountess couldn't tell, if it was the sensory pleasure, or the sadistic kind.
"Your cooch remains heated, Queenie. Damp.. Like the stinking breath of yours. Enjoying still, huh?"
Elanor squirmed realizing it was the noblewoman's heel that toyingly brushed against her pussy. It wasn't a squirm of pleasure. She didn't enjoy the company of another lady. It only added to her humiliation. Yet, why does the shame always get to my loins? I hope it doesn't now. For the love of All-father, please.. Let it not. For such a stout body, Elanor felt thankful for how Danica balanced the weight, for else it would have crushed her skull. She didn't know, how much the Viscount was sweating up his temple, trying to hold the the bulk of his woman's load, in his both bare hands. Danica giggled.
"Hmm.. I prefer her to you, Cookie. She's.. soft. Not the bony, beardy mess of you.. Although, I do miss the nuzzle of your mustache."
"Th.. thank you, Missus.."
His voice was straining already, taking the brunt of the weight, in that awkward posture. Klavin had always prided on his impressive core-strength, but strength could help only for so long, without proper posturing. The Viscountess seemed to care very little for either, as she rocked her behind smothering the beauty beneath thoroughly, in the punishing way she felt appropriate. Danica wasn't way over in her head, she was a natural dominant. She was well aware of the limits of breath-play, that of her husband's at least. Wanting the girl conscious enough to endure the rest, shifting her weight more to the legs, she said.
"It never made much sense to me, the expression. Yet I must admit, it feels good in practice. Be a dear and do it, why don't you?"
Elanor didn't understand what she meant, but she was relieved at her bum raising slightly, letting her inhale finally. Klavin felt relieved as well, the weight being lifted even for a second, but he had no idea what she meant. Danica cackled.
"Kiss my ass, Queenie..!"
Elanor complied in silence. May be in her most submissive moment to date. She had made her point, had enough of a win for the night, to let this one pass. The Queen kissed, and kissed again, her lungs filling with the much avoided feminine musk, for she could afford to forfeit a battle or two. And she'd rather not be smothered again. Somehow it felt more demeaning, than gargling on hairy balls after balls, the act of pecking a full cheekiness, with sweat beading along its curves. Dripping alongside her naked form.
She did have a certain charm. No wonder, she managed to convinced such a young hot-head to lock up his manhood. The fat only adds to her allure. The sweat, oh God..! If only she wasn't sweating so much.. Clear, condensed, noble sweat. Its salty shine forming lip gloss to Her Highness. Elanor clenched both eyes, but there was no escaping the reality. Nor from the thought, why do all things sinful, leave this salty-sweat after-taste? Delicious or distasteful.. She couldn't tell. And despite all efforts, the Viscountess sat right back down, this time parting her cheeks purposefully.
"You act the slut, Queenie. But you aren't exactly a fan, are you? The taste of cum."
What?!
"I noticed it earlier when that clan-boy was all praise for you. And watching in person, the drying drool, all over your chin, that neckline.. The weird white stream down that cleavage.. You don't like to swallow, huh? I don't know how a slut like you couldn't, but for some reason you don't.."
Oh damn! She spotted it. Elanor realized. That I had been feigning drinking semen all this while, letting it drool out instead. Because it's the task. To survive the night, but not just. To not seed the belly. That's what it means, right? To not let any seed drip past my throat.. To not end-up a cum-drinking slut, in simple terms. The crassness of her language surprised the Queen, for a second. I can't tell what else it could mean. And this bitch had figured now, that I don't swallow. That I couldn't..
"Yes, you don't swallow. And now, I get to change that. Hold her tight, Cookie!"
What?! You plan to grow a dick now?
In a moment, Elanor would wish she had instead. As the Viscountess dismounted, only to turn around, ripping off her own flimsy loin-cloth. And push the thickest greying pubic garden Elanor had seen in a woman right onto her face. It wasn't the aging greys, for she was a young maiden. It was remnants of cum, of the blue-bloods she had been made to serve so far. Which would have been fine, the Queen would have happily munched. If only it wasn't accompanied with the nether, of a scorned woman. The thought of orally pleasing another woman, eww.. For some reason, it always irked her core. Elanor had no choice, with her body exhausted, her knees shaking, and both hands tied behind. And her neck gripped by a dutiful husband, forcing her forward, to nosedive into the disgusting filth before. With a triumphant grin, the Viscountess asked her man.



"Would you like to kiss your wife proper, husband? In her upper lips, the first time in months.??"
His eyes lit up with genuine happiness.
"Yes dear.. I mean, YES, missus."
Oh, look at him gleaming.. Danica honestly couldn't tell, if it was about the kiss. Or her not forcing him to kiss the lower-lips instead. Her nether lips, which the Queen beneath now reluctantly pressed her lips against. Unaware of the treats awaiting her within. The cum stored in her baby-maker, from various noblemen all through the night. She asked in a playful taunt, as her nails dug deeper into the Queen's skull, pushing her suffocatingly deeper to the loins.
"And you wouldn't mind the things I've licked through all night.? The stench of many, many men from upstairs."
He didn't answer, in so much words, as his right hand grabbed his dear wife closer, his mustache smashing into her nostrils, his tongue diving deep in search of the taste, of the woman he swore to live-alongside, struggling to block out every other flavor that made his struggling erection fade by the moment. And in the strange purr of her satisfied moan, the heat of it blowing past their gasps, he found the woman he deemed proud to call his wife. Regardless what set fire to her loins, even if it was the exquisite tongue-work of the true-ruling monarch struggling beneath, a mere-likeness, for the time being.
The Queen felt the grip release from her hair, as the Viscount embraced his wife. Her skull now jammed between the two pelvises. She felt his ball sack, now resting upon her left shoulder, right by her neck along with his cold metal cage. His package beginning to quicken up the pulse. She realized the Viscountess was now standing in one foot, his left-hand pulling her raised right thigh closer, pushing the Queenly forehead further into the folds of her fat underbelly.
Wait, was he.?! Yes he was.. They both were.!
They were literally fucking each other. Provided one had his manhood locked up, and the other, gyrating a pussy filled to the brim with man-milk of god-knows-who-all. And to add to it all, they were using in place of a dick, of all things, my face. With my tongue, swiveling within the folds, like a carp out of water. That bitch-of-a-noblemaid was creaming on my mouth, making a limp-dick out of my lethargic tongue, while simultaneously giving a mouthful of man-batter. What in the..?!
If only things were so simple, Elanor wished.
As much as it was frustrating, both physically and mentally, the pure erotic lure of the moment wasn't lost on Her Highness. No, it wasn't the mere erotic. For as much as she'd have wanted to hate the Viscountess, a part of her knew, what she got trapped between, wasn't just another senseless session of sex. This felt different. The way the pelvic rhythm of the couple matched up, right up to that of his tightening balls, that of the strange suction of the slimy nether lips of the dominant noble-maiden. The very same rhythm by which they kept exploring each others tongue, like two horny virgins in love. God, are these to making love?! Now, from both sides of mine, of all places and time. Why not outgrow these kinks and just get a chamber.
You are man and wife, for God's sake!
As much as it frustrated, a part of her felt strangely blessed, being forced to take part, in what should be a truly private moment of mutual love. Between two abnormal souls, who were clearly meant for each other. The man denied, and his missus, the devouring. If only I wasn't made to play this proxy-dick.. Oh God, the push on this fat bitch. My jaw is truly starting to ache. Elanor didn't know, amidst all contemplation and complaints, her own pelvis had started to match the rhythm. That much like the Viscount's dick, her clit had hardened beyond belief, struggling against the cold, of her very own cage. That she was equally yearning for a climatic release.
But only one of the three was destined a proper release that night. And the Viscountess came, her writhing moans quivering down to faint cries, as she melted into the embrace of the man she truly loved, feeling most of what was stored up her nether vacate, as she came. Only him and the Queen below, remained nowhere near the edge of bliss. And in the faintest exhale, she whispered to her man.
"Be a good boy. Keep her chin up.."
Feeding the Queen was just half her play. She needed to witness now, her drink down the disgusting release, down to the very last drop. She needed to watch defeat, in the eyes of the woman, who dared to make her lose control in front of her Cookie. The strain was now getting to Elanor, as Klavin pulled her hair back. It was hard to breathe properly with the head pulled, not to mention with a mouth wide-open, semen drooling along the sides. Even if she tried to spit it out upwards, it'll only propel out a fraction of the thick goo, she feared. Moreover, it'll most likely land right back, splattered all over my face. A spectacle that would only please that bitch even more. Danica said, almost singing.
"What got into you, Cookie.?! That was good! The most manly I've felt you, in months. I think I might reward you with a release. You know.. Let's."
Klavin heard the metallic clink, of his chastity cage being unlocked. Blood gushed to his member at the sound, not enough to sprout an instant-erection, but enough to remind himself of its potential. The device consisted of two parts. The metal cage, for housing the penis itself. And a double-leather belt, with an iron ring, to keep the cage tight and in place. Danica walked around, to face her hated rival, twirling the chastity belt in her one hand.
"Oh! How the sperm just becomes you, Queenie..?! You should have a portrait made like this. Truly astonishing.. Hahaa.. Now be a dear, and bite down."
Elanor fought the temptation to spit the mouthful right back at the Viscountess. A truly testing fight. Remember the task, Nora. Survive the night. Not fight through, and paint a target on yourself. Focus on finding a way, to not swallowing this filth. More than the task, you'd hate it, losing to this bitch. She felt the cold, of the chastity belt ring, against her inner teeth-gums. It made for a pretty effective oral-gag. As the Viscountess buckled it properly to her skull, Elanor noticed the strange contraption had two additional straps hanging from the ring. Danica snickered.
"It aches, right.? Your jaw will stay stretched, till you drink it all.."
Her neck, her spine, even the knees hurt, from being forced to stay in this awkward posture for so long. And the Queen found her body feeling every incentive to give in, to simply swallow. Only her will didn't falter. As her eyes smiled back at the grinning dominant, Danica knew she wasn't wrong. That this indeed, is a rare spirited one. Without breaking contact, she simply caressed her plump puckered lips, now stretched apart by the gag-ring, giving her a clear view of the white-stuff she had been collecting all-night. Horror clouded the Queen's judgement as she realized too late, inhaling deeply. Right as Danica pinched shut her nose, tightly, the grin on her lips growing wide.
Breathe.. I need to breathe.
Moments passed, and Elanor knew it won't be long before she forfeited. Her muscles had been fatigued enough. If not for the ropes, and the Viscount holding her head in place, she'd have collapsed to the cold floor long back. Danica watched maliciously, as the Queen's rib impressions waxed and waned on her rapidly convulsing torso, running out of air. Her struggling exhales came out as bubbling sperm in her mouth, drooling over the sides of her chin, yet she refused to swallow. The drooling cum, which the Viscountess scooped up with her own fingers, putting up a show for her obedient husband, before dripping it back to the open mouth. As the royal face turned to darker shades of pink, Klavin looked dumbfounded at the sadistic state of his missus, which had always stayed a mystery to him. A part, that he was thankful, she rarely unleashed upon him, even in love. As the first speck of semen dripped past her clenched throat, Elanor felt the black-out nearly engulf her senses. And..
Inhale....
It felt like heaven, the cold air gushing back to her nostrils, as the Viscountess released her grip. Klavin continued to hold her in place, as the Queen coughed up phlegm, with more of sperm spilling all over her face. God, this is getting truly demeaning.. Elanor realized, as much as she was relieved to breathe freely. Danica spoke.
"Not so quick, Queenie.. Making you submit, at my hand, with you clearly restrained and weak..?That's not right. That's not fair. Not that I care for the fair, but.."
What's this woman going on about.?! Elanor squirmed in frustration, as she continued.
"Making you submit, it'd be too simple. And that will of yours will never admit the defeat. No, I won't crush your will. It's no fun. I'd rather watch it crumble under it's own weight. You tried humbling me, before the eyes of the man I love.."
The man you love.?! Right.. The contempt in her eyes didn't go unnoticed. Danica continued.
"Go on, and scoff..! But I do love him, for his kinks, and all else. You know what, I don't want him watching me overpower you. I want him to watch, real close, as that will of yours dies out. Slowly, or in a quick blink, that I'll leave to you. Come around, Cookie."
As Klavin followed along, the Viscountess took his place, and carefully scooped up the drooling semen back into the Queen's mouth. Her eyes were furious now, staring right back, inverted. Tormenting is always such a rush.. Let me add to it, you shrew. Danica looked right down, as a ball of spittle dropped from her pouting lips, into the open mouth, mixing with the swirling white mixture. And it pleased her, watching the 'Queen' squirm helpless. Watching the glow in her pupils dim a bit.
"Why don't you level with her, Cookie. Kneel, and taste those lips."
What.?!
"But you.."
Klavin looked positively baffled.
"You said, not tonight.. Missus, you promised.. That you won't make me.."
"I won't, and I'm not still. You didn't eat me to orgasm, did you? She did. Now it's your turn, to help make her swallow. Play along and kneel, Cookie. Come on, I let you off the cage. Don't make me regret it?"
As his pleading eyes looked her way, unbecoming for a nobleman, Klavin complied.
"Go on.. kiss kiss.."
Snickering devilishly, Danica pushed the confused Queen's stretched out lips on to his reluctant face. As disgust washed over him, Klavin hovered his lips next to hers. Danica was quick to grab the second set of leather straps, binding it tight around the skull of her own husband. Now both of them, the Viscount and his Queen, stayed on their wobbly knees, their heads secured to a forced lip-lock, eyes staring to the other's in bewilderment, as the dominant walked around cackling, admiring her handiwork. Height favored Klavin. Keeping the head angled slightly above his kissing-partner, meant the disgusting man-batter remained in her mouth cavity. Danica continued.
"Cookie.. Look on the bright side. Weren't you the one who spent the whole week furious... Murmuring on and on, how Her Highness the Great Chaste made you feel so little.. Swallow your pride, haha.! Think of it as therapeutic. I know you were expecting Gertha, the royal double, but she isn't as bad a proxy. From certain angles she's even better I'd say."
Of course I'm better. I'm the real deal, you imbecile.!
Elanor felt enraged, at the mention that she failed to live up to being herself. What do you know, you wretched wench! She was irritated utterly, not least because of the nagging pain of the Viscount's facial hair nuzzling into her soft skin. Danica continued comforting her man, as she tied his writs behind, like the Queen.
"I want you both equally bound, dear. I don't want to give the bitch's ego any wiggle room. Her defeat needs be absolute. Stare into her eyes, sweety. I'm gifting you a rare pleasure, the kind you wouldn't find in me, even in dreams. The bliss of feminine submission. Though I couldn't care less about you. My pleasure arrives at the broken shadow of this sow. In her knowing, that it takes just a pathetic excuse of manhood as you, to break her for good. I want you here Cookie, watching her will drain out. She'll struggle and struggle, but her throat will slip up, eventually. And you get to witness the spark of arrogance die out in those eyes. I can make her do, in an instant. But it'd hurt her more, failing to an equally pathetic bound chastity-slut. Now let me go take care of that clan-kid outside. I loved the way his eyes were feasting upon me."
"Hmm.. HRRRMMM.."
Elanor was surprised by the sudden convulsing protest from the Viscount, discovering first-hand how helplessly immobile this new state rendered him. Danica waited for him to run through the tantrum. As usual, it quickly calmed down when she grabbed his shoulder.
"Hey, behave Cookie.. Don't make me mad! You should think before running that mouth. Why did you promise my tush to that filthy herdsman then.? It's on you. The girl had a point, I should keep you better-leashed. It won't be long, Cookie.. Don't worry."
Walking out, she took with her the only lamp. For the first time that night, Elanor felt funny, not being the most vulnerable one in the room.
"And you both, keep it quiet alright. This door doesn't lock. We don't want some farm-hands finding you in such a state now, do we?! Hahaha.."
As the door slid close, a familiar darkness returned.
And it seemed, from the heightened senses, like being back in one of those dreams.
**
*
She was aware. Then again, she wasn't.
Bellatrix knew of her helplessness, naught of what caused it.
Of her vulnerable state, yes. Of who shared the blame, alongside her, not so much.
She was to be blamed, that was beyond question.
She had always held herself responsible,
Not solely responsible, nor entirely. But the proper share, the right amount that allocates her sufficient agency. Even in situations such a thing amounts to nothing, against the sheer indifferent thrownness.
I've been thrown enough. Hurled into the hell of orphancy. Taunted all my life, behind my back, if not to the face.. For the freak I am, talking to cattle and such. As if being born to a witch, makes you one by proxy. As if my father abandoning us, was somehow my doing.. Like they all knew in their taunts, the fact of the matter. That cursed resounding surety of a mob chant.
No, I take the blame, even when preyed upon. For I've had enough, of being thrown around.
This is my life, and I'm in control.
And yet.. Here I lay, unable to open my eyes even, as primal cries drown out my senses.
Cries of pleasure. Moans. Sound of flesh, and sweat, smashing into each other. Rubbing on, sliding past, heating up all around. Drawing all else towards the singular basal urge.
To stay in the moment,
And f*ck!
This weird scent of rut, killing all my will to resist. Resist with what? You've been numb for a while Nora. You feel the heat, and hear the noises, yet you can't be sure of your current state. You blame yourself for sake of agency, yet you refuse to look around, to see the truth. The truth, of what you've become.
Do you remember what they did? How many have been through, let's not be delicate.
Delicacy would be your unmaking. Steel yourself, Bella, we are making it through.
Do you remember even, who was your first?
I know you aren't so high and mighty about the maidenhead, like that ill-fated Queen of yours, but..
Shouldn't you at least recognize him? Your very first..
One of them, at least. For posterity's sake.
What do you mean?
Oh you silly mother-less mess, did you forget?
What?
It's your fertile window!
We are having a..
Squirming against her numbness, Bella had never wanted to open her eyes more. Her lids stayed anchored regardless. She couldn't help, but slip into another dream.
Is it a dream though,
If you are screaming to wake up.?
**
*
Aaghhrrr..
This is harder than I thought. Elanor was starting to loose her cool.
It's hardly a week since I reprimanded him in court, for his foul-mouth. Now that same foul mouth is pressed against mine, in a mutual gag.?!
Though its foulness failed in comparison to her mouthful. He's heavier, stronger, and agitated. Even kneeling, even by an inch, height is to his advantage. I don't want any part of his sick games, nor his silly slutty Missus for that matter. This pitch-black only adding to the discomfort of his heavy mouth-breaths. Not to mention his mustache scratching my nose. But.. but.. The sounds are fading, the party should be coming to a close. Hardly an hour more, just wait it out Nora. Although..
And this occurred to Elanor only after her eyes adjusted to the darkness, seeing the faint glimmer reflect back at her from his eyes. It didn't seem threatening. If anything, it empathized.
What are you thinking Nora?! Why are you blaming him, for that bitch's whims.? If anything, he's on the same boat as you.
Besides, Elanor knew the facts. She had been trained well enough, to assess the opponent, to game strategies, to make oneself obvious to the inevitable, at the earliest. There's no contest between them both. None.
Even with his hands tied behind, if he stands erect on his knees, the Viscount would tower over her by a couple inches. And he had no additional ropes binding his hip to the ground, unlike her. With the slightest shift in weight, he could end this torture. Overpowering Her Highness with sheer strength, that too using hardly any. And if he chooses to breath out heavily into her nostrils, with their faces bound too close, Elanor will have no choice but to retreat to mouth-breathing, even for a quick second. That's all it takes, for her clenched throat to give in, for her to ingest that disgusting semen cocktail.
The only reason she hadn't swallowed yet, was him not taking the initiative. May be he felt sorry for her, and chose to let her give in, when she felt comfortable. May be he felt gratitude, for finally letting him cum, like a man, even when caged. Or maybe, he was waiting for his Missus to return, so he can do it right in front of her. Either way, the Queen had no doubt. One way or the other, she'll have to swallow that load.
With enough time passed their eyes adjusted to the dark, and she could make out the sine in his pupils.
Why isn't he making a move? What are you thinking, Viscount?
Klavin was battling thoughts, like every other time he was made to hide within the closet, with equally muffled breath, watching one or the other hulking stranger pound deep into the nether folds he had vowed to protect with life. The same question that haunted his better sense, watching from safety the consensual taking of his beloved wife, in his marital bed.
Why does it have to be like this?
Of course he wasn't lacking a proper answer. Even now, at the end of a very long, and frustrating few weeks, with his manhood finally out of the metallic cold..
The cage is gone. Yet, why does it not feel right?
Josse Willem Klavin. Or as they playfully called behind his back, Willie. The young viscount of eighteen. That's when it started, at a remarkably impressionable time. I was flying high, at the prime of my youth, an absolute brat, the master of my fate and all things in my Manor. The things we used to do for fun, taunting the poor working maids, with casual groping and upskirtings.. And then it happened, my fateful fall, from the horsetop. Broken bones, of both legs, leaving me essentially paralyzed from waist down. With complete bed-rest prescribed, for three months. The damn bones taking its sweet time to heal, over six long months.



If only that was the end of it. Young Klavin had a hard time hiding accidental erections, and the embarrassment proved too much for his guardian at the time, his aunt Lady Teressia. The last straw was it happening in public, right in front of her peers. Where her pervert physician friend suggests, may be she shouldn't blame the boy. But help him instead. So she keeps him caged, as the physician suggested. If only that was the end of it.
The nursing maids ignored the strict instructions, to release the cage at regular intervals. Keeping it locked, not just overnight, but for prolonged periods. Releasing only when wiping him clean, with no hope for an erection. Certainly not with his limp manhood staying clutched within a dominant fist. Makes you realize your insignificance, if you can't even push past a feeble girly fist. And the rare times he managed to spurt through the clutch, they surely made him.. No, I don't like to dwell on it. The maids all seemed to be enjoying as well, at the strange power-reversal, toying with the irreverent hot-head who had teased them constantly till two months ago, with playful upskirtings and taunting remarks.
It was a struggle beyond belief, getting used to the metallic cold suffocate in full, any early signs of arousal. The maids letting loose their bratty sides, with constant teasing and toying, in 'accidental' nip-slips and upskirts.. Like his sudden neutering had proved a source of misguided empowerment to the lowly serving kind, taking sweet time serving his breakfast, fixing his pillows, making sure their full breasts stayed hanging, and in full view. To this day he couldn't tell, if his unmarried aunt had been ignorant, or complicit the whole while, but before gaining enough courage and command to question it all, he too had changed. His body had adapted.
The cage may have subdued erection, but not arousal, and lust eventually finds a way out. Especially at such an impressionable, spirited age. It's not that he grew incapable of an erection, but he learned to love it more, to simply leak when caged. So instead of seeding his wife, like a mature man should, he now hid and spied, as bulls of better caliber taught her the heights of pleasure. And a wife so understanding of such needs, never comes without baggage. Cuckolding wasn't his kink, but hers. She needed not just an exceptional dick, but knowing her man watched it all, for her to cream out properly. She'd keep him locked, and he shall let her roam, wild and free. That's how it started. He didn't know then, that in a span of months, Danica would grow into such a demanding dominant. But much like with the cage, the lust adapted. Leading him to the present, in the back-shed of the Brestfield Manor, bound to a decoy-queen.
The cage is gone. Yet, why doesn't it feel right?
Both of them were breathing solely through nose, and with each others warm exhale, strangely erotic as it felt against the skin, was making it more and more difficult to breath. The night's cold was getting to them, even within the shed, and adding to the discomfort was the dried up perspiration from all night. And the heat. The raw heat of the moment. The near-vacuums between the both naked forms. The rough touch of her heaving bare breasts against his hairless chest. His erect nipples poking painfully into her soft skin. The intimacy was becoming too much to bare, this being her only time to share the dark and cold, and solitude in a near-embrace with another man. A man other than Barthomius, that is. Oh Bella, what are you making me go through.. Wait.
They both froze, as they heard. A faint drunken song. Uneven footsteps, and vulgar exchanges. Someone was coming. Either clansmen, or stable-boys.
And right now, she feared more for the poor Viscount. He was about to be discovered in a humiliating state, thanks to the wicked whims of his Missus. Yet, I feel responsible.
As the chatter got louder and clearer, their breathing slowed and quieted. Both their eyes locked onto the dark-spot where the door is supposed to be. The door that wasn't locked.
"Ho ho ho, Sonny.. I've seen some parties in my time, but that was some fine collection of whores up there.."
"Right mate. I was a bit hesitant about the overtime, but boy am I glad, that I stayed back.."
"Yo stupissu'nnova bichch.. Wasn't it ye then, walkin into the wall, gawkin at em frolicking sluts.."
"Aye.. my bad.!"
"Yor luck, sonnie.. That the lords chose to laugh at you instead. Had they been sober, yor ass would be out the estate in no time.."
"I know.. But did you see tha slut? Caged n all.. Blew my sock off, Holy Father!"
"Em black-rose ye mean.. Haha. Fine catch I say. If not for the shift-change I'd still be walking the corridors, serving drinks n taking peaks of course.."
"Why don' we head up then?"
"Yo got a death-wish, Brandt?"
"Trust me, the boy guardin roofs is me good friend. There's a crack up there, a perfect peep-hole, right above the caged-whore.."
"I'd like a peek, truth be told. That was one spirited wench, to hold herself this long."
"Oh sonney, didn't you hear it?"
"What?? OH DAMN!"
THUD
That sound nearly gave the naked bondage pair a heart-attack. Elanor felt for a moment that they had kicked open the door. Klavin curled up further, into her embracing bare breasts, as his manhood shriveled up further. As they listened on, it became clear that the sound was probably someone tripping over. Someone shouted from the other side.
"Who the fuck stores canvas in the middle of walk-way?"
"Brandt. It ain't canvas. It's.. Its shiny."
"Yeah.. Ain't the insignia, that of the House of Labiet. Boy, if it's the real one, it'd pay a fortune in the black-market.."
"That's mine, old-man! I tripped over it, and almost broke my chin.. Haha, it's the luck finding me."
"You be careful with that, boy. Sell it discreet, else you'll get in trouble."
"I know, I know. I'm no miser. In fact let's take the whole thing, and sell it ourselves. Split the money between us three. That sound good?!"
"It's a nice fancy coat, sonney. All shiny!"
"Sack it quick, old man. And what were you on about..? The black-rose??"
"Oh.. She caved."
"WHAT??!"
"Yeah, didn't yo' hear that loud cheer? She dropped a key."
"The Black-Rose, you mean..?! Goddammit, move aside old man. Brandt, take us to the rooftop. I hope it ain't over so soon.."
"Haha..! Look at him run. Fine, let's."
"Slow down, sonney! Wait up.."
The running footsteps disappeared into the darkness again, and Elanor let out a deep exhale of relief, her gaze returning to the man before. Only his eyes didn't share the sentiment. He looked pissed. Really, really pissed.
And she could read his thoughts. His stare blamed only her. Rightfully so.? Maybe. Had she just played along, and sucked him just enough to keep edged.. Had she tried not going out of the way, to offend his dear Missus.. Had she for once admitted defeat, and drank the cum as told, even if just to appease the wretched Viscountess.. Then, he wouldn't be stuck with her, in such a terrible spot, destined to stamp out her ego. May be the wastrels outside stealing his clothes was the last straw, may be it woke him up, to his truly pathetic present. Reasons, reasons..
It didn't matter, for she could see in his gaze, as clear as the day. He had enough. And he intends to end it, right now. Oh, no..
His stare intensified, as the breath-rate increased. He was now exhaling forcefully to her nostrils, making it very difficult to breathe. Just give in. It doesn't have to get anymore ugly. His eyes spoke. He had a point, she knew. Only she couldn't. Now so easy, not without a fight. She wasn't built that way. The Princess of Vankenbraum, after all. She returned the pressure in kind, pushing back with her skull, though it was evident that he didn't even have to try, to counter. The current stand-still, was his choice. His mercy, to the precise. And, here it ends..
Klavin stood erect now, on his knees, straightening his spine, towering over Her Highness, as her head tilted back. Elanor's throat clenched tight on its own, as she felt most of the semen flow downwards. The core tightened, as her knees re-positioned,widening the base, allowing for better stability. Give in Nora. Why don't you just give in?
At that moment she saw in his eyes, a shift in tone. The same look she remembered in the arrogant loud-mouth, in last last week's court. The one that had rubbed her the wrong way. The look of a man, who willfully looked down. The look of disregard, even at his Queen. Elanor knew it was pointless to resist. She'd have given in happily even, had it not been for that look. But now.. Something in her make-up just wont let such things slip.
I can't match his upper body strength, even though he's just average. But, with both our hands tied, there's only so much that a torso could do. And my trained thighs could surely hold him at bay. I could choke him out, and I so want to.. But that's not an option from this posture.
Oh fuck.. Klavin leaned further, his head now towering over hers. He's reaching for a better stance. Elanor could sense him his right foot stepping sideways, far and wider, balancing himself on the left. Go for it.! The Queen had already shifted her own stance, from kneeling to genuflection. Pressing leftwards, her right-foot swiped fast, which he timely evaded by an impressive hop. She heard his muffled grunt of elation, at her predictability.
Only he failed to sense hers. The swipe was the distraction, an anticipatory flex for her next move. One he felt too late, as her soft strong knee crushed into his now exposed nether. Its a good thing the Viscountess had removed his cage, or else it'd have hurt them both. Not that the his groin pained any less. He screeched like a pig, an actual pig. It must have hurt like hell.! But now isn't the time for mercy. Elanor was aware of her major disadvantage. The rope from her behind, through the chastity belt, preventing her from standing up.
Overwhelmed by pain, his body went limp on her, which would have been a real problem, if not for her strong legs. Klavin now had his right leg extended out in parallel, very near to the floor, the bulk of his weight upon the left haunches, looking like some extreme hamstring-stretch exercise. His ball-sac dangling in between, nearly sweeping the floor. The bulk of his weight had sunk in so low, that it have an edge to the Queen, over his advantage in height. Elanor knew that she must put him in his place now, nip his remaining ego for good. Her pelvis was bound to the floorboard, so.. I must find a way, to bind his pelvis, as well. I can't afford to be merciful.
Elanor steps up her right foot next to his flopping limp thing, and pinches tight his foreskin-sheathed crown, between her two bigger toes. Reducing his inexperienced manhood a tether, binding him to the floor, evening the odds. Her eyes staring back with determination, daring him to break free, through pain. And she simply stared, and stared at his deflated self, those defeated eyes. And witnessed it die out, the spark of manhood that remained in him. In fact she felt it leak out, through pain, perhaps pleasure, from his pinched limp pecker, the cold of pre-cum drip alongside her bare feet. Is he enjoying this? Seriously?! What a piece of wretched vermin! What if I.. What if I pinched harder..
AAAAAaaaaahgrrr..!!
With his balls squished under her soft heel, penis squirming in the death-grip of her toes, still leaking, Klavin couldn't help but remember, with strange fondness.. That cautiously cruel middle-aged head-nurse, who made a point to squash his bed-ridden arousal every single time, much to the amusement of those young giggly maids.
Catherine.
The minx that molded my ardour. To such a repressive mess.
Mmmmmnphrrrrr...
His screeching warm exhale whistled past the gap of their kiss. A scream that was more recognizable a moan. Pathetic. What if I just.. Suddenly Elanor was aware, of that part of her, that could find pleasure in a well deserved suffering. Derive excitement from infliction. She did not know what to make of it. Elanor fought still, that urge to look down, on the pathetic state he clearly embraced. Such contempt would lead her to the same place as the haughty Ladyship from before. And she'd rather.. Nope. Don't judge Nora. Not that harsh. You don't know these people, not enough. It takes no effort to look down, but.. It'd be conduct unbecoming of a Queen, disgraceful to the throne of Wolkenshire. You are better than this.
Elanor found resolve debating her inner demons on Queenly conduct, as her right toe continued to noodle the penis of her subject. For the Viscount, no doubts remained. Decoy or not, this one before.. She's a Queen.
And what she giveth, one must..
Elanor felt the change in air. The level of their gaze shift. His face sinking down, their lips still in kiss, tilt. The strain on her nape, reduce. As the thick slime dribbled away, her throat relaxed. Gravity did the rest.
She may have qualms about looking down, but the Viscount had none. About gazing up, with unparalleled submission.
And Her Highness felt it bloom, finally, in that long, long night. Deep from her core, a smile of relief.
I won!
**
*
Danica remained uncharacteristically silent, as she helped the Viscount out of the gag. Surprisingly she took great care with Elanor this time, doing her best to fix her face, re-adjusting her eye-brows and fake lashes, even re-applying some of the make-up and lip-color using her own kit. The Queen never let the guard down regardless. Danica had grown really hard to read, but it didn't seem like she was concerned. It felt more like fattening up a sacrificial lamb. All this while, Lord Klavin kept struggling to apologize.
"Missus.. I'm.."
"It's okay, dear. Did you give it your best?"
Her tone remained indifferent. And he knew she felt let down.
"I did.."
"And your best, fell short of my needs?!"
There was a hint of deep anger. He couldn't reply. His couldn't even meet her eyes. Danica asked.
"How unsurprising?! You do know what I must, don't you?"
There was a moment of silence, as Elanor troubled to work out the equation between the two. The Viscount assumed a weird posture, his forehead touching the ground, balancing his form, with both wrists still bound behind, pushing his hide outwards, as if offering up to be whipped. Elanor averted her eyes, not wanting to stare at a man's behind, as the Viscountess said.
"Not this time, Cookie. I'm not going to lash you, not when you're leaking all over. You might grow a liking. Nah.. I'm opting a stroll this time."
Elanor saw genuine panic in him, as she squished the limp pecker back into the metal cage, securing with the waist-belt like before. Klavin squirmed as she strapped the belt, like it was a notch or two tighter than necessary. He was in no place to complain. Danica said.
"I'm going back to the Manor entrance. When the valet brings our carriage, I'll be leaving for the night. I may fool around a bit with the Rachetty boys once more, out of charity to buy you time, but don't count on it. You, my beloved Viscount, may find your way back to the carriage, at the earliest. And you know these games well enough now to discern, that I won't wait. Not for one moment."
"But this.. This isn't like the other times. What if the Order finds me, as such? What if I run into a servant.??"
All things considered, even the Queen was concerned for her subject. Sure he had a massive ego, and maybe he was a pain to manage. But the poor Viscount didn't deserve to be humiliated to such an extend, considering what he had been through. He was buck naked, for God's sake! Besides, this was supposed to be Elanor's exercise in subjugation. It didn't seem right, out of the three, for the Viscount emerge the most humbled and disgraced. Regardless his liking. Danica spoke again.
"Oh, quit being so dramatic! Like you running into some workmen is going to usher in the end times. Cookie, you are leaving the grounds of the filthiest sex-party of the Wolkenshire nobility! The servants are all-too-familiar, with you blue-bloods prancing around with dicks swinging. Just speak with command, they'll shut up and stay in line. Though I wouldn't recommend discovery.."
There was that devilish grin again, as the Viscountess locked eyes with the Queen.
"I mean, it's one thing for a Viscount to roam around in all his naked glory. But forget nobility, what self-respecting man would get be caught dead, flashing a dick-lock.?! Haha.. That would be too cruel a fate for our boy, don't you agree, Queenie?!"
Our boy.?! Elanor felt weird as she leaned in, and gave her a farewell kiss on her cheek.
"Haha.. That'd be cruel, no doubt. But it will teach for good, won't it Cookie.?! To not fall short, in matters of Missus.! NOW SCRAM.. I need a word alone, with Her Highness."
Elanor couldn't believe that he actually ran out into the darkness, absolutely naked, without even a face-veil. Without a single thing to shield his shame. Danica's tone turned the moment he left. Condescending as before, though she had dropped the persona of a dominant. She said.
"Keep going down this path slut, and soon you would fail to last a day without gargling on cum.."
Elanor scoffed. That's fresh cum I smell.! And not from me. Pot to the kettle, now?!
"You seem well and fine, Viscountess, all things considered. Keeping bottled up and locked, to be precise."
Her words trailed off, as Danica got too close, right up to her face, her sharp nails tracing the folds of Elanor's nether. Her eyes popped as if just realizing something.
"Oh my! You don't know yet.. Oh hehe.. So it ain't just a play, you are one virgin dumb cunt, huh..?! I thought the cage was a bit overkill, a mere prop, but.. But you are.. An actual virgin. hoho ho... Are you indebted or something, like the Black-rose from upstairs..? Is someone making you do this.? You know what, it doesn't matter.."
Elanor did not like where this was headed. Danica continued.
"Oh, God! That's hilarious. You all this time, fiddling through this cage.. Have you a clue what an actual orgasm is? Are you even aware, of an embodied orgasm. Have you known a proper multi-orgasmic high, ever..?"
It pained Elanor, more than her inexperience, that her reaction betrayed her ignorance. Not innocence, for that ship had set sail long back, but the sheer laughable ignorance. She snapped back, ineffectively.
"I've known more orgasms than that pathetic husband of yours.."
"Oh I doubt it, you vestal wench.. To think you got on my nerves, haha.. I feel pity. You don't know my Cookie. I keep him bottled, dimwit, not castrated.. While I chew on more dicks than I can count.. You aren't a natural submissive, you just play along. But don't be fooled by these petty ego clashes.. You aren't a dominant either. Hard to break, surely, but maybe it ain't as much fortitude. Maybe, it just means you are malleable. And I mean infinitely malleable.!"
"The fundamental point of a dom, or a sub, is knowing where you belong. Your worth, your place. Having a limiting principle. Being neither, you lack the sense for an actual limit. I mean sensing one's limits, despite the fog of licentious cravings. What I smell on you, knows no such concept, I'm afraid. If you slip up, let go, the descent would be endless. Depravity with out bounds. And much like me, your arrogance take it on unfettered, throwing caution to wind. Take this to heart, do not ever unlock that chastity of yours, not to the bestial urges lurking within. For once you taste, and I mean truly associate, insatiable pleasure with reducing yourself.. To a disposable cum-rag..."



Elanor needn't be told the rest.
"Oh, dear Queenie, there won't be a ride back."
There was a sense of satisfaction in her voice, as Danica finished the thought.
Elanor stared back, her eyes telling with intent.
Perhaps.. But tonight, I won.
And none of your mockful concerns are taking it away from me.
The Viscountess smirked, as if saying.
We'll see.
With Danica gone, Elanor was back to the torment of her inner voice. What she said a moment ago, what she meant.. Am I risking things too far? I hate that wench. Elanor couldn't be sure how long she spend going back and forth deliberating, but a sudden call surely helped snap her out.
"Highness.. You're hiding out here.?"
That voice, the Rachetty kid.
Fred. Where is Billet? What's he doing here??
Her panic must have been quite evident, making him say.
"Oh, don't be so dramatic, Queenie. I ain't here to brand your ass. How are you feeling?"
He walked around throwing an orange between his hands, as she answered.
"I'm feeling alright. Is the party done."
"It's winding down. Not for you though. Ready for round two.?"
He knelt down by her side, tearing open the fruit, as the Queen looked at him puzzled.
"You don't do this sort of thing often, do you? The upper floor winds things up early. With most of them returning to their chambers, barring the few freaks who can go on all-night. But you couldn't be satisfied by the upper floor, right? You managed to make yourself the common-whore.. Haha.."
He put a slice of orange between her lips. It tasted weird, probably because of the lasting tang of cum. He continued.
"You managed to piss of another one, I heard. A lady this time. Why do you have to be such a pain, Queenie.?! She said, that apparently you hate seeding. Probably why you keep your pussy all locked up she said. That witch was furious.."
Well, that's the task, dimwit. Survive the night. And don't get yourself seeded. Not that you'd understand. Elanor looked away disparagingly.
"I bet I can seed your pussy.."
Her gaze locked with his. What are you on about.?
Anghhhh..
Elanor felt it, as her knees slipped up at the delicate touch, losing face in front of the hot-head. It was his rough touch, his finger-tip, grazing past her pussy lips, through the narrow gap of her chastity device. It wasn't wide enough to accommodate his finger, yet, she felt it churn her loins, as something slipped past her nether lips, nudge into her sacred cleft.
What did you just do?
"Oh oh..! Did I just seed your pussy?"
"What was that?!"
With a vindictive grin, he said, waving another slice of the orange before her eyes.
"Could it be such a slice? Citrus seeds count, right..? Did you just get seeded, Great Chaste.?!"
This imbecile.. But hey, technically speaking.. Oh God, did this idiot just cost me my task?!
Stuffing half the fruit between her teeth, he leaned in and whispered.
"Don't fret Queenie, it's just a satsuma. Now, you ready for round two??"
**
*
Bellatrix woke up from a very strange dream. A dream, which felt more like revisiting a sweet memory. She must have been seven then, the time she became privy to the idea of adoption. All the kids around her had strange early memories, of concepts like mom and dad. And every now and then, a popular young kid will go missing. Father Benedictus will tell later on, that All-father had blessed the child with a new family. The older kids will tell her, it was an adoption. It happened mostly with younger ones. It wasn't rare for the older adopted ones, especially the troublemakers, to be returned soon after. What is 'adoption'? Little Bella knew the word, she knew the adults don't like saying that word out loud. But she had no idea what that word meant, until that day.
She peeked through the window creek, along with her friends, at Father Benedictus talking with a young couple. The wife looked so beautiful, like an actual angel. Like mom, she thought. A few feet from the adults, sitting on the ground in his own world, was the five year old Yobin playing with his doll.
"You think they are here to adopt?"
The kids whispered among themselves. Bella looked around, clueless how to act.
"That Yobin is a little devil! Who wants to bet, he's beck here in three weeks.."
What is adoption? Bella looked around. Why would they discard him, if adopted?
"He won't be back, you idiot.!"
Said one of the elder kids.
"Why not?"
"I heard the nuns talking. They aren't here to adopt. They are here to reclaim."
"What's that?"
"Yobin's father is apparently from the Bromwelt family. They are nobility?"
"Nobelitty.. What's that?"
"Shut up, you dim-wit. You mean, Yobin isn't an orphan?"
What's an orphan? Bella looked around, wide eyed.
"If you are born to a noble, even when orphaned the estate has provisions to reclaim, if they know of you. Something about protecting the bloodline.. They'll take him in, give him fruits and sweets. Even his own room. He'll get a new home."
Home?!
"Ho ho.. Lucky Yobin! At least he wouldn't have to grow up being called a bastard.."
Bastrid.. Hehe.. She said bastrid.!
Soon little Bella will learn the answers to all her queries but one. Why had she been fated so? A pain that will continue to haunt her, the more she matured. Despite the upbringing, the fatherly care of Benedictus, Bella had largely remained agnostic in her views of the divine. It wasn't that she found the notion of God preposterous, against the harshities of life. Rather she found the whole divine benevolence a bit exaggerated. It seemed as if some things were even beyond god. Things of causality, things of luck, even fate. She deeply believed that the Gods from abode, even the All-father had his limits. That's the only way she could justify him leaving her to the fate devoid of parental care. The only way she could forgive him.
In the years followed two things became clear to Bellatrix. Two foundational promises to herself. She'll see to it, that no child of hers come cursed with such a fate. Even if dead itself stole her away from them. That she'll see to it that the man to bed her, comes from an affluent estate. She never blamed her parents for what they destined upon her, not once. But she was determined to not repeat their apparent mistakes. And yet..
Squirming half-awake, Bella struggled to open her eyes.
Am I fated, benevolent All-father, to repeat the errs of my unknown parents? Am I to add to the cycle, of the unfortunate Agrafenas before.. To be taken advantage of, and beget bastard after bastard.?!
"Hey, you alright.??"
Who's that? Everything appeared blurred to her squinted eyes.
"You were murmuring in the sleep.. There's hot coffee by the bed-side. Take a few sips when awake. You'll feel much better."
I know that voice. As the man walked away, Bella managed to curl up to her left. The bed felt nice. Like a soft cuddly hug. Ahh!! My head feel so heavy, so.. dizzy. Leaning into the plush pillow, she managed to take a few sips.
Oh! That felt so good! Not just the warmth, but the weight.. It just lifted half the weight right away. Bella drank it in full, and began to feel much better. It still felt a bit like a foggy dream, as she looked around. There was a man by the table, writing with a large quill.
"General.?!"
"Feeling well? You got lucky, Deminica. That Fenich found you, when doing his usual rounds. That kid is a creature of habit."
Deminica? Oh right, that's me. Bella looked at Tarquin, puzzled. .
"Fenich?"
Still busy with his quill, Tarquin replied.
"You've met Fenich, my trusted aid. That, and my lapel pin. It probably warded off the rest, from getting handsy."
Things became clearer to Bella, though not completely. The General's aid must have found her passed out, in the orgy hall. And her wearing the lapel pin probably stopped men from making advances, even with her laying incapacitated. It's not like they were lacking in whores to go around. Did I just get lucky.? But.. But why did I faint in the first place.??
"Did you.." God, this headache.. Bella asked again, rubbing her forehead.
"My drink.. Was it you, who had me drugged?"
"Drugged.?!" That was genuine surprise in his voice.
"I thought you researched your clients well, Deminica. We don't drug the entertainment. Why would we, when we are paying them handsomely.? It isn't like we are going against consent. Besides, incapacitation defeats the purpose of natural dominance. Even the hawkish members of the Order knows, how weak it reflects on them, if you have to resort to drugs. Whether it s for sake of arousal or compliance. But.."
Tarquin stopped himself from saying the rest. It wasn't just the members that attended these parties, but potential donors and sympathizers. It isn't a stretch, for one of them to try spiking some drinks. But why though? With a room full of willing women..
"How are you feeling, otherwise?"
Bella still had a hard time concentrating. His initial explanation made sense to her, and it was Tarquin. She trusted him, for some odd reason. It feels really, really cold.
"Can I have another glass?" The numbness of the drug hadn't completely disappeared, so it didn't occur to her that she was casually chatting up to an actual General, as if they were equals.
"Coffee.? Shall I tell Fenich to warm up the kettle.? You better get dressed up."
Tarquin sounded the small bell by his side.
Dress up? It was only then she noticed that she had been naked this whole while, wrapped in thick fur blanket. It added to her shock, but her body remained numb, responseless. Like there was a delay in processing speed. All she could manage was coil up further. Tarquin remained silent for a while. But he soon felt like some explanation was warranted.
"They say you knocked over a mead jar, as you collapsed. You were completely drenched when Fenich found you. The maids were afraid of you getting sick, so. There must be a new dress, by the bedside. I'm not sure of the fit, but.."
Tarquin stopped as he felt the feeble hands hug him from behind.
"Deminica..?"
"Yes my General." Her replied girlishly, sounding sleepy.
"What are you doing?"
"I don't need the coffee for warmth. Just your hug will do."
As she hugged on tight, her small bare breasts got squished into his back. It felt good.
Bella. what are you doing.?
"Deminica. Go back to bed. You probably drank a bit much, and.. Just sleep it off."
"Apologies sire. I thought you ringed for more coffee."
It was Fenich, by the door, with a fresh kettle. There was a practiced warmth to his voice, fitting an experienced house-keep, acting as if a naked woman bear-hugging his Master was something of a norm. Tarquin said.
"Keep it by the table.."
As Fenich left the room, Tarquin got back to writing. He didn't mind the girl hugging on to his back. She weighed next to nothing, on his formidable shoulders, and..
And he was beginning to like her warmth. Much like Bella, who slipped back into sleep in no time.
There was something to his warmth. It felt like home.
**
*
"You alright, Cookie?"
Danica asked as the naked Viscount dipped his face into her massive breasts. He wasn't in his usual spirited self.
"Nothing.. Its just.. I failed you, didn't I, Missus?"
"That you did, dear. But it's fine. I know you put up a good fight. Did it hurt?"
He didn't answer. Danica looked out the carriage window, and noticed they were hardly half-way through. She knew that she had been tough on Klavin lately, unfairly so at times. Like earlier tonight, asking him to make it to the carriage in bondage, running nude through the Manor grounds, without being spotted. That was too risky, Danica.! Well, it was fun, and he sure deserved the punishment. But, that was playing with fire.
"You didn't answer, Cookie. Did it hurt?"
"I saw stars, Missus! Even cried a little. The bitch showed no mercy, kneeing my balls. It was hell!"
"Hmm.. Hmm. Is that why you came all over her foot?"
"Missus.. Ouch."
"Quiet!"
Klavin bit into his hand, as she continued to twist his nipple. Aww.. Look at you squirm.
"Missus, you promised."
"Yeah, I know. The cuck-cage. I'll unlock it before you drop me off."
"Drop off.?? You aren't coming home tonight?"
Danica looked away from him. Oh, he's not going to like this.
"I can't. I promised Sir Melvis I'd drop by."
"Melvis! That idiot? But I was hoping to spend time with.."
"How dare you speak ill of our baby's father?!"
Her instant fury gave him a pause. Wait.?
"You mean, you sure he is the.."
Klavin's confused panic diffused as her anger turned to a mockful grin. She didn't want to, but the smile just wouldn't fade.
"Him, or Delvin. You know its hard with the twins. How do you always tell them apart? They are your cousins after all."
"Distant cousins. We don't speak of that part of the family.."
"Except when it suits your funding prospects."
"One time, Danica! Accompany me to a dinner, that's all I asked. And you just.."
Klavin slid away to the other end of the seat in indignation, as the Lady kept sniggering.
"Oh dear. You shouldn't be surprised by my dining habits.. Haha.. You like it locked, and I love mine spread wide, and pounded. Deep, like a real man would! What happened to my sweet cucky, always cheering on from his closet.?!"
"Because.." The Viscount explained for the umpteenth time.
"You went and got knocked up in the exact two months I was away. Do you really think the others wouldn't notice.? Even the Queen herself.."
"Oh shut it with the Queen already! You had your shot at revenge, and then what..?"
They both sat around in silence for a while, with holding each others hand in the middle, the fingers interlocking. It was a funny image, of a long horizontal seat. With an extremely hairless disgruntled naked man perched up on one side, his thick beard and shiny pelvic-cage adding to the contrast. And a relatively well-dressed Viscountess on the other side, pouting the other way. Joined together in the middle by a firm grasp, which either refused to let go. What a strange bond we have.?! Klavin was the first to speak.
"You sure you are due in six.? Can't you hold it inside for two more months..?!" Klavin joked, in the absurdist way that always got her. Slowly leaning over to his shoulder, Danica exhaled.
"Oh, forget timing. I'd be worried of it coming out with curly blonde hair."
"Curly blonde?! The cousins are both brown.."
"Jammie.." She said, as she closed the gap swiftly, before he could think, squishing her lips onto his, dousing him in the pleasure of a kiss he had been dying for all night. Klavin gave in to the tongue, as his mind wandered. Jammie..?! Jammie who? Must be her nick-name for the twins. Wait, curly blonde.? Jameson, the coachman.?! As in the very same person who's sitting upfront?? Danica..!!
His muffled scream of displeasure made her kiss more deeply, forcefully, leaving him absolutely out of breath as she broke away. With that disarming smile back in her eyes, the Viscountess said.
"You know my sickness, you knew what you were marrying into. You know well, husband, that every night my legs remain spread for your taking. If you'd rather lock yourself up, and watch as some brute pounds it out off me, that's on you. But I can't help it, I grew up distorted. Denied and discarded for too long, I'm helpless.. I really am. I can play this pompous dom to your liking all night, but at the end.. I'm up for grabs, sweetie. For anyone bull enough to bring the bitch out of me.."
I know, I know.. Klavin nodded.
"I'm not regretting this, you minx.. Just.. Be careful, alright.?"
They kept cuddling each other for a while, as Klavin wondered what to do about the coachman. And I haven't known him for long, to rely on discretion. He needs a proper leash.
"What were you talking with that clansman afterwards?"
Danica looked at him surprised. How did he know? Was he watching over me, the whole time? Lazily taking out her long blunt silver Kanzashi hair-pin, Danica let her hair fall. Extending him a silk scarf, she said stern yet seductively.
"Why don't you go down and clean me good, while I tell.."
Oh, the Missus is back, huh? Klavin complied, and knelt, as she slid the gown to the sides, exposing her hairy messy groin. The musk of multiple men filled the closed carriage, and Klavin immediately hold his breath. Playfully toying with the Kanzashi-pin along her tongue, she said.
"Go on. Be gentle.."
Klavin began to sensually wiping the soft cloth alongside her under-thighs, as he had always helped clean when she had had enough fun. Danica said.
"That clan-kid, Billet. A nice young man, unlike that Maxim.. Very polite, even as he.. Hehe.. Well, apparently that bitch decoy-queen is the General's property. As in, full domestication."
Klavin looked up, still wiping.
"I didn't know Sir Tarquin was into that sort of thing.."
"Okay, may be not Tarquin. But the bitch is definitely property. And Billet is assigned to oversee her 'punishment'.. And he's a straight arrow, so I made a wager. A bet!"
"Let me guess.. You want him to give her a a proper lashing, for your husband's honor.."
"Cookie, your 'honor' still may be all over her feet. Shall we return, and make you lick clean?? Besides, she might enjoy a lashing."
The tongue-tied Viscount focused on her messy pubic garden, as Danica spoke.
"She didn't just humiliate you. She was openly mocking me, through your pathetic failure. And I.. Cookie, you know how I feel about sluts trying to out-bitch me.. So I made a bet, and gave him my silver ring.!"
"Our wedding ring..?!!"
"No you poor thing, the other one. Quite the wager for a herdsman. All he has to do, is make her drink cum, on her on volition. A spoonful will do, but she must ask for it. Beg for it. If he succeeds, he gets to keep the ring. If not, he must return it.."
"Hahahaheheh.."
Klavin rolled back on to the floor, unable to contain laughter.
"You silly woman.! You gave him the silver ring, the kind that could buy him a stallion, on nothing but a word, that he'll keep to his end of the wager.. Just taking him upon his word.?! I love your impulsivity, dear, but sometimes you are just so.."
He managed to stop himself from finishing, as her face changed.
"Husband, I said he was different. A straight arrow. Besides I made him swear on his clan's honor. I could have forced the cum down her throat, but that won't do.. I want that bitch crumbling, from within. I want her to feel, to taste failure. How he does it, is up to him. But I want her begging, pleading to be fed cum, by the time they are done. I don't care for the silver, I did this for us..!"
The Viscount couldn't help but share.
"I don't think that's going to work.."
"You know what I think? That silk scarf is annoyingly smooth. I'm craving something rougher, like that thick beard of yours, nuzzling into my folds. Why don't you dive right in, tongue first.?"
Klavin knew he should have pushed her. He froze up, staring at the nether folds of his beloved, especially at the shine of the thick white pearl about to drip out. Sniggering, she twisted the knife.
"Billie-boy left quite the load I presume. No need for etiquette. Come on pup, dive in."
"Danica.."
"Mmm..Hnmm.."
"Missus, please.."
Kissing the Kanzashi needle alongside its length, lubricating it with her saliva, Danica gave the ultimatum.
"Either I feel your tongue up my pee-hole, or you'll get to feel real good, up yours. Sounds good?!



Klavin had the antithesis of an erection, for as much as his caged dick-ling shriveled up further at her suggestion, it only made him leak more. As his tongue dove in swallowing pride and disgust, like he did every time, a long loud feminine moan filled his soul.
At least, his Missus was happy.
"Anghhhaaaaarrrhhhhhh...!!"
More than happy.
**
*
"So, Lady Deminica.. Passing out in orgies and waking up without a shred of shame? That the usual, or was tonight something special?"
Bella blushed as she blew into the coffee before sipping in.
"Well.. Only as usual as the Knight in Armour choosing to let the naked maiden rest, untouched. Does that clear the doubt?"
This was the third kettle that night. The one before had grown cold by the time she woke up again. She felt sorry for Fenich. She wasn't feeling completely herself, but the drink surely was helping.
"Hmm.. I get the allure of flirting in half-truths all night, but.. I have a feeling you'd rather appreciate the real."
"The real..?!"
"Deminica..! Tell me something, beyond this 'construct'? Some thing more than skin-deep.."
"That you could kiss me right now, and not an ounce of me would care for consent.."
What the.. Bella, what did you just say?
"That was.. Well, that was real, alright.."
"Would you like if I.."
"NO.. ... Nope."
There was a definitiveness to her tone.
"Hahahehe.."
Tarquin sat back, laughing hilariously.
"Well I did request something real. Reality is complex, contradictory even. Isn't the tension of both, that makes it worthwhile, after all.?? Why not..?"
Pull yourself together, Bella.!
"I did tell you. I'm merely the keeper of girls, sire. I shepherd them, I don't graze myself."
"Hahaha... That's.. That is such a rehearsed line. You don't graze yourself, portraying your lot as sheep. As harmless preys, making us all, what..? The predators. Did you come up with that line. Back to the constructs, are we?"
"Why do you keep saying that? 'Construct'..??"
"Imagine my role in here. The Order of Swords have no lack of enemies, across the six Kingdoms and within the organization. Internal enemies include the radical impulsive ones with no proper long-term vision, and the cunning political players who wants my chair at any cost. What would you do, to cull the weed, if you were in my spot?"
Where is he going with this?
"Well, for one, I'd have met personally each key member, and discussed the agenda for the year in detail, and well in advance, so when we meet, most of us are on the same page. Then in the meeting, we'll play it down, and let the radicals have their moment. Lecturing the hall, letting all their dark impulses peek out. Then we throw the most irresistible party in the Kingdom, with the decoy-queens themselves tending to all their needs. Doused in strong mead, letting them taste and spill secrets to each other. Because we know.. We have always known, the best wars are won without spilling a single drop of your own blood."
Bella looked at him puzzled.
"Well, you may not realize it, Deminica.. But it is highly likely that a few out there in the hall are spies. It could be in the serving staff, an odd door boy or two, may be one of the donors attending. It could very well be one of the decoy-queens you brought in. Covert agents from espionage wings of Calthea, Wolkenshire, even Vankenbraum. So me and my trusted circle will sit back, and let the ardent misogynists spill out all their heroic plans, right into the ears of the espionage wing, and let them cull the weed for us. The espionage wing thinks its only one privy to the wisdom, if you feed them, you lead them. We risk an occasional hit, but so long it has been working extremely well. The Order didn't survive this long, without a reason."
"Are you calling me a liar?"
"No, I'm telling you considering the rule of the game, it's only fair you hold the most real, right against your chest. And consider everything else as a construct. A device, a tool. It doesn't matter who put it on the board. If you know the game well, it's yours to play with.. This is no secret, Demura. The espionage wing knows this. We have been dancing back and forth for years now."
You mean, all this clock and dagger. This role-play and sneaking around, had been for nothing.. That's not what frustrated her. But the sense of being caught, even if he kept his words vague. Was it all a lie?
"Are you calling me a construct?"
"No, I'm telling you, that I sensed something real. Earlier when I was an inch away from your.. heat. I'm telling you I don't care for constructs. If anything, I'm asking to be let in. To share what it is you are dying to share, the moment you saw something in me. If you could sense the same in me, that is.. I could so kiss you right now, and waiting this long isn't my norm. I simply take. Yet you say, you'd rather it not be. Why?"
"Because my child deserves a father. I don't want it being the product of impulse. I've grown up alongside impulsive mistakes, to know better. And it's not all me.. It's you. You are nothing like what I heard, about the head misogynist of an out-dated cult. When you were mentioning King Bard, earlier today.. You were.."
Bellatrix struggled to put into words, she seemed obviously overwhelmed by emotion.
"How do I say this..? I don't know how you ended up in this place, Lordship. But I see a good man, deep down. This is my fertile window, I'd hate to be the one to come out bearing your child, claiming inheritance. I'd hate to be the bitch, to actually taint womanhood for you, much like the rest of the order."
"Well, I admire your candor Deminica.."
"I'm not Deminica"
Sshhhhh... Bella felt his index finger shush her lips.
"You don't have to disclose. I'll respect your wish, go rest up. When you wake up, just ring the bell. Fenich will see to it, that you reaches home safely. Now I must.."
"Don't leave.."
Bella grabbed on to his forearm without thinking. Tarqin said, smiling.
"You deserve better, love. You've shared your dreams. And I know I could never measure up."
"I don't understand.."
"I have slept with countless women, and not once had to deal with pregnancy. Which I thought was my luck, for the longest time. Then we tried for a kid, my wife and I, for six long years, before dissolving the marriage. She lives happily now, with two little ones, with the Earl of Lasstit. I'm the issue. I can't father a child."
"That's a shame. You'd have made such a good one. But.."
"But?!"
Bellatrix could see the chaos in her mind settling to a pattern, without any effort. She remembered the poor Queen, fated to a life of solitude, of self-enforced chastity. She saw the dangers of denying oneself the simple pleasures, the basic drives. It outgrowing your will, into strange aesthetics that are indiscernible from the grotesque. Bella realized she was not nearly gifted enough to weather such storms on her own, unlike the Great Chaste. Her hand had been resting by his lap for a while, and now she could feel the pulsating warmth of his hardening member. She had seen so many manhoods, ever since the Queen, yet.. It's my first time, feeling one against the skin. Struggling to temper his erection, Tarquin asked her again.
"But what, love.?!"
Bellatrix smiled, her first heart-felt one in a while.
"But, my Lord.. That doesn't call for me missing out on a real man. To make a woman out of me, guilt-free."
A woman out of.. You're a virgin.?! Tarquin's eyes widened as she dropped the blanket. It wasn't that Bella had forgotten her Queen, more like she had a better sense of her limits. She had done her part, and now it's between the Queen and her fate. She knew that wasn't entirely true, or responsible, but that lasting numbness of the drug made sure she didn't delve into it any further. Besides, she was feeling for the first time, the animalistic appreciative male gaze, for the first time in her life. There was a significant difference in their age, which made Tarquin truly marvel at the youthfulness, evident in just her skin.
It wasn't a flesh molded to the beauty standards of the upper echelons, the body-type of every other courtesan which he was increasingly getting disenchanted with. This one had a functional build, lean and supple, with small, round breast-mounds, with just enough of a firm bounce, a streamlined waist lacking any serious fat, and a natural nether bush. And she smelled good. Not of expensive make-up, of perfumes, but of the healthy, salty sweat, of a woman, itching to be bred. Is it my staring, that caused her whole body to flush? Goosebumps on a cleavage, wow! Is she ashamed, haha..? Wait, wait you.. Should I be doing this, for her sake. I'm old enough to be her.. As she dove into an embrace, of immense hunger, the General tried one last time.
"Oh, dear. But, I must leave by daybreak, in an hour most."
Her smile was evident, as she whispered.
"Then we better not waste another moment quibbling, my Lord.!"
**
*
Elanor let her head hang freely, her hair about to be undone, uneven strands irritatingly drooping down, partially blocking her vision. It was a miracle that the hairdo stayed intact this long, considering the night she just had. What a task, Bella! It couldn't have been more intense, nor could I be more impressed. Tired, but heartily content. The Queen could see it for herself, that it wasn't just a post-hoc rationalization. There was something in the smile she saw, in the reflection right beneath.
It was hard to make out, but the definitive curve of her lips was clear enough, in the face that looked back up at her, from the large bowl carefully placed between her thighs by one thoughtful Fred, to prevent secretions from seeping into the floorboard. So now she had a better account of all the dicks she savored, all the cum that got sprayed onto her elated face, her goosefleshed breasts, the loads and loads she nearly swallowed only to give them a rare display of cum-fountain bubbling out her lips, dripping alongside her chin, through the cleavage, past the belly button, and dribble onto the silver bowl placed right between her now bruised knees. Minor injuries weren't a bother for the experienced swordsmaid, and given the night, she may very well cherish it as a badge of honor.
She had always wondered about the daily toil of men in combat, day-in day-out, straining and sweating, not having a break to have a change of clothes, let alone to wash up. Would it be as irritating as I feel now? With all the dried sweat, and scent and sperm, layers and layers of it, itch and irk your skin with constant stickiness. Its a pain, but one could definitely get used to it. Given the rewards, that is..
Elanor was kneeling at the middle of a large spacious outhouse, reserved for storage of tools and such. She was taken there, to avoid disturbing the nobility with all the noises of an animated crowd. It was a decision made by Billet, much like many others through out the night, that the Queen increasingly began to appreciate. Any time the men overstep, or she felt overwhelmed, he'd step up. He also made sure Fred stayed in line, but the hot-head seemed more than satisfied later on, with merely marring her skin in ink. Well, it wasn't like he hadn't plenty to enjoy by just watching. Is there something I could have done without.??
Well there was the constant rattling, going like..
nnrrrrrr..... nnrrrrrr..... nnrrrrrr.....
Every time her head got into a groove, bobbing alongside a penis in a proper deep-throat, which she tried her best to quiet down. It was her own fault trying to do right by all her promises. Going out on a task as Demura meant that she was to stay true to Demura's word, including the ones that had nothing to do with Bellatrix, or the task at hand. For instance, her wager from the previous month, when that arrogant scoundrel had tricked her into defeat, in the dojo. The unfortunate sword-fighting ordeal. According to which she was to not only keep herself free of any body hair, but keep his Lhasan pendent with her as a sign of defeat. Since that bronze cylinder was unusually large for a pendent, her only option was to hide it within her elaborate braided hair-bun. The only thing she overlooked, is that annoying rattling noise it made, every time her head got shaken back and forth. Though over time she grew to love the rhythm it provided to her performance. And the rest barely noticed it, with all the hooting and cheering from the crowd around.
What else could I have done without.??
Bella didn't have to think much. The slappings. It never became too overbearing or hurtful, and if anything it helped wake her up then and again, from losing to the pleasure, but overall she wasn't a fan. I hope it doesn't swell up in a day. Shouldn't have acted enthusiastic when they began slapping semi hard-ons to my cheeks. What were you thinking, Nora?! Well, it was fun to please them, but they took it as me loving the slaps.
There may have been a good fifteen minutes, of slapping around. From light taps, to taunting pushes, to loud full palms.. There was even a mean backhand or two. Oh, those hurt! Like blindingly.. Numbingly for a good few moments. Why didn't you yell stop? Why didn't you shout back? Or were you, as they joked, too lost being a pain-slut? She couldn't tell. It's all a blur now.
The big man was right though. Ratchetties do know how to slap around. Not a visible injury, though I'm pretty sure the face looks a couple shades redder now. Lasting blush, they joked. Well, why would I lie? It did feel good, this strange constant tingling on the both cheeks. Like its alive, and pulsing. Truly.. Every inch, each pore.
There were tears, lots of it. Tears of relief, a testament to her endurance. From pushing the gag-reflex to its absolute limit. And I did cry, I remember. At some point, when the hair-pulling started. Was it the pain?? I doubt it. It felt more pleasurable than anything so far. Well, pleasure is a strange characterization. Not the blissful kind, not when it was running full. When they were running me, at full. No, it's not mere pleasure. More like, feeling alive. The deepest physical sensation, of my entire adult life. Engaged, in all my being, kept on the very edge. Like a single moment, made to stretch, forever and ever, deeper and deeper. Made to live, to the fullest.
There was pain, oh yes! Those cursed lashes to my bum. Full hands, ball sacks, unbuckled belts.. Even a whip at some point. Yeah the pain, how could I forget.? Then again, how could one keep track, of it all.?! My eyes were running.. Eww.. the nose was running. It got filthy towards the end. I must look a real mess now, the mascara running wild, down my cheeks.
God, how tight did they strap that damn belt.?! I couldn't even feel my thighs. My bum still feels cold for that matter. Why did they belt me again? Elanor fondly remembered, staring at her reflection in the cum-bowl, what they termed the standing-spoon. Something that impressed her, in its sheer recreative inventiveness. They'd make her stand erect, and bind her both legs together, squished to each other really tight using thick leather belts. One by the lower shin, one by the knees, and the final one, an inch below her bum cheeks. And they'd slather her rear, and particularly the small gap between her tightly bound under-thighs, with butter for lubrication. Thus turning it into a 'pseudo fuck-hole'.
Because at the end of the day, these men really, really wanted to fuck the hell out of her. These weren't sophisticated perverts like the ones above, these were simplistic men, who couldn't care less about tickling or whipping her to orgasm. They were blissfully unaware of the refined and the grotesque, other than what came naturally. The sheer superiority of rutting. Of taming a bitch from behind. And the bitch in question having an iron-clad pussy, made no difference to there instinctual urge. And by God, were they right.?!
Elanor felt for the first time in her life, the unparalleled pleasure of pelvic pounding. She was amazed by the power some of these men, who looked malnourished and frail for the most part, managed to generate, once their nails dug into her plushy love handles. The Queen was no pain-slut, but she couldn't help but love the calloused fingers pinching her soft waistline, in the momentum of rut. She felt for the first time, a man's balls smack against her nether, her rear, as it's meant to be. Well, she lost count, frankly, of how many 'fucked' her pseudo-hole by the end of it all. And it truly played with her mind, imagining how much more pleasurable it'd actually be, to have the manhood pierce into her pussy-hole. Instead of merely edging her this peripheral humping. Rocking her pelvis surely has awakening something in her. Like an actual ball of sexual energy accumulating at her pelvic-triangle, as the pounding intensified, only to be ruined as the men came.
And came they did. Elanor didn't know still how she felt about them cumming on her body. Unlike during her blowjobs, there was a certain novelty associated with the new posture. The first one to pseudo-fuck her for instance, had such a stamina and held off for so long, that he nearly got her off, just by the constant rubbing of his erection against her peeking pussy lips. Had she not been aroused, she wouldn't have permitted such an action, for how close it came to actual copulation. But it was hard to think things through, when you are bend at hips, with three other cocks working your hands and lips.
The guy at the rear absolutely pushed her over, as he grabbed on to her hips a little too tight. The poor guy was right at the edge, and the sudden pressure on her bladder made way for all the warm soup she had been gobbling. The actual soup, no the cum cocktail. It almost felt as if her bladder burst, as hot piss shot out her pee-hole, drenching his piston, making him cum instantly. Elanor felt deeply embarrassed, for it wasn't squirting, but an actual instance of public incontinence. All the men watching cheered loudly, which only added to her disgrace. For this wasn't planned, this was her truly losing bodily control. And his cum shot off with such a force, that it got plastered all over her hanging under-boobs. Elanor had no clue at the time, how uncomfortable it is going to be, having dried sticky cum rub against the under-breasts.
Thankfully most of them 'pulled-out' before shooting the load. As if they preferred their spend over her bare torso, than leaking down her legs. Some would ignore the 'pseudo-hole' and simply hump her buttocks, the crack between the sweet-cheeks surely looked inviting enough. This was no anal, and Elanor was thankful for the chastity chain riding deep into her crack, denying access to her rear-hole. But the men was happy to simply hump her cheeks. And their ejaculate would shoot up high and land on the small of her back, like a carnal tramp-stamp.
Elanor was no fan of this amateur art workshop going upon her back-torso, as some men gathered around stroking themselves, simply to add to the puddle on her back. But Frederich seemed oddly happy the more the men came. At times she felt as if he was blowing over her back, as if to soothe her skin. Other times it felt like, he was sprinkling salt over her body, and it was rater annoying, because, while all this was happening, Elanor still had her both hands and lips occupied. Stroking and sucking had become second nature to her, as she stood the whole time, bend right-angled forward from the waist. Due to her both feet tied unreasonably close, and nothing to hold for support other than the stranger dicks, the Queen had lost all sense of balance. She had been reduced to an actual rag-doll at this point, held up merely by the mercy of the men who saw her just as a tool to polish their manhood. There was a lot of moral greys, seeped in subjugatory fantasies, but the Queen absolutely loved every moment of being at the mercy of the other. It was such a rarity for the youngest true ruling monarch.



It had all dripped down now, but at the time, that back-torso puddle was a major source of discomfort. It started of as a soothing cold along her spine, but the moment it started drying, she desperately wanted someone to wipe that off of her. The cold and sticky was a combination that got on her nerves for some reason. Thankfully, Billet stepped up again, putting an end to the new trend. So she was back to her knees, this time with both hands tied to the ankles, thighs spread out in a nice V, between which Fred placed that large bowl, for all the excess semen to dribble into.
One hell of a night, indeed. The fact that all this while she managed to stay true to the task, for the most part, only added to her sense of agency. Elanor was aware of the bet between Billet and that bitch, Danica. She even feared getting overwhelmed at some point. But thankfully the men prioritized their pleasure over her debasement. There were ways in which they could have truly pushed her, to beg to be fed cum, but.. Well, these are simple minds, and Elanor had a well-versed tongue capable of limiting their thoughts to the immediate pleasure. A tongue, by the end of the night, she had grown absolutely proud of. She wasn't a cheapside whore who learned these tricks out of necessity, nor a natural-born slut with innate seductive talents. Everything she could do, was a result of mindful training and testing. And it would be a grave sin to deny herself the proper reward, of appreciation.
It truly was a night of small victories. Be it stopping that wretched Priest Lupsink's advances at the urinal, standing up to that head-maid Madelene (more like the maid being merciful), standing your ground against that obnoxious hot-head, braving a glowing brand head-on (extremely irresponsible and foolish, now that I think).. Her personal favorite, feeding cum to a self-proclaimed dominant, and making her husband bend to my majestic will (It was largely luck), and now.. Surviving the night, without seeding my belly! (For the most part). The Queen was truly feeling a sense of accomplishment.
She won the task. She made it thorough. She actually won!
But alas.. It is tiring.
Her last customer had left the scene nearly twenty minutes ago, and Billet did hint at letting her go in half an hour or so. The morning shift for the staff had started early, and most of her 'company' had left, either to rest up, or join in on the shift. Billet himself seemed to be waiting for word from Lord Beechum, so he can catch up with the rest of the Rachetties.
The soup which they had thankfully shared all night truly helped her to keep up with the increasing demands of the task, but rest had no substitute. And for the past fifteen minutes, even with her both wrists tied to her heels, even with her spine curling up as she knelt, and the numbness creeping up her shin from prolonged sitting, she had managed to slip into sleep. The layers of drying semen all over her body, the obscene tally markings, and stench of stale secretions of all kind, had no effect on a well-deserved restfulness.
A deep, short nap. Till the door creaked again.
She didn't listen in on the conversation, than the rhythm of their back and forth, as Billet walked up with her final customer for the night. Night.?! It's dawn already, she could hear the early birds chirping. Why do you keep referring to them as 'customers'? You aren't even getting paid. As if that's the issue..
"It's the last one, Queenie. I promise."
That was Billet. The other one didn't seem too enthused seeing her present state. She could hear it in his tone, both their tones. Billet had a strange sense of respect when addressing her. May be he got impressed when she stood up to Fred. May be it was from his Chieftain making her his responsibility. Or may be he was amazed by her endurance, when most men limped away tired, having spend multiple ejaculations on her. Even covered in all the sexual muck, with her face red, eyes drooping, and brows absent, he still had a certain respect in his voice. As if he could see through all the sticky mess, the fighting spirit of hers. The other one however reacted just like Lord Klavin did, watching her face up close the first time. His words were addled with disgust, disbelief and irreverence, choosing to try out the so-called 'Best tongue south of Laudville' as a mere courtesy. Apparently his buddy wouldn't just shut up about her.
Best tongue south of Laudville.?! Elanor remembered as a blur, a short annoying man from deep into the night, yelling her praises as he sprayed a pissy-white mess across her face. The best tongue, I swear the very best.. he shouted on. She had long stopped looking at faces, but that name, and his shrilly voice.. That she remembered fine.
Elanor never looked up, though her sleepy eyes could see his confusion, reflected vaguely in the bowl below. With Billet walking away, he seemed a bit disgusted to touch her cum-coated skin. He grabbed her by the hair, and yanked her face upwards, making a moan escape her lips as the hair got undone. Her long thick auburn growth, finally unfurling into its entirety.
THUD!
The Lhasan pendent, the rattling bronze cylindrical antique Elanor had kept hidden in the braid, rolled along her shoulder and hit the ground.
"Fourteen..?!" The voice exclaimed.
What's that? I'm still a bit sleepy.
**
*
Piecing the Puzzle
"How far along, Bella?"
"Highness, you are awake..! Please rest, there 's plenty of time. I'll wake you, when we near the capitol gates."
"It isn't comfortable Bella, this bumpy terrain.."
Elanor looked out the window, at the never-ending lush vista of trees on both sides. They had left the Manor shortly after daybreak, with half the girls deciding to stay back, having found prospective clients. Washing up quick alongside the girls out in the morning cold, and racing to the carriage like teens, Elanor felt as if role-playing a simpler life that she entirely missed out on. The life of a common girl. A working girl, to be precise. Everyone had a frenzied look of sleeplessness. Everyone, except Bella. She looked well-rested, better than how she looks normally.
"What about the others?" Asked the Queen, unable to spot the four carriages that had been tailing them.
"They were headed for the decks, Highness. We parted ways about twenty minutes ago. You please rest up, you've been.. awake, all night."
Rubbing her eyes, Elanor nudged Bella with her toes, acting still like that playful common girl.
"What's with the smile.?"
What smile.?!
"I'm not smiling."
Bella shook her head, unaware of the post-coital bliss, her toothy grin that wouldn't fade off till the next noon. What's with the Queen?! I'm not smiling. Why would I be? And.. And, why aren't you? Bellatrix noticed that her eyes lacked the usual twinkle, that one constant from most of their successful outings. And last night was supposed to be the Grand Task, superseding them all. Why wouldn't she be satisfied?
Bella remembered reading up on something similar, the occasional irrational depressive state following a sexual conquest. Post-coital regret! Or was it, post-coital shame? She couldn't be sure. Shame seemed unlikely to be troubling Her Highness. Bella had seen her revel on stage, twirling to the raunchiest, rowdiest of crowds at the Desert Rose.
No, shame is no bother.
"That clansman Billet, he was being weirdly protective at times. That your doing, Bella?"
"I may have convinced him, Highness, that your well-being is in his best interest."
Bella remembered letting him know, that the decoy-queen was under the protection of General Tarquin, without uttering a word. One look at her lapel-pin, and Billet was convinced of her authority in the Manor. She had studied him from the shadows before approaching. It was obvious from his body language, that he had the most sway, after Ransford. She had also heard him tell Fred, that the Chieftain was leaving him in charge. This was a gentle beast, eager to please the Master. All Bella had to do was flash her symbol of authority, the lapel, and maintain the right degree of dominance in her tone. She couldn't tell rationalize however, why she wore the lapel pin still, having left the Manor.
There's that look again, like seething from within.
"Is everything alright, my Queen?"
There was a hint of fear in her voice. The scar of their hiatus hadn't healed completely still. This was her second chance, and messing it up was the last thing Bella wanted. Elanor said, with feigned discomfort.
"That was a bit much, Bella. I don't see how it could function without impeding my busy schedule."
"Schedule?! So it isn't about the task??" That's a huge relief...
"What about the task? I'm concerned about the last minute stunt you pulled, right before we left the Castle.."
Bella sensed that something was off in her behavior. She knew Elanor well enough by now, and more importantly she knew animal behavior. And in body language, humans aren't as much different. Something was bothering Her Highness, enough to impede the pleasure of a well-accomplished task. Yet, she's opting to not disclose. Why? Bella chose to listen on regardless. She knew Nora well, she'll eventually tell.
"I don't understand Highness. What stunt?"
"Pulling poor Jokshun in, not to mention the other three. The newly appointed subordinates of yours.."
"Highness meant the Royal Handlers?"
"Handlers, trainers, whatever you want to call those errand boys. As if one Mistress wasn't plenty. Help me understand Bella. What's the goal here?"
Bellatrix was so relieved, that it wasn't one of her actual fears. Of something going wrong when she was incapacitated. She had taken every precaution for such an instance, but still. It was her responsibility. Compared to which, handlers is picnic. She said.
"Highness those aren't my subordinates. They are your stress-busters."
What's she telling now? Elanor squinted her brows, as one of them slithered down.
"Highness, your..!!"
Elanor replied, as she caught it midway, and tried to paste it back on.
"Yeah, yeah, I know. I messed up. I shaved it, alright? My both brows..! I didn't know you were planning a fetish party themed decoy-queens. How was I supposed to.."
"Well, if you had faith in my plan.."
"Don't you dare go there.!"
Elanor threw a puffy pillow her way, as Bella dodged, laughing. Did I just talk back to the true ruling monarch?! Like we were siblings or something.. Fixing her brow, Elanor asked again.
"What do you mean my stress-buster? You wrote the rules of engagement, the Decoy protocol Handlers, or whatever? Aren't I supposed to obey them as well, form now on.?"
"No.."
"No..?!" But she just said last night.
"Of course not!"
"Then.. Then what was that whole drama about? Parading me around alongside the chambermaids, in that ridiculously translucent shift? The stupid Jezeb and his jiggle-factor..!!"
Bella suppressed her laughter. That was hilarious, watching Her Highness grow red.
"There she goes again, giggling like a dim-wit. Explain Lady!"
Elanor ordered with mock-gravitas. Bella took a deep breath, and elaborated.
"Handlers aren't meant to be mini-dominants, Highness. How do I put it.? I'm sure you are aware, there is a presence about you. A certain commanding spirit, in the moments you take charge. Like when you hold your sword, like when you berated that Viscount, like.. Like when you knocked me over in that shed. Nearly killing me with terror.!"
"Bella, I didn't mean that.."
"I understand Highness. Like I said, the Great Chaste! A presence that petrified me, on our very first meeting. Something I believed foolishly, that I got used to, with all the constant interactions. And yet, that day reminded me. Even I, am not immune to that presence, after all these months. But, that's no where near the case, for the common guardsmen, not even Tabitha. In short, when you are truly engaged with your duties, none of them would even dare glimpse your way..."
Elanor started to understand what she meant.
"So what? There's no way either of them suspecting me for.. Demura?"
"They wouldn't dare glimpse your way, Queen Elanor!"
Bella sounded offly confident. Proud even.
"Then, why the privileges? These new additions make even less sense now. Why even appoint these handlers?? And why Jezeb, Bella..?! Seriously..??"
Bella seemed for a moment like she was rationalizing a purely sadistic impulse. Jezeb was a tough sell, after all.
"Oh, Jezeb is key, I'm afraid. For keeping the rest in check. But like I said, Highness.. None of them would doubt you, not when you are in your element. They'll sense an opening, only if you are feeling down. Unenthusiastic. Particularly the days when you paste that practised smile.."
Huh.? You know about the smile.?!
"Am I that transparent?"
A certain serene vulnerability washed over her face, which made Bella feel protective. As if this soul is something to be cherished, at any cost. She felt like giving her friend a much needed hug.
"No Highness. You are deeply deceptive with emotions. We wouldn't be working such weird ways, were you so simple. But, and this is my humble opinion. My observation on that practised smile. Its a facade that suits a Princess, not the Queen of Wolkenshire. The true ruling monarch shouldn't be at the mercy of a facade. She simply lets it be. In her merriment, the courts celebrates along. In her sadness, the whole kingdom mourns..."
Elanor felt as if Bella's ideals of a Queen surpassed her own at some levels.
"Putting aside the divinity claims of certain royalties, I'm only human Bella. What if I slip up one day, despite best efforts. What if I don't feel Queenly at all? There are such days, believe me, when I feel less than nothing. What prevents the risk of them taking advantage of such a mis-step? You know my obsession with words, both given and taken. If they ask, I'm obligated to confirm.. What's stopping that.??"
Bella simply nodded, like she had wrestled this problem way back.
"You do, Highness. You skimmed the fine-print, right? If and when spotted by a handler, Demura is obligated to submit. Demura that is, not the Queen of Wolkenshire."
That just sounds like tricky wordplay. Elanor shrugged baffled.
"I don't understand.."
"You hungry, Highness??"
Bella asked, not really surprised at Eleanor's inability to spot what is right in front. Given the night she just had, her maintaining the wherewithal to ask these questions, was surprising enough. Bella pulled out a box-tray hidden under the seat.
"The finest of the breakfast specials, fresh from the ovens of Brestfield Manor!"
Thanks to Sir Glevius Tarquin. And his lovely thoughtful aid, Fenich.
"I'm famished, Bella! Famished."
It was Nora who answered, as she playfully shook her friend's shoulder, exhaling deeply. Both dove into the dishes with bare hands, paying no heed for manners or etiquette.
"But first tell me. If a handler approaches, and asks the question.. You telling me I could say no?"
"A'm tu'llin yo' 't hashnothin 't dovi'th'twaph'sh."
"Yeah yeah. Chew it down properly first, some Horse-whisperer.. Here, drink up."
Gulping down the mouthful quickly, Bella smiled sheepishly.
"So, if a handler spots me. I can still say no. What is the point of it then.?!"
"Highness you are reading it wrong. What you chose to say, be it yes or no, has nothing to do with the handler spotting you."
Elanor just stared blankly.
"Yeah, you were making more sense choking on bread, Bella! What are you saying??"
"Highness, if you are having a well productive day, at the top of your game. No one will dare come near you. Even if say, a Jezeb, approaches. You just ignore, like he doesn't exist. For he doesn't, believe me, to the true ruling monarch. In a second his knees will start shaking, and he'll be gone in the next. Now, imagine you are feeling low, on a particular day. Suppose there was a break in tasks, or Ishikawa-san couldn't make it to a training session. Suppose a grand task didn't live up to your expectations, and you started feeling low in a couple days.."
"Alright.." The Queen nodded, as her fingers searched for fruits.
"In such a case, if your schedule permits for it, or if you really wishes so, just walk around one of these 'handlers'. Jezeb is a sure-bet, but I'm certain the others won't hesitate as well.. Just hint them that you aren't yourself, and they'll be right on you. They have a pretty good idea by now what it takes to discipline you. Each of them, even Jokshun had encountered Demura in unique situations, so.."
"So I get to take my pick, when I feel like having a mini-task. A rejuvenating snack, in short. This is good."
Licking her fingers, Bella said.
"The ones that you handle at will. That is what the handler is, at the end of the day. You wouldn't be beholden to any more Masters or Mistresses. Highness, I wouldn't have you calling me the same, if not for your insistence."
"The delineation helps Bella. A rule is a rule, and hierarchy holds you answerable. Especially when its too demanding. I wouldn't engage in it, otherwise."
Bella wasn't just chatting, she was studying the Queen's responses as well. What am I missing. She is relaxed, rejuvenated and yet.. Why does her eyes lack that certain spark.? What's bothering you, my Queen?
"Still Bella, don't you think it's a bit much. The Cross of Absheil to Jezeb..?!"
"Highness.. Think of Jezeb, like the role social cues plays in regulating sanity."
"Stop quoting what you read in the library scrolls.. Have of those rarely work in real time. Tell me the point, in simple terms."
Bella chuckled. She's not wrong. Most of my time was spend within the library walls, for the better part of last couple months.
"Highness, in simple terms you need a Jezeb so the rest of the handlers knows what's the limit. The handlers are supposed to discuss with each other, after every time one of them 'catches' you. Jokshun is the tamer one, everybody agrees. The same way Jezeb is the ceiling. You need a madman to remind the rst what true madness is. Its just a measure to keep the handlers in check, within themselves. Not absolutely foolproof, but I believe its a good start."
"Here, here.. I'd drink to that.."
Elanor raised her glass comically, as Bellatrix picked an orange. The carriage had cleared through the vista, now not too distant to the Capitol gates.
"How did the surveillance mission go, Head of Households.?"
"Well, it was.." Bella stopped herself for a moment. She wasn't sure of the protocol here. Obviously there is nothing wrong with telling it all to the highest seat, but she didn't want to bypass the proper channels, undercutting the Domestic Espionage. Administrative politics was a war she had no interest in waging. Maybe stick to the broad-strokes, the conclusory notes.
"Highness, I was just going over the notes from various agents. The full report will reach Commander Cyrian's table only by tomorrow morning. But here are the broadstrokes. There is a rift within the Order. The hardliners, the radicals, wanting something more dramatic, possibly aimed at fueling the tribal conflicts. The Heardsmen clan-head Rachetty was present there."
Yeah. Made quite an entrance as well.. Elanor listened on.
"Agents overheard them discussing about hideouts by the Postrum ranges.. Tabitha herself heard Lord Beechum having an argument with Tarquin.. Highness, you are staring."
"Bella, you are smiling."



"I'm not."
"Are so.. You are grinning, it's the first time me noticing your full teeth. It's odd."
"My smile isn't odd..!?"
"No, but you never smile. What's gotten into you? This is.."
"Nora may I finish..?!"
"Okay. Liar."
Bella felt oddly self-conscious. She started peeling the orange, and passed a slice to the Queen.
"So, the argument. I witnessed some of it myself. Another girl said one of Beechum's friends discussing about silver wares from Noxtran border, which I found baffling, but.. Oh, and yes. I found a secret meeting, like a war-gaming meet, with miniatures and all."
"War-gaming miniatures. How the hell do you know about.."
"I took out the wrong scrolls once. And I ended up reading it full, it was a really good scroll."
"That's it, I'm revoking your library privileges."
Elanor raised her hand for another slice. It tasted good.
"Hear this, Highness. It was Ransford Rachetty himself, and Lord Beechum, with what looked like a mock-up miniature game-planning session. They had three sets of stand-ins. One was a horse-shoe, representing the clan, as the.."
"As the Rachetty clan symbol is a horse-shoe." I should know, I nearly got branded with one. Now that I think, I vaguely remember them mentioning, camping by the Postrum bridge, and something about a temple. Was it Billet, or Ransford himself.?!
"And the other two.. Well, its funny. One was just some pebbles. Nice round ones, like pearl-white. And the final one, an orange. An actual orange, of all things.. And they had a wooden block placed, like a bridge. With SSSS scribbled on to the sand around. SSS is water right? As in, river.."
"Ow!" The Queen yelped as the carriage jerked with a road bump.
Bella looked at her puzzled, Elanor shrugged off as it was nothing. It was the chastity cge pinching her pussy lips, from the way she was sitting. With the keys back at the Castle, Elanor had no choice but to endure its irritable cold. As she adjusted her pelvis, she felt something slip again, this time within her pussy.
Oh Frederich, you imbecile! I had totally forgotten.. The orange slice he had pushed past her pussy folds way before daybreak. What was the point of that.?! Suddenly something clicked within her.
"Bella, you said one of the targets were pearly-white. Like silver, sort of."
"Yes, maybe.." Why does she look so oddly serious?
"And he silver wares. Did they mention Noxtran by name."
"That's what she reported. You want another orange.?"
"Its not orange, Bella. Its a satsuma! And they were discussing Silvarez, a disgraced Noxtran outfit. Mercenaries. Listen up.! We got to get to the Instructor Drubin now, he must be in the dojo, since its early. Quick, quick."
"But Highness, your state. Shouldn't we get to the Castle first, and.."
"There isn't time. You take one of the horses and ride up. Tell him I want his B team ready to move in thirty. I'll reach the dojo by then."
Bella looked around absolutely perplexed as the Queen signaled the coachman.
"Highness, can we talk about.."
"Bellatrix. Get going, that's an order.!"
Her voice, that unmistakable presence!
As you wish, my Queen.
**
*
Three days later.
Archminister Grinwald continued past the library hall, with quick short strides. He hadn't seen Her Highness ever since the final frame-work discussions of the Border-tribes Peace Treaty. Now he had finally been summoned. Or so he thought.
Not again..
Grinwald made no efforts to hide his displeasure, at finding Lady Agrafena instead. It had been the same for a few days now, every time he request an audience. The Great Chaste choosing to speak through notes, and by proxy. These were serious, complex policy discussions, and though he never underestimated the competence of the Head of Households, he was having a hard time communicating.
"Archminister. Please."
She gestured him to be seated. Her mood.. Something seems off. Grinwald asked, as he sat.
"The added security since the weekend.. Am I in trouble?"
"Well, Sir Grinwald. Let's say you were this close to trouble.."
As Bella sat down smiling formally, Grinwald remained cautious, for he was no stranger to a political backstabbing. What did I step into?
"There was a surveillance operation conducted last weekend, at the Brestfield Manor."
"The Order of Swords, I presume.?? Dear God! That Cyrian, and his wasteful spending.."
"Archminister, are you aware of one Ransford Rachetty? A prominent clan-head in the herdsman tribes.."
"Okay, I get it.."
Rubbing his forehead, Grinwald exhaled deeply, relieved that at least he knew now where the stab was coming from.
"Yes, I'm aware. More than aware. We shared drinks, on multiple occasions. Ever since Her Highness started focusing on the Peace Treaty, strengthening diplomatic ties with major players, Family-heads from all sides, had become a priority. I took up the Herdsman side, and.."
Bella asked, cutting him off.
"That's recent history, Sire. But you do go back, with your friendliness, correct? For at least three decades..??"
What is this, an interrogation.?! Grinwald would be furiously defensive, if not for her tone. She sounded more concerned, than cornering. Not knowing what to make of it, he said, with a strange moral conviction.
"I have no ties with the Rachetties, other than goodwill, nor any one in particular from the herdsmen tribes. I have never benefited from them, in terms of bribes or favors. Yet they have been in my prayers for the past few decades, that's for sure. I can get into the details if you really want, but at the end of the day, they have been battling injustice for a long, long time. From the neighboring tribes, and the previous administration. Blood and tears had been sacrificed on both sides, resorting to brutal quellings when things get out of hand. The balance of which, always tilted against them. I know the Great King had his reasons, and I had always admired the courage it took for certain clan-heads to fight back.. And yes, I'm an admirer of the fighting spirit. The Rachetties, were on my radar for the same reason. The present Clan-head had been a little too provocative and extreme, but their actions didn't sprout from a vacuum. This isn't something Her Highness hadn't approved, so.. What exactly are you prying for here, Lady Agrafena.?"
Bellatrix looked at him with admiration, and a hint of sadness. She calmly pulled the drawer and produced a few items. A set of bronze medallions, with the symbol of a horse-shoe embossed on it. And a few wrist bands, with silver rings sewn alongside. Both looked bloodstained.
"Two days ago the Queen's Guard had captured the Rachetty clan-head, his brethren and a few Noxtran hired-hands. Three got killed in the attempt, two of the hired hands and one clansman. Tartor from the Queen's Guard nearly lost his arm. He's undergoing treatment now."
Grinwald's eyes widened in a multitude of emotions, shock being the most evident.
"God, no! The one who got killed.. Tell me it wasn't.."
"I believe the deceased is Raimund Rachetty, half brother of the clan-head. Ransford Rachetty is locked in the dungeon cell, for now.."
Grinwald punched the wooden table in anger, then proceeded to slowly rub over his paining fist.
"This is tragic. Did Scarlin authorize this? No way. Must be that imbecile baby-face. Cyrian, you absolute fool.. I'm going to have his head!"
"Archminister, please be calm. I don't think you understand.."
Grinwald stood up furious.
"DO YOU..?? Lady Agrafena.. With all due respect, I don't think you understand how this sets back the tribal peace by five decades. There goes the Peace Treaty..!"
Bella stood up, meeting his stare with equal intensity.
"Were you supposed to meet up with the Clan-head?"
"WHO authorized this attack?"
"Archminister, WERE YOU to meet with Ransford Rachetty?"
"No I wasn't. Who authorized this violence?"
"The Queen did, Sir!"
What.?! Why would.. Why would she do that..?
Grinwald was truly shocked, he just dropped back to the seat. After all the time I spend.. WE spend, working through the negotiations.. Why would she want, to sabotage, her own dream?
"Sire, I need an answer."
"Sorry, what?"
Grinwald could see her lips move, but his ears continued to ring. Bella offered him a glass of water, and waited by the side.
"Sire, this is important. I really need you to think carefully, before answering. Last Saturday, you were scheduled to visit the Moon Temple by the Postrum ranges. Do you remember mentioning this to anyone outside your trusted circles?"
"I don't.. I don't know, I don't think so.."
"Okay. Considering your sympathy towards the herdsmen, is there any one in your personal staff, privy to your schedule, with known clan associations?"
Grinwald remained silent.
"Archminister?"
"Lady Households.. This is Wolkenshire. We don't murder our subjects for associations, or demonstrations. So if you expect my co-operation, I want you to provide one good reason, why a prominent Clan-head was arrested, alongside his brothers, leaving one of them dead, for what I could only imagine as a protest gone awry."
"They aren't charged with civil disobedience, Archminister. The charge is attempted assassination."
"Of whom.?!"
"Yours, Sire."
It surprised her that Grinwald didn't look nearly as shocked as from before. Like the thought had crossed his mind before.
"That's .. That's preposterous, Ransford would never.. I am.. We have shared bread. You sure this isn't Cyrian trying to cover his ass..?"
"I had personally verified it, Archminister. The Queen knew as well, she was worried for you. Not just how you take to it, but.. We couldn't be sure if they had contingencies planned, so.. The last three days, the tight security, burying you with paperwork. That was out of necessity."
"You.. hmm. You got something stronger.?"
Bella poured him a glass of her special stash. She had never seen him so dispirited. Grinwald said.
"I'm used to backstabbing in the political sphere, Lady Agrafena. I thought I had hardened, yet.. Are you absolutely certain.?"
"As expected the Rachetties have been extremely non-cooperative with interrogation, but we know for a fact, that at the very least, they were planning to kidnap you. They may have wanted you as a hostage, for leverage in treaty negotiations. As in, kidnap you, and accuse the other side. Since you were a prominent sympathizer, no one would blame them. This is me being generous, as none of the Rachetties expressed intend to cause you actual harm. It is possible that they weren't privy to the assassination plan, that they weren't aware the Noxtran warriors were ordered specifically to eliminate you at all cost. I believe someone up in the Order of Swords were simply using them for pawns.."
"Why?" Grinwald knew the answer, but it wasn't odd to question the obvious when confronted with mortality, even for a man as secure as him.
"Sir Grinwald, you are the only one all parties to the negotiation truly respects, even the better part of the Herdsmen population. So you see, how the Treaty could fall apart, even if you were to die naturally. Making it a political murder, gives license to all kinds of chaos, from all sides."
Grinwald took a while to process it all. He asked, trying his best to remain stoic.
"I'm aware of the level of treason involved, yet.. Can I have an audience with Her Highness? I just.."
"What do you mean, Archminister?"
"You don't know her wrath, Lady Agrafena. Chaining someone as prominent as the Rachetty clan-head, it would be the undoing of tribal peace. You may never be able to get these men, to bury the past, to sit at the same table and see eye to eye. You don't know what each of these clans have been through. And yes, he crossed a line, but.. I know its warranted but.. May be I could ask, Her Highness, for some leniency."
Bella stared at him with disbelief.
"He just tried to end you, sire. Whether he was aware of the whole thing, or not."
"You don't understand.. I'd rather not lose another friend, I've lost enough to this conflict."
Bella felt helpless, as she saw the Archminister look her way, full of hope.
"I'm afraid I can't help you there, Sir Grinwald. Ransford Rachetty is being brought to Her Highness as we speak."
**
*
Oh, Great forebears.. Where did we falter.??
The heft of the chains never diminished his resolve as the Chieftain dragged his feet. Think back, think back.. That ambush, it came out of nowhere. Who was it, that betrayed..? With only a handful clansmen, Lord Wistrom and Duke Bircham in the know, the mission was to intercept the Imperial carriage, and abduct the Archminister. The excessive weaponry of the adjoining group was a bit surprising, however Ransford chose to not question it. Noxtrans are an odd bunch. Although Grinwald himself was more sympathetic to the Herdsmen cause, his disappearance will play a key role in pressuring the Queen. For the Rachetties it'll be an obvious political win, and for the Order of Swords, a major instance of undermining the Queendom. Grinwald is a good man. He'll understand it, eventually. Ransford did not want even the slightest misstep, this being their first high-profile mission for the Order.
It was all going well, till they circled the unsuspecting carriage in the middle of the forest, a little before the Postrum bridge. Only, the best of Her Majesty's warriors were waiting for them hidden inside. Not just in the carriage, but the surrounding forest as well. It was like they knew not just of their goal, but every detail of the plan. Surrendering was the wise move, but those damn Noxtrans. They charged with vengeance. Raimond's fate was unfortunate, but the big idiot had to swing at them head-on screaming, ignoring my signal. No, no.. Don't blame the dead. His blood is on you, Ransford. He's your brother, your man. Do not blame the dead. Why did the Queen want us alive, and in one-piece..?
Contrary to the norm, even their treatment was surprisingly well, apart from the chained limbs, and isolation. When the five of the six Rachetties finally met, they were being led to the West court house, with their necks and hands locked onto pillary-planks. Ransford found it odd that they chose the West court house, which was rarely used, and looked extremely dark, with very little sunlight seeping in through the one high window. The charcoal rock walls and floor, combined with the blazing large torches by the pillars gave the chamber an eerie feel. But what held his most attention was the only individual in the room. Her singular commanding presence. Sitting in the throne, right at the end of the long chamber.
The Great Chaste herself, Elanor of Wolkenshire..!
Even a battle-weathered man like Ransford wasn't immune to the majestic beauty of the crown. She was more divine in person, than what's captured in all her portraits. And he felt it, despite all the hatred in his heart. Darkly divine, like a forbidden idol. She even looked way thinner than her portraits. With that frilly, regal high neck, puffy yet wavy sleeves which made her arms look unrealistically long, and that waist.! How does this woman still maintain the narrow waist-line of a late teen.?!
That whole black costume, with its golden intricate embroidery, the way it reflected those giant flaming torches from both sides.. With her face look even smaller, between that strangely thick and luscious hairdo. She looked closer to eighteen now, more than ever. That decoy-cow from the other night had nothing over the original. Well, maybe a lubricious throat. But I'd settle for this majestic presence any day. Is this bewitchment, at its finest.?! If not for his utter hatred for everything she represents, he'd have knelt down and sang praises then and there.
There was a certain weight, a certain glide to her movements, deliberately slow and imposing despite the relatively smaller frame. She spoke with a mature, weathered tone, that was commanding in its core, yet soft and feminine by the edges. He expected her to sound much softer, his mind still lost in the girlish screams of the harlot from the weekend. So much expressed in a single word.
"Charges.?"
The guardsman read out loud.
"Conspiring against the Queendom.! Assaulting the Queen's men. And attempting to abduct the highest governing official in the ministry. The accused. Ransford Rachetty, the Clan-head and Chieftain of the Northern Herdsmen. He was captured, along with his four brothers, while attempting to abduct, injure and or kill, the ArchMinister of the Imperial Court, Sir Grinwald . Due to the nature of the offence.."
"That's bullshit.. We were cornered, provoked and attacked! We were acting in self-defense. This whole trial is a fabrication.." Ransford yelled interrupting the procedure. Why are we in the West Court.? Where's the rest of the Royal Court?! What sort of hearing is this?
"That's enough..!" The Queen said, her voice louder than both the men. Wow! Was she truly this regal? Calm and composed, with such inflection?? Or was the room an architectural marvel, much like most Wolkenshire Castles, with the Queen's throne placed at the right spot, such that her voice echoed the most?! Either way it was working. They both stopped talking.
"Leave us, guards. There isn't much in between, that sensible heads can't come to a peaceful output on."
This was all extremely confusing to the Chieftain. Peaceful output.?! What's her play? She had their heads at her feet, with all evidence on her side, and yet she wants to talk?! What am I missing..? The guardsmen led the rest of the Rachetties out of the court, and the door closed behind. Ransford hoped he could gain his masculine natural upper-hand, once alone with the Queen. But no. He felt in his core, that he was the prey in the chamber, trapped in front of the circling monster.
With his head and hands stuck in the pillary-plank, facing the approaching Queen, he said with all the confidence one can muster while kneeling.
"You may take my head, and cleanse my bloodline. But know this Queen, you'll only be pouring fuel into the flames you worked so well to pacify.. The unwavering enmity among the clans will be my lasting legacy. And I'm sure the Order would find it useful too..!!"
"The Order?! So you are admitting their involvement. That a confession? Hmm.." The Queen sniffled, as the Chieftain struggled for a proper response.
"I don't think many of your people would take kindly to knowing, that you attacked Archminister Grinwald, a known supporter. I mean, its a daring attempt, and it's one thing to spin later on, had you been successful, but.. To get captured and humiliated..?! You do know what awaits you legally, right..?"
Looking away disparagingly, he said.
"Do your worst, you Puppet Queen. I've more than enough bastards along the mountain-side to take upon my vengeance. The Rachetty bloodline will be back to its glory in a few years, even with us all gone. So bring down the hell, we ain't.. we ain't afraid of spilling blood."
Ransford got increasingly breathless, as emotions got the better of him. To make it worse, the Queen spoke as if his ramblings were empty threats.
"Poor Chieftain, there are far worse things than hell, on this God's green realm. Listen.. Can't you hear the people cheering outside.? What do you think that is??"
Ransford listened intently. He had heard it walking down the corridor, but he mistook it for the wind. But now, it sounded more like cheering throngs gathered outside. Cheering, oddly, in his native dialect. God, they are cheering for me.. Did they amass here demanding my release.?! Well, that ought to teach the Queen her place..



"That my fellow men? Are those cheers, for the Rachetties?! You do look worried my Queen."
In fact, she didn't. Elanor exhaled, as if disappointed. Is this really the intimidating alpha from the other night.??
"You simple, simple man. You think I'd let it leak, that the Chieftain himself got arrested, at a botched mission, in a humiliating defeat.? They are cheering, not for what you did. But for what you are about to. See, while you were busy plotting against a poor old soul, my trusted spies spread a rumor among tribesmen, camping in various parts of the Capitol. You know this Ransford, as much as they cheer your crusade against the Royal family, what they truly want, is an opportunity at a good, decent existence. Open trade, surplus food, and a decent living standard. It is an open secret, that most your people are fed up. Just like the other tribesmen. They know they have spilled enough blood to quench the forebear's rage. Have you a clue how dissatisfied your own people were, at your utter refusal to even attend the bi-lateral talks, unlike the other two tribal chiefs.??"
Where is she going with this? Ransford was getting more and more confused.
"See Ransford, I spread a rumor amongst your men, that you have come to the Castle, on your own, to be a part of the negotiations between the tribes. To facilitate at least a peaceful open-trade between the various clans. Your followers below are cheering for just that. All you have to do is, walk in with a smile, and sign the agreement. There is no compulsion, you can site all your concerns, debate it out for hours, if not days. I'm sure you are of sound mind, we kept you well-fed for that same reason. And we will amend the terms, right at the table. This is a good thing for your people. I hope you will be open to it."
Ransford made fists as his anger fumed. He spat back, raging with red.
"Like hell.! This ain't one of your fairy tales, Princess.! The feud between clans are far older than the the hatred I have for your kind. Spare me the persuasion, and end this misery. Your misery. I'll die knowing that the last thing I did was to spit on your hope. Haha.."
Elanor waited out for his cackling to die out. There was a strangely deep resolve in her eyes. Like she had seen it through, all his moves, even the ones of desperation.
"Hmm.. I was hoping it wouldn't come to this..."
She chuckled suddenly, quite out of character. To think that I almost yearned for his..
"Oh, who am I fooling..?! I was hoping you'd never learn. And you did not surprise..! For what you had in mind, for a great man who meant your people just good. For what you nearly did, to the finest political mind of my court, a dear friend at that..! I should have your head on a pike, right alongside those wretched vermin you call brothers, but.."
There was an intense rightful anger in her stare, that burned off all his mental defense. But why..? Why is she being so bizarrely lenient with me? Why grant me an audience, at all.? Ransford too deeply regretted by now, involving the hired-hands at Lord Beechem's behest. For he had planned to kidnap the Archminister, and hold his life for leverage at the most. He never would have put his life in actual danger.
Even though she hid it well, Elanor was also in conflict. He deserved no less than death, she knew. Yet, she was indebted to him. The whole of Wolkenshire was, for her stupidity that nearly lead to the royal visage getting branded. Her gratitude for his timely gesture, was surely weighing upon her judgements. But he can't know that. No one can.. Elanor spoke.
"I'll never grant you the release of death, or a lifetime trapped in shackles. I won't let the idea, nor the existence of you turn into martyrdom, fueling only further hatred. Besides, I find you plenty useful alive and compliant.."
Where is she going with this.? Ransford squinted his eyes, as the Queen spoke.
"Chieftain Rachetty, if you can't play along.. I'll just proceed without the herdsmen, relocating your funds to the other tribes. I'm sure the other family heads will find the riches persuasive enough. The other two chieftains are waiting at the East-wing now, and I'll simply proceed without you. The herdsmen will have to suffer a bit longer as the rest prospers, but if it's fated, so be it. And you.. Ransford Rachetty, the Fierce One! No one will harm a hair on you. You and your men will leave, with no signs of struggle or bodily harm. I have no intention of letting your temporary idiocy ruin what I had worked on all year, alongside faithful well-meaning men. You will be set free, after I have concluded the bilateral talks. To the welcoming arms of people, both yours and mine, praising you for your exemplary heroism. Your true bravery.."
What bravery.?! What's she crafting now?
"THE GREAT SERVICE, you did for your Kingdom, despite it's ill-treatment of your kin. Still clueless..?? News will spread soon, that although the talks fell apart, the Queen is eternally grateful to you, for thwarting the abduction attempt of the Archminister, by radical rebels. The Noxtran hired-hands, the same ones who had accompanied you, will be produced to the public. They'd be too broken in flesh and spirit, to utter a word, surely.. Grinwald himself will thank your people, for your bravery that saved his life. He'll sell it well, believe me. You will be hailed as the one who saved the Great Grinwald. The same for your overbearing deceased brother. Your people and the rest will rejoice, uniting in your praise. And what's in it for me.? Well, for one, it will forever diminish you in the eyes of the Order. As a back-stabbing weasel. Not only failing at their mission, but doing me a favor. How long do you suppose, before the next Noxtran hired-hand comes for you.?"
You deceptive spinstress..?!! Ransford looked up in disbelief.
"No, you wouldn't..!!" His voice broke up, failing to sound threatening. Elanor smirked, ignoring him.
"That's not it. Right now, your brothers are blaming bad luck. Not that bright a bunch, are they? Well, soon my men will plant enough doubts in them, that in no time they'll be convinced, not only that there's a traitor among them. Someone who spied on them for me."
"Oh, there was a traitor alright! I should have known, that you'd send spies to that party. Who spilled the beans? Was it Beechum? He was too drunk and loud, and went through multiple bitches, but.. Oh no! I know who it was..!"
Ransford stopped himself from speaking, as he remembered the night. Him telling Billet, of the plans, the locations. And remembering that frail harlot kneeling by his feet. That domesticated pet.! That chastity wench, its her, it has to be.. The day I find her, oh God! She's going to wish had I stopped with the brand. He had made up his mind about the decoy-queen, now he had to survive the wrath of the actual Queen. Elanor didn't know what he meant, but she continued on.
"You may know the traitor, but not your brothers.. Like I said, not the brightest bunch there. And I'll make sure they believe, that it was your youngest brother, the traitor. Gerome Rachetty, right..? The only learned one, amongst the Rachetties. The pride of your eye, forever deemed a traitor by his brethren..! And a target for the Order. You think I wouldn't..?! Do you.?"
Ransford helplessly looked up, as the Queen finally stopped before him, gazing down with her spine erect, resting her palm gently right next to his face, putting the slightest weight upon the pillary-plank, and thereby his left shoulder. It was a strangely subdued gesture, remaining respectful given the circumstances, yet undeniably, predatorily exerting dominance. The slightest weight of her petite palm, dug into his shoulders, reminding him his place next to the Queen. One that of surrender and compliance. Every alpha instinct in him bowing to her presence. Slaving to his Queen. Did I just call her, my Queen..?!
Sensing his change of heart, Elanor continued.
"Good. So here's what we'll do. You'll walk with me, and greet your fellow chieftains here for the bilateral talks. Raise all your genuine concerns, I'm aware of the injustices done on both sides.. Whatever agreement you come to, I wouldn't interfere. But I'd remind now, that the unrestricted trade and peace between the tribes, is the key to ensuring this suffering doesn't repeat. And you are this close to.. Ransford, you are this close, to making your people smile. Do not waste it. No one knows of the abduction plans, and no one has to. Right now, you have the most sway at the table, and they'll be more than happy to accommodate even your unreasonable terms. They could use some peace too."
"And for your youngest, Gerome. A promising student of law. Well, as a sign of gratitude, Sir Grinwald will be taking him under his wing. And let's not pretend, he'll be a glorified hostage. So I can make sure, you wouldn't play foul. Most importantly, you will inform your contact in the Order of Swords, that you had to improvise. That when you found the Minister as planned , he was already being attacked by the rebels, with my guards closing in. You'll convince him that you decided to pivot the strategy, fought them off, and in exchange got your young brother a position right within the Palace, so he can be a spy on behalf of the Order. They'll be annoyed at first, but will soon come around."
"Are you out of your.. No one will believe me!"
Elanor smiled inside, at his shift in tone. He was yelling, but calmly, respectfully.
"It's a tough sell, I admit. But you'd be amazed at what you can sell, with your life on the line. Ransford, you'll convince them. For if you fail, the Order will take care of your bloodline, and they'll do the Queenship a favor by absolving us of the responsibility. Do not mistake my aversion of cruelty, for ineptitude. I'll watch you bleed each other out, and wont shed a tear, believe you me.!"
I.. I never expected her to be this cold. The clan-head found himself in a tight spot, as she continued. But.. But to lie.. To my brothers.?! The Chieftain asked.
"Are you asking me to lie to my people, my trusted benefactors within the Order, my blood brethren? Are you asking me to cower and deceive, just to save my skin? To spare me the embarrassment.? To save my little boy, for this conspiracy of yours."
"Am I asking.?!"
Elanor gently brushed her left palm along the wooden panel, the pillary-plank, until it reached right below his jaw. He felt the edge of her nail draw a line across the bare neck, then finally, the index finger dig in under his chin. She said, calm and indifferent.
"This is Queen Elanor. The Great Chaste to you.. She never asks."
As her nail dug into his skin, Ransford felt the blood drain from his face. His throat ran dry, and his palms perspired. In obedience, he raised himself, stretching his spine, tipping on the knees, his compliant eyes deep set in the Queen's gaze. He could not breathe. This is no Puppet Queen. If anything, he was the puppet, dancing at her fingertip.
His body had a visceral reaction. He literally felt his penis shrivel up under the foreskin, further back inwards, along with his shrinking ball-sack. And the most disturbing of all, he felt his anus pucker in, almost fearful. If he had a tail, it would have rolled up as well. He remembered the first and only time it had occurred before, on his first deployment, in an army campfire. On hearing horror stories of orcan deviants defiling captured soldiers for time-pass, especially the terrible ones about molestation. And years later, he felt as if the Queen, of all people, could violate him in ways he couldn't imagine. Is she even human?
In that moment, he felt less than a eunuch. He didn't feel any anger at the Queen for doing this to him. Because, at the end of it all, she wasn't doing anything. She was just being. This was the natural order revealing itself, as far as he knew. The same order that made him the alpha amongst his kin. Making them comply with his each whim. She was doing the same. Simply making him realize his worth. His place, so to speak.
Shriveling up, fearing for the basal sanctity. Again, it didn't make sense. But he could only listen to his body now. He could only repeat in his mind, what she just said.
This is your Queen. She never asks.
Is that a smile forming? Will she be merciful, to me? The Queen continued.
"If anything, she provides. In her benevolence, she giveth. And in her fury.."
Elanor saw it in his eyes, the affect of her innate power. Him responding unbeknownst, his dry tongue mouthing behind his teeth, as his lips trembled. His answer made her smile, made a dark deep corner of her soul grin rather, as she confirmed it vocally.
In benevolence I give. And in fury..
"I take.!"
**
*
To Quench
"Hurry up, you! Let me off this thing before I faint."
Bellatrix rushed to her Queen, closing the chamber doors. As her fingers unfastened the ultra thin-waisted corset underneath, Elanor's ribs relaxed, pushing off the rest of the it, nearly tearing the fabric. This was Bella's way of differentiating between the Queen and Demura, at least in the eyes of the very few who had seen them both upclose, like the Rachetty Chief. Her way of leaving no doubt, that the plump promiscuous decoy from the other night, was poles apart from the lean, mean Majesty. Despite the obvious likeness.
With the Queen so adamant about confronting the Chieftain herself, in person and at close proximity, Bella had to resort to all the tricks in her book, and then some. Changing venues to the underused, hardly-lit West Court was the first step. Next came the costume.
The thin-waisted corset was a pain, to squish all of her midriff into, but proved well worth the effort. Elanor literally had to tip-toe for the most part, which inadvertently helped give her a dramatic weight. The Queen had put on some significant fat the last month, mainly around her hips. The full sleeve long puff bottomed black costume did a great job hiding her form, especially against the flaming torches and darkness. But what really sold the mirage of this lean, tight-waisted beauty, was the vertical golden embroidery lines, emphasizing her height visually.
As Bella struggled to remove the many bindings, her fingers kept trembling. She wished she hadn't watched it all from the corner, as the Queen put the bound Chieftain in his place. Apart from the legends about her one-true love, and her unparalleled intellect, (which had always sounded a bit too propagandized to digest) Bellatrix never had an opportunity to truly watch the Queen in her essence. With regards to that infamous controlled wrath of hers, that is. Well, apart from the time in the barn in the middle of grasslands, where she almost died from the death stare, that is. The mention of which was enough to drive her veins cold. Objectively though, this her first-time witnessing Elanor truly on fire. And she was terrified.
Because what she saw in there, was no way the person who half-heartedly complied to all tasks, for all these months. She expected a reluctant Queen, shackled by customs, obliged to comply. But no. This was a woman, whose whisper made the world comply.
It was terrifying glimpse.
The more she learned of the enormity of the beast she was meant to tame, the more she was having second thoughts. The only reason Bella still stuck around was, somewhere she truly wished to help that woman, who once believed in her uniqueness, believed that she could attain even the impossible. Bellatrix had for long forgotten her dreams and desires. Now she worked only to help her Queen navigate the dangerous waters of untamed carnality.
And watching her today, she had no more doubts, on how the Queen managed to keep this raw thirst in check, for so long under such pressure. The woman had fire in her breath. The stuff of legends. She wasn't slaving her chastity to a forgone fate in the name of dogma, she was willing herself instead. The reason for which could be illusive, irrational even. But the underlying fortitude was beyond flesh and blood. She had no doubt now, had the Queen willed so, even Bella herself would be scared stiff, to ever entertain her own carnal side. She could will me into chastity, and I might just comply. Not knowing why.
Elanor asked, finding her Mistress offly quiet.
"Three days is enough of a gap, to reflect upon the task. Don't you think Bella?"
Bellatrix nodded, as she unfastened the back-strings.
"The lack of an incident doesn't make it all okay. The den, of the Order of Swords..?! That was too much of a risk.. Foolishly so."
Bella shook her head in the reflection.
"Highness, I had done my homework. I was absolutely sure that no one will pay you any attention. Well, there will be a lot of attention, but not on your personhood. You'll be just the help, an object of convenience. And of course, exploitation."
That was true. No one saw her as anything but a poser, all through the night.
"But I had to look in the eyes, Bella! There were even the nobility of Wolkenshire, regulars from my very court. You know the names, from Cyrian's report. Including General Tarquin, the leader. He knows me, he had been next to me a number of times, the royal wedding for one! You were truly pushing it this time.!!"
Bella couldn't help but leak a smile at his mention, which the Queen surely noticed. What was that.?! Mistress replied.
"If the orthodox means were fruitful, we wouldn't resort to this risk, as you put it. Highness, it's not recklessness, nor dumb-luck. It's calculated risk. You may not have noticed, but our men were there as well, posing as the coach-men for the ladies. Men who had spend years undercover, for the Domestic Espionage."
So not just the herdsmen who hate, but the guardsmen who had sworn to protect, had emptied on to my face.. Hopefully, not before me turning an unrecognizable mess.. Elanor didn't know whether to feel proud, or ashamed. For once, she was proving to be a Queen, deeply in touch with her guardsmen. Even though the touch was concerningly carnal.
"So.. Risk is going to remain a constant, in all tasks from now. Is it?"
"Unfortunately yes, my Queen. It's quite evident by now that to you, risk in itself, is a unique sexual-trigger. It wasn't my wish, it's just how your body responds. So.. Highness, your word is final. We can turn around this instant, to much tamer measures. But honestly.. That would be a retreat, and it shall prove unending. I ask of you, to have.."
Bella stopped herself mid-thought. Taking a moment to think, to rephrase.
"No, I can't put this on you. This will be the last time me asking, my Queen, but ask I must. I'll stay by your side regardless, but the answer will truly set the course from now. Forget Mistress.. Forget Demura, and all her shades, her needs. Just us both here. Me and Nora, so answer freely. Do you trust me?"
That was the question. Elanor took a deep, audible breath.
"I want to Bella.. I really do, but.. Believe me, I trust you the most. A lot more now, than what it used to be weeks ago. It takes time, for the kind of trust that's truly worth. Yes, its slow. But we're getting there."
Bella stepped back, freeing the knots completely, the gown falling by the hips, along with the corset, with her Queen's naked back coming to view.
"Highness, you failed the task, didn't you?"
She noticed Elanor in the reflection, shutting her eyes tight, as if to block a memory so deeply unpleasant. Bella still hadn't a clear picture of the incidents later into the night. She had become incapacitated, and felt responsible for not overseeing. Elanor exhaled, and retorted.



"Fail..?! Well, so did you, Bella. Clearly.."
Quite clearly, as Bellatrix wondered how to correct what's blatantly staring her way. Something her presence, her intervention could have easily prevented. It was the bare back-torso of her Queen. Or rather, what remained on it, from the eventful night. This is tricky. Like, truly tricky..
Watching her Mistress squirm in the reflection, did bring a certain smile to the Queen. But Elanor was equally concerned about the state of her skin, for it appeared anything but unblemished. That cursed cretin of a Rachetty.. Frederich. Fred..!
"Oh, hell.. What idiot did this..?"
Bellatrix rubbed her fingers over it, examining it properly for the first time. She had managed to get rid of the tally marks over the last two days, but never had a chance to inspect the back. Since it stayed covered for the most part, Elanor had been putting it off as well.
"Bella, tell me the good news. There is one, right..?!"
"Yes, Highness, yes.. But it will.. It'll take a while, unless we.. I mean, how in the world did this happen..?"
Hearing the marks on her skin wasn't permanent truly calmed the Queen, but only Bella knew how tricky it was going to be. Still, from where she stood, how the lamps lit up the bare behind, there was a beauty to it. What was it, by god?! She wondered.
What is was, was the memory of a near-bestial orgy. Something that would color the royal wet-dreams for the next two months and more. The one of a kind rutting marathon, that managed to leave its center-piece walk away, with her chastity untainted. When they had been pseudo-fucking the Queen, through the gap between the tightly bound thighs, most of the men chose to pull out, and spray their load over the bare-back. Massive splatters, rope after rope, jetting out, reaching upto her shoulder blades at times. It gave a spark to Fred, who was looking for a time-pass more devious, with the novelty of tally marks worn out by then. So he went and got the raw ink powder, the concentrated stuff, which they usually mixed with water to make the body-paint.
Elanor remembered the tingly feeling from the night, like her back-torso was getting salted every time someone came all over. It was actually Fred sprinkling the raw ink-powder over the fresh coat of ejaculate, dying the pattern of lust directly on to her skin. And he did it again, and again, finding new ways of drawing on to her bare-back, as man after man marked territory in semen. Dripping, dribbling, pouring ropes, of spraying white beads.. The sticky warmth, and the annoying wiggly cooling sensation of the still drying layers.. It didn't matter. For the ink captured it all, the texture of it, like a truly intricate abstract tattoo. Countless black freckles on her smooth white back, like that amorphous pattern on a polished marble-floor, like a swarm of flies dancing to the flames of the forbidden.
It truly looked beautiful, like the work of a veteran ink-artist. As beautiful as two-dozen cum-splatters can be, to be honest. But well.. With so much of beauty tied to the beholder's gaze, neither Bella nor her Queen could deny its certain allure. Turning around, checking it in the reflection, Elanor didn't even feel disgusted, at what it reminded her going through.
Well, I didn't just go through. I took part. Gladly.
Relished each drop, as my men did, spewing.
True. She was the one riding, hand in hand with the men, who helped sail the waves of pleasure. Though none of them ever saw her as anything more than a whore. A fact that had been increasingly turning a sexual-trigger in itself, much to her chagrin.
"You sure you can get rid off this, Bella.?? Or should I call in Royal physician??"
My Queen, you can't show this to the physician..Bella wiped her sweaty forehead.
"I can Highness.. I'm positive."
Bella recognized the ink, from the distinct smell. Back in the days as a ranch-hand, one of her duties was marking the horses meant for market. Making the ink-solution, and drawing assigned numbers on to the light coat of fur. Good times. I miss them. She remembered it taking days, if not weeks, for the raw ink to wash off properly. Even faded, getting rid of the faint stain will be a pain, especially from such fair, smooth skin. The original ink washed off relatively easily. Then again the original ink was a lot of water and a pinch of powder. This was the raw ink. Also it was meant for a horse coat, the fur, and not actual human skin.
Her own failure to prevent it from happening in the first place, truly put the onus back on Bella. The events of the latter night was still largely a mystery to her. Was it the drinks, or did someone actually drug me.? Who? And if not for Tarquin, what would have become of me..?
Tarquin.. Shall I write to him.?
The memory made her smile again, the uncharacteristic slip, which didn't go unnoticed. Elanor chose to not enquire, for she knew if it was important, her friend would surely disclose.
Friend?! Well, she is. My closest friend, to date.
Just as she turned, with her back at a particular angle to the mirror, the light hitting it just right, the Queen felt her eyes adjust, noticing a specific pattern within the concentration of the black dots behind, the abstract tattoo of her back becoming evident in an instant.
It looked like an attempt by a five-year old, to write on sand a word he had just learned. Three letters, written across her back, smudged and smeared by sweat and cum from all night long, making it difficult to spot at first, yet there it was. A short precise description, what you'd expect from an uneducated buffoon like Frederich to spell.
H
O
R
Drawn vertically, in sprinkled ink powder. The name they had called her all night, evident even when spelled laughably wrong. It said, WHORE.
There was a brief moment when the truthfulness of the word hit her, as Elanor realized in a sense that's what she was exactly doing, for the very men she'd sworn to protect. The very men who sought her debasement, deep within their hearts. A wish she had inadvertently fulfilled. Bella noticed it too. It was hard to unsee, once spotted.
That was Fred's revenge. Marking the decoy-Queen as whore, right on her bare back, not just with ink, but in thick coats of semen. Did he think it up, or was he just going with the flow? Of pure perversity, that is. She didn't know whether to be impressed, or repulsed.
Sensing her discomfort, Bella swiftly changed the topic.
"Highness, I'm so confused still. How did you decipher it the other day? That the target was in fact the Archminister.."
Jumping at the chance, Elanor explained with pride.
"Well, that. That wasn't me.. That was mostly you, Bella. I just got lucky with the final piece."
"How so? I mean, I get you deciphering the Noxtran hired-hands, the Silvarez warriors. And the Rachetty game-plan.. SSSS means river, and you had heard them mention Postrum bridge. The white pebbles for Silvarez, the horse-shoe for Rachetties, that all is clear.. But what of the orange? How did you make out the target from that.?!"
"It was the orange that did it, Bella. And the mention of a temple.. I had known for a long time, of the Archminister's visits to the Moon temple, which is situated by the Postrum ranges."
"Still, Highness.. It was a long shot. I can't believe Sir Grinwald got this close to serious danger. That was some luck!"
Elanor turned around, and said.
"It wasn't luck, Bella. It was you, and the rest of the girls doing a fine job, with the surveillance mission. Who knew you had an eye for such things.! And as for luck, that orange..? That's was their arrogance coming to bite back."
"I don't understand."
"The reason they chose orange, in the game-plan, to represent Grinwald.. It was an off-color joke. Cruel and distasteful. But it helped.. See, Grinwald doesn't come from a scholarly family. He is only partially blue-blood. His family had the biggest orchard in Wolkenshire, quite famous for their oranges. Him being quite fat and full as a kid, they used to bully him, calling Little Orange."
You call that bullying.?! These bluebloods haven't a clue! They wont make it through a day in the market square. Bella said.
"Still a long shot, Highness. To connect it to the minister, from just an orange."
"Oh it wasn't an orange, Bella! It was a satsuma. Hence the cruel joke. Grinwald's greatest sorrow, is having no kids. From both marriages. So later on, men who can't win through debate, would call him behind the back, Minister Satsuma. As in, satsumas are seedless.."
Bella saw it again, the look on her Queen's face. Is she annoyed? Sure she had that unique buzz, indicative of a task well-performed, which is likely to last a fortnight. But she lacked a certain subtle joy. With this moody tranquility instead, plastered across her resting face. As if something is vexing right beneath the surface.
"Highness, is there something bothering.. You alright?"
"This again, Bella.?!"
"Ever since the night at the Manor, you seem.. I don't know, it's your eyes. It gives a certain sense of.. Rage isn't the right word, but.."
"Oh Bella, please. Is this from watching me with that Rachetty earlier?"
Elanor tried smiling, to ease her friend's worry. She's right, there were moments when I felt right on the edge.. Like wanting to twist the knife, when dealing with the Chieftain. To make him feel, like a worm beneath my toe. To not just toy, but.. Why do I feel this..? This rage, that's not entirely his fault.
"Bella, that was the heat of the moment. I didn't mean for it.. to scare you."
"Highness, you sure the other night wasn't too taxing? Did something.."
Bellatrix realized she wasn't communicating well. Elanor interjected.
"I really need some rest, Bella. The high from these tasks are great fuel, but it does burn one out at times. Let's talk later."
That wasn't Nora speaking, even though it sounded polite. That was an order from her Queen. Bella bowed and walked out, without saying another word. Getting into a clean soft shift, the Queen couldn't help but smile, knowing there were people genuinely concerned about her well-being. Not just for the throne, or the ruling monarch, but for the Princess of Vankenbraum, Nora herself. Should I send Bella on a mandatory leave? May be the new schedule is too much work for one. Ehem.. My throat. Why am I so parched still.?
Pouring herself a glass of water, and sipping slowly, her gaze locked on to the large bronze mirror. Have I gotten fat, in a month.? God, I must really get back to training. Wait..
Those eyes. Elanor saw in the reflection, what had worried Bella.
And more, she remembered having the same look, before.
***
Three days before.
Elanor had finally managed to asleep, despite her wrists tied to either ankles, despite her shins and most of the thighs comfortably numb from prolonged kneeling, and despite the sweat and all else coating her skin in a waxy mess. Her sticky under-boobs irritating the most. The cold of the silver bowl digging into her thighs, coming in a close second, though the intoxicating musk of man-batter proving less of a bother. She was not dreaming, not snoring. Simply hovering in her mind, devoid of any heft.
In deep sleep. The kind only certain satiating exhaustion could gift.
"It's the last one, Queenie..."
The voice trailed off. Was that Billet? Someone grabbed her by the hair, and yanked upwards, making a moan escape her lips as the hair got undone. Her long thick auburn growth, finally unfurling into its entirety.
THUD!
The Lhasan pendent, the rattling bronze antique Elanor had kept hidden in the braid, rolled along her shoulder and hit the ground.
"Fourteen..?!" The voice exclaimed.
What's that? Let me sleep..
Elanor looked around lazily. There was a man standing tall, right before. Billet sitting by the door, paying little attention. And a guy in weird white garbs, sitting by the right corner, scribbling something. Is that a court-painter? I thought they had all left. What's he doing here still?!
"I don't believe it. FOURTEEN.??!"
That name just snapped off all her sleep, as Elanor stared up. Her jaw clenched recognizing that smug look of superiority, mixed with elation. The swordsman who had bested her, who had tricked her by cheating. A man of superior sword-skill nonetheless. What was his name again?
"Kazian!"
"What are the odds?! That your actual face, Fourteen? That's fuck ugly, girl. Is that why you wear veil and masks.?"
Elanor couldn't tell if he was mocking, or actually confused. What the hell is he doing here?! She wasn't questioning his presence. It wasn't uncommon for noblemen to hire mercenaries, for personal protection. She had noticed stronger chokes and aggressive yankings deep into the night, of rough hands, calloused from gripping more than mere gardening tools. It made for a great night though.! She wasn't complaining. What she questioned however, was the great misfortune of him realizing it was her. The helmet had helped conceal her identity the last time, but now..
"I knew this double life would lead you to some strange places, Demura. But to stoop so low.. I'm impressed.!"
"Don't call me that!" The Queen snapped at him in a hushed tone.
"Oh, sorry. Queen, Queen... Haha.. Which one are you dressed up as?"
Is he kidding.?!
Elanor realized he wasn't. The sweat and stench, and lack of brows must be throwing him off. Even my crown got knocked over late into the night. That's a relief. Is my lipstick smudged all over.? Is my mascara running wild? God, I must look so repulsive.. That's one way to hide the identity. She quickly changed the topic.
"Are you here to just gloat.?! Do your thing, cretin.! My leg is hurting."
There's the haughty from the dojo. Hoho..!
"In a hurry, huh? I'm too. My Lord will be up by now. Just beg me for some cum, and I'll be on my way.."
"What.?"
Is this about the bet.? Elanor was confused.
"You know, Billet says if I can get you to beg, actually plead for some cum, I get to keep this big silver ring. The owner must have had some big stubby digits, because that thing is huge."
Elanor just peered into his soul angrily.
"Then Billet must have told you, that I don't swallow. Period. I mustn't seed my belly. Them's the rules of the task."
"Rules?! What task..?" Kazian chuckled.
Get a grip Nora.!
"I meant rules of the bet. I must ask for it, beg for it. Didn't you tell that yourself?"
"Yeah, yeah. I wasn't hoping you'd be easy, anyhow. And honestly, seeing your disgusting state, I've no desire to lay a finger on you either. Do you realize how bad you smell?"
She had grown too numb to notice, but his words did hurt.
"Why don't you do yourselves a favor then, and walk away?"
"Haha.. You don't like it, do you? Me spotting, that it was you. You didn't like it back then either, in the dojo.. When I figured out the feisty Fourteen was the infamous Demura. And you don't like it now, the fact that I saw through this decoy-bullshit. I appreciate you keeping your word, and carrying around my pendant. What's the deal Demura? One hand you are openly slutting out to the whole town, the other hand, you don't want a soul knowing.. You have an issue with identity, it seems. Certainly with being identified."
Elanor didn't like that he could see through her, despite her best front. Moreover she hated the way he talked down.
"Either way, you can't win. So why don't you just.."
"Oh I can win!"
Elanor scoffed. Boy, you don't know the night I had. Just get lost..
"Demura, I can make you sing. I have the leverage, to make you do much worse. But I'd settle for the bet. Just beg for cum, and get this over with.."
That's right. He thinks my identity is a worthy leverage. He doesn't know its just an alias. One of many. Fourteen, Crimson, Demura, Poppet.. God, I'm beginning to lose track. Might as well answer to any name called my way. What to do?
Elanor gave it a serious thought. On the one hand, she hadn't exactly kept her belly semen-free. There's no way she could, when people cum right down her windpipe. Yet, she had been largely successful puking it back out. It helped that the men found violent throat-fucking more fun. It would be wise to cut the loss, to just give in, letting Kazian think she's Demura and nothing more. No one else needs to know.
Then again, know what? So he tells on me to Billet. Or the entire Manor staff, so what? I won't be seeing these clowns from now, nor will they find me in Desert Rose. And I hate his face, that smug satisfaction. To hell with it, he has nothing on me. And the night is done. He isn't winning this round, and I'm leaving.
"Go ahead!"
"What?" Kazian was genuinely baffled.
"Tell them. My name, the tavern.. Tell it all. I don't care. You got nothing on me. So either rub one out all over me. Or just Fuck Off.!"
Don't be crass, Nora! Elanor was feeling pretty cocky, especially considering the long night of small wins, boosting her confidence. Luck is by my side, I shan't fail. Only Kazan didn't budge. He said.
"Oh, so you won't mind then, me calling a friend. Huh Fourteen?"
What friend? Oh no! Elanor didn't realize how quickly her eyes betrayed her thoughts.
"Oh yes.! So you haven't forgotten, my dear buddy Buch. The one who pantsed you, back in the dojo. He's right outside. And I'm sure he wouldn't mind the sorry state of yours. He's the kind of pig that loves the muck, I'm sure he'd lick you clean even. Shall we call him in? BUCH!!"
"NO!" Dammit, Nora! You cracked so quickly?! What's the matter? Elanor didn't understand why her reaction was largely a visceral one, than logical. Objectively it made no difference, one more person figuring out her alias. Its not like she risked an actual discovery. She barely looked human. But, on the other side, she did remember his friend. Buch or Birch, or whatever his name was. His lecherous leer, his annoying cackle, making her skin crawl. Why him, oh God?!
Kazian sat down on his haunches, leveling their gaze.
"I knew he'd annoy you, but I had no clue you absolutely despised him. What, you don't like short guys? Or is it the laugh, that you find despicable. I bet it's the latter. Haha.. It's alright. Just help me win this bet. Beg for my cum, and I'll be off. No one needs to know."
Elanor weighed her options. Failing to Kazian sure did hurt. But it was far preferable to facing that repulsive lowlife. Kazian leaned in ,and said.
"Let me sweeten the pot. Help me with the bet, and I'll grand you a wish. You must be butt-hurt still, about losing to me. How about a chance to beat me? What was it you said then.? Yes. One slap! Right across my face. I'll let you... How hard can a girl punch, after all?!"
"How about..?" Elanor replied, surprising him.
"How about an actual rematch? You and me. The dojo, same time. Three months from now."
Her voice had an unusual determination. As if she had decided to make the most of a bad situation, though it sounded more like digging new graves. Nora, think for a second. You are sinking deeper and deeper into..
"I want to beat you fair and square. No trickery, no cheating."
Oh, it's good to know, Fourteen. That your spirit hasn't dulled. Standing back up, Kazian said.
"Agreed. You and me. The dojo. Three months to the day. Now beg me, like a good little princess. Loud and clear."
Billet turned around, hearing Kazian whistle. Elanor couldn't bring herself to look either in the face. She kept shaking, as she yelled.



"PLEASE.. PLEASE FEED ME SOME SEMEN.!!"
Kazian extended his hand towards Billet, with a smug smile.
"One giant silver ring, please.."
Billet was amazed, though he didn't understand why she gave up now.
"That was hardly a request, Kaz.. The bet was to beg."
Elanor was fuming and shaking at the current predicament. The anger, the defeat. And the goddamn tension, every time she crossed with this unbearable egotist. Kazian looked down, disappointed.
"It'd not the words, Demura. Its the attitude. Look me in the eye, may be that will help."
Elanor closed her eyes, exhaling deeply. Get it over with, Nora. Just give it to him. You'll have your day on the bed. MAT! Dojo Mat.. You'll have your day on the mat. You'll show him how you fuck..fucking win. Stop being so crass, Nora.. Oh, shut it.!
Elanor looked up, straight into his condescending stare, and said with a shaky, yet sure voice. Careful to use the girly tone and colorful words, as per the wisdom imparted by one pervy clergyman. The quiet of the room added to the tension.
"Please Master Kazian, let this whore kiss your big bulging beast. Let this worthless cunt, sniff though your hairy balls, suck it clean of all the smegma. Let this back-alley bitch pop her lips with that massive mushroom head of yours. And when you ejaculate, let her guzzle up your cum and drain those balls, till the very last drop. Please be merciful, I beseech you."
She said it slowly, submissively. But more importantly to the cocky swordsman, it felt like she meant every word of it. Her humbled voice alone managing to tent up his pants in no time. Kazian yelled.
"Hear that, Billet? She just beseeched me. I don't even know want it means, but I'm so hard."
So was Billet. But he didn't want to trouble her anymore. She had a rough night. She need a drink. And a proper rest. Tossing Kazian the ring, he asked, sitting back down.
"That all, Kaz..?"
"Give me five. BUCH..!!!"
Elanor looked up in disbelief, as her eyes bulged. But you said.. You said.
"BUCH BOY.. BUDDY, WHERE ARE Y'.. What?"
Kazian's asked the trembling, desperate girl. There's no point arguing, Nora. He'll just make up some excuse. Ask him straight, what would it take to spare your shame.
"Tell me what it'd take, Kazian. I can't have him seeing me.."
"Oh, you are a no fun, Demura! You think Buch hasn't seen you? Don't you get it? You sucked him off good, so good, long back. And you did such a good a job, that he ran around singing your praise. What was that.."
Oh fuck! The Best Tongue south of Laudville.. That was him.?! That annoying cackle, of course.. Of course, that's why he sounded familiar. Ewww.. Did I really blow him? Buch, of all the vermin on God's green earth.?!
"You know you have to suck him off. He deserves to know, it was his dear sparring mate.."
"Not him Kazian, not like this.. He doesn't know it was me."
"And you'd like it to remain so. Hmmm.. Okay, I can settle for less. But it will cost you. Two things."
Pray tell. Elanor looked at him, pleadingly.
"The re-match. Let's raise the stakes.. How about an audience of ten.? People who knows us personally, so there is no escaping the shame of defeat. I'll bring five, and you do the same. What you say?"
"Yes..!" She nodded. It's alright, Nora. You won't lose.
To her surprise he began wiping her face clean with a spare cloth, careful with the mascara that had gotten smeared all over. Playfully smudging some onto his index finger, Kazian began drawing her eye brows. He spoke with a strangely soothing hypnotic tone, as if he actually cared.
"Fourteen, I know what you are going through.. It must be hard, having to constantly prove yourself. Being an exceptional swordsmaid. A remarkable dancer, a polite bar-maid, a solid fellatrix. A decoy-Queen, a party entertainer, for not just the nobility, but the lowest of the low. You are juggling too much Queenie.. An identity crisis, I understand. Perhaps this will help."
His finger-tip scribbled something across her forehead. It felt weirdly personal, him touching her the only place in her entire naked skin that had remained unmolested. He produced a hand-mirror, and let her have a long good look. The pale reflection gave her an intimation, of what was to come. And she felt something within, break a little.
"One mustn't be needlessly confused. You'll understand, someday. Now do this one thing, and Buch never gets to know. You ready?"
**
You shouldn't have, Kazian.
Every time she thought of that moment, she felt so irrationally furious, that she wanted to scream out into the abyss. She had been lashing out unnecessarily ever since, snapping at maids, guards, even some ministers. She didn't want the Archminister finding her so volatile, which is why she kept him away till now. That, and the tally marks taking longer to fade.
Of all the things to do, Kazian.. Now I can't afford to be merciful. I must defeat you, once and for all. I must. God...!! What's with my throat today.?!
Ignoring the glass, and etiquette, Elanor simply titled the jug over her open jaw. She checked the mirror again. To see if she had progressed beyond. Look at you gargle on, Nora.. How uncouth.!
There it is, those eyes again. Simmering with fire.
You aren't done with me, are you?
*
Elanor remembered kneeling, with her wrists tied to ankles on either side. She remembered the court painter standing right next, ready to sketch out what was about to unfold, in all its detail. Ready to immortalize back in his studio, that moment of humiliation, in classic Greccon style.
Her hastily scribbled-on brows anxiously twisted as the Queen stared up, her jaw stretched painfully wide, with a wet, wiggling tongue eagerly sticking out. As the first of the cloudy white drops made contact, for some reason Danica's vague taunts echoed in her mind.
As Kazian looked down holding a wide bowl, Elanor felt something in her break a little more. The damn silver bowl, of course.! The one that had been, for a better part of the night, collecting all the semen she spat out, and dripped off. From how copious it looked now, it couldn't have been just all semen. But that made zero difference to Kazian, as he titled the bowl, pooling up the white mixture at the edge. Spreading her knees apart for better balance, Elanor quickly took a deep lungful, as the thick white slobber dripped down. Kazian's voice boomed.
"I'm going to relish this, Fourteen. It will be sluggish. One continuous stream of man-batter. And you wouldn't waste even one drop."
So much for not seeding your belly.
She had never felt such rage, as the semen filled her mouth, and went down the pipe with each gulp. The stream hit her teeth, and splashed all around, leaking out the corners of her lips. The Queen had no aversion to swallowing, except for the rules of the task. She didn't want to give him an excuse, to make her lick clean all that got spilled. Elanor gulped on and on, right from the beginning. It was like chugging water, only denser, thicker and stale.
The effect such overwhelming musk had, gushing right against her flaring nostrils.. The way her core kept clenching, as if telling her ovaries with the plentiful seeds, to better get ready to breed. That unique sensation around her tonsils, as if being choked, but from the inside, giving no room for a proper inhale. That wiggly itch of live seeds, crawling all over the wall of her mouth, under the tongue, between gums, and down the throat. The time she spend later, rubbing and scratching her neck to no help.
And most of all, the lack of answer, as to why her tied hands kept clawing the air, making fists, yearning a release, as her pelvis desperately twerked. So much cum.. Oh, God! So much cum. It just wont stop flowing. That strange sense of your hunger fading, from chewing on the thick goo. Not to mention the disgustingly thick dredge by the very bottom. The hardest to stomach.
*
Elanor had never re-lived a moment this actively, but it was hardly a choice. All she remembered was grabbing the jug, the water hitting the back of her throat. And being swept back into the memory. She did not recall kneeling, in the safety of her royal chamber, clad in a simple shift. With her eyes locked to her own reflection, the Queen kept pouring and pouring, as water kept dribbling out the corners of her stretched lips, down her neckline, drenching the breast-piece in full and down, ruining the cashmere carpet beneath. The fabric had turned translucent, not just sticking onto her breast-curves, but making an obscene display, if anyone was to walk in.
It was clear now why her fingers kept clawing the air in desperation, back during the whole ordeal. Now no longer bound nor caged, her right middle-finger plunged right past the rapidly blushing nether lips. It felt so irrationally good, scratching the itch that was unlikely to fade. She had never leaked so fast, so copiously before. Surely the loudest squelch her pussy had made in months. And her first time ever, consciously, willingly fidgeting herself in the royal bedchamber. Staring back from the reflection was a shape she hardly recognized.
Her skin naked, marred with hand-prints of dirt and sweat, her bouncing breasts abundant in lip and teeth impressions. The nipples swollen and pinched purple, her hair an unfurled mess, a creature on its own. And her shoulders, the upper arms and chest, riddled with tally marks, scattered unevenly. The record of a well spend night, each smudged stroke representing a blissed out manly moan. Shining on her left big toe, was a thick silver ring, a marker of ownership. A reminder for the one who mastered her throat. A parting gift from a smug swordsman.
Her breath uneven, smile undecipherable. Her eyes rolled up and lost, to pure ecstasy.
Who are you even?
She knew, before the question ever fully formed. That much he did a favor, her rival, that damned Kazian. Elanor had no trouble reading to herself, his solution to an apparent identity crisis. Written across her forehead, her memory, in smudged mascara. The shortest description she'll ever need.
S L U T
Even with the ornate jug dripping its final drops, Elanor couldn't bring herself to put it down.
Why do I miss, them loads of viscous mess, dripping all over my skin.? How could I crave, the tickling texture, that suffocating musk?
Where do I go, from here?
How am I..
To quench.
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Queen Elanor of Wolkenshire, the Great Chaste, is having a hard time keeping a level head, navigating the daily politics and policies of her court, while mourning the unexpected demise of her true love, King Barthomius. Advised by the High Priest, she employs Bellatrix of Agrafena, a promising horse trainer. Bellatrix correctly identifies the key to the royal dilemma, but it involves manipulating the Queen's bodily cravings, primarily the sexual kind.
To avoid suspicion, Bellatrix is given the official title of 'Head of Households', a powerful position in its own right. Bella starts treating the 'condition' in secrecy, without violating the Queen's chastity, nor risking her anonymity. But the sheer sexual nature of the tasks waking up her inner dormant cravings, an untameable beast of true deviancy, was something no one expected.
Like any relationship, ironing out the kinks can be tedious. After a brief hiatus, the two resume treatment, with Bella making additional changes to the contract. For various reasons, Bella appoints four random servants as 'Handlers' to aid in further training of the Queen. The Handlers are under the impression that they are training a Royal body-double.
***
**
*
Conflict is Moral
"I'm simply asking you to reconsider, Highness. An internal debate between us Clerics and the Royal scholars, this weekend perhaps. I believe there's common ground. Progress, if not paced right, often does more harm than good."
The thirty-something Sister Lyanda, the Abbess of the Southern Church, made her case quite confidently. Sitting next to her was Bishop Benedictus, the High Priest, here on behalf of the Southern Church Clerics, though he remained silent for the most part. Listening intently, Elanor looked to the representative from the judiciary, Brehon Tupee.
"Your thoughts, Tupee?"
"I think it's quite clear, Her Highness, that politics and ploys aren't beneath the Southern Clerics."
As the nun's face turned red, Benedictus masked his chuckle with a cough. Though not the biggest fan of Lyanda and her tactics, the Priest couldn't let such actions undermine his kind. He was here to be a medium, a dispassionate one at that. Tupee continued.
"The Judicial wing did invite the Clerics for council, three separate times in the past, from when the original amend was first proposed, and they kept postponing. If we grant another chance, and they repeat such foxy-tactics, the coming month marks the end of the Judicial Quarter.. Meaning, the amendment will be put on hold. I expect such gamesmanship from my colleagues, but an Abbess.?!"
"That's absurd, Highness! If the Brehon has an issue with the checks and balances, then he should take it up with his superiors. They approved the rules, and the Clerics have the power to postpone."
"Not indefinitely, though." Tupee snapped back.
"That's enough." Elanor raised her finger, as both parties calmed down.
"Father Benedictus.. You've been quiet for a while."
Elanor was happy to see the High Priest, even with the ghost of their last confrontation hanging over. Benedictus smiled her way, and said.
"Highness, I'm here simply to make sure that the concern, of the faithful flock from Southern Church, finds your ear. As High Priest I must refrain from policy, and the spirited Abbess Lyanda is best suited to settle it with your Brehon. All I can say for his remarks at her 'foxy' tactics, is it takes one to know one. I hope the Brehon isn't questioning Church's authority here. He wouldn't be the first to try that."
"I don't believe he is, Father. Are you, Tupee?"
The Queen asked, as the legal-novice formulated his response.
"Uhh.. mm... Highness. His Grace Benedictus. In my understanding, the Wolkenshire Jurisprudence has well-defined roles for the Curia and Church, roles that ensure the fairest judgements across all lands of men, as witnessed by time. Gone are the days of Trial by Ordeal, though forms of ordeal still remain optional for the rare instances. Church holds rein over matters of morality, in any and all accusations, criminal and civil. Including, but not restricted to, the assumption of guilt or innocence, from state of mind.. To implications of the graphic nature, of both crime punishment, for the larger social psyche. Curia, as in the Judiciary, is concerned with balancing justice and fairness, assessment of culpability, and sufficient penalties. Barring provisions like the 'Sovereign Pardon', the tension between Church and Curia is deemed essential, for it keeps the Justice System from ossifying. That is my understanding, Highness. And I do not question the authority of the Church, nor the Clerics."
"A simple no would have sufficed, Tupee."
As the Queen remarked, Benedictus kept observing. Did she just smile? There was a certain nimbleness to her, a sense of playfulness, much like the young beauty Barthomius had introduced long back. She's really healing, isn't she? Bella's ways are actually working.
Elanor continued.
"I understand your objection by rule, Abbess, but this isn't about legality. It's about what's ultimately moral, and both parties know it. An internal debate is out of question, not this deep into the matter, not with weeks to pass the amendment. But I'm open to special provisions, so lay it out for me. What are your moral objections, to the penal amendment 220c."
Additional amends to penology. Section 220a-220h. That had been in Elanor's orbit for months now. May be even before. Though she found punishments essential, some of the wilder varieties she had witnessed growing up, including the aftermath of witch-hunts, had forever changed her outlook on the purpose of chastisement. Section 220 deals with the treatment of female culprits. The Wolkenshire Jurisprudence had always differentiated punishments for men and women, differing in its very principles, compared to the more barbaric Calthean or Noxtran laws.
In short, men are to be temporally penalized, with prolonged servitude under cruel conditions, whereas women get socially penalized, by reputation at times, with risk of losing special privileges, quicker proceedings, and way shorter sentencing. Especially when they opt some sort of shaming ritual, like say, a public flagellation. Both men and women were given public punishments, only the former had to serve time as well. Men contribute to free-labor when incarcerated, but a women's fecundity is far valued a resource to be locked away for decades.
220c, the amendment in question, severely limited the number of attendees allowed at a public punishment, given it involves severe physical, emotional and social trauma to the culprit, except for crimes of the highest degree. 220 is currently limited to just females, but Elanor had planned to extend it across board in five years. As for now, in short, it meant no more public humiliation for the female convicts.
Lyanda, the Abbess thanked for the opportunity with a not-so-polite bow, and began making her case.
"Highness, it is absurd to call it 'public punishment', if by law the attendees can't exceed half a dozen, including the guards, whippers, and the plaintiff. There's no busy street or venue in the whole of Wolkenshire, meeting such conditions. Shaming is the point of a public penalty, and under the new rules, the convict will have more shame, had she been flailed within the prison cell."
The Brehon interjected.
"I don't think you understand at all, the intended purpose of these punishments, Abbess. Evident from the very first flagellation this year, the notorious one from the Southside market square."
The Abbess raised her voice in frustration.
"The fact that you went for such an obscure anecdote shows the weakness of your position. The church has nothing to apologize for anyhow. Certainly to ones that lack a proper understanding of moral complexity. What of it, the Southside case?"
"You don't think there's any wrong.?! Nothing to apologize, for shaming a young girl of age, who got robbed, and nearly molested.?! Who approached the authorities complaining, and yet got punished.?"
Abbess scoffed.
"Well, someone has to teach her not to walk the streets unaccompanied. A girl her age ought to know, don't you think.?!"
"Safety concerns aside, that's how you teach? By caning her in the market square, to an unruly crowd.?!"
With a hard-to-hide perverse sense of pleasure, she responded.
"Her face was covered! The Clerics had amended rules for this very same reason. All the culprits now have the right to protect their identity during any public ritual. A right that could be waived for reduced sentences."
"That's not the point. The molesters were never caught."
Rolling her eyes, as if tired of dealing with a child, the Abbess explained.
"A crime was committed, Brehon! The girl admittedly lost her innocence to lust. Now we may quibble about whose lust or whose misconduct. But in the Lord's eyes, such a crime going unpunished would be the greater sin. And if it teaches the poor thing to be careful next time, can't you see the good in it?
"That's what you call justice?!"
"Tupee, your guardsmen failed to catch the molesters, that's not on the Church. We can only judge the ones we have.. This shouldn't be that hard to grasp."
The young novice was very irritated as he asked.
"Again, canning the affected party?! That's your 'judgement'?"
The Abbess now had a tone of pity.
"The girl confessed, and took responsibility. She said- 'It's on me'."
"The girl was traumatized, probably confused. Reinforcing her misguided guilt, you call that good?"
"The girl joined the convent shortly after, Tupee. And prays alongside me twice a day, so yes. I know it resulted in good."
"That's not.. Father, how am I supposed to argue with that.."
The legal novice looked to the High Priest and his Queen for some support, but both simply nodded at him, to proceed. Advocating was his job, so they were not going to interfere with the exchange, nor do it for him. Taking a deep breath, the Brohen asked again.
"What do you suppose, is the purpose of punishment, Abbess?"
Without waiting for a response, he answered himself.
"The Revised Wolkenshire Jurisprudence Codex states, that punitive measures have three foundational principles. It's for the guilty to reflect upon and regenerate. It's to grant justice to the plaintiff, in all measures, but foremost morally. And it plays the role of a social deterrent. In that order of significance."
"You are making my case, Tupee." The Abbess countered. "What serves the social deterrence, with the 'public' in public-punishment, essentially neutered?"
"May be you weren't listening, Abbess. I said, in that order of significance. The primary purpose is for the guilty to reflect, repent, and learn better. Even if it comes in conflict with the second principle. You can't simply punish endlessly, for the lust for vengeance is notoriously insatiable. Penalties have to be just. Similarly, 'social-deterrence' is an important factor, but the first principle takes precedence."
The Abbess couldn't have replied with more contempt.
"These are good arguments for your philosophy club Brehon, to impress virginal law enthusiasts perhaps. But out in the real world, the cold and dispassionate had prevailed effective for so long, for good reason. Highness, if I may.. This 220c is going to be another disaster, like your 'Brothel Registration Act' from earlier this year. Sure, the total seedy sex-working situations may have reduced, impressively so, but the number of registered, monitored brothels is on the rise. I doubt you could count that as a shining accomplishment.."
Elanor sniffled. Of course, the conflict is moral. The conflict is always moral. Especially between the moralities of the puritanical, and the libidinous neoteric. Besides such debates always reek of in-fighting. In a way it isn't wrong to construe as such. The current Judiciary grew out of early reformist sects within the Clergy. The word for Judiciary, Curia, is used synonymously with Church in other kingdoms, but the Wolkenshirians are sticklers for etymology. So the tension between Curia and Church, has its roots in the friction between the new Church and the Purists.
Elanor asked the Abbess.
"Sister Lyanda, what's bothering you? For the uninformed outsider, the 'Brothel Act' may seem pretty preposterous, but I was certain of its aims, and believe me, it's far from a disaster. Eradication isn't how you deal with the devil, for it only supplants you in his place.. For such a conclusion stems from a failure to grasp the fundamentals. The Brothel Act was meant to regulate the activity, not to demonize it. Let's not lose sight of the topic at hand. 220c. What is your primary concern?"
There was a hint of contempt ih Lyanda's eyes, and the Queen recognozed it wasn't meant just for Tupee.
"If you.. Highness, if you take away the harsh costs that are meant to deter, by fear if not strong moral clarity, then you are incentivizing bad behavior. Almost all major feminine crimes stem from lust. Premarital, extra-marital, seductions, accusative blackmail.. You name it. I'm proud of the Clerics of our Southern Church, and our ardent followers, mostly settlers from rural spots, for not losing the path, but the city is.. Highness, it might not look much, from up the ivory tower, but the city is infested with temptations for the meek."
Elanor nodded in disagreement, for she knew too much now, about the night-life in her kingdom, and various ways in which it keeps things balanced. She had personally met, by now, at least a dozen agents who moonlight as prostitutes, primarily for intelligence gathering, and that's excluding the ones working abroad as mistresses and harem-girls of influential noblemen across kingdoms. The Brehon dejected.
"That's preposterous, Highness. There is no way the Abbess's flock coming contact with the 'problematic' parts of city in normal life, for they populate entire different geographic regions. Moreover, the Church have plenty options to shape morality, with programs like 'Maidens of God', going into brothels to convince the 'misguided' souls back to the righteous path or whatnot?!"
Sister Lyanda scoffed at the mention of the program.
"I don't mind saying it in front of the High Priest himself, but his 'Godly Maidens' are a joke. Especially in light of the embarrassment of losing two of our nuns to the temptation instead. Pleading and preaching isn't how you guide back the willingly ignorant. Flailing the skin off the backs as they confess and repent. Over and over again. That's how a deviant should reflect. That's how you deter the maidens and men watching, to tread with extreme care, with the gifts that have been bestowed upon you. That's how you instill the fear of God, impress upon to their very core. Forbearance."
The High Priest was starting to look uncomfortable, not least for the criticisms, as he clearly disapproved of these views. The Brehon countered.
"Respectfully, Abbess. You are free to preach your beliefs, but most of the Church don't go so deeply puritanical as you Southern Clerics. I'm sure the High Priest himself finds your 'standards' outdated. It becomes a problem, when the preaching bleeds into law, taking form of moral policing. The most unfruitful kind, at that."
"Unfruitful?! I doubt it, Brehon. I don't think anyone for the past five years had returned to temptation, after a proper public punishment."
"Right you are, Abbess. In fact, your whippers and the jeering crowds did so good a job, that hardly any dared showing their face in public ever. They were mercilessly humiliated, with your monthly sermons, reminding the flock of their misdeeds long after things having settled, forcing them to confess out to public. I heard you call it, redemption?! Bad apples within the Clerics leaking their identities, making life in public a living hell, that most of them end up fleeing, to the remote regions of Calthea, where the weak and withered are preyed upon further."
The Abbess shook her head.
"That's preposterous. We can't be held responsible for rumors. We don't demand repeated confessions. If the society compels them to come forward and bear it out further, that's their calling. Highness, I don't understand these strange tangents your Brohen seems too keen on. Self-flagellation used to be a deep religious declaration, not so long ago."
"But not anymore, Sister Lyanda!" Elanor spoke out, as if she had heard enough.
"We stopped the practice for finding it questionable, rightfully so, in multiple cases of dubious consent. None of us have forgotten the witch-hunts. We stopped doing burnings, Abbess.. For good reason. These shamings, are just burnings of the soul. Burnt to the crisp, in most cases, the shadow and shame of which plaguing the punished for decades after trial. It's unconscionable."
"That's arguably untrue, Highness. The results tell a different tale. Harsh measures are warranted, for these are harsh truths of urban life. Most of our flocks from rural settlements are shocked, near-traumatized, even by the way these city-harlots dress up in public. Overtly, intentionally tempting out the worst. It angers them, as it should anger any true believer of All-father. From servers, to bar-maids, dance-shows and massage places, to authorized meat markets.?! I understand that business is the essence of urban life, but is everything up for sale? How else are we supposed to end such harlotry, Highness?"
Elanor, certainly impressed by the Abbess's intensity, replied.
"Are you suggesting that harlotry is an urban invention, Cleric? The oldest profession of mankind.?! I have it in good authority, that it predates our fore-bearers taming the wilderness of the Great Mounts. The proper fear of the sins of lust and blood is understandable, but I'm afraid it is as inescapable as the wars we wage. Sure I could lay the iron-fist, drive them underground, but then what.? Lose the regulatory control we currently have?! Don't you recall what happened the last time sex-trade went underground? The increase in black-markets, which became the breeding-ground for diseases, thanks to the lack of oversight. Not to mention the overall uptick in trafficking, aggression, and sexual-misconduct. Didn't the King himself fall prey to a venereal disease, caught from his mistress, who had a sudden influx in trade?!"
"No Highness, I'm simply suggesting.." The Abbess said, cutting off the Queen with a condescending smile.
"..that an issue as complex as this cannot be settled so quickly and thoughtlessly. The moral implications are huge, and as your Brehon himself said, Church holds rein over matters of morality. The Curia simply cannot deny the Church it's right to scrutinize the amendment. This requires a grand debate, between more mature and astute thinkers, unlike the novice here. Sure, 220c may get pushed, for a Judicial quarter or few. But what good would it do, to publish something so thoughtlessly conjured up into the law?"
Tupee objected.
"Thoughtlessly?! Abbess, did you even read the fine-print? Do you feel the same, Father Benedictus?"
The old man shook his head in disagreement, and said to Elanor.
"But I'm afraid the law sides with Clerics, Highness. When a dispute is invoked, the Judiciary must convene a debate, at a time of convenience such that it doesn't affect the court functioning. It will take months, if not years to settle, considering the Church has provisions to demand further reconsideration. Such are the rules, Highness."



"And a rule is a rule, I'm well aware, Father. Abbess, you didn't answer the Brohen, about the fine-print."
There was a certain twitchiness to Lyanda, like she could taste victory.
"I understand the general amendment, and its implications, Your Highness."
"But you haven't read the fine-print carefully, have you? Had you done so, this wouldn't have been your line of argument. 220c isn't a quibble between Church and Judiciary. It is an extension of the 'Sovereign Pardon'. 'Pardon' which comes under the larger powers bestowed upon the Queen Consort, called the 'Sovereign Hand', which asks of her to be the better, humane influence upon the King. In all his rulings, including the law. To advocate for the subjects, the individual, as opposed to institutions. You surely remember Abbess, the statue by the West Gate, of the great reformer Baron Charlez the Third. The same who had been tried for high-treason, unjustly so, as some argued at the time. Sir Charlez was declared guilty, yet the Queen Consort of the time granted his pardon, going against the court of her own King. A decision that was praised to the heavens in the decades followed. The limits of 'Sovereign Hand' is described in language purposefully ambiguous, so the Queen Consort may use it with discretion. To look out for the subjects, for the individual."
There's that winning smile again, she looks different as well. Benedictus observed the Queen, quite impressed. The Abbess however showed no signs of doubt.
"Highness, are you saying the amendment is an extension of 'Sovereign Hand'? That the Queen Consort had found certain punishments a bit too inhumane, regardless the crime?"
"I have read the reports, Abbess. Of the way your sadistic whippers make it a point, encouraged by you Clerics at times, to scar the poor women for life, for what was more often than not an honest misstep. Not to mention how the crowd gets riled up, hooting and hollering, as if it's some grotesque performance to clap to, even volunteering to join in. And your attempts to safe-guard the identities are questionable at best. I have given it much thought, and found the reasons, plenty and valid. Discouragement of mob-justice. Prevention of unfruitful social-ostracization. Preservation of self-worth. Self-worth isn't something unique to the innocent, the blind and the toothless. So yes, 220c will come to effect in weeks. The Southern Church Clerics will have to just live with it."
Tupee noticed that the tone had suddenly shifted, to two women of power openly going at it.
"It's all very clever, Highness. But.. I'm still waiting for the Queen Consort.." Abbess nearly scoffed as she responded.
"I'm well aware of the laws and special provisions, this isn't my first time defending the church, but it is indeed, against a Queen. Well, you are special in many ways, Highness. The first Ruling Queen of Wolkenshire in.. ever! Hailing from a largely agrarian economy like Vankenbraum, you could be excused for failing to grasp the intricacies of foreign law. The 'Sovereign Hand' is a tool for the balance of powers, and while it is open to expansive interpretations, it's foundation isn't open to fantasy. The 'Hand' is inapplicable, I'm afraid. You are not the Queen Consort, for you aren't consorting anyone at the moment, nor is there a King Consort through which your whims could be made law."
The Abbess was confident about not holding back. She had the protection of the Church, and so long as its just words, she knew no King, nor Queen, would want to be seen taking the ire out on a Woman of Faith. She continued.
"Even an absolute novice like Tupee here could have inferred so from the wordings, but I don't blame you, Highness.. Grasp of law or regulations were never expected from you young blue-bloods. You've demonstrably excelled at what was rightfully demanded of a Princess, to woo the first prince-charming that looks her way. But matters of law are complex, morality, even more so.. And on moral failings, I wouldn't fault you for much, for we have all heard such colorful tales of Princess Veramour, your one impulsive sibling. An apparent party-favorite who wears it like an Imperial medal, if she wears anything at all.. Not to mention Her Majesty Queen Esmeralda, your mother, a fertile material for the bawdy tavern songs herself."
"Lyanda!"
Benedictus said once, sounding paternally threatening. Elanor didn't seem affected at all. She had learned to enjoy the hilarity of people like Tabitha, having a hard time with the concept of a Ruling Queen, when most staunch opponents from the royal court had grown to respect her.
"Go ahead, Sister Lyanda.. Finish your thought."
"I meant no disrespect, Highness. I was simply suggesting that, you shouldn't be hard on yourself for a minor misinterpretation. The 'Sovereign Hand' remains separate from the Royal Throne, as a measure to balance the power. One of the many measures against the dictatorial tendencies that may tempt any true King during the course of his rule. You are but a woman, woefully immature and inexperienced. You were never meant to rule, never meant to grasp what it takes to reign. You managing so far itself is a miracle, straight from the abodes. And I admit, your heart is in the right place."
In that last part, she sounded sincere.
"But you simply can't Highness, be the Ruling Monarch, and her Queen Consort at the same time. A rule is a rule, and right now, you lack a Consort that could wield the 'Sovereign Hand'. An imbalance perhaps you should have rectified by marriage. I sincerely wish for you to find a suitable King Consort, so you may at least fulfill that one expected duty. To bear the royal heir. There's dreaming high, and then there's simply dreaming. I think you should seriously re-prioritize your duties. Grasp for what's within reach, before changing the world for worse, with ridiculous laws. We may debate more next time, my Queen. Shall we say in fourteen months, time enough to find the right man and be fruitful for once. Is that all, Brohen? Did I misinterpret any laws somehow?"
You bitch!
The legal expert, Tupee, stood there dumbfounded.
He had never seen a Woman of Faith talk with such bad faith, cruelty and contempt, to any blue-blood. And this was to the Queen, her very Queen. Some part of him respected her balls, even with all the mean-spirited preaching. There was no point of contention, she was right on every aspect of the law. The 'Sovereign Hand' is reserved for the spouse to the throne. Which puts the proposed amendment beyond Elanor's power, at present.
The Queen finally broke the locked gaze, and looked at Tupee. His speechlessness made her chuckle within, as she looked over to the High Priest. The old man returned the smile, and gave a slight nod, as if saying. Make it quick, my child. You have been holding back for so long.
Elanor felt a strange warmth within. The old man hadn't given up on her. That felt good.
"I take it that you didn't read the fine-print, Abbess."
Sister Lyanda scoffed, reaching into the file.
"I don't see the point, Highness. But we have the fine-print right here, I'm happy to go over it with you.. Do you have any particular part in mind?"
Still smiling, Elanor replied.
"Could you read the citation by the end of paragraph two? "
"I've read it Highness. 'The Amendment is protected under the provisions of 'Sovereign Hand', as approved by the True-ruling Monarch, to be proposed for assessment three weeks from the date of'.. I've read it all, Highness. This changes nothing, the Ruling Monarch cannot wield the 'Sovereign Hand'. That goes against the Wolkenshire Codex."
"I didn't, Lyanda. Not when it was proposed. Notice the numbers underneath the Royal Insignia?"
"What do you mean? This is.."
Oh! The numbers. The date of proposal. It was more than a year ago. Meaning when it was proposed, Her Highness couldn't have been..
"My husband sat on the throne then, Lyanda. Barthomius the Second, your King. And when I applied 'Sovereign Hand' to amend the law, I was indeed the Queen Consort. A terrible fate fell upon us shortly, an ordeal that lasted many, many months. So the amendment was put on hold, while we were busy clearing the clutter, but yes, it got passed as per the rules. The original papers have the King's seal. You are welcome to request and check for further loopholes, but in the meanwhile, my law comes to effect this month. And I hope for the sake of your flock, that you are capable of better preaching than the performance earlier. It moved no mountains, and my subjects deserve better."
The way Sister Lyanda's face distorted, from smugness, to anger, to defeat was priceless, the glee of witnessing which made the legal novice look comical. With a gravelly voice, the nun finally spoke.
"May God help you, Highness. You and this once beautiful Kingdom of ours.! We are going to need blessings, a lot of it, if this is where you intend to steer. How are we to teach our kids, of the straight and narrow path, if you help populate the wayside with fruits of sin?"
There was a sincere worry in her tone, which made the Queen ask.
"What sin, are you truly concerned about, Abbess?"
"The sin of wantonness. The blatant harlotry it promotes."
Elanor thought about it deeply. It wasn't like she didn't share the concerns.
"War and wenching were here, Abbess, long before the great Kingdoms of the old arose. And will likely prevail long after us all gone. This is no reverence for the lasting, for the oldest, be it profession or tradition.. But me giving the Devil, his deserved due. Your heart is in the right place, I'll always respect that. But that may be our only point of agreement. Tupee, why don't you finish the formalities quick, let the Abbess put her disagreement on record if need be, and get the seal of the Clerics. The document must reach Curia today."
As Tupee took the disgruntled nun to the Records-room, Father Beneditus stayed back.
"How are you, daughter?"
"I'm.. Well, your attendance made me look forward to in this meeting, Father. Things are good, broadly speaking."
"You shouldn't feel bad about.. Well, the Church will keep objecting, if for nothing, to keep the encroaching powers of Curia at bay. They have a history of undermining the role of Clerics, so I hope you can forgive the Abbess. Her tactics, though hard to stomach, have been surprisingly effective. Also most of the Church-heads already agree with the amendment. A few even suggested similar things to me personally. The larger concern was having their voices heard, by the True-ruling Monarch Herself. The politics of perception plays a role, the Church isn't as immune to it as one would assume."
"Her views, Father.. Was I naive, to expect someone more centrist, to advocate for the Church?"
"It's the countryside Southern Church in her, Highness. They are notoriously puritanical, the only remaining Sect of Church to adhere to the Old Writ, the original translation. They ask a lot more from devotees, and are much revered in the rural areas, where life is simpler and allowances are amenable. And though we are not in complete agreement, I do share her core concern. I hope you aren't putting too much trust on the individual, to choose the right path. If results show failure in civility, you'll have no ground to stand on, when the Church come back asking for barbaric rules."
"What are dreams, Father?"
That came out of nowhere, but the High Priest sensed true concern in her voice. Like a mask had just dropped, a hint of anxiety returned to her face.
The High Priest listened on, careful to not sound judgemental, as the Queen expalined the dream. There wasn't much to tell, with her mind struggling for words, stopping mid-way to phrase things just right, just obscure enough to keep it sanitized. Only to belch up a word-salad that was more gibberish than not.
Benedictus remembered how their last meeting ended, with the furious Queen walking away leaving him tongue-tied almost. Don't blame a child in pain. You weren't abundant in panacea either, Ben. Yet, look at her now. Teeming with life, despite that tinge of despair along her brows. I never thought.. Despite his ardent prayers, Benedictus never thought he'd get to witness the young girl back in her spirits so soon. Certainly not like spirited exchange from before.
Even with Bella's initial break-through, he expected the reality to soon come crashing down. The news about the hiatus wasn't a surprise, for he had never truly believed for Bella's inputs to be fundamentally curative. Trials and tribulations of fate must be healed only through time, that much he had always known. And yet, the results were undeniable. His Queen was persevering, and Wolkenshire, thriving. The Priest listened, as she concluded.
"They keep telling me, Father. Like a chant of judgement, a recurring whisper, flooding my ears. Ruins, they say. Or ruined. You've ruined, or.. You're ruined.! Over and over again. Makes one doubt, if there's any truth to.."
"Elanor.. My child, keep aside such judgements for God. Isn't there at least three border tribes, eternally grateful to you, ever since the Peace Treaty.? Tribes that would have been.. Lives, that would have literally been ruined, if not.?!"
"It's been hardly two weeks, Father." Elanor said, her tone shifting with the topic. "A mere two weeks. It would take a minimum of five years, without incidents, to even remotely consider that a success."
Benedictus smiled.
"Highness, don't sell it short. I understand the need to balance the praise, with judgement.. Harsh judgement, unfair and untruthful even.. There is a place for self-criticism. Let them ground you, but not so harsh that you lose sight of flight. Some dreams are like that, especially the disturbing kind. Those keep you grounded."
He means well. Elanor knew. But she didn't care for niceties. She wanted him to be effective.
"You are reading it wrong, Father. It wasn't a nightmare to shake off. Not when it happened. It was a strange sardonic dreamscape, that I wanted to not leave. Like I was.. I'm.. I'm afraid I've spoken enough, Father."
Benedictus let her ruminate on that, as he tried to parse through the half-truths. What struck him the most was how closely she mirrored the old Kings who had trouble wielding the weight of Kingship, the harsh, cold truths of it. It is often expected of a King, to find an outlet, to keep himself replenished with tolerable sins. So long as it helps him maintain the edge.
Questionable dependencies, ranging from intoxicants to harems tailored for particular niches. A little vice, isn't so unwise. Much preferable to the alternative. For there were no shortage of jaded kings in the history, driving the kingdom to the ground, while collapsing into themselves. Elanor wasn't so different, even if she hadn't unlike her predecessors, wrestled with something as grueling as the demons of war. Then again Benedictus had no real sense of the demons troubling her either.
"Might a suggest a confession, Highness? An in-depth hours long confession."
Elanor looked at him with a strange expression. That of someone who had nothing to hide, yet every reason to shield. Her eyes lit up answering, successfully compressing a laughing-fit into a loud chuckling exhale.
"Huh..?! You mean like in the old days, the private 'Welts of Admission'.? Or the unspeakable 'Absolvement'?! I hope not.."
Elanor laughed, remembering the strange shaming ritual, from back when Curia was synonymous with Church, when 'Trial by Ordeal' was commonplace. Benedictus joined in on the laughs, before saying.
"Of course not, my child, haha.. Though I'm sure your Papa would agree, that your new-found sense of humor, could do with some disciplining. That was dark, haha.. 'Absolvement'..?! How did you even know of such obscure things?"
"I had to read a lot upon the old ways, Father.. Back when we were drafting the original amendment." Elanor chuckled like alittle kid, as Benedictus continued.
"That archaical approach of baring it all, and burning with your sins.. As all that's hidden gets lashed out in public. Oh no.. Nothing so extreme, my Queen. I'm talking a simple royal confession."
Elanor considered it for a moment.
"I do not think that would be wise, Father. The royal confession is reserved for grave, unfortunate sins. Disastrous outcomes of ill-informed royal will. Like washing away the blood of bad military intel. We shouldn't be misusing a service of such import."
Elanor had a lump in her throat. The Priest reassured.
"It doesn't have to be me, Daughter. We have clrgymen who undertake the 'Vow of Silence'. I believe the Great Barthomius Senior himself had availed such a service, back when he nearly lost himself to the vices."
"Vices.?! Father, I'm not.."
Elanor stopped herself from lashing out. After a quick deep exhale, she continued.
"I don't see the point of confessing, to a silent monk. I doubt the judging stare from an ultra-celibate could ease my pain. Nor am I looking for analgesics."
"His place is not to judge you, Highness. But to simply bare witness, as you laying things truthfully. His presence is crucial for gauging your discomfort. If we were dealing with comfortable truths, a confession wouldn't be necessary. Virtues and vices have a way of sticking to blind-spots, unless confronted."
"Father, is that what you really think.? That I'm so troubled with dreams, for I'm lost to vices..?!"
The High Priest shook his head. This is tough.
"I don't.. I can't be sure, my child. Not when I'm in the dark for the most. Highness... It is my sense, that you've been attempting to weave vices with virtues. And it could be the pull from either ends, that is taking an unusual toll on you. Yet, against all my moral quandaries, it seems to be helping you. People don't murmur about your sullenness anymore, not even the deeply prejudicial critics of yours. You seem.. happy. Which makes it really hard to parse out now what troubles you, when you can't really recant in full, even a recent dream."
"Things have been better, Father, but.. I'm finding lately, that happiness isn't the simple pleasure I thought it to be. Sure, pleasure and happiness correlate, but that is far from an equivalency, I'm learning."
Elanor hesitated a moment, wondering how vague to be, and decided against self-censorship.
"There are moments of pleasure, indeed Father. Highs that sustain surprisingly longer, extending my general peace of mind for sure, and.. And yes, I may have teased a genuine smile, for I worked on this Treaty for so long, we've all been. And it's success is something that simply brings a smile out of you, but.. But believe me Father, that isn't it... I've known happiness, and hedon isn't it. An imitation, a pale shadow perhaps. And I'm in no way ungrateful to what's thrown my way, however minuscule. But that doesn't mean I've withered in core, enough to mistake it for the stuff of hearts. The essence of bliss."
Benedictus couldn't really fault her hesitancy. If confession isn't going to work, no matter how secretive we make it.. How am I to help you, still? The High Priest thought through everything she had shared, and finally spoke.
"Highness, here's my gut feeling. I believe you made a mistake. It could either be a lapse in judgement, or something that was oblivious as it occured. But it seems some fundamental tenet of yours had been broken. Perhaps a moral grey, which you had stayed clear for long, for good reason. You may not be aware of it still, but perhaps noticed subconsciously. And your mind, your dreams are hinting at it, for may be there's still time to rectify."
A misstep.?!



"Father, I assure you. Every step of the way had been thought-through, and even after, we.. Bella and I, spend considerable time reflecting. It's highly unlikely.."
"It's your dream, Highness. Not a nightmare, but dream. Your own words. A dream that shouldn't be a bother, yet it does, so.. It's telling you something, something that would probably go unnoticed, unless verbalized.. Which is why I suggested the confession, to give it the best chance for.. For a fortunate slip of tongue, without which, I'm afraid it's a puzzle too hard to solve. Even for the Horse-whisperer."
Benedictus didn't want to end the things at a dead-end, so he pivoted.
"If you don't mind sharing, Highness.. How does it end? The dream."
"Oh, that I can tell. It ends the same every time. The tension relax, and I hear a jingle."
"Jingle?! As in coins? Or keys?"
"I can't be sure Father, I vaguely remember the sounds. It was all, a bit too much."
Benedictus let out a deep exhale, realising the details aren't of much help. It didn't connect, as much as it confused further on. Closing his eyes, stepping back and taking on the larger view, he said.
"Perhaps, Highness, I'm doing it wrong. Perhaps it's too big a question, to look for a solution. It would only tire us. Perhaps one must wait for alignment. You are familiar with alignment, right?"
"Vaguely."
"Alignment asks of you one thing, Highness. To ground yourself in the present. Being aware, is different, than awareness of your awareness. Just be, and let it come to you. For queries beyond cognition, it usually does. The subtle awareness of the multitude of patterns, patterns of intend and randomness.. Have the presence of mind rooted in the moment, as all coalesce around.."
"Alignment. I remember Father. I'll keep in mind."

"Highness..?"

A guardsmen standing by the doorway said politely.
"It is time..? In a moment." Elanor nodded and turned back to Benedictus.
"Going somewhere, Highness?"
"A few engagements, Father. Mere appearances, nothing that truly requires my focus, but.. Appearances are part of Queenship as well, so.. Wait, is that the 'Ring-of-Lima'?!"
Her eyes widened, suddenly spotting the white-stoned ivory ring in his little finger.
"Very astute, Highness. Most my deacons have trouble telling apart the insignias."
"What's the special occasions, if I may?"
"Had a ceremonial mersion this morning. Lord Dermowth himself requested my presence. His grand-kid's first-born. Twins.! A boy and a girl at that. Sweet little things."
"Lady Ginnis delivered.?! That's so.. I'm.. I'm so happy for her. We shared a tutor, back in Vankenbraum. That was so.. seems ages ago now. Twins.?! goodness gracious.."
The sudden dip in her mood didn't go unnoticed.
"What's wrong, my child?"
"Nothing Father, it's just.. It's Bard you see.. He had always wanted a baby girl. I'd taunt him, about the Kingly duty to provide an heir. I wanted a boy, of course.. And look at them. Two beautiful kids. A boy and a girl, how fortunate.. I.. I must really go, it's getting late."
Elanor bid farewell, leaving the High Priest speechless and despondent, for the second time.
***
**
*
Power reigns over all men, for it corrupts indiscriminately. And none is more enslaved to absolute power, than the wielder. Words he had heard a million times growing up, interpreted a thousand different ways. And yet to experience it first-hand, changes the whole perspective. Hoyt's mind was a whirlwind, as his marching feet kept up with the rest. For the seventy-eighth time that week, his fingers explored the metallic insignia, before putting the ring back safely into his pocket.
The 'Open-sesame' Ring.. The Cross of Absheil..!
Could they really hand these out to a few low-level staff like us, just to monitor a body-double? Well, not just any double, but the royal one. Still it's too much of a risk, and responsibility. May be I should have simply said no. But how could you..?! This is the mythical ring, after all. To grant it to the likes of Tabitha and me, not to mention that buffoon Jezeb.?! How could the Head of Households be so irresponsible?!
There was that annoying buzz at his fingertips again, like that restless itch on the night before a battle. An itch he knew they all shared, the three of them at least. God only knows what's with that Jokshun. An itch, which worsened so much by the hour, that he feared making a fool out of himself. To run into the front of the Imperial procession perhaps, and scream at the top of his lungs.
WHO ARE YOU..???!!!
It's been a week since they had left the Capitol. The Imperial convoy itself was lite, with men assigned by the Lordships of each region joining in for additional security as they traveled from place to place. The royal engagements were largely performative, with very few private meetings and longer sessions. The Lords and Barons were extremely pleased by the privilege of hosting the True-ruling Monarch, the benefits of which extended even to the guardsmen. Hoyt hadn't tasted such fine food in all his life.
Currently they were at the Bellards Estate, a remote Manor owned by the Earl of Roselend. After the welcome-rituals, the Earl joined the Queen with further discussions, which seemed more like performative pleadings, most to which Her Highness simply kept nodding. The entire Manor was re-decorated to impress her, with multiple royal portraits on almost all walls, even one of King Barthomius hung in the very chamber they were having the discussion in. An attempt at appealing to Her Highness, no doubt.
Now Hoyt may not have been been familiar with this Earl, or Queen Elanor even, but the man who joined in shortly was no stranger to him. Especially his gruffy, commanding voice.
"Her Highness Elanor of Wolkenshire. Let me bow to your beauty, and introduce myself.. Lord of Clauscher, close friend to the Earl, and the Commander to the army of Aestrikus. General Radislov.!"
Radislov of the North! It is him.. Hoyt remembered that voice. He had witnessed the General's might first-hand, in his first and only battle in the wild, the one that taught him for good, that he wasn't cut for such grind.
"Of course, the Great Radislov of the North! I've heard plenty, about your impressive tactics, and unparalleled valour, in crushing the orcan swines. It's good to finally put a face to the legendary name."
Watching from the doorway, Hoyt noticed a sudden smirky glint in the General's eyes.
"Of course, Highness! It is my first time meeting a Ruling Queen as well.. I'll be returning to battlefront soon, right after meeting His Highness, the King of Aestrikus. Some fortunate updates would ease his worries, I hear the recovery had been slow and painful for the King. I must also gather reinforcements, as many men as possible, for the time to strike would be ripe soon. A word from Her Highness would be of utmost value."
As the conversation meandered, Hoyt's fingers returned to the ring again. The Cross of Absheil sure wasn't lacking in lure. The only thing worse than the corruption of power, he was beginning to realise, was being denied the chance to exercise it. That itch to act, corroding you from within. He had witnessed growing up, similar itches derailing the lives of better men. Elite soldiers who craved for fight in peace-times, so much that they got drunk and tore into each other in taverns.
Hoyt was just given the powers no civilian before had held, yet not an opportunity to actualize it. The same went for Jezeb and Jokshun. The latter seemed less keen on testing the double, and more baffled by the sheer weight of the new role. But Jezeb shared the same itchy-finger as Hoyt. And lacking self-control, he walked up to the Queen once and actually asked.. No, he didn't ask it. He couldn't. The death-stare of the True-ruling Monarch made him stop in his tracks, barely getting a word out, before his temple was dripping with sweat.
And what was it the Queen said, with a disarming smile.
"I'm sure you were just eager to serve the throne. We can arrange for that."
The poor guy got assigned double duty for the entire week, almost as if the Queen had reasons to see him suffer. As much as he wanted to discipline this Demura girl, remembering her 'activities' at Cloveshire, Hoyt still wasn't ready to risk double-duty. For a country-boy, used to much relaxed settings, he was already having trouble keeping up with the daily schedule. Yet, it doesn't matter whether he hailed from the outskirts, or the underbellies. Not to the powers bestowed, for it was indiscriminate in its effect.
The fact that, out the the four, Tabitha actually had a chance to exercise her authority, that very night, only enraged the rest. Not just that, she couldn't shut up about it to the rest four, every time they met. It got so disturbingly descriptive, that Jokshun walked out half-way through. Jezeb was foaming at his mouth, but the details only further infuriated Hoyt. If even half of it is true, this Demura appears to be in dire need of disciplining. I understand the purpose of her mission, but that doesn't mean she has the right to be so treasonously indulgent. Treasonous because, regardless the reason, she's sullying the Imperial likeness. And Hoyt couldn't wait for a chance, to straighten the wicked wench.
But out of the four, he was at a massive disadvantage, for he had no real reference on the original Queen, to tell apart from the decoy. And from what he heard, this Demura girl is pretty impressive with her imitation, going so far as to mimic the voice modulations pretty accurately. Even right now, he couldn't tell if the woman walking up the stairs ten feet in front, was the decoy Queen, or the True-ruling Monarch herself. There was certainly a magnificence to her gait, and her gaze alone was quite commanding. But Hoyt couldn't be sure. Something in him itched, to take a chance, to whisper to the winds at least. Just to see, if he has the courage to utter so, to the royal likeness.
Who.. are..
He couldn't finish, for he found himself parched. It was a big ask, after all. Soon the Earl excused himself, leaving the Queen with the esteemed General. The latter seemed offly pleased with his own voice.
"Highness, I had fought alongside the late King. In the forest.. We were brothers in arms. Well, he was more of a young nephew to me, and.. Even before the war, we had gone hunting many a times. He was very, very good with a bow."
The Queen simply nodded, as Radislov continued.
"In fact, it pains me just remembering.. I was there on the camps, the day he.. when his convoy went missing. I had just joined with a new troop, and we were supposed to leave together, but.."
The Queen lightly nodded.
"I understand, General. We don't have to dwell on it. It doesn't matter now."
Hoyt found it odd, the certain coldness in her voice. Or was it a lack of conviction? Something felt off. The General continued.
"It's not just dwelling, Highness, it's.. It is what is owed. Like I said, we were brothers in arms, and we go way back, with hunts and games and gambles.. There is something you must know, Highness. Something that is owed. A debt between men, a rite of passage."
The Queen didn't look that comfortable, perhaps she was yet to come to terms with the ill-fate.
"I understand General. Please continue.."
"Highness, would you mind, if we speak in private?"
Easing back into the chair, the Queen said.
"Guards! Two of you guard the door. The rest may go rest and refresh."
As Hoyt climbed down the stairs, he was feeling increasingly listless. He spotted Jezeb standing by the other corner, but chose to ignore, walking towards the guard's station instead. After having his fill of water and snacks, he found himself staring at a mediocre copy of the royal family portrait. This one depicted the Old King, probably in his final year, and his Queen, a rare beauty who had aged gracefully, sitting with absolute solemnity. Standing in the background were the newly weds, Prince Barthomius, and an innocent looking Princess of Vankenbraum. Her eyes lacked the cynical intensity he had grown to recognize recently. But the way she looked out from the frame, Hoyt felt a little nervous, even if it was just a painting. Making sure no one is close enough to notice, he steeled himself, locked eyes with the Princess and said in a deep, trembling voice.
"Who. Are. You?"
He thought he said, but the voice never came. All Hoyt managed was to strain his Adam's apple further. The aura of a Queen is too much for a simple sentry-man. May be I'm not up to the task. May be it's time I returned the ring, to Lady Agrafena. Better that than fall prey to impulsivity.
"Hoyt!"
Quite startled by the sudden call, he looked around.
Jezeb.
"Hey, Hoyt. Did you see the way she was walking? Like she wasn't used to the heels.."
"This again, Jez? That's not a decoy, that's the Queen up there."
"No mate, I'm sure this time. It's the slight sway in her walk, you know. Her Highness is an ace swordsmaid, her sways are much measured. I'm sure this time."
"Like by the bridge,last month? Or the parade, the week after? Oh wait, it's like that time when you waltzed up to her, mumbled like an imbecile, and got a to a months worth of work in a week. Is that it?"
"Hey, watch your tone, boyo..! Respect the seniority."
"Oh shut it, Jezeb! We both got the Cross, and there are no ranks in handlers."
"Alright, alright. But look me in the eye, and tell. You were in the same chamber as her all this while. Didn't anything appear odd?"
Hoyt shook his head, but his expression gave it away.
"Oh hell! You think that too.. You saw something didn't you? What is it? What's it?"
"It's.. Oh, shut up Jezeb. Go find yourself, if you are itching so bad. Maybe another week of double duty is in order."
"Oh come on, don't be a chicken!"
"I'm not doing it, Jezeb! Although.. Can you get me a quill?"
"A quill.?! What for?" Jezeb looked baffled.
Hoyt smirked with condescension.
"I was planning for the longest, to be a Cleric someday, Jezeb. I had even completed the initial trainings, before things got so dire back home, that I had to enlist. The point is, I can read. And write. And I'm not risking double duty."
Jezdeb grinned.
"I'll go fetch the quill."
**
*
As he patiently waited for the door to open, Hoyt found himself losing all courage. The plan was sound, and surely Jezeb's encouragement helped, but standing outside the chamber, his mind kept telling, you shouldn't have come up. He was surprised to find that the guards were standing further down the hallway, and not by the door. Hoyt steeled himself, as the door handle turned.
It wasn't the Queen, but his old Commander that opened the door, his large built blocking the view. There was a certain shine to him, a weird mix of exhilaration and frustration in his eyes.
"How dare you disobey a direct Imperial order, soldier?"
"Apologies General, there was an urgent message for Her Highness."
"A message? Oh, you the Royal Messenger?"
Hoyt forced a painful smile and nodded yes, as he held up the message-tray. As much as his heart kept drumming, a part of him beamed with pride. The part that was aching to exercise this newfound power. He had learned from Jezeb's mistake, and his plan was effective, at least in shielding against any backlash. The message in the tray was a simple phrase, 'Who are you?' The rules dictate that, upon reading the decoy must respond in affirmative, without blowing her cover. So she must, at the very least, send back the note in confirmation. All Hoyt had to do was wait outside.
In case it was the actual Queen, Hoyt could simply say that he was just delivering the message, perhaps blame it on the Manor staff. You don't kill the messenger, after all. General Radislov picked up the folded parchment with his left hand, while his right hand produced a sealed-scroll from his coat-pocket, and looked back at the guardsman.
"That's good, I was about to call you up myself, once we concluded the.. meeting. Hehe.. Here, take this to the one in charge at Fort Wilburr, tell General Radislov wants it done swift, and take their reply-scroll back to the Office of Households, back in the Capitol."
Hoyt's eyes nearly popped out.
"Fort Willburr..?! As in by the Templeton? That's a five day ride, sir."
"Not if you ride through the night. Make it in three days, soldier. Households must receive a decision in five, so ride like your life is on the line. That will be all."
As the doors closed, Hoyt just stood there frozen, his fist clutching on to the sealed-scroll. Jezeb, you bastard! Why did I ever listen to you.?! I had an easy guard duty, with the best food and stay, but now, I must suffer my way to Templeton, and back, in five days.
Oh God! Why did I ever listen to that buffoon?!
On the other side of the wall, General Radislov walked back to the Queen, his right palm slowly sliding across the table. He reassured.
"That's done, Highness. Wilburr will revise the plans, and your Households will have it in.. Well, I'd give that idiot a week. Now, where were we? Yes, Charrots."
"It's a gambling game, Highness. Very popular amongst the troops. One of the few socializing time-passes that cuts across ranks. Some of it's rules, may seem vulgar at first. But everyone involved are in agreement, so.. No harm, no foul. The wager varies, as the game tightens. And the last time we played, me and the late King, the game kept going on for so long, that the next wager had to be so outrageous, as to scare the other into folding. So I raised the stakes, with my title, and to match the wager, your King did the unthinkable. Well, unthinkable for his standards, but if it were a common guardsmen, no one would think twice of it. Amidst the ones of loose morals such wagers are ridiculously common, I hear.. The game has a way of diluting class inhibitions, but in effect, he wagered with his marital ring."
Circling the Queen with his hand still sliding along the contours, Radislov observed. Her eyes remained frozen on the large portrait of Barthomius on the wall right in front. Him looking back from the frame, almost judgingly, made the General smirk.
"Now, in the spirit of the game, all wagers are time-bound, by an hour most. Meaning, the winner gets to have all the privileges of what's been wagered, for an entire hour, at the time of his choosing. Now, don't make that face, Highness. These swapping dynamics shouldn't be so strange to us blue-bloods. Ask your sister. She was such a spirited little minx. I bet she still is.. Hehe.."
"And in that game, I had the winning hand, the perfect pair, but.. But, that damn message came in, at the precise moment, and Bard's convoy left right away, postponing the game. So one could argue, that he hadn't lost yet, technically. But, I'm not known for letting go of sure-wins, Highness, and.. I intend to take what's mine. So I suppose, the Great Chaste of Wolkenshire, that my hour starts now."
His sliding palm came to a halt right above the small of her back. Radislov's eyes roamed over his quick handiwork once more. The woman before was laying across the table. Her both feet still rested on the floor, her body bending at the hips, and it pleased him that the short table had the perfect length to accommodate just her torso. There were no cuffs or gags, but her both hands stayed clasped behind, her tongue-tied in a mixture of fear and anticipation, her gaze still fixed upon the portrait as instructed.
What an obedient little pet?! It's like someone had trained her well.



The back-half of her long slit-skirt had been neatly folded, now resting on her back. Her breeches had been hastily crunched down, leaving those beautiful legs bare. A woman wearing pants, what a joke.. Her bulging bum-cheeks blushed deeply, from all the slaps he had been giving, till that guardsman knocked on the door. His rough palm caressed the reddish roundness.
What a tender piece of meat!
He raised his hand quick again, the motion of which made her flinch in anticipation. Only, Radislov was just toying. His fingers reached instead, to the knob jutting out from between the cheeks, and gave it a slow, measured twist. The woman squirmed, feeling the jolt run up her bowels.
Grinning at the response, the General said out loud.
"I'm not preying upon you, Queen Elanor. Civility is paramount, and I want your permission. I don't need it, for the rules of the game dictates that I'm free to take what's mine. But, I'm no beast. So, what you say?"
After an awkward dramatic pause, the reply came.
"The Great General of North. I'm giving up to the man that bested mine, the thing of most worth in me. Barthomius failed me, yet you ask for my consent, like a gentleman. Sure, you did so, after slapping out of me any trace of arrogance. But I value the gesture.. Yes, General. Take from me, what should belong to my rightful husband. Plunder all my worth, as my beloved judges me, helplessly. Aaahhh..!!"
Radislov had no time for the dramatics, as he plunged his manhood deep into the wet welcoming folds before. It smooched his veiny length with a rare hunger, and continued to froth up as he picked up pace, grinding back with the same rhythm, as his clutches dug deep into her love-handles, and pulled it with such irreverence that she nearly shrieked.
"Quiet, Highness.. We don't your guardsmen finding now, do we? I was this close to giving that last idiot an unforgettable glimpse. Oh, you're so slimy wet now."
"Ahh, yes.. Yes, Lord of Clauscher. Dig into me. DIG IN..!! Arrghh.."
Reaching forward, Radislov grabbed one of her two long braids that had come undone, and yanked, making her face forward, and peer into the late king. As his hips moved like a piston, the General too kept gazing into his friend, with utter pity. He yelled.
"Thank your King, my Queen. Thank him properly, for his failures, which led you to the fortune of pleasing a superior manhood."
Her voice lacked the conviction, as her body and mind was so lost to the pleasure, shuddering with each forceful thrust.
"Barthomius, my King, my love. Thank you for. Aahhh.. Mnnnnnggh.....for being the failure I had always known you were. Thank you, for going against a man so valorous and cunning, that you had no chance at winning. My only regret is you not being here, to witness the fruits of such pathetic gamesmanship. I hope, aaarrgh.. Gently, General.. I hope Lord Radislov is kind enough to breed me good, for your throne needs an heir after all.. Ahh, ahhh.."
"Hands, my Queen! Let me ride you proper."
Her both hands unclasped from the self-bondage, and reached back, as his unusually long, sinewy forelimbs caught them by the wrists. Her back arched as his pounding intensified, the sweat-drenched wardrobe flailing as her free-hanging breasts swung unevenly. The sweaty impression of those squished melons from before, slowly evaporating from the table-top below.
"Tell him how good it feels.. TELL HIM..!!"
"Oh, yes. Yes. Bard, he feels so lively in me."
"Tell him more.."
"Bard, he's more than you. Much more. I hope he'll fill me.. Ahh..!!"
"Keep talking, Highness.!"
"I.. I thought he'd fill me up good, but he's stretching me loose now, Bard. I don't.. Aaahh.. I don't think you could have matched him, in length. And.."
"AND??"
"Ahh.. And girth was never your strong-suit, my King.. You'd have been proud of me popping his litter, Bard. And even if you don't approve, what choice do you have.?"
"That true, my Queen?"
"Yes, Lord Radislov.!"
"Absolutely.?!"
"In the name of God, I swear.! Aaah.. aangh.."
"You hear that, Bard.?!"
His sweaty face cackled as the General focused on the portrait. The depiction was so life-like, the attention to detail truly impressive, and the artist had masterfully captured a certain ambiguity in the eyes of the late King. His expression was something of an enigma. Like it changed with the context. Like if you smiled his way, you may find him smiling back, but if you are feeling moody, his eyes may match your melancholy. And all Radislov saw in him was humiliation.
It was one thing for the young Prince to tag along for the combat, but Rad had never hoped for him to return as the new King. Of course, he knew Kingship was fated for a heir-apparent. But he had hoped for the cocky prince he remembered from the hunting trips to mature a lot more, before ascending to the throne. What were they thinking, the Royal Council? Humbling the boy had been his aim for a while. And to Radislov, being King made you no less a boy, nor being dead stop the humbling.
Watch what you failed to protect, King. No, watch what you arrogantly gambled away.
"Ahh.. Ahh.."
"Ready for my seed, Highness??"
"Ahh.. Ahh.. yeshmmalaarrr.."
Her eyes rolled back, as the drooling lips mumbled something, a response which only made him thrust harder. The vaginal walls were pulsing, he was so hard, that she felt it edge right to the brink.
"I asked, are you.. ready.. my Queen?"
"Yess.. Yes my Liege..!!"
"DAMMITT..!!"
She felt his erection soften almost immediately, as the General let go off her hands, and walked back. She stayed in the bliss for a moment more, as his member slipped out frustrated, and the Queen collapsed on the the table, panting heavily.
CRAAACK..!!
"OUCHH..!!"
"Keep it down slut, or I'll make the guards ruin you for good.!"
"Apologies, my Lord. I slipped up.."
The girl curled up, realising her mistake.
"Liege, Gertha?! Liege?? What are you, my vassal bitch.??"
"I'm sorry, I'm so sorry.. I wasn't.. I couldn't think straight, on the edge."
The General grabbed a towel, and collapsed on to chair bare-bottomed, wiping his sweaty face. He kept watching poor Gertha, the royal-double before, collect her breath with much effort. This wasn't his first time making her role-play this way, and she had never questioned his demands to stay absolutely in character, despite the levels of royal blasphemy they were both indulging in. She was a creature of little inhibitions, which is what he loved about her. But lack of inhibitions isn't exactly a sign of intelligence. How stupid does she have to be, to call me her 'Liege' when playing the Queen.?! God, those cheeks will be so red, when I'm, done. Stupid cow!
"What are you doing?"
The General asked confused, as Gertha began dressing up.
"This was a mistake.." She shook her head.
"Didn't seem like a mistake when I first spotted you. Stag night of Prince Axon. Two of them ploughing your pussy, as the best man took your ass.! You were screaming as if you were birthing their dicks. Was it a mistake then? Or is it motherhood, that's weighing on you?"
Scoffing an exhale, Gertha said.
"Not that, my Lord. I love this job. This is who I am, and hey.. Those screams weren't performative. This is who I want to be. I know bitches who hate what they put up with, earning just a fraction. I'm grateful for this likeness, and I'm making the most of it."
"As I thought.. Then what's got you so bothered so sudden? You got an issue with my scenario.?"
Gertha sashayed along to the General, and lowered herself to his lap, her fingers toying his his greying chest curls, and said.
"My dear General.. You'd be surprised by the kinks I indulge in, for the one's that want an outlet to vent off their frustrations with Her Highness. Yours is understandable. You are only taking what's owed. You won it, fair and square. I mean, you would have, had King Bard continued to play.. That's.. That's just as good as winning."
You don't mean that.. But I appreciate the skillful tongue, dear. The General nodded.
"Then what got you so bothered?"
"This is different, my Lord. I'm on Imperial duty. I can't be doing this now. Do you realise how reckless it was of you, to pounce on me like that, soon as the guards cleared? What were you thinking? What if I had been the Queen?"
"But you weren't."
"That's not my question. You got lucky this time, it was reckless of you still."
"Dear, I got the Imperial Medal of Valor, for being reckless and daring. My whole life is about calculated risks, so.. Relax, I knew it was you."
"No, you didn't!" She slapped his shoulders as if offended. Which she was. A perfect mimicking of the Ruling Monarch was her job-description. And she had done considerable hours of work, not just reshaping her body, but studying the Queen's behavioral cues, that she was extremely proud of 'performing' the Queen. Gertha was objective about it, so she knew that the General couldn't have deduced it was a decoy.
Unless, I made a mistake. Did I?
"What gave it away?" She sounded worried.
Radislov snickered.
"It's not you, dear. You were great. I'm sure my good friend Earl believes still, that you are indeed the Great Chaste. He's in for a treat, to find you warming his bed tonight. Don't worry. I'll be there as well. I'm sure it's been a while since someone stretched this cunt properly."
Ouch!
Gertha jumped, as his fingers pinched her clit.
"No way.! What if someone..?"
"Relax, I've taken care of it. They'll guard what you tell them to. Besides, I owe the Earl big time. You'll make a fortune as well. So be a good Queenie, alright?!"
"Yes, my King." She said mockingly.
"You know, I've been thinking the same myself."
"What?" Gertha was confused. The General answered.
"I heard the Queen did a public rally last week. Celebrating the success of her peace-treaty or what not. The public displays are crucial, especially for the royals. You think the Queen's a god-fearing woman?"
"I've no reason to doubt. So?"
"Feeling you take a pounding so well, I was just thinking what it's like.. To have her stroke my cock. To have the True-ruling Monarch nibbling on my nipples, as you, her dutiful double, lick clean my hairy behind. Perhaps you'll get to teach her a trick or two."
"What?!" What's he on about?
"Her public appearance, Gertha. I heard she looked very animated, spotting a toothy grin and waving to the cheering crowd.. As if signalling to the rest, that she's ready to embrace life. Her first time since losing Bard. So I was thinking, if the Queen is looking to nest.."
So he is aiming for the throne. Huh? He never seemed the type. Gertha asked.
"But His Lordship.?! What about the rules of courtship, not to mention bloodline?"
"The True-ruling Monarch is the deciding party, poor girl. A ruling King, is beyond such ties. He can marry and yet have a concubine. If the wife turns out bare, he can produce the heir from any woman he chooses, the rules of courtship is subordinate to the will of the ruling. And your Queen, the Chaste of them all, is the ultimate rarity. How she acts, may very well define the rules from now on, for she is the only Ruling Monarch who'll get to have a King Consort, if she chooses to re-marry. The True-ruling Monarch may choose anyone, by the loosest interpretation any class, any creed she deems worthy, to produce the rightful heir to the throne. And there, my dear decoy whore, I may have a chance."
"Oh my God! You are seriously considering this.."
"Believe me, I'm not the only one making plans. Within a week, I bet the Head of Households will be receiving a lot of enquiries. Invitations, rare gifts, requests for a private audience. Subtle hints of interest, from every ambitious soul, in home and abroad. As for me, I'm maternally related to the Wolkenshire royalty, so I can arguably restore the bloodline, if that's a concern for any. If I'm reading it right, the Queen's about to be done with mourning, and so long as she finds me viable, I have a shot."
"But, I thought you.. I thought you were a man of war-front. I had no clue that you were this ambitious."
"Oh, you know me so well, even if it's only our fourth solo session. Yes, I personally find the petty courtroom politicking abhorrent, but.."
"You mean, this isn't about the throne?!" Her confused brows looked hilarious.
"Hehe.. I won that game, fair and square. For men of war and blood, the Game of Charrots is sacred. You wouldn't understand, silly.. But I claimed her fair and square. And I'm not skipping on a chance, to make it official."
"But what about me?"
"Ho ho.. You sly little thing. Haven't you heard rumors of that young Lady Horse Whisperer. For I'm pretty sure the households isn't the only thing her head keeps munching. I can't wait to add you to the mix, dear.. And watch Her Highness dyke it out in the royal chambers, her moans so loud that the guardsmen can't help but rub themselves out. She was a twiggy lithe thing when I met, and if she's at least half-endowed as you, oh mine..! One of the single greatest pleasures in life is bedding a perfect twins at the same time. Her sister Vera is a good sport, but unfortunately the two look so different. You on the other hand dear.. At times I wonder if you are one of Ribert's bastards. Either way I can assure you'll feel a lot more Queenly once I'm there. And if god-forbid the Queen turns bare, then we might need your help to bear to royal heir itself."
"Oh my.. King. That would be my pleasure."
They shared a long kiss, like lovers of sixteen. But Gertha was just playing a role, for she knew how impulsive these noblemen can be. She never got the impression that Her Highness was ready to move on, nor had she a doubt, that the General had no shot. Her mind was still confused, as to how he figured she was just a double.
"Seriously though.. What gave it away?" Gertha asked, again.
"It's not on you dear, its.. Huh, it's the damned me, alright. Once you have attuned your judgement, by staking blood and death for decades, it gives you a certain edge. Had I been incapable of recognizing the real deal, I wouldn't have lasted this long in the war-fronts. You do an exceptional job mimicking, but you still lack a certain air. An air that's representative of a certain upbringing, the blissful blindness and sense of superiority it imbues. You lack that air, and it's not on you, dear. But failing to notice it, would be the end of mine."
"Air?"
She looked at him like it was gibberish. The general continued.
"Oh, and my suspicions were confirmed, when you suggested it was our first time meeting. Such a slip up."
"That's no slip-up. You have never met Queen Elanor."
"According to the Imperial records, yes. But you'll be surprised dear, how much of the Vankenbraum honor I've dined and dipped on. The Princess of Vankenbraum would remember me, that's all I'd say."
Yeah, I don't believe you, old man. Looking skeptical, Gertha rose up from his lap and returned to the table. As the General sat admiring her beauty, she undressed completely, and leaned over the table, putting weight onto her left palm, angling her torso as to give him the diagonal view of her under-boobs, her right hand slowly caressing the rear cheeks, before reaching into the creek. Feeling his pelvis heat up again, the General said smiling.
"Don't be hard on yourself, dear. You just lack the air?
"Air, huh?"
POP!
Her fingers twitched, as a moaning exhale followed. With a deeply seductive stare she said.
"Let me know, General.. If the air in here, feels Queenly enough to your tastes.."
Something dropped from her fingers, hit the floor hard, and bounced once. Radislov's eyes widened, impressed by the size of the anal plug. The sight of lubricants leaking down the gaping hole, onto the pelvic cleft was more than enough to peak his erection. Chuckling at the response, she turned to face the portrait.
"Barthomius, my beloved! I'm offering up my anal virginity to the man who bested you. Would you watch, as he creams my rear?"
"What else can he do, Her Highness?! But watch me claim his wife.. Haha.."
As his manhood slipped with no effort into the well weathered hole, Radislov wondered why he was never so enamored with the natural conjugation. The roundness of a loose rear had always churned his loins, than the tightness of a pulsing cunt. As the loud slaps of their colliding meat risked discovery by the moment, the celebrated General could only wonder.
How tight would she be, the real Great Chaste.?!
Elanor of Wolkenshire, and her untouched anal bud.
What is she up to now, anyhow?
***
**
*
Away from the Capitol..
A thousand grips, it felt like.
Five thousand calloused fingers, sliding through every inch of her entire skin. Nails scraping along, just enough to make the hair raise, holding her flesh gently, but firmly in place. Hands stretched out on both ends, as if crucified. The same for legs, only they were bend at the knees, leaving her labial lips as exposed as it could be. Not really, for if the prying fingers wished, the nether could be further stretched apart, letting the cold air rush past her inner walls. A single hand gripped her nape, holding her head firmly in place, so she couldn't look away from what's been dangling before all this while.
She used to close her eyes, disgusted by it, but when you have dreamed on it enough, even the disgust melts away. It's not like there's any hiding from one's subconscious. It smelled damp. And slithery. Like something out from a swamp. The skin tortured, rugged like an alligator, and the crown at the end dissolved all ambiguity. It was bigger than anything that would fit down her throat, but the explorations so far had made her an expert in the field. It was a cock. A well-hung manhood, as hard as the best one she had pleasured in recent times. Only, it wasn't even erect yet.
How am I supposed to stuff it.. Wait, why are you thinking about stuffing it anywhere?
How long have you been trapped in this?
Look away, Nora.!
NORA..!
"Nora..!"
"I wasn't looking.!"
Elanor nearly jumped out of the tub, splashing water all around, as Bella grabbed her shoulders.
"I don't care Highness, of you looking at whatever it was in your dream.. Unless you want to talk about it. But don't sleep in the tub. It reduces the effect. And stop splashing the medicine."
Elanor curled up into a ball, and looked around, as Bella swiftly moped up the floor. The night sky was cloudless, and though midway through waxing, the moon shone like a large pearl. The cold made her want to dip back in, for the water was moderately warm, but the prescription had specified her naked torso facing the moon. She wouldn't be so annoyed if it weren't for the chilly night perking up her nipples. Well, at least it's a treat compared to the morning session.
"Can't we opt for the longer schedule, Bella? It's soulcrushing, to stay perched up in the Castle all week."
Bella looked at her, like she's been acting like a child.
"Highness, we've been through this. I refered with three separate physicians, one of whom specializes cosmetics. The best way to remove the black stains on your back, to rejuvenate your skin properly, is one week of extensive treatment. A mere six hours each day. Bathing in medicinal water, three hours to the scorching sun, and three more to the healing moon. With your conscious engagement, feeling every moment of it. Please tell me you didn't doze off in the day as well."



"Can't we just cover it with make-up?"
Elanor enjoyed how these silly questions get on her nerves.
"The pristine Royal skin.?! Are you kidding? Not to mention, the concentrated ink won't fade easily. I've seen farmhands mixing dye, whose fingers darkened permanently, for all purposes. So please Highness, just stay in, its only a week."
"I've been lying on my belly, on a block of ice essentially, Bella, while the sun cooked half my skin, and lying again the other way, in warm water, facing the moon this time. My spine feels odd. Like I'd rather sleep sitting up."
"You had enough time to stretch, Nora. What about that sword-practice you did all morning? Speaking of which, do you really want young Miss Requina staying with us now?"
Elanor had that childish grin.
"It was either her, or Instructor Drubin himself, Bella. And you chose her"
"I didn't know you were this committed to swordplay."
"I'm getting out. My back is tired."
"Sit!"
Bella said sternly, as she slipped off her shift. Elanor's eyes bulged. She wasn't expecting to see her Mistress in the nude all of a sudden.
"Scooch over!" Bellatrix commanded while getting into the tub.
"What do you think you are doing?"
Elanor had an awkward smile. She would feel at home, amidst a dozen dangling dicks, but the nudity of a dear friend suddenly makes it weird. Bella replied, smiling.
"What else? Giving you a back massage.."
"I didn't ask for a.. No, wait.. Aaaahhh..."
Elanor felt her entire musculature droop, as her nails dug into the neck.
"Ahh.. wow.. Ouch, that hurts.."
"It's alright, Princess. A little sting is warranted."
Even as she complained, Elanor couldn't help but sink in, back to her friend.
"Awww.. Ow! I'm sorry.."
Two cold nubs poked her back, which made her self-conscious again. It felt good, like a small squishy balloon. Had she grown? I always thought Bella had such small breasts.. Elanor's thoughts ran amuck, as she adjusted herself in the tub. Bella didn't mind the accidental skinship, she was too used to petting and rubbing mares growing up, that such touches of affection had long been innocent to her. Besides, even the slightest sensual thought had one face in her mind. Tarquin. Her Tarquin. Should I write to him? She wondered, just as she had been, for the past few weeks.
Elanor leaned forward and hooked her elbows over knees, and gently exhaled. Wow, that feels so calming. The warm water. The pressure of Bella's fingers. The moon shining up above. The stars seemed shy, but that's alright. Shyness is fine. Give it time, and they'll show. Elanor smiled as her eyes slowly closed.
"Oh, Bella. Those fingers feel magical.."
"Eh..?! Not like Ishikawa's, I hope.. Hehe.."
"Oh, don't mention him now. I know we postponed this week's session, so please.."
Bella angled her shin, so the Queen may rest her back. As Elanor got comfortable, Bella looked over to see if she had dozed off again, while massaging her neck. She hadn't. But Bella's eyes got fixed on the Queen's hefty bosoms. Floating up in the water, they resembled some fruit, plucked fresh from the orchard below. Bellatrix couldn't help but compare, looking down at her own naked chest. She had been developing lately. The cold made her nipples jut out inappropriately, making the bosoms seem relatively small. The firmer breast-form made her feel inadequate.
"It's alright. I like mine not more than a handful."
A familiar voice whispered, as she looked down to find two hands crawling up from behind, pinching both her nipples. My Tarquin. Feeling him nuzzle against her nape, Bella shook her head. Am I the one dozing off now? Or wildly daydreaming?! Splashing water over the face that wouldn't stop smiling, Bella asked.
"Highness, what's bothering you?"
"Are we doing something wrong, Bella?"
That's new.
"Are you questioning the odd nature of the tasks? Is this about the dreams?"
Odd nature.?! Haha. That's an oversimplification.
"Highness, if bloodletting had been a sufficient cure, I'm sure you'd rather go that way. It isn't like this was our primary choice, if anything we stumbled into it by luck. And trial and error. Lots of it. Please don't doubt the moral grounds when we are this deep into the.."
"That's not what I meant, Bella." Maybe a little. But not entirely.
Turning around to look her in the eye, Elanor continued.
"I'm talking about the morality of risking the sanctity of the Imperial throne, for sake of the individual. By no means am I holding you responsible. This is simply on me. Should I just step away, and let someone else take charge? We can resume the treatment in privacy, without risk of.."
"Highness! More privacy than that is allocated to the True-ruling Monarch?! Are you joking? Besides, who'd you rather trust with the throne now? Who would the various factions of court allow, to ascend to the throne? You are deeply underestimating how much of a unifying factor you are, Highness. Besides, wouldn't it be irresponsible of you, on the flip side, to prioritize personal health, over the wellness of the kingdom. I'm not saying you are, but I know that it'd be your next dilemma, if you were to step away."
"May be.. But are you seriously suggesting that our last outing wasn't so risky.?!"
That's a tough one. Bella exhaled.
"In execution, perhaps. But not in premise. A party to dress-up as the historic Queens. The best you could get accused of in there, is doing too good a job. Highness, believe me.. Nothing smelled fishy that night. Sure there where some hiccups, but in a hall full of drunken Lordships, would anyone expect the true-ruling monarch herself to show up? Not even in dreams. Highness, do you seriously think that you were, at any point in the night, in danger of jeopardizing things."
I can think of one hot glowing clan-brand, and an arrogant Fredereich, but no.. Bella, I'd rather not burden you with it. Elanor simply nodded.
"See, it isn't so risky then.. Besides Highness, had all of them been supremely sober, I'd bet still, that in a sea of Queens, they'd never suspect their true-unifier to be acting so wantonly. You may prowl the streets in nude, and they'd still have a hard time pegging you for their dear Queen. I'd put all my money on that bet."
"Bella, seriously.?! Did you sneak into the cellar and get drunk or something? May be the Horse-whisperer should turn in for the night. You are sounding way too nonsensical."
"No, I mean it. Highness.."
"How so? If it were a man I'd understand. Wench-hunting isn't just expected, but demanded, for being boisterous and building camaraderie. Not to mention the various extra-marital shenanigans of most royals. I just had to reprimand an Abbess last week, Bella, defending the right to prostitute, of all things. Something I wouldn't have even dared to think of, mere months ago. I'm afraid what this is doing to my morals, on the one hand, and worried how much of these beliefs will last, if I were to make it to the other end, but I digress.. I'm not a man, Bella, to walk away with a renewed reputation, if things were to get out of hand. You have any idea the number of dames who lost their place, their power in the high society, from the hint of a scandal?! This is something commoners would never understand, the cost of losing face. Things like disrespect and ill-repute.. It's easy to walk-off, when you are a street-walker. Just move a couple towns, marry a good, religious man. You can re-invent your life in a blink. It wouldn't be easy, nor pain-free, but its doable. But, not for the high-born.. Alliances getting broken, family names tarnished, getting disowned or worse. Unless.."
"Unless.?"
"Unless you scoff it all off, as rumors. And wear on your sleeve, the nastiest ones. Like my dear sister Veramour does, so effortlessly. Even her husband does the same, speak of a match made in heaven. If you have the stomach to it, to not just ignore the judging stares, but take pride in it, perhaps. Bella, I'm.. I'm not like that. Which wasn't exactly your point, but still. I don't think people look so highly on the royals, that they ignore the blatantly obvious. No, Bella. If anything it'd be too easy for them to see me tarnished. Especially with groups like the Order of Swords."
Bella interjected.
"I wasn't.. I'd never compare you to your sister, Highness. Not that I'm judging her. Not that I know nearly enough to be judging, but.. Do not fear for the baggage from your sibling, or your mother for that matter. My point was.. Okay, let me put it this way. What is your best memory as a family, back from Vankenbraum? Before you ever came to Wolkenshire."
Elanor didn't have to think at all.
"As a family, that'd be my seventeenth birthday. Even Vera was in her best behavior. And Papa.. He was brimming with joy, from all the festivities. The fireworks, the long dinner and dancing. The whole extended family came in, even distant relatives from across the seas, the Araaphan dunes. Now it seems like a life-time ago.."
"Close your eyes, Highness. Just hold on to that memory, meditate on the happiness, live it for a moment. Can you see yourself? Yes.. Now think back, of another memory that's a close second."
Elanor leaned back in again, against Bella's knees, letting out a long, deep exhale, her eyes still closed.
"The ballroom performance, from when I was thirteen. My both parents appearing together, truly happy in public, after a separation of many months. Vera was there too, and truly being supportive. That was my first performance by the way, they say I looked like a doll in blue. Snow was the theme, and we had these frilly puffy bottoms, that was soft and flowy, yet dense. It felt so good to perform for Papa, he was so proud.."
These were all strange to Bella. She couldn't even pretend to relate, being an orphan. She said.
"Think of his pride, Highness. Think of what that moment felt like, as a little girl. What your presence, and smile, was enough to bring both your parents together. How happy all three of them were, with you around. Cherish that feeling for a moment."
Elanor didn't respond. It seemed as if she had slept. She looked so peaceful. Bella continued.
"Now I want you to imagine, Nora. About how happy little Princess Vera was to watch over her three year old sister take a nap. Feel your mother, resting by the side, gently tapping your skin, lulling you to sleep. Your Papa, watching from the doorstep."
"Mmm.. I can see it."
"Cherish that thought. Now go further. Imagine little Vera figuring out, that she's going to be a big sister, in a couple of months. Her leaning against Queen Esmeralda's bulging tummy, and smiling at the vague sounds. King Ribert embracing the mother of his treasures from behind. Imagine that sacred moment, Highness. And cherish that thought."
"It's beautiful. Mmm, it's so beautiful.."
"Good! Now picture yourself watching, as King Ribert bows at the altar, praying for another child to share their bliss. His loving wife by the side. Watch over, as he lulls a very young Vera to sleep with a song-story, and silently leave her to her dreams. Watch him walk back to his chamber, to the loving embrace of his sweet wife. His gentle kiss of affection, ignite with passion in no time. Watch him rip apart her negligee, and thrust his pelvis into the womb of.."
"BELLA..?!"
The Queen jumped up, startled.
"What.?!"
"What was that? What's wrong with you?"
"I don't understand, Highness. It's a sweet moment. Something to cherish forever, your moment of conception. Why are you getting so.."
Elanor looked like she just swallowed something horrible. Bella looked genuinely puzzled by the reaction.
"What are you on about? It's weird, it's sacred. You don't talk to a child about.."
"Nora, you are no child!"
"That's not the point.. Arrrgghhh..!! My eyes are burning.."
Elanor started splashing water into her face, and rubbing her eyes in frustration, as Bella dropped the act.
"I'm sorry.. Hahaha.. I didn't think you'd actually picture..Hoho.. God, I'm sorry Highness."
"What's the matter with you? I'm trying to figure out the flaws in our approach, and you want me to dream about my Papa having sex?! What the hell?!"
"He must have had sex, right? For you to.."
"Oh shut it.. We don't talk about it."
"I didn't ask to talk. I asked to simply picture."
"What.?! Why would I even want to picture it?!"
"It's hard on you, isn't it? To imagine even."
"Hard.?! It's hellish.!! My eyes are still burning.. Euwww.."
Elanor splashed on some more water, as Bella muffled her laughs and said.
"You know right, that it probably went down like you imagined? He must do certain things to impregnate a woman, and your mother is no different."
"Why are we still on this?"
"Nora.. You were simply picturing what you have always known to have happened. So what's with this sudden visceral revulsion?"
"Bella, do you really want me to spell out why?!"
"So long as you know why, I wouldn't. You can't even verbalize it, can you?"
"Okay, is torture now part of the treatment as well?!" Elanor felt mad at Bella, for making such a joke. Is she even joking? Bellatrix explained.
"You just viscerally rejected a simple thought, Nora. That's my point. You loved imagining everything you remembered, even things you had no memory of. But you couldn't go through picturing certain things, you simply couldn't. Or say, wouldn't. That is my point."
"Point about what?!"
"About what I said earlier, Highness. Why I'm so confident about your anonymity. Why I wouldn't worry for the Queen's good name, even if you were to prowl the streets naked. Why I'm comfortable risking your true identity."
"What does that have to do with making me picture all those..?!"
Elanor struggled with the lingering distaste of the thought. Bella said.
"Because you know now, that you can't. Your mind simply won't desecrate that which is sacred. That which is truly, deeply sanctified, to everything that is core to you. That is the same for you, and it is for each single subject of yours. They simply can't picture their True-ruling Monarch, their dear Queen Elanor, the blushing bride of their sweet Prince Barthomius, in any circumstance that is improper. They can't accept it, they won't believe it. Because that's what you mean, to the larger soul of Wolkenshire, even if you fail to grasp it yourself. They adore you Highness. Like they have never loved a Queen. Like they haven't, a King."
Elanor looked back skeptically. You can't be serious, Bella. The Horse Whisperer continued.
"You aren't the ruling Queen, just from being next in line. You are the fruit of the prayers, from all levels of your people, wealthy and vagrant, uptight and libertine, all unified by a single emotion. To those who wondered of an alternative to a King. To those who were doubtful of the competence of a Queen.."
"Bella, that's an exaggeration. Half of it, plain nonsense."
"No my Queen. Forget the Order of Swords, go perform at the Desert Rose unmasked. At worst some drunk would tell, you look pretty, like the Great Chaste. Go spend a day at the Heavensworth whorehouse, take a few customers even. Worse case, they'd take you for.. Pardon my tongue. For one of the many bastards of King Ribert, down on luck. They may even pay extra for the likeness. Highness, I can have you parade the streets, nude as the day you were born, except for the crown and royal red robe for effect.. With heralds crying out your honorifics, to the streets packed and cheering.. And yet I bet, no one would think that you are anymore than an imposter. A crude prank perhaps, to which they may laugh along and leer, or chase you out, if it were some particularly puritanical neighborhood, but no.. No one would take you for the Elanor they adore. You are their personal pride, you.. You are too sacred, to fantasize. That, my Queen, is my confidence."
Elanor sat silently for a moment, then got up.
"I need to stretch."
Bellatrix couldn't help but marvel at the sight of water dripping from the magnificent curves of her Queen. That was no attempt to entice, but perhaps the lessons so far had drilled in seductivity to the her very core. The rear globes looked way round and meaty, with moon backlighting the curves. As the Queen arched her spine and quickly flipped the hair back, there was a moment Bella could glimpse the lamp, at the far corner of the roof, shine through the gap between her both inner thighs. That bright negative space of a triangle, the camel-toe cleft of the royal nether, leaving her mesmerized. As droplets from her hair-flip rained down, Bellatrix felt goosebumps and looked away, suddenly feeling self-conscious.
"Highness, there's a towel by the.."
She blurted out, but Elanor didn't hear the rest. She was in no mood to listen, not when her mind kept replaying what her friend just explained so passionately. She didn't feel the cold of the night, as her bare soles made wet prints along the roof-top. Water kept dripping down as she walked towards the edge of the circular roof. To her right was an open parapet walk, about seventy foot long, connecting the circular roof of the flanking tower, directly to the main body, which had the trap door to her chamber. Standing three feet away from the edge, Elanor looked over.
The breeze continued to tickle, as moonlight added to her budding shame. Still it felt remarkably good, wearing just droplets and goosebumps, especially in a place so far from home. The requirements of the medicinal bath, like an open area with access to direct sun and moon light, made it clear from early on, that it can't be the Royal Castle grounds. May be for a day or two, but an entire week was out of question. Bella had considered a dozen remote locations before settling on the Sanctum Fort, by the small town Hillsdale. Perhaps motivated by the recent rumors about a certain decoy program, the royal double Gertha had put in considerable time and effort to getting in shape, which turned out to be a boon. Now Elanor may leave in peace, in secrecy, knowing that Gertha would manage the scheduled appearances. In fact, finding Gertha in a much spiffy and slimmer shape than before, only made Elanor more self-conscious, considering she had a kid.
Originally an ancient heathen moon shrine, the fort got deconsecrated once the Church gained enough following. The town served as a midway point for the fruit-exports, from orchards nearby and up the hills. The population was relatively low, most of them ardent followers of the Southern Clerics, which meant none of the busy chaos of the Capitol. The fort itself was situated upon a hill, making it the highest point in vicinity, meaning the rooftop couldn't be more private, even at peak noon. The East-quarter of the fort had been open to townspeople, for storage and such.
Elanor remembered looking down from the same vantage point, her very first day. Feeling a lot more nervous, kneeling behind the merlon, and her single towel wrap-around drenched in full, not just from the sun. The breathtaking view didn't take away the initial tension, for her prior bouts of daytime nudity had all been strangely traumatic. But looking down she could see the entire idyllic countryside, resembling an intricate miniature. The Chimes river snaking through the greenery, spreading out to a couple minor tributaries, and vanishing by the far mountains. A recently upgraded dock, to her left, meant for the barges from up the mountain-orchards to stop and unload. The long vessels looked like tiny toy boats from up there, and little men were taking goods to the storage, and splitting it up to send to various places. There was a bee-line of mules and carts taking goods to various city centers, all slowing down by the Sanctum Hill monastery. The shimmering Lake Iverna right next, resembled a strange hand-mirror, which she feared funnily would reflect her absolute state to the world. Farmlands of varying crops looked like little square patches, changing shades as the wind blew past the blades playfully. She restrained from standing up, for shame and fear of vertigo, for the town look so far down from the rooftop, that even birds rarely came up so high.



There was no doubt, that for anyone looking up, she'd be nothing but a speck. Yet the Queen couldn't bring herself to stand up, let alone drop the towel. She made it back to the tub on all fours, panting. No one was staring, yet she felt averse to baring. Daylight had a way of anchoring her shame. She had denied doing day-time tasks for a reason. Not out in public, at least. Nights had always been welcoming, to all that was shy, and denied. Saying night felt like home, couldn't be farther from the truth. But calling night her stage. Now, there she couldn't be shy. The Queen didn't kneel, nor sweat or stumble, while looking down the edge, baring all to the night. Her thickening bush felt tickled, and the nipples poked out painfully from the gentle gust. She didn't flinch, it was oddly soothing. Her arms crossed, and began rubbing along the shoulders, as her breath shivered.
The town below looked just as pristine as before, something out of a snow-globe, only sleeping. Quieter than earlier, without the distracting evening church chimes. She remembered waking up from her daytime tub-naps, startled by the bell. As Bella's determined speech from before echoed in her mind, the Queen's roaming eyes circled back to the Church dome. Right across it was a gated structure, designed like an old amphitheater, probably a remnant from the heathen-days. The road in-between was a long straight cobbled stretch, with houses and shops along both sides. She noticed that given the town-planning, there was no suitable place to have a public gathering, a fair-ground or a memorial, like the amphitheater. Perhaps why the Church hadn't destroyed it completely. If the town-head, the Cleric Superior, or the King himself were to come down, they'd all be addressing the townspeople in that silly little ruin.
Maybe it's not that little, it's hard to say the size from this far. But imagine, having a royal procession through that narrow street, only to find the ruins of a heathen-stage. If the carriage doesn't fit through, I'll have to get down by the gates and walk the whole way in. Well.. I don't mind stretching a bit in the countryside, with my royal red robe trailing behind..
Oh, what about.. Elanor got a glimpse. Something so bizarre that it ignited her core, the warmth of which crept up her spine so quickly that she had no further need to rub shoulders. It felt like a jolt, her core was hot. Closing her eyes, she tried prolonging. It came way too easily.
She heard the trumpets play. The spirited stomps of three dozen escorts upfront, all marching in lockstep. The drummers matching their rhythm perfectly, as the herald announced for the cheering crowd, along both sides of the cobbled road. Elanor saw herself waltz in, her hips swaying swan-like, her head held up high, her smile excited as the crowd cheered on. It wasn't like the rowdy throngs from Desert Rose. No crude remarks about her modesty. No hungry eyes stayed locked at her bouncing bosoms. Even as the wind blew her royal robe, there was no sudden roar at the glimpse of her round rear.
No, these were her people. And she, their one True Queen.
They loved her in full, without prejudice it seemed. Even if all she wore, was a tiara and that royal robe.
Either that, or they were too deep in denial to see what's right in front. Elanor had never felt so comfortable in her skin, nor so loved and welcomed by a crowd, as she waltzed up waving ceremoniously to the crowd.
There was a sudden gust from behind, that blew her hair up, chilling her entire spine, bringing her back to reality. Elanor let out a shivering exhale, as her eyes shut tight, trying to prolong the glimpse. But what she saw now was for more chilling, that it doused the fire in her core, the fumes of which lumped her throat.
She was still naked, and walking along the road. But it was no more her parading, she was being paraded. A rotten fruit flew from left and smashed into her breast, which was followed by few more, all aimed at her sorry state. The crowd no more cheered, they out right screamed, foaming through teeth with disdain, and moral indignation. Mothers cursed, wives spat on her, for seducing away their men. Was it a Walk of Shame? No, it was something far worse, Elanor realized, finding herself chained this time.
She could feel the glares burning into her skin, her core strength weaken with each step. She could even feel the ink smudged across her forehead, reducing her to a singular identity. Kazian whispering into her ear, the only name she'd ever need. She was no Queen to any, not anymore. She was just..
"Highness..!"
Thank goodness, Bella.. Elanor shook off the thought, as Bellatrix waved.
"Back to the tub, please Nora. We have an hour more to cover."
Walking back, the Queen kept looking at the moon.
Waning, yet she seems so full.
How does she do that?
***
**
*
Meanwhile, the same moon shone over the far away forests, by the banks of River Kscharah, miles from the war-front, in the Orcan encampment.
"General Tavok! What's this sudden meeting regarding?"
Gorshnok, the Chieftain of mountain orcs asked frustrated. Tavok looked around the table. Every Chieftain in the tent seemed to be sharing the same frustration. The General was in no mood for diplomacy, and with an enormous built and impressive record, his pointed stare was enough to quiet most.
"Just sit and wait, Gorshnok. I'm as much in the dark as you are. If it were up to me, we'd now be turning the river red with them slimey fucks."
The whole table laughed in grunts, even Gorshnok joined in. Slime is an orcan slur for humans, about the physical inferiority. Orcs hated scraping off the pulpy slime from the blades, of drying flesh and blood. A single punch was enough to turn the human limb to a bleeding pulp, while it took the average human warrior considerable effort to make even a scratch. When you add in all the complex machinery of warfare, and formation tactics, humans made for a formidable foe, but the orcs loved focusing on the faults, for it annoyed them greatly how such a puny slime managed to stalemate them for so long.
"Haha.. Alright Tavok, but what are we waiting for?"
"The King would like a word." The General wasted no words.
"The King is here?! Why'd he risk coming to the war front?"
"He's well aware, Bruder. But he is the King, and he listens to only that.."
"The old hag, of course." The River tribe chieftain gritted his teeth. He was talking about Madame Vehmeth, the crooked old witch, who seemed to be the only one to have the King's ear, time and again. It annoyed the chieftains to no end, that a crippled old slimey held so much sway over the alpha of them all, the Great Orcan, King Kragorth.
"Is Vehmeth coming as well..?"
"No, the witch is too old to travel. But her puppet might make an appearance."
"Yevel Nishca, the Dark-eyed Bitch, yes.." Bruder looked mesmerized, saying that name.
"Don't let her hear it, Bruder. She'll have you chained in no time as well. And I won't be getting in the way."
"What's her story, Tavok?"
Tavok remembered the first and only time he saw her. Tall, buxom, muscular, and beautifully green. Full and flowing black hair, unusual for an orc maiden. Her unique armor, designed more to entice, than to protect. Those brown eyes, with unusually thick mascara, looking down on everything. And her prominent jawline, everything from nose-down, covered in a half-veil of black beads. Her every step made an unsettling rattle, from the chains in her both fists. Chained at the other end, were two unlucky pets, two slimey fucks who had been reduced to nothing but an anorexic shell of their former selves.
Humans who had held high military ranks, lead men against the orcs in the battlefields, who now cowered and crawled at her whim. The deep corrosive shame of such humiliation, diluted only by what she made them wear. A simple white loin-cloth. And a somewhat spherical metal helmet, with an opening for mouth, and a single hole above, for sight. Their bodies with no trace of hair, near-femininely soft, and riddled with whip-marks. A truly pathetic state, for all onlookers to laugh at. But nobody enjoyed it more, than the Dark-eyed Bitch herself.
Yevel Nishca. The Keeper of Kennels.
Shaking his head, Tavok answered.
"I know as much as you do about her, Groshnok. And I know, that the King finds her of value."
"Is she his new squeeze?!"
"Worse. She's his pet project. Some sick deal made with Vehmeth."
"Well. I'd say more power to her. Haven't you seen her perform.?!"
Grimohr had a sadistic grin.
"Yes, Grimohr. Once, when she did it for the King. Her only time for a private audience."
Bruder asked, confused.
"Perform?! I thought she was a scout. What is she then, like a dancer or something?"
Grimohr cackled.
"Oh poor Bruder. I'm not going to rot my tongue, reciting her unsightly explorations. If you are so curious, go watch alongside the troops, next time she visits. But I must warn, you better not wear something of rank, and be in her audience."
"I don't get it. Tavok?" Bruder looked to the General.
"She captures human alive, specifically Generals and War-chiefs, and reduces them to pets. Breaking their body and spirit. Makes them perform humiliating ordeals, for the entertainment of our troops. This isn't her job, but her idea of fun. To improve troop morale, she says. It does work, and.. And yes, she has no respect for anyone who leads, including us chieftains. Well, except for the King."
"I heard rumors that she got bloated with a man once." Bomark chuckled.
"Oh, that I can confirm, folks, having met her kid. The bastard's definitely no orcan."
"Just one.?! I heard she pumped out quite the litter.."
Groshnok answered.
"War-time breeding, folks. Those don't count for offspring. Wasn't that the high point of village-raids.?! All those frail bitches whimpering.. Have we ever gone out to collect the litter? Same here. If you are stupid enough to get captured, you'll either die slaving, or wilt breeding. That's the way of war, we didn't make the rules. It's her luck that she managed to escape."
Drugin changed the topic.
"Tavok? What makes the King come all the way? It's not like we have anything major.."
"Drugin, you know why. Why did the King chose to lead the charge for the Spring raid? Or change the plans of the Valley strike last year. Or put all that gold on that stupid Stefonston project. Who makes him do all that?"
"Madam Vehmeth, yeah.. That cursed witch and her sisterhood. We should've never given them refuge.."
Groshnok interjected quite passionately.
"Oh shut up, Drugin! When have her predictions failed us? Have you forgotten the disastrous night raids from winter? The one she specifically warned against.."
"Speak like an orc, Groshnok! What are you, a fucking slime? To mourn for spilled blood.?! You've gone soft..!"
"Hahaha! You all have, it seems, fellow chieftains!"
The six war-chiefs stood up startled, as a massive presence entered the room. General Tavok rose up smiling, raised his right hand slowly, and thumped his chest once with the fist, right next to his bone-amulet, and bowed his head with reverence to the old friend. King Kragorth, the Chief of Chiefs, walked up to his seat, nodding to all present.
"What's with the big, fancy tent, Tavok? What happened to sitting around bonfire?!"
Groshnok answered instead, slightly intimidated.
"It was me, King. One of my craftsmen worked out the design, from a discarded human tent. Quite durable for a slime-work. What do you think?"
Kragorth looked down and said with pity.
"You shouldn't find refuge in tents, brother, unless the sky weeps. And even so, when have a little drizzle bothered the orcan deep slumber?! These human ways, it separates us from Mother Yevelshka. New consorts that will breed only weakness. Haven't you spilled enough blood to know that much? Huh.? Sit. Now tell me Tavok, what's so crucial that you deemed it necessary to summon the King himself?"
"What? King, I never.." Tavok's hand went for his axe instinctively, suspecting foul play, as he focused on the night sounds, while the other chieftains looked around confused.
"HAHAHA! You should see yourself Tav.. Ho ho..! Like you are about to charge. I was just pulling your leg."
Tavok slammed the table laughing, as the others chortled along, some raising cups to the King. The General grunted.
"Kragorth, you bastard! I thought some traitor played us. I was this close to axing Chief Bruder there."
"What?! Are you calling me a traitor?!"
Bruder stood up shouting, clearly offended, as King Kragorth waved his hand.
"No Bruder. But who wouldn't look for an excuse to axe you. You fuck-annoying bastard. Hahaha..!!"
As the rest wobbled laughing with no control, Bruder too joined in sheepishly. No point arguing with the King.
***
**
*
"Even if I were to parade the streets?!"
"In principle, yes Highness."
"I hope you are right, but I don't buy a word of it."
"I'm not so full of myself either, Highness. But I believe it plays a large part in your cover. I understand your concerns of discovery. Have you considered the possibility that this perceived risk, is the very reason of the task's effectiveness? For the pleasure. The relief it provides."
Elanor knew this was bound to come up. She answered.
"Actually, I have. Which makes it all harder to stomach. I'm well aware of the midnight tavern songs my poor drunken subjects cheer to, in the seedy bars of Wolkenshire's underbelly. Illustrious tales of escapades, about dames and dukes of notoriety, the things of shame they get up to. Some of them may even fantasize, of it being them. Of prancing around like a true debauchee. What they fail to grasp is that, the scenario is alluring, for they had never earned the position to begin with. The same for all such subjugatory fantasies. If the power you wield, your place in society, is something you truly earned.. Something you put sweat, blood and tears to.. Then you'd find that position of dignity, far too sacred, to risk subverting. To revel, perverting. That's what those drunks fail to grasp. And I realize I'm no different."
"I don't follow, Highness.." Bellatrix leaned in.
"That night at the Brestfield Manor, I met at least a dozen from the nobility, who had brought in their own wives, to share amongst friends. Which made me realize.. Only the ones who take the sanctity of marriage for granted, can afford to fantasize open-cuckoldry. They were never denied a marriage, it was never a privilege they fought and earned, or decided on their own, as a journey worth embarking. The same for my libidinous sibling Veramour. Privileged by birth, with beauty, wealth and lineage, and matured amidst more lusting eyes than judging.. Only when you can have your pick, you'd wonder even, why stop at one. For so long I thought myself above it all. But it's so clear now. That I'm no different. In fact, I'm worse."
"You are not, Nora! You are different, this is different."
Elanor looked straight into Bella's eyes. She had a certain resolve.
"No, I'm not. And you said it yourself, Bella. What if the relief these tasks provide, comes directly from the risks I take. From risking the sanctity of the very throne I sit atop, the honor of the kingdom I've sworn to protect. This throne, the title of True-ruling Monarch, even the Great Chaste. I never wished, willed, nor earned any of these. The only reason I'm still a virgin, is my dear Bard forbade us breaking tradition. Urging me to wait, till the stars aligned. All my powers, my privileges, all that I put at risk of ridiculous proportions, every time we do a task.. It's all unearned. Which may be why, at times at least, I feel this great sin bubbling up from my core, on the rare chance I'm so close to edge. I'm no different. I'm really not."
Elanor kept staring down to the water. They had been sitting still for so long, that she could see her moonlit reflection stare back. She could see clearly above the brows, that one word description Kazian had written across her forehead. May be the only title in her life that she truly earned. He's wrong. he's so wrong. Splashing off the reflection, Elanor scooped up some water and wiped her forehead fruitlessly, for she knew it'd be there the next time she look at a mirror.
After a long pause, Bella spoke.
"Highness, tell me one thing. Have you ever tasted poison?"
"No! What's that got to do with.." Elanor had a visceral shiver, remembering the dark thoughts that plagued her, the nights soon after receiving news of Barthomius. Bella pushed.
"Humor me? What makes something a medicine and not poison."
"Well, one is for healing, and the other for killing. I don't see what you are getting at.."
"So medicines heal, as opposed to say hemlock."
"Right."
"You're a swordsmaid, Highness. Must be familiar with cuts and cramps. What do they prescribe for joint pains?"
"Usually Rormack's potion." The Queen replied, amused as to where this lead.
"Which contains hemlock, yes?"
"In mild doses, yes."
"And what if you have a sore-throat?"
"That's so well known, Bella. Ruvilac seeds, with honey."
"A spoonful would ease things overnight, correct?"
"About right. Bella, why are we talking about.." The Queen got cut off.
"Say, you take four spoonful. With twice the honey. What would happen?"
"Haha.. I hear, it gives a nice high. And a deep sleep with weird unending dreams."
"What if you took, say, ten spoonful? No honey. And slept straight up."
"That's preposterous. You'll wake up coughing blood, every child knows it.."
"Not much for healing then, huh? So I ask again, what separates the medicine from poison."
"I don't know. Dosage?"
"Exactly. Every thing that heals, can kill you, if not for the dosage. And though every poison kills, some can heal, with the right dosage. Sex isn't much different."
"How so..?"
"Some may constrain it to love. Some will abuse it, recreationally, like Princess Vera. But what we do, is medicinal. Its therapy. We are aware of the poison, so we dose it just right. What makes something medicinal, is often the dosage. And sex isn't much different."
"Says the virgin whisperer." Elanor giggled.
"I'm no virgin." Bella froze, unable to believe that she just said so, as the Queen turned around astounded.
"What did you just say? When? Oh, Bella.. The Order of Swords.?! No you didn't.."
"I was.. just joking."
"Then why are you blushing so.. Oh, you really did.. Hohoho..! Who was it? How was it.?!"
"Highness, I'm.. I'm not saying another word. Here, let me get some warm water, to add to the mix.."
Saying which Bella quickly got out, leaving the Queen laughing.
After adding a few medicinal herbs to the tub, Bella returned.
"Highness, can I be honest? Brutally.?"
Elanor looked her in the eyes for a moment, and said.
"Always Bella. If you can't, this wouldn't work."
"I think this is a misplaced worry. I think you have spotted something wrong, deep in your mind, but can't place it yet, so.. So, you blame the first thing that's obviously off, that is in discordance with the norms. We chose this path for a reason, and much to both our surprise, it seems to be working. If you feel the need to blame yourself still.."
"That's what Father Benedictus said as well, Bella. In very different words. He called it a mis-step."
"Father knows.?!"
"Just the dreams, Bella. He says, that I may have inadvertently broken some fundamental tenet. Something that I had noticed only subconsciously. And perhaps, these dreams are hinting at it, urging me to rectify. And I can't think of something so disastrously wrongful, Bella."



"To find a needle in a haystack, Highness, it's better to find a piece of magnet first."
"What if there are no magnets?"
"What are you saying? Burn down the whole haystack?! For a single needle?"
"I'm not sure, Bella. Or rather, I can't separate the medicine from the poison. From all that has been done.."
"Highness, stop! You are a hard one to corrupt."
"How can you say that, Bella? Knowing all that.,"
"I can say, because I have the luxury, my Queen. Of not judging myself against an ideal so unattainable, shaped by the naivety of a pollyannaous teenager. I've never placed my chastity, as something so inextrible from one's soul-mate. I'm not bound by the rules of the royalty. Not to discount fate's hand in it. But I can't help but wonder, if you are turning a blind-eye to the reality of the regal life, or if it's your guilt that's blinding you."
"I don't understand."
"Since I have taken charge as the Head of Households, I have managed so many of your appointments. Vetting each and every visitor, pulling files on history, from the House Espionage wing.. Making note of scandals, from rumors to proven cases, something that you could leverage over them in discussions, if the need arise. It was no pleasure of mine to scan through, but my Queen.. You have no idea of the depth of the dirt surrounding you, of how thin and feeble the facades actually are, of the dignitaries of your Kingdom, of your own court. And that's discounting the other royal families."
Elanor shook her head.
"That's just affairs, Bella. It's circumstantial, it's understandable. I don't think it's just, to judge them the same as me."
Bella spoke like she was on fire.
"I'm talking about the reports on Minister Klein from last month, leaving his poor daughter at the company of an unnamed octogenarian Duke, easing her conscience by telling, that it's nothing her mother hadn't done many a times, that this is how blue-bloods climb ladders. All in hopes of the Duke's support, for his controversial trade bill amend. The same bill that got miraculously passed.! Are you suggesting, that his sins match with yours, Highness? I may not have dwelled a life-time, on the consequences of sin, like Father Benedictus, but I had thought of it enough to stand my ground. Sins that we willingly submit to, for the fruits had proven irresistible, and the yield compounding.."
Elanor didn't seem convinced. Bella just continued.
"If we are dabbling in sin, what's fruits do I get to enjoy, Highness? Not riches, not power, but the piece of mind of a dear friend. What of you? Giving your kingdom an even-keeled Monarch. So please, I repeat for the umpteenth time. Do not torment yourself. This isn't who you are, not anymore than you'd like to be. This is something you are wading through, irritated, pained, and surely pleasured. Why be untruthful? Immense pleasure, in fact. The likes that had been denied to mere-mortals, perhaps for good reason. But I know, and so do you. You're aim isn't the bliss. You seek that which is on the other side. That which awaits you.. A Queen deserving of the throne of Wolkenshire."
Bella struggled to reassure, knowing that her words had turned hollow a while back, reduced to a shell of hope. And she recognized that knowing smile from her Queen, nodding not in agreement, rather in appreciation of her effort.
They sat there, coddled in the warmth of the tub, watching stars for a little longer. When the silence started weighing again, Elanor asked.
"Correct me if I'm wrong, Bella. In your analogy, with the right dosage, sex like a poison that could be medicinal. Sex as a template for healing, yes.?
"More or less."
"So.. Did it heal you as well, the other night.?!"
"Nora, stop.!"
Bella splashed the water annoyed, as the Queen shuddered from the cold and laughter.
"Okay okay.. Though Bella, if you call it poison, are you admitting this is lethal?"
Bella got out of the tub, saying.
"I'm reminding this is useful. You do the healing, I'll worry about the dosage. Is that clear, Princess?"
"Yes, Mistress.."
***
**
*
"How about some amusements.? Bruder, aren't you quite the singer.??"
Deep into the night Kragorth asked, belching loudly. Groshnok laughed.
"Oh King, he would force a wolf roll-call at this hour.. Haha.. Please don't let him loose.."
The other chieftains cracked up, pretty jovial now with all the wining and dining done. Groshnok wasn't too happy with them stinking up his tent, but it's not like he could invite out his King. Shaking his head, Bruder inquired.
"What about her, King? The Dark-eyed Bitch. How come she won't perform for us chieftains.?"
"Bruder, your King is telling. Don't let her hear that name. If she comes for you with chains swinging, even I won't intervene. I mean, why would I waste a chance to get rid of an annoying swine like you, eh?! Hahaha..!"
Drugin laughed along, and asked.
"Kragorth, but for real.. Why the light touch? What's so special in her, to grant the Title of Yevel?"
The King exhaled deeply, and said, his tone more serious.
"Because she's got insight, my friend. She knows too much. And not just about us. Have we ever had an orcan break out of human capture? They kill us on sight, for they hate us. Much like we do them slimeys. She's spend months in captivity. She knows them well now, their ways, their weaknesses. And she's more than motivated. Vehmeth has seen it all. The path.. She's very much a part of it. Like Soren, much like you, Tavok.. The True-heir shall arise. And he will lead us orcs to our rightful glory. The prophecy is real. I've felt it!"
Tavok looked as unimpressed and uninterested as ever with the subject, which annoyed the King.
"What, you don't believe my judgement?!"
Tavok adjusted his tone, as if talking sense to a friend.
"Kragorth.. The prophecy is a fine tool, for rallying support from differing tribes. It may help boil their blood, enough to pause the infighting, and follow us to the front-lines. But to win, you need strategy."
"Are you undermining the prophecy?"
"No, my King. I'm simply suggesting, that it shouldn't be our sole front."
Tavok said, pouring his King another drink.
"The skepticism had always served you well, Tavok. But.. My friend, I wish if you'd only see. If you'd listen, to not just the words of a friend, but the beats of Yevelshka herself."
"I'm listening, my King."
The whole drunk table leaned in.
"You have to think big, brother. Bigger than your King, your tribe. Far bigger, beyond the greens of Yevelshka. To the drylands of men, and the endless lakes beyond.. All that you rule, will bend themselves to be of use, for fear of perishing. That's the power of the ruling. These slimey fucks.. They are no different than us, with tribes and infighting. Vehmeth tell tales, of lands with funny names. Like Noxtira, Kelthea, even Wulkenschire. Soren had been there, these Capitols of theirs."
Soren! There's another of her pets. What does Kragorth see in that grey-breed?! We are fucking orc-lords, we raid towns and lay waste. Since when did we rely on spies? Tavok looked away scoffing, as Kragorth said.
"I know you hate him, but Soren is instrumental. He saw her, Tavok. The Queen who rules the men. Under the melting moon, just as prophesized. You may hate, him, but you know his eye. He swears on Yevelshka, that she's the one. Forget the prophecy, and think on strategy alone. Control the throne, and you rule them all. The greens and the plains."
Tavok nodded, for strategy is his language. Kragorth continued.
"But remember, this isn't about you. Not your tribe, nor your King. This is about the whole Orcan kind. About the Orcan future. Vehmeth said so herself. That to fight it would be futile. This isn't a front to fight, Tavok, but just to let take course. The Prophecy, you must believe. For it will deliver."
"Chief of chiefs, if you don't mind me asking.." Asked a clearly drunk Drugin, upon hearing the name 'Vehmeth'.
"How come she dictates us orcs? This one decrepit spinstress. The Vehmeth witch, and her sisterhood of refugees. It's one thing to give refuge, but to take orders..? That too an alpha orc, such as you.?!"
Tavok stared down Drugin, signalling to stop. Being drunk isn't an excuse for forgetting your place, and orcans rarely wait for the insults to roll out, to go for the head. King Kragorth was an anomaly, that rare contemplative philosopher King, considering orc standards. But that doesn't immunize him, to the legendary orcan rage. Handling his liquor remarkably well, Kragorth said with that same calm smile.
"Let me ease your worries, Drugin, misplaced as those are.. No one commands the Orcan King. No one sways my resolve, not even my faithful friend here. The ferocious General Tavok, who'll surpass me one day, if he manages to grow up, and grasp things of world, things that are beyond his bloody hilt. If he hadn't lost all zeal by then, that is.."
"My King, you are drunk. And I'm content simply leading the troops, so long as it is to your commands."
Tavok said, looking straight at his King. He had restrained from drinking, for he felt at least a few should remain level headed. Kragorth replied.
"Tavok, I've known you since childhood. You were ambitious then, and you haven't changed one bit. So as much as I believe your faithfulness, I know you have an eye on Kingship. And I want you to know, I would be at peace, knowing it's you who succeeds me."
What's he on about, succession and all?! Tavok laughed it off, as the King continued.
"So to answer you, Drugin. What if that crazy witch is of use? What if her senile ramblings, turn out to be prophecies? We orcans aren't strangers to prophecies. Besides, what would be more stupid? Taking her mad ramblings into consideration? Or ignoring it outright, and walking out into the abyss blind?"
"But, taking cue from an aging slime.?! King, I just find it a grave departure, from the orcan ways of the old.."
"If it were for the ways of old, your head would be rolling out the slope, Chief Drugin, for questioning my King. And if it were up to me.."
Tavok paused midway, slowly standing up. Recognizing his sudden vigilance, Kragorth asked.
"Touble, Tavok?"
"I'm not sure, King. Just a feeling.." Tavok's right hand reached for the rack, and grabbing a spear, he suddenly swished it across the ceiling. The tent roof got torn wide, and through the gap they could see the night sky. It looked starry, but something felt off. The stars kept getting bigger.
"Are those?"
"Grab the shields!!" Tavok roared as he shielded the King, while gripping his axe. In a quick swish, he deflected the arrow that was headed for his chest.
"GUARDS! ALERT THE TROOPS"
The chieftains ran out, grabbing arms and shielding the King, as someone sounded the alarm. Tavok's eyes widened as the sky lit up with more fire-arrows.
"Ambush! IT'S AN AMBUSH..!!"
***
**
*
Ways to Mishandle
"My eyes.. Oh no, my eyes..!!"
Elanor woke up panting, from what felt like hours of torment. Monstrous manhoods hypnotically waving right before, it's animalistic whiff so overwhelming, that her eyes squinted shut. She could feel the breeze upon her face, and occasionally her nostrils would flare up, to check if it had gone. On one rare occasion she slipped up and peeked, then kept on chanting, I didn't look, I did not look. She felt dirty waking up, especially with her bed-linens drenched in sweat, and hopefully nothing else. Looking out the window she noticed the moon had barely moved, meaning she hardly slept thirty minute before diving into a dream which seemed to last for hours.
How am I supposed to rest up?! What's the issue now, oh God?
The long walks in the garden wasn't an option, for she was far from the Capitol. In fact, just a handful of people knew that the mystery guest staying at Sanctum Fort was in fact the Queen herself. Bellatrix was careful to arrange the staff, even the patrolling schedule of guardsmen, such that they never came face to face with the Queen. Elanor yearned for some work to occupy her mind, but this was her time to rejuvenate.
If only I could sleep. Why is it so damn stuffy in here? I feel so icky..
Elanor left the windows open, wiped clean her skin with damp cloth, paced back and forth till her limbs strained, and sat down tired by the study. The routine was so familiar by now, that she knew it would take an hour or so for the sleep to return. It irritated her that the only proper rest she had gotten recently is when she's lying nude in the pool, baring it all to the skies. And even then, the dreams get to her eventually. This can't go on, I need a way out.
What was it that Father Benedictus said?
A misstep.
A probable lapse in judgement.
Crossing a moral grey, breaking some fundamental tenet. Something perhaps my subconscious noticed. Some thing that these dreams are hinting at.?!
Well, DO BETTER, DREAMS..!! Tell it clearly..
Elanor slapped her forehead in frustration.
She thought long and hard about all she did, that was wrong to a normal observant. The obvious thing that popped to her mind was the arrogant disobedience from the night of the Order, when she nearly got her face branded. That was one misstep, the enormity of which truly gave her chills, thinking back. Was that my mistake then? The way I risked the sanctity of the throne, by unrestrained outbursts? Then again every task so far could be characterized as risking the sanctity of the throne, and yet, I never had such a weird dream before. Well, there were weird dreams, but nothing so....sleep-repellent.
Reluctantly she took out the quill, dipped in ink, and prepared to write. A letter to the High Priest Father Benedictus, informing that she's reconsidering his original suggestion. Elanor had realized by now, that if it's an obscure sin, she wouldn't get to it without combing through the obvious ones. The quill-tip touched the paper, but no words came out. The ink kept blotting, but she simply couldn't formulate her thoughts. The weight of it was too much, to share with a father-figure, or to risk him knowing ever. God, Nora.. What are we to do now..?
She woke up to a thick blue patch by the morning, and her body hurt from sleeping seated. She found some peace in the two hours spend refining fencing techniques, though for some reason Lady Requina was still in her gloomy self. She rarely smiled, and her responses were extremely short. The training was harsher and to the point, which the Queen appreciated deeply, for her standards were high as well. But a part of her missed the young jovial trainer from the dojo, who was too cute to be perceived as strict. Who simply couldn't stop smiling, even at the mistakes. Is she having trouble sleeping as well? I hope her nightmares pale against mine.
After a late-breakfast Elanor returned to the chamber wondering where Bella was. A note informed her that Bella had gone to meet Ishikawa, for the clergyman had strong concerns about breaking his carefully designed regime. The note promised that she'd be back before the Queen has her nightly bath-tub session. Elanor stood by the window, and kept looking at the far hills. She could hear the birds chirp and horses neigh. it was a lovely countryside, and the sun was just right. Every cell in her body was yearning to take a filly for a ride along the docks, past the lake, around the ruins perhaps. It had been so long she had ridden, or petted a horse even. The last time was..
When was the last time..?!
Oh, hohohehe.. The Templeton trip. Iris, that unruly beast.
That seems so, so long ago. Oh Bella, you and your mishaps.. Well, it's more me, but, I'm the Queen so.. Oh Bella..
As she changed into a fresh shift, Elanor examined her bare back in the mirror. The ink-marks from the other week was all gone, at least nothing remained visible in the dimly lit chamber. But it is better to take the course to its completion, for there may be blots absorbed deep into the skin. It was a great relief that her back didn't spell 'H O R' anymore. Though every now and then, Elanor would get a glimpse in the mirror, of that one short description Kazian had written across her forehead. She'd wipe it frantically, knowing well that it was all in her mind. Thank goodness, he used just her messy mascara, and not the black ink. That would have been hell to hide with make up. The Queen shooed away the thought, as her hands found the 'box' that Ishikawa had send her.
Should I really? Her mind wavered as her fingers toyed with the contents.
Having not much else to do, the Queen decided to start the treatment session early. A little more of sun couldn't possibly hurt. Besides, if I'm to stay out of side and inbound all week, then I'd rather do it atop, and naked. I have to find balance somehow.
***
**
*

Ting Tititin Ting Tititin Ting.. ♫♫ Ting Titin Tititing..!

Stomp! Clap Clap! Stomp! Clap clap!

♫♫ She had a face


That looked full of grace


And around her waist


She was wrapped in lace


And that ass... ♫♫

Stomp! Clap Clap! Stomp! Clap clap! "Drink!"

♫♫ She was cloaked by night


She looked so chaste


But when that horse rose up


I saw her disgrace


And that ass... ♫♫

Stomp! Clap Clap! Stomp! Clap clap! "Drink!"

Ting Tititin Ting Tititin Ting.. ♫♫ Ting Titin Tititing..!

Walking into the bar, Hoyt immediately felt his head bob to the tune on its own. This is why I love the countryside. The scorching sun at its peak, the bar is nowhere near as packed, and yet these folks never fail in having a good time. Normally he would think twice before grooving to such a bawdy song, but Hoyt was too tired now. If the tune rejuvenates, then he couldn't care less what it preached. He had been riding non-stop for the past four days, to Fort Wilburr and back, and knowing it will take at least two more days on horseback to reach the Capitol, he had serious concerns about his back. All because of that stupid 'handler-shit'! I should have never listened to that ignoramus. Fuck you, Jezeb. I shouldn't have moved to the Capitol in the first place. All such worries and frustrations faded as the strumming filled his ears.
"♫ And that ass!!"
The sentry-man joined in smiling wide, as he approached the counter, tossing a coin to the Bard who tipped his hat without breaking the rhythm. The bar-maid slid his way their usual.
"That you, Hoyt??"
The friendly growl made him look.
"Loch! That really you, you fat-fuck? Haha.. You really drinking this early?!"
"Haha! I could ask you the same, sentry-boy. You slacking off on duty now?"
Hoyt clinked his tankard with the old friend, as Loch dragged the seat closer.
"That a royal badge? I thought you were stationed at Cloveshire."
"I was, I was. I got.. a promotion of sorts. Now I work at the Royal Castle. Hence the badge. No more wandering endlessly along the corridors, guarding empty hallways."
"Oh boy! I would drink to that. So what brings you to Hillsdale?"
"Becksy, another one for my muse, please."
Hoyt turned to look, as the Bard pulled up a chair next to him.
"Hey, man. That's one great song you got there. Very upbeat!"
"Oh, thanks mate! It's not me, it's the art. Mercy of my great muse, the Midnight Queen!"



"Haha.. You mean the Templeton Trollop?!"
As Loch remarked loudly, the whole bar burst out laughing. The singer's face grew visibly red, as if taking personal offense, and Hoyt looked around confused. The Bard said.
"Yeah, I deserve this. Sharing my gifts to drunks and fools, who could only look down on a girl proudly flaunting her skin. You simpletons won't find any art in there, but filth."
Hoyt shook his head, saying.
"Respectfully Mister Songster, you shouldn't mistake every shine in the filth for a gem."
"Don't you dare insult my muse!!"
"BLAINE..!" The buxom bar-maid called out from the other end, as if to keep him in check, to which he said. "Alright. I'm not breaking into another fight. My fingers are meant for strumming. And I can't risk straining my voice. I'm done conversing to the hopeless. You happy?!"
"Oh sorry mister.. Blein?! Here, allow me to buy your drinks." Hoyt felt bad.
"Tell me, what is this.. Templeton Trollop?"
Blaine gave him a look, as the men behind chuckled. Don't call her that.
"She's no trollop. Well, she did trollop across the streets so gracefully, so in that sense, maybe she is. Wait, are you saying you have never heard of her?!"
Loch smirked.
"Oh, he lives in his own world, Bardy. He was cooped up in Cloveshire for about a year, it's unlikely he heard much of the outside world. And it's not like she got caught or something.. It's not like there's any proof of it being real even."
"It is real!" The Bard punched the table, and regretted as the bar-maid shot daggers his way.
"Wait, somebody explain to me who this Trollop is.."
As the three ordered another set of drinks, the young bard began his tale.
"Earlier this year, me and my mates went for the Templeton Fairs. We aren't particularly religious, unlike the townsfolk here, but we love lively nights like any young blood, and the dames come dressed up real good.. Some even gave the looks, and let you share some fun in the alleys, when the spirit of the festival gets to them. We were wasted pretty soon, got lost in the strange town, and ended up blacking out somewhere in the streets, far from the fairgrounds. I had such a splitting headache half the time, and kept thinking throughout, that I'll never have another drop of mead again.."
Loch chuckled watching him empty another tankard, as Hoyt said.
"I wanted to be there as well, but couldn't get leave. Templeton is a sacred spot for us Southern Clerics." Ignoring his comments, the Bard continued with his story.
"So, as we slept by the foot-path, something woke me up in the middle of the night. This strange sense, as if the ground beneath is strumming. Vibrations, the bizarre rhythm of it. Clomp. Clomp. Clomp. My heart began matching its beat. And as my eyes opened, there she was! As if shrouded in the night itself, her cloak, so loose and dark. And the stallion, an absolute dark beast, tamed only by her might. Its galloping hoofs never touched the cobbled road, it was floating all the way, like a Pegasus without wings."
"If the hoofs never touched base, what made the galloping sounds?" Hoyt smirked, as Loch ignored him and said, way too absorbed by the tale.
"Who was she? Who was she?!"
Bard smiled down at his audience of one.
"The fairest maiden known to man. A face that is the embodiment of grace. Clad in just a simple cloak, which she wore like she didn't care. She seemed to be waking up the poor and down-trodden, urging them to follow her to the fairgrounds. The moment her gaze locked with mine, oh my..! I felt like she saw through my very essence. I didn't know why, but I ran alongside the dozen or so desperates, all screaming for her playful glance, screaming at the top of my lungs, for the Goddess to stop."
The remaining drunks had gathered around by then, to listen in, as the Bard got up and began telling performatively, a tale he had told countless times by then.
"She halted for a moment, as if for us to catch up, turned around, and rode right past us, taunting us to dare catch up. As she reached me, I saw my gents, with this very eyes, her both breasts.! As if crafted out of the finest marble, so speckless and fresh, bouncing like the ripe mangoes from hillside orchard. The kind that urges you to squeeze out the essence. To call it tempting is an understatement. Those lips pouted an O, and she blew me a kiss. I felt as if my heart forgot to beat. I stood there numb, my whole flesh goose-bumped, as the men ran past, nearly tossing me aside. And know what she did?"
"WHAT?"
The collective response included even the bar-maid, who looked as if she would bed the Bard then and there. Hoyt didn't buy half of what he was saying, but he chose to go along, for sake of Loch. Why ruin the fantasy, if it helps these lot through the bloody heat? The Bard continued.
"Amidst the trollop, she twisted her spine and looked back, almost risking a fall just to lock eyes with me. And grabbing her bouncy left bosom, she bit into that erect nipple, only to scream from her own depravity, as her stallion neighed alongside. Her flowing dark auburn hair, forming the night itself. And as she caught the reins, I glimpsed my friends, in that lucky moment when her cloak blew up."
The whole bar was silent, even Hoyt found himself intrigued.
"There it was gents.. The softest, most supple ass-cheeks I've seen in all my life. And I've seen plenty, believe me.. But none as soft and juicy, as those of my Midnight Queen! Midway through the gallop, when her hips got tossed up, in that brief moment of tussle between momentum and gravity, you know what those juicy round cheeks did?"
Silence.
"They clapped, mid-air. Twice! And stomped right back into the horse, as if pounding the heat, of the beast itself, only to be tossed up again. To clap. Twice. Again. That's what makes the song go. STOMP!"
CLAP. CLAP.
The room played along, gleefully, as he took to the strings.

♫♫ Ting Titin Tititing..!

Stomp! Clap Clap! Stomp! Clap Clap!
"And drink..!!"
"Oh dear folks, and then she did the unthinkable. As if to sate the lust of all those chasing, her arms out-stretched.. And the cloak dropped! Leaving her to ride naked as the day she was born. One could only dream what the sight had been from the front. Her ass still clapping, every time it rose. That ass, of my majestic Midnight Queen.. The Templeton Trollop of you lecherous lot. I saw it all, with my own eyes."
Hoyt asked, scoffingly.
"So you say this dame had such a plum ass, that it clapped twice, with each bounce?"
"I heard it, mate. It echoed through the night."
"Even after she dropped the cloak, the only thing on her skin? Still the double taps?!"
"mm..hmm.. You had to be there. Those cheeks were like divine jellies!"
"Hmm.. I wonder why she never clapped thrice?"
The Bard looked confused.
"What?!"
"I mean, her cloak is gone. The boobs are free. Won't they flop around slapping as well.?
"Yeah, right? You never said she were flat?" Loch has never concentrated so deep in his life. Bard struggled with words.
"That's.. That is possible. But, yeah.. She was too far, I couldn't hear!"
"That's bull!" Someone yelled.
"Yeah, you heard the other claps.." The bar was acting as if this was some deep betrayal. Chuckling, Hoyt said.
"It's simple, ass claps twice, boobs clap once. Like.. Stomp! Clap Clap! Clap! But that's not a fun beat, is it?"
Acting high and mighty, clearing his throat, the Bard stood up and said.
"Look, it's called creative freedom. If you want to watch wenches, take the next boat to the Capitol. I hear there's no shortage of harlots nowadays. You can clap them cheeks to your heart's content. But art isn't about documentation, fools! It's.. It's about staying true to the truth. Discount all you want, but I know what I saw. She's as real as the love in my lips, every time I sing her praise."
"Is the love in the lips, your only proof, Blaine? Or is there a shred of evidence for this vivid wet dream?"
Hoyt couldn't help but push. Other than the skepticism, he wasn't a fan of praising something so blatantly obscene. If any of this is true, they were valorising the wrongful conduct of some trollop, an act of public indecency in the night of a sacred festival. Blaine had long figured that Hoyt wasn't the audience for the story. He would have worded it differently, but when the whole bar turned up listening he got carried away. Reaching into his satchel, he said.
"How about this, for a shred? Ripped from the same cloak she was wearing that night. Check the fabric, check the lining. It's not the common-weave one could find at market square, to prop up a tale. And above all, if not for the shred of truth in my voice, I doubt my song would resonate so well, even to these hopeless drunks."
That he believed. Hoyt couldn't deny the pleasing pull of his voice. Besides, from the velvety shine of the fabric he could tell, it was something only a nobleman could afford.
"See the pale patch? I could still smell her sweat."
"Hey, let me!" Yelled a quick-witted drunk from the background, as he snatched the patch of fabric. The bar erupted laughing, as the Bard ran after him anxiously, to retrieve the souvenir of his muse, for lack of a better word. As the crowd dispersed, Loch ordered another round, his mind still chasing after the faceless trollop. Hoyt noticed that most of the men drinking weren't natives. They were workers from the docks, here to take goods by the river, back to various markets. Which made sense to him, for the normal towns-people would never have entertained such a bawdy song.
Hillsdale is a relatively urban close-knit community that had managed to preserve its rural aesthetics, surrounding the Sanctum Hill Monastery and the old fort. A place Hoyt himself would have made home, had he chosen the trades instead. Majority of people are settlers from the countryside. Known for their sectarian church and strong moral claims, they were often mocked for their puritanical approach to even suggestive hedonism. Moral claims which most would brush off as too irrational. If not for their allegiance to the Monastery, the community would have faced harsher criticisms. Being brought up in a similar close-knit community, Loch and even Hoyt couldn't understand why most people have a hard time with their outlooks.
Waving for another fill, Hoyt suddenly noticed the large drum by his friend's side.
"What's with the drum, mate? You still play the church choir or something?!"
Emptying the tankard, Loch gave out a disgusting burp.
"Nah, it's just a side-hustle. An extremely enjoyable hobby of sorts. You staying the night?"
"No Loch. I'm on duty. I just stopped for a drink, this cursed heat is killing me."
"Why would you travel in peak noon, fool? It's scorching out there."
"I must get this to the Capitol. Business of the Head of Households."
"Well, well.. That sense of duty had always been your folly."
Both men sat there silently sipping their drinks. Hoyt noticed that his friend was downing some strong mead. The sentry-man himself had taken a diluted drink, as he was still on duty.
"Wait! Isn't the Head of households that short young thing?"
"Everyone looks short to you, you big fat loser.."
"That horse-girl or something. Alfinaa..!"
"It's Agrafena, Loch. Lady Agrafena. Yes, what about her?"
"Why are you riding out in sun for two days to get to her, when you can just rest up and leave at leisure?!"
"Yeah Loch.. Ease up on the drinks, you are blabbering now.."
"No, you fool, your Lady Agraceena is here. Right up there in Sanctum fort."
"Right, right. Nice try, Loch. Innkeeper, why don't you pour my friend here another fill. Here, let me pay for us both."
Walking up with the mead-jug the Innkeeper said.
"He's right, you know? There are guests at Sanctum."
"Guests?! That's absurd."
"They had Imperial flags, and the one commanding them was definitely a lady. The folks working there come here to drink, now and then. There were mentions, many a time, about Households and stuff."
Nodding his head, Loch said.
"Yeah, you dimwit. What's there to lose, to ride up the hill and check? Hardly half an hour. If I'm right you'd get to dine something fine, and sleep in the cozy guards-quarter, and ride alongside the royals at a relaxed pace."
Hoyt shook his head. There are no royals here, you fools. I was just with Her Highness days before. She wasn't headed this way. Then again, there's no harm in checking. Maybe it's just Lady Agrafena on some official mission. As he exited the tavern, Loch reminded him, downing the tankard.
"Hey, if you are staying back, head to the ruins later."
"Ruins?! When?"
"Oh, you'll know when.. See you, Hoyt."
Getting out of the tavern, he couldn't help but whistle. That filthy song isn't getting off my head anytime soon, is it? When he reached his horse, he could hear the thumping from inside.

♫♫ She opened up and showed me her teat


That's when she put it in her teeth


The horse cried out so all would see


That's what when she called out in need


And that ass... ♫♫

Stomp! Clap Clap! Stomp! Clap clap!

♫♫ I reached out to that midnight queen


But she rode away so that all might see


I watched her go and enjoyed that sight


I will never forget that night


And that ass... ♫♫

Stomp! Clap Clap! Stomp! Clap clap!
"Drink!"
With his spirits lifted, it took Hoyt just fifteen minutes to ride up the hill. When he spotted the fresh Imperial flag flying by the gates, his hope peaked. Bringing the horse to a halt, he greeted the men guarding the gates.
"Gents, I'm here to meet the Head of Households, Lady Bellatrix of Agrafena. I have an urgent message from the Castellan of Fort Wilburr."
With a smug smile, the guards scanned his effects, and finding nothing to imply high-rank, decided to jerk around.
"And who would you be, His Majesty?!"
"I'm the.." Hoyt considered his answer for a moment. He knew the average guardsmen well enough, especially their petty power games. They are dying of boredom for the most part, standing in the sun for long hours. So one can understand finding a bit of entertainment, making them wait around, in the name of security and procedure. Anyone short of the ministerial rank was familiar with such over-reach, them searching through the luggage, taking their sweet time with questioning, and even denying entrance outright. And Hoyt knew that even fellow guardsmen weren't excluded from this special treatment. So he threw in all the ranks he could think of, even the questionable ones.
"I'm Sentry-man Hoyt, Imperial Guard from the Queen's Convoy. The Royal Messenger, here on command of General Radislov of the North. Take me to the Head of Households this instance."
Unfortunately, it only inflamed their smugness. Perhaps it was my accent. These city boys never needed a reason to look down at us country-folks. One of the guards walked up to his horse and said.
"Well, Sentry-man Hoyt. Why don't you trot downhill, perhaps wait by the lakeside? You look awfully tired, a swim might help. And come back in an hour, or so. If Lady Agrafena is back by then we'll do this dance again. If not, you can always go for another swim."
Bastards! Was I such a dick as well, when on guard duty?! At least it confirms that the Head of Households in here. She'll be back soon, so I won't have to ride all the way to the Capitol in this heat. That is a relief. With his friendly tone, Hoyt tried again.
"Look boys, I've been riding four continuous days, so a little help would be much appreciated. Why don't I let my horse into the stables, take a nap by the guards quarters, perhaps."
"Oh, no! I apologize, where are my manners. His Majesty Hoyt is always welcome to the Hillsdale hospitality. Shall we take you to the dungeons, we rarely get guests there? How about a skimpy skirt for you to dance around, haha! Your horse may join the stables and your effects will be shared. The rules on confiscation guarantees no return, but I'm sure it matters little to you. Shall we start the tour, or would you rather go for a swim?!"
The guards standing behind burst out laughing, as Hoyt looked down, infuriated.
Why the fuck am I always left to deal with buffoons?! Be it Jezeb, the dim-wits at Wilburr, and now these rotten dogs.?! Why the fuck did I agree to that whole handler thing, I was so happy back in Cloveshire, till that bitch showed up, crawling shamelessly alongside a man old enough to have fathered her. The smug smile of his.. God, I feel like kicking his teeth in. Naah..
May be I should just come back later. The mead was pretty good, Loch would still be there.
Come on, Hoyt, just move.
As he slowly turned the horse, the guard spat out in disrespect.
"Look at this clown! What did he expect, an Imperial Welcome?! Should the Castellan-in-charge himself run down to greet him? Bloody country-fucks!"
Maybe that last remark hit a nerve, Hoyt dismounted almost immediately. Leading his horse, Hoyt walked back up to the snotty guard, and handed him the reins.
"Your name?"
"Jamice.."
"Jamice, I'll give your friends five minutes to go summon the Castellan-in-charge, in the absence of the Head of Households. While he gives me the full briefing, I expect your best room in the guards quarters to be readied for me. Inform the chef, that I'm partial to venison. I'm a fan of this mountain cold, but I don't mind taking advantage of Hillsdale hospitality, so I expect warm bath-water by the evening. And Jamice, my horse needs a thorough wipe as well, and I want you to personally take care of him. His hoofs needs cleaning, and be careful, he gives a mean kick."
"Sure, Hoyt. And by whose orders shall we doing all that.?"
"By order of the Imperial Throne of Wolkenshire, of course."
Hoyt had a mean grin, as he raised his right fist to the guard's face, flashing the shiny silver ring right by his eye-line. As Jamice looked at it confused, one of the older guards from behind gasped, exclaimed.
"The Cross of Absheil.! That's the cross of absheil. Jamice, take his horse you idiot, that's the Imperial Ring of.."
As the guards jaw dropped, Hoyt walked up smirking.
So it does work, huh? Open Sesame..!
***
**
*
A thousand grips, again.
Five thousand nails tickling her sensitive skin. Not just holding her in place, but taking her weight away. All of it. The pulsing heat in her nether only adding to the lightness. Her body remaining in that familiar posture, arms outstretched, legs splayed, bend at knees, and her quim, open for the taking. At the mercy of the looming dark.
Ruined. Ruined. Ruined. They chanted.
Maybe I am..
She didn't fight the temptation, not anymore. Though nor did she outright give in. She just stared into the inevitable, that was swinging like a pendulum, right before her eyes. Mesmerized by its mighty musk, its scaly texture, its daunting girth, and.. She tried not to think of the length, it was inhuman. Or was it super-human?! She no longer felt disgusted. Disgust is after all, a matter of familiarity. If she could learn to love something so demonstrably monstrous, then is there any limit to her descent?!
Nora, you are not in love with that thing!
Stop making excuses, this is a lucid dream. Sure you are helpless, but you are choosing to stay dreaming. You can hear the country wind, the water trickling along the tub, and feel the scorching sun hit your rear, through the gaps in the shade, as much as you feel the most minuscule details of this daunting dreamscape. You are right on the edge now, much like the water you are submerged in. While the sun cooks your marked back-side, your front remains caressed by the ice-cold water, thanks to the Sanctum Fort ice-house. You are no longer that helpless fellow-traveler in a nightmare. You are choosing to peer deeper, choosing to drink in that swampy musk. Be mindful of what you are doing.



Nora, you are not in love with that thing!
That's not the point. What is this strange flutter down in my tummy? What is the metallic cold I feel in my grip. Oh here it hits again, the pulsing pleasure peaking from my core.
My wet folds readying for a discharge. Oh, I feel weak, my senses go numb.
My fingers let go, and I hear it.
CLANK!
There's that sound again. What is it, and why..? Why does it give me such dread, every time it drops? What's gotten into you, Nora? Who are you even, anymore?
Who are you?
This is Demura, the sick-slut who dreams of scaly cocks!
No Nora, who are you?
This is Demura, the prisoner of swampy musks!
Even her dream-self squirmed. Ever since that night at the Order, ever since Tabitha made her reply ad nauseam, each time an escalating wilder variety, the Queen found herself having great difficulty in not proclaiming, in the quiet of her mind at least, an appropriate response. No one had to ask her plainly, things had become far worse. After all, the clergyman did warn, to refrain using the trigger words for a while. But after that night, every time the words 'who' and 'are', so much as align in a sentence, it awakens this sense of regurgitation. A girlie-squealy-bratty voice deep in her, tauntingly whispering something so obscene, that the Queen feels compelled to yell out. Most times she constrained it into a whisper, under her breath. But, can you really whisper in a dream? Isn't a dream beyond all secrets?
She asked again, confronting the urge.
Who are you?
This is Demura, the Nudist of Sanctum Fort! Dammit, why can't I break this loop.
"WHO ARE YOU?!!"
"This is Demura, the Anal Novice of Hillsdale Country!.. Wait, that wasn't.."
Elanor clutched on to the edge of the tub for balance, and looked around, her eyes still burning from the splashed medicinal water. She recognized the voice. Isn't that..? The new one, of Bella's Handlers.. His name? Elanor was a little confused to find him in a maroon casuals, a welcome-gift from the Castellan, and not his usual uniform.
"What did you just say, decoy? Let's go again. Who are you?"
That damn trigger-phrase is getting out of hand. Elanor could not help but tell the most obscene descriptions in her answers, just as trained by the pervert-sage. And she knew the answer that fits this particular one.
"This is Demura, The Imperial Decoy! Property of Wolkenshire. Slave to the Throne, and plaything to her Handlers.!"
"Of course, you are."
Hoyt took a quick look around, for this didn't seem to be an exercise in perversion. This must be part of the Decoy Program, perhaps some procedure to perfect the royal-resemblance. He had to walk through six guarded doors, who let him pass not just for the Castellan by his side, but the Cross of Absheil. He excused the Castellan once they reached the top chamber, and from there he had to go up the ladder to the skylight. It wouldn't have peeked his curiosity, had the skylight been closed.
Finding the roof empty, he almost climbed back down, before his eyes spotted the strange ceramic tub on the flanking tower, all the way across the parapet. There was something like an unfinished tent hoisted over the tub, to shade against the bright sun. He approached mainly out of curiosity, for the guards below had no inkling what they were guarding. Hoyt himself was shocked, and overjoyed, to find the naked rear floating up.
Talk about things coming full circle. This cursed long draining travel, all my frustrations with the Handler-thing, not to mention, my self-doubt as to whether I'm up to the job.. All of which, leading me to this moment. How glad am I, to find you, Demura?
"What are you up to now, Decoy, nuding around on rooftops?"
Elanor realized she was caught in a bind. She had just confirmed his suspicion, by answering his question. What else could have I done? It's not like I can tell the truth, not when he have me stewing myself in a bath-tub. She weighed for a moment, how to deal with the situation, how much to reveal. As far as he knows, the real Queen is traveling across the other side of the Kingdom.
Shouldn't be with her? What's he even doing here anyhow? Wait, did Bella send him?! It was going so great, ignoring these handlers, for so long. Aaarrgghh..
"Demura, when a handler asks, you must respond. Now get off that tub, and explain yourself!"
In no time his tone turned disrespectful. Elanor felt the same judgement in his gaze, as the night of their first meeting, back in the Garden gates of Castle Cloveshire. She answered.
"This is a skin-treatment, Sire. Lady Agrafena finds my complexion not fair enough."
"And tanning is the way to do this?!" He scoffed.
God, I can't tell him about the marks on my back. They have mostly faded anyhow.
"Sire. It's a medicinal bath, to improve the health of skin and.. uhmm.. hair-growth. You have to ask her the details, I was told to simply soak, when the sun is hot."
"Well, now I'm telling you to stop. Present!"
Elanor's eyes widened in shock, as he smirked. He remembers.
"Yes, I remember you, dog-girl. I know exactly what you are. Now, let's see if you remember it as well. PRESENT!"
As water continued to dribble down, the Queen found herself lowering, till her buttocks kissed the heels. Struggling to balance, shivering from the cold of rapid evaporation, her hands rested on adjacent knees, palms out, while putting all weight on the toes. Her hair had fallen forward, and now covered much of her bare torso, which helped, but not by much, with the Handler now circling around, taking in all of her naked glory, especially from behind.
However Elanor felt odd as he knelt before, finding no trace of lust, but sheer clinical coldness in his gaze. Hoyt never looked at her nakedness. Either he looked her in the eyes, or didn't look her way, at all. He treated her exactly like one would, a pet. Like had there been concern for her shame, that would have been the unnatural response. Is he even driven by turn-ons? And if my nakedness doesn't do, then what else would?! His fingers cupped her neck from both sides, parting the hair, and in a quick motion, he flipped her entire hair to the back. The Queen felt as if someone violently peeled off her top, the excitement of exposure, and the sudden friction from the hair, making her nipples poke out.
"Your eye brows look a lot thinner. And I remember that hair being blonde." Hoyt remarked.
"Lady Agrafena applied a new dye, Sire." Elanor lied about what she could. She didn't know how to tell him, that eye-brows take a lot longer to grow back in thickness. That she had shaved it off for a sex-party not so long ago.
Standing up, Hoyt took a few steps back. He placed one finger in front, as if to block a particular part of her body, closed one eye, and kept studying her state.
"The posture isn't right. I remember your knees being wider."
Elanor felt a deep pang of shame, as she realized his finger was blocking her naked nether. She didn't understand why that made it more shameful. It wasn't like he piped his fist, and looked only at her pussy. Then again, why doesn't my quim interest him? I'm his Queen, I should be irresistible. What's wrong with him? Wait, what's wrong with me?! Why are you getting so worked up, Nora.??
"Is it okay now, Sire?"
Elanor kept looking down while spacing the knees further apart, her not-so-thick pubic garden sweating with nervousness. Hoyt didn't answer but simply stepped forward. Elanor had to fight every instinct to not collapse, or get up and run. Even if she never ran from her fears, and even if things so far had been simple considering her usual tasks, Elanor hated having to do this, in broad daylight. At least it was just them, this being the highest vantage point around, at the very minimum she can be sure of some privacy, but.. She still felt exposed, as in exposed to the world, to the nature at large. No ounce of her confidence from the prior naked nights resurfaced.
Hoyt's muddy boot came into her view, as he slid it right under her exposed pussy, the nether lips hovering a inch above the unwashed goat leather. What does he want me to do? A thousand wicked thoughts plagued her mind, at least half of which pulled her on and on to some strange thirst.
"Yeah, just as wide as I remember. You have no idea do you, the trouble I got myself into, trying to be a worthy Handler. I almost called quits, but watching you now.. Did you know, that the Queen made poor Jezeb work overtime, for mistaking her for a decoy?"
Elanor couldn't help but nod, as a naughty smile peeked out the corner of her lips. She had enjoyed the look of trepidation in him, as Jezeb realized his 'mistake'. The overtime was simply payback, for all those times he had made things worse for her, knowingly or not.
"Are you enjoying this, decoy?! No wonder why Lady Agrafena wanted us four on your case. Well, I'd like to see how much of a tough-nut you are. Now that you are mine to discipline, to command. I know I can make to lick clean my boots, but.. I also know that a pervert like you would comply enthusiastically. And its that enthusiasm for sin, that I find in need of dire disciplining. Go walk to your chamber."
Hoyt stepped aside so she could get up, but was surprised when the girl decided to crawl instead. Not an awkward wobbly crawl of a beginner, but a nice, practiced motion of a destined quadruped. Elanor didn't understand either, at the time, that the simple command earlier had shifted her reference to that of a domesticated pet. Whatever the Leash Maester did on her in a single night, had obviously left a lasting impression. However as soon as she stepped outside the shadow of the 'tent', the girl yelped.
It was the floor. The stone floor of the rooftop, that had been cooking all this while in the afternoon sun. It wasn't so hot that it burned, but Elanor knew if she were to stand on it for a whole two minutes, her sole would turn deep red. She heard the Handler laugh.
"Go ahead, Demura. No cheating now, stay on all fours. The lack of a leash don't make you any less of a pet."
Instead of watching her, he went to the edge to take in the view, just as she did the other night. Having guarded multiple castles, the Sanctum Fort wasn't that much a mystery to him anymore. As the country breeze comforted him against the scorching heat, Hoyt shut his eyes, and the faint drumming from some corner of the town below filled his mind. A strange sense of power enveloped him. When his eyes opened, it looked resolute.
Elanor was glad to not have him looking at her sorry state. But she still had a about seventy foot or so, of hot rooftop to traverse through. If I take quick strides, it will be over soon. It can't be that bad. Just as a precaution, she quickly dipped her hands in the tub, and rubbed some cold water around the shin. Damn it! I could have made it through in half the time, if I were on foot. Why did you start crawling, Nora?
Ow! Ouch.. ouch, ouch.. Arrrghhh..
The Queen kept squirming and yelping as she struggled with each step of her quadrupedic stride. All grace had left her composure, when it started stinging. Elanor had no idea, spending all this time submerged in an icy-cold bath, that the Hillsdale sun had such a sadistic side. Taking the direct heat, her bareback began sweating profusely in no time, adding to the annoyance. Thankfully the parapet floor was much cooler, so long as she stuck to the shadowy edge.
"HALT!"
She had nearly made it across when the new command came in. Elanor stayed on all fours, as she felt his soothing shadow on her behind. Hoyt asked, sounding quite disdained.
"What the hell is that.?!"
What?! Elanor couldn't tell if that was rhetorical.
"Ass up, Demura."
"Sire?!" What was that?
"I said ASS UP, Pet!"
As her body responded viscerally, in the moment's panic, Elanor felt a haunting sense of shame. For she had never felt so submissive in all her tasks. May be it was the smirking sun above, denying all excuses to hide what's usually obscured and muddled, but right now she had no doubt, that her actions looked absolutely submissive from above. She had never had to scream a command, for she had always felt, if the level of intimidation required a visceral scream, may be the command had already begun to slip up. And yet, to act like a dog, to the simple angry screaming command of a mere sentry-man?! Not a minister, nor General, no longer even a common soldier, but a guard. A servant to the throne, the lowest of the low. In a language so blatantly obscene, and yet.. It drove out of her a response so visceral, that she couldn't even tell if that's what he actually meant.
The Queen couldn't, in all her rationale, decipher what exactly he meant by 'ass up', nor could she deduce the reason for his sudden shift in tone. But her body couldn't care less, as it reacted like having a mind of its own, a rather inferior mind, like that of an obedient sow, as her weight shifted to the forelimbs. With her legs straightening itself, pushing her bare ass upwards, as if presenting itself to her Master. Had her clit been unusually elastic, the Queen felt for a moment, that it would be poking out and wagging, like the tongue of an over-excited puppy, while shame drooled over the sides of her thighs. As worry and anger drowned her senses, as her body betrayed her better mind, for shock or obedience, the Queen of Wolkenshire stood now, in the parapet walk of her countryside fort.. On all fours and naked, with her rear jutting out, presenting itself to an annoyed servant. Feeling a single droplet dribble alongside her right under-thigh, she could only hope it was simply sweat. It mortified her thinking, that Barthomius himself hadn't gotten such an intimate look at her womanhood, from so degrading an angle, lit by the clear cloudless sun.
"What is that thing?!"
His voice sounded more amused than disgusted, but it still made no sense. What do you mean?
"AAAnghhhhh..!!"
Her queries were all answered by one gentle tug.
Of course, the plug.
Her Highness sighed regretfully. How foolish of me to forget.. The long damn beady plug, indeed.
Clergyman Ishikawa had agreed to postpone his training this week, but he insisted that Demura maintain at least some sort of self-training. He had left with Bella, a small box of 'toys' with instructions on the right training regime. He wanted Demura to be comfortable with anal play, by the time they resume training, so ever since they reached Hillsdale, Elanor had been experimenting with anal-plugs. The first day truly tested her patience, but by day three evening, she could manage wearing the medium-sized plug, for long hours. When she could comfortably sleep through an entire night, except for the dreams, with her rear plugged, Elanor decided to increase the stakes. Especially since confirming something she had always known, through these recent explorations. That she may have an unusually elastic anal opening.
Not something to be proud of. And yet, as Hoyt pulled at the ring sticking out from her tight rosebud, as the super-polished wooden sphere the size of a large lemon popped right out the hole with an embarrassingly audible 'plop', for the first time since Queen-hood, Elanor felt like covering her face in shame. Her growing eye-brows made the weirdest shapes in distress, as the Queen struggled to come to terms with the new depths of her shame. Surely she wouldn't want, even Barthomius, to view her in such a state. It took her a long time to warm up to the idea of something going up that hole, let alone deriving pleasure from it, against all things natural. But the thought of someone else witnessing so close, something so unnatural come out such a whole hole..
To watch me birth beads of birch-wood from behind.?!! Is this how it feels, being desecrated?
Elanor felt him grab her by the waist, as her knees collapsed in humiliation. He pushed her against the stone-railing, and her body went limp.
"What's the point of this..?"
""Anngghhrrrr..!!"
Elanor squirmed as her hands covered her face this time, her whole body shaking with the tug, as the second bead popped out. The way he had positioned her, now the Queen stood with her both legs in a firm inverted V, with her midriff resting a piece of slab, the stone-railing, with her breasts and the rest hanging out at the other end. Elanor could see guardsmen patrolling down below, and knew perfectly well, they'd have no trouble making out the naked girl with jiggly boobs, if they were to look up. It was a struggle well-worth, to quiet herself through the ordeal.
"I asked a question, bitch!"
What do you expect me to answer? It's not like she can detail out the whole training regime, implicating Bella and a man of faith no less. Tell him, Nora. The truth. Not the whole thing, but bits. The decoy spoke finally.
"I have.. needs, and I didn't want to risk losing this job.. By getting pregnant by mistake.."
"You don't get pregnant by mistake." Hoyt scoffed, while maintaining the gentle tug, wondering how long the damn thing actually is. Elanor said.
"Aaannhh.. You know what I mean, Sire.. I thought, if I trained my.. my other whole for pleasure, may be I can avoid.. You know, an accident. aaayyeeemmmpphhhhHHH..!!"
"That is the most twisted explanation I've heard justifying sodomy. So it was your good intention, huh? It couldn't have been you getting blinded by lust, so irrationally that you found one hole insufficient.?! Walk the rest of the way, you depraved thing. You disgust me!"
PLOP. PLOP. PLOP. PLOP. PLOP!
As he gave it a merciless yank, largely out of a dark curiosity, five identical wooden balls ejected out of that rosy rear ring, all coated in some sort of scented lubricant, which only repulsed the devout sentry-man. Still there was a certain sadistic satisfaction watching the girl writhe, doing her best to muffle the scream, which was indiscernible from a moan. The sight of that gaping hole managed to sneak past his moral shields, arresting his attention for a brief moment, and the custom-made anal bead slipped from his grip, soon as the last ball exited the rear.
Just when the Queen thought she couldn't be more ashamed, a faint 'thunk' was heard. The sound of her anal beads hitting the ground, probably in the courtyard of the fort. Peeking out through her fingers, and flailing hair, Elanor could see a guard being alerted by the sound.
Please don't go inspect, please no!
She hated every moment, but her mind couldn't help but conjure up, images of great detail. A bunch of guards all circling around a strange object in the courtyard. A disgustingly slimy necklace made of wooden lemons. One of the more daring ones lifts it up, by the edge of his spear. Another one reaches out and grabs, but the ball slips out due to the lubricant. He makes a fist in annoyance, a fist that isn't much larger than the ball itself. He had smaller hands, perhaps he would fit right in, where the balls had been before. Elanor felt a lump in her throat. Can I really take someone's..? Oh stop it, Nora. Her mind wouldn't shut up. Another guard leans in, and takes a whiff. And his lips sprout an instant giggle. Was he smelling the lube? Or did he get a whiff of.. NORAAAAA...!!!
Hoyt didn't know why, but the Bard's strumming came to his mind.

♫♫ She was cloaked by night


She looked so chaste


But when that horse rose up





I saw her disgrace


And that ass... ♫♫

I saw, alright. Though I doubt there's any disgrace left in this sow.
Still, look at it. So speckless and juicy..
I wonder if she can manage a double-clap?
As Hoyt watched mesmerized, the gaping hole slowly relaxed, and in no time it looked virginal. Staring now, he suddenly felt a deep sense of guilt, letting his mind stray at thoughts so distinctly sinful. He hadn't been distracted by her nakedness all this time, he never felt like taking a peek at her impressive bosoms, nor to reach out and grab. He had every opportunity, but something so deep in his core wouldn't let himself give into such bestial perversions. That unshakable moral standards, his one true source of pride, the result of a decades of near-puritanical religious upbringing, and yet.. He couldn't look away, even if for a moment, from the only rear he had seen up so close. No man could have fared as he did, most would have deflowered her right there and then. Then again, Hoyt had never compared himself to the other. What mattered to him was hat he fought the temptation, or failed at it, in this case.
Blessed All-father in the abode, please forgive this sinner! Guide me through the righteous path, and stave me off from the wicked and the wenches.
He looked again into the anus, only this time brimming with judgement. What a deceitful tart! Who would believe, such an innocent rosebud would swallow up seven whole wooden balls the size of my fist?! In many ways it reminded him of Demura herself. An insatiable slut disguised in the likeness of the most sacred visage in all lands of men. What a sick sadistic being!
"Lady Agrafena would be furious to know, that you sodomized the royal-likeness. How many lashes would be an appropriate punishment? You tell, Demura."
Lashes?! Are you kidding me? It's not like I put beads up yours, imbecile! Elanor didn't know why she answered so quickly. That too in her scared girly voice.
"I believe fifteen hard ones would be sufficient, Sire."
For a moment Hoyt wished, had he not let go off that strange contraption. It would have been fitting to beat some shame into this harlot, with what she chose to stuff up her rear. As that filthy song from before began playing in his mind, the sentry-man shook his head.
Hoyt Stapleton!
She's enticing you to roll around in the muck that has become her very being. Do not give in. You'll have your turn later, to reflect in self-flagellation, before the nightly prayers. Now, it's her turn.
Hoyt leaned into her, pushing his pelvis against her bare buttocks, in an attempt to reach her ear. And in a calm, clinical manner he whispered into her ears what was expected. Feeling his breath against the earlobes, her vulnerability suddenly dawned on Elanor. She was essentially pinned down from behind by a man, and there was no chastity belt protecting her virginity. Though Hoyt showed surprising restraint, enough for her to question his sexuality, she realised how little of her chastity was in her own hands, as these tasks turn more and more dangerous. Elanor had absolute confidence in her ability to defend herself, even if she was alone in the rooftop, buck-naked, but.. What if Hoyt hadn't come alone. Even with a sword by her side, there was only so much she could fend off, before the sheer strength of their lust-filled frenzy became overwhelming. She may be playing along for now, but it wouldn't take much for her to be in his absolute mercy.
As Hoyt eased back, finishing his instructions, the Queen found herself naturally getting into the posture so he could administer the punishment. May be because a part of her felt she deserved it, being witnessed by the sun and surroundings suddenly mattered less to her. Fifteen lashes, wasn't it? As she kept waiting for the first crack, Elanor could feel the goosebumps sprouting on her bare back-cheeks. But it never came. Suddenly Hoyt's voice echoed, from the distance.
"I'll have no part in your perversion, slut. Remember the instructions. If you get caught, you'll be tarnishing the royal likeness, that's treasonous. Countdown to forty, and come down. Towel dry your hair first."
Elanor looked to her left, to find his shadow go back down the skylight. A part of her felt disheartened, though she couldn't be sure if it was about the denied lashes.
***
**
*
Naked and Abrupt
For a while Elanor wondered if she preferred being stuck in her dreary dream instead. At least then, the darkness was a deliberate choice. She couldn't tell how long she had been staring into the void, while her bare feet traced over the edge of each step carefully. Well, it couldn't have been that long. Time flows differently with uncertainty, and pitch black is a close second. Every once in a while there willl come a window hole, an actual rectangular gap, a foot vertical in length, letting just enough light to remind that her eyes still worked. But it only amplified the darkness, as soon as she walked past. Elanor wondered what made Hoyt so confident about his directions.
Was he stationed at Sanctum Fort sometime in the past, to know these shortcuts so well? Unlikely. I hope he isn't hanging it all on sheer luck, for so far his approach was extremely effective, in removing all hopes of backing out. As her trembling fingers crept along the stone walls, the Queen suddenly stopped on her tracks. Using both hands she traced along the outline to be sure.
Yes, that's the door handle.
Thinking back, the Queen felt foolish for following his instructions immediately. Not that he had left her with much choice. No, it wasn't just that. It's that sense of wanting she felt, for there to be more, the moment he denied her the 'punishment', earlier on the rooftop. That strange need to make good on his book, to please her 'Handler' on their first official task. The rules did state that the Queen may decline it outright, and arguably at any point during. But with the current stakes, Elanor wasn't feeling an abundance of choices.
Her instructions were simple. Count down to forty from the rooftop, then come down. Hoyt will distract the guards, so she'll have just enough time to make a run to the end of the corridor to her right. Open the small door leading to the service stairs. These stairs were meant for the housekeeping and the likes. A long stony spiral about the entire height of the fort, so they could easily serve all wings. Since it is little past noon, most of the servants will be taking a short break, and as they light the lamps only by the evening, she may use darkness to her advantage in case someone walks in. Elanor did as instructed, but she spotted a few loopholes. Firstly he hadn't specified clothing, meaning she could waltz down wearing the ballroom gown if she wants to. Only, she found out soon that it was not an option. The morning gown she had left in the chamber, was mysteriously missing. So she was left with nothing to cover her shame.
Well, not exactly. Elanor still had her towel, but wrapping it around made little difference. It was better than nothing, yet it only made her feel more vulnerable. As in, it risked slipping off with quick motion. It also dampened a sense of agency that comes from embracing sheer nudity. And the way that sneaky bastard phrased it, left the Queen no choice. Regardless what she chose, he'll be sending up the guards in two minutes. She can either deal with them, or play along with the Handler. With the unsurety heightening her anxiety, she chose the latter, but now it seemed stupid. At least she could tell them she was there on Lady Agrafena's order, perhaps allude to the decoy-program, anything to suggest she wasn't in fact the Queen. At best, the guards would play it safe, and wait for the Head of Households to return. At worst, it will give rise to some rumors, nothing her espionage wing can't suppress.
Why didn't you think better, Nora, before running off to the stairs?
The truth was far simpler and rational an explanation.
Hoyt was possibly the only man to find her nakedness unimpressive. Or he hid extremely well, whatever effect she had. And the Demura in her just couldn't digest it. The one who could make men creaming, without even dropping her top onstage. The on who could tell men from boys, just by a whiff. He had seen her at her worst, on all fours alongside the Leash Meister, and he had then the same look of judgement, of revulsion, that he has now, having immense power over her.
He finds me so beneath. As if my existence sickens his core. Test my mettle, Hoyt. And watch me impress upon you, my true worth.
Elanor took a couple of deep breaths. She had reached the final door as instructed, and could only hope that Hoyt was at the other end. She hates it when the instructions are vague. She's all ready to play, but you have to tell the rules upfront. Pushing past fears, she grabbed the knocker and banged twice. After a moment of silence, a jolt ran up her spine, as the sound of the door being unlocked echoed through the humid stairway.
Elanor could hear noises from outside. Footsteps, and casual remarks. Sounds of things being unloaded. Sounds of the working class. A hand reached in shortly, followed by a familiar voice.
"Towel."
A command, which she instantly complied, like a display of obedience. The hand disappeared, taking the only piece of fabric hiding her shame.
What now? Elanor was confused. Her heart nearly jumped out, as the door creaked again, followed by the voice.
"Count to fifty, and come out. No one will be watching, but be vigilant anyhow. Walk past the warehouse, then thirty paces to the east. You'll reach the stables. Get into the first coach, and await further instructions. You'll have two minutes."
"What? Wait, what about.."
THUD!
What the hell? He can't do that, he can't risk my discovery, especially not in the nude. He expect me to just waltz out naked?! In broad daylight.?!!
Well, Nora.. Think from his perspective. You weren't so brimming with shame back at the rooftop. Honestly, I found that unsettling as well. You are getting too desensitized to whatever this naturism-thing is.
What? I'm not..
Ding. Ding. Ding. Ding...
Elanor could hear the men flocking out, hearing the bell. What are they all doing here anyhow? Oh, right.. She remembered the Castellan explaining on their first day, about the east quarter being open to the townspeople, for storage and such. Walking out she was amazed to find sacks of goods all around, the fruity smell filling her nostrils. Quick, Nora. You don't have much time.
Crouching down, she slowly made her way out, hiding behind the sacks at times, making sure the coast is clear. There were discarded work-wear lying by the side, but Elanor felt like she'd be cheating by wearing it. She wanted him impressed, not annoyed. She was adamant about playing it his way, so her win stays untainted.
There!
Elanor felt a sudden elation, spotting the first carriage at the other end. There were a few parked around, but only one fitted the bill. The rest were goods carriage of varying capacity, and a few of them were single-horse village carts. The whole courtyard had about a dozen large bamboo-baskets lying around. Large cross-woven industrial baskets which could easily house a hundred fruits. It looked as if the workers where in the middle of loading goods to the cart when the bell rang, so they dropped everything and left. Elanor crouched behind the first one, and examined the area again, just to be sure.
The fact that she was outside undraped, in the middle of the day, with just her hands covering her shame, didn't make her panic. If anything she had grown enough in comfort, to enjoy the rare moment for what it is. When will she ever get a chance to prance around an old fort like this. At the mercy of chance, and perhaps a judging Handler. Bella is right. This Handler-thing is interesting. I'm just glad, that it was Hoyt who found me, and not Jezeb.
Wait, that can't be?!
Elanor felt the blood run cold, as her whole body froze up. Someone just stepped aside from the carriage, someone the Queen couldn't afford finding her sorry-state. The person was facing the other way luckily, but from that familiar gait she could tell.
It was Lady Requina, her sword-trainer. The daughter of Instructor Drubin.
Is someone coming this way?
Elanor felt the whole world spinning, as the footsteps got louder. She could hear them joke, and whistle, and cackle. Is it two minutes already? Goddammit, Requina. Go inside please, will you? The Queen was stuck in a bind. There wasn't enough time to go back to the stairways. She can make it to the carriage, but not without the young girl noticing. But there was no way of convincing Requina, that this was some decoy-training, for she knew her Queen too well by now.
No, this is getting out of hand. I must hide, now! All else I can manage later. Unlike Jezeb, Hoyt isn't an absolute imbecile. He'll figure out a way.
The Queen carefully lifted the lid of the large basket she was hiding behind. It was filled to the brim with fruits, so she slowly crawled over to the next one. That one had no space as well. Elanor was getting really anxious. She didn't even have a towel, and she was now sweating profusely.
Wait!
Requina is walking away, someone is calling her inside. Thank goodness! Elanor got up and started trotting forward, still somewhat croucking to keep a low profile. The footsteps were getting louder by the second, she knew she was cutting it too close. Bending uncomfortably, her knees were shaking, and not from the strain. Suddenly Requina stopped walking, and began waving at the maid instead. What the hell are you doing? Go inside.
Desperately, Elanor gripped on to the nearest basket, and noticed something was off. It felt light. In fact, it was a bit wobbly. With one eye fixed on the girl, her right hand slid into the basket, to cofirm. It was mostly empty, about three-quarters of the volume. Enough to fit her whole body. The Queen had a choice to make. And barely ten seconds before the men turned the corner.
Dammit!
*
*
*
*
*
Five minutes had passed.
Elanor felt as if her heart was digging deeper and deeper, the way it kept beating. Her throat felt so parched that even if she were to scream in terror, no sound would come through. She was good about missing the meals, for the flight-or-flight state would have had her bowels emptied. Her whole skin was goose-fleshed with trepidation, and her ass went numb, from the block of ice placed in the base of the basket. The ice was meant to keep the fruits fresh through the heat and transport, only now it simply added to the royal misery. While trying her best to control the nervous shuddering, the naked Queen kept looking wide eyed, through the thin gaps of the basket weave. She could see through, the dozen or so loaders working around, Hoyt walking at the other end of the courtyard, talking to some guards, acting as if nothing had gone wrong. Did he notice that I never made it to the carriage? Why isn't he clearing the courtyard again, so I can get out of this cold constricting hell??
"Oh shit!"
Thud. Thud. Thud. Thud. Thud..
Elanor's spirit nearly left the corpus, as it felt like being caught in a hailstorm. One of the workers slipped on some spare ice, tossing his load, and ripe fruits were bouncing around right next to her basket.
"Pozor, ty idiot! Nepoškodzujte tovar."
Screamed the supervisor, as the others helped him up, chuckling at his clumsiness.
"..sedem, osem, deväť, desať.."
As the men picked up the fruits, it dawned on Elanor that these were migrant workers. Here for low-tier jobs, like loading and transport. They wouldn't even recognize me. As her eyes looked around for Hoyt, her mind wandered. I don't see the guards anymore. If I make a run for it, how worse can it be. Flashing myself to a dozen strangers?! A couple hoots, and crude remarks. So what, they don't even speak my tongue. Now that Lady Requina is gone, if you can make it to the stairways, you'll be safe Nora. You can lock the door from within, and figure things from there.
To hell with the handlers! Where the hell is Hoyt?!
Elanor realized that the sentry-man was no longer around. She kept listening for his voice, but all she heard was the foreign tongue. Doubts clouded her mind again. What if I stumble on the way, like the idiot just did? What if Hoyt had locked the door? How would I get inside then? And, how am I to keep them at bay, in the worst case, when they don't even speak my tongue. Most of them hadn't seen upclose a fair dame, their entire life.. What if they do something unwise?
Shut up!
Stop making excuses, Nora. And make a move, before they parcel you off to the next market.
God, if only I had that towel.. To streak through courtyard, in broad daylight?! My ass is sweating, and it is on ice. Isn't there another way?
Elanor looked around for twenty seconds, hoping for Hoyt, and she realized that one by one the baskets were getting loaded on to the horse-carts. Shit, shit, shit! Okay, Nora.. Do this one thing, and I promise you.. You'll never have to streak ever again. Deep down she knew this was a ridiculous plan, but time was running out. And despite what recent events would suggest, the Queen was never a fan of cutting it too close. Just tackle any cretin that dares cross you, go for the groin if need be. Just...
RUN!
"Who's in charge here?"
That voice. Elanor felt like the slab of ice underneath slid up to her chest in a second. A calming chillness spreading through her core. That's.. Yes, that's him. The unhinged Handler of hers..
"Sire, ako môžem pomôcť?" Said the stranger, removing his hat in respect.
"I'm taking two.. Dva koše. Dar kráľovnej pre 'južných duchovných'.. Compliments from the Throne."
Compliments?! To whom? And how come you speak foreign-tongue so well?
"Ktoré by ste chceli, pane? Tu je košík nášho najlepšieho hrozna!"
"Yes, grape is fine. I need one more. Let me pick."
As Hoyt nonchalantly moved from basket to basket, checking the goods, the supervisor continued.
"Prosím.. Máme zelené jablká, pomaranče, aj divé čerešne.. Všetko vypestované zo sadov do kopca. Najlepšie vo Wolkenshire!"
Elanor curled up into a ball as she felt the wind hit her nape, with the basket-cover lifting. The deep blush of shame, a stark contrast on her scared pale face. Slowly she looked up to see the sun shining above, framed in the round basket-mouth, smirking at her shame. And from the side, Hoyt's face came to view. His hand reached in, caressing past her neckline, to the middle of her cleavage, and she looked up confused. This was the second time this day, he made her feel intimate discomfort. His hand grabbed a fruit that got lodged between her knees and cleavage, and took it back. As he irreverently bit into it, essence of the ripe fruit poured down his chin, some of which splattered onto her left cheek-bone.
"Ach, mango?! Ako to chutí, Sire?" The supervisor enquired.
"Ako bradavka tehotnej kurvy..!"
As both men cackled at something hilariously vulgar, Hoyt dropped the chewed-up fruit back in, mouthing down a simple command. Apart from a hint of contempt, his expression remained largely undecipherable. What are you planning, Hoyt?



"Haha, skutočne! Wolkenshire má tie najlepšie kurvy!"
"Nie ďakujem. Len mi požičaj dvoch silných robotníkov. Je pekný deň na prechádzku."
Soon Elanor felt her weight being lifted up, quite effortlessly, with the basket swinging slightly, but her gaze remained fixed on the half-eaten fruit. The sentry-man had taken a large chunk, like only an animal would, deforming the ripe fruit to a near-violated state. His teeth-marks, and the shining, drying saliva, still visible. With her nostrils filling with its ripe aroma, her trembling fingers drew it closer. Her throat protested belching at the last minute, spotting a couple fallen facial hair in the chewed up fleshy slime, but his one command kept ringing in her mind.

E A T

Poor Queen squirmed within, for her Master had spoken.
Pets must please, after all.
***
**
*
"Bruder! Keep up! We'll pass the ravine in thirty."
"General! Wait.."
Tavok paid no heed. There is no time to loose. The ambush last night came out of nowhere, and now the warfront is in chaos. The pesky humans won't let such an opportunity go to waste. Another attack could come any minute, from any angle. They could have wormed their way to the flank last night, while my kin burned. Once the King is safe, I must get back. They need me at the front. We can't afford to forfeit the stalemate.
"TAVOK!! It's the King. HALT!"
Bruder yanked the reins, and with great difficulty helped the King down. Kragorth had a massive build, and Bruder was dead-tired, and disheartened. Tavok jumped off the horse, and ran back, unfurling his water-pouch.
"no.. Tav, don't." Kragorth struggled to speak.
"It's only water, my King. Please, don't strain yourself."
"I said NO, General!"
Kragorth roared, and clutched his left clavicle in pain, gritting his teeth. Tavok helped him lean back, and said.
"My King.. What do you remember?"
"I.. I remember fine, Tav. What's the plan of action? Give me a brief."
Plan of action? Well.. The General took a deep breath, and said.
"We were ambushed my King. The arrow to your chest was a direct hit. It pierced right through. Your whole left arm has turned dark and veiny. Poison-dipped tips, clearly. Please have some water, it has the general antitoxins."
"You think I don't know that?"
"My King please don't strain yourself." As Tavok urged, Bruder looked at him astonished. He had never heard the General plead. Kragorth explained.
"It's no natural venom, Tavok. I can taste the metallic tang, it's some new concoction from their alchemists. We can't risk drinking our usual remedies, we don't know how it'll react. Humans are cunning snakes. Take me to Vehmeth, this instant. And Tav, even if I wither, or beg, don't feed me a thing. Not even a drop of water. I don't feel so good, I might collapse any moment now. Did you contact her?"
"Yes my King. The message must have reached by now. Go to the edge of the ravine, and signal with whistle. She'll come find you. She knows the quickest routes, she was once our best scout."
"The Dark-eyed.?" Bruder looked up, as he helped the King up.
"Yeah, her. Yevel Nishca! I don't trust her, but he does. And we don't have a choice."
"But Tav, what about you?" Bruder asked worried.
"We can't left those slimey fucks get away so easy. I've saved up my wrath all night, that I won't sleep until the whole of Chimes turn red.."
"Tavok.." The King called.
"I'll surely give your regards my King, but I must go now."
"TAVOK! Listen. You are taking me to Vehmeth. And Bruder.. You fuck-annoying swine, go hold the line. Die fighting this time, alright. I'm sick of your stupid mug. Haha.."
"Yes my King." It was rare for an orc to smile, especially when tearing up. They will pay, my King.Their flesh will rot, and feed the greens of Yevelshka!
"Kragorth, I'm a General. And there's a war that needs me. Our people need me at helm."
"I'm your King, Tavok. My word is your command."
Tavok shook his head, while ensuring the bandages were secure. Kragorth rephrased.
"I'm asking my friend, Tavok. My most faithful. My very best. Take me to Vehmeth. There's a lot you should know.."
The prophecy asks a lot of you. And not just in faith. You have a better shot, my friend. That, I can see clearly now. Listen to Vehmeth, make the most of Nishca, and trust Soren. You'll lead our kind to supremacy, in no time. So long as you.. The thought stopped, as his mind slipped into the unconscious. He had stopped talking a while ago, blacking out abruptly. Laying the King on horse-back, Tavok said.
"Bruder, tag along. Those slimey fucks could be trailing, I need you watching my back."
Bruder looked at him, confused by the sudden change in demeanor. Tavok was known to be ruthless, but this was different.
"But the war.."
"I need someone I can trust. And I don't trust that Nishca bitch. Let's move."
"But the King said.."
"The King is down, you swine! I'm in charge, so wipe the fucking tears AND GET IN LIIIIINE..!!"
His scream echoed all around, as Bruder felt genuinely terrified.
As they rode through the woods, Tavok felt as if the world was spinning.
Kragorth is down, and I am to lead.?!
I am to keep the tribes from breaking apart, by the time he recovers.
I am to replace the Great Philosopher Orc King, the rarest of the rare, the one who takes head on, half the tribe-chiefs with just words, and all of them at once if needs be, with fists..
I am to replace him?
! Perhaps I can manage the latter, but this isn't about a single fight, its about war, about crushing those slimy fucks. The Orcdom needs now a unifier, a mix of wisdom and valor.
And yet, I am to lead?
Hooo..
Okay, if I am to do this, I'll need help. Bruder will follow, because he's Bruder, but the rest are unpredictable. The only reason half of them tolerated my gut was for the King. I must approach it like a war. Forming alliances, and offering incentives. Start with Drugin, use our mistrust of Vehmeth, and that Dark-eyed bitch for common ground.
The orc kept thinking about ways of persuasion, as his King lay right next, trapped in hallucinatory nightmares. The noise of strategizing helped Tavok quiet the part of his mind that was bleeding for the King.
That's how he copes. How he had always coped.
***
**
*
It was a pleasant afternoon in the countryside.
Three kids were guiding a flock of ducks, the youngest running around playfully, disturbing the formation, much to the annoyance of her two elder brothers. The ten year old boy yelled at his little sister, which made no difference, for she was too deep in her own merry, till she caught sight of the incoming pedestrians. The oldest, a skinny kid on the verge of puberty, ran up to the front making strange whistles, and using his long stick to guide the flock into formation, giving way for the walkers.
The man walking upfront, wearing bright maroon robes, smiled at the kids, while the two tall ones behind paid no heed. The young girl watched in fear and awe, as she always did, as the pair walked on, their long sinewy limbs slightly waving. The reddish pants matched their sun-tanned orange bare torso, and lack of fat made it seem like they were cast right out of clay. Hill-tribesmen! She stepped back, her little hand reaching for the elder sibling.
The kids watched wide-eyed, how effortlessly the men balanced that long piece of wood on their head, supported with coarse cloth rolled into a foot-high cushion, but the impressive part still was how they managed stabilization, by bending their knees to match the bumps in the terrain with each step, perfectly complementing each other, while keeping the wooden beam undisturbed. Two large baskets hung from both ends of the beam, headed for the market-square, no doubt.
When the trio reached closer, the man upfront threw something at the eldest kid. He caught it, without breaking gaze. It was an apple. The finest kind. As the boy smiled in gratitude, the man gave two more to his siblings. The kids stood watching as the three men walked past. The little girl ran up to the eldest, and snatched his apple as well, giggling infectiously, unaware that her brother had loosened his grip, sensing her approach.
Waving at the hill-tribesmen, the younger ones went back to tending the ducks, while the eldest stood there, looking. The hills-tribe never spoke much, and when they did they were very kind, but distant. And they had immense stamina, being able to trek for days, without much food, or rest. They had always fascinated him, and feeling how his body grew strong every day, he hoped to could grow up to be like them.
As he stood there empty-handed, forgetting the flock behind, it felt as if being watched. His eyes bulged as the top-cover of the hanging basket slowly lifted. A soft fair hand reached out, and threw something. His body reacted on instinct, the right hand catching the ripe mango effortlessly, but his eyes stayed frozen on the basket-top. As a beauty beyond his dreams smiled wide, the boy's jaw dropped, mesmerized. A twinkle right from heavens. He was so captivated that it dawned on him only way later, that she was topless the whole time. All he could remember was the vague shapes from periphery, the perfect pair in his imagination, the stuff of pubescent nightfalls. By the time him was awoken from the trance, by his yelling siblings fighting for the fruit, the tribesmen were long gone.
"Who gave you the mango?"
"A nymph!" He said, as someone snatched it away.
"A mountain nymph.."
No one would believe him, but he couldn't wipe the grin, as her face came to mind, every time.
That was too risky, Nora!
The Queen smirked, while scolding herself. Yes, but it was fun.
She knew she should be more cautious, more fearful, given the current predicament. But soon as they left the Fort, this strange liberating fear filled her soul. Through the gaps in the weave she could see everything around, even feel the breeze at times, and yet.. No one could see her, mainly because no one had a reason to stare at a hanging fruit-basket, large as it was. So long as she kept quiet.
bonk.. bonk.. bonk.. bonk..
There's that distant drumming again. What's the special occasion, I wonder.
Elanor slowly lifted herself, shifting her weight to the right butt-cheek. Her left was numb from sitting on ice for so long. How long has it been? It felt like hours, and it felt like a blink. Every moment since getting into the basket had her on edge, yet strangely elated, that it rarely felt like a task. If anything, she felt like she was just strolling the countryside at a pleasing pace, in her birthday suit. A naked parade, with all the rewards, and none of the risks. A close second, at the very least. Maybe I judged too harshly. Maybe this Handler-thing isn't so bad, after all.
It was a bit scary the first fifteen minutes, when they got out of the fort, took the short-cut through the jungle, instead of the long cobbled road. It was a steep climb down, with the terrain slippery for the untrained. She nearly laughed watching Hoyt struggle to maintain authority, wobbling with each step. The Queen was scared as well, for one of the native carrying her to slip up, and toss her basket down hill. Good Lord! That would have been a disaster.
But once she got used to the weird rhythm of the men stepping downhill, while balancing her,and another giant fruit-basket, hanging from a long wooden beam, her focused shifted to nature. She had never been to a forest so calm and beautiful, that it almost seemed unreal. A strange bird-cry may startle her every now and then, but for the most part, she felt a strange sense of belonging. Like her nakedness belonged to these greens.
Closing her eyes, she imagined herself, walking down the slope, her knees trembling for balance, but doing much better than poor Hoyt. She could feel the muddy wetness on her soles, feel the dirt splatter on to her calves. Some even reaching up to her bare butts. She felt one with nature. Any artificial construct of shame, seemed sinfully out of place. Even the feel of hair felt like a cover so unnatural. For a second she wondered, how it would feel, being totally bare. To commune with nature, just as smooth and spotless, as the day she was born.
Her hands went for the third mango, for it was time for the late-lunch. With every bite of the best produce, the only taste that rushed to her mind was that of the meady-saliva of her very first bite. She had never felt so weird, when she could tell men apart from sperm, but recognizing the taste of another's spittle.. Somehow that made her feel dirty. A thing out of mouth, made it discomfortingly personal.. Ewww..
Bonk.. Bonk.. Bonk.. Bonk..
Is that getting louder?
Elanor tried focusing on the sounds of nature, and went back to daydreaming. She remembered the shallow stream they crossed. And walking now, she felt her feet get wet. It felt unnatural. Like she had been doing it wrong. Though she couldn't tell why. As she took a couple more steps, a gentle breeze caressed her rear. And it dawned on her why.
I'm in nature, I must act natural.
"All fours, pet."
The Queen suddenly found herself, on all fours. As her both open palms dug about an inch into the wet forest floor, it felt as if, nature herself reached back and embraced.
Like telling, Welcome back, child! The soil felt soft, not sticky.
Bonk! Bonk! Bonk!
The drumming suddenly stopped. Elanor noticed that the men had halted as well. Looking through the gaps, she could see the silhouette of a big fat man, with a drum to his side, talking with Hoyt. Is this part of the task? Is Hoyt even authorized to involve others in Handler-business? The Queen noticed that they were standing next to an unusually long carriage, like a cargo-vessel. It had long iron-barred windows by the ceiling, and strange bell sounds could be heard from within. Elanor remembered seeing a few shepherds on the way, with some of their herd wearing bells. Perhaps this is a cattle-mover, to transport goats in bulk. Is that even a thing?
Suddenly the basket started swinging, and she knew they had resumed. The drummer went back to hitting, with much enthusiasm, as the carriage slowly followed him. What were they talking about? The Queen noticed something like a satchel hanging from Hoyt's shoulder. Did he get that from the drummer? Ouuch.!
She squirmed suddenly, struggling not to shake too hard, as her right shin cramped. Gritting her teeth, Elanor shifted weight to the other bum, while rubbing the pained area. A couple of deep breaths, and it relaxed. Ho! That was so close.
The pain may have shifted pulled her back into reality, for she didn't go back to daydreaming for a while. She had another mango, and licking the icky mess from her finger cracks seemed natural now. When it got too messy, she simply rubbed it on her skin, needing no napkin. In a way, she really enjoyed this trip. It was just as she imagined earlier, riding through the countryside, but only better. For now, she didn't have to worry about the sun, with her own personal air-cooled capsule.
The Queen didn't worry much about what Hoyt had in store. Mainly, because it was Hoyt, and not Jezeb. Hoyt wouldn't take advantage of her, he wouldn't even look at her naked self, so the task has to be something tame. She felt irritated that her nipples remained erect. It's just the cold. I'm not enjoying this. It's just the ice. She kept telling herself.
Her focus shifted to the two hill-tribesmen carrying her. She was impressed by their stamina, their complementary balance, and that incredible neck-strength. Almost as if both their body and mind, even reflexes have to align to a single aim, of stabilizing the goods on either end of the pole. Is that what Father Benedictus meant, that day? About alignment.. What was it he said? The subtle awareness of the multitude of patterns, patterns of intend and randomness.. Have the presence of mind rooted in the moment, as all coalesce around.. and aligns?! Big fancy words, but do they actually help?
No, it's no help at all. Elanor thought deeply, as to what the dream means. Finding no connections, she focused on what worried her lately. Then about the days were worry wasn't in the picture. Thoughts of troubles during the hiatus came to mind. Then her mind shifted back to the birthday, the one she had told Bella the other day. Her mind bounced on, between times of worry, and times of bliss, a couple more times, before finally reaching the midpoint of it all.
The night those first hints came in.
In unverified whispers, of losing contact with the King's convoy. Not lost, not dead, just missing. Elanor remembered the turmoil rising from within, all the pained gazes and consoling embraces being not enough. When the surety of loss began to settle in for most, she remember her denial only strengthening. No, it wasn't denial. But a determination to steel through, to keep her spine erect, head held high. To not bow to the fate, and never waste a single tear. She remembered waiting in the castle balcony, the couple's favorite spot in the whole kingdom, as search parties returned spend, having lost all hope.
The rest was foggy, like a watercolor bleed. All a confusing blur, all but for one. The very moment it grasped her deep.
It came as a breeze, as she waited by the balcony. A warm fuzzy embrace, blanketing her from behind just as he used to. She was simply being present, at the right spot at the right time. And the patterns around coalesced, to give her enough of a hug, to well up from within. She remember her vision blurring, and the insurmountable lightness of relieving realization, as a part so deep in her heart began softening.. Began healing..
Yes, she remember tears rolling down. She remember the feeling of it, never stopping. But above all, she remembered that it was the closest her came to feeling alignment. Such an overwhelming sense of being present in the moment, as the universe aligned itself around her, to give that which can only be given.
What the hell?
Elanor looked around as the basket jerked. Why is it so noisy? Is that people I hear? The Queen squinted, her palmns muffling a yawn.
Wait, did I fall asleep?! Seriously?
Looking out, she felt that familiar knot deep in her core. There were people all around, shouting at each other. No, not shouting. More like haggling. Am I in the middle of the town market?
Hoyt, what the hell?
Looking around, her throat dried up quick. She couldn't spot Hoyt. There were people of all ages, and sex, all around, but Hoyt wasn't one of them. As the hill-tribesmen slowly walked upto what looked like a storage, Elanor spotted something new inside the basket. A satchel, likely the one Hoyt got from that drummer earlier. It had a note sticking out, that read..
LAST RESORT!
***
**
*
Hoyt kept whistling the tavern-song as he walked into the Vigile Tower. The watchmen outside bowed, assuming rank from his sheer confidence. He was after all dressed in casuals, clothes the Castellan provided earlier, so no one could have suspected him for being a lowly sentry-man. The Vigile Tower is the office of the regional watchmen, who were responsible of policing and general security. Hoyt looked around and finally found the short, bulky man with balding greys, sitting at the inner chamber. Ignoring the guards around, he confidently walked in, without even bothering to knock. The Chief Guard looked up, annoyed and offended by his disrespect. But failing to gauge the rank, he played it safe.



"What's the matter, Sir...?"
"There has been an unfortunate lapse of security, Chief Guard. A mistake on my part, which I'm hoping your boys wouldn't mind helping out."
"Lapse in security, huh? Who are you? And what makes your failure, my business?"
Hoyt smiled, growing to enjoy this part more, every time he did.
"Because my business, Chief Guard, is the Imperial Business."
The Chief leaned in, his eyes bulging.
Is that.. An actual Cross of Absheil?!
***
**
*
"Indulgence is a part of it, I get. But aren't you being.. you know.. A little too indulgent."
Bella had no trouble raising her concerns to his face, now that the bulk of the scheduling was done. She had come all this way just to hear out the Clergyman, so she felt it appropriate to have some questions as well. Laughing lightly, Ishikawa replied.
"Hahahaa! Almighty, how shall I explain this.?! Hmm.. Bella, it was nearly two decades ago, when I first stepped on the western soil. The port of Calthea. In a fortnight I was approached by my first long-term customer. It was at a party thrown by a nobleman friend, and fellow-sailor. And yes, I said customer. I was studying religion, but hadn't made up my mind yet, about the clergy. It's an odd feeling you see, to be in a land so far away, and yet, to be recognized, just by a vibe. It was a Duke, not the most famous nor notorious, but undoubtedly the most influential one, in all lands of men at the time. He had distinct tastes, lets say. He knew what he wanted, chose women who had plenty incentives to play along, and enjoyed distilling it out of them. Apparently his new find was proving particularly tough to tame. This isn't a circumstance of enforcement, I must clarify. The girl was game, only quite a handful, even for his experienced grip. Not that I had a say, had there been dubious consent, but.. Well, each case is different, let's not digress.."
Bella nodded along. As much as she'd rather not listen to his explorations into perversion, they were surprisingly helpful in understanding the Queen's progress, or lack there of.
"I was delighted to help, even with a part of me revolting, the sin of it rebelling with my faith. But it wasn't like I could refuse the Duke's invitation, that too, to something so private and pressing. For the longest time I thought, that this was like finding like. I didn't know then, my reputation had reached beyond seas, in the certain circles, that truly cared for the wicked. Needless to say, he was first of the many. And I applaud the noblemen, and particularly the ladies, for not just how open they were to the novel, but for making the most of it. I was growing the pool, Bella, and I was diligent. I couldn't afford indulgence back then. But the thing with nobility is, they couldn't perceive the rest as anything but pawns. And they'd cut you off at the first whiff of trouble."
She nodded, realising. You aren't far from it, Bella. Being scapegoated. The thought was part of her nightmares, especially in the early months. If things were to go wrong.. But now its a calculated risk. A risk she took for sake of a dear friend. The clergyman continued.
"I've been a scapegoat way many times, and frankly, I've made the most of it. Reasons vary, from misunderstandings, to jealousy, to actual lack of spousal chemistry, but when the mind is too small to comprehend the true complexity, the easiest out is blaming the other. So yes, apart from the few true-enthusiasts, I lost as much customers as I gained, the first few years. Thankfully I was able to leverage the relations to aid my acceptance to the clergy, against the opposition from the old puritans."
"Even Father Benedictus.?!" Bella leaned in, curious.
"Oh, not him. He's a class apart, with a much deeper understanding of the human psyche, in all its shades, might I add. He believed that God must stay accessible, to even the most-wretched. And he truly believed I had a role to play, in the clergy. Let's just say, the Celibacy Trials isn't the only ritualistic instance, of purging the devil out of the divine fabric. So yes, as much as I had been scapegoated, I've made the better of it. Other than an occasional one-offs, done mostly as favors, I never had to engage in my previous trade for the longest. Till.. Well, till this. But I realize lately, that a certain indulgence comes with the territory. I'll make sure there's enough measures for you to intervene, from now on, before I get carried away by the lure."
"Measures as in?" Bella needed something concrete.
"I'll have to think long and proper, but off the top of my head, maybe leaving the door unlocked. So I know in the back of my mind, that you could walk in at any moment. Psychological guard-rails, you see."
"Wouldn't that beat the trust?"
Ishikawa smiled. She is thoughful.
"Lady Agrafena, The only trust that counts is that between the trainee and me. So long as she doesn't know the details.."
"Got it. That's a good start, Ishikawa-sama."
"Speaking of starts, what about you?"
What is this, turning tables?! Bellatrix shrugged at him, confused.
"I'll continue to delegate I guess. What else is there, Clergyman?"
Ishikawa had that mysterious smile again.
"Are you content with just mares and ponies? You seem offly detached. Wouldn't you like a go at the beast, yourself?"
Bellatrix feigned a chuckle. She really didn't find the suggestion hilarious.
"Ishikawa-sama. Haven't we been over this? A certain objectivity is a requirement for my effectiveness. The client can't afford me indulging. Besides, I work in whispers. Domination isn't my cup. And didn't you tell it yourself, that Demura wasn't a natural subservient. Are you just pulling my leg, being the contrarian now?"
Sensing her discomfort, the Clergyman poured another cup of warm tea. The way he politely signaled, Bella found her hand reaching to complement on its own. It felt soothing, and the subtle quivering in her lips faded in no time. Ishikawa said.
"In my training, a sub is a purposefully-regressed mind, with all sense of agency carefully trained out. Reducing one's governing principles to a binary, the only limits mattering, that of pleasure and pain. And a truly broken sub fails in self-regulation, even at such basic frame-work. Frame-work that's innate, even to a kitten. It's up to the Dom to step up, and say no, because you have no sense, dear.. And it's truly not my condescension.. You have no idea how addled they can get, lost to pleasure, or pain, a line that's blurred beyond recognition with sufficient depth.. You have no idea how easy its for them, to forget the 'safe-word' even. It's incumbent on the dominant, to regulate the subservient."
"But she's not a sub! You said it yourself.."
"She's not a natural sub, I said. See, no one is immune, including me I'm afraid.. No one is so unique that, you can't be broken into these primordial counterparts. We all bow to some master, and when push comes to shove, there's only much, to the integrity of the human spine. Breaking and molding, can be indifferent to the prior value structures.. That's the whole point of perversion. People keep away, for good reason, dear."
You still didn't answer my question. Bella nodded as he continued.
"When I said, she's no sub, I meant to you. Even to me, as of now. But that's not why you came to me. You sought me out, for a concern borne out of a conclusion, that after observing, I concurred myself. About that 'beast' within her. She has already submitted to it's craving. The question isn't whether she's a sub, because I don't think she has a choice, if that bestial entity wakes up for good. And I truly fear, that nothing worth of her essential self will remain, once its done consuming. No Bella, this isn't about choice, but stepping up. Whether you have it in you, to step up, and be the dominant. To rein it in, that beast in her, along with your Demura."
"But aren't we pushing hard already, Clergyman?"
"You aren't wrong. I'm pushing hard, way too early, unlike my usual training. That intensity you sense is real. Here's the thing. My harshest push, is a soft toying, compared to what she can truly endure. The question is, when the time comes, are you Dom enough to step up? We are talking about you, Lady Agrafena. Have you got what it takes to lead by leash, the thing within her? To dominate Demura herself, without as much breaking a sweat. Not to sate something sadistic, but out of sheer necessity. I know you prefer whispers, but what if a roar is demanded?"
Bella hoped for another glass of tea, but the Clergyman never poured. He knew some dilemmas require you navigate on your own. His voice turned deep, and dispassionate.
"It's not a question of want, nor wish. Not anymore, I'm afraid. It's a question of mettle. What it takes. Do you have?"
Bella truly had no answer to that, not since knowing her own limits from the hiatus. It's not like she hadn't tamed unruly beasts before, but this one.. The thought of disciplining by pain, her Queen, her Nora of all people.. For a hypothetical 'beast' that very well may be a figment of imagination, with all due respect to the erotician. But his point prevails. If it is true, do I have the mettle to match?
Overwhelmed by discomfort, Bella got up and bowed.
"Apologies Clergyman. It's already late. I must return by sundown, so.."
"Farewell Bella. Please do reflect on my concerns.
Ishikawa bowed.
***
**
*
Redemption or Punishment
Hoyt!
This is irresponsible..
Where the hell are you?
Even with all the cold, sweat dribbled down her forehead. Twenty minutes must have passed since they left the baskets in the storage room. The Queen was feeling very uneasy with the situation, particularly the anticipation. Anticipating what? She had no clue still, what was in store for her. Had it been Jezeb, or even Tabitha, Elanor certainly knew better by now, to expect some degree of perversion. If it was Jokshun, well.. Jokshun seemed to have no sadistic bone in him, so at worst he may kill me ith kisses and sweet nothings. But Hoyt is unique. That air of prudishness certainly restricts what his mind can conjure up. From the way he had flashed the Cross of Absheil to gain authority over the fort guards, and even the warehouse supervisor earlier, he isn't shy about wielding power to his advantage. But his actions made no sense. The Cross never immunizes the wielder from rules of the land, including rules of decency, so there's a limit to 'exhibiting' me out in public, for lack of a better word.
It's not like he can parade me through the market in my current state. In the seedy South Street at midnight, maybe. But not in a deeply religious community like this. Perhaps he wants me walking around wearing something ridiculous. Even if it's just a wet, translucent, simple shift, that would be lawful. Some might frown, if he were to unbuckle his belt, tie it around my neck.. And lead me through the leering crowds, with a chain-leash. And technically, the law doesn't specify gait, so I can stay on all fours. He can rent a stall and offer my services, so long as appears consensual, and doesn't involve anything illegal.. Not like blowing the customer, but licking the shoes clean would be an option.
That hint of sadism in his grin tell me, such stupid tasks aren't beneath him.
But Hoyt seems to be the kind to enjoy delegating. He looked so uncomfortable that night, when he was personally put front and center, as Uncle Belkin made me lick his boot. Even earlier in the roof, he was acting so disinterested with direct involvement. He'd rathewr me complete the task alone, or let someone else take part, even unknowingly, like the tribesmen.. Yes, delegation seems to be his thing. He wouldn't dirty his hands, with what is a whore to him. I bet he wouldn't even be the one to lead me by the leash. He's going to employ the most pathetic man he can find around, and hand him the chain. Yes, that's his plan.
To watch me walked like a dog, by some wretched vagrant, while the townspeople taunts in utter contempt. There will be definite catcalls, eyes scanning my state from all angles, even some ultra-conservatives walking up, just to admonish the behavior. But we wouldn't be breaking any laws, and Hoyt himself wouldn't have to deal with any of it.
Will he stop by the market, or am I to walk the whole way? It'd be kind of nice, to be led along the lakeside. To smell the grass, and feel the breeze, to lean in and drink a cheek-full, on all fours. And if my bladder gets full, it'd be nice of him to let me..
I mean, it's so easy from the posture to just... NORA!
Stop daydreaming, you desperate dense degenerate! And think up a way out.
Elanor grabbed the satchel Hoyt had left, but didn't open it. Looking inside would be admitting she had reached the dead-end. No, not yet. Putting it aside, she slowly climbed out of the basket. It felt really good, and a little painful, to finally get to stretch, after spending all this while coiled up in an awkward posture. Walking up slowly to the doorway, careful not to creak the floorboards, she peeked out through the curtain. And her heart skipped a beat.
The market was on full swing, as if the heat didn't matter. The noise of country-life she had only faintly heard so far overwhelmed her to the point of madness. Housewives haggling with annoyed greengrocers, elderly fishwives swatting away flies from the mixed up old stock, butchers hacking up a large piece of meat, carpet sellers looking distressed having made no sale, and kids running around laughing as if this whole place is just a playground, to the annoyance of all around. When an little rascal nearly ran into the storage, Elanor nearly screamed. As if the risk of it all suddenly dawned on her. Luckily the young watch-man sitting upfront shooed away the kid.
That was close. Hooooo..
Realizing the stakes, Elanor went straight for the satchel. It had an ordinary shift, a pristine white frilly undergarment, and a small pouch. The shift was surprisingly small, having short sleeves and a loose fit. No, it wasn't small. Just short. Like a whole third of the length had been cropped. On second thoughts, she doubted if it even was a shift. It had more in common with a uniform. Especially with the cheap grey fabric, used commonly for mass production. Given her buxom breasts, the hem would hardly reach an inch below her ass cheeks.
Great! Barely legal, a hair away from indecent. You are so predictable after all, Hoyt. What's this? Elanor sniffed on the pouch while untying the knot. There was very little light so she moved closed to the curtain.
Bonk! Bonk! Bonk!
There's that annoying drum again. What's so important to proclaim in the middle of the day? Elanor was beyond irritated by the sound that had been trailing her all day. But he was too far away to hear the actual announcement. She took a pinch of what was in the pouch, and examined against the light. It was colored powder.
Blue. As in the color of love?!
I don't think so, not from a puritanical prick like Hoyt. But.. Oh yes, in the stricter interpretations of the Holy Writ, blue symbolizes shame. Bastard! He dare suggest supplying me shame?!! To his Queen?! I'm going to bury him in overtime, for weeks.. A pouch of blue powder.? What am I supposed to do with this?
Cursing his gut, the Queen got dressed. She was glad to feel some fabric shield her skin after so long, and it was largely about the cold. Elanor recognized the weirdly frilly, coy-looking underthings, from the sacred symbol sewn into it. A perfect elongated golden circle, embroidered along the crotch panel, and a darker circle, mirroring it on the other side.
It was a 'Shafka', the bridal lingerie meant for the nuptial night.
The unbroken golden circle to symbolize her purity, her innocence in matters of sex. The groom is to sit, facing the other side, demonstrating his restraint, as his new wife disrobes to nothing. The naked bride must neatly fold her clothes and place it atop the table next to the white candle, the only source of light in the room. The Shafka should be at the very top, with the golden circle facing up. Then she may wait under covers, for him to make the first move. Still facing the wall, the groom must try and convince his love for consent, with sweet nothings. The bride shall use this chance to tease him further, heating up his arousal further. The husband is expected to keep restrained throughout.
This is the funniest moment for the young bride, as most men would start pleading for permission, out of desperation. The restraint of the night, who gives in first, is likely to decide who leads the relationship, and it is an open secret that Wolkenshire households are ruled by women. The friends and cousins would often bet on it, mostly for maughty laughs.
When the bride says yes finally, the groom must approach the table, take the underthings, and fold it along the crotch-panel, by the center of the golden circle, such that it forms a loop, an 8 figure, with the top half golden and the bottom half black. If symbolizes that her purity hadn't been defiled, but infused with his strength, to form a deeper bond that complements each other.
The groom shall then drip a few drops of candle-wax on to the middle of the loop. It's common for virgin men with their shaking fingers, to mess up and drip wax on to their skin, or burn the cloth, in the hurry to get the prize. If done right, he must blow the candle and find his way to the bed. The first night should be spend in darkness, knowing each other with just sweat, sounds, and heat of the flesh. The bride's nude form is denied the first time. The focus shouldn't be visual, for the bond is meant to be deeper than sight.
As the Shafka slipped through her thighs softly, Elanor remembered that she never got to wear one. Her nuptial night never came to pass. She quickly focused on the present, wondering what Hoyt is cooking up. What's common with these choices. The fabric of commons, the color of shame, and the symbol of innocence. The way he talked, he had the air of a learned man, so there must be some narrative thread for all these.
Awww.. That felt nice.
Elanor felt weak, as the soft cushiony crotch-piece snuggled against her nether. Of course, its soft. It's crafted for the untouched tenderness. Though I'd kill to flout the rituals, and have my Barthomius right hear right now. My screams would invite an audience. But their yells would never reach me, for I'd be so lost to my Love's heat. Nnnngghhhh..
Elanor didn't realize her fingers had already been drawing circles around her clitoral bulge. She didn't know, that the soft fabric itself was designed to stimulate the virginal folds, priming her to the moment of union. The amount of forethought went to these elaborate rituals truly amazed her. She'd expected the religious to be purely constraining. Ohhh... Yes Bard. Mmmmnnpphh..
Wait.. What's that?
Something felt off. The sounds from outside. A few shouts, grunts of annoyance, an overall air of hostility. Looking past the curtain, Elanor quickly spotted the reason. Thrse were guards, around eight of them, searching the market, questioning the vendors. Two of them walked up to the storage, but the young watch-man stopped them, with questions of his own. As two more joined in, Elanor realized they were about to walk in.
I must hide.
HIDE!



The Princess frantically scanned the room, looking back at the basket, but quickly deciding against it. She heard the guards shout something about 'orders from officer', 'imperial decree' and so on. Elanor quickly spotted a bunch of empty baskets, all stacked together to her left, and hid behind it. She knew it was no perfect hide-out, but suddenly something else dawned on her, something that should have been obvious.
Oh no, wait! I still look like the Queen. I mean..
Oh, you know what I mean!
She had no cover of the night, no masks, no veils, nor an elaborate circumstance that would allow hiding in plain sight. And remembering the rules, protecting the royal visage it's as much the decoy's responsibility, as much it is the Handler's. If she gets caught, looking like that, she'd not only be sullying the symbol of Wolkenshire, but she'd be failing at the rules. Losing to Hoyt, disastrously.
I can't bare the thought of losing to his smug face. Nor can I afford to smear this visage with a scandal.
Smear my face.. Wait.
Before the thought formulated in full, her fingers had already untied the pouch. As sour memories of scrubbing off ink from the last task, and failing at it for hours, filled her mind, the Queen raised her hands above, and emptied the pouch. As soon as her eyelids shut, a cloud of thick blue smoke enveloped her skull. As the excess powder spilled over to her hair and cleavage, like a woman gone mad, she kept rubbing it on her face. Over and over again, making sure to cover every inch. It was hard to not cough up, but she managed.
WHOOSH...!
Light rushed into the storage, followed by two large shadowy guards. Elanor had never felt fear like this. Fear of losing face. Fear of capture. The deep shame of being dragged out by mere men, while looking like an asylum-case. The guards started poking around the baskets with rods, as if searching for something hidden within.
Are they looking for smuggled goods? In this countryside? Seriously?!
While keeping an eye on the two guards, Elanor kept listening to the chatter outside. If the other guard walks in as well, I can make a run for it. The market wall isn't that high, and the forest isn't far. I can hide in the trees, and even steal some proper clothes on my way out. If I kick the third onto the other two, and run fast, the other guards are too far to catch up, with all the chaos. It's risky, but..
I can't sit around here for Hoyt to come save me. I must..
The third one walked in, and before finishing the thought, Elanor jumped out from the darkness, swinging her right thigh. The idiot had fast reflexes, so he ducked at the last moment, absolutely shocked. But her first strike was a distraction anyhow, and by the time the other two noticed, she found firm footing to propel into the decisive kick. The poor tall guard realized his skull was made of jelly, as the last thing he noticed was the silvery shine of the frilly under-things, flashed through the gap of her shift's flailing hem. His long hands reached out instinctively for something to hold on to, as the second guard rolled to the side, to avoid being crushed by his colleague. How come these country bums have such good reflexes?! Elanor squinted annoyed, as she couched her landing, without a clue that her luck had run out.
From her current perspective, at least, for luck is mercurial. The long index finger of the poor falling guard, reaching out for something to anchor, had managed in desperation, to latch on to the one thing he had spotted. The semi-elastic band of her frilly Shafka, the white loincloth with the golden ring, the symbol of her virginal purity, betrayed her at the last blink. Elanor felt as if her life was getting squeezed out, as her soft untainted nether took the brunt of the falling guard's weight, hooked by a sinewy finger, with the sacred under-cloth wedging into her folds, deeper than she had ever known possible.
"AAAAAIIIEEEEEEEHHHHH..!!!"
Such pain! That teary scream took her back to he four year old Princess Nora, getting the tip of her pinky got caught in the door. An unnecessary remainder that pain transcends time, perhaps deeper than love.
SNAP!
His finger slipped out, letting the semi-naked Queen stumble a step to the right to balance, and fall face-first, into a empty basket, which thankfully cushioned the impact. She hardly got a sense of what just happened, when the second guard braved his way to restrain the mad jumping woman. Pinning her down with perfect posture, just as he had been trained, he seemed too happy to have any action at all. Like, he may not be up to battle orcs, but little naked tushes are no match for him. Or was she? As the girl screamed violently, convulsing like a bucking bull, with explosive bursts of fury, he started losing all confidence, remembering his friend's wobbling face from a moment ago.
"I got her. Bridle her Willie.. NOW.!!"
"How dare you touch my..Hmmphh.. HMMMPHHHRRRRR.."
Elanor didn't really know what else she'd have screamed out in anger. Her real identity? Their potential punishments, perhaps? She wasn't thinking. And who would, when feeling like their genitals have just been burned to a crisp. But she couldn't. All her screams turned to gibberish, as the stingy salty tang of rust overwhelmed her taste-buds.
"The wrists, now. Hold her tight, dammit?!!"
"I'm trying.. She's like a fucking bull."
"Yeah, yeah, with a jiggly white tushy.."
"And a sloppy slutty cunt, surely. Look at her buck.
"Yeah, yeah.. Imagine riding that?"
CLANK!
"I don't have to.." As soon as he heard the lock, bravery found the second guard, and he mimicked humping her rear, as Elanor continued to convulse, her sprawling hair blowing smoky blue powder all around. The men just stood watching, laughing, as if it's some freshly caught prize carp, flopping next to the lake, simply wasting all its strength. Willie checked to see the other two guards were okay, and helped them out the storage.
Hearing all the commotion, the market people had gathered by the door, quite anxious. They remember hearing a woman squeal, but only saw two guards walking out, looking injured. Elanor felt firm grips dig deep into her both shoulders, and was lifted up to her feet.
"Walk, bitch."
One began leading her out, clutching her right biceps. As the Queen squirmed in protest she got a clear picture of her predicament. The tang in her mouth, and the cold hugging tightness on her skull. It was a bridle. A Scold's bridle, a tool of torture and humiliation, meant for denying the wearer speech. One of the two horizontal pipes hugged her forehead, while the other dug deep into her mouth, pulling wide the corners of her lips, leaving her mouth open in a state of constant salivation and soon fatigue. There was an additional chain attached to its back pipe, running along her spine, which kept her both wrists shackled behind. To add to the humiliation, a small bell was attached to the chin-piece of the bridle, sounding at the slightest motion. The way it ringed.. Even in the middle of such a tense situation, Elanor couldn't shake away the feeling,that she had heard it before.
About a dozen and half judging eyes fell upon her, all gasping, confused or offended, Elanor nearly lost it. She had no where to hide, not her shame, not her defeat, and certainly not the ill-informed judgements burning into her, right in public. Their thoughts, whispered, and muffled, and yelled, and disparaging and cackling, it all flooding her ears.
. What? She turned the storage into a whorehouse or something?
. Oh son, that looks like it hurt. Did that witch do this to you?
. Oh the bridle! The bridle! Is she for the Whipper's as well?
. Of course she's headed for the Whipper's. Can't you see the blue?
. Mammy, why she have no pants?
. That's a whore sweety. We don't look at whores, okay?
. Those calves, man?! As if its meant to be licked.
. Look at her drool-on, like a bitch in heat. Disgusting.
. Is that a shafka she wearing? Haha! That's a pure cunt, you say?!
. Guards! Twirl the witch, won't you?

Such a fine white ass, no?

Elanor shot daggers at the crowd, but if did nothing to intimidate, considering her head looked like a flattened Blue Poppy. What?! What's wrong with these people? I did nothing..
"Flash that ass! Flash that ass!"
The crowd was getting rowdy, and the mothers looked around worried, covering the kids' ears. Her gaze returned to the floor, while taking short, trembling steps. The guard to her left nudged.
"Give a twirl, sweet-cheeks. That'd quiet the crowd."
"HHHGGRRHSSSHH.!!"
Elanor thoughtlessly charged at him head on, with both hands tied behind. She wasn't thinking clearly, this was all too much, too quick, and too out of the blue. Consent had always been key to her. The ones were it tested her limits, the ones that she learned to love, and even the ones that went horribly wrong midway, Elanor always had some choice.. Some semblance of it, at least. Even surrounded by the most radical nobility of Wolkenshire, even when playing a rent-girl, the Queen had agency. But now.. She didn't agree to any of this. She didn't know what to expect, and there was no handler present for her to say no. Hell, she couldn't even be sure if all of this was part of a task.
What task could this possibly lead to?
Are they throwing me in jail? What if my make-up, this damn powder comes of?!
Hell, my chas.. I don't have my chastity belt. Are they going to throw me in public jail? Mistress, where is Mistress? Oh hell, Hoyt is done. Bella will have his head. What's left of it anyhow, when I'm done, but for that.. For that, I need to get free.. Let me out.
Let. ME. OUUUTTTTT...!!!
That's when the stupid guard request her a twirl, driving her over the edge. As arms reached from the other end, the Princess knelt and rolled to her right, and high kicked the guard, whose nose-bridge missed it by an inch. The crowd roared, impressed not by the athleticism, but her shapely shins, toned under-thighs, and the glimpse at that pearly frilly crotch-piece. With the franticity of a cornered animal, she hissed at the guards, while looking for an opening turning to her right, and..
BLANK.
Bile filled her senses, follwed by numbness.
Her eyes rolled back looking deep into her brain for some sense, as pure heat spread from stomach to all through her body. Her mouth burned from the cheek-full of gastric acid she just belched, and the bridle made sure it simply drooled down her chin, darkening the impression of her right erect nipple. There is much excitement in danger, and one can't take a purely bodily response, for morality. But judge they did, the ones enjoying the show, hooting and cheering.
What was that?
When her blurry vision finally cleared, she saw a rigid, bony fist, lodged into her abdomen. Did such one just punch me in the bare torso? Punch a woman in broad daylight, how dare he? Looking up, finding the reddish swollen face of the tall man from before, Elanor had just one thought.
Fair enough.
I'm tough. I can take a punch, but.. If only he hadn't blindsided me.
Should've tightened my core fast.
That really, really hurt.
Tears rolled down, as her lips leaked on. This being personal, he grabbed her by the neck, and pulled up, choking the Queen, letting the tip of her toe scribble on the soil below. He couldn't tell with all the blue, how many shades of red her face turned meanwhile. But he took his time, leaning in slowly, and asking her gently.
"Are you ready to behave?"
Her lungs burned, as the Queen struggled to utter anything legible.
"yysssshhhzzzzz..."
Soon as he let go, she calmed down instantly, feeling the cold air rush to her brain. This wasn't any Leash Maester's magical training, but her simply coming to terms with reality. She's in no place to fight, and they could be looking for one.
Give it time, gather data, and then make your move.
The sweat is making this short shift clingy, and my panties seem a bit unsure now. The way he yanked.. Perhaps the elastic got loose. I could feel its temptation, to slide. But all is well, even is I were to parade as the day I was born..
Oh Bella, you and your cursed witch-tongue! Even then, all is well, so long as my face stays blue. Right now I resemble madness, at the very best. Keep it that way.
As she slowly stepped up, feeling the nudge, that odd voice from the crowd cried again.
"So, what of that twirl, girlie?!"
All of them cackled, as some women gave a look of disgust.
"Shut it! You can make your request to the Whipper. Head to the ruins, if that's your thing. Move aside. Give way.."
Whipper? What's a whipper?
As the tall guard kept leading her by the shoulder, Elanor tried asking nicely.
"Where are you taking me?"
"Just shut up and walk, convict?"
"Convict? Who?"
"Haha.. Was the punch too hard?! Dressed in prison greys, and face painted for anonymity. Who else is the convict? Me?!"
Thank God!
Elanor finally felt some relief. So it is part of the plan. The grey shift, it's prison-wear. Was punching my gut in his plans as well, you fucking imbecile?! Some Handler you are.. Twenty days of over-time!
"Sir.. Would you please..?" Her parched voice barely made sense.
"What?"
The tall guard leaned in and asked, sounding as if he truly cared.
"My loin-cloth.. it might slip off. Could you please.?"
He didn't reply, but in a moment Elanor felt the crotch-piece ride up her but-cheeks, as the men cheered on vulgarly. The Queen pleadingly looked at the vengeful guard.
"Walk! It's just a few steps."
She couldn't tell if it was the tears of pain, or all the blood rushing to her cheeks from shame, both pairs that is, but she could hardly see anything. It was all a blur. The gleeful perverts in the crowd, the offended mothers and wives, the dumbfounded vendors of all ilk.. None of them looked away as she slowly tip-toed, her forced-open mouth drooling nonstop, the drenched shift outlining her breast-mounds, as they jiggled with each step. At least the slow pace ensured that her bell hardly rang.
When they reached the market gate, in the longest minute of her life, Elanor felt like kicking his nuts, as Hoyt walked in with a sadistic grin.
"Well done boys! I knew I could count of the best and brightest of Hillsdale."
"Here's the escaped convict, His Lordship. She was a tough catch."
Lordship?! Did he lie about the rank? Or did they take him for one, from the Cross? Elanor was really fighting her demons, to not give in, to start kicking her so-called handler. Hoyt corrected in an overtly polite voice.
"Please gents, I'm no Lord. I'm just a humble faithful servant to the throne. The Cross is just a symbol of the Queen's will. I'm but an instrument."
Queen's will?
When did I tell you, swine, that I like my gut getting punched to a pulp?
Elanor's vision just adjusted to notice the long wooden carriage behind him, with a high window and long bars all across. I remember that one.
As Hoyt signaled, the guards unlatched the door. Her eyes widened to find eleven other women dressed identically, the chained bridle and all. The wooden floorboard had turned a darker shade, from the saliva they had been drooling all this while. Most of them looked weak, sleep-deprived and dehydrated, as if they were traveling for hours, their fatigued jaw held in place, only thanks to the iron bridle. All the faces were blue as well. Unrecognizable, unless you are intimately familiar.
As the tall guard helped her up, by yanking the same loose loincloth, the guard who had pinned her earlier walked up to Hoyt and asked in a humble voice.
"She's so fair, and smells so good. And hissed like a cornered cat. If you don't mind us asking, Sire? The escaped convict, is she blue-blood? I can't imagine a low-born being arrogant enough, to attack the towns-guard so recklessly."
Elanor could hear them talk, faintly, as the door closed. She was just relieved to be in the shade again. The sun had shamed her enough. May be it's all over now. May be he'll take me back home. My jaw hurs already. And it feels so wrong, to drool so well, and have nothing down my throat.. NORAA..!!
Walking up to the front seat, Hoyt shrugged.
"I couldn't tell even if I wanted to, mate. Rules are rules. Female convicts have the right to anonymity. Please convey my sincere gratitude to your Chief, especially for all the paper-work."
As he got in, the guards all suddenly looked gloomy. They were told to catch a simple woman, not a kicking, hitting wild cat. They needed some closure. Hoyt shook his head, smiled, and threw a bone.
"Ever heard of the Templeton Trollop?"
***
**
*
Bonk! Bonk! Bonk! Bonk!
Loch announced with a wicked grin, sounding the drum.
. "Attention! Attention! For the information of God-fearing, law-abiding, good folks of Hillsdale. The Chastisement Ceremony is about to commence! The representative of the affected party, and the ones with passes from the Church please make it to the ruins first, so you get the best seats before the gates open.."
Elanor stepped out to the light once again from the prison-carriage, followed by three more. It was just like she had dreamed. No, it wasn't a dream, I never wanted for this to happen.. Was it a vision, then? Her gaze remained at the cobbled road below, but it was impossible to ignore. The throngs of people, watching from both sides, burning judgment into the very souls of the ones in chain. The twelve women, of varying height, built and complexion, had at least a few things in common. The flimsy grey shift, the tired drooling jawline, that bridled-up blue face, to name a few. But the most important one seemed what they meant to the townspeople, the same practiced abhorrence in most their eyes, including children who knew no better, as they kept chanting.. What was they chanting? Elanor couldn't tell, with her senses still struggling for clarity. For some reason, the chant sounded to her like,
Ruined, ruined, ruined....
Bonk! Bonk! Bonk! Bonk!
Loch marched on upfront, drumming, and yelled out.
. "Attention! Attention! This will likely be the last proper public punishment in Wolkenshire, certainly to be administered in front of such a God-fearing crowd. Let the culprits have a taste of Hillsdale hospitality, dear folks. Welcome them with the finest of our produce!"
"Ouch!"
Hearing the yelp Elanor looked ahead instantly, and her right cheek was hit by a rotting tomato. Thankfully the bridle took most of the impact, with the putrid slime splashing onto her face, into her open mouth. That was only the beginning. As if consumed by hatred, the good people on both ends began hurling their way all sorts of soft things, like spoiled eggs, decomposing vegetable scrapes, food waste and so on, as convicts inched forward, now shaking with fear, for the crowd mobbing them out in the open.
A fear that was starting to creep into Her Highness as well. It wasn't uncommon for things to get out of hand in public punishments, with the crowd sufficiently animated. What happens usually is, once things settle down, the authorities will catch a few from the crowd at random, often innocent bystanders, and give them ten lashes as well, just to establish control. It was odd as well, to find such hate flaring out of the residents of such an idyllic small town.



Bonk! Bonk! Bonk! Bonk!
. "Now now! Don't get rowdy! Behave, that's an order from Great Abbess Floress, the Compassionate herself. Behave people! We are better than these wenches.."
Bonk! Bonk! Bonk! Bonk!
Surprisingly that name had an effect on the crowd, and people restricted their anger to words. Spitting out slurs like slut, and whore-child, and cunt, or a few of them, especially the elderly women outright, spitting their way. Even in humiliation, Elanor made a mental note, to add a provision to the amend, to ban such unlawful Walks-of-shame. It's been hardly a week, but her debate on 220c seemed so long ago.
Bonk! Bonk! Bonk! Bonk!
Loch was too much in love with this side hustle.
. "We will be bringing to the righteous path this fine afternoon, from the corrupting clutches of sin, twelve wretched souls who had been masquerading as well-revered women of Wolkenshire. We have in our midst, a few thieves, a notorious face-slapper with multiple counts of assault, a couple harlots, a pair of moonshiners, an exhibitionist, a likely witch, and even a murderess!"
There was a combined gasp for that last one. The insults faded as well, for murder was too forgone a crime for most. There was no shaming one back from that end. Elanor found it odd as well. We don't do capitol punishment in public, not in Wolkenshire, not commonly, and certainly not a woman. Unless.. It occured to her, this was probably a case of conflicting information, where there is sufficient evidence to indicate motive and willingness, but no concrete proof pointing to the accused. Or a believable alibi, exonerating her. If the accused was arrogant enough to confess, that she'd have gladly done the deed, had she the opportunity, then the state can pass the case to church, to judge her state of mind instead.
This may be one such case. But shouldn't you be more worried of your own chains, Nora?
What is Hoyt getting at? What is the end-goal here?
Oh, there's the gate.
So this is the ruins I had looked at from above, the old amphitheater.
It is certainly large.
Each convict was freed of her chains, the bridle, given plenty of water to drink, and then another large cloud of blue-powder was smashed onto the face, for thankfully they took the anonymity-thing seriously. Elanor didn't really need much water, for she had been squatting on ice for the better part, and hadn't sweated much out, not to mention the feeling that her bladder already had plenty to recycle, but.. Her jaw was too tired, from the damn scold's bridle, and she desperately wanted to wash away the drooly mess. Walking in Elanor knew, her bladder was at the limit.
***
**
*

♫♫ She was cloaked by night


Running in haste


But when that horse rose up


I saw her disgrace


And that ass... ♫♫

"What do you think?" The Bard asked, strumming lightly.
"What? Blaine, it's the same song." Becksy, the buxom barmaid looked bored.
"What do you mean it's the same. The lines, Beck! I said 'Running in haste'. It should be 'She looked so chaste."
"Ha! That's why it felt odd."
"So, which is better?"
"I don't know, man. It all sounds the same. So long as you don't change the 'ass' line. Why mess with a good thing, anyhow?"
The Bard sighed.
"Because, its not all true, my song. Knowing which, when I sing, it sounds insincere. For instance, it should be, I saw her wet patch of shame. You know, when the horse jumped up.. Now I just say 'disgrace'. It's too vague and.."
Becksy had that look, like she couldn't care less, as she went back to wiping tankards.
"Hooo.." Exhaling in frustration, Blaine turned the other way, and started tuning his instrument.
"Come on, lets get out of here. There's finally a Chastisement in town. The last one was like, two years ago. I wonder why they chose our town this time." Becksy began putting the tankards away. The last customer had just made his way out, to the ruins of course.
"I don't like that sort of thing, Beck. It's torture. Its corrosive to the soul, and I'm an artist."
"You write porn, fuck-boy. You make them buy another round, so they can sing along to your filthy rhymes. I get good business, and you get free stay. And yes, I fuck you now and then."
"Don't call it fuck! You are so insensitive."
"I'm fucking you for free, Fuck-boy. Would you rather me not?"
"Nope" He had such puppy eyes.
"Then stop mucking around and take me to the square. I bet you'd come up with a killer song next."
"No! There.. There will be whips and all. I don't like it when they cry."
"You like my cries, plenty. Is it whips that turn you off?!"
"No, it's the.. Becks?! What are you.. doing?"
Blaine caught the thick double-pin belt flying his way mid-sentence, as his grin grew involuntarily, contrasting his words of caution. The barmaid had just undid her skirt, stepping her right leg out and apart, for a better stance, protruding her thick behind seductively. Her girthy thighs, and hanging jiggly underbelly was second only to his muse. Becksy ordered.
"Let's rid you of that fear. Whip me five good one, right now Fuck-boy."
"Please don't call me that.." His fingers were shaking with indecisiveness.
"Blaine, either you be a man. Or I'll take the belt, and when I'm done, you'll turn full pansy, believe me. Now whip my craving ass, and FUCK ME GOOD!"
In the heat, neither heard the footsteps approaching quick.
"Hey, Bard-boy! Come quick to the..OH MY GOD!"
"FUCK!!!! Get out you fucking PERV..!"
Becksy threw a tankard and dropped to the ground, pulling up the skirt, spewing the nastiest insults, as Blaine turned visibly red from second-hand shame. The man ducked, barely missing the throw, and collapsed into a laughing fit.
"Hahaha..For the love of abode, Becks! That's a fucking forest down there. HAHAHAHA..!"
"Fuck off Gwen. What do you want?" Becksy said half-jokingly. It's only Gwen. He's good, except for in bed. Gwen stood up startled, remembering why he ran all this way.
"Blaine, you got to come see. They caught her, man..!"
"Who?" The pair asked, intrigued.
"The fucking night queen! Your double-clap whore."
"Gwen you are blabbering." The Bard returned to tuning his strings.
"You idiot! They got the fucking Templeton Trollop..!!"
***
**
*
"So what would it be, dear young Cynthia of Cobblestone? Redemption, or punishment..?!"
CRACK!
As a few hollered, most of the crowed hissed and grunted, feeling the sting of that last one viscerally. The young flailing maiden gritted her teeth, as tears ran down her cheeks. Her punishment was twenty five caning, but the first five was for screening, giving the Church a chance to redeem the sin. They call it Redemption. Elanor continued to calm herself, by slow controlled breaths, as she dusted up her knowledge on the public punishments, still wondering what she's been convicted for.
The Chastisement Ceremony has two parts. Whatever the punishment is, the first five strikes is reserved for the representative of the Clerics, in accordance with the Modified Penal Codes. Once every convict goes through the 'first-five', the state-appointed executioner steps in. Executioner, as in the one who executes the State's correctional will, so it wasn't just a hangman, but someone who was familiar with pain, at a bone-chilling depth.
The State Castigator. They call him, the Whipper.
Elanor felt a chill run up her spine, locking eyes with the mountain of a man standing behind with a unwieldy axe. At eight feet, he absolutely towered over everyone on stage. The shivering girl looked like a fawn next to him. The horns of the giant semi-realistic antelope-mask he had, doubled the presence, especially with those weird shiny grazing-eyes. The axe was largely for dramatic effect, mainly to cut down ropes and such, once the punishment was done. And most of his intimidating height was the aura created by the animal-mask, and the long coat he wore.
For any crime short of murder, if the convict opts 'Redemption', she must confess her sins, to the satisfaction of the crowd present, as deemed by the representative of the Southern Clerics. This is followed by a short-term community service alongside the Clerics, where the convict must espouse virtues and warn against the pitfalls of sin, often sighting personal example. This generally defeats all the steps put in place to protect the anonymity, but the Church had argued for it, citing reputational risk is part of repentance. Generally most won't opt for it, so the more puritanical representatives use the 'First Five Strikes' to drum up the fears and break the young and the weak-willed.
Elanor looked around, trying to find Hoyt. She had spotted him walking in, but when all the crowd rushed in, she lost track. The eleven remaining convicts, including the Queen were kneeling, facing the twenty-five foot long, somewhat semi-circle of the amphitheater stage. All the stepped seats behind were full, with a largely disciplined audience, but one could cut the tension in the air, from all their combined judgement, with the blade of a grass. In the center of the stage was a large sturdy door-frame, a wooden mechanism with lots of hooks and shackles, designed to accommodate the various needs of differing punishments. It reminded her of Ishikawa, and his bondage devices. In front of it, a giant barrel was placed, filled with freezing water.
There were four well-build guards by the corners, to help restrain the convicts. To the left of the frame, standing calmly behind was the terrifying Castigator, waiting his turn. To the right, testing the flexibility of the cane was the representative of the Southern Clerics. Elanor was looking forward, even in the circumstances, to meet the Great Abbess Floress, the one she remembered from the announcements earlier. But word came in last minute, that the Great Abbess was feeling under the weather. So in her place was a much familiar face now, looking absolutely unrecognizable, with the mad, vengeful glint in her eyes, as if these convicts had done her some personal harm. Her preachy voice was enough to remind Elanor, who'll be administering her punishment, any moment now. It was the young Abbess from a weak ago, Sister Lyanda.
The convict, Cynthia stood inside the frame, her both feet shackled to a perfect inverted-V, her body bending forward by the hips at an uncomfortable angle, as if presenting her rear for the caning, even though they were only hitting her upper-thighs. Her wrists however weren't shackled, hanging onto to knotted ropes from the frame instead. The posture made sure that the convict kept looking at her pained reflection through out the punishment, not to mention the cold air from the barrel contrasting with the scorching sun on her back. The comfort of it enhancing the momentary pain, in theory. And at any point, if she were to let go of the rope, with the grip helping balance most of the load, her face will definitely hit the water beneath, washing off the blue paint instantly. In other words, her anonymity was entirely her responsibility, once the punishment began.
Also, the cruel rub to opting 'Redemption' is the forfeiture of the privilege of anonymity. The convict must willingly wash her face, as the public watch, and confess to their contentment, accepting her new reality. Watching it all first-hand, Elanor realized her latest 220c amend is just a minor step in the right direction.
May be use this experience to educate yourself, for the next judicial year.
Hoyt walked through the crowd, quite overwhelmed by the numbers and enthusiasm. He expected a crowd, but nothing so big, considering Hillsdale was a small-town. But he failed to account for the foreign workers, and crew from the docks, all to gather around, hearing the drums. Half of them didn't even speak the language, but they clearly weren't here for words of wisdom. For many of these hard-working blue-collars, lacking a digit or few, this was entertainment. Hoyt's roaming eyes stopped on a pair standing by the left corner.
They both looked extremely handsome, with decent build, and unusually calm behaviour. No cheering, not even a bit crazy in the eyes. They were dressed as Clerics, but something about them felt odd. They looked foreigh, out of place. And their eyes remained fixed on convict number twelve, the alleged murderess.
Relatives of the victim, perhaps?!
No, it can't be. They don't look vengeful. In fact they looked concerened about her. His thoughts were interrupted when a young cleric with a worried face approached.
"Sire, myself Labiet. Are you the watcher of the number nine, the oddly fair one?"
"Yes, I escorted her with Imperial protection. It is the wish of the throne, to get over with her case at the earliest, given the sensitive nature of.. hmm. I'm sorry, I can't divulge the details."
The sweaty cleric wiped his face, and clarified.
"No Sire, I understand the authority completely.. In fact, we Southern Clerics take rules on anonymity pretty seriously as well. For instance, apart from the face color, we never reveal any details, like the convict's background, family name, even full names. We simply use the given name, and a vague location, when addressing her. Calling this one, Cynthia of Cobblestone, for instance.."
"And so.?" Hoyt asked, suppressing his smirk.
"Sire.. It's just. Her name, you see.. It says here.. ahem.. Sire, to announce so that would be.. Treason, right?! How can you expect us to..?"
"Well Cleric, it's arguably treason. Speaking the truth is no treason, is it?"
"Still Sire.. I don't know how the Abbess will respond to it, you see."
Hoyt grinned watching him squirm, and not just from the heat. He wants to yell at me, but he can't. Poor soul. Not when I'm wearing the Cross, not with the Throne by my side.
"I understand Cleric, you're just worried for your ass. Know what, why don't you go and confirm with her, the details. Put the onus on the convict, get a thumb print to authenticate for later."
Labiet sighed in relief.
"Would you permit so, Sire? That would be wonderful."
"Please Cleric. We are all just doing our jobs, serving the throne. You go ahead."
As he pointed to the kneeling Queen, Elanor spotted him. While the Cleric approached, she kept eyeing the Handler, wondering what his plans were. Hoyt slowly raised his right hand, and flashed a few finger-signs in quick succession. He was vague, but Elanor got the gist.
IIIII. X. III. O
Five. Cross. Three. Done.
As in take fifteen lashes on stage, and the task is done.
Fifteen lashes. She remembered him asking about an appropriate punishment, earlier at the rooftop. She remembered her answer.
Fifteen hard ones would be sufficient, Sire!
And what he said.
I'll have no part in your perversion!
It's as if he's saying, go get what you craved on your own. Great, Nora! You just can't help it, can you?! Elanor sighed as the fidgety Cleric knelt next to her.
"Uhh.. Convict number Nine. Could you please confirm these details..?"
Elanor quickly skimmed through the 'Penalty Form', and noticed that most questions were redacted. Is that a real penalty form? Who told him, it was okay to forge an official document? Or did he trick some poor guardsman from the Vigile Tower fill it up, so he can't be blamed later. This is outrageous. A bit impressive. But clearly wrong. Wait a minute?
Elanor double-checked a certain detail. No, no.. He can't do this? How can he justify?
"I see that you spotted the issue, Miss. If you can't confirm the details, we'll have to take you to the local custody, while we sort out the miscommunications. If you authenticate it yourself, it'll all be over in a minutes."
"AAAAHHH..! REDEMPTION! Please, I seek redemption.."
The loud shriek seemed to reverberate as the poor girl on stage, Cynthia, finally cried out in defeat. She thought she could weather it, she really did. But the sadistic grin on the young Abbess made it clear, that only the strongest will have any hopes for anonymity, by the end of play.
As the trembling convict kept covered her face with both palms, Lyanda yanked her hair up, to make her stand properly, as two guards quickly unshackled her ankles. The young ones in the crowd, particularly girls of age, quieted down, terrified by her cries. Deterrence was part of the aims, Elanor was reminded. Most felt sorry for the girl, and sensing the change in mood, the young Abbess said.
"Sympathies for the suffering, huh? Now, now. Who's your heart bleeding for, I wonder?! The soul here who had surrendered her thirst for sin.. Or the whore from before, who tried wrecking families?! Have you forgotten so quick, what all she actually did. In an year, after turning of age, like she couldn't wait to spread her.....All-father, give me strength!"
Elanor noticed something odd. The way the Abbess acted, how she 'performed', for lack of a better word. She seemed more disrespectful to the State Castigator standing behind, than the girl she was meant to punish. There were no grand gestures, or words exchanged, but Elanor remembered the young Abbess well enough, to recognize disgust and irreverence in her body-language. And it made no sense. Maybe it's regarding some internal politics between the Southern Clerics, and the Castigator. But it certainly looked odd.
Sister Lyanda grabbed the convict by the hair, and dipped it into the barrel. It wasn't necessary, for most of the blue had already been gone from all her tears and drool. But when she performatively pulled her head back up, letting Cynthia breathe finally, the crowd gasped, as her face got revealed. A few empathetic young ones covered their face in shame, as a few called out all sorts of names, urging her to confess. The Abbess said, pleased with the reaction.
"Confess, woman! Burn out all that's remaining of your inner harlot. And let the people of faith judge.."
It went for ten excruciatingly long minutes, going through every little detail of her 'sin', which in short was engaging in a threesome with a newly wed dear friend. She explained how the bonds of lust sowed seeds of jealousy, and a good thing derailed into hell in no time, for which her alone was blamed, once the families of both caught wind. A silver pendent, which the husband had gifted on a tryst, was deemed evidence for payment, adding harlotry to her charges.
As the bad apples in the crowd kept pushing for more torturously intimate details, the Abbess put an end to it by releasing the girl, and calling number twelve randomly. Which felt odd to Elanor, from what she had thought about Lyanda. She expected her to grill the poor thing further. That was oddly kind of her, all things considered.
Convict number Twelve, was as convoluted a case as she expected, so the punishment wasn't necessarily for murder, since there was no direct proof. The punishment was for self-confessed murderous-intend. The woman had no qualms for pain, her face told she was no stranger. The Abbess did seem frustrated with this one, either from her non-responsiveness throughout, or from knowing that she was beyond help, according to her puritanical beliefs. The audience also stayed largely calm, with some audible sighs at the louder cracks. A few convicts started tearing up, knowing what awaited them in a matter of minutes.
Elanor felt responsible. At least half of them looked to be in their early twenties, and if the Abbess was to have her way, their reputation would be ruined. It confirmed her suspicion that the Judiciary, and at least some powerful elements in the Church, have fundamentally different definitions for rehabilitation. A part of her wanted to give the benefit of doubt, and advocate that perhaps the Abbess is convinced that burning the bridge to sin is the only reliable way, for a sinner to not stray. But somehow her sadistic grin questioned its validity.



No it wasn't the grin. But her strange irreverence towards the guards present, and the Whipper. Am I reading this wrong? The next loud crack however put things in perspective. She should be concerned about herself now, and not the young Lyanda's irreverence.
A feeling of helplessness consumed the Queen, blaming herself for not passing the amendment way earlier. The weight of Cynthia's ruined prospects was heavy enough, and Elanor could tell, at least half to her right had already lost all hope. That's when she spotted the much despised grin, pointing her way.
"NUMBER NINE! You are up."
It was at that moment, Elanor realized, that she didn't want to be canned at all. Not in broad daylight, not for a crowd of her subjects, and certainly not at the hands of this wicked woman of worship. But she kept up a good front, as the two guards picked her up like she weighed nothing. The Queen didn't squirm or shout like the ones before, nor did she act like she had something to prove. As they began shackling her foot, the Abbess asked.
"Wait! Isn't she the exhibitionist? Let's make it easy, boys. Face the other way."
Two of them pushed the wheeled water barrel under the frame to the other end, as two others shackled her angles to the frame, with her rear to the crowd. This time, they kept her foot together, instead of the inverted V, so her thighs felt a deeper stretch as she bend at the hips. Elanor squinted her eyes in shame at the whistles, as the hem rode up as she leaned forward, teasing the very edge of her rear curves. It felt different, even if she couldn't look back, the way their collective gaze fell over her well-toned naked legs. There was certainly an emotional arousal, but not the basal lust, as she was so used to by know. It was a mixture of ridicule, retribution, and condescension.
"Labiet! Read the crimes..!"
The young Abbess barked, wasting no time. The inexperienced cleric she remembered from earlier, announced to the crowds.
"Convict Number Nine. This is an expedited case, but the accused has confessed and taken full responsibility of her actions. On the final night of the Templeton Sacred Celebrations, the accused rode across the deserted town, under the cover of night, upon a dark stallion, wearing only a black cloak and a white loincloth. She was seen disturbing the vagrant community, enticing them to the path of sin, and mocking at their misfortune. Later she discarded all cover and disappeared into the night, riding the creature in nude. For the crimes of disrespecting the sanctity of the Holy streets, enticing the dispossessed down the path of sin, and tainting the memory of a divine day, the accused shall receive fifteen lashes, with an option to appeal during the first five. Afterwards, she's expected to.."
Sister Lyanda walked up, clutching the cane, her fingers twitching already.
"Just give me the name, Labiet. We've heard enough."
"It's.. Abbess, it says here.."
What? Sister Lyanda took the file from his hand, wondering what's gotten to him. With most of the details redacted, her eyes quickly focused on what remained. A name, and a place. A smirk of hilarity spread across her lips, as she looked back to Labiet.
"Did you confirm?"
"The girl authenticated herself, Abbess. Even signed it by thumb-print." He nodded.
What a cursed coincidence. Quite emblematic of the rot at the throne.
That's hilarious. That's so.. Ho ho..
The audience looked around wondering why the Abbess is taking so long. Lyanda nearly coughed up suppressing her laugh. Oh God! Is this you consoling me, for all my efforts, failed as they did. Is this your gift, a little win, to keep up the good fight. A payback of sorts?!
"Good people of Hillsdale. I'm sure the dipsomaniacs and debauchees among you have valorized her indecency plenty by now. But the Imperial Justice have finally caught the infamous.. 'Midnight Queen'? Isn't that the one.?"
"Trollop! The Templeton Trollop!!" Someone yelled out, as the crowd erupted laughing.
"Yes, yes.. The same. Well, we have a name here, and unsurprisingly, when her actions teeters on indecency, her name borders on blasphemy."
Oh, no.. She wouldn't.. Elanor squirmed within, her hands gripping the edges of the water-barrel, her face in the reflection growing pale underneath all blue. Her but-cheeks clenched, not in anticipation for the strike, but for fear of her frilly white loin-cloth slipping up, thanks to the torn elastic. The Abbess announced, as her right hand positioned the cane softly against her speckless skin under the butt-curves, practicing the striking path as her grin widened.
"Let's give unto her what she deserves, to the shameless trollop, your mystery Midnight Queen, Elanor of Wolkenshire.!"
CRACK!!
That moment, she felt the sting. The cane rattled a bit as it slammed into her soft skin, leaving a thick white line across both thighs, which turned red in no time, as the audience gasped. The cane wasn't what stung, but the inflection in the nun's voice, as she said the name. It sounded to most, and to Elanor, as if she had said, Queen Elanor of Wolkenshire. It certainly sounded like how she remembered the Abbess address her, a week ago.

"Did she say Elanor of Wolkenshire?"

"That's blasphemy!"

"Agreed. What's this nonsense?!"

As the crowd began raising objections, Lyanda turned around, acting innocent.
"What's so troubling. good people of Hillsdale?"
"You can't do that!" Someone shouted from the very back.
A young girl from the front stood up and said.
"That's our Queen's name. You can't sully it in her land. We won't stand for it.."
"Yeah, we won't!" Many other voices joined her.
Hoyt looked around worried, wondering if his little joke had gone overboard. He wanted to teach Demura a lesson, a remainder than she's undeserving of the royal name, but.. He hadn't taken into account how the people may feel about it.
Lyanda smiled, quite impressed by the protestation.
"Good people of Hillsdale, I share your concerns, but.. Rules are rules. Her given name is Elanor. Well, it's Eleneur, but spelled the same. And she is from the old town by the south, Vorchen-Schire. Again, pronunced the same. Elanor of Wolkenshire!"
Hoyt grinned hearing the name announced out loud, even as a part of him felt conflicted. He wasn't trying to drag the royal name through mud. But he didn't like the fact either, that his random tart got to pose as the Queen. She wants to play the Queen. Well, here's my gift, dear! Be the Queen, and the play the whore you truly are. I hope she cracks you good.
Lyanda continued.
"I was just as appalled. Now you tell me. Shouldn't we be focusing on punishing her well, for tarnishing the good name of our dear Queen, while engaging in such depraved acts, instead of quibbling about rhymes and mis-pronouncements.?!"
No protestations came.
"Rules are rules, people. The Queen knows it well. She wouldn't have send this trollop down here, otherwise. The ones who can't stomach it, are welcome to leave."
Most of the audience nodded, though not everyone was on board. Paying which no heed, the Abbess asked the convict, enunciating comically.
"Eleneur of Wolken-shire, I forgot to ask. Redemption, or punishment..?!"
The Queen was enraged by the woman's mockful tone. She could feel the frustrations from all the sleep-deprived nights bubbling up from within. In the reflection below, her fuming eyes stared back. Further enraged by the word written across her forhead, in black ink. The only identity I ever earned. Why can't I just wash it off my mind? Kazian's cackle ringed deep in the inner ears. Her forehead began sweating up, as she gritted the teeth, and shouted back.
"Punishment!"
CRACK!
The Queen jumped up to her toes. This one stung more, not just in her mind. Labiet walked up to the nun and asked.
"Abbess, come ask it to her face. Isn't that the tradition?"
"It's alright, Labiet. It's all the same."
I'd rather not see her real face. It ruins the fantasy. She's that bitch widow Queen to me.
Lyanda lovingly caressed the cane, before raising it again. By the fourth strike, the Queen felt a sense of resignation. Her body didn't fight it anymore, her mind brought back to the present only in moments of biting pain, as the cane kissed her skin. She had her wins, be it tricking the handlers for so long, or arguing the young Abbess back in court.
Maybe this is a necessary ebb, so the things of import could come to focus with ease.
The rhythm of it was getting familiar. A sudden jolt running up the spine, followed by an extended numbness around the bulk of her thighs. And a slow burn creeps in slowly, emanating from a straight line, made across both legs. As her body braced for the final strike, the Queen felt funny about the things that angered her through out the day. Her annoyance at Hoyt's sudden appearance, her humiliation at the hands of the Vigile guards, the 'walk of disgrace' a little earlier, even the somewhat rightful condescension in the young Abbess's tone.
But it wasn't like she could do a thing about it.
Not when standing in such a humiliating posture, witnessed by her loving subjects, admitting to things she never did. Well, may be I am the infamous 'Templeton Trollop'. But I don't resemble in any way this caricature from that night, the townspeople all seem offly familiar with. I did end up riding as said. There's no two ways about it, that was public indecency.
Maybe this is where I'm supposed to be, maybe this is things coming full circle.
Maybe I should just sit back, and let things be.
There's no way for me to prove myself to Hoyt, other than let him be.
Nor for me to put the young troubled Abbess in her place, again. Doing so last week, only drove her further into the extreme. And as for the poor convicts watching.. Most of them will go Cynthia's way, perhaps deservedly so. Who am I to judge? Their fate is beyond me, no matter how hard I squirm.
What was it that Father said?
Yes.. Perhaps it's too big a question, to look for a solution.
It would only tire you. Perhaps one must pray in alignment.
Elanor took one last look at the blue-faced Queen staring into her depths. The ink remained on her forehead, but it bothered her less now. As her eyes closed, with cold from the water wafting up, the Queen felt all her worries float up. The enormity of things ceased to overwhelm, for it could only overwhelm when you believed you stood a chance. Random patterns began to coalesce, thoughts of her own, and others, glimpses that had stirred up more queries than conclusions for the past few days.
.You think you have it, decoy? To convincingly Queen for them all?
. Their mind can't desecrate that which is sacred, Highness.
.Might a suggest a confession, my child?
. You are but a woman, woefully immature and inexperienced.
.Never meant to rule, never meant to grasp what it takes to reign.
. What are you up to now, Decoy, nuding around on rooftops?
.Bella, if you call it poison, are you admitting it is lethal?
. Highness, I'm reminding it is useful.
.Conflict is always moral. Especially for the puritanical, and the libidinous neoteric.
. Would you burn down the whole haystack? For a single needle?!
Elanor felt a breeze along her hanging hair. The cool touch of it caressing up her chin, tickle along the earlobes, and whisper something strange. For a blink, it seemed she was back at the castle balcony, deep in an embrace. Her muscles loosened, and the loincloth slipped up by an inch. The hint of a smile sprouted at the edge of her lips.
"I SEEK..!"
The crowd gasped as Lyanda paused her final strike, mid-air, her brows lifting.
She seeks.?! Redemption? But, she was doing so well..
Why? When Lyanda was confused, Hoyt literally turned white, sweat running down his spine.
No no no.. She can't.. She can't..
That's the royal visage. She can't reveal it, not like this, shackled and disgraced.
Not to the public, oh God!
Elanor opened her eyes. The wiggling blue-faced Queen in the reflection had a calm smile. The ripples quieted down, turning the surface to a shiny mirror. She watched the reflection match the twinkle she had now. She could see them all now, the nine remaining convicts, the taunting young Abbess, the moralistic Hoyt, her dear friend Bella, the wise words of the High Priest.. Perhaps the worries that won't let her sleep even. She saw them all align, as she stayed on the moment.
"Did you say.." Clearing her throat, Lyanda asked again.
"Convict Number Nine, what would it be?"
The audience were all quiet, wondering if another one is going to confess. To show face. Hoyt felt like his heart would burst out at any moment.
"ELANOR Of WOLKENSHIRE, I asked a.."
The question got stuck midway, as the Abbess suddenly noticed her protruding posterior. The recently reddened skin, and the loin-cloth peeking out the hem, about to slip-out. The unique embroideried golden ring was hard to miss.
What?! Is that a Shafka?
As her eyes bulged in shock, the girl spoke.
"I seek abslv..." The rest of it got obscured into a whisper.
Elanor couldn't fathom what it would entail, not at the moment. And yet, it felt right. As if she's supposed to be here, as if she's supposed to admit. For what troubles her, was too big to take head on. For it couldn't be tamed, perhaps, but only be understood.
Oh, Bella.. You perceptive one.
Perhaps it's time we burned the whole haystack down.
"I seek the Original Ordeal. I seek Absolvement.!"
The old-timers in the audience gasped out loud, as the rest looked around confused as to what it meant. Is that another word for Redemption? Few middle aged women dropped down to the ground and started praying, visibly shaking. Mothers slowly began making their way out, pulling kids along, their faces all pale and worried. A few crooked old ladies, and a couple men of ill-repute rushed through the crowds to the front, quite excited. Hoyt looked around, relieved that the girl didn't ruin both their lives by revealing her 'identity', but he remained couldn't make heads and tails out of this 'absolution' thing.
Scanning the crowds, his eyes locked on to the pair from earlier again, dressed in long sleeved hemp robes, much like the clerics. One of them seemed very interested in the convict onstage. It suddenly dawned on him, what was so odd about the pair. It was their gait. They way they stood, moved, even the way they kept calm with the sudden confusion, yet remained vigilant and observant. Like a soldier. No, like a warrior. One of high birth, and top-tier training.
There was a certain mix of emotion, all fighting for the center-stage, as Sister Lyanda's eyes burned with a strange sense of defeat. The depth of the recent proclamation still ringing in her ears, her gaze fixed on the hint of the golden circle, peeking out the hem of the convict's robe. As if possessed by some demon, Lyanda screamed at the top of her lungs, raising her cane-wielding fist.
"How dare you wear a sacred Shafka! Blasphemer.!"
CRACK!
CRACKK!!
Her eyes were turning red, lips quivering, as the cane kept striking the curves of the rear.
"BLASPHEMER...!! Take that back. Repend, NOW..!"
CRACK! CRACK!!
"Enough.."
Through her teary blurred vision, Elanor saw the man who had been standing calmly behind, observing it all, walk up slowly. The one with the horned antelope head-gear. The State Castigator, or as the locals called him, the Whipper.
"Labiet. Tell your Abbess to step aside."
"Hey! How dare you command the Clerics?! Labiet!"
Lyanda barked at her helper. Labiet looked around baffled, fearing the ire of both, but clearly intimidated by the towering man. The Whipper said calmly.
"The convict has invoked the original Ordeal. Your redemption holds no value to her. In Absolvement, with pain being the sole conduit, her sins will be laid bare for divine judgement. The venue of Chastisement is the Castigator's domain. By administering far more than the stipulated five lashes, you are already in violation of the Codes of Ordeal. You should avoid adding to the embarrassment."
With her lips quivering, Lyanda said, as if spitting on to his face.
"You.. You monster!"
Underneath the mask, she could make out his toothy-grin.
"You haven't forgotten.. I'm touched."
He reached forward, gripping the cane in her clutches, his naily long digits nearly touching her skin, which made her let go, with a visceral revulsion. Labiet found it odd, for he had never seen the young Abbess so visibly shaken. The Whipper said, stepping closer to the Woman of Faith.
"Your behavior was disgraceful, Abbess! I'm hesitant to admonish, for my reverence for the Great Abbess Floress.. But push an inch more, and I'd rope you myself, and spank that ass till it bleeds. Tell me we wouldn't enjoy it, given the audience.."
Labiet felt like the Whipper was crossing a line, but the poor man was too afraid to speak out. Lyanda stepped back, her face contorting with deep abhorrence, those eyes fuming with wrath. As she began stepping down, the Whipper said out loud, so the crowd hears.
"Aren't you forgetting something?"
"Pardon?!" Lyanda couldn't tell what he meant.
Her voice remained parched, yet commanding. It would have made anyone take a step back, but the Whipper just scoffed, mildly. He said.
"The Church shall produce the convict, in her original state, for castigation. Such are the rules."
The cane in his right hand was pointing at the Queen's rear. Lyanda saw what he meant, and so did Labiet. The sacred loincloth that made her so mad, had slipped down further, probably when the girl squiggled from all that beating. The shift hem was low enough that it didn't expose anything unsightly, but the white frilly thing was clearly hanging by a thread.
"Oh.. Let me, Sire.." Labiet hurried to adjust the dress, as the Whipper said.
"Stay put, Cleric. The Abbess can manage it."
Lyanda chose to avoid another staring contest. He will only enjoy it, she knew. Better to get this over with, quickly. The crowd was confused as well, but most were happy to see the arrogant Abbess taken down a peg. They were no fan of her using their Queen's name in vain. An irreverent few even whistled as she approached the convict.
Showing no emotion, the Abbess sat down on her haunches, pinched the loin-cloth by the sides, and slowly pulled it up. She felt no remorse watching up-close the multiple bumpy marks on the fair skin, slightly swollen and red. There was a moment however, as the Shafka slipped under the hem, where she glimpsed the womanly folds of the girl still standing, bend at the hips. Framed by the gap between the adjoining rear-curves, covered in sweat and wafting off that unique virginal scent, her eyes locked on to the only quim she had seen up-close, in fifteen or so years.
Something in her froze up, as the glimpse churned in her parts that had been laying dormant for so long. Lyanda remembered the spirited smugness of late teens. The flush of first shame. And the pain it carried with. She felt the Whipper's gaze over her shoulder, and knew she couldn't meet his eyes.
The bastard will see right through me, and I can't afford it. Not again.
Ignoring the jeering, confused crowd, the clueless Labiet and particularly the knowing grin of the Whipper, she simply walked off the stage, and out through the back exit, keeping her eyes to the ground. As she made it to the empty street corridor, the drums sounded from inside.



An Absolvement under my watch! God, how did I fail so spectacularly...
Instead of heading back to the Church, she walked aimlessly.
Why did it get to me, after so long? I thought I had left it all behind. And why, did I keep caning that poor thing?! That was so thoughtless. Lyanda felt a deep, depressing shame at her conduct, quite unbecoming of a Woman of Faith. And undousable anger at the convict, that ignorant girl, though not out of spite, but compassion.
To choose Absolvement?
Why would you willingly ask for something so painstakingly complex, you stupid little thing?
Have you a clue, what's to come?
Then again, Lyanda had no way of knowing the girl's reasons. She had no clue of her own reasons, from over a decade ago, in a town-square far worse, with people so vile and spiteful. She had glimpses into the reasoning, over the many months spend contemplating and blaming, but never got any wholesome answer. Her own reason for choosing Absolvement, all those years ago.
To the same man, who was more of a 'monster-in-the-making' back then. A very, very efficient monster still. Relishing every second of pulling out of her, the most intimate, intricate details of that one fateful sin, which led her down this path. A sin which she took the onus of, to spare an innocent soul, who got swept away by the throes of exploration.
Her name..
No, don't dwell on it, Lye. Old wounds that run deep, left to heal on its own..
To check it even is to risk further pain.
She remembered the primal arrogance brimming in her then, screaming that she had done no wrong. That, desire isn't sin, that flesh is meant to be shared in love. That only the Good Lord, the All-Father himself, shall judge her. The spunk of her youthfulness and larger ignorance, making her believe, that nothing these old-timers throw her way shall hurt. That sheer will, was enough to live through the Original Ordeal. That she shall not break.
It felt so invigorating, the arrogance that she mistook for pure pride, as she declared to the jeering crowds, I seek Absolution.
"Aaaaaaanngggggghhhhhh..!!"
As first of the many screams echoed across the street, it dawned on Lyanda, why she was suddenly so overwhelmed with guilt.
How dare you leave her to that man?
Have you forgotten, Lye, what he's capable of?
Her heart weighed heavy, as she walked up the stairs, the sounds of the crowd only growing louder, and wilder. The Castigator from the Abyss. The one wretched man, if there ever was. His routine has started.
You will have no more secrets left, Number Nine.
No amount of cloth will suffice for your shame, no perfume shall hide the stench of this day.
Which is sad..
At least, it's a good thing, I never saw her face.
For such a fate, I wouldn't wish it upon my worst foe.
But the thought of that pompous Queen failing as I did, to one's absolute shame,
Even if just as a figment of dreams,
It does bring joy to my heart.
**
Does that make me a bad person?
Perhaps. There's only so much the Gods can do,
When it comes to the darkness deep in one's heart.
May he absolve me as well,
As he does the poor thing.

Hmmmm..


Huh.. Who am I kidding?!


She's done.
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Story so far:
Queen Elanor of Wolkenshire, the Great Chaste, is having a hard time keeping a level head, navigating the daily politics and policies of her court, while mourning the unexpected demise of her true love, King Barthomius. Advised by the High Priest, she employs Bellatrix of Agrafena, a promising horse trainer. Bellatrix correctly identifies the key to the royal dilemma, but it involves manipulating the Queen's bodily cravings, primarily the sexual kind.
To avoid suspicion, Bellatrix is given the official title of 'Head of Households', a powerful position in its own right. Bella starts treating the 'condition' in secrecy, without violating the Queen's chastity, nor risking her anonymity. But the sheer sexual nature of the tasks waking up her inner dormant cravings, an untameable beast of true deviancy, was something no one expected.
Like any relationship, ironing out the kinks can be tedious. After a brief hiatus, the two resume treatment, with Bella making additional changes to the contract. For various reasons, Bella appoints four random servants as 'Handlers' to aid in further training of the Queen. The Handlers think they are training a Royal body-double.
One of the Handlers, Sentryman Hoyt, forces Elanor out on a task, by putting her amongst the convicts meant for public flogging. But it backfires when Elanor begins taking the punishment seriosly, confessing to all her actual sins, asking for 'Absolvement', an old ordeal which hadn't been practiced in a long while.
***
**
*
How hard could it be?
IIIII. X. III. O
Five. Cross. Three. Done.
Take fifteen lashes, and consider the task done. Simple.
How hard could it possibly be to decipher?
And how did she interpret it so horribly, as to ask for more? What the hell went down this evening?!
Hoyt sunk his skull into his hands, fingers gripping his hair frustrated at his predicament, as the door swung open. Startled, he stood up and bowed, as the Head of Households walked in, their second meeting that night.
"Lady Agrafena, how is she?"
"You tell me Hoyt, after you put her in such peril.. How dare you..?!"
Her blazing eyes bore into his soul, but it was nothing compared to the earlier explosion, when he had informed her of what happened. Bellatrix controlled herself. The instruction from her Queen was clear. Not too harsh. It wasn't his fault. How could she say that, after all that has been.. Huh!
"Speak!"
Hoyt had no doubts about how deep a hole he had dug himself, but he feared this may be the last chance to make his case.
"I found her at the rooftop, in a state of lewdness, something that the Royal likeness should never be in. I couldn't think up any rational reason fro her to be in such a state, other than her perversity seeking an outlet."
"Context, Hoyt! Since you so lacked the imagination, didn't you feel like asking? Waiting for me perhaps?!"
"She did explain, but.. Honestly it sounded more like an absurd excuse to indulge in her deviancies. And then there was the.."
Hoyt stopped himself from saying the rest. What was he to argue with anyhow. That he found a plug up her ass?! That he made her crawl down out to the open, risking the discovery of Royal likeness himself?! Shit. What was I thinking?! Thankfully Bellatrix cut him off.
"Shouldn't you be with the Imperial Convoy? What bloody brought you to Hillsdale, Sentry-man?!"
"Here, Lady Agrafena. Revised plans from Fort Wilburr.."
Through stammers and shivers, he managed to explain, all about General Radislov's order, his trip to Templeton, and learning about Bella staying here on his way back. Putting aside the scroll, Bellatrix asked.
"And the activities from earlier.. The general's orders again, or was that your initiation?!"
"Lady Agrafena, please. Forgive me.."
Dropping to his knees, Hoyt begged. Bellatrix hadn't felt such murderous rage in a long while.
"A royal decoy is Imperial property. Do you know what's the punishment for vandalizing royal possession?"
He looked up, his lips pleading silently, eyes brimming with morbid fear. Bella continued.
"If it were up to me, you wouldn't make it to the morning, but.. The girl insists it wasn't your fault, so.. We'll decide on it when she's back to her senses. On your feet!"
Hoyt stood up, relieved and baffled. He had expected he decoy to put it all on him, she held all the cards after all. As he thanked the Head of Households, she nodded and said.
"You'll leave this instant. Take the General's scroll to the Royal Records Keeper. Tell him to file it under 'advisement'. And Hoyt.."
Her right palm extended expectedly.
"I'm afraid you've lost the privilege. The ring, please."
That was only proper. 'The Cross of Absheil' was a bad fit on my finger anyhow. Too much power for my temperament. Hoyt removed the ring, respectfully placed it on her palm, and stepped away. As he was about to bow farewell, suddenly it came to him. The sentryman felt like slapping himself, for forgetting something so crucial.
"Lady Agrafena.. I fear there is a problem."
"What problem?"
Wanting to head back to her Queen, Bellatrix asked dismissively. Hoyt hesitated, wondering how to tell, for the implications were..
"Hoyt, what now?"
"There's someone.."
"Someone?!"
***
**
*
Absolvement
- Earlier that afternoon -
Crack! Crack! Crack!
"Don't stop counting, Number Nine! Or shall I say, Eleneur.."
"e'even, twe've, thirtee..nhh.."
The remaining women in the crowd kept grimacing as if synchronized. As did the kneeling convicts, while the intimidating presence in the animal mask, the State Castigator, took a pause from the flogging and nodded at Labiet, the novice cleric.
CRACK!
"Fif.. Fot'teen.."
Wincing, more irritated by the sweat dribbling down her eyelids, Elanor was still recovering from what she had admitted to a civilian in public. The short humiliating back and forth echoed on her ears, and for the first time in her life, she began questioning the old adage, truth will set you free. Simple, straightforward questions, which she responded with brutal honesty. She kept counting, visibly unnerved by the chaos of lust and disbelief in the eyes of her current witness, an over-dressed obese vendor, with his pudgy hairy fingers, holding her skull in place for the rest to see. The questions from the Whipper. From the witness, and the taunting remarks from the men below, all kept twirling in her troubled mind.
Tell us convict! Have you ever committed royal blasphemy?

I.. I need to think..

What? You expect us to wait all day?!

No.. I'm just..


CRAAACK...!!!


Aaaaaarrrgghh..

Remember convict, and answer clearly. Did you..?

I.. I think I..

Did you commit royal blasphemy??

I DID! I did, yes..

Oh..! That wasn't so hard.
Confess then!
She remembered the wicked lust brimming in his eyes, as his breath hit her right cheek. She remembered the confession she made, as per ritual to the Witness. Her mind peering through all that she did for months now, all that could be construed as 'royal blasphemy'. The obvious choice was the night at the Brestfield manor, the Order of Swords' party. There were no shortage of royal blasphemy she had witnessed, permitted, and engaged in that single night. Though most of weren't strictly criminal, as the Absolvement rules are concerned more on moral failings than legal ones, the playing field was wide. At the same time, she knew she must maintain a certain vagueness to her description. Not only because it is her ordeal, and not others, but also, it was an espionage mission as well. She nearly confessed finding the Queen's Crown in a urinal, but she knew it risked further questions and rumors. Finally she did say.

Hear my sins, and be merciful, I pray to you. Last month I had participated in.. in an orgy. I ended up pleasuring dozens of men with my flesh. With my mouth.. My throat to be precise. What made it royal blasphemy was the costume I was wearing. I wasn't forced, I did so on my own volition, and hereby bears the consequences alone. My costume had multiple royal insignia, including a royal crown. They abused my face in ways no civilized man should, and I.. I encouraged them to go harder, knowing well I was helping desecrate the royal symbols.


I am part sin. I deserve what's rightful. I demand it be paid in pain.

Elanor remembered the depth of shame that engulfed her, as the Witness' glare, scrutinizing her in equal parts disgust and lust. The shame of fantasizing, engaging in, even re-living the events paled in comparison to what she felt, vocalizing the same out in public. It's one thing to simply live out, like a thoughtless creature, a pretend-victim to instinctual urges. One could simply blame the needs of the body when embodying. Very little conscious thought occurs after all, in the thick of the heat, but now.. To declare as she did, in front of such, with no sexual pretext. To be seen, for what you once was, in a moment of desperation. Thankfully she had to tell it, only to the Witness, but she knew he'll have no trouble telling the rest. Perhaps a spicier version, with his own twists.
Even as she told, that lack of disbelief in his eyes was the most disturbing. Like he could tell, that she was a true-borne slut. The intense shame didn't overwhelm her senses to numbness, but just clung onto her in a persistent irritation, like a million worms crawling all over. It made her feel like filth. The sunlight amplifying that itch. And she couldn't just shake it off.
CRRAACK..!!
"Twent'..Twen..té.."
The Queen felt her restraints released, someone pulled her up, towards the barrel of water. Her head plunged into the cold, followed by a fresh coat of blue being smeared onto her face. Labiet cleared his throat, and the guard tightened his grip holding the convict by her hair, trying to imitate the natural menacing manliness the Whipper exuded so effortlessly. She only heard the last bit of his pronouncement.
"Do you feel absolved?"
In other words, have you had enough. Elanor looked up, and spoke, finding her mouth nearly dry.
"No..hh.."
Labiet leaned up closer bewildered, as he heard a slight chuckle from underneath the Whipper's mask. Seriously, what's up with this broad?
"Of course not. Okay, let's check the odds then.. Witness, you are excused."
The hairy obese man slowly stepped down, after giving her one last dirty grin. As Labiet took the dice, and began rolling the purple parchment, Elanor recalled what she had learned so far. So much of her misconceptions had fallen away within the first few minutes. Apparently there last official absolvement ritual was so controversial that they had to update the rules, as well as heavily restricting it in general.
The first step is Accusation. The Whipper or his aid, Labiet in this case, will roll dice to rule out her sins. Two pairs of four-sided oblong dice, rolled simultaneously, using a long purple colored scroll. Representing both moral and carnal sins. Elanor's first impression was the numbers on the dice corresponded to the Cardinal Sins as described in the Holy Writ. She remembered reading upon the Moral Sins- like blasphemy, heresy, usury, perjury and idolatry. She had also read about the Carnal Sins- like adultery, fornication, sodomy, incest, rape.. The first assumption was in the ballpark, but for the second, she likely confused crimes with sins.
The detailed category of sins which the Whipper used in the ritual has eight primary divisions each, for moral and carnal sins, with further subdivisions totaling at fifty four. He didn't just use the dice numbers, but a multitude of factors, like the direction of the pieces, recurrence of the pattern, and the relative placement of each dice and so on, to zero in on a specific sin. He will then make the Accusation, as in declare loudly what the heavens are accusing her of.
Then the Whipper will call upon a random person from the crowd, to function as the 'Witness'. As per the ritual, Whipper's role is to simply administer the deserved punishment. But before that, the convict is expected to confess to the All-father. Witness represents the vessel through which the Almighty hears the confession. In the original ritual, the collective consciousness of the crowd used to be the 'Witness', as in the convicts were expected to confess out loud to the whole audience without any filter. But the new rules dictated that the 'Witness' could be just a random individual. Each new roll of the dice, each new sin, called for a new Witness.
"Two-one. And Four-one."
Labiet read out the dice, as the Whipper got down to his haunches, and took a closer look. Divining the pattern from the angle of the pieces.
"Devolvement. Two-one, angled to east, that's abnormal devolvement. And the way two-one lay, one over the other.. That denotes self-harm, more like self-infliction. Volitional devolvement. That would be the Accusation. WITNESS!!"
Whipper yelled, pointing at a random person in the third row. Guards walked up at the same time, and released Elanor's restraints. Each new sin asked for new punishment, hence a new bondage posture. This was her fifth consecutive sin, so the Queen was pretty used to the routine. She really appreciated the minimal accessories they made her wear at the very beginning.
Semi-cushioned leather cuffs, real thick ones at least two-inches in width. These were older ankle and wrist cuffs, which used laces to secure tightly, instead of the buckle-straps like the new models that Ishikawa had used once. It was uniquely versatile, as in, one may loosen the laces and slide it up her shin, or forearm, turning it into an elbow/knee cuffs. Which meant the Whipper can get her into drastically different bondage, without wasting time on complex shibari knots. Each cuff had pre-build D-rings, which can be either connected to each other, or roped to various hooks pre-installed on the door-like frame.
In no time the Queen was bounded in a new position. She was starting to get the pattern, that unlike the punishments, the same bondage was used for two or three rounds of punishment, probably to save time. Even then, she was thoroughly impressed with how quick and effortlessly the Whipper roped her in, that too in such difficult postures.
From the front she was quite an eye-full, looking like an illiterate's attempt at scribing 'K', or 'h', depending on how the left arm flexed. She was made to stand right inside the 'door frame', a little to the right. Her left ankle cuff had been slid up to the knee joint, a rope hooking through one of it's D-rings, pulling up her knee. Her left elbow-cuff too was linked to the same ring, leaving both the forearm and shin dangle down helplessly. Her right hand was roped too, through the wrist-cuff, pulled straight up by the same rope that was attached to her other knee. The ropes went through hooks on the door-frame, such that her own hand was pulling her knee up so obscenely. And the way her prison-robe hiked up, it sure gave a treat to the men directly below.
On the positive side, the posture made sure that her frilly shafka was not at risk of slipping off, though she could sense it sliding over her right hip bone. She did a good job balancing on the other foot, and at times stood tip-toed, to reduce the load on her wrist. Then again it was far easier to ignore the discomfort, when overwhelmed with shame at what she must confess to, next.
The Witness walked up thrilled, and wasted no time.
"Tell me, Elenuer. Did you engage in Violation devulsh... Devolution?!"
"Volitional Devolvement!"
Labiet corrected, surprised that the illiterate managed that much. The Whipper had already stepped away to choose the tools, as the Witness said.
"Yes, that. Volishen Divulshment.. That one! Did you?!"
Elanor had to ask herself the same. Did I? Volitional is simple. Everything she did was out of necessity, but by volition as well. Well, most things. The devolvement aspect is tricky. The term is often mistaken with devolution, considering how common it is for a person, to devolve into a lesser being, especially when intoxicated. Devolvement is when you give power, especially power over you, to someone who is under you in the normal hierarchy of things.
It involves forfeiting one's agency as well, to a certain extend. So anything from Handlers, to Ishikawa.. even Mistress Bella would count. God, I have to be careful. The Queen felt like she's about to blurt out everything at once. Pick your moment, Nora. Admit to what most fits the bill. Because, with Handlers and Bella, you had a hard out. You could always say no, sometimes even mid-way. When was even that not an option? When were you, in true devolvement?
"Aaaarrghh..!!"
The Queen jumped to her toes, feeling the sharp pain. The Witness grinning, as he yanked her left nipple, as the crowd cheered.
"I asked a question, bitch!"
"Keep your hands off, mister. If the Whipper needs help, he'll say."
Even Labiet was surprised by the hint of menace in his own voice, as the Witness let go.
"Oh, I'm sorry. I thought we were to.. punish her..?!"
"You stick to the confession, I'll roll the dice, and Sir Castigator will do the punishing. Let's not play dumb, and keep to our roles, shall we?"
"Yes!"
Elanor yelled out, clearly irritated.
"What?!"
Both the men was surprised. The Witness had a vague sense of the accusation, but Labiet knowing well what it meant, was truly baffled. Even prostitutes wouldn't fuck someone beneath them, let alone give control over them, that too willingly. Did she even understand the Accusation?
"Get on with it."
The Whipper roared from the other side, finally happy having found the perfect tool. As Labiet stepped back, the Witness asked, with hands in his pockets.
"did.. Did you engage in.."
"I said, YES."
"Oh, then.. Confess."
**
*
That dumb young thing..
Lyanda kept staring at the small boat sliding across the still water. It had looked much larger when she had first slouched down by the banks. Her wimple laid right next, sprawled on the grass. Wind felt nice against her hair-curls. Wind had a way of taking the pains away, but she was a bit too close perhaps, for the cure-all to take effect.
That poor little lass.. Did I drove her to such a state? Scare her so much, that she blurted out for absolvement.. What did she think it meant? Was she even aware? Or did someone play a cruel trick on her, like they did me?!
The Young Abbess couldn't tell. She was aware of her own sadistic side, especially against the ones who seemed to care so little about their sins, and yes.. The convict being called Elanor might have clouded her judgement, for the last encounter with the widow-queen had truly left her enraged. But to allow an 'Absolvement', under my watch..?!
Her breathing quickened, much like her anger. The Abbess didn't feel like heading back to Church. Something about her current state felt impure. She strolled the streets for a while, and found herself by the lakeside eventually. She remembered never having swum in over a decade, if not more.



Focus, Lye.. Focus, on the boat.
Nothing else, just the boat.
Lyanda had a busy schedule ahead. She should be in the convent, going over the details, making sure there weren't any conflicting schedules. The Great Abbess is taking longer to recover. The announcement had to be made with all the believers assembled, so she'll probably have to convene the church much earlier tomorrow. A hundred things screamed for her attention, with the charge of Southern Clerics convent resting upon her for now, but all she could think of was that cry, from when she was asked to leave, by that very wretched man. That demented Whipper!
Lyanda really wanted to confess it all again, from the very beginning, to Floress the Great Abbess, like she had always done. It had never failed to comfort her, but now, comfort wasn't the issue. Some poor girl was about to be destroyed, and it was on Lyanda.
What am I to do? What can I do, but focus..
On the boat that grew smaller and smaller. It took a while, but it did work. The storm subsided, and her mind quieted down. Peace called upon her, and the little girl in her complied. Lyanda didn't even realize when she slipped off her religious robe.
**
*
"I'm not a bitch in heat."
"I'm not a bitch in heat."
CRACK!
"Louder!"
"I'm NOT a BITCH in Heat... I'm no.."
"Louder!"
CRACK!
"I'M NOT A BITCH IN HEAT!"
So much about the current ordeal added to her frustration. How quickly her limbs began straining, balancing on her foot for that the tricky posture. How profusely sweat kept pouring from her skin, especially the torturously tickilsh beeding by her underboobs.. Trickling down along the midriff, slipping down her bellybutton, seeping through the roots of her pubic garden.. Soaking her already sweaty shafka to its limits. To be let to perspire alone was tormenting enough. Then there were the sensitive-inches, a term she learned from the Whipper moments ago.
A part of her skin that the bondage left the most vulnerable. In the inner curve of her right under-thigh, starting an inch from where the leg met the nether, and running for about three inches down. A piece of flesh that remained relatively untouched, if not for the naked counterpart from her left thigh. Elanor didn't know till then, such a part could give her the sharpest stings. And it wasn't just the skin.
The demented Whipper was perfect in his poison of choice. A riding crop. A nineteen inch jumping crop, to be precise, with a slick leather tongue. He would prime her skin, its tip drawing strange patterns, ticklishly so, along that three-inch sensitive spot of hers. Pampering in anticipation of the pain, and the strike would always catch her by surprise, pausing the chant she had been asked to say non-stop. The sharp sting always got her jaws clenching.
CRACK!
"I'm...hhhuuuhhh.."
As the leather tongue softly toyed across a fresh welt, her standing leg shuddered involuntarily, like overwhelmed by an orgasm. The crowd cheered and hooted as the convict squealed, pained from the restraints digging into her flesh.
"I'm.. AMNO'Tah bisch en Heeee..."
She hated that he specified on this stupid chant, than counting along each strike. In a way, keeping count gave her some sense of the duration. Now, she didn't really know how many more strikes she should endure. The current Witness shouldn't have bothered her normally, for she was used to now, such leering audiences. Except for now, only her lust was being subjected to judgement, by men who are no obvious moral betters. And what she saw in his eyes was no lust. It was perplexion, with a hint of disgust, unlike the catcalling crowd below. But she couldn't judge him either, for only them both had heard her earlier confession. As she kept chanting how much of a bitch she wasn't, Elanor clearly remembered him asking. That, and her reply.
Did you engage in Volitional Devolvement?

-


Yes, I did.


-

Confess then, Convict!

-


Hear my sins, and be merciful, I pray to you.


I was once made to serve.. Someone more than twice my age. Old enough to be my grand father. Way below my social standing. I followed him around the whole night, as he taught me how to 'behave'. Outside, in vicinity of others. It was evident to all who saw us, that I was less than human. I was touched in places..


-

That doesn't sound too devolved.. Nothing a common harlot wouldn't do..
I'm not convinced of your sins. It's dull!

-


It's not dull. I'm no prostiutute, because I did it to keep my word, willingly. Not for money. And.. and, I followed him on fours. On all fours, dressed to expose all that even a woman of ill-repute should leave concealed in public. There was a collar, much like what I'm wearing now, only it was leashed. I was lead through the gardens, made me sit, trot, even piss on command. I was made to lick a boot clean, while others stared at my exposure.


And I did it all with my tongue hanging out. Drooling, like a bitch in heat!


I am..


I am part sin.


I deserve what's rightful. I demand it be paid in pain.


-

The look is his eyes was truly undecipherable. It could be shock, disgust or disbelief, but he did not speak. Now the Queen understood that it was all the above, united in judgement. Taking the brunt of it did not feel pleasant. She certainly regretted reminding herself the lurid details of her night with Uncle Belkin. Flashes from the ordeal kept her mind disturbed, more so than the painful flogging, that she blanked on them rolling the dice, and only noticed the Whipper speaking, midway through.
"..one from each pair facing north, that points to a grave sin indeed. Corruptive Sacrilege. As in blasphemous conduct intended at corrupting the ones who aspire to be pure. If she is guilty, I wouldn't put anything past her. Corruptive Sacrilege! That would be the Accusation."
Oh no! Not that. Don't make me confess to that.. Elanor felt a knot in her underbelly, as she realized of all the things she did, only one came any closer to the accused sin. She didn't notice at the time, as the guards linked her wrists to the top of the frame, in a simple standing bondage, the eyes that kept studying her intently behind the animal mask. Nor his well hidden grin. The Whipper found her response fascinating. Her fear was palpable, and it wasn't regarding the humiliating ordeal, clearly. Pointing down at the first row, he yelled.
"You there! Come up and witness."
Few in the audience gasped, as the guards looked up confused. Whipper confirmed.
"Yes, the one at the very end. Guards, bring her up."
Labiet walked up to the Whipper, to avoid any confusion.
"Sir Castigator.. You sure about this?"
"Why? You have trouble with a woman judging another woman?!"
It sounded more of a low growl, than speech, with the mask muffling half the voice. That was the most they had spoken till then, and Labiet was already terrified.
"No Sire. But.. She's a convict. A murderess!"
"It's absolvement, Labiet. Absolvement. And all witnesses are equal in the eyes of All-father. Shouldn't you be the one preaching as such?!"
Labiet was too intimidated by the man to care for his derisive tone. Soon the guards led the new Witness up the stage, and removed her chains. Elanor felt a little disheartened by the cold judging stare from her fellow convict. She had spotted smiles of acknowledgement in the eyes of other convicts below, even prayers of concern, seeing her suffer. For the rest, Elanor's actions had pushed far a painful experience. But Convict Twelve seemed to be looking forward to it. And a little pissed at her for ruining it.
"Do you know your duties?" Labiet asked, to which she simply nodded, stepping next to the wooden frame. Elanor was impressed with the young cleric's knowledge, considering he only stepped up because of the Abbess leaving. Absolvement was not about legal definitions, or human standards of guilt. There are things you commit, and feel no remorse. Confession before All-father is more about admission. The heavenly pardon requires no guilt. The witness finally asked coldly.
"Are you guilty of Sacrilege?"
"Corruptive Sacrilege.." Labiet corrected from behind. "It isn't about guilt. You aren't judging, just witnessing. You must ask it right."
"Oh, I'm not judging.." She said scoffingly, before rephrasing.
"Convict. Did you engage in Corruptive Sacrilege?"
Oh God, I can't. Not this. Not like this.. Elanor realized how preferable the lustful judgement so far was, compared to the moral indignation of a convicted murdress. It took her a moment to realize from the inflection in the voice, the hint of regional slang, that Convict Twelve was probably a believer of Southern Church as well. And their general puritanical tastes aside, sacrilege was as grave a sin as murder. And she confessed to the latter, at least in intend, so this now equalized them somehow in sins, if Elanor were to admit. The woman before showed all signs of self-hate, and the Queen knew she'd be giving an outlet to judge, by becoming entrenched in sins equally, at least in her eyes.
"I asked a question, convict. Did you.."
"..yes. Yes."
The Queen kept her gaze down, deeply ashamed, waiting for the next query. But nothing came. She felt Labiet leaning in, and heard him hoarsely whisper.
"Ask for confession."
Nothing came still. A bit confused, Elanor looked up just to gauge the situation, and her eyes locked with a burning stare. She felt the brunt of it, not just passive retributive sadism, which she was used to by now, but something akin to flaming hellfire. She could see the witness before, looking down on her with such fury, as if projecting her own mistakes on to the larger sinner of the two. Larger sinner according to her beliefs, probably, for the true believers considered sacrilege worse than murder.
The girl looked twenty at most, her built athletic, impressively lean with well defined musculature. Like she was from the army, a medical officer or scout probably. No, definitely. The lack of tan on her forehead, working in the fields, wearing the headband all the time. How did such a brave promising young woman end up here. Her jaws are tightening, like she's gritting her teeth. Her fingers curling up. Is she going to..?
"Just say 'confess', and she'll do the.."
Before Labiet could finish, the young girl charged screaming, swinging her right fist at the royal visage. Perhaps this is justice. Elanor couldn't have stepped back, standing there helpless, hanging from her wrists. But moreover, she didn't even feel like defending. Perhaps I did sin, perhaps I deserve such flaring wrath. Even the muscles on her face didn't stiffen up, subconsciously, anticipating the hit. It was then she knew. That she truly wished for absolvement, at any cost.
"Fucking slut.. Aaaarggh..!!"
The girl screeched, as the Whipper's quick reflex intervened at the last moment, yanking her back by the ponytail. Her fist nearly missing by an inch. On hindsight, it seemed like he was anticipating such an outburst from the moment he chose her. Or perhaps he chose her to be the Witness, expecting such rage. Labiet shouted, and guards jumped in, quickly restraining the convict.
"Let me go, I'll kill this bitch. I'll fucking maul her face off. You fucking wench! Like all the cocks weren't enough, you had to desecrate the holiness. Let me go! Fucking cowards, with this whipping charade.."
The Whipper watched fascinated, not just by the outburst, but the convict's response. Standing there unflinching, even welcoming the attack. Though his fascination didn't just come out of nowhere. He had been gauging her since she made the request. Everything about this girl puzzled him. For one, she didn't need to be here. There were way harsher crimes deserving absolvement, the raging bitch right next, for one. But what intrigued and frustrated him more, was her approach to the ritual.
He couldn't tell if she was mocking him, and the entire ceremony, or genuinely clueless about the working of these things. He sure remembered what happened to the last one that mocked the ceremony. He personally taught her the meaning of hell, and did such a thorough job, that he left the little wench scarred for life, at the thought of putting anything between her legs. The bitch got so messed up that she went the other extreme and became a nun. He felt so proud, watching her bark earlier. and so enjoyed putting her in place. Then there's this one.
Convict Number Nine. Eleneur.
Named after the Great Chaste, and yet, acting so disgustingly lewd. What has become of this kingdom?! Then again what did you expect. The Great fucking Chaste..
What most didn't know was, after the disastrous repercussions of the last Absolvement, the rules were made far stricter. Absolvement was supposed to be much simpler. It was turned to an attempt at reformation through fear and pain, rather than an actual audit of the convict's entire sins. It sure lost it's meaning, but the Church had to do something drastic, for internal factions were hellbent on using it to their political advantage. Now there were two fail-safes.
Firstly, the Whipper will do the usual steps, and make accusations. Mostly obscure crimes, which he arrives at using his interpretive freedom. Sins no man was likely to commit. Way too abstract, or way too specific. This will go on for three or four rounds, purposefully so. And each time, the convict will deny the Accusation. The Whipper will demand him make his case through pain, and give five lashes. Enough to scare him, but not enough to hurt. And then when he announces the crime actually committed of, which the convict will confess to. And the Whipper will decide, gauging the health and pain tolerance of the convict, what his appropriate punishment should be. The final round is particularly painful, that when asked is he feels absolved, the convict will cry out in desperation, that he is.
So when Elanor stepped up, he went in with the new routine. The one that hasn't been performed in ages, so the rules no one was particularly familiar with, except for the Whipper. But to his surprise, she said yes to the first accusation. And kept on saying yes, with vivid, convincing details of even the most abstract sins, such that her deed matched the description. I mean, who the hell commits Volitional Devolvement.? Who even knows what devolvement is..?!
But her description clearly matched the sin, that he couldn't intervene or call her bluff. If she even was bluffing. And for what reason? Is this a case of lunacy? She seems to be thinking clearly, and she didn't give the vibes of a pain-slut. What is her game?
If that wasn't enough, what truly maddened him was her consistency, in ignoring the second fail-safe. Saying out loud, that she doesn't feel absolved. Openly mocking him, challenging him to do a better job. Like my whips aren't good enough to drive out her demons. The balls of this bitch! He couldn't afford to unleash like the last time, especially with the new rules. So he had to keep himself in check, doing just enough to sting, but not so much that it hurts badly. But his patience was wearing, most of all with not knowing her angle. Or am I to seriously beleive her for her word? That she genuinely seeks to burn all he sins? That she couldn't just meet a simple priest and confess.. That things got so grave that it called for an absolution?! Fuck no!
Calling in the murderess, making her confess to another woman, even choosing the sin by his interpretive freedom, was to peer into her true intentions. Corruptive Sacrilege isn't something a God-fearing maiden admits to, even under threat of life. I mean, I get the horny blue-bloods lusting after young nuns. But what sort of depraved cunt clamps down on priest-cock?! Or mistake the holy-staff for a dildo? Let alone admit to that.
And yet..
They way she said yes, and kept waiting for the punch.. Willingly so. She knew it was coming. She didn't look scared. Even more, she controlled her reflexes. Did not tilt back. Didn't even flinch. What is with this one?
Baffled by the developments before, Labiet shouted.
"Guards, lead her away."
"No!"
"Sir Castigator, but she.."
Ignoring the young cleric, Whipper stepped up to the guards. The convict continued to resist, but she was just a kitten in the strong grips of the Vigile guards. But they couldn't help but step back, intimated by the large man in the bizarre antelope mask. His hand reached out, and gently patted the convict's cheek, which made her quiet. He said in a low growl.
"Proceed.."
The murderess now stood with her hands folded behind, two young guardsmen on each side holding tight her biceps, so that she can't squirm her way out. She heard the cleric's instruction again.
"Ask for the confession."
"CONFESS!"
She sneered, her eyes boring into the sinner before. Elanor struggled to voice, knowing that it wouldn't just be another woman judging her, but two guardsmen as well. How am I to tell it, without risking someone's reputation.
"Confess BITCH!"
"It was a Celibacy Trial!"
Elanor teared up genuinely ashamed, and blurted out more than she should. Labiet suddenly caught on to it, and looked at the Whipper, to which he gently nodded. Then he stepped up behind the Witness and grabbed her both wrists with his large hand, signalling the guards to leave. As his other hand clutched around her nape for better grip, the young cleric approached Elanor, and spoke softly.
"I must remind you convict, this is your absolvement. But you cannot be so specific as to.. As to incriminate or.. harm the necessary secrecy of certain.. rituals."
The young cleric and even the Whipper felt a little less judgmental, for at least she hadn't indulged in actual Corruptive Sacrilege. Having their close ties to the inner workings of the Church, both had heard rumors about the secret ritual conducted to select the most pure of the clergy. Like mass murder in a holy war, it was one of the few exceptions that made sin necessary for the proper functioning. But that didn't made it any less sinful. only the reasons more palatable. So once again, the girl wasn't wrong to admit. Labiet said.
"Also, please follow the format. You must start with 'hear my sins, and be merciful..' Remember?"
Elanor felt a little comforted by his tone, and the guards leaving, so she resumed the confession.
"Hear my sins, and be merciful, I pray to you. I was chosen as the.. I was asked to.. In the lower dungeon of my church, I.. I didn't want to, but.. No, I wasn't forced, I.. I did so, willingly, but so did they.."
"What.. the FUCK.. did you do WENCH..???"
The Witness jolted forward, her teeth gritting like only a true believer would, hearing of sacrilege. Like an overly aggressive dog, held in place by a firm grip on the leash. It felt like she was ready to maul her, that she had heard enough already. And Elanor knew, there was no version of that story that would calm her down, or make her look differently. Not for the common believer. Might as well get this over with quick.
The Queen looked back, her eyes not ashamed anymore. In fact it looked proud, as she stated what she did with a strange air of superiority.



"They were celibates. Monks, or little monks. I don't know, Fools who lived a life of repression, pretending to be above their lust, living for the sake of Almighty All-father. They were a handful, perhaps a dozen. I don't recall. It took me no effort at all, frankly. I didn't have to suck, or fuck their pathetic little things, that hadn't known an erection forever. My presence was enough, my sweat, my heat, my rubbing. To take them to sin, all of them. To make them cum. Well, all but one. Who knew the clergy already had an even bigger pervert. He came all by himself, that one. Right down my throat. It felt good..! Is that enough murderess?! Or should I confess how thick his load was as well?"
Elanor didn't realize till then, the strange strain on her skull, that kept tightening. Or the fact that she was leaning more and more forward as she went, even as she hung from her wrists, nearly about to butt heads with the Witness, literally. So much that Labiet had to grab her by hair, just to keep her leashed. She understood the hilarity, of them both being reduced to leashed bitches, barking and growling, frothing up about to maul each other. A dark corner of mind began conjuring up all sorts of accusatory expletives, to be hurled at the convicted murderess, even though she knew nothing about the circumstances. The Queen felt the rage in her leveling with that in the eyes of her Witness. The air felt thicker, as if the temperature kept rising the longer they stared. Labiet cleared his throat, and asked.
"Can you confirm the sins, Witness?"
"Yes.."
Her lips quivered, as she said. Labiet corrected.
"No, you need to.. To have to confirm to the people, out loud."
As Whipper relaxed his grip around her hair, the Witness titled to her right, her gaze still locked with the convict, and announced.
"The bitch did it, I confirm. Corruptive Sacrilege!"
As the crowd cheered in anticipation of the next tableau of pain, Convict Twelve muttered something under her breath, and Elanor responded with a cocky smirk, rolling hr eyes. Which for some odd reason touched a nerve, and she spat back in response as the crowd erupted. White and shiny adornments were a staple of her public functions, but this was a step too far. The thick frothiness of spittle contrasted against the deep blue powder, slithering down the cheek bone like a snail.. Elanor's face crinkled feeling the wetness seep into the skin. The whole body squirmed like a flopping fish, her face desperately rubbing against her right shoulder and biceps.
How dare that bitch! The Queen haven't felt so furious in ages. She sneered back hanging from the frame, trying to kick the other girl. Labiet held her in place, and gently wiped away the spittle with a scarf, before blasting another handful of blue powder on her face.
"Look at that! The murderess thinking herself better than the desecrator. Don't they both deserve a lesson?!"
The Whipper growled out to the crowd, uncharacteristically chatty for him. The audience cheered in agreement. Walking up to Convict Twelve, he pulled her by the chin tauntingly, making her look up, as his other hand tilted up his antelope mask, to get a proper look at her. Interesting. She really, really hates the other one. Whipper asks.
"You think you are better than her. Huh, you murderess.?!"
"I'm no murderess! And I'm not the one disrespecting our God! And yes, I am ten times better than this hungry whore!"
"Prove it then."
Whipper leaned in and whispered something in her her ear. Convict Twelve nodded in agreement, and said.
"I will not disappoint."
The guards led her down, as instructed by the Whipper, but instead of chaining they let her stand up in front, facing Elanor, almost mirroring her stance. The Queen too found it odd, that she hadn't been restrained yet, for the next round of flogging, or paddling, or whatnot. As Labiet looked around confused, the Whipper announced.
"People of Hillsdale. Absolvement is about depleting the will. About straining the body and mind, so the soul is left with no place to hide, nor energy. Pain is but one of the many mediums. Convict Twelve here will get her due for the misbehavior, but why not make use of her anger while at it. Elenuer of Wolkenshire, here's your punishment. Earn Convict Twelve's respect by proving her wrong. She believes she is ten times your better, but I'll be lenient for sake of time and entertainment."
"What's the fucking punishment?!"
Someone yelled out, and the crowd laughed. Whipper looked up, and maintained gaze, as the men quieted down. The man who had yelled nearly pissed himself, cowering into the crowds. No one dared to shout out, not when put on spot. That's what I thought. The Whipper muttered under breath, before continuing.
"Convict Twelve, here's your punishment. When I crack the whip, start doing burpees. With your military background, I expect nothing less than a proper full burpee. Jumping as high, and planking as low as possible. You'll do as many as it takes, till I say so. This would be your shaming ritual. And Convict Nine.."
The Whipper looked at Elanor, performatively, as he announced the rest.
"There's no pain that can truly compensate for corruptive sacrilege. But you can try your best, to copy your betters. So that's what you must do. Mirroring would be the apt punishment. You'll mirror everything that Convict Twelve does, her movements, her passion, her pace. In effect, you'll do as many burpees, till that girl breaks down. And to prove her wrong, that you are better than this judging sinner, you'll have to do one more burpee than her. Just one more. Labiet! Keep count of both."
CRAAACK!
Convict twelve wasted no time in dropping to the floor, doing a proper low push up, her toes reaching far back, her chest nearly kissing the dust. She jumped back up to her haunches, keeping perfect posture, before pushing up by her thighs. Her head rose up above the crowd level, as she sprung on her ankles, before going back down to the push-up. Elanor realized that she was already one behind on the count, so she dropped to the floor, trying to keep up.
By the fourth burpee, Elanor caught a glimpse of the Whipper's genius, as her eyes lacked with the bouncing counterpart below. The disgusted rage that still bubbled in her eyes, showing. This was a woman mad at herself for her sins. She'd punish herself in degrees far more than the Whipper would deem appropriate, for she truly hated that part of her. She's exhaust herself to blacking out, if this was her punishment alone. Must the wicked Whipper had weaponized now, her hate for the greater sinner on stage. Now she knows that the harsher it gets for her, Elanor will have to do one more. And everyone who had ever tried knows, the final burpee is the hardest one.
That wasn't all the Whipper had counted on. He didn't like the way this Elenuer kept saying yes to all the accusations. Absolvement isn't supposed to go on for so long, not after the last ruling. So he needed to make sure, that she wasn't mocking the tradition. He needed to exhaust her physically, so if this is some sick game the rich played, she'd crave a time out. If not, well.. Looking at her, the Whipper was getting a strange tingle in his loins. It felt near-sinful, for it didn't involve any actual pain. But the girl sure had a gifted body. A gift, which the people of Hillsdale reaped the reward of, watching mesmerized.
Her breasts bounced, ass clapped loudly from the trapped sweat, and thighs giggled as the robe rode up, as expected of the complex exercise. The elevation of the stage made sure that at least the few front rows had a good view of her frilly crotch. The Queen kept pulling her shafka up by the waistline, right before she went into the next push-up. He could call foul, and make her mirror the movements perfectly, but the Whipper preferred it this way. Watching her try the best to salvage what little was left of her feminine shame. Which was an impossible task, considering how violently her chest-globes kept bashing to each other, lacking any support.
"Ooooohhhh..!!!!"
The crowd gasped in awe in the tenth burpee, as her sweaty left breast simply slipped out, as the convict tried to accurately mimic her counterpart's enthusiastic thrust. The girl cowered as she pulled the robe, popping it back in, and exposing the ornate crotch-piece of her loin-cloth in the process. She was now behind the count by three burpees, and it did not feel good to her competitive spirit.
"Shame!"
The Whipper exclaimed at the spectacular slip, but the one who made the most of it was Convict Twelve. She was extremely agile, and if not for the long tiring travel before, she could keep going all day. She was lean, mean, and determined, with ripped abs underneath the robe. The relatively flat-chest, tight butt, and lack of an hour-glass figure helped make sure she didn't make a spectacle of herself, bouncing up and down without a care. She wasn't on stage, nor was she facing the men, so even if a dozen in the front row got a good look at her butt, with the robe riding up, she didn't have to face any of them. Apart from her head bobbing up, no one really noticed her presence even, with all eyes locked on the jiggle-fest on stage.
With the boob popping out, Convict Twelve decided to take it slow. Make it as long and painfully humiliating for the slut as possible. How dare she desecrate my beliefs?! She decided to do it slowly, doing the push-ups in a low-impact way, so as to not tire herself out, and to build anticipation as she got up. Then waiting for all eyes to catch-up, she'd jump up, pushing first with her hips, then knees, and finally the toes, as her ankles arched. She made sure to jump as high as possible, with her both hands reaching up, out wide, and away from her chest. That way when the slut copied, her knockers will have nothing hindering them. I bet the wench loves being so lewd with gravity. Look at her nipples poking out. There! It slipped out again. Haha!!
"WOW..!!"
It was the right breast this time, and it looked funny, the way her erect nipple hung from the loose neck-line, before slipping right back in. The crowd went wild, as Convict Twelve felt a sadistic sense of pride. Landing back down, she'd go down on her knees, like a semi horse-stance. This wasn't part of the exercise, in fact she usually went down into the push-up immediately, making use of the momentum. But it did present the audience an amazing view, with her straining to balance the horse-stance, her milky-white thighs jiggling, as her blue-ugly face crinkled further.. Feeling her pendulous breast-mounds bashing into each other, so vulgarly that any woman of substance wouldn't dare show her face.
The Whipper was clear. The harlot must copy my movements. My posture. My pace. And hold it as long as I deem proper. Look at her sweating like a pig, already! You'll be wishing soon slut, that you had any left.
Labiet looked around confused, taking all his will to keep his rapidly darting eyes in place. In was harder and harder, especially when the object of attraction kept calling, loudly so. The sweaty ass-cheeks of the convict, clapping so lewdly with each jump, which made it impossible to not look. He kept his gaze low, on her both feet, and the convict below, since he was responsible for counting the burpees. He really wished for it to end, as to him it made no sense as a punishment. How would the lewd display of a slutty body amount to punishment? Especially when the convict has already confessed of her exhibitionist tendencies. Whatever.?! It's the Whipper's cross to bear.
Right then, the Castigator announced out loud, signalling the convicts to keep going.
"Look at how shamelessly she bounces.. Encourage her, Hillsdale. Shame! Shame!!"
The crowd sure had no trouble following, for verbal bullying was par for any shaming ritual.
SHAME! SHAME!!
By the fifteenth burpee, Elanor had caught on. That bitch is trying to humiliate me. Making me tired, but not visibly enough to collapse. She's pacing with intend. This fucking bitch, I hate her.. The Queen was more than capable of standing her ground. The recent training regiments had left her in the best physicality, purely from an endurance stand-point.
If only I had something supporting my breasts.
If only they didn't.. you know..
Slap so FUCKING LOUD..!
**
*
"Come on Lady Requina! How long are going to stay within these boring walls?"
The young swordsmaid was finding it harder and harder to resist peer-pressure. Only she was in noi mood for leisure. Hillsdale was certainly scenic, someplace she'd have liked to settle down in her dreams, but.. No, nothing. She pushed back.
"Hey! Lady Agrafena left me in charge. And I say no. So no!"
"Argghh..!! Aren't you curious a bit, what that drumming was all about?"
One of the younger maids asked.
"We get enough circus in the Capitol already, so I don't care what this is.."
"Okay! But when do we get to go swimming in the lake."
The younger ones were not backing off.
"Come on Requina. Let's go for a walk at least. All the chores are done, we're just sitting around here wasting time. Just a casual stroll. We'll behave. Promise! Right, girls?!"
Requina shook her head as the girls circled, bobbing excitedly. She didn't feel joyous, but she also knew that most of these girls hardly got to visit any place other than the Capitol. Requina finally gave in.
"Okay. Minerva, but listen to Minerva. I'm putting her in charge. And I want you girls back by the evening."
"Oh! No way! They don't listen to me in the Royal Kitchen, what makes you think I'd fare better now? I'd gladly stay back, Requina. You take the girls."
"Please, please, please.. Pleeeeessszzzee.."
"ALRIGHT!"
Requina shouted out, nearly losing her cool, as the girls stepped back startled. Fuck! May be I could use some fresh air. She waved her hand smiling, telling she wasn't actually mad.
"Alright, we'll go. And you are coming as well, Minerva. It's not like you are holding the fort. But one hour. And we return. Understood?!"
"YAAY!"
The girls cheered, hugging the swordsmaid.
**
*
Time certainly flies when you are in the moment. And nothing makes you stay in the moment, like pressure and pain. The chants from four ordeals back still ringed in her ears, for they hadn't lost the meaning still.
SHAME..!!
Shame..!
shame..
It ringed now, like a whisper. Yet there was no escaping it. The rushing cold rejuvenated the dry lips, as her cheeks bulged, instinctively sucking in a mouthful before the same hand clutching her hairbun yanked her back up. Having learnt the routine by now, Elanor squinted her eyes shut, as a plume of blue smoke was slapped on to her visage. As Labiet's small palm rubbed the powder over, before adding another coat for ensuring anonymity, the Queen gulped down her mouthful. It almost felt like the Hillsdale sun had some some sort of vendetta against the Wolkenshire throne. Her skin felt itchy all over from the dried sweat, leaving her beyond thirsty.
Halfway through the ceremony all her concerns of hygiene were gone, as she realized that ice-cold barrel of water, sitting out right before, would be the only respite at hand. Thankfully the young clergyman took the rules regarding anonymity seriously, so he made sure to plaster her face in blue right as her head emerged out. Even amidst the duress, the Queen appreciate the civility in the behavior. The Whipper restrained his cruelty to the punishments, even with all his theatricality. The audience was well animated, with gasps, hoots and hollers, and the occasional name-calling.
But nothing compared to the rowdier crowds the Queen was quite used to. Witnesses were mostly harmless. Guards were careful not to treat her like a piece of meat, with no attempts at groping, pointed remarks, or even a smug smile. The clergyman had looked down her eyes many times now, during the procedure, and apart from the obvious disbelief at some of her confessions, he was far less judging. Given he belonged to the Southern Clerics, known for their puritanical standards, that was truly surprising.
Shockingly, the Queen found the most judgement coming right out of herself. In that split-second after each ordeal, right as her skull was forced down the barrel. In the wavering eyes that peered into her soul, as she closed the gap with her own reflection. No, it wasn't just the eyes. In fact, it wasn't a reflection at all. For the face she saw in the delirium of exhaustion, was not painted in blue. It was that of the Great Chaste of Wolkenshire, right as it appeared in the royal portraits. Her lips spotted that lively forgotten smile, her eyes brimmed with lust for the contemptuous. And across her forehead it read, as it did in her many many nightmares, the only description she'll ever need. Smeared in blue, in big capital letters.
R U I N ED
Am I..? For good..?! The thought of washing away such doubts made the cold rushing in with the plunge all the more worth it. It was for that, after all, she embarked upon in absolvement. Labiet said out loud, ceremoniously, knowing well the answer.
"In the name of the Mighty All-Father, I pronounce the sin absolved. Do you feel absolved?"
Elanor shook her head, truthfully. There is a lot more to confess. A lot more.
Crack!
"Ouch! What the hell?!"
The witness who had just been excused, a thirty-something vendor, looked bock furiously rubbing his ass to ease the pain, as the crowd laughed out loud. His eyes darted to Labiet and then to the Whipper, who replied with an air of indifference.
"This isn't a sex-show moron! Spotting a hard-on?! That goes for you all, imbeciles. BEHAVE! Unless you don't mind sharing her fate."
That sure quieted the laughter to murmurs, as Labiet quickly rolled the dice.
"Four-four. And three-one!"
"You, come up."
Me?! Blaine, the Bard waved his hand, just to make sure.
"Yes, you." The Whipper signalled the guards, and Blaine slowly walked up, wondering if this was a bad idea. He had been excited to meet the infamous Templeton Trollop, whose infamy he played a major role in. Getting to 'witness' was a longshot, and with the warnings on 'visible erections' now he felt he shouldn't have raised his hand. What he failed to notice was, as the Whipper made it clear what awaited those who failed to 'behave', most of the audience had dropped their hands. Which is why Blaine got picked, since he was the closest to the stage, from the handful who still wished to partake.
As guards untied the confused convict, Whipper dragged a small cushioned wooden furniture to the center stage. It looked like a strange rocking-chair, only it was designed to rock sideways, with no back-rest. It was an inch shorter than the wooden stool, meant for the witness, and had a concaved surface, which indeed was cushioned.
"Three-one, huh?!" He said aloud, to himself, and turned to the convict.
"That would be.. Public lewdity and beast-love. That sound right, Eleneur?!"
As Elanor began to deny, realizing the implications, the Whipper shushed her.
"Just tell the witness, Convict. I'm not here to judge, remember. I'm simply interested in punishing."
Saying which he pushed her on to the rocking-chair. Elanor grabbed the edges, and soon assumed the position, by laying on her stomach, with her shoulders extending out on one end, and butt hanging out from the other. The cushioning was a welcoming comfort, even in the unusual posture, cewrtainly how it curved around her torso, wrapping along the ribcage. It was then she noticed the strange vaccum around her hips. Her torn loin-cloth, the Shafka.. She no longer felt it.
Whipper saw the curled up piece of white cloth on the floor, nest to her foot. He didn't mind it, for the girl was positioned parallel to the crowds, so even with the dress-hem riding up her thigh, her ass wasn't facing the audience. Also he hated having to pull up the damn thing everytime it risked slipping down. He kicked her feet wide apart, and in the same motion, kicked the clothing under the furniture. Now her body truly sank into the cushion, with her feet no longer bearing much of the weight. She felt the knot of her leather ankle cuff get loosened. It was pulled on both legs, tightening above her shin. The d-rings on both were links to the furniture on both ends, such that her thighs remained seperated.



"Sit upfront, and hold her hands."
As the familiar voice boomed, the Bard complied. Elanor didn't really need to look ahead, the five-inch Posture Collar made sure that her neck remained painfully stretched, with eyes ahead. She gaze locked with the latest 'witness' as he sat on the wooden stool upfront. He took her palms to his knees, gently resting them on the thighs, his soft, firm grip keeping them in place. Elanor felt strange, finding no signs of the usual sadism in his eyes. He didn't seem itching to hear her wails. If anything, his elation resembled that of a kid, pleased by her presence, by the mere proximity.
"Elenuer. Did you engage in beast-love?"
You think?! Elanor gritted her teeth, though a part of her was surprised by the Witness remembering her name. Her minbd rushed through all her 'indescritions' in the past months, that even remotely came close to the accusation. Does dressing up as a puppy count? Being leashed around on all fours, with my tongue sticking out?! She did share a loving bond with most beasts of burden, but never.. Unless it includes..
"I did. Yes."
Murmurs from the crowd were mno longer hushed.

Did she say beast-love?

That sex-crazed bitch! I bet she did a whole pack.

Can't be. She claims to be virgin!

You think? That slut?! No way..

Doesn't matter. That thick throat have surely done a lot.

Yeah, right. Gargling a dozen horse-cocks! Haha..

So True..

Whipper wasn't the least bit surprised. He knew, as did the girl, that 'beast-love' was a broad term, beyond what one considered bestial. It may seem obvious in common parlance, but legally 'beast' was a much larger category. Depending on context, there were instances of orcs and similar aberrations considered part of the category. And 'love' too could mean different things. Being overtly pampering and feeding a calf to sickness also counts as a fault of love. That didn't mean the Whipper found her incapable of the obvious taboo implied. By now the only thing that suprised him was her repeated insistance on being a virgin. He said.
"Confess!"
Elanor knew she hadn't done it.. But if anything she did came closer to the accusation, even with the flimsiest interpretation, she had to take responsibility. If you took this Absolvement seriously, that is. The thought of such an admission shrouded her in such visceral shame, but that didn't stop her from confessing, as she had done all this while. Truthfully, dispassionately.
"Hear my sins, and be merciful, I pray to you. It was a few months ago. I had travelled out of the Capitol, to.. To attend a festival. It was around midnight in Templeton.."
She stopped, feeling the grip on her palm loosen.
"Wait. We heard this already. You can't repeat the sins, Lady."
Lady?! Elanor was taken aback by the sudden respectfulness. The Bard dropped to her eye level. She knew he was right, that she had already confessed about the Templeton incident. But that doesn't mean there isn't more to it.
"The earlier punishment was for desecrating a sacred night. I know realize that it wasn't my only sin that night.."
"Barebacking a filly doesn't count as beast-love." He sounded a bit disappointed. Like somehow she failed to live up.
"When you wet yourself straddling on mane, it does."
Elanor couldn't believe she actually said it. Blaine, the Bard could spot her blush even on her blue cheeks. But shame never stopped her telling, what she had realized a moment ago.
"It wasn't on purpose, none of it. Riding through the streets, waking up the vagrants, tearing off my only piece of clothing.. But that doesn't excuse me from the incident. Nor the truth. I can't keep lying to myself, about the heat I felt, down in my.. depths. I was afraid, anxious, mortified. Helpless, aeyes from all around, burned into my skin. Yet I couldn't.. Huh.. I couldn't stop doing the only thing that warmed me. I wasn't even concsious, but that doesn't mean my body didn't benefit.. That my soul didn't, from the soothing flame, flaring in my underbelly. I wasn't doing so mindfully, I don't think so, I swear but.. Even if I knew, I doubt I would have stopped. I've ridden beasts all my life, but it was the first.. The only time, that the beast did the riding. And I couldn't stop straddling."
Bard kept listening as she paused, unaware that his jaw had dopped. If not for the deep shame of such a bizarre admission, the Queen would have found it humorous. She continued.
"You know what makes it more depraved? I'm no dyke, and yet.. It wasn't a stallion, but a mare, that got me so.. aroused. Her name, Iris.. God, just let me curl up and die! As if the somewhat beast-love wasn't enough, it had to be homo-erotic as well.."
His grip tightened, as the Whipper grew impatient.
"How's that confession coming, fella?"
Bard didn't look up. He knew he should respond, but how could he.. When his mind was trapped in a dream so visceral, with him running riding alongside his barebacking muse, his white stallion struggling to keep up with her horny dark mare. Her creamy bare thighs hugging onto its flank, those rear-buns bucking, grinding skin of maid against beast, jutting up at times as if to kiss the withers with her nether lips. The beast's long flowy mane getting entangled with her lush pubic forest..
"You don't believe me?"
Somehow the Bard pulled himself out of the trance, and said.
"I do. I absolutely do."
His right hand fished out something from his pocket. He sniffed it deeply without breaking gaze, and the Queen wondered what the dark patch of fabric could be. Wait, is that a..? You panty-sniffing pervert! You are one to judge me?! The Queen couldn't tell then, that it was in fact a piece of her old cloak, with traces of all fluids her body produced that night, that now stayed in his clutch. She couldn't even tell apart from prejudicial disgust, that it wasn't abject lust in his eyes, but the look of awe. The way only an artist could gaze upon his muse, devotion and gratitude filling him in equal parts, which sure helped temper his erection so far.
"Sir Castigator, I've heard the sins!"
"Can you confirm? Out loud, for the people."
Blaine tried his best, but failed to break gaze with his muse. Her blue face, pained burrowed brows and contorted jawline didn't faze him the least. He shouted out at the top of his lungs, watching her lips quivered mortified.
"Public lewdity. And beast-love!"
Loud gasps and groans erupted from he people. A few started leaviong, absolutely disgusted by the implication. Blaine knew that as soon as he left the stage, people will be swarming around him, asking for the details. He had no doubt, many would be betting on what grotesque beast the girl had allegedly mated with, fuelled by their own perverse fantasies, than the sport or greed. Clearing his throat, the Bard asked loudly.
"How you sinned, Eleneur of Wolken-shire?"
"I am part sin. I deserve what's rightful. I demand it be paid in pain."
The Bard nodded at the Whipper, who took out a simple cane from his trunk.
"Fifteen strikes on the rear. She may cry, but no sounds should be heard. Each sound adds another strike. She must endure without batting an eye. Each blink will add five additional strokes. She may drop the ice, under the penalty of starting over. Ready?"
"Yes."
Said the Bard, as the convict nodded expectantly. Wait.. What did he mean, dropping the ice?
"Awwuuchhh..!!"
The Queen winced, as her thighs shuddered, her torso rocking the furniture side-to-side. She felt something sharp sliding up her spine, and return to the small of her back. Sharp, as in a sharp sensation. The contrast of it against the scorching sun was the first to register, but soon she felt the focussed cold. Whipper had a satisfied grin as he centered it on her back just right, the chunk of melting ice he had picked up from the barrel. He was just having fun now, testing her sensory limits.
Crack!
Hooooo..
Her butt puckered feeling the first one, the sting off it making her instantly wince, as her eyes squinted.
"Open!"
Said the Bard, feeling her grip tighten.
"Did she blink?"
Whipper called out. The witness nodded at the squinted Queen, telling her to do better.
"No. Nearly squinted but, that's no blink."
"Eyes wide I said!" Whipper roared as his right hand swashed.
Crack!
"Ssssssssszzzzzz..."
Elanor forced her eyes wide, but couldn't kept gritting her teeth, inhaling deep with the strike. This is hard. So far the flogging was more thud-like, for lack of a better word. Each strike covering a larger surface area, distributing the pain softly. But now the pain was sharp, and stingy. Concentrated, annoyingly localised and snappy. If she had a choice she would prefer the paddles, bats and belts. Even the multiple sting of a flogger felt manageable for some reason, compared to the focused sting of a single cane. May be it's the expertise with which he administered, or the combination of having to stay put, mute and unblinking. Or may be its the contrasts driving up her sensitivity, like the icy cold melting along her waistline, drenching her prison-robe.
Crack!
"Sssssfffzzzzzzzzz..."
"What's that?"
"Nothing, Sir Castigator."
The Bard said, never breaking gaze with his muse. Elanor noticed that he hadn't blinked either. i need to quiet down. It's a good thing he's no sadist, for anyone else would have considered it a sound.
"I swear, I heard something." The Whipper asked amused.
"Just her inhaling, Sir Castigator. No crying so far, I assure you."
"That's a shame."
CRAACK!
Elanor caught up quik to the change in his tone, and was prepared, but not enough to numb the sting. It felt as if someone slit her anal buns, horizontally. Her teeth gritted, and eyes struggled to not squit. Tears welled up and dribbled, washing down strips of blue, as a moaning exhale emerged.
"mmmmphHHHH.. Eheheheeehaaaa..."
The crowd watched engrossed as the Qhipper announced.
"That's surely a cry. The beast-lover had earned an additional strike."
Crack!
Thankfully it was tame.
CRACK!!
The Queen contorted her jawline, struggling to force out the pain through any other means than a shriek. Her butt puckered up, torso tightened and she realized her mistake, as the sudden shift in tension made the furniture wobble. The rocking chair-like built of it, which she had blanked out on. Her toe-nails drew patterns on the wooden floor helplessly, and her hands clutched on to the witness tightly, in a desperate attempt to stabilize, but she felt the cold slip off from the small of her back.
Yelp!
As the chunk of ice hit the floor, breaking to smithereens, her face crinkled wondering how much more strikes that earned. The crowd cheered bemused, and the Whippr said, his free hand reaching down, grabbing a handful of powdered ice.
"Five strikes in, and we are starting over! And an extra one for the yelp."
SMACK!
That wretched vermin! Elanor hated how he got to her so easily. She had stayed expectant, for the harshest of stings, but it came as a 'thud' this time. He used the other hand, smashing her juicy ass in public, like she was just a piece of meat. The bare hands, which held the ice smithereens a moment ago. It didn't hurt, as much it shocked, the sudden loud wet slap, the shards still sticking to his palm adding a icy bite. The derisive manner in which he did so, making her rear cheeks jiggle on like jello. The sharp pain in her nether lips, as a speck of ice somehow got lodged inbetween. The cold reaching upto what what felt like her cervix, making a shudder flit up her spine. An abrupt moan nearly escape her throat, as her vison went dark.
"Hey! She blinked! SHE BLINKED!"
Some sadistic soul in the audience yelled, with obvious elation. Damn it, Nora. Elanor gritted her teeth, her lids still closed. Whipper announced, as he balanced a fresh piece of ice next to her tail-bone.
"Did she now?! That's five additional strikes, right Witness?"
"Five strikes is right Sir, but.."
Elanor kept her gaze down, lids tights shut. Like she didn't want to see his stupid grin. The Bard continued.
"I'm afraid not, this time."
"What? What do you mean? She blinked, the bitch blinked."
The one in the audience started arguing like this was some grave injustioce, as more joined in. Elanor continued to keep her head low, as the Bard shouted.
"The rules were, five strikes for every time she blinked. But she didn't, or hasn't yet. I think this one figured out a loop-hole."
I did?! Elanor raised her brow, nearly looking up surprised, as she caught on to the hint. Her eyelids hadn't opened yet, so technically she hadn't blinked. So long as I keep it shut, I can avoid the additional five. besides, it's so much easier this way, than straining my eyes to the very limit, with each strike. The Whipper asked from behind.
"She hasn't opened yet?!"
Blain chuckled as he replied.
"Nope. I guess she worked out the trick."
There were disappointed groans from the audience, but the Whipper somehow sounded happier.
"That's funny, Convict. The thing is, there's no outsmarting pain."
CRACKKK...!!!!
Wincing felt much comfoting now, even as the sting heightened with each smite. At least she had one less thing to worry about. But the false sense of ease soon dissipated, as she realised how the blindness only amplified the sensations on her burning bum. More so with the anticipation, the way he toyed with her, the cane-tip drawing circles and whatnot on the pained goosefleshed rear, in a touch so delicate like a feather, only to strike at te moment when her skin is at its sensitive peak. Aaaaarrghhh..!! Elanor wanted to scream out in frustration, for in seven strikes she felt like giving i, and opening her eyes. She had never felt like giving up so easily, then again.. She had been out in the sun for far too long than any Queen had ever been. No! I'm not giving in.
Craack..!
Yelp!
He didn't catch that?! Focus on your breath, Nora.. Inhale deeply..
Craackk..!
Don't exhale yet. Wait for him to..
CRAAACK...!!
"Aaaauuuwwchh...! Dammit."
"That'd be two more, right Witness?"
"Yes, Sir Castigator."
The Bard replied, and Elanor didn't argue. Thankfully, for some reason she managed to avoid the worst. The damn ice-cube slipping up again, giving them another chance to start over. That was her worst fear at the moment, for how little control she had over it. Bliknking and screaming is one thing, but it was near impossible to control the involuntary shudders that came with each strike. The way her butt puckered, her spine arched feeling the burn, surely added to the wobble of the rocking-apparatus. And it truly surprised her, that how much of it she kept under control with sheer determination.
The Queen still struggled to balance wih her toe-tips, her digits digging into the witness's hands as she struggled on. Her exhales resembled a muffled shriek, her jaw jittering throughout. And what dribbled from the melting ice-brick, cooliong the small of her back, drenchiong her sweaty robe, pooling up in her waistline, and dripping alongside her flesh.. Along the waist, absorbed into the pubic bush and slowly making its way to her nether lips.. Gifting the much needed respite, as if compensating for the burn at the other end. Hold it, Nora. Only three more to go.
CRAAAACK!
"Yeeeee...iiiishhhhh!!"
Her jaw clenched, spraying spittle through the gritting teeth. The strike wasn't any different than the ones before, nor did the Whipper seem suddenly mean-spirited. But for some bad luck he managed to strike her, right on the same spot as the earlier strike. The quick drying red-lines of the new, matching the old in length, breadth and angle. Only, the quick succession had doubled the sting, beyond what she had accustomed to, so far. The scream more of an audible exhale than a shuddering howl, so the Whipper let it pass. But what slipped past alongside the pain, was the split-second when her eyes bulged out parting the lids, understandably so.
The crowd was thankfully more interested in her blushing ass, which looked surprisingly better in stripes, so they failed to notice her mistake. And the Queen to caught on quickly, looking down, shutting her lids back. But not before noticing two things, the after-image of the latter on her lids, taking a while to make any sense.
The first thing she noticed was the face no more than three inches from her visage, her warm spittly exhales clearly hitting upfront. Blaine, the Bard, her Witness at the moment. And witness he sure did, leaning in so close to her lips, as if they were on the verge of kissing, taking her crinkled contorted face in all its pained details. As if feminine grimace was a reason for erection, for he was erect, she had no doubt. Elanor couldn't tell how he managed to hide, perpahs, it's his oddly loose robes, perhaps he tucked himself real-tight, hearing the Whipper's warning. But for better or worse, the Queen of Wolkenshire hadn't needed for a while, any visual confirmation to sense a raging hard-on, tucked or tenting. She could smell it, the sweet musk of precum, wafting from his underbelly. Why does that knowledge put a smile on m face?! I feel so conflicted. To be fair, she had known it for a while now, but the look in his eyes, staring right back at her, like peering through the crevives of her closed lids, craving another glimpse at the reason of his arousal.. He was as surprised as the Queen when their eyes locked.
It gave a jolt to her senses that had been numbed itself to humiliation by now. The thought of being watched up colse, so discomfortingly close.. Focussing on the sting in the darkness, Elanor had tricked herself into forgetting the absolute 'public' nature of her state. But now the pain woke her up, and she felt seen. She felt in his gaze, that he could see througfh all the blue, to the absolute shame in her eyes. Her true-self. or at least that disgraceful part of her that deserved such an ordeal.
This is your path to absolvement. Endure it, Nora..
That's what she would have told herself, if not for the rub. She had blinked now, technically, and he saw it happen. Any second now, he'll call out to the Whipper. Any. Second. Now.
Crack..!
Huh.. hooo..
Craack..!
Mmmmmpphhh..
CRAAAACK..!!
The Queen shut of all worries and focussed on the increasingly numbing patch of skin on her rear. She stopped conting, and it kept coming, until it didn't. The Queen couldn't be sure if it was the Whipper toying her with anticipation, or if she were to open her eyes again, would it constitute another blink. So she kept still, amazed by the fact that the ice on her back never slipped up, nor did the furniture rock much. As out of the blue, the familiar voice came again.
"Have you found absolvement?"
Labiet?! Is it over? What happened to the Witness?? Elanorstretched her fingers, finally realizing that no strange fingers remained interlaced with her own. Is it safe to blink now? The Queen looked up squinting, at the empty seat before, as she felt the cuffs on her shin being loosened.
"Convict, do you feel absolved?"
"No! Nnh.. no."
Confused, surely. Relieved for now, perhaps. But she did not feel any different, certainly not absolved. Why didn't he tell the Whipper, that I had in fact blinked? What made him look out for me? Did he, though? Or was he too embarassed to speak up, with a hidden erection? Shaking her head, Elanor looked down and spotted a possible clue. The base of the furniture, the rocking-chair apparatus on which she still laid. It looked somehow different. There was a small block of wood next to its feet, which looked out of place compared to earlier. Earlier when?!



She remembered the split second when her eyes popped, locking eyes with the Witness. She remembered shutting it close right then, titling her head down in great shame. His leg! His right leg was reaching out. That's why he was leaning so uncomfortably close, to balance his weight, as he reached under with his leg. Elanor realized now, that he misjudged the young man. He was halping me, wedging the block of wood to the rocking-chair base, wit his right foot, so as to prevent further rocking.
It wasn't focuss nor fortitude, that prevented her from further rocking the chair. Not just. It was this secret savior stepping up, literally, so she didn't have to start over the whole thing again. That's how she managed to prevent the ice from slipping up again. It wasn't like he helped anchor completely. in fact she had swayed a bit every now and then, nearly dropping the ice cube. But she was sure, the way he helped stabilize, was the main reason she managed to keep up. That, and him not ratting on her blinking. And she didn't even get to thank him properly. Perhaps later on, somehow. For now she had other sins to confess on. As the guards helped her into the new position with the drums sounding again, Labiet rolled the dice.
The Queen didn't know then, that she had done more than enough for the last Witness. Blaine, the Bard, made his way through crowd as people patted his back cheering, asking him for all the lurid details of her sin.
How did the bitch look, upclose? How does she smell?!

What did she tell? What beast did she..?!

It's a mutt, ain't it? The bitch fell for her kind?!

Tell me it's a horse-cock! I bet all my money on it.

Hey, spill the beans Bard.

Even if it's not, just tell it's a horse. I'll split the winnings.

Regardless the peer-pressure, Blaine kept wading through the crowd, limping at times. With the drums sounding again, soon their focus shifted back to the stage. The Bard had no interested in sticking around. Sadisn was never his thing. More than the novelty, it's the thought of witnessing his muse, that drove him to there in the first place. He never expected however, for it to be actually her. Sure she checked all the marks, his descriptions of her height, built, and that lush auburn drapes, but.. It was her spirit that had captured his dreams. And even though he had rushed there, unlike his Becksy, his buxom bar-maid girl pal who was all excited for the flagellation, he was prepared to be disappointed. But then he got the closer look.
This is her. He hadn't seen her face back in Templeton, nor could he make out one in the smoky blue mess from earlier, but.. Her eyes. That's the spirit he knew. The kind that would cease the night in all her naked glory, galloping through the streets. And when she finally admitted to his face, cumming atop a beast of the same sex, straddling herself with no care for shame.. The songster thanked his luck, for the witness before him, who got lashed by the Whipper. If not for than, he wouldn't have given his garment a merciless yank, a near-painful wedgie, giving himself a lasting tuck. The erection was uncomfortable, but he did leak quite a bit. And for some reason he felt like the girl knew.
His right ankle still hurt a bit, giving him a limp every few steps, yet a victorious grin spread across his lips, as his hand reached into the pocket. The satisfaction of an artist re-establishing a deeper, stronger bond with his muse. He didn't care for the potential stares of bafflement and disgust, as the frilly piece of cloth swirled around his finger-tip. Sniffing in the sweet scent of sex shamelessly, eyes rolled back into his brain in ecstacy. His leg still hurt, but it was well worth the pain. This scent alone would lead me through a dozen erotic masterpieces, the tunes of which were already brimming within.
The discarded Shafka of the Templeton Trollop. To hold it in his hands, to sniff such sweet nector, he felt blessed. Blaine had his eye on it, from the moment he had stepped on to the stage. The loose loincloth which kept sliding off her waist the whole time, the one Whipper had kicked off under the rocking chair. Even while sitting in front of her, holding her wrists, his eyes would dart every now and then, to the prize that was lying on the floor, hardly three feet from his right foot. Even with the risk of getting caught, he knew the crowd and even the Whipper was a little too lost on the girl's plight. And thankfully the cleric stood facing the other way. But there was still the girl, with her magnetic eyes locking gaze with him the entire time.
Then, she closed her eyes. Out of pain, for sure, but thankfully she caught on to his hint, about the loophole. With the block of wood lying next, within reach of his foot, the rest was too easy. He couldn't tell what it was doing there, probably a support-piece for the bondage equipment, but for now, he could use it to wedge the base of the furniture, significantly preventing it from rocking back and forth. He had to be careful, for the last thing he wanted was the Whipper tying him up right next, and whipping his rear red. Thankfully, the Whipper was happily indulged in creasing the poor thing's ass instead.
But at the moment, Blaine had no concerns about her pain. It was clearly nothing she couldn't handle. And it brought him closer to his muse, more than he ever thought possible. A million tunes running through his messy mind, all about what a painslut his Trollop actually is. But he'll have to be careful. Her name, Eleneur.. He should alter it, for obvious reasons. Royal blasphemy isn't something he was wanted on his grave. But not just name, her built, her hair, her complexion. it's all a bit too close to the Great Chaste. He could write a hundred sonnets on her, but he could stay true, just to her spirit.
So in my songs from now on, if the muse is tall, the trollop would be short. If the muse if athletic, the trollop would be a slightly pudgy. Her hair surely long and flowing, but not auburn. More dark perhaps.
She'll need a name, something close to Elanor, without landing me ion trouble.
Bellamour, Celanor, Paramour.. No no no! It doesn't have to rhyme, just capture the spirit.
Nora? Elle?! Hellena?? Lanah..?
Lenor.?!
Blaine stopped a moment to catch his breath. His right knee bending as he reached out and rubbed his ankle. Taking one last sniff of his muse, he pocketed the frilly-loincloth. At the tantalizing clarity only the feminine musk could gift, the bard felt again, the presence of his muse. And she had all the answers he sought. He knew what he must dedicate the next months of his life to, he knew who he was meant to serve, with his time and skill.

Lene!


Ballads of the Luscious Little Lene.


The Trollop who cums to the Gallop.


The Fallen Domina. The breed-stock of Nightmares.


A pain-slut.. An oral extraordinaire! An Orc-whore, prehaps..


I can't wait for the whole drunken world, to clap along to her tales.


Ting Tititin Ting TitititiTing.. ♫♫ Ting TitititiTing..!


Smack that ass!!

The limp bothered him no more. Blaine ran with all his might, back to the bar. Hoping dear Becksy will be there waiting, horny watching the poor thing get whipped. His hard-on was aching for her touch. She's a hard one to tame, always wanting to top, with words and force. But, Bard couldn't wait to pin her down, and plunge into her hungry wet folds, which were never less than welcoming. Maybe he'll take a chance, and go for her ass this time. This was so not him, but.. Blaine had never felt so alive. He just wanted a hole to fuck, while his mind mated with muse, melting at her lips. Becksy had always known, she was just a means to an end. Right this moment, nothing else mattered.
**
*
"Come on girls! I said one hour.."
"Oh, Rii.. Don;t be a fun-kill. Come join in. The water is nice and cold."
"You too, Minerva..?!"
Requina made a face, as her servant-girl shrugged and slipped off the robe, joining the rest as they playfully splashed onto the banks. Calling out the the younger maids, Requina said sternly.
"Hey! Keep to the banks. Don't go any further."
"It's alright. Look at that swimmer, backstroking by the middle."
Th swordsmaid blocked the sun with her palm, as her eyes squinted. Yes, she is back-stroking. It does look peaceful. Wait! Is she nude..?! No amount of squinting helped clear the vision, for the swimmer was too far. Maybe its a mirage, the sun playing tricks. Who'd go skinny-dipping in the sun?! So out in the open.. Requina warned again.
"We don't know these waters, girls. Better be safe. We don't want any incidents, any more trouble for Lady Agrafena, okay?! Behave, girls. Or else, she'll never take us along such trips.."
None of them replied, but they were clearly were in agreement. Requina laid back on the grass, staring at the blue sky, hoping her troubles washed away similarly. It felt nice getting out of the fort, strolling thorough the countryside. But she expected the place to be more bustling, especially the market-square. Most of the shops had boarded up, and there seemed to be more women than men among pedestrians. Even the docks were oddly empty.
Dusting off her buttocks, Requina stood up, calling out to the group.
"Minerva! You are in charge."
***
**
*
"One-one. And one-one."
Labiet read out the dice, as the Whipper got down to his haunches, and took a closer look. Divining the pattern from the angle of the pieces, he said.
"A rare formation! The obsession with self, reducing individuality to a singular urge. Sinful self-centerdness, indulgence in vanity. I'm seeing.. Reduction of the rest, by reducing one's self. Seduction. Willful Objectification. Engaging in both, with excessive pride."
As the Whipper's gaze ran over the crowd for selecting the next Witness, Elanor was already formulating her statements. She knew all the ways the conversation may head, and she found the right approach by the third hypothetical exchange in her head.
Did you proudly engage in Willful Objectification?

-


Certainly.


-

Confess, you slut!

-


I had danced at a seedy bar on multiple nights. And when I say dance, I mean an erotic performance. I should be ashamed of it, knowing that i alone held the focuss of a room full of men, intoxicated and rowd as they were.. Hearing the sweet nothings they yell out, the dirtiest of descriptions that could make my skin crawl if in any other instance. I didn't do it out of desperation. Well, I did so at first, but then. I realized how much I enjoyed it, and..


-

That certainly counts for Willful Objectification.
Though not a legal crime, you should be morally ashamed. But taking pride in one's skill is only natural to a dancer. It doesn't meet the threshold of sinful pride, so...
I'm not convinced of your sins.

-


I certainly took pride in my stage-presence, the way my bones turned to fluid when the rhythm gets to me. I am really good, but that's not my sole point of pride. Nor is dance my only skill. I could make even the impotent tent up, with just the gyrations of my hips. Mak his seed boil, watching the waves of my belly, and make him cream with no control, to the jiggle of my bossoms, without even making contact.


I sound confident, because I've done it so well, so many times, that, I would be offended if he didn't. And the weirdest of all my personal prides.. I can tell it from just smell. I love the smell of a room full of men, cumming to me, unbeknownst. I have felt the scent way too many times now.


And every time, I feel proud.!


That must be sinful.


I am part sin.


I deserve the pain, and blah, blah, blah...

Elanor felt a little silly. This is so easy. I'm not enjoying it by any stretch. And it certainly gets a little hard to stomach at times. It's the look in their eyes that always got to her, that strange mix of disgust, disbelief, and forbidden lust. The punishment had long ceased to be a concern. Floggers, paddles and spikes of varying kind sure tested her limits, but Elanor was confident it's nothing her body couldn;t handle. She got the sense that the Whipper was a true master at his craft. Rivalling Ishikawa himself in the domain of pain. Not one strike felt careless, as if he wanted her pained, but not hurt. The marks on her skin faded quickly, or at least it seemed to, the way he gently massaged over the harsher welts. The pain was real, yet thankfully fleeting.
It did feel good however, lighter to be precise, with every confession she made. Sure it wasn't the whole truth, for she had to hide the identities. Anything that suggested her lineage, or pointed at others involved, including Bella. But her admissions were truthful, unembelished, and outright preposterous at times. And divine kindness or not, it sure left her with a sense of relief. Her chest felt a lot less congested. Her anxiety levels reached a new low, each time her face plunged into the cold.
Of all the impulsive things she did, this one proved well worth the risk.
**
*
I don't hear the cheers anymore. The hoots and hollers..
Has she confessed to everything, admitting all that she had done, and all that she hadn't? The Whipper can sure be persuasive with his whips, I remember well. Why did you agree to it.. Ask for it.. You poor little thing?!
Lyanda found herself in the same spot of confusion, as when she began swimming. Backstroking across the serene waters of Lake Iverna, she had never felt so peaceful. Not since she began representing the Southern Clerics legally anyhow. Nor had she skinny-dipped in like forever. Not that skinny-dipping was common and expected amongst the nuns. But she remembered it calming her, eversince she tried in in her younger days. But a few dives into the peace, the querry would pop up again. The worry would. How was she faring? The convict.
Stop dwelling on it, Lye. There's nothing you can do, nor should you. If she's fated as you were, she'll make it through. Besides, it was her choice. As much as it was yours, back then.
As much as it was yours..
Was it a choice though?!
It didn't seem like it, at the time. If anything, it was the only appropriate protest against the accusation. Pretty much summing up my sentiment, ill-thought out as it was- If you are blaming this on me, then there's nothing you won't blame me for. So why not punish me for all that you can think up, and more. It felt right in her naive young mind.
Pure. Virtuous. Rebellious.
And for what?!
Don't spiral down this rabbit-hole for the umpteenth time, Lye. It will be as fruitless as it was the first time. Leaving you wanting more, yet having less. And for what?
There is nothing you could do, to change the past.
Nothing, to change the fate.
Yours is written, and honestly you fared well. Sure you had help, so you may feel compelled to help out, now that you caused someone else the same wretched fate. But what are you to do? Seriously, what can you do, than perhaps help salve the broken mess, when its all done?
Just stay with the peacefulness. It rarely gets this quiet.
With that her thoughts too stopped. Lyanda felt weightless and weirdly at balance, floating on top. The ice cold water cooling her bare back, as the Hillsdale sun cooked her other half evenly. The water was so clear, that it looked like a mirror, with only her naked form slowly cutting through, gently splashing the reflections. She felt fishlings pecking around her submerged cheeks, bitting off way more than they could chew, ticklishly so. For some reason, the subtle sensuality of it felt sinful enough, that despite the innocent enjoyment she flipped over, and began front stroking towards the shallow end.
The image of a blue-faced girl flashed on her mind. With a thick hairy hand reaching in, and yanking of her torn robe. Her skin riddled with welt marks, her eyes a crying mess, her spirit virtually non-existent. The crowd cheered, clearly wanting more, and she heard the sound that woke her up from most of her nightmares. The unforgettable swish of a six feet long bull-whip, right before it cracked.
Fucking hell!
Lyanda shook her head clearling the thoughts, annoyed at ruining the calmness, but also at the water rushing to her ear. There's nothing you could do, to help save her. Not then, and certainly not now! So stop dwelling on it, for fuck-sake, Lye.. You made this happen, and you have to live with it. That's all there to it. So fucking stop.
Her feet touched the pebbles below at the shallow end, as Lyanda steadied herself, pressing her palm against the right ear, and rubbing furiosly, with her head tilted. As she released the hand, a few drops dribbled out, followed by loud POP.
Though in her state, it sounded louder. Like a..
DONG..!!
It felt as if a door was opened. The subtle rustle of wind, the soothing murmur of water, chirping birds in the air, it all rushed into her ears as she stood there, suddenly aware of her nakedness. But what kept ringing in her ears, as she came to a strange revelation, was the loud pop from before. It kept going like..
DONG..! DONG..!!
Dear God, I could stop it. I know how to.
And I so fucking will.
She felt weird, swearing.
She felt alive.
Am I too late?! This is the far-side of the lake. What if they already..
Lye, stop thinking.
Just run.
**
*
Elanor kept anticipating for him to land the next one, but all she felt was the tip of the cane snailing up her inner-thigh. It felt as if he was rolling it up, along her sensitive flesh, and it wasn't a pleasant feeling. Then out of the blue, he called out.
"Labiet.. Go have some water. I want a word with this one."
Excusing the cleric, the Castigator walked around the contraption, towards her face. As he slipped off the head-gear, Elanor saw his face for the first time. And she wondered why me needed the mask in the first place. It wasn't horribly disfigured, or ugly by any means, but his thick, raggedy bead, and locked long hair sure gave him the very bestial look his ritualistic-gear was meant to project. His skin, though not wrinkled, was visibly scaled from age, and though his eyes lacked any wisdom from all the weathering, it sure had a primal, predatory intensity. Coming face to face, he spoke.
"Okay Eleneur of Wolken-shire, here's how this will go. I will switch to the 'long whip' in a minute, and crack a couple nulls by your feet. You'll act scared, wail and plead for full-atonement. When they release you by sundown, go meet Zelrick, the warden. Tell him you'd like the services of Morlawk, and he'll guide you to my place. I conduct two sessions per weekend, for a select audience. We shall discuss the financials later, but if the fee sounds hefty, you can always be the volunteer masochist."
"Huh?!"
What do you mean?! What session?



"Gloves are off for volunteers, but something tells me you'd fit right in. I can guarantee to bruise your skin in places that the shift covers. The sun is getting harsh, so.. What say you, on calling off this charade?"
Oh, he thinks I'm loving this. Elanor felt insulted. After all the pain she took, he thinks I'm some sort of deviant, out for a thrill?!
"This isn't a charade. You are misreading.."
"Shshshshsh..."
The Whipper pressed the tip of his flexible rattan cane against the plump lips, the pink of which contrasting against the blue plastered all over the Queenly visage. He said, his tone a strange balance of reverence and judgement.
"I read fine, pain-slut. But I can't have the crowd around catching a whiff.."
Elanor got he scent, as the cane rolled alongside her thick lower-lip. The fresh leakage of the feminine kind, her own nether juices used as lip-balm. She remembered him slowly rolling the cane along her inner-thigh a moment ago, as if wiping it. God! Was I really leaking from all that? Wait, am I still.?! This is supposed to absolve you Nora, what the hell..
The Whipper continued.
"You get the picture. Think of the other convicts waiting in the sun, thanks to your prolonged pretense. They were to plead their sin, get a largely theatrical crack, and excused for good. 'Female Incarceration' is performative, it had always been. Except for, of course, the special cases. That's what the whole crowd here gathered around for. But instead they got this. The surprise 'Self-Absolvement' by a mystery convict. The kind that hadn't been performed in over a decade. And quite a pain-slut demanding it."
Elanor realized that no rebuttals came from her soul. How could she be wet, of all things, from such a humiliating onslaught. Sure, she didn't come into it with any deviant thoughts. But, if it left her wet, ultimately, then how could she take offense, in being called a pain-slut. May be I hadn't gone far enough. May be I need harsher trials, to shake of this sexual stench. The Whipper's voice boomed again.
"See, despite being no big fan of our dearly beloved Highness, and her idiotic judicial amends, I do agree in principle. That shaming pain is no corrective measure for a woman. Which is why I had been playing soft on you till now, but.."
He's right. Elanor had noticed it earlier. His lashings were largely performative, focusing more on the dramatic anticipation, the loudness of the cracks and so on. They were painful, but not as taxing as the sounds it made.. Making her skin blush in pain, perhaps bruise a little. But never bleed.
"Even with my soft toying.. Lady if you are to leak yourself into such a spectacle, if this is some sick fetish bet you've got with your pompous pimp down there, we ain't havin it. We can't allow for the mockery of an institution, a historic punitive ritual, not on its very dying day."
The hell!? He thinks I'm doing this for kicks?!
That Hoyt is my.. pimp?!! Elanor had to respond now.
"That's so thoughtful of you,... Sire.. but I'm not here for a kink."
She wasn't sure for a second, of the apt honorific, but 'Sire' felt the most appropriate.
"My motives are pure, I seek absolvement. Had a simple confession sufficed, I wouldn't have pushed myself so far."
The Castigator chuckled in a grunt.
"Eleneur.. I've seen sinners pushed a lot farther, dear. Pain-addicts, far worse and withering.. I can tell the kind. So far as absolvement, your body seem to disagree."
My leaky-lips, of course.. The Queen sighed.
"Perhaps, sire. Perhaps my body remains trapped, but.. But my mind doesn't. Please help absolve my sin. I beg of you.."
The Whipper found her choice of word amusing. The way her voice fluttered, signalling a conflicting confusion at the core. Sin, she said. 'Help absolve my sin.' The usual phrasing is 'absolve my sins'. Whipper had never been a fan of leaving broken bodies. That he found so artless. Now breaking spirits, that's what got him going. He rarely got the chance, in the past decade. And when it came, he relished it. With all the heart than one can pour into such a cold, heart-less endeavor. Her choice of words still intrigued him.
Why 'sin', and not 'sins'?! Was she hinting at some core misalignment that drove her down this path, a decisive sin perhaps. Or was it more of a needle in haystack? Like the myriad of obscenities she 'confessed' so far, never seemed sinful in her book. Was something in particular, that she was dying to absolve? And as much as he was amused by the strange case before, a chance far more rare and lucrative had woken up the sin deep in him as well. The glint in his eyes went unnoticed by the Queen, as he spoke.
"Okay convict, you win. But the pain will be doubled from now on. I can't have your peculiar tolerance ruining my reputation. No more cuddles, Princess."
I'm not your 'Princess', Whipper. Nor am I new to pain.
Elanor did not say that out loud, but her bearing spoke volumes. It's one thing for her body to give into the toying, but without her mind under control, this will soon devolve into an exercise in futility. These taunting dreams are ruining all the progress, and I can't afford another spiral. Absolve me All-father, and guide me to.. What the..?!
She just noticed the Whipper standing about ten feet from her, facing the other way. The thick of his fur-coat dropped to the wooden floor, baring his torso. Standing in just his breeches, he slowly placed the cane back on the table, his fingers going for something far worse.
The Queen couldn't help but let her strained eyes wander over the semi-naked chiseled body right before. It looked like a work of art, if something so grotesque could be considered artful. Something which could only be described as the embodiment of pain. The Whipper, with his well-defined trapezius, flexing posterior deltoids, thick rhomboids, and impressively large lats- surely a physical specimen in his prime, something he had maintained, even into his fifties, but.. That was just the base, a mere canvas. His skin was riddled with- marks of all kinds- lacerations that refuse to fade, showcasing a lifetime of violence and torture.
And the entire third of his back, half his arm, starting from the right shoulder, and spreading across the scapula, was what seemed to be an oil-burn. His skin was a wrinkled mosaic of deep brown burns, white highlights, and bright bloody speckles- the way it shined with all the sweat, making it seem as if it was still burning. So much suffering, so much pain he had endured. Adapted to, even baked into his core self, the way life heals.. No wonder they made him the Whipper, for there rarely must be anyone more qualified, to speak the language of pain. What the Queen felt wasn't a newfound respect. But she certainly did understand better now, what gave birth to the likes of him.
He noticed the change in her eyes, as he turned around with his favorite tool. It did little to change his mind. He hadn't broken a bitch to obsolescence in so long, that his hands were itching from the moment she asked for 'Absolvement'. This crazy witch.. When I'm done, not enough of her sense will be left, to regret even. I went soft once, and look how much of a bitch that Abbess turned out to be.. No, no no.. Well, not you, Elanor. I mean, Eleneur, or however you spell it..
"Labiet! The convict would like to renounce her Sovereignty."
The young cleric seemed more startled by the announcement than the convict herself. Labiet felt like he was the only one around who cared for the well-being of the poor thing. The lady certainly seemed beyond reason, for who in their right mind would ask for Absolvement. And the crowd certainly seemed wild enough to go down to the deeper rungs of depraved torture. He appealed to the better angels, hoping the Whipper would reconsider.
"Sir Castigator, I implore you. The girl doesn't seem to be of sound mind, to consent. To let loose a right so profoundly fundamental. Heavenly imbued! Please bear in mind why the right was extended to even convicts in the first place."
The Whipper nodded down at him indifferently. He well knew the reasons, the months-long debate about the limits of punishments, the treatment of convicts and so on, after the one disastrous outcome of the last 'absolvement-ritual' on record. Labiet sure would have read all about in in scholarly texts and penal records. But the young cleric had no way of knowing that it was me, in fact, who carried out the punishment. Or that it was his revered young Abbess Lyanda who bared her soul and shame that day.
There were a vocal majority within the clergy itself, who condemned what happened that day, calling it so much as legally-sanctioned rape, and there were calls to put the Whipper-in-charge on trial, even though all I did was my job. A little too well, perhaps. His only regret to this day, was taking pity on the convict, and reining in his sadistic urges, for every fibre of his being was screaming to break the bitch for good. He was in no way threatened by the position of power the young Abbess occupied now. In fact, her turning an advocate for the Southern Clerics, only reassured his moral surety. But the knowledge that such a perverted sinner sat at a high rank in his own church, did not sit well, at all. Adding to his regret of not breaking her for good, when he had the chance. The Whipper warned.
"Labiet, do not forget your place. If the convict gives up her right, add it to the record. Otherwise stay put. Now, Convict Number Nine.. Eleneur.. What say you?"
She could only respond truthfully.
"I don't understand.."
"Do you understand your right to Sovereignty?"
Elanor nodded faintly. Of course she did. But the Queen was in no place to explain, that she alone in the kingdom possessed the status of the Supreme Sovereign. A status beyond renunciation. Furthermore, she didn't understand what role it played, in the Whipper's plans. He continued.
"Okay convict, even if I were to believe you, that you truly are looking for some sort of divine pardon, I don't think continuing what we do is going to help. See, the 'absolvement ceremony' as it exists today, is toothless. You may have already observed, that the 'tools' I use have all been altered to limit damage to the flesh."
Sure, the insulated paddles and whips. The focus on theatricality than actual pain. The fact that the pain remained bearable.. That I could think clearly after all this time.. Elanor nodded in agreement, as he continued.
"That is only one layer of protection. Another layer is the nature of force. We the whippers, are to punish humanely. We are to keep control and not lash out, like you are some unruly cattle. The new rules works for most cases, and if it didn't, it certainly went unnoticed, given no one performed an 'Absolvement' for so long.. In short, we can continue the charade of me whipping lightly, and you squirming awkwardly, but at the end of the day that's all there's to it. A hollow performative mess. Is that what you want?!"
The Queen tilted her head and shook no, still wondering what he had in mind. She thought she saw a hint of demented sadism, but may be its the mind playing tricks on her. The Hillsdale sun takes a toll after all. The Whipper said.
"The cane I hold is an extension of my fingers. Trained on dozens of dozens, of fumbling, flailing cunts no different than you. I have felt it personally, which is why I'm granting you the benefit of the doubt. For you have the loosest maidenhead, the most barely-there hymen, that I have toyed with.. Which alone should spread light on your lies, yet for some reason, I believe you.. A hymen so juicily elastic..?! Aching to be tarnished, yet holding on, for some dumb-luck, or hope.. I'll help you absolve, for if not, I fear you wouldn't last another day without spoiling it. Luck may have boosted you to think, that you are beyond chains. Just flesh and blood, sweetheart, that's all we are at the end of the day. Get your house in order, or be enslaved to its most foundational demons. Even you aren't so special. No mortal is..."
The Whipper gave her a moment, for that to sink.
Elanor knew he wasn't wrong. Why else would she be remaining a virgin to this day, if not for sheer luck. Given te instances she had willingly undergone, flaunting to every lustful gaze around. Not to mention the times she went all unmindful, at the mercy of God-knows-what, risking the very symbolic-sanctity of her kingdom. The purity of her womanhood. God! How reckless I've been lately..?! The shame of it. The sheer shame.
She wasn't falling down a death-spiral of guilt. There were plenty valid reasons for what she put herself through. The many months before, and now. And Elanor had a far sophisticated view on shame, than what reflected in the Whipper's simple taunts. Shame is a perfectly reasonable response for even the most moral things. The blush of humility from universal appreciation, the shame of locking gaze after the first love's kiss, the anticipatory flush of a virginal first-night.. Not to mention, the deep moral pang, the guilt.. The burning shame, witnessing the sheer bloodshed on both sides, following a war. Even if it's a victorious, just war.
Shame is complex, way more complex a creature that the mere cortical-rationale can attempt to grasp. That much she knew well. Elanor didn't regret what she did. Finding the Horse-whisperer, trusting her confidant, in all the weird and wonderful ways she had been led.. But that doesn't mean the hour-long dredging of the ludicrously licentious details of the royal sex-life, for lack of a better word, left her feeling proud. The smothering shame that marked her soul, as worth saving perhaps.. Am I overthinking this mess? Should I have kept quiet and soldiered on instead?!
The Queen found herself at the edges of her rational faculty. To much cost had been sunk, to get cold feet. She was at the mercy of the Almighty All-father now. And for some reason she trusted him to see her through, safe and sound. The Whipper gave the final push.
"Just say the words- I renounce my sovereignty for the castigation. It will be as meaningless as you think it is, only it grants me permission to let loose. The pain will be tenfold, the bruises will last a lot longer, and we may even spill some red, but.. I promise you, this is your best chance at Absolvement.. If it is absolution that you seek.. When you are ready, just say the words."
Elanor understood his point. He needed consent. Even if it meant nothing. So long as it gave him immunity, he'll give her the punishment she so deserved. The nature of her sovereignty wasn't his problem. Female incarceration is a joke, after all. Just say the words, and get it done with. The Queen wasn't the only one riddled with thoughts.
Hoyt looked around confused, as the crowd grew restless. A few were leaving, satisfied if not disturbed by the show so far, the kind who weren't too keen on sadism to begin with, but most stayed back. Half the crowd had already left, the simple country folks with their happy-go-lucky life, finding the harshness hard to stomach. The remaining crowd was a mixture of ultra-puritans, who believed no punishment is too much for the wicked.. The migrant workers, who couldn't help but be amused, for this was a necessary distraction from their daily toil.. And the native hill-tribes men, who honestly felt the whipper was being too soft, considering the brutalities they saw growing up. What more could be done to impress them, that he hadn't a clue. Hoyt was having a hard time himself. All he wanted was to teach the bitch a lesson, a bit of public humbling to cure her cravings, and may be let her taste the Whipper's leash. Fifteen strikes was more than what he deemed proper, for he couldn't risk hurting too bad. Risk tainting what is essentially royal property.
"You think what I'm thinking?"
Hoyt looked up leftwards, at the two tall clerics standing next. He eavesdropped, as the other one responded.
"Yeah, the big-man is fishing for sovereignty."
"I mean, could you blame him? Given how rare an absolvement comes these days. Not to mention with the rumored new ruling by the Queen.. This could very well be the last of its kind. Adding an absolvement to your record, imagine what it does for his status."
"Khymer, I don't think he is in it for the accolades."
Hoyt scratched his temple. The big-man?! That has to be the Whipper up there. But sovereignty..They can't possibly mean that, right.?! Hoyt understood the girl wanting to indulge in some masochism, given how much he had underestimated her depravity so far, but.. She couldn't possibly be stupid enough, to forego one's sovereignty, right! Right?!
As he thought this through, his eyes studied the pair of clerics for the fifth time. There was something uncanny about them. Not just the way they stood tall, clearly well-nourished unlike most of the common folk. Or the refined diction with which they spoke. Even the way their spine remained erect throughout the ceremony, showing no signs of fatigue. Like they were trained in etiquette. Hoyt could barely make out their faces, craning his neck, standing right next. The one closer to him spoke the most, with his youthful cadence and expressive face. His hair was carefully parted to hide his left ear, which Hoyt could see from the angle, was missing a chunk of the earlobe. Battle scars, most likely. Is that beard even real?!
The second cleric was much reserved, responding more in grunts and nods, than words. Something about him felt familiar, but the guardsman couldn't put a finger on it. Unlike the relishing crowd around, the duo seemed barely interested in the absolvement. They were focused on the one kneeling by the corner, Convict Number Twelve, the alleged murderess. Why those two young clerics would be so interested in such a demented sinner, Hoyt couldn't tell. He had more pressing concerns anyhow. Like the decoy-slut forgoing her sovereignty.
"AIEEEEEEEEE...!!!"
The crowd erupted as Hoyt looked back at the scaffold, startled. The cry ringed different this time, like someone sprinkled molten lava on the bareback. Looking up, his eyes nearly popped. The girl now stood tip-toeing on the slab of ice, to the left of the restraining device. Staying parallel to the wooden pillar, her arms outstretched upwards, cuffed to the top. Wrists separated two feet apart, with enough wiggle-room that she wasn't exactly hung from her fists. A thick leather belt strapped her neck firm against the pillar. But what caught his eyes wasn't how quickly they got hr to position, but the deep cut in front of her bosom.
The grey prisoner outfit, which was already doing a poor job, looked torn. As if someone had brutally yanked open the top. Now it simply framed the most perfect breasts he had seen in all of Wolkenshire, only it framed the pair for the whole crowd. And across the beautiful curves was something he don't recall seeing. A crooked bumpy line, slowly turning maroon.
CRACK!
"Yeeehowww.. aaaaAAAAARRGHH!!"'
The girl cried out shamelessly, as the sound gave him another jolt. They are whipping the decoy. Those idiots are whipping the ROYAL FUCKING DECOY!! Hoyt pulled his hair, fuming within, his face turning red with each breath.
CRACK!!
"Mmmmeeeghhhzzzz.. NOO!!"
"Oh she's dead-meat now.."
The tall cleric remarked. Hoyt's kept staring onstage, but he heard them talk.
"I don't approve." Said the reserved one.
"Neither do I, but the longer she keeps him entertained, the longer it leaves Marge unharmed. We failed to secure her reprieve, so the least we could hope for is.."



"What?!"
His friend sounded frustrated. The blatant sadism unfolding before clearly weren't to his tastes.
"All I'm saying is.. Once he gets his fill for the day, the Whipper is likely to go easy on the rest. And as much as I feel for that poor girl, you heard her.. She opted this. My concern is just Marge now."
"And you think I don't?! It pains me, Khymer. Watching her chained, about to be.."
His friend leaned in, rubbing his shoulder gently.
"I understand, brother.. Anyway the way he strikes, I don't see this lasting much longer, absolved or not. Why did we come here, oh God?! To watch them desecrate the memory of Marge.. What were we hoping for? Some miracle?!"
"No Khymer. We came here to stand by her side. So she knows we are there, always. Through the thick of it. Miracle or not."
CRACK..!!
Miracle. That's what exactly Labiet pined for, as he struggled to not shake involuntarily with each crack, adding his embarrassment to the day's entertainment. Being a theologian, he had given a fair share scrutinizing various accounts of miracle as told in the Holy Writ. More deeper analysis than any simpleton who could content with 'magic' for an explanation. Even if one were to accept supernatural as part of rationality, what troubled him often was how even the most detailed accounts failed to give an accurate description of the occurrence. Be it the tales of dew turning to nectar, or wounds healing leaving not so much as a speck, it works fine in the formless imaginarium, but..
He understood what it meant, what its supposed to convey, spiritually, metaphorically, and the various semantic layers, but.. How it appeared to the ones witnessing.. How it manifested in physical reality, that he could never picture. That he had no clue of understanding. Perhaps its like the trouble of explaining the redness of a wild berry to the blind. Certain things are just untranslatable. Still, he'd agree from that single-minded grin on the Whipper's face, that the girl needed nothing short of a miracle now. The sudden screams brought his thoughts to a halt.
"Hrrrrrmmmphhh.. Oh no, no.. wait.. WAIT!"
Elanor felt her first pang of embarrassment in months, that wasn't linked to sexual blush. Did I just cave?! Then again the pain was such a contrast from what she had known so far, that she couldn't even blame herself. There seemed to be no point, nor purpose to the punishment. For at least if she knew what ways she had erred, may be she could blame the part of herself culpable, and hope to do better in future, but.. When she had no clue what was she being punished for, or worse.. When the act itself was to fish out the specific wrongs that left her sleepless.. As if knowing the answer, but having no clue what the question was. Elanor was no stranger to pain, though the current events certainly was pushing the boundaries.
"You said something, Eleneur?!"
The Whipper walked up, gently pushing her chin up by the whip-handle.
"What? Feeling absolved at last?!"
**
*
There. Almost there. Ouch!
Lyanda nearly tripped over a bush, but didn't stop running. Thankfully the shortcut she took was fairly deserted, except for some tribal kids playing around. She should be concerned of the obscene spectacle she made, but all she could think of was the poor girl she left at the hands of that wretched man. That bloody Whipper! With her breasts bouncing violently with each stride, her thick hips failing to keep up with her passion. The hem of her skirt riding up, the cold air hitting the whites of her thigh, as she ran up the small hill. Her right hand pulling up the front-hem, so she doesn't step on it.
I know I'm in a hurry, but.. I really should have taken time dressing properly. Ditching the muddy underclothes was a bad idea. My loins feel weirdly exposed, and I hadn't realized how much the breast-support helped my balance.
Oh, shit!
That one hurt, as her right foot got pulled by a tree-root. She nearly face-planted, her hands catching the lower branch at the last moment. She shook her ankle a couple time to ease the pain, as she forced herself to breath slowly. Through the thick tree-line she could see the church spires. Ignoring the pain, she resumed running.
Almost there. Don't stop now, Lye.
**
*
"AIIIIIEEEEEEEEE...!!!!"
It was odd to have an audience of jeering hollering men who shamelessly spotted their toothy grin at the expense of a bound girl, yet wince alongside her every time the flogger whizzed past, as if it was their combined bare-behinds getting repeatedly brutalized. Most men looked away momentarily, while some hid their gaze in guise of blocking the sun, but there sure was a small portion who watched it without battling the lid. Like this was just a warm-up. Either way her increasingly loud cries were surely music to her ears. All who'd find such torment distasteful had already left, which meant this was the most wicked crowd Elanor had performed before, till date. Wait. This is not a performance..
"ARRGGHH!!! AIIISHH..!! No, no no.. PWEEEEEZE NOOOHH..!!"
As frothy drool spurted through gritting theeth, her naked thighs shuddered, struggling for balance. It easier to remain tip-toed. What's the point of stepping normally, when you are made to jump up every few seconds. My breasts..!! They have never felt so heavy.. Oh God, my breasts...
The knotted rope-flogger had a mean bite, but it was more the surprising sensitivity of where it hit, than the vicious force with which he swung each time. The shame of being topless before the crowd certainly added to the sting. Well, she wasn't technically topless. But kneeling on the raised wooden planks, about three feet from the ground, with her knees spread apart, cuffed to either sides, and the way the posture forced her spine to lean forward at an angle, the pressure on the knees was killing her, if not for the burn in her bossoms. Her hands and head had been locked in a pillory for a while now.
It was three feet long, one-and-half foot wide wooden pillory, chained to either corners of the lager frame. It secured her head well, nicely framing her crinkled expressions to the audience. The hands weren't locked in, rather she held on to the block, simply out of pain. Her eyes remained shut for a while, and the fresh cloud of blue smashed on her face sure helped absorb most of her tears.
"Look at them judging eyes, Convict!"
The Whipper growled as if possessed, making her squint open her eyes. It looked blurry from the tears, and had a blue tint all around, but she could clearly make out the two dozen or so pair of eyes at the very front row, all fixated below her neck-line. She didn't dare look below. She couldn't, for the pillory. But even if she could, somehow the Queen felt that seeing would multiply the pain she already felt.
SWISH..!
A jolt ran up her spine in anticipation, as the Whipper swished around the flogger. It had a dozen or so tails, many of which were knotted at multiple points, Each tassel-tip felt as sharp as a needle, when swiped past swiftly. The current posture had her kneeling on a raised platform, and leaning forward at at angle such that it left her breasts simply hanging down like the ripe mangoes ready for plucking. The front of her robe had been ripped open, to allow access to the breasts. Apparently frontal nudity isn't such an issue once you forgo sovereignty. Not that she had any doubt regarding the bottom half, with her sitting on her haunches at an elevation, thighs spread out and wearing no shafka. She would have felt more shame, if only her bosoms kept burning.
CRAAACK..!!
"AAAIIIIIIIEEEEEEEEEESSSSH!!"
She hadn't even noticed the Whipper walking around, till the strike came from the other side. Long spindly fingers of jute and leather wrapped around her hanging left breast. The knots of them kissing the already sensitive skin with such a bite that it was sure to leave hickeys. The tassel brushing against her ripe reddened nipple felt like a thousand bee-stings. As the flogger retreated, the freshly bruised breast smashed into her neighbor, and both began dangling pendulously. A display which always got a raise out of the crowds. Through her blurry vision, Elanor could make out movements still. People who found it hard to stomach making their way to the exits, and new ones making their way towards the front.
CRAAACK!!
"Hoooooo...AARGH..!!"
The last blow wasn't that bad, but the Queen wasn't expecting someone to grab her by the hair. The Whipper growled, the madness in his eyes no longer hiding.
"I said LOOK AT THEM..!"
Elanor had to comply just once. For what locked with her gaze was something she couldn't have guessed. Pushing past a thick vendor in the fourth row, a new pair of eyes poked out. Making the Queen feel more exposed than she had ever been. Even worse than her streaking on the morning of Domestication. At least that day, she was spared being seen. Now dozens of her loving subjects blatantly feasted upon her plight. And amongst them was a young girl she had grown fond of, like a little sister. What the hell made you walk into this mess, dear Requina?
CRAAAACK..!!
The Queen kept wailing as the flogger hit, but nothing escaped her throat. Nothing but some deep grunts. The blue face did nothing to hide her shame or pain, and her face continued to contort in ludicrously odd way, spurting out spittle as her eyes ran. But she never looked away. She couldn't, and neither did the swordsmaid. The Whipper landed two more merciless strikes, this time on the under-boobs. For some odd reason, the Queen felt as if she could sense from touch, the welts along the breast-curves, from the way the other breast smashed into it.
Requina had a strange look, one that the Queen had never seen in her. She didn't look afraid, or appalled. There was no air of sadism in her, evident when contrasted against the roaring crowd. Nor did her eyes seem keen on judging. There was no curiosity, which itself was odd when witnessing such an oddity. The closest Elanor could define her eyes was 'understanding'. Like there was something about this moment, that was beyond the grasp of all else. That belonged to just them both. A moment that never asked for pain, but didn't shy away from it either. A moment of silent recognition. Of solemnity. Until the next crack took up the pain by another notch.
"AAAAIIIIEEEEEOOOOHHHH... HOOOO...!! FUCKKKKK..!!"
That really, really hurt. Like her breasts had been ripped off. Breathing. Fucking focus on the breathing, Nora..!! With eyes shut and flowing, Elanor clenched her jaws, as she shook her upper torso, dangling the bosoms further, praying for some breeze to soothe her bruised flesh. She had no doubt how riduculously lewd a display that made, for the crowds below. To her Requina. Would she find me beneath, after that?!
The Queen never got an answer. When she could finally open her eyes, two strikes latter, the girl had gone. Her unexpected advent and uncanny quietude.. All adding to the mystery. Did she recognize me? Did she.. Was she even real?!
DING-DONG..!!
Everyone paused for a second, including the Whipper. Elanor couldn't tell from all the pain, if she had started imagining things, but she sure heard the church bell go again. The crowd looked around confused. Why would someone ring it, so early?! Could it be the kids playing prank? The murmuring kept getting louder as it came a third time.
DING-DONG..!!
Hoyt looked around panicked, utterly confused. What the hell was that? Everyone kept waiting silently, but no more sounds came. Three rings.. The emergency assembly bell, calling them all to the church grounds. It could only be a few things, the worst of which the Hillsdalers had been praying away for months now. A few in the crowd understood the significance, and began spreading the news. People began heading for the exits, in droves, as Hoyt looked around, relieved.
"Wait, WAIT!"
The Whipper shouted, quite out of character.
"Do not interrupt an active Absolvement. Stop breaking the crowd.!"
"Sir Castigator.."
Whipper turned around to see a terrified Labiet, doing his best to stand his ground. Labiet said.
"We'll have to postpone, Sir. You heard the chime! You know what it means.."
Whipper growled back, clearly frustrated.
"Of course I do, you fool. But I am the authority here, and we can't pause an Absolvement mid-way.."
"But.. Three chimes, that's an emergency. What if its about the Grand Abbess?! She's been sick for a while, what if.."
"Shush, you fool.. It could be any number of things, but all in due time. First we get done with the ritual.. Hey, HEY!"
CRACK!!
Everyone froze up, as the Whipper lashed the air. Walking up to the edge, ignoring Labiet, he quickly took the temperature of the crowd. He could see them assuming the worst, for it must be their first time hearing an emergency chime, especially in such an idyllic countryside. People weren't getting into the sadism as he had hoped, perhaps not witnessing something so crude for so long must have addled their interest in the macabre. Or maybe the novelty wore off.
Well, no one expected this to go past the first fifteen minutes, so.. The faces showed concern, boredom, annoyance, and though he could spot some looking his way eagerly, hoping for a true display of sadism, it formed only a fraction of the crowd. Yes, prolonging this benefits no one. The last thing a Castigator wants is the crowd turning on him. At his core, he was still a showman. He aimed to please the macabre in all. Whipper said.
"People of Hillsdale, wait. Give me a moment.."
The Whipper felt flustered, finding for the first time in life, his authority being ignored by the crowd. He was used being reprimanded by superiors, disciplined and criticized by the church-heads, but the one thing he could always count on was the madness of jeering crowds. Unfortunately the damn church bell somehow broke the trance he had put them under. Now it seemed as if the people felt ashamed of themselves, horrified even, at their willingness to indulge in such sadism, especially against a bound, broken maiden, convict or not.
That was only one part of his trouble, the Whipper realized. What bothered him, more than the disregard, was the shrinking crowd itself. Absolvement is a public punishment, and it can't continue without much public interest. The Vigile guards were already escorting the other convicts to the prison-cart, probably following the emergency protocol. The exit doors were small, so Whipper knew he had hardly five minutes before they cleared out.
"Stop, guards. Guards!"
He yelled down angrily, as Labiet came up from behind.
"It's over, Sir Castigator. People are leaving and the convicts are being taken to the holding cells. You'll be informed of the next date. I'll mark the Absolvement as a failure, for the record."
"Failure?! Hey.. I SAID STOP!"
The Vigile guards who had removed Elanor's pillory, froze up startled, as she collapsed down to the ground. Labiet eyed them to back off, but they did so terrified of the Whipper. The man clearly didn't need the horned-mask or a the furry coat to intimidate. Labiet reasoned for the final time.
"Sir Castigator.. We really don't have time for another sixty-five lashes.."
"I'll just need five, Labiet. To leave this one in pieces."
Pushing aside the cleric, the Whipper reached out for his favorite. A six feet modified bull-whip, with a leather thong designed for maximum pain. Labiet felt a shiver run up his spine, and his servility return. Knowing the damage it was capable of, he couldn't believe what he asked next.
"How would you like her bound, Sir?"
Whipper turned around, spotting a rare smile.
"Just the leash, Labiet."
Looping the long whip around his wrist, he walked up to the convict, helping Elanor up. Around twenty or so men were still watching, as the crowded around the exits, curiously looking back every now and then. Hoyt felt relieved, watching the girl untied, hoping the nightmare was finally over. He wanted nothing more than to take off the damned ring, the Cross of Absheil, and toss it to the lake. He thought it would feel great wielding such power, but at the end of the day it was just nauseating. The tall clerics to his side had their gaze locked with Convict Twelve, as she was led away by the guards. She certainly seemed relieved by their presence, if not glad.
Elanor felt like a vegetable, as here limp body got lifted up, quite effortlessly.
"On your feet, Convict!"
She looked around, confused. Wait! What happened to my cuffs? I was kneeling a moment ago, my back burning like hell.. Her feet dragged, slipped and struggled to find footing, until it hit against what seemed like a raised floorboard. The strong hands digging into her armpits helped her up with the posture.
"Hold this!"
A voice boomed as she felt the pull on her collar. Elanor looked up to find a silver hook hanging from above. The wrists cuffs still remained, leaving her hands linked up, but she was no longer restrained to anything but herself. The Whipper expertly looped the leash around the hook above, one end of which was linked to her collar. He pulled it tightly, making her move in tandem, jumping up to toe-tips. He told again.
"Hold this, I said!"
Agency stayed aloof, so the Queen resorted to the next best thing. She complied, grabbing on to the leash end, wrapping it tight in her fingers. Now she stood on her feet upright, with her neck hanging from the leash, the other end of which she was holding on to. Not enough to choke her, not yet, but it certainly strained her neck. The familiar voice commanded again, to the thoughtless vaccum of her mind.
"See Convict. Now on, the only thing binding you is yourself. Do not let go."
Elanor nodded like a pet.
"Eiieeeeesshhh.."
The Queen screeched feeling the tension in her tendons, as he kicked apart her feet. Now she stood facing away from the crowds, like a perfectly inverted Y. The load on her straining hands doubling, the leather leash cutting into her fingers, and the tip of her toes, helping keep the balance. In front was the barrel of water from before, and she understood that if she were to let go, her face would get plunged right in. As in, she'd no longer have the anonymity, the protection of that ridiculously blue face. Then again with all the sweat, tears and drool, there's no telling now how good a job it did. At least she was sure, that it looked nothing Queenly. In other words, it worked just fine. And it will, so long as she held on tight.
"Ten more strokes, Convict. Still want absolvement?"
Elanor honestly didn't know. The sunk-cost was one thing, but what else is there to be found, than more suffering. She was so close to giving up, only something in her kept pushing, to see it to the end. When no reply came, the Whipper asked in a low voice.
"Remember when I said..? That pain is to be your salvation.."
The Queen nodded faintly, hanging on to hope. Whipper stepped back carefully, as Labiet noted that malicious grin return to his lips. Only he heard the rest.
"I lied."
CRAAAACK!
They all saw it coming, perhaps a bit too clearly, and yet it was surprising. Even Labiet with his eyes glued to the scene felt blindsided. Stepping back almost gracefully, the Whipper centered his weight with the wider stance, flicked the whip in anticipation, before twirling in his wrist like a snapped bow-string. Knot of the thong cracking mid-air from sheer speed, before even touching the bruised flesh. And the way it tore through the fabric, burning into her patchy skin. The delay in cries, a testament to the unbelievable pain as the poor thing struggled to unclench the gritting teeth. And when she did, in a few seconds, a strange subdued wail erupted, like from a trapped ungulate.



Elanor was done, period. The pain sure put things to perspective, especially the way it cut into her rib-cage. Even with all the listlessness lately, the Queen realised what she had was worth saving, at any cost. That acting selfishly single-minded on her own peace of mind, she more than risked the sanctity of her throne. She shuddered recognizing what such a public fall from grace would mean for posterity. And cried out loud, as Queenly as she could.
"STOP!!!"
Only no sounds came out. The cruel Hillsdale sun had already perspired out of her, in addition to the brutally botched tan, but moreover, that previous shrilled wail, frothy and muffled as it was, had exhausted all energy she had managed to save up till then. Leaving her just a meat-sack for the sadist in charge to flail at will. She couldn't tell how one was to survive nine more of those. One more seemed unbearable. She won't find till late, the extend of the injuries, but she wouldn't be surprised if it bled. A concern that was shared by an equally terrified Labiet.
Sure, the Whipper held authority over the Castigation. But that didn't by default excused the Church from any responsibility. And with the Abbess gone, Labiet realized he'll be held responsible if things were to turn ugly, as it did in the last recorded Absolvement. But more than saving his skin, he felt for the girl. Sinner or not, this was the kind of torture he couldn't condone, driven largely by his youthful idealism. He was deathly scared of the Whipper, but somethings are worse than death. The cleric couldn't afford his soul meeting fates not so dissimilar, paying for this monster's sins. The girl was brutally bruised and possibly bleeding, if not now, surely by the next strike. He couldn't afford such a debacle on his watch, a confessing sinner reduced to a mangled mess. And the bell had rung, thrice! He suddenly felt more than prepared now to face a disciplinary hearing by the Clergy. Fear nearly outsmarted him, by locking his limbs, but holding on to his untainted moral clarity, Labiet stepped before the Convict, as the cracking whip circled for the second time.
It would hurt like hell, Labiet had no doubt, so he clenched his jaws like the girl behind, and raised the right elbow shielding his face. He had more than enough layers, discomfortingly so considering the sun, yet he knew it wouldn't make a difference, the way the whip flailed. The Castigator was so lost to her pained state, and aimed for nothing but more, like a hopeless addict, as he rolled his eyes unaware and cracked again. This time intent on drawing blood. What's the point, if not? From a self-proclaimed virgin, at that..
He felt the familiar sense, of the punishing end of his bull-whip hooking on to the bony flesh, though something seemed off. In fact he hadn't made the crack, and the whip felt rigid. Like it's been... What the hell!
"What the hell d'you think you're doin?!"
The Whipper growled, clearly annoyed about whatever ruined his ecstasy. Labiet responded with his eyes closed, still waiting for the whip to strike.
"I'm sorry, Sir Castigator. But I can't let you proceed.."
"Who's talking to you, boy?! And you, fool?! How dare you catch my whip?"
A strange voice came, which Labiet could only describe as divine. Heaved-send.
"You heard the bell, Whipper. Three chimes. Time to call it a day."
It wasn't a growl, it had no inflections suggesting fear or anger. The voice simply had a natural command, an innate authority that couldn't possibly be taught, evoking genuine reverence for the speaker, unlike the kind borne out of intimidation. It didn't fear the Whipper. It didn't sound like it feared, at all. Still struggling with the shakes, Labiet peeked over the elbow. He recognized the clerical robes, much like his own, but the way he simply stood tall, that neck held high so gracefully, clearly indicated high-born. Labiet had never seen this man before, ever.
He had his back to the crowds, about seven feet from the Whipper. His right foot still at last step, the left thigh angled mid-step, adding to his majestic posture. The end of the whip wrapped around his left forearm, the cracker dangling from his firm fist. This is no cleric, clearly. As he stepped up, completely onto the stage, wrapping the whip around his forearm, Labiet noticed the Whipper take a half-step back, clearly concerned if not intimidated. As the Whipper looked at him and back, baffled, the tall stranger turned to face the crowd, the whip still in his grasp.
"Good people of Hillsdale! You all heard the bell, you all know what it means.. Please disperse, your Church needs you."
His accent. It's proper, yet feels slightly put on. Labiet stood erect, nodding at the crowd in agreement. Finding the people looking up frozen in their tracks, still baffled with the developments, the stranger said.
"Do the right thing. I'm not asking."
"Who do you think you are?! To dare interrupt the Castigation Procedure? Desecrate a historic Absolvement at that?"
The Whipper sneered as he yanked the whip, annoyed and surprised by his firm grip. The Whipper was a weathered, strong man, and he felt bothered that his dominant hand matched the left grip of this arrogant lad.
"Desecrate? I'm the one who's desecrating now?!"
"I'll see you soon in court, boy. You'll regret the day you dared cross a State Castigator!"
"The Court of Wolkenshire, you mean?! I don't think so.."
As the whip got yanked again, Labiet saw the stranger swish his robe, dramatically flaring the hem, spreading out the cloth to obstruct the crowd's view. The shine by his waist-side caught the Whipper's eye. It was a hilt cast out of silver, shaped like a falcon-head, with two blood-stones for eyes - the Royal symbol of.. Oh my God! Isn't he..?! Whipper couldn't finish the thought, as his eyes bulged, his breath getting stuck in the throat-pipe. All he saw was a flash, before losing balance.
Labiet saw the stranger swash up his right hand, so swiftly that you'd miss if you blinked. He heard a rapier slice through the air. It looked like a rapier, but the cleric was no expert in swords. It sliced the whip midway, making the baffled Whipper fall backward on his ass, before returning it to the scabbard, all in one swift motion.
As his flaring white robes settled, all that the crowd saw was the once terrifying Castigator suddenly rolling around on stage, in an embarrassing spectacle. They couldn't tell what had transpired, but they sure did laugh. The guards were busy clearing the crowd, and didn't seem too bothered about the Whipper, for most of them hated his dramatics anyway. Labiet was positively flabbergasted as his object of fear reduced himself to a mockery. He was confused by the sudden tinge of fear, almost fealty, in the man's eyes, as he remained on the floor. If anything the young cleric had expected him to pounce back in rage, from the humiliation alone.
"Release the girl."
Labiet darted his gaze towards the tall stranger first, and then down to the official he had met earlier. The one who had brought the convict in, named Hoyt or something. Hoyt was standing there just as baffled as the Whipper, although visibly relieved to have it over one way or the other. He saw the tall cleric looking his way, following Labiet's gaze. No, he's no cleric. Clearly not. Where do I know him from, dammit?! I swear to God, I know him.
"Is he the one in charge? Of the girl?"
Labiet nodded in agreement, as he spoke.
"Go on. Release her."
"She is not.. bound."
Labiet replied, in a daze of admiration and gratitude in equal parts, as he turned to the convict. It felt foolish, explaining that the girl was in self-bondage. That she could free herself by simply unclenhing her fists. So he didn't. As if oblivious to the developments, the girl had maintained her posture, in that weird inverted Y with legs splayed, and her hands gripping on to the leash-end, in that not-so-comfortable choke-hold.
Labiet couldn't possibly understand her state. That she had surrendered to pain in full, all her senses numb. Well, all but one, and not by will. She saw only darkness now, heard just a blurry cacophony. Her voice reserved for guttural wails, to accompany the more gruesome strikes. And the most sensitive piece of flesh on her, covering the back of rib-cage and spine, the skin that was once white and smooth, simply waited. Now riddled with blotches and bruises. Red, and ready to bleed.
She was waiting for her body to break with the very next strike, for her spirit had already by now. For she knew well she couldn't survive three more, let alone nine. Without a clue what all transpired the last twenty seconds, all she did was wait. The single-minded anticipation of her remaining senses, torturously vigilant.
And it came. The single touch of pain. Before the pain ever peaked, she knew she was done. As her spine winced, the wrists tugging down with all her might, involuntarily so, the last thing she expected was to hear a snap. Her shins shuddered, and one foot slipped off the ice slab, from the sudden pressure, and it felt weirdly liberating. The Queen wobbled for a moment, as if being tugged from both end, but she finally collapsed. The bulk of her weight descended into the unknown, as her eyes remained shut. Only she didn't know, that it was no whip on her back. But a concerned cleric, the young Labiet.
He had called out her name twice, before gently patting her back. He couldn't have predicted the effect the simplest of touch had, on her pained flesh in anticipation of hell. The girl pulled with such desperation that it snapped the leather leash, the one attached to her collar, hung from the hook. With the only thing holding her in place now gone, she simply collapsed. The startled cleric jumped back, but his hands reach out from and instict to protect, grabbing hold of the convict's robe. As the girl fell forward into the barrel, splashing water all over, he was left there standing, clutching the grey prison-robe. The only thing that covered what remained of her shame, ripped to shreds.
The tall stranger walked up, apparently in no rush, reached down the barrel and grabbed hold of her hair. With little effort he pulled her up, a bit annoyed with his robe getting splashed in the process. The girl dropped down to the wooden floor, completely unconscious. Her blue face-paint had been completely washed off, Labiet noticed, expect for some under her chin and by the earlobes. The sprawling long hair stuck to her face and bosoms, obscuring most of it. Unaffected by her nakedness, the stranger knelt right next, his fingers checking for pulse. As he pressed down on her chest and abdomen, administering some sort of first aid, Labiet fetched something to cover her waistline.
With the convict remaining non-responsive, the stranger leaned closer and breathed down her mouth with his, parting her hair to the side. As she coughed up water, he helped her up into his arms. She was breathing fine, but remained unconscious, so he pressed his palm against her forehead, checking the temperature. Labiet couldn't tell why, for the first time since walking up, now the stranger looked pale. His signature calmness lost to some sudden shock. The cleric's eyes darted on its own for answers, which weren't far off. Labiet noted the stranger's palm, the parted lush auburn hair to the side, and the angelic face between both. Who will believe, that such an innocent visage could commit such depraved acts. At so young an age, a virgin at that. Even in stupor, her visage so white, so regal.. He never finished that thought, for his heart skipped a beat.
Oh my..! Her face.. That FACE..!!
What does that mean? What in HELL does that mean.?!
Labiet wasn't the usual country-bum whop got into the seminary for he failed at all else. He came from a family of accomplished tradesmen, well-read and well-traveled, but moreover.. He grew up in the hearth of Wolkenshire Capitol for a better part of his life. He grew up watching the stories of Prince Barthomius and his new love from Vankenbraum grow from rumors, to gossips to the mythical tale of undying love the whole of Wolkenshire now celebrates.
He was lucky enough to be the couple dozens of subjects who were allowed within the Church-walls during the Royal Wedding. And he was the junior cleric during the funeral procession of King Barthomius. One of the very few who witnessed first-hand, the beloved Queen breaking down to tears. He was that rare civilian who had witnessed his Queen as a blushing bride, a wailing widow, and the reigning Queen over the years, the momentous rarity of which surely lost on him. He knew her voice, he knew her face, zealous or depressed, closer than a civilian had any right to.
But how could it be? For it was not a simple slip-up, a debauchorous rumour that plagued the royalty every so often. For if it were the Great Chaste of Wolkenshire all along, being whipped like a cattle before her loving subjects.. Then she's also the Templeton Trollop, the Sinner from the Celibacy Trials, the raunchy dancer who takes pride in her work, and that avalanche of smut she had confessed to so far. If Labiet were to even consider the possibility, it would soon turn indigestible. He must believe all of it, or none of it.
He knew what he saw right now, right before.
Only he didn't know what it meant. Or what to make of it.
A state he shared with the tall stranger kneeling right next. The first time him showing any sign of worry, the sheer disbelief in his eyes, darting furiously. In a quick move, he unclasped his outer robe, and covered her near-naked state, carefully pulling down the hood over the face. As he did so, his eyes locked with Labiet's. Those were no daggers, but a firm glance to remind what he already knew.
Young man.. You'll take this to the grave.
Labiet felt his throat dry up, as he nodded back in agreement. And then he noticed the stare intensify, almost as if to underline.
Don't make me make sure.
With his hands still shaking Labiet bowed out, and stepped away, noticing the Whipper had already left the stage. He didn't look at the crowd, he didn't want to lock gaze with Hewitt, or Hoyt, or whatever his name was. He knew that he will for sure take this to his grave. And a part of him felt thankful, that he hadn't a clue what the thing was, to begin with. What does it mean?!
The young cleric felt like the butt of a cruel cosmic joke. In his earnest theological explorations, he had often felt himself lacking the marvel, that so much of the rest brimmed with, reading the accounts of divine miracles. That even after much diligent reading, grasping the various spiritual, metaphoric meanings of the text, he had no clue how an actual miracle would have appeared. Manifested. Made flesh right before. His youthful skepticism demanding proof, wondering had he been there, how it would have appeared. What shape would the unbelievable be accustomed to take. Like witnessing the actuality itself was key to the cosmic mysteries. And now..
Now he knew the shape, had witnessed the visage, in all its naked glory. A manifestation his inner skeptic couldn't possibly discard. But what it all actually meant, for real or in metaphor.. Such explanations were denied instead, this time. Why God, why?? What could this possibly mean, other than the world turning absurd on a blink.. Or am I quickly descending into madness..
What am I to confess even, to get this weight off my chest?
WHAT JUST HAPPENED, OH GOD..?!!
"Umm.. Cleric Labiet. Shouldn't we head to the church?"
Asked one of the Vigile guards, tapping on his shoulder.
Oh God! Abbess.!
The young cleric suddenly snapped out of it, remembering why the whole ordeal halted in the first place. The church bell! What was that about? Did something happen to the Grand Abbess?! I must hurry, I really must hurry.
"Are you responsible for her?"
Hoyt stared up at the tall stranger standing before, cloaked in clerical robs. In his sturdy hands, the limp body of Demura, the royal decoy. With his white outer robe draped over the nakedness. That voice.. Hoyt knew that voice.
"Who authorized you? If you lie, I'll know."
Hoyt felt cornered, worse than a prey, like a plaything. A puppet, absolutely helpless, his knees ready to give out any moment. His hands rose up beggingly, and his gaze shifted to the trembling ring finger. The stranger surely recognized the Cross of Absheil, but didn't seem too bothered. Though he sure looked a bit puzzled. The disguise did a pretty good job throwing him off, but Hoyt couldn't shake the sense of familiarity. The way he comands, so effortlessly. Like he's no stranger to having masses of men move to his will.
"A Cross of Absheil?..! So not just following orders.. You were at the helm."
Hoyt didn't even realize his own head bobbing.
"I didn't man to.. I got a little out of.."
"Qut of hand? A little..?!"
His calmness was surprising and terrifying at the same time. Hoyt was ready to get on his knees and beg for dear life. He had spotted by now, the hilt poking out. The stranger said.
"And you aren't at liberty to explain yourself, I suppose."
"I'm.. I.. I can't."
"Your name, kid?"
"Hoyt."
"Hoyt! Okay kid, here's what will happen."
His eyes bulged excitedly, as his head bobbed, which the stranger mistook for fear. But Hoyt was experiencing a revelation of sorts. He tried to grasp as much as possible, but his head was teeming with questions. He finally recognized the man before. Where they had met, what they had shared. And why, this was the kind of answer that bred more confusion than clarity. Questions he had no way of answering, and dared not to pose upfront. And a single answer he was sure as his faith in God.
It's him. It could only be him.
***
**
*
Void.
That wouldn't be too extreme a description. The last thing she saw was a flash of light, but perhaps it was the pain manifesting itself as such in her imagination, for her eyes had remained shut for the most part. No, that's not true. She remembered her lids parting at the very last minute, for a quick glimpse, feeling the wind on her face. Am I falling?
It had hardly lasted a blink, but she knew what she saw, right before her face plunged in to the cold. A pitifully crinkled blue face, dried tears forming salt lines down the cheeks, with a look of absolute exhaustion. And smudged upon the forehead, in clear capital letters, was the summation she couldn't deny.
R U I N E D
Before her eyes adjusted, the chants came from the looming darkness.
Ruined. Ruined. Ruined. It sounded like a prayer.
Maybe I am.. It's happening again, isn't it?
A thousand grips, again.
Five thousand nails tickling her sensitive skin. The pulsing heat in her nether only adding to the lightness. Her body remaining in that familiar posture, arms outstretched, legs splayed, bend at knees, and her quim, open for the taking.
She looked up, longingly, cravingly, for the musky pendulous beast-hood leaking profusely at her expense. Only it wasn't there anymore. Her ears popped, as the Queen looked around, disheartened. All she heard now was silence. Nothing crawled through her skin anymore. She was still in the void, but it looked very light. Very white. Why so quiet, so suddenly? Why have they left? And why.. do I miss.. the touch.? What is wrong with me, All-father?
She hung her head in shame. Not just embarrassment, but a deep sense of shame at her attempts so far, the conduct so far. Her gaze remained down, unfocused, as her mind quieted down. There's nothing more to do. No solace, no absolvement. May be it's all there is to it.



All I deserve. May be I should just..
Elanor noticed only then, the strange thing lying nest to her feet. It remained blurry with all the tears, so she blinked a couple times to adjust her eyes. The white floor made it easier to make out the shape, and the faint scent of ember sure helped. Burned to a crisp, yet maintaining it's memory in form. It looked like the shadow of something pure, once beautiful, and in full bloom. Petals of ash, on the verge of collapse.
It was the charred ghost of a flower. A dark desecrated remnant.
A Black Rose.
-
Black Rose, Nora!
Of course.. How could you miss something so plain?!
That answer sure brought alongside a box of questions, but it'll have to wait. For the Queen now felt, in over what seemed like months, truly at rest. The healing void of sleep finally welcoming, like the deep embrace from a long lost old friend. Dreams didn't dare whisper.
She never saw the dread in Labiet's eyes. The disbelief of her strange savior, or the way her once strict Handler stood, shaking like a leaf. All she remembered was the strangely soothing citrus scent. She felt safe in its presence. By the time her eyes opened, Elanor was back in her chamber. Waking up to a mixture of cold and burn on her back, she saw in a blur, the shape of Bellatrix exiting the room. She wanted to call out, but her lids felt heavy. Sleep wasn't done with her, and with no visions to disturb, the Queen went along with no qualms.
The memory of a fragrance. Masculine musk mixed with sunflower. The feel of a strong shoulder, pressed against her left cheek. A sense of care. Warm, protective care. That's all she'll remember about the black-out.
***
**
*
Hook, Line, and Sinker
- Twelve days later -
"This way, Her Ladyship. Please mind your head."
The Chief Guard walked slowly, waving his torch behind, for the benefit of the Head of households.
"I apologioze for the inconvenience. I would have brought the scoundrels to your office myself, but you insisted.. I don't understand Her Ladyship, why you chose to come down yourself."
"There's something I must verify personally, Chief Guard. Besides I don't mind getting the feet dirty."
Bellatrix said, carefully stepping over a dead rat, as she kept up with the pace. The holding cells were dark, humid, and stenchy, as expected of any dungeon, but it was larger than the two other she had visited the past four days. Rows of cells on either sides, some housing more than it should, some simply left empty, as if to save on the cleaning budget. Not that anything looked clean by any measure. There was no uniform, for these weren't convicts, but people waiting for trial. They looked more bored than anxious or desperate. The Chief guard said.
"I understand the secrecy, Her Ladyship. Given the nature of the accusation. You can count on my discretion."
She was rather amused by him continuing to address her as Ladyship, doubtless that only true bluebloods could become the Head of Households. She would have indulged in the harmless role-play further, if not for the million troubles she had been keeping track of, these past two weeks. Firstly, her Queen.
The marks were healing up pretty quickly by some miracle, even her harshly bruised breasts. Almost as it the Castigator went to great lengths to ensure no serious or permenant damage. That is, except for the one on her back-torso. That is still healing. The Queen will start convening regular courts in a few days, even with the injury, so Bella knew the current assignement was a priority. The official cover-story was Her Highness got injured during a random horse-riding session. Simple, yet believable, considering how famous the Queen's taste in horsemanship was. Lady Requina was excused, with the rest of the swords-training put on hold, but the Queen still insists on resuming at the earliest. As if, she's got a duel to worry about.. Nora, you are so childish at timers.
But Bella had larger worries at the moment. She had suspended the 'Handler Protocol' until further notice, and recaled the 'Cross of Absheil'. Well, all but one. Jokshun was on an errand, and won't beck till next weel. But I have worse worries now. If Hoyt is correct, at least three people were on-stage when the identity was compromised. Wasting no time, Bella reached out to Commander Cyrian from Domestic Espionage, or Sir Babyface as she jokingly refered. They had developed a good rapport during the recent tasks, that he send his best men with no questions asked. Two men teams were assigned to surveil both the Whipper and Labiet, to keep track of all they met, the topics they discussed, and any unusual rumors about the recent public castigation. Two additional agents were send undercover, to work in the Hillsdale docks for a month, to keep an ear out for similar tales.
Bellatrix knew well, that the trickiest would be the third one. The stranger, whom Hoyt swears he recognized. His identity alone, if true, could prove the most problematic. Which is why she put her most efficient spy on him, Finoch, from the Imperial Espionage. But this would be a tricky one, even for such an experienced agent, given who the stranger was. Well, nothing you can do now, so.. No point worrying, Her 'Ladyship'. We'll cross that bridge when it comes to it.
Bella still couldn't believe her Queen was dragged out like a common culprit, and paraded through the streets, just as she had challenged. Only when she said so, the Horse Whisperer was making a point, not a wish. That hypothetically, a loving subject wouldn't be able to grasp the truth of watching his beloved Queen in a state of sacrilege. That such a revelation would be so mind-blowing to simply accept, that he'd rather blame himself delusional than trust his own senses. But, Bella knew..
She had always known, that there's a limit to deception by shock and awe. That finding one's absolute idol reduced to an artifact for desecration isn't, unfortunately, so far-fetched. It may be peacetime now, but they have all heard stories, of warring tibes, clans and kings, adding to their harems, the wives of their opponents. Watching the Queen-consort give triumphant speewches to inspire the men one day, and finding her being escorted to the slave market after seige the next morning, chained and dressed down.. Such sights weren't forgotten by the old-timers, so.. Bella was well aware now, of the limits of her hypothetical.
"Here they are, Her Ladyship. The bloody heathen mongerels..!"
The hate in his voice was palpable, as Lady Agrafena took a step closer to the cell, observing the inmates. There were three, but her eyes caught on to the youngest. She'll have to ask him a few questions, to be absolutely sure, but her gut feeling said, this is the one. She had never felt so sure in the three prisons she had comberd through, the last few days.
The lad Her Highness deemed worthy of her care.
Aspiring mercenery. Young lover. Accused pagan sympathizer.
Nikhael Divii.
Ten minutes later, Bella was in the Chief Guard's chamber, as the guards dropped a chained Nikhael Divii onto one of the chairs.
"I'd like a word with him, alone."
Once the guards cleared, she sat across him, her eyes darting between the files in her hand, and the man before. He looks depressed and despirited now, but I can see how a smile on that face could charm someone's socks off. But enough to charr your sacred rose?! I don't get young love, I'm better of with my stallions. Bellatrix sighed, and pulled out a letter from the mix.
"Answer me truthfully, Nikhael. And I might be able to help you."
The young man nodded, but his didn't show much hope. Bella showd him the letter, and began quoting.
"My dearest Divii.. Please don't lose aith my love. It may feel like a hopeless hell. I understand now, for I have as well, walked through hell to save your soul. And why wouldn't I?! It's as much mine, as it is yours..."
Her gaze darted back up. He still showed no hope, but his eyes sure looked misty. Like he'd have lunged and snatched the letter, had he any strength. Bellatrix continued.
"That your lady love, Divii? Or is she talking of someone else?"
He didn't answer, as if he feared the implication. As if he deathly feared, any amorous links to hiomself would curse the other to the same fate as his own. He didn't even meet Bella's gaze.
"I need an answer, Nikhael. You are telling me, one way or the other."
The frail man gently tilted up his head, his gaze finally locking with heres. It had that strange determination only fear could bring out. Not fear of death, but something far worse. This isn't going to be easy, Bella realized as she pressed on.
"Her name. For your freedom."
***
**
*
- Three days later -
"If I may, Highness. We tried all proper channels, but all they said was 'orders from top', even the Ministry of Transport and trade. Frankly, we are exhausted, and a bit confused. I mean, for the Ministry to be ordered. Did the people of Hillsdale do anything untoward."
Dashiel II, the Earl of Sanctum and represetative of Hillsdale perched up to the edge of his seat, his eyes pining for leniency. A hint of smile slipped out the lip corner, as Elanor forced a neutral front. Oh my! Was there something untoward, done to me on the soil oil Hillsdale..?! Her eyes darted to the two other men present, the much older Lord Gustin, the previous representative and celebrated war-veteran. And the one man who the Queen herself found increasingly loathsome, especially with their paths crossing so frequently lately, though she had reasons to look forward to this instance. Clergyman Didier Lupsink, Ministerial Manager of the Church grounds and closet-degenerate. There wasn't a thing about him that she didn't hate, top of which was the mask of compassion he so effortlessly slipped on.
The Queen turned to the elder nobleman, and nodded. Your thoughts, Lord Gustin? In support of the Earl, he spoke.
"Highness, as you know. Pinemore, Koxvold, even Greyshire.. All countrysides not so different from Hillsdale till a decade or two ago. Now, these are all major industrial hubs, urbanized and developed rivalling any typical urban sphere. The workflow so stramlined, production doubled, profits hiking, including contributions in tax and fees. Making the most out of the natural resources. There are downsides of course, calculated and unprecedented, and we Hillsdalers take great pride in the scenic beauty we were blessed with, but.. Times are changing, we have to move forward."
"We should, together.."
The young Earl cut him off as polite as one could. He seemed way too invested in the issue, visibly shaken, like it was his campaign promise.
"Highness, apologies. Lord Gustin can get a bit too verbose at times. I'll get to the point. We were promised a sizable fund as well as infrastructural aid, for developing our transport ways. Better roads conneting the various orchards to docks, bridges, modern wharfs to accomodate double the docking, a bigger storage hub next to the banks.."
"And the promised School of Sciences by the Sanctum Hill."
Gustin reminded, which seemed to annoy the Earl as he continued.
"Of course the school, Sir Gustin. Education is important. But more so is the possibilities of trade, with the improved exports, the profits and so on. Have you ever tried the Hillsdale produce, Highness? The most delectable, I swear on my life!"
Elanor simply closed her eyes to nod. Of course I have. The apples in particular. Her eyes darted to the clergyman next.
""What do you prefer, Brother Lupsink? Growing fast, big and bloated fast? Or steady, strong and balanced?"
"Highness, one can't fault ambition. Profit is progress, it adds to providence. The more we enrich, the stronger we grow. The kind of bloat that feeds envy. I'd say wear it with pride."
Of course you would, swine.. The Queen grinned wide, just to mask her grimace.
"Lord Gustin.."
"Yes Highness."
The old man leaned in eagerly.
"It's an honor meeting you. I've heard great tales of your remarkable service, legends that inspire the youngsters to this day. The Kingdom is immensly grateful."
"Dutybound. That's all there is to it, Highness. Anyone in my place would have done the same.."
"You are being too modest. Me and the Earl here, we are younger lot. We sure look far into the future, but we lack what you possess. A firm rooting in the past. We are privy just to the fruits of urbanization. Like you said, Pinemoore, Greyshire. Have you met the Head of Households?"
"We have, Highness.." The Earl jumped in, annoyingly so. "She had dined with us a couple times, during her short stay in Hillsdale."
"A close second to heaven! That was her impression of the place." Elanor said, her eyes back at the older noobleman.
"She's a bright one, that girl. A bit too workoholic, so I insisted she go on a break. Spend some lone time, in a place where nights are rejuvenatingly quiet, and sights a salve to the restless.."
"That sounds like Hillsdale."
Gustin beemed with pride. Like he was more proud of the birthplace, than all his accomplishments combined. The Queen continued.
"As you know well, if it was fifteen years ago, she would have had a lot more choices. In fact, I'm sure she would have preffed kayaking in the Koxvold river. I mean, not in the polluted mess it had become, but you know.. A decade ago, Hillsdale and Greyshire were identically idyllic. Both beautiful, but nothing to boast off, compared to the Koxvold rapids."
Clergyman Lupsink relaxed back into his seat. He had no dog in the fight anyhow, he was just there to dispassionately represent the Clergy, by request of the Head of Households of all people. In fact he was more interested in talking with this Lady Agrafena, of him he had heard only great things from fellow cleric, Ishikawa. And if the shibari specialist speaks so highly, she must have some pretty unique appetite. Sure, Ishikawa never shared any details, the man was discrete to a fault, but Lupsink wasn't one to pass up on a chance to make powerful friends.
He had of course heard rumors about the Queen, her unusually close bond with this young lass, and the dominant streak they both shared. Perhaps he could lure the pair, or at least Lady Agrafena, with the young thing he had been toying with lately. It was all speculation, fatty snacks for a depraved mind. Although it isn't so far-fetched a speculation to consider bratty beasts prefering the delicacy of a lamb. For there was something certainly beastial, in the gaze of her Highness, and the famed Horse Whisperer, he had often felt. Powerful friends are a requirement, when aiming for the seat of High Priest. Father Benedictus is getting too old, so Lupsink had to act quick.
Lord Gustin took no offence in the Queen's observation, comparing Hillsdale to Koxvold.
"I share the same concerns, Highness, but.."
As he took a moment to formulate, the young Earl spouted.
"Highness, you can't expect us to sit with our hands tied, when the rest is out-competing us at every level. Not to mention, our plans aren't nearly as detructive. And, what's wrong with a little less green, if it feeds a few more mouths?!"
"Because Earl, there'll always be a few more mouths. And only so much green to shed. Wait another decade and you'll witness, in the very same shining examples you chose, Dashiel. The consequences of ill-thought-out good intentions. But I'm not here to dictate the fate of Hillsdale. I won't put my foot down, until it's absolutely certain you are heading down to hell. I'm simply suggesting you think it through."
Elanor felt hopeful, as the glare in his eyes turn inward, like he was truly pining for an alternative. Like he wouldn't have asked for this, if there was an alternative. Gripping the young Earl's hand in support, Lord Gustin said.
"I love my home with all my heart, Highness. But I can't deny the young lot their rightful shot at destiny. Hillsdale isn't just the greens. It's all life, all people."
"Precisely my concern, Gustin."
Elanor said, which confused and intruiged both the men. Lupsink had long stopped listening. She continued.
"Earl of Sanctum, your wife's family is the largest exporter in Hillsdale. And your close friend Lord Liftin owns a third of the orchards. There are over half a dozen of people in your court, urging for extreme industrial solutions, all of who stands to gain personally."
"Highness, I can vouch for the character of this Sir Dashiel."
The older nobleman sounded near-paternal.
"Lord Gustin, I'm not blaming his ambition. If anything, I cherish it myself, and respect him for it. More so, for not pushing the truly destructive industrial options, despite pressure from his close circles. This is different. We have to progress for sake of all people. You said it yourself."
"I fail to see the connection, Highness."
The young Earl nodded in agreement. Elanor said.
"The Minaries, the Yaoshis, the Pemanjees.. The dozen documented Hilltribes from the lower sides. The countless dwindling subcultures from the heights.. Subsisting off the forest, the keepers of the wild. Hillsdale is probably the rare exception that managed integration with the native tribes, with all the differences in faith, culture, even language. I'm not asking for you to stay grounded indefinitely, for the rest to catch up. I'm suggesting taking it slow, so the rest don't feel in their bones, as being left out. You can't build roads connecting all orchards without disturbing the forest. Irrevocably so. And worse, it'll leave the Hillstribe jobless. The ones who famously can trek across the terrain for days, balancing load on their heads, with superhuman endurance and balance. At half the cost of a migrant worker, mind you. You'll be cutting of the livelihood, of the very ones who made an honest effort to adapt."
The men were visibly impressed, and moved. These were details so subtle, that they truly were baffled how the Queen of Wolkenshire managed to glean it all form a few reports, most of which were hastily written, chokeful of agendas than facts. The oldman looked disheartened, like he had failed himself by not seeing it himself. Dashiel could be excused for his age and ambition, but how could Gustin in all his wisdom overlook something so crucial. Perhaps it takes a fresh set of eyes, to see the obvious, and the profound. Thank God for the Great Chaste's watchful gaze. It's almost as if she had walked alongside the tribes. The Queen continued.
"I'm not asking for a long halt. The young ones from the tribes are adapting pretty quickly, I hear. Wait till they pick up on the opportunities, wait till most of the workforce is an even mix, and not just the migrant workers hired for dirt-cheap. The kind that makes more trouble than good."
To that Gustin sighed in agreement, remembering the disgraceful display at the Chastisement Ceremony from weeks ago. He was shocked to hear that the crowd was quite large, even with most of the townsfolk choosing to leave halfway through, for such blatant sadism was never part of the culture they prided in. It must have been them filthy day-wagers, not the God-fearing people of Hillsdale. Getting drunk and causing all ruckus, bloody outlanders. Such a shame! What has my Hillsdale become?!
Jumping at the chance to suck up to the throne, Clergyman Lupsink spoke suddenly.
"On that, I absolutely agree with Her Highness. The only people these developments truly benefit, are the select few who are already rich and powerful. Moreover if we destroy the traditional livelihood, especially of the tribesmen who are strong in numbers, yet haven't completely integrated.. If they feel alienated, and the sentiments will surely spread quick, then it could lead to a civil unrest the likes of the border-tribes conflict."



Elanor nodded smiling, well aware of his trecherous tongue. She said to the noblemen.
"I'd suggest we waiting further urbanization, at least till the next generation of the Hilltribes mature. Again, this isn't a command, but a suggestion. What do you prefer, after all? Growing big and bloated fast, or strong and balanced unrushed? Both comes with hidden costs, the obvious and the unintended. One thing is for sure. If a section of the people feels targeted, if you take away their reasons to live and prosper, they'll left with just one. To kill and plunder. You have seen more wars than one could count, Lord gustin, to know how it goes. You know well, how it always goes.."
It wasn't an order, but there weren't much of a choice either, the way she phrased it. Elanor couldn't decipher the astonishment on the veteran's face, but the Earl of Sanctum had a vague sense why his usual verbose self had chosen quietude.
There's something about this girl, this woman..
Our personal pride, the Great Chaste of Wolkenshire..
A speck of divinity perhaps, helping her see through, to the very soul of this Kingdom. Hear the rhythm of its heart. To be in her presence, we couldn't have been more blessed.
The discussion wrapped up shortly, with the Queen offering some substantial subsidies to ease the burden. She knew it was a tough choice, and the Earl would need some solid political win to justify his decision to the detractors. As the noblemen from Hillsdale bid farewell, the Clergyman bowed and said.
"It was a pleasure to watch you work Her Highness. Politics is always a fascinating process. Shall I take leave?"
"Would you be interested, Clergyman, in something mutually beneficial?"
I thought so, Lupsink smiled within.
"I'm a Man of Faith, Highness, but not just. I too am a child of Wolkenshire, your humble subject. Benefit or not, your wish is my command. Please order away."
He said, even as he felt in his gut, that she could see through the mask quite effortlessly. Am I getting sloppy?!
"Well, mutual benefit is an overstatement, but.. A favor, I'd say. To side-step an impending headache. Nothing terribly inconvenient, but I rather it just vanish. Poof! You know how nagging things can get."
"Highness, let me be of service. I wish for nothing in return."
"I hear there's a vacancy in Proctorship. It requires someone of merit."
And I thought I was the silver-tongued devil.. Lupsink knew his bulging eyes had ruined all pretense. And he couldn't even blame himself, for Proctorship was such an attractive offer. Being Proctor to the High Priest certainly puts him up a notch, even with the downsides of the position.
"Highness. How may I?"
"Help yourself.?! Clergyman, I have three pressing cases of convicts needing pardon. These are dire cases, running out of time, and when I say pardon, I mean the 'Sovereign Pardon'. Lady Agrafena here has personally vetted them, and she concluded that even with the grave blasphemic nature of the alleged crimes, these were mostly acts committed out of ignorance and stupidity, even a misplaced sense of honor, than real malice."
Lupsink looked to his right, as the Head of Households stepped in, bowing. Sneaky little bitch. Eavesdropping, were you? He asked feigning concern.
"How grave are we talking, Lady Agrafena?"
"Highness. Brother Lupsink. Extremely, I'd say. Nothing short of a rope, if it gets to trial. And with the Southern Clerics making so much noise.."
"The Southern Clerics?!" Lupsink had always hated their prudish gut. Elanor said.
"The Southern Clerics weren't exactly polite with their protestation, about the 220c Penal Amend. Considering the pagan-nature of the alleged crimes.. You know how quick they get triggered about paganism. If I use the Sovereign-Hand.. That would only fuel their grudge, they aren't my biggest fans already. Nothing that upsets the apple-cart, but.. It creates an imbalance, inelegantly so. I don't like the look."
Vanity?! So uncharacteritic of the propagandized ideal of Great Chaste.. What more is there, beneath the facade? The Clergyman nodded, amused. Is there a rise with pagan fascinations recently, I wonder. Especially with the young ones.
"Highness, I can see who such an action can be construed politically, and not just by Southern Clerics. But I don't see how I could help alleviate your headache."
Of course you do, you depraved snake. You just want me to say it myself, admit that you hold the power. Elanor fumed within, as she spoke.
"Like how we used to handle the immature noblemaidens, I suppose.. Who thought it'd be funny to dabble in witchcraft back in the days, perform a few summonings and seance with trusted company."
Lupsink had something else in mind, but this worked as well. Before witchcraft became such a taboo, it was something most of the curious youngones indulged in. No one took it seriously, it was more of a youthful dare, than any serious fascination for most. And it wasn't like the nobility were goiung to let their children burn at stake. So they'd pay up the church to purge these 'ill-advised sins' as they called it. The purging Clergyman could command tutelage for a period no longer than six months, during which he'll make sure the accused comes back to the path of the Holy Writ. In the later years, the scope of the practice was expanded to include many minor blasphemies, addiction to vices, even indirect pagan associations.
I was expecting somerthing far more questionable. Lupsink smiled reassuringly, as Bella eplained.
"The trio was arrested four months back, escorting a cargo of antiquities. More than half of which were Pagan artifacts. These were hired mercenaries, but for some moral code, they refused to name the client. Charged with possession, that too of pagan idols. They didn't catch the severity of it until they got jailed."
"Barely in their twenties, can you imagine?"
Elanor said, studying the Clergyman's face, as Bella continued.
"Two of them are, Highness. Their leader, Riako Shumin is in his thirties. A brave soldier till he was kicked out of the army. Too much of a loose canon. His new underlings are Favien Mark and Nikhael Divii, both just turned twenty."
Divii..?! Such a rare name.. Where have I heard it before? It took less than a second for Lupsink to connect the dots. The jolt of recognition in his eyes did not go unnoticed. As Elanor nodded, Bella bowed and exited the room.
"Brother Didir Lupsink. I see that you recognize the name."
Lupsink put up an impressive mask of indifference, but it was obvious to the Queen how terrified he was by the implications. What did she you mean?! He didn't confirm, or deny.
"Riako Shumin. It's an open secret. He's the illegitimate son of.. Let's say, his blood is as blue as it comes. Half of it, at least."
Elanor nearly cracked up, watching his look of relief. She could have enjoyed it further, if not for the memories of him helping her empty the bed-pan, from that distasteful night. You're being too harsh, Nora. Its more like, one of the few distasteful events from an otherwise productive night.
"The thought had crossed my mind, Highness." Lupsink lied.
"I can't in good conscious allow it, even though his lineage had never been acknowledged, and.. If not for the pagan angle, I would have asked Father Benedictus, but.. Well, as lenient as he is, you know how he gets about pagans. The one thing he refuses to remain open-minded, even for sake of compassion. You on the other, Brother Lupsink, are morally flexible I'm told. So.. My concern is Riako, but pardoning all three douses any questions of privilege. Clergyman, can I count on you?"
Lupsink did a good job nodding along, but he never heard half the things bein said. His mind was too focused on one image. The unforgettable state of his Black Rose, the moment she dropped the keys. Her silent wails of protest, tears of her nether that were as salty as the real thing, the sudden rigidity of her flesh, still in denial. I was thinking of contacting her again, and then this happens.?! With a rare name as Divii, it couldn't have been anyone else, but her unlucky love. It's almost like the God's from above prefers her fate in my hands. What sins must have she committed in the past life, I wonder. Not that I'm complaining.
As the Queen looked at him quizzically, thoughts rushed to his mind.
It wouldn't take much to convince her, that her fiance's pardon my doing. She'd be deeply grateful, feeling indebted, extremely suggestable. Wouldn' bat an eye to accompany him, alongside his new protector. The events from the party, undoubtedly weighing down her heart. Even if the warrior blood in her protests.. No, she won't. Not after what that night did to her. Of course, I'll have to share, and not just with that pagan cretin. Pagans are infamous for their sex-rituals. Should I try bringing him to the fold?
Also, there's the promise I made to Sir Lancet. Horny old dog.. With the Proctorship, I can't leave the premises, so the old man will have to visit. No, that won't be necessary. I can simply send her to him, so he can take it slow. Even wheelchair bound, Lancet is still one of the best. The things he would teach, oh dear.. The possibilities made him giddy, as Lupsink said.
"I'm more than happy to take him on Highness. It's my calling after all, to guide lost souls back to light."
He spoke for a few minutes, trying to ensure the Queen that the deed is done, trying to impress upon her that he's a valuable, trustworthy tool. When he left, Bellatrix joined the Queen.
"Did he take the bait?"
"Hook, line and sinker, if it were anyone else. But with this little snake, I'll wait a day. You got the papers ready, Bella?"
"All ready Highness. Shall I send it his way right away?"
"Hold it. Let him simmer, thinking he's doing me a favor. Let him worry about it taking long, wondering if someone else had scooped in and helped out instead. He'll reach out, eager to assist. Then we'll know for sure."
"Why must we involve him at all, Highness? Couldn't we just.."
"I can't pardon, Bella. I'm not the Quueen Consort anymore, to use the Sovereign Hand. And yes, Bishop Benedictus would be pleased to help, but.. It just feels just, you know.. Making Lupsink right the wrongs he himself made."
"But don't you find it a little risky, Highness? Given the power he has over the accused, Nikhael.. What if he tries his luck again, with the 'Black Rose'?"
"He definitely will. I bet that is why he agreed, Bella."
"Shouldn't we warn Nikhael?"
"Nikhael won't be joining the Clergyman. Nor will his fiance."
"Wouldn't he be bound by the Rules of Tutelage, for six months?"
"Calling it 'Tutelage' is namesake, Bella. It was created to help bail out the nobility, remember? A rule cooked up when certain practices suddenly got criminalized. It's a conditional bail, and all the terms of a bail applies. Do you really think any young noble hot-head actually subjected themselves to six months of theology? They just paid to purge the supposed sins, that's all. The payment is the proof of completion."
"So why would Lupsink agree? I mean, if he knows how easy it is to.."
"Oh, it isn't easy. In fact, he knows damn well, that neither the accused nor his Black-Rose, is capable of coming up with the required sum. As I said, it was meant for the nobility, Bella, but that doesn't mean it was an easy off. The bail-amount is sizable enough to make most nobles squirm."
"So you are going to bail him out."
"I must. Given what I allowed happen to that girl, albeit in a deeply compromised state.. I owe it to her."
"Highness, she chose to do so. Sure, the choices weren't ideal, nor the participants without malice, manipulative at every turn, but.. She chose the ordeal, in exchange for saving Nikhael's soul. Not his honor, not his life. His soul! And as stupid as it sounds, she is getting more than what she prayed for. And this Nikhael.."
"Does he know, Bella? Of what may have happened to his love.."
"No. Should I tell?"
"No, no.. It's.. It isn't our place to.. Nope. And with him not budging, even with you promising an out.."
"I was impressed with that part as well, Highness. In the six hours of questioning he never revealed her name. Considering how weak and desperate he looked, that's saying something. He had to have known, it isn't about her identity. Of course, it won't be hard at all, to trace the letter. Would you like to.."
"I'd rather not, Bella. I know you get a kick, from playing detectives and spies, but.. I've done all I can to compensate, and I believe I know alread. The details don't really make any difference now."
Bellatrix shook her head. Sometimes she could read her Queen's silence, but others just left her clueless. She decided to shift the focus slightly.
"Consider him pardoned, Highness. What about when the Clergyman figures it out?"
"What about that sicko?! He'll be stuck in that island for three years. Costs of Proctorship, Bella. And as I said, 'Tutelage' is a bail. There are provisions to pay anonymously, provisions that aren't accessible to the general public. Which would clue in Lupsink, that Nikhael too has powerful friends. Powerful enough to bail him out, to wathc his back. That would do most of the deterring."
"What about her? What stops Lupsink from blackmailing her again?"
"Knowing that Nikhael's got powerful friends, for one. And what is there to blackmail?! You mean the love-letters he had acquired? You can't punish for what has already been pardoned, by yourself of all people. Besides, I bet Lupsink will burn the letters himself, if he decides to pardon. Once his sign is on the paper, any such evidence could only be used to ridicule his judgement."
That is likely. Bella nodded.
"Maybe.. But Highness.."
"Bellatrix."
"Yes, Highness."
The Queen took a pause, wondering if she's about suggest overstepping a boundary.
"I would like to meet him once, Bella. This Nikhael, whom that poor girl found so damn special, that she chose to.. do the unbearable. Could you arrange for, this evening?"
"Highness, isn't it best we keep our distance?"
"He should be warned, Bella. To stay away from Lupsink. I think he'd be much safer along the Calthean midlands, where the Pagan support is still active. Away from Wolkenshire, and the reach of the Southern Clerics. At least for an year or two, till the dust settles."
"All valid points, which I will surely convey. No need for you to.."
"Bella. Stop."
Bellatrix was taken aback by the shift in her tone. The Queen looked away, as if not wanting her to see, but one could make out a glint in her eyes. Was it a tear? Walking around, she noticed Elanor's digits fidgetting around her ring finger. A plain silver ring with a single ruby pearl shined, with a strange rose glimmer. Sounding parched, the Queen spoke.
"There's something I want him to have."
***
**
*
"Here, let me."
Sister Lyanda said, grabbing the napkin, as the hospice stood up from the bedside, holding the dining tray. The Grand Abbess, Mother Floress to her, was having one of her better days, leaning against the pillows, looking well-rested. Her old lips maintained a performative pout, ignoring Lyanda's attempt to wipe her chin, like a kid throwing tantrum. The hospice chuckled at the response, as she bowed and left the room.
"It's been a week since the two weeks, Her Holiness. How long are we sticking to this silent treatment?"
"No longer.."
Came a frail, yet determined voice, much to Lyanda's surprise. It barely had any warmth, that she was used to in all their exchanges. The Grand Abbess was clearly mad still, and despite the close bond they had developed in three years, it seemed to Lyanda that perhaps she had pushed past the limits. After all, she had essentially announced to the whole countryside, that Mother Floress was no more. She could blame them for judging to conclusions, for it could have been any other emergency, and if it was a court hearing she could have won without breaking a sweat. But this was the Grand Abbess. Her Mother Floress. The one who was synonymous with compassion. If she was this mad still, perhaps this was a step too far, regardless the reason. Did it come across as me taking advantage of her sickness? Her relative silence? Did she think that was my intention?
Her thoughts got interrupted when the Grand Abbess pulled out a file from underneath her pillow. Lyanda took the file, baffled and intrigued, and opened it. Her eyes nearly exploded from shock, as it darted up and down the document inside.
"A Renouncement Form?! Abbess Flores, I.."
"I want you gone."
Lyanda felt her throat dry up, as the world began to sway, like caught in a wave. Her whole identity was tied up with the Southern Clerics, her proficiency in religious law, the relationships she had build, both professional and personal, the entire person of hers that navigated the real world had become inseparable with Southern Clerics. Putting that aside, this strange pain that stayed away, only thanks to the numbness from the shock. Of taking such a definitive news directly from the Great Abbess. Mother Floress, who hadn't given a stern look even,to this day. Who had been the most maternal figure ion her life, taking her confessions, guiding her prayers, helping her heal and grow. Renouncement is tantamount to banishment from clergy. She'll have no trouble practicing law, or building a strong career, for her reputation was solid. But she'll never be a part of the clergy.
"So that's what it feels like. huh?!"
Floress said, something of a sly smile spreading across her lips..
"What?!"
"To toss something preposterous, just to get a reaction. The cunning never loses a certain joy. To spite, to toy. I may be old, but I understand the appeal."
Floress suppressed her own chuckling, so as to not trigger another coughing fit. Lyanda was so confused, that she took a double-take, to make sure she didn't misread. It was a Renouncement Form, that too signed by the Grand Abbess Herself. Lyanda noticed her name was left blank, but it was normal for the renuncee to fill her part later on. Did she just lie? Just to get back at me?!
"Before you ask, I didn't." Lyanda nearly dropped the file, as the elderly nun continued, reaching out, and turning over the first page of the document. It read like a defense-argument, fairly detailed but lacking a legal vision or verbiage. Lyanda got the picture quickly.
"You want me representing someone?"
"God-forbid things get to that. No, I want your expertise in modifying the scheme, closing the loopholes, such that things never get to a court."
Lyanda closed the file, as if nothing about it mattered to her.
"So Mother Floress.. You've actually forgiven me, for.."
"Telling the whole countryside I died..?!"
The elderly woman coughed up laughing, as the nun helped her recline into a better posture. Smiling sheepishly, like the kid only Mother Abbess could bring out from her, Lyanda replied.
"I said no such thing."
"But you could have.. Come clean, all this time."
"To the town-folk?!"
"To me, child."
Resting her palm gently on the forehead, checking temperature, Lyanda said.
"I said sorry to you, all week. I said it was a mistake."
"That was no mistake, what you did. You'd rather not tire me with another confession. I know."
Sitting by the bedside, the young nun waited on, listening to her breath, when it suddenly occurred to her. That idiot Labiet?!
"Don't tell me you asked that young cleric kid?"
"Oh, don't be hard on that poor thing. Can you imagine stepping up to mediate against that brute of a Whipper?! Besides, he told me about the absolvement. How merciless it got as it went on, and if not for the bell.. Well. There are somethings he wouldn't even admit to, and there was his strangely anxious eyes. Fearful and in disbelief. Of what? I doubt the kid knows it himself. If it got him that disturbed, I can imagine the effect it had on you, my child."



Gently massaging the elder woman's palm, Lyanda reassured.
"It's alright. I'm.. I am alright. So, what's this, with you wanting me gone? You sure it's something I can't work on, while taking care of you? Who's the client??"
"Think of her as a friend. She's looking for a reliable soul, that a legal guard-dog. She asked for my best, and dear.. I need you by her side, especially now. The work she's been doing.."
"Oh, this must be someone up in the clergy, then.."
"No dear. This is royal bloodline. You heard of Lady Ruarkin?"
The name sure ringed a bell, as Lyanda nodded.
"You mean the Duchess of Ruarkin, sister to the Throne of Vankenbraum, blood sibling of Queen Esmeralde. The infamous social reformer and natural philosopher. the Princess Estrella of Ruarkin.?!"
Lyanda found herself of two mind. On the one-hand this was her personal hero, even though it was her stance against the Church that propelled Princess Estrella to such infamy. Well, infamy in the eyes of the clergy. The fair share of commoners and key-figures in nobility had always been supportive of her, silently though. But on the other hand, she had serious reservation about meeting her heroes. Especially in light of her recent heated exchange with the Great Chaste. If Princess Estrella was anything like her dear niece, this would be turn extremely unpleasant quickly, for Lyanda wasn't known to hold her tongue out of fealty.
Sensing her conflict, Mother Floress said.
"I can see her reputation crossing with your faith, Lyanda. But do not mistake the views of the Church for the views of Heaven. There is great danger in confusing one of the many means to God Almighty, as the only means. In my younger days Estrella was a great influence, in making that distinction. In reminding me, that Church is just one of the many. That, even the clergy isn't beyond straying. If not for her taking lead, fighting vocally in many Royal courts, against the fixation with witch-hunts getting out of hands.. At such a young age when her sister was busy with her many lovers, risking renouncement from nobility at times.. Child, it may look obvious and foolish now, but there was a time when an allegation of witchcraft was enough of a death-sentence. It would have spread like a wild fire, burning the family alongside the accused. The cultish fervor was so deranged back then, that if not for her, they puritans would have decimated female population, across kingdoms. And even me would have blindly cheered on, if not for figures like her speaking out, shedding light."
"Abbess, please. Don't exert yourself too much. I understand, I'll leave as soon as I'm done with the paperwork."
Rubbing her temple, Flores replied.
"The Clerics will take care of it. You just need to read the fine print and be present at the submission. I know how rigorous you were on the Section 220, but that is a lost cause now, and my old friend will better appreciate your time."
Lyanda sniggered, obviously thinking about something else.
"What now?" Floress patted her shoulder.
"No, Mother Floress. I just noticed. You signed an official Renunciation form just to pull my leg. That's so hilariously grey a shade, for the prim and proper Grand Abbess."
"Well.. Yes, and no."
Lyanda looked back, puzzled.
"You weren't called upon to the cloth, Lye. But in dire need of the structure, in the aftermath of that horror. And it has served you well. Look at you, my child! Going toe to toe with the throne, I couldn't be more proud. But I don't want this cloth turning a cage, and though some consider it an insult, Clerical Renunciation is not banishment. It's the application after all, that turns something a blessing, or curse. If you ever felt your heart, truly suffocating in the holy-cloth, I want you to have the form. I want you knowing, that you got my blessing,"
The pair didn't spoke afterwards. Lyanda sat by the bedside, watching her idol slowly drift into sleep. She didn't release her grip, for not wanting to disturb. Prayer seemed appropriate.
***
**
*
"Right foot. Advance.."
CLINK!
"Focus on the turn."
CLANK! CLINK!
"Block, BLOCK!"
BAM!
"Retreat, flank from left."
SWOOOOSH!!
"I said left!"
Swooshh..
CLANK!
"Yes, like that. Parry wide."
CLINK! CLANK! CLINK!
"Not just brute force. Draw the power from the ground."
CLANK! CLINK!
"Watch the step. Yes! Like that. Turn with your hips. Yes, yes and.. Done."
The pair stopped the sparring, still maintaing the posture, six feet from each other. The swords drawn back, the body at ease, yet vigilant enough to pounce at command. Taking a moment to calm her breath, Requina finally lowered her sword, signalling the session is over for the day. As Elanor followed suit, with primal elation in her eyes, the kind only some rough and tumble play could elicit, Requina concluded.
"Do it with heart, my Queen. Draw power from your core. Not just muscles, but the belly, your life-force. Feel it flow, follow the flow, and when you feel it flow well enough, direct it to your attacks. You'll be unstoppable. Muscles sure help, but not against a sharp blade. You are swift, nimble enough to evade, than using blocks.. Still, I'd recommend you focussing on blocking. And.."
Requina paused midway, observing the Queen. Maybe I shouldn't dump it all at once. Considering Highness is still in recovery. As the signature concern returned to her eyes, Elanor replied.
"You were going easy on me, Instructor."
"Highness, please.. Requina will do. I'm just doing this since father is away."
Elanor shook her head.
"And Instructor Drubin is so proud, I have no doubt. But hey.. Within the dojo, you are the Instructer. And me, just a student. An eager, obedient student."
"Sure, Highness. Then why don't you obey, when I insisted you take another week off."
"I did rest up, for a whole week. Physicians agreed that I'm fit to practice, so long as we.."
"Highness, you are struggling to keep up. And I went easy. Why are we practicing this hard anyhow?!"
Elanor chuckled. Because I want to beat the smirk off that arrogant bastard's mug, in a proper duel for one. But she couldn't tell that, even though she knew Requina suspecting it has something to do with Kazian, vaguely aware of their dojo encounter.
"Hehe.. Queening is a lot of sitting around, Requina. I'm sure you can understand the lure of a good work out."
The young prodigy walked up, taking the practice sword from Elanor.
"Highness, you aren't.. Hmmm... You are hurting. May be not your mind, but your body is. You aren't standing wide and low as you used to, your strikes lack the fire, and you get breathless way too quickly. May be your mind enjoys the rush, but your body.. It is still healing. Falling off the stallion is no joke. We are lucky you didn't break any ribs."
Yes. The cover story. Nicely done, Bella. As far as the rest is concerned, the Queen had a horse-riding injury during her travels. With court dropped for a week, appointments kept to a minimum, this gave Elanor enough time to heal up. She was no stranger to bruises, the pain wasn't nothing she couldn't manage. But the nature of the marks meant she had to stay near-naked with the all the herbal salve applied.
"Instructor Requina. I can manage, believe me."
The Queen followed her to the side-stand, where she secured the practice swords.
"That may be, Highness. I'm just saying, you'll have a hard time convincing my father, let alone getting him to play along. Sure, you may command him to teach, but within the dojo he rules supreme. I'm just sad that I wouldn't be here to witness him make you meditate for two hours, while he make the practice all around, just to add to your frustration."
The young swordsmaid could suppress her grin, but to her surprise the Queen never quipped back. Instead she stepped closer and hugged. Her initial bewilderment turned to a clueless smile, as the hug lingered and her hands awkwardly embraced back, in a superficial manner, not sure how to respond. This was her Queen after all, and although they had shared a playful banter in the heat of the drill, and tossed each other on the mat plenty times, this was her first time sharing a hug, formal or cordial.
"I'll miss you too, little Requina."
Elanor said, as she seperated from the embrace. Requina was moved and confused by the mixture of sororal affection and concern in her Queen's eyes, with a tinge of sadness. Wait.. Did she knew?
"Instructor Drubin told me, that you'll be gone for a while. Calthean outskirts? Something about advanced fencing, Southern school.. I'm going to miss you, terribly."
The two girls stared into each others eyes, exchanging more than mere words could do. Elanor spoke again.
"Who knows, may be you'll be a whole another person when we meet again. With your own fencing school opened. Married perhaps, with a bunch of kids. Or both. Who knows, right?!"
Elanor really had an urge to hug her deeper, longer, like note wanting to let her go, but.. No, this is where Requina goes. Just let her, Nora.
"Highness, I.."
Requina nearly spoke, when the Queen shushed, for which she was thankful. For as much as her heart welled up, considering what she knew, the young prodigy knew there was no way she could share any of it. Nor was she particularly good with words. She was trained to speak in actions after all. Elanor let go of her hand, and walked back. But as her right eye welled up, she knew she wasn't done just yet. NBearly startling the girl out of the semi-trance, the Queen clutched her palms and pulled closer, staring right into her eyes, into her soul as the girl felt it.
"Hearts are wild creatures, Requina. Emotionally charged, and irrationally stubborn, and the best ones, uncompromisingly loyal. What's done to the flesh is to be cleansed, salved for sure, but none of it is capable of tainting your heart. NONE! "
Requina's eyes kept darting, struggling to make sense. Where is this coming from? I mean, she can't possibly mean..
"Highness. I'm not sure I follow.."
Oh, she's so incapable of lying its.. God, its adorable. Elanor sniffled, Struggling to put into words what all she wanted to say. Her grip tightened, as if to underline the point.
"Bonds forged in love are blissful. But bonds forged in truth, are unbreakable. You should tell. It will be hard, it will hurt. It's not about him finding, not just, not to me. It's about letting him in. He desrves to know, to be let in. How he takes it, will only reveal his worth. Give it time, things takes time. One shan't rush the blossoming. It's inelegant. At least, that's what I'd suggest, because.. Keeping to yourself, that is no bond. That's just suffocation."
Elanor watched as the young girl grew wide-eyed. When her lips started quivering, the Queen knew it was time. One shouldn't overstay the welcome. She took two steps back, turned around and slowly headed for the west exit. It was hard enough watching her somber the past few weeks, the face that rarely dropped the smile. The Queen wanted no memory of her in tears.
"Fourteen!"
The Queen stopped on her tracks. Her old cover name when she used to practice at Drubin's, the one that for a few brief gours let her escape the weight of the throne, and pretend she was just a swordsmaid. Pretend she was just Requina's sparring partner, her friend. The pull it had made her turn around without a thought. And the girl slammed onto her like an avalanche. Only she weighed nothing. Her lithe hands wrapping her Queen like vines, so delicately, yet intricately.
It felt like hugging a cloud, all the awkwardness from before was gone. It lingered and lingered, with her breath growing heavier, like she was holding back a sob. Elanor felt peaceful, more peaceful than her deep sleeps of late. She embraced back, hanging her chin over Requina's shoulder, gently rubbing her back. Is she crying?
Requina spoke suddenly, in a frail unfamiliar tone, her voice a quavering mess.
"rrigh...Right knee.. and sss.. sstr..straight down from behind. Single blow. That's how you get him. kkkkhh..Kazian!"
Crush the right knee, first. Then single blow from behind? That too, straight down?!
"Okay. Okay.."
The Queen noded, her hands still pacifying patting what was essentially now a whimpering little girl curling on her shoulder. Her heart warmed beyond she could bear, feeling the sudden cold dripping down her left shoulder blade, drenching her robe. Requina was more than tearing up. In fact, she was sobbing like an anxious kid. The Queen found her throat parched. God, this shouldn't be this hard. She whispered as stern as she could.
"Go.. Go live. Don't look back. That's your Queen's order. Don't you dare.."
Mustering all resolve that she could, the young swordsmaid said.
"I won't. Promise."
Breaking the embrace, Requina ran out, never looking back. The Queen smiled finding the familiar bounce back in her stride, the one that was missing for over a month. But what caught her eye, through the teary blurred sight, was the bright glint next to her right pinky, swinging with each step. One that had once brimmed her heart with love.
The rose-white glint of the ruby pearl. The royal heirloom that wasn't part of the official tradition, yet what every Queen-mother gave her first born's betrothed, passed down to the successor. She remembered the night Barthomius had snuck her into the Queen's chamber, to show her the special heirloom, back when she was just a Princess. The moment he slipped in on her finger, telling playfully, that now they have become bound for life. The shining blurry mess it resembled teary eyed, the last time she removed it from her fingers, the night of funeral procession. The rare ruby pearl, meant to unite and safe-guard true love.
For some reason it looked better in the fingers of Lady Requina, as her hands swayed.
Gaining momentum with each stride, like she couldn't wait.
***
**
*
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Story so far:
Queen Elanor of Wolkenshire, the Great Chaste, is having a hard time keeping a level head, navigating the daily politics and policies of her court, while mourning the unexpected demise of her true love, King Barthomius. With a war brewing deep in the forest green, against the many tribes of Orcs united under King Kawgorth, the Queen desperately yearns for anything that could bring bliss to her mind. Advised by the High Priest, she employs Bellatrix of Agrafena, a promising horse trainer, as the new Head of Households. Bellatrix correctly identifies the key to the royal dilemma, but it involves manipulating the Queen's bodily cravings, primarily the sexual kind.
Bella starts treating the 'condition' in secrecy, without violating the Queen's chastity, nor risking her anonymity. But the sheer sexual nature of the tasks waking up her inner dormant cravings, an untameable beast of true deviancy, was something no one expected. Bella appoints four random servants as 'Handlers' to aid in further training the Queen. The Handlers believe they are training a Royal body-double.
One of the Handlers, Sentryman Hoyt, forces Elanor out on a task, which goes awry midway, until the Queen gets saved by a mystery man. After resting up for a week, letting her scars fade, the Queen is gearing up for her new task.
Meanwhile, ther human war efforts finally finds a surprise win, managing to wound the Orcan King, and break up the front line integrity.
***
**
*
"Are you certain there isn't another way?"
The towering buxom Orcess asked, failing to mask an uncharacteristic helplessness in her voice. The old witch had the answer prepared.
"Would I ask of you if there were any, daughter? You were very dear to him, very.. special. The title of Yevel is no small gift. For your King, Nishca, you must."
Her tone, her choice of words, were all near-maternal, yet Nishca couldn't shake the sense of coldness in that voice. Vehmeth continued, to the worried surrounding orcs.
"King Kragorth is stable for now, but he is nowhere clear from danger. The poisoned arrow to the shoulder went in too deep. The whole left arm is now deadwood. Amputation would be the only choice, if that fever doesn't subside by morning. He is conscious, more like 'in and out'. Trapped in lucid nightmares, I've no doubt. The damn toxin, concocted by the brightest alchemists of Wolkenshire, is proving tricky. Luckily Kragorth had the good sense to abstain, even from drinking water. Now Nishca, if you may.."
But why me? Why must it be me?
Nishca asked in silence, perplexed not just by circumstance, but her own inability to read the hag right in front. She was always good at reading faces, and watching the decrepit old visage before now, the Great Witch Vehmeth as they called her.. She couldn't tell if it was just an act, or genuine concern for the King. Concern for the Orcan-kind who had given refuge to the Sisterhood of Dark Mages, as they were hunted down madly by the humans, in an era not so long ago.
In the last many months, Nishca had grown too dependent on the wicked wisdom of Vehmeth the Witch, so much that it clouded her judgement. She looked at the surrounding orcs, General Tavok and Chief Bruder. The latter looked as dumbfounded as ever, but it was Tavok's judgement that Nishca valued. For despite the many rumors about her past, despite him keeping his distrust of her no secret, Nishca had always felt this strange sense of reverence for the General. She knew deep down, that Tavok respected her. He respected some strange aspect of hers, at the very least.
His eyes said the same, that he was no fan of involving Nishca anymore than absolutely necessary. In fact it was quite evident in his tone, despite the urgency, when they had met by the clearing six nights prior. When Nishca had helped him navigate the deeper greens, with Bruder carrying the wounded Orc King through the swamps, getting to Vehmeth's liar in half the time. Even for the experienced witch, it took three long nights to stabilize the King's condition, around the time when news from the war-front came. The banks of river Kscharah had been lost to the humans. Those bloody slimey fucks..!! Bruder gritted his teeth.
Eyeing Nishca, Tavok asked the Witch.
"Why her? We have a dozen maidens right on call. Mountain orcess, the best healers in the wild. Wouldn't it be better for them to.."
Cutting off the General with a glare, which would have intimidated most, Vehmeth spoke.
"I'm aware of the King's wishes, General Tavok. Him choosing you as successor for one, but need I remind..?! We all bow to Kragorth still. The Great Orcan Head! And it was me, whom he entrusted with his wellness. I decide how to heal him."
"Oh, I mean no disrespect, witch..", said Tavok in a tone that couldn't be more irreverent. "Just that, it seems preposterous, ignoring the best help present, going instead for the Dark-eyed.. Hmm.. Yevel Nishca here, I mean."
As much as she hated that dreaded nick-name, Nishca couldn't have agreed more. Shaking her head in negation, brushing up those disheveled springy greys, Vehmeth explained.
"I'm only answerable to the Great King Kragorth. His whole body is weak now, but my anti-toxins seems to be working. That, combined with the boosting medication is what keeps him floating for now. His digestion is improving, but he can't chew with that injured jaw. Which is bad, because he really needs raw nutrients now, and yes.. Mountain orcesses help feed him, by premastication. Full body massages are done thrice a day, to improve circulation and ease the muscles. The toxins are being sweated out, so he needs to be regularly wiped and cleaned, and yes there were some unexpected side-effects to the combination of medication and anti-toxins. Which is why.."
Unimpressed by the answer, Tavok spoke up.
"That's still not sufficient an explanation, Vehmeth. The mountain orc-maids are trained to suck out venom right through the bite-mark. And Nishca here.."
"Your King is erect, Tavok."
That sure silenced the towering orc warrior. He's what? Now.?!
Vehmeth continued, with the same cold diction.
"Well, calling it an erection wouldn't be right, especially for orcan standards, but since administering the anti-toxins, Kragorth have stayed semi-hard, consistently. The aforementioned side-effect. Aruba roots, one of the key-ingredients, is a much priced aphrodisiac in human circles. Not that you orcs had ever needed such enhancements, but.. Apparently it works on your kind as well. All the mouth-to-mouth from feeding, massages and constant wiping, coupled with whatever unfolding in his fever dreams, is keeping things semi-hard. And worse, it's flooding his balls with seeds at an unnatural rate. You needed an explanation, so here it is. For sake of his health, he needs to be.. milked, for lack of a better word.. At least four times a day. Which is where Nishca gets to show her gratitude."
"I don't.. Umm.. I don't understand."
Tavok found the topic difficult and awkward, especially with the green maiden standing right next. Had she had any shame left, the Dark-eyed Orcess would have looked away, or at least flinched. But Nishca remained listening, as Vehmeth continued.
"As you are well aware, Tavok, one of the reasons our dear King held this green one at a special place, is because of her history with humans. The slimey-fucks, as you call them. My very own kind. The many months she spend.. in captivity, I've been told she had mastered the art of pleasing the limpness. I call it limpness, because that is what even the best of human hard-on is, compared to an average orcan organ full-mast. Wood couldn't compare, after all, with rock."
Taking a moment to enjoy the discomfort in the males around, Vehmeth continued.
"Unfortunately, Kragorth hadn't in him now, the energy to stay full-mast. And if I were to let the Maidens of the Mount tend to it, I'm afraid things would go so wrong so fast. Their excited pelvic clamping could crush his pecker, even their normal grip-strength could prove too much. No, the King needs someone who knows softness, with touches and techniques that would honestly be too shameful for the orcan notions of sexual conduct. Methods that only human inferiority can conjure up as outlets of pleasure. Methods that I'm sure Nishca have mastered, for she wouldn't have survived so long in captivity without. If you insist, General Tavok, I can provide a much detailed description.."
"Enough.!"
Nishca spoke up at last.
"General Tavok, I appreciate your concern for me, even if you wouldn't admit it, but.. I'm here to help, to serve my King, any way I could. I could count in one hand the few who even consider me an orcess worth a second-chance. When my own tribe saw me as nothing but the reminder of a great shame.."
Vehmeth cut them off, with a pleased look.
"The woman has made her decision. Is there any objections still, General?"
Tavok looked at Bruder, wishing had the arrow stuck him instead. He never had aspired to lead his kin, except to victory through bloody conquests. His home and heart had always been out in the wild, not the corridors of power. Politics was never his thing, and this woman, this vile witch, was a master of that field. The General could only nod in agreement now. Vehmeth continued, as she gestured Nishca to walk up front.
"Trust me Orcan, this is what your King wants. It is no secret, that he had aligned himself with the Prophecy. I know that belief is not your thing, by temperament. But try to have some faith, for sake of your King. For I have seen it. The legend of the Skorsh isn't just real. It is inevitable. The Blend is inevitable. You wouldn't want to be so adamantly unwelcoming, of the True daughter of Yevelshka now, would you?"
Nishca wished she could scoff at such notions, like she had when she was vibrant and naive. Now though, after hearing Soren's last report, hearing that strange surety in his voice as he called her.. Her, the human who rules them humans.. The reverence in him as he hailed her, the Orc-Queen..!! Nishca had her own reasons for wanting it to be true. She was made a believer, more by spite than necessity. It was strange, wanting to be true something you fundamentally hated. For any orcan who dared to think, that Prophecy was a paradox. Because for the prophecy to be true, requires an admission on imperfection.
For the prophecy states explicitly, Nishca recited to herself in silence, that we orcs are no perfect beings. We are taught to never forget the same. For we are rabid creatures of chaos. Fated to war with each other, until the time of Blend. The bringer of harmony! And Blend would be born only to a 'Skorsh' being. Skorsh means perfection. A perfect being from afar, who would be the vessel of the Blend. Blend, who is the bringer of harmony. And his vessel, the perfect being. Which we aren't, none of us are.
Only a true daughter of Yevelshka can be the prophesied Orc Queen. An actual Goddess Incarnate in flesh, who can bring unto the marsh, the Blend. The King of Kings. The Divine Orc, the unifier of all tribes and kinds. The ruler of all beings. That is the prophecy!
What made King Kragorth so much of a believer in that old tale, Nishca never understood. She knew it had something to do with that manipulative witch, but even then.. She played along at times, but deep down Nishca knew that she was no true believer. But that didn't mean the point of such tales was lost on her.
It took her time, and a lot of suffering, but Nishca had known for a while now, that the point of legend, isn't to announce the coming of a savior. It is a reminder, that none of us are the perfect being. It's so we may learn to live with the imperfections, for none of us are the perfect incarnate. Speaking of imperfections..
Yevel Nishca saw for the first time, the glorious manhood of her Great King, pulsing right before.
It's a shame I never got to witness this in full-mast.
"Go on, daughter." Vehmeth smiled.
"Serve your King."
**
*
"Lady Households?! Speak of coincidences.. I was about to contact your office just now."
"I came by twice, last week. Heard you were down with the flu. Feeling okay now?"
Cyrian smiled.
"I'm fine. Perfect. Please, have a seat."
"Now what would be so pressing, for the Domestic Espionage, to contact the Office of Households, I wonder."
Bellatrix said, with a mockful tone, reaching over the table for the small bowl of dried fruits he was snacking on. Ever since the surveillance mission on the Order of Swords, she had often used him as a springboard, for working out various security risks with regards to her Queen's treatment. Of course she was careful to be vague, with these 'hypotheticals', but over time she had grown to trust Cyrian. He was the closest one to a friend, within the royal circles.
"So did I, wonder. Given the recent rise in threats, both foreign and internal, given the war out there in the greens, one that is no closer to winding down, I did wonder Lady Agrafena, why my best man was send playing priest, to some country monastery of all places. Send under your direct order. Care to elaborate, Lady Agrafena?"
Bellatrix nodded, putting on her best poker-face.
Finoch. This is about Finoch.
This wasn't her first time entrusting a tricky puzzle with Finoch, one of their best spies, and probably wouldn't be the last. After all, it was by sheer luck that a scandalous disaster got averted during her visit to the Hillsdale, the one where an over-confident employee took matters to his own hands, and got his near-naked Queen flogged in public like a common criminal, nearly exposing her identity. But the abject fear in Hoyt's eyes later in the evening told well, that even sheer luck had limits. That the Queen, the decoy-girl in his eyes, had been spotted. Probably recognized. Now that's something Bella can't leave to chance. Which is why she had men posted at the countryside, posing as migrant-workers, keeping an ear out for fresh gossips and rumors. Why she had tasked Finoch, the elite spy, with finding out what the cleric actually knew. Tailing Labiet, the young cleric from the Absolvement, one of the two who had likely seen the girl's face. Known her secret even.
How am I to explain it all to Cyrian? Fuck me.
As the poker-face solidified, Bella responded in a serious tone.
"I don't believe the Households in under any obligation, to come clean to the Domestic Espionage."
Cyrian leaned closer from across his desk.
"Oh, I don't mean to violate any royal discretionary measures, Lady Agrafena. I'm simply saying that Finoch is too valuable an asset to waste on such simple tasks. Why not just lock up the suspect, indefinitely if need be?!"
Of course, the thought had crossed Bella as well. As much as it meant imprisoning an innocent man, a cleric at that, whose only sin was seeing something he wasn't supposed to, Bellatrix knew the choices were limited. It was the Queen herself who insisted, to let the young man be, at least until it was certain that he posed a genuine threat. Which is why Bella settled on keeping tabs for the time being. No, let's not complicate this any further. It's only Cyrian.
Level with him, Bella.
"I see your point. May be sending Finoch was an overkill. I can't go into the details, but this is my mess. And I need to keep tabs on someone in that monastery."
"Consider it done, we have no shortage of alternatives. Should we be more aggressive? Interrogate the suspect, our boys are damn good at it."
"NOPE.! No, I.. We don't want him scared either, scared enough to do something stupid and irrational. Keeping tabs will do for now. Can I trust you with that, Cyrian?"
"A friend in need, you ask?! All yours, Lady Agrafena."
Despite his best efforts, Cyrian's voice had a slight waver, which signaled to Bellatrix his inexperience, and much else. She asked in return, sounding more confident than before.
"Are you, Cyrian? In need of friends??"
Cyrian stayed silent for a few seconds, gauging the other through gaze, until he exhaled in relief.
"You got me, Lady Households."
"How bad a pickle?"
Bellatrix asked, easing it the backrest. Rubbing his chin, Cyrian replied
"Bad. We don't know how bad, but it is bad. Unless we plug the leak."
Leak.?!
"Yes. There's a leak in the Domestic Espionage. We've been aware for a while now. Many of our deep cover agents have been fed bullshit information for months now. As if someone from our side had been trading names, positions of our operatives, secret identities. I've cast a wide net to nab the bastard, but it's too wide a range. And with your help, Lady Agrafena, we may narrow it down. Reel it in."
That sure sounds a lot like what I came to enquire on. Bellatrix bobbed her head.
"Go on."
"There's a super secure channel of spies, established by General Scarlin himself, a circle even I'm not privy to. It's the only channel that we can confidently trust. Everything else seems compromised, given the nature of the leaks. Thanks to Sir Scarlin's spies, we've been able to pinpoint a common factor. A high ranking official in the Aestrikan army."
"Woah, woah.. That's quite an accusation, Commander. Aestrikans are our close allies. What solid proof do you have to.."
Cyrian chuckled, shaking his head.
"Oh, sometimes I forget the common folk's perception of diplomatic relations.. Of honor, truth and transparency. I'm not accusing anything, Lady Agrafena. For one, we can't risk damaging the diplomatic ties by making such a thing public. But moreover, we all do the same. Wolkenshire relies for it's security, tremendously on many many agents seeded in the highest administrative levels of all our allies. Some of them are even double agents. No, this isn't about proving culpability. Our only solution is finding the leak, the bad apple at our end."
"And I am to help with this, how?!"
"Well, the official in question is coming to Wolkenshire, in two weeks."
"Oh, you don't mean.."
"Yes, him."
Bellatrix paused for a second. This is the 'Quinquennial Unified Defence Summit' he was talking about. And the official in question, probably General Radislov of North.
"But.. But he's the Chief Delegate. I don't think it's wise planning an operation on the Chief Delegate, especially on the day of the Summit, when he's more than prepared for mental games and negotiations."
"And our probable future King, to make matters worse."
"What?!" Bellatrix jumped off her seat.
"I was just as surprised, Lady Agrafena. But reliable sources tell me, that the renowned General of the North is about to throw in the hat. He'll likely make it public during the Defence Summit.
But he's so.. Bellatrix had a hard time coming to terms with it, given her plans for the same event. For over a month now, ever since Her Highness was spotted smiling at a public event, the official mourning period was understood to be over. Very many in the nobility, both young and old, had tried signalling their interest, showering Her Highness with gifts and garlands, though most remained confused as to how to properly ask the hand of a ruling Queen. Many had waited around for the Queen's reciprocal gesture, though many felt too proud to apply, given that marrying her didn't mean they became the King. The spouse of a Ruling Queen, as novel a phenomenon it was, would be a King-Consort. A decorative title for the most part.



Only about a dozen had managed to express their interest through proper channels, and to the best of Bella's knowledge, two of them were in the Defence Summit guest list. Ignatius Baudrin, the esteemed High Commander of Vynorah, and Sir Olderic of Obdessa, a filthy-rich weapons manufacturer. Both men shared a long blood-soaked history crossing death many times, the resultant fortitude more than enough to compensate playing 'consort' to a Widow-Queen. The same could be said about General Radislov, but he is..
"Have Her Highness mentioned any interest?"
"Pardon.?!" Bella shrugged quizzically.
"I heard they got along very well, Her Highness and the General, in the Bellards Estate. Her even staying an extra night."
Oh yes. Bella remembered the Royal Decoy Gertha covering for them, going on a tour, as Her Highness recovered from the strain of the previous task in Hillsdale. Gertha sure hadn't mentioned anything peculiar about her time at the Bellards Estate, so the odd inflection in Cyrian's voice made no sense. Besides, something else about the General concerned her more.
"Isn't he a bit too old for Her Highness?!"
"Well, age takes a back-seat in front of lineage, I suppose." Cyrian said. "But the oldest, by a decade, is clearly Sir Olderic."
"No I've seen Sir Olderic. He's hardly thirty."
"Oh Bella, that's Olderic Junior. He doesn't have half the clout. The one proposing is Sir Olderic Senior."
By a decade?! Her disapproving squint made Cyrian chuckle.
"Worry not. Olderic knows that his chances are slim. It's likely a play for compensation."
Meaning, he was aiming for the compensatory rewards that often accompanied a polite royal rejection. A tax-cut on the weapons export, perhaps an exclusive munitions contract. Either way, Bellatrix sighed in relief.
"Forget the oldest suitor, I was quite surprised to see the youngest to make a move." Cyrian continued. "Your mark from the last mission. General Tarquin himself."
Tarquin? My Tarquin.?! That can't be.. Bella didn't know why she suddenly felt betrayed. "No, he didn't. Her Highness wouldn't agree to.. I mean, with his known ties to the Order of Swords. Having witnessed it herself.." Bellatrix stopped herself, watching Cyrian's confused look. "The reports I mean.. I had detailed Her Highness on the.. On the findings of our surveillance mission. Shouldn't that make him ineligible..?"
"I don't understand his play either, Lady Households. Given his history with the royal family, King Barthomius in particular, I'd say he'll have no trouble mounting support. And with regards to our Queen.. You know, there's a chance she might choose him, or Olderic for that matter, just as a 'fuck you' to the convention. But we are getting off-topic."
She wouldn't.. Bella shook her head in denial. Not Tarquin. Knowing how I feel about him, Nora would never..
"There is a leak somewhere in the Domestic Espionage." Cyrian restated. "I suspect someone higher up in the Records Division, but there could be more. Given the recent attempted break-in at the Royal Registry, General Scarlin is out for blood, and impressing him is part of my job profile. So.."
Bellatrix suddenly was reminded of why she had made this visit in the first place. Something that wasn't so different than what troubled Cyrian at the moment. Something she of a suspicion coming directly from the True-ruling Monarch. May be I can use Cyrian, his investigation, to help clear my doubts. But I must act tactfully. Bellatrix interjected.
"Wait a second. I'm aware of your operational clearances, and the Domestic Espionage needn't wait for my permission to pull something like this. So why.. am I, even part of this discussion.?!"
"Because there is one operative I can't involve without your blessing, Lady households."
Oh no. No, no, no, no, no... Bella understood where this was headed.
"Cyrian. I can't. We can't. You know we can't."
"Just hear me out, Bella."
"Not if it includes Demura. I can't risk.. I mean, I can't risk her on the field, after the last debacle."
"Debacle.?! What debacle! I've read the reports. The Order of Swords mission was a grand success. Sure nothing useful came out of it, but the operation itself went smoothly. And I hear your girl Demura was quite convincing.."
Of course, you don't know. Bellatrix shook her head. Because the debacle she meant had happened weeks later, thanks to an incompetent Hoyt.
"Just hear me out. I understand this Demura is a rare find, even better in resemblance than the official double Gertha, so I get it.. Your hesitation, but she'll be in no risk. Besides, the pla0n does not work without you Bella."
Something had told her the same. Demura was a registered decoy now, so Cyrian could have approached the decoy directly, yet here he is, asking my help. Why?
"How do I fit into this?"
"Haha..! I knew you were a good sport..!" Laughing with relief, Cyrian pulled open the drawer, and produced a pack of cards. Watching this, Bellatrix sighed.
"I'm in no mood for Charrots, Cyrian. Just tell it to me straight."
"Wow! So you are familiar with the game. That saves us time."
Bellatrix said smiling. "We used to play back in the orphanage. Of course not with these fancy cards, and most of the wagers were imaginary. But yes, I'm familiar with Charrots. I even brushed upon my game, after I learned how useful it can be in negotiations. What now? You want me going undercover on a gambling den or something?"
"Hoho.. Nothing so fancy. The cards have been dealt, and the game is done, so far as I know. Now just a wager remains unsettled."
"Cyrian. Enough riddles. What is this about?"
She found it funny, how her stern voice made the Commander Baby face gently cower.
"Well, the plan wouldn't work without you, Lady Households, given you are the host of the eve."
"The 'Eve Before' you mean?" Bella leaned in closer.
As the name suggests, the three day 'Quinquennial Unified Defence Summit' is hosted by a different kingdom every five years.The venue is designated neutral territory, which the Ruling Monarch shall enter only by forenoon on the day of the summit, in the opening ceremony. The Office of Queen-consort is responsible for hosting the event, but given the unique circumstance that responsibility befell the Office of Households. All guests are required to make attendance to the venue on the day before. The Eve Before refers to the night preceding the summit, where dinner and various welcoming cultural performances are arranged for the guests.
Bellatrix fought the temptation to scratch her head. This will complicate things, for I've already got plenty plans for the Eve Before. "I'd be too busy hosting, Cyrian. And there will be ministers present. Members of our court, dignitaries from all lands. We can't put Demura in such a place."
"Where do you see yourself in five years, Lady Agrafena?"
Bellatrix noticed the practiced authoritative confidence bleeding into Cyrian's voice. She could tell this cadence had served him well in past recruitment jobs, but she knew better.
"Cyrian, I consider you a friend. But don't take me for a.."
"What good is a friend, Bella, if they can't work out something mutually beneficial.?! You are kind of an enigma, I admit. You lack the scent of ambition that should naturally be oozing, from anyone making it to the Office of Households so young. And you have fared surprisingly well, gaining the respect of those under in a matter of months, but.. And you know this Lady Horse Whisperer. Your domain is politics now, and there are tried and true ways of longevity here. Paying dues, stroking egos, proving your allegiance.."
He said it all, without even talking down, and Bella was surprised to find herself listening on.
"It'd help me. It's help you. And most of all.." Cyrian smiled reassuringly, as his fingers shuffled the deck. "It'd serve the Greater Wolkenshire."
"I said enough riddles, Commander. What do you want from me.?"
"A game of Charrots."
"What.?! Now?"
Laying the cards in an arc with a deft ribbon-spread, Cyrian smiled.
"A game a day, Bella, till the Eve Before. I need to make sure your Charrots is good enough."
Eve Before.?! Tapping one of the three decks for Cyrian to deal out of, Bella said. "I am good, Commander. But Charrots is tricky, and winning is never a guarantee."
"Winning.?! Oh Lady Households, we need to do better than winning."
Checking her deck, Bella suddenly realized.
"The suitors.!"
"Now you are getting it." Cyrian sniffled, showing the first card. "Six men found themselves gripped by an intense game. Mid-way through however, duty came calling. And the men went their separate ways, putting on hold the game. One of them sadly, for good. Many months later, the rest will find themselves in the same room together, on the Eve Before. And in there Lady Households, the game shall resume. With you filling in instead."
Six men at the beginning. One gone for good, that has to be the late Great King.
The rest will, he says, reunite on the Eve Before. The suitors..
Radislov of the North, the Aestrikan General.
Ignatius Baudrin, the High Commander of Vynorah.
Sir Olderic of Obdessa.
General Glevius Tarquin, my Tarquin..
There ends the four suitors.
The one remaining,
Who is it?
***
**
*

** Few weeks earlier**

"Her Highness will see you now.!"
Her Highness?! I thought this would just be Lady Agrafena.
Adriana wondered while trying to keep up with the guard's long strides. The famed dancer was about to depart for her long-time client's fourth stag party, when she received the Palace Scroll. Ordering her presence at the Royal Palace by morning. The performance and activities that followed was particularly taxing, given the drunken demanding crowd, that Adriana had to call it a night an hour into the after-party, in order to reach the Royal Castle as ordered. Thankfully the client was understanding, especially with her sweetening the pot finally with a long-time request of his. Doing a 'double-ragdoll' in absolute nude, for the whole crowd, the effects of which muddied her thinking even now. Adriana had never danced in nude till then. Seduction and stripping is routine, but maintaining some mystery had always been part of her charm.
On the long bumpy night travel to the Royal Castle, she managed to sleep soundly, even when itching from all the drying sweat and whatnot, including the pesky dampness of her ever-wedging loincloth. Sleep was never an issue for her. Whether distressed, depressed or dead-tired, the moment her head hit the pillow, she was off. Even skies showering hellfire wouldn't wake her up. She had always been that way. And was aware, from the flaming hickies on the morning after, of the few times she was taken advantage of in deep slumber. A thankfully short-list, that oddly included her dear lover, Lord Matheiu Ormangrad. Adriana wasn't complaining, for nothing colored her dreams so vivid, like somnolent stimulations.
Following the guard along the long corridor, her eyes wandered over the opulent fresco along the side walls. She had never been to this part of the Royal Castle. Or any other part, except for one. On the night of the fiftieth birthday celebrations of King Barthomius Senior, back when she was one of the background dancers in Lady Pascella's troupe. The time when she found herself in the Royal bed way past bedtime. Being cradled by the roughness that ruled over them with an iron fist was the last thing in the timid dancer's mind that morning. The performance wasn't anything slightly erotic, for after all, it was for a audience of noble families. But Adrianna had always been a stunner. And if it wasn't for the old King's attention, she would have been swarmed by the young ones, regardless her consent. Perhaps Prince Barthomius himself would have joined in. Adriana was not a virgin, but she couldn't shake this strange sense of loss by the end of that long weird night.
Loosing something akin to innocence, perhaps?
Adriana chuckled within as they reached a large door.
Who am I fooling?! Naivety was never my thing. But his kinks certainly did put mine to shame. Barthomius, the Big. You dirty old dog..
At the guard's nod, two sentry-man on either sides opened the door wide, letting the unusual guest walked in. What waited inside was another long minute of silence, the typical pointless powerplay most blue-bloods indulged in, letting the other party wait for no reason. Adriana wasn't annoyed, though she expected better from the Head of Households.
"Lady Adriana! This way, please."
It took her a moment to spot the speaker, as the voice eerily echoed. Lady Agrafena was standing by the pillars at the end of the room. As she disappeared behind the pillar, Adriana quickly walked up to find an even larger hall, with wooden flooring and ample natural lighting with well-placed windows that ensured privacy. To the right was a special raised platform, with musical instruments of all sorts neatly arranged. A dance hall..?! A royal rehearsal room perhaps..?
"So good of you to come at such short notice, Adriana."
"Highness..!"
A startled Adriana turned around to find the Great Chaste, Queen Elanor herself standing at the corner. The dancer quickly bowed down in respect.
"How may I be of service, my Queen?"
"What do you think, of this space..? Do you like it?"
Elanor asked, as her eyes roamed around the room, seemingly lost for a blink in memories.
"It was a gift from Barthomius, when he learned how much I loved dancing."
"Her Highness is classically trained, I can tell.. From the grace in your gait, even the slight gestures you make.."
Adriana smiled politely. An unusual smile, which oddly reminded the Queen of something, as she replied.
"Yes, I was. Eight years under the tutelage of Madame Olgorinka. Six months under Dame Judine, focusing on the northern school, and another two under Olgorinka's prime prodigy, Kurilyena. There was a time when I felt physically sick, hadn't I danced a day."
"Highness.. How may I be of service?" Adriana asked again.
Service.?! Yes..
Elanor remembered one of the many conversations with Bella, during her recovery from the 'horse-riding accident'. Bella's worries about unforeseen complexities ruining their best made plans, and Elanor's own concern, about the supposed thing within her, the strange unyielding voice, that kept her rebelling, reveling, even as she was continuously shamed. Especially as she was.
There was something about that strange concoction, of fear, shame, and a sense of urgency, that bubbled up something otherworldly, from the depths of her nether. Something that left her, absolutely at its mercy. By benefit of restful sanity, she could tell now, that had they pushed on, she could have lost much more than mere shame. The day of Absolvement. The crowd was getting wild, the Whipper getting frustrated, and the Queen herself was turning unruly, that to prove his point, had the damn Whipper thrown her to the crowds, to be ravished and tamed, in ways befitting wilderbeasts in rut.. Something in her would have simply given in, without a word of protest. Or worse, with gyrations of encouragement. That's what she felt she would have done, even if she hadn't have wanted to, Elanor felt now.
No. That's a place of no return.
Sure, it helped bring clarity. Solve an elusive riddle that was leaving her sleepless for days on end. Saved a poor man's life, and secured the love of her dear Requina, but.. But it all could very well be post hoc rationalization. For no sane mind could argue, that her sexual dehumanization was a necessary step in such unconscious revelations. A place that's just beyond multi-orgasmic bliss.
A place, where her sanity simply cannot afford to find itself trapped in.
Which is why the Queen decided, after much deliberation, that 'stage' is to be her safe-space. It didn't take much to convince Bellatrix, after all it wasn't much different from her own older plans. Looking back, Elanor realized that her best experiences, where the ones in which she could feel the power to collective masculine consciousness feeding off of her amorous ecstasy. This was partly the case when she was humiliated to the jeering chants of the country-folks of Hillsdale. It was the same when she played the unruly decoy-Queen before the Order of Swords, sucking commoner dick left-right-and-center, without even pausing to breathe. God, that was a blissfully long night. But before it all, that was the case in the many nights she had danced onstage in Desert Rose, toying and tickling drunken erections deep into daybreak.
That's the role that kept this part of her well-balanced, all things considered, in all the tasks she had indulged in so far. The role of an exotic dancer.
"Highness.. What do you expect of me?"
Adriana asked again, to the Queen who was seemingly lost in thoughts. Elanor smiled back, and then looked towards the head of Households, to check if she still had any objections.
At the Queen's nod, Bella explained briefly about the upcoming Quinquennial Unified Defence Summit, and the Eve Before. Adriana sure was no stranger to the 'Eve Before', the night prior to the prestigious summit reserved for the various art performances to entertain the guests, following the dinner and delicacies. During the previous Defence Summit, Adriana had cozied up to General Scarlin for months, back when he was new to the seat, in hopes of bagging the same lucrative gig. Back then Adriana too needed such a high profile performance, to be noticed by the top-tier blue-bloods. She was in much better place now, but that didn't take away from the allure of the gig. Adriana spoke.
"Of course, I'd love to perform, Lady Households. Is there any particular theme you have mind..?"
There's that smile again. Seemingly innocuous, yet bordering on a smirk, ever so slightly. Elanor felt a bit of unease every once in a while when the dancer darted her beautiful eyes back to the Queen. Why does that remind me of..
"Well, that's not exactly the kind of services we had in mind, Adriana." Bella paused for a second, glanced at her Queen, and then resumed to the dancer. Here we go, Elanor sighed.
"We have a performer, and.. We'd like you to teach her one of your routines.."
"Really..?! Demura wants to perform, for the nobility now..? That's understandable, given the prior arrangement."
"Yes, Demura.." Bella said, in her best authoritative voice. "There is something you should know about her, Adriana. Something that you may never utter to another soul."
Elanor sighed silently. Lies upon lies. Something about this stirred her stomach, regardless the comfort of calling it a white-lie. Like the lies alone were undermining the supposed good of this exercise of hers. But this was what the Horse Whisperer prescribed, once they agreed upon 'stage' being the safe space for future tasks. Bellatrix was well versed by now, in constructing believable reasoning out of thin air, for the sake of her Queen. And she had nearly perfected the art of masking one's own displeasure at lying so brazenly. But Elanor could still tell, from that single vein by her temple underneath all make-up, that ever so slightly threatens to pop every time the poor thing is put on spot to lie.
As Bella began elaborating to the dancer, Elanor went over the plan in her head. In short, Adriana is to be educated on the decoy-program, and the story of the new body double. The tale of a poor girl from the Calthean countryside who ended up a royal body-double, with her hair dyed, body proportions toned, and her complexion, even facial structure modified, by means of science or sorcery, to match that of the True ruling Monarch. Elanor didn't yet know what rationale was there in training the said decoy in exotic dancing, and making her perform for nobles from all over the land, but the Queen had complete confidence in Bella's ability for weaving convincing narratives.



But they both knew that mere words won't suffice. Belief isn't an entirely rational phenomenon, after all. And for this to work, they needed Adriana believing. Thankfully the dancer had never actually met the real Queen in person, not at close proximity anyhow. Gertha is already waiting her cue in the adjoining chamber, dressed up and ready. Any moment now, Bella will walk up to the sconce by the right wall, and gently flip the hidden switch. And a bell will be rung in the other chamber. A minute from then, the heralds will announce again, the arrival of the True-ruling Monarch. As the 'Queen' walks in, with an entourage of a dozen, accompanied by six knights in shining armor, Bella will bow low. In fact she will prostate. And so will I. My first time, bowing to Gertha. Haha.. Why do I find such things ticklishly amusing. Overwhelmed by the moment, Adriana too will bow. And she will accept in whole, all that had been fed.
"So you understand now, Lady Adriana, why I was adamant about having her face masked the whole time, even in the privacy of your practice hall in the Ormangrad Estate. Demura is the property of the Royal Castle, and her existence itself an Imperial secret." Bella said with much practiced authority in her voice, as the dancer nodded with a serious expression. Just as her hand raised unassumingly towards the right wall, sliding closer to the sconce, Adriana took one of those quick peeks. Her bearing was vigilant, her eyes had reverence as it locked with Elanor's, but those lips..
For a fraction of a second, those lips betrayed a curve.
That smile again. Seemingly innocuous, yet bordering on..
A smirk.?! Just like she used to do..
Vera..!
No, this is no mere likeness.
It's the same damn smile. Oh, God!
"Bellatrix!"
Elanor called just as Bella was about to flick the switch.
"Highness.?!" Bella turned around, puzzled. What's wrong? The Queen didn't answer, her gaze simply shifted to the dancer.
"How long.?"
"Pardon, Highness?!" Her tone was polite, her head tilted down in respect, yet those eyes.. They no longer hid what was evident in her smile. In fact, they had a playful taunt of sorts. Elanor felt now, like the weight on her shoulder had been halved.
"How long had you known, Adriana..?"
Bella's eyes widened in panic, as her right hand raised instinctively, about to call in the guards.
"Bella, don't. Adriana, no harm will come to you. You have my word. Now, tell me truthfully."
"Hoo.." The dancer sighed deeply, looking at Lady Households, then back at her Queen, a let out a nervous chuckle. Her eyes however still had a hint of that playful taunt.
"Truthfully, Highness? Truth is plain, crude, and irreverent at times."
"Then be so.. Tell me, what gave away?"
"Gave away what? That the Great Chaste of Wolkenshire is a closet slut who gets off by stripping for drunken lowlifes in shady bars?!"
"Mind your tongue, Lady Adriana!" Bella stepped up fuming, her entire bearing shaking in anger, as much at herself as at Adriana, for after all this meant she had failed at the one thing she was duty-bound to protect.
"Her Highness demanded truth, Lady Households. Cold, hard, irreverent truth. Did I lie somehow, Her Highness?"
"You didn't answer the question."
Yes, answer the question, bitch! Bella was itching to kick the woman own and stomp the truth out of her. She had never felt such intense rage bubbling from within. Was it Jokshun? Or that annoying Jezeb, who somehow put two and two together, and couldn't help his loud mouth. Or could it be Sonja, from Desert Rose? She had access to all their activity and could have pied on the Queen. Or spotted Her Highness accidentally, when the face-veil slipped up or something. I know it sounds unlikely, but.. Who else could it be. Or was it me? Did I somehow slip up, when talking with her. Did I overplay my hand, did I clue her in somehow.. Did I.. Did I.?!
Bellatrix was visibly sweating now, her left palm reached for the right wall, for support this time, as the world began to spin slowly.
"Adriana, tell me. What gave away?" Elanor sounded surprisingly calm.
"You did, Highness. You did."
"Preposterous! Highness, she's lying. Let me call the.."
"Bella. Go send away Gertha first. Clear the guards from the corridor. Have a glass of wine or two, and calm yourself down. I'll talk with Adriana, meanwhile."
"Highness.."
"Bella. It's alright. Just go.." Elanor sounded more like a consoling friend, than a disappointed Queen. As Bellatrix scuttled away, the Queen said.
"What do you mean I did..?!"
"I'll make it clear, Highness, but before that, just hear me out. I stand to gain nothing from this. If anything, knowing this alone is enough of a death sentence. There's a very good chance that I won't be walking out of the Castle now, but.. From the bottom of my heart, I pose you no threat. In fact, I believe I'm more valuable to you alive. And I think you know this already."
"I gave you my word, Adriana. No harm shall come to you from truth. Go on."
Elanor said, sounding more confident that it somewhat puzzled the dancer herself. Because she had seen enough to know by now, especially standing this close to her face, that this was not an act. The Queen almost looked relieved, with the cat out the bag. Letting out another deep sigh, Adriana continued.
"Highness, I had told Lady Agrafena before. I have several high profile clients. And by clients, I don't mean the ones who pay me to perform. I mean enthusiasts, much like yourself. Proper ladies, wives, and lovers.. Maidens from families of high prestige. Looking to spice up their relationships, playing to the fantasies of their beloved, or doing so for the pure fun of it. Youth is ephemeral, after all. Having is a prerequisite to flaunting."
"You don't have to sell me the idea, Adriana." Elanor interjected, quite amused by the strange concoction of elation and worry in the dancer's face.
"I love dancing, I have always loved. And no, I'm not ashamed of the effect I have on others, when I let loose to the rhythm. Certainly not, for the effect it has on me. The whole of me loves baring this side of mine on stage, and yes.. I am happy for the whole lot of men who show their love, in ways that polite society may find uncouth. Audiences, adulation.. Those aren't new to me, but.. Somehow this time around the stage feels less of a pedestal. Like you're being looked down upon, and up at, the same time. Worshiped, and reduced to insignificance, at the same time. You will teach me, Adriana. That much is not up to debate."
"Highness! Everything alright?"
Bellatrix rushed back into the room, panting, her eyes still wide.
"Bella! That was quick.." Giving a slight nod, Elanor returned her attention to the dancer. "So, Lady Adriana. When can we start?"
"We can start right away, Highness, if you are up to it."
"How is the schedule, Bella?" Elanor asked, for she couldn't afford to appear hesitant now.
"We.. Umm... We got time, Highness. An hour and a half at most."
"That'll do." Adriana smiled. "That'll be plenty, for the first day brush ups. I hear you haven't been practicing for a while, Highness?"
As Elanor nodded yes, Bellatrix raised her concerns.
"Highness, are we sure about this?"
"Relax Bella. Lady Adriana in no kid. She have seen enough wielders of power to read in my eyes, that given the current political atmosphere, the throne of Wolkenshire needs me, more than I need the power. She understands that I will renounce the throne this moment, if it were just about me. Meaning, if the story gets out, and if it tracks back to her, she knows very well that the machinery of Domestic Espionage will focus on her with its full might, before she could recite her prayers. Wolkenshire needs me, as a symbol, and in flesh.I needn't corrupt, nor exploit the means at hand, for it to turn protective. Like I said, you are no kid. Right, Adriana?"
"I'm just a humble servant to the throne of Wolkenshire, Highness."
As Adriana symbolically bowed for the third time, Elanor blinked at Bella reassuringly.
"Highness, before we start." Adriana said, with a hint of that playful taunt back in her eyes.
"Yes please, Adriana."
Looking at Bella and the Queen, the dancer said.
"I can't teach in a space like this."
Bella stepped forward. "That's out of the question, Lady Adriana. We have reasons to believe the Ormangrad Estate is no longer safe, especially for privacy reasons."
Elanor reassured. "This is my personal dance hall, Adriana. In the Royal Castle. No one will question you in here. Not your sensibilities, nor your method. Consider this your own dance hall."
"Highness, it's not just the location. It's the atmosphere, the equation involved. The attitudes cultivated over time. The energy of the space. But I understand.." Adriana sighed, and continued. "I can teach in here, but under certain conditions."
Elanor smiled. "Go on."
"If this is to work, then this room has to be my domain. When you walk past that door, you should leave the titles right out. You'll be Demura in here, our equation will revert to what it was, back when you first came to me. I expect you to be eager, obedient and receptive. And the same applies to everyone who enters the dance hall, since from now on we don't really need Lady Agrafena middle-managing. She may stay out, but if she walks in, she must remain obedient to me. For instance, since I haven't brought along any partners, why don't you fill the role this time, Bella..?!"
"Partners? What's that supposed to.." Bella looked at the Queen puzzled, as it took her a moment to get what it meant.
"Forgot partners.? You said it was a nice touch! The point of this dance is to entice, and it will be pointless, not having someone to gauge the enticement. I prefer men, for they are an easier read, but for now.. Or we can call one of the guards, if it's too much for you. I'd pick the one at the Tower Gate. His inspections were say, very thorough.."
"No, we can't involve any.."
"Just do it, Bella." Elanor interjected, watching her friend stutter. "It's nothing. You just have to sit there, like a rock."
"Quiet Demura. You leave the ordering to me, alright?"
"How dare you! Highness..?"
As Bellatrix snapped, Adriana shook her head.
"Demura, this won't work. I can't teach in a space where my authority is constantly undermined. If she can't handle a bit sass, what about when we get to the actual challenging parts?! Either switch with someone obedient, or get her in line."
"You have my word, Adriana. Bella will behave."
"Good. And that would be Ma'am, to you both."
"Yes Ma'am." Elanor replied, leaning more into the girly voice Ishikawa had drilled into her.
"Now Bella, go grab a chair, and.." As she spoke, Adriana rolled her fingers along the thick threads hanging from either side of her hips, threads that looked like needlessly ornate embroidery on first glance, and gave a gentle tie. Stepping out from what seemed like an invincible circle, she continued to the Head of Households effort-fully dragging the furniture. "Yes, put it in the center, and then.. Go dry these. Demura..! Shed those robes. Chop chop!"
Dry these.?! What do you mean.?? As she wondered, with Adriana sauntering towards the oak-wood chair, Bellatrix saw the weirdly crumbled fabric on floor, right where the dancer was standing a moment ago. It looked light and fluffy, a frilly white piece of cloth.
What the hell?!
I didn't sign up for this.
**
*
The Forgotten Dance Hall
Three minutes had passed, and the Horse Whisperer couldn't yet shake off her lips, that annoyed chant.
I did not fucking sign up for this..
Standing by the open window of the Dance Hall, with both hands extended out to the breeze, waving gently as instructed. The frilly white fabric pinched by her fingertips, dancing with the wind, wafting onto her face what most men would consider an aroma, the disgust which evoked still hadn't faded from her bearing.
Valetian silk! Bella remembered the dancer telling proudly, that the fabric of her undergarment was worth more than her salary, even as the Head of Households. Softest thread known to mankind, meticulously woven by hand into a dense fluffy layered loincloth, the exotic kind that was designed to entice from outside, and to absorb remarkably well, thanks to the inner padding. Absorbing of course, the wet fountain that was an inevitability of any erotic performance, like the one Adriana had engaged in the prior night.. And of course, what else was deposited up her sacred cove, leaked out to the fabric eventually. Now Bella had to stand there like a common servant, and hand dry it out herself, for the rare fabric demanded special care, for if it were sun-dried, somehow it would ruin subtle softness.
Fucking bullshit is what it is.
I'm a respected equestrian. The Head of Households of the Wolkenshire Royal Court! How dare she make me dry her stenching cooch-wiper.?!
Bellatrix shook her head in anger again. For you, Nora. All this, for you. She exhaled out the stress. Then again, her Queen wasn't having it easy either. For the past fifteen minutes, the Queen of Wolkenshire was made to do the 'crawl' in a circle, a standard exotic dance move where the performer has to walk on all fours, with her limbs overlapping like in a cat-walk, and her hips swaying seductively such that from above her spine moves like a snake. A relatively simple move for sure, but doing it continuously for fifteen minutes to the rhythm of Madam's metronome was hard on her core, certainly her knees, not to mention the way it reduced the True-ruling Monarch into a sweaty mess in such short time. There was a hint of sadism in her smile as Adriana observed the movements, comfortably sitting laid back on the chair.
"Enough. Go take a sip of water. Bella! Hang it by the window, and come wipe clean your Queen's mess."
Right away, bitch! Bellatrix clenched her teeth, and went to get a mop. As she cleaned the sweat puddles, Adriana walked up to the Queen.
"Your gait is barely passable, Demura. Our audience is no longer some drunken sailors anymore. Your performance needs much more refinement. Have you forgotten all I had taught.? Your breathing is all over the place, and you are putting too much thought, too much intention into the sway. What happened to letting from the heart.?! If done right, you could have trotted on for another half hour, but look at you.. A pathetic panting mess.."
"Apologies Ma'am. I.. I'll do better."
Elanor sounded genuinely sorry.
"Don't worry Princess, I'll make sure you do. I've seen you mess up midway more than a few times."
Adriana chuckled as the Queen looked at her, puzzled.
"Demura, I've seen you perform. In fact, I've watched you on stage a couple times. One time you even ripped off your thong and threw it right at my face. Of course, you never recognized me in the crowd, and the cloth was peeled off my face in a blink, by drunkards itching for a sniff, but girl.. That moment you made me proud. For with all the little mistakes, you sure took the most important lesson to the heart."
Elanor gulped, finding her freshly wetted throat parched.
"You remember the night at Desert Rose, were you wore a purple-pink negligee to the stage. Remember how wet you got by the end, leaking all over those rotund under-thighs.?! The itch of which you never touched and tampered with, not on stage just as I taught. The itch, which turned a sweet quiver in relaxed lip-ends. The worming from within which made you break code, and rip it off right then, only to be woken up by the crowd going wild.. And you, my girl. unlike an amateur running offstage in shamed tears, you just twirled around, and tossed that loincloth to the drunks, knowing not how ridiculously soaked it had become by all the sluttish heat."
"Ma'am, I'm.. God, I'm so ashamed." Bella took a quick peek, and found her Queen genuinely embarrassed. Elanor asked. "I didn't know you.. How long have you known.?"
"I'll tell soon, Demura. Though I must admit. I hadn't thought in a million years you'd follow through, when I suggested Bella to try a spot at the 'Desert Rose'. I mean, the Queen of Wolkenshire, stripping in the middle of such squalor..?! She must be insane, deliciously depraved, or.."
Elanor waited, hoping for some sort of understanding from her tutor, knowing the truth of her condition would never be satisfyingly convincing. And the answer sure made her sigh in relief.
"Desperate." Adriana's voice was almost a whisper.
"I've seen that face before. Driven to desperation by need, and lacking an acceptable outlet. Shackled by shame and expectations. I had a student before, an heiress aged forty, way past what one would normally consider prime, yet an inexhaustible wellspring in her core, the kind that turns a curse for some. Her body, out of shape, her consort wild and busy, chasing skirts younger than their offsprings, and the need, simply left unchecked. Still, she came to be, and learned the ways, regularly."
Filling another glass and offering it to the Queen, Adriana continued.
"She did her best, but make no mistake, it was horrible. I had to spike the drinks of her 'partners' to ensure an erection, because it wasn't about enticement, it was about fortifying her confidence. She still visits me, every few months. And each time, she shows tremendous improvement, which could only come from hours spend dancing for an audience. And yes, she regularly dances still, for an audience of one."
"Her husband.?!"
Bella asked out of the blue, having done cleaning for a while, as Adriana sniffled.
"For the desire in the eyes looking back. The one in her bedchamber mirror. The only audience of one, who cares for her sexual well-being."
There was a pause, letting the Queen to process it all. Elanor sighed deeply and remarked.
"That's.. sad."
"Is it?" Adriana asked. "Not as sad as the ones deny themselves a release. Or the ones too afraid to admit even, such a side of them. There's a lot of sadness in her, Highness, but the one in her mirror.. That is her release. It is many things, but sad ain't one."
Despite the tone, both the women knew that this wasn't an argument. Nodding to each other, they walked back to the chair, as Adriana told.
"Bella. Take a seat."
"Should I? Seriously.?!" Bella sounded a bit desperate as she sat down.
"Ma'am, you still haven't told."
"What?" The dancer's playful smirk had returned.
"How did you figure out, that I am..?"
"You tell me first, Demura? How did you figure that I know?"
Elanor stared back, not showing how annoyed she was by the mean dominant streak Adriana clearly had. The dancer continued.
"It's not like someone could have told you, given that I hadn't told a soul."
"Oh someone sure did." Elanor smiled, as her Madam shrugged puzzled. Bella kept looking back and forth, having never felt so out of loop in a conversation.
"My sister did, Adriana.. Ma'am, I mean. Princess Veramour of Vankenbraum did."
Adriana peered into her Queen as if to call bullshit, that condescending smirk about to spread wide, when suddenly the Queen pointed to her lips. "That smug smile, Ma'am.. You have that in common with my sister. It'd bloom on her face, any time she saw me unbecoming the goody-two-shoes I aspired to be. Especially contrasted to the wanton libertine she was. The smile that screams, I see you. I could read on your face, that the game was up."
Elanor didn't tell however, what had happened the last time she saw Veramour smirk. What her dear sister walked on her doing. What all those heavy breaths, disheveled robes, sweaty forehead, loss of voice, and her wide unblinking eyes betrayed, about a part the young Princess had kept hidden for so long. Such shame! The Queen feigned a loud cough, with her crinkled face, just to distract from that memory.



"How perceptive of you, Demura?! Now, shall we move on to the next lesson."
"Yes Ma'am." Elanor said, standing four feet in front of a seated Bellatrix, avoiding eye-contact so her friend felt that much less awkward. As Adriana walked around the chair, Bella had a better look at her Queen since this irritating ordeal began. The Royal robes were laying piled up somewhere in the corner. The Queen instead wore now what closely resembled some scandalous swimwear design. The skirt was a simple silk shawl, wrapped pretty low at the waistline covered a third of her meaty thigh at the longer end. The shorter end, tied pretty high against her left pelvic bone barely covered anything. The dark thong-like loincloth could be clearly seen through the thin material. Still, considering what Adriana had seen Her Highness wearing, this seemed more than proper.
The top was a single silk scarf, worn like a sarong-top, giving tight support to her breast-mounds, and secured looped around her neck in front. Sure it covered everything, but the firm support given to the base pushed the bosoms further up and closer, and the flimsy fabric was barely anything more than a second-skin over the soft melons. Her obviously excited buds made clear embarrassing impressions, and since the support was limited to the base, it meant her feminine globes more than jiggled at the slightest movement, making it painfully difficult to look away.
Sure, Bella had seen the pride of Wolkenshire in far compromising situations, wearing nothing more than masculine musk. But at least then, the Horse Whisperer felt in control. Distant, and objective. But now it just felt humid. And queasy. And a bit ticklish.
Lady Agrafena was no fan of tickles.
Tick - Tuk! Tick - Tuk!
Setting the metronome to a new slower rhythm, Adriana asked.
"So, Demura. Remember the basics of lap-dance?"
Lap-dance?! Bella nearly belched, as she felt the dancer's palms run over her shoulders sensually.
"Time for role-play, Lady Agrafena. You are now a wealthy Araaphan merchant, waiting for the famed exotic artist Demura of Wolkenshire to set your fire ablaze. Remember, Araaphan merchants are cultured, well-versed in etiquette. The won't go drooling over shapely jugs, at least they won't show it. They sit back firm, letting that pot-belly sag, with their thighs apart. Wide apart."
As she spoke leaning over the shoulder, Adriana's both hands reached around underneath and grabbed Bella's thighs, gently spreading it apart. Poor Lady Households felt a chill run up her spine, and the dancer's warm exhale hitting her right ear-lobe certainly didn't help, especially as she whispered.
"Now I know Lady Agrafena, that despite the rumors, you don't love munching on peach. So this could get really irksome, with this one about to scissor you now, for lack of a better word. But, I got your back. See, I'll shield you from any titillating shame, with my own right hand, right by your pelvis. Promise. That's comforting news. Right, Bella?!"
The sadistic pleasure was evident in her tone, and Bella couldn't voice an objection, or much else, with her throat beyond parched. She could only sit, near-petrified, as that right hand creeping by her waist came to rest just as promised, at the spot between her wide-open thighs.
"Consider this your codpiece." Adriana then continued to her student, loudly. "Demura, listen and visualize now. The merchant isn't a simple tourist. In fact, this is his bachelor party. And sitting all around him and you, are his drunken friends and trade partners. Feel they bated breaths, their lecherous leers. Hear their slurring, indecent catcalls. The jangling gold coins, the price for what you lack. Shame and chastity. Can you see them, Demura? Can you feel them?"
"Yes Ma'am." The Queen replied, with closed eyes and an active imagination.
"When you perform, I want you to know it in your bones, that this isn't merely an expression of your lust. Perform loud, with pronounced gestures and confident strides. Be mindful of the eyes eating out your rear, as you smother the merchant in front with your melons. Your kisses, moans, even sighs must stay loud enough to fuel them."
As Elanor nodded, the tutor continued. "And for all that efforts, what would please your heart for a reward? Their cheers, adulations, obscene remarks..? The gold and silver thrown your way? What is the reward you seek, Demura?"
"The scent would do, Ma'am. The scent is more than enough."
That answer was no surprise to Bellatrix, even as she hadn't understood yet, it's effect in all this while. The scent, as she calls it, the Great Chaste. The smell of all virile manhoods around, collectively cumming. The suffocating stench as far as Bella is concerned, of fresh human spunk, deposited rope after rope. She had seen it from distance, smelled it when cleaning and knew in her heart by now, that unlike her Queen, she'd never want be showered in seminal secretions.
"Good answer. Now listen to the rhythm, and begin."
Bella observed the Queen, the tip of her right index finger tapping, in tandem with her right toes on the floor, grooving with the rhythm, waiting for a opening to begin. And she did, starting with her hip gyrating leftwards, as her right foot stood on toes, letting her do an impulsive spin. And Bella saw in the way the light hit, the naked rear buns of her dear Queen in disturbing proximity, peeking out that translucent sarong. As her eyes lowered on a deep moral instinct, a warmth crept up her bust-line, and gently pushed her chin up. The free left hand of Lady Adriana, making fun of her tortured state, forcing Bella to look at what's before. That annoying whisper came again, tickling her earlobe.
"Face up, dear Araaphan Merchant. It's an art-form,okay. You needn't act so overtly prudish. Besides, it's the Queen of Wolkenshire, the most coveted feminine in all lands of men. The closest human flesh to the divine perfection. It'd be a sin to waste it unseen."
On that, Bellatrix could only gulp in agreement, unaware now even of the heat rising in her own underbelly. The air in the room turning suddenly warm. Did someone closed the windows? Why is it suddenly so hard to breath?! Bellatrix kept watching and watching spellbound till her eyes tired. The grip on her chin never relaxed, and as the eyes strained, even some part of the Horse Whisperer refused to blink. Her vision turned a blur, but she could still sense all the movements, like being mindful of something on the periphery.
Clad in next to nothing, the Queen of hers continued seducing that imaginary crowd of hers, with pronounced bosom shakes, and obscene rear thrusts, not to mention the performative gasps and moans, perfectly timed with the metronome's pause. Out of the blue, she did something like a front-handspring, a front flip with your hands touching the ground, and ended up sitting right on Lady household's lap. With both foot hooking underneath her respective shins, all done in one continuous flow. Bella had seen her Queen spar a hundred times by now, but the way she just moved looked less athletic, and more gracefully erotic.
Bellatrix felt it then, the sudden it, right on her pussy slit. God no! She felt it again, this time a little up, like teasing her clitoral bud. When did it start budding for fuck sake?! Am I losing my mind.?? A quick peek down resolved all her anxiety. Thank goodness, it wasn't her body betraying itself, dazed by novelty. It was Adriana's right hand, cupping her nether in guise of protection, that was nudging against her nether over the clothes. As the Queen roped her both hands around Bella's neck for support, and began toyingly grinding her pelvis against, Adriana spoke finally, sounding seductively authoritative.
"Good! Very nice combinations! Could be more pronounced, especially when you twerk, I still feel a bit shame troubling you, but overall.. Hmm. No, no, no.. Don't thrust. Grind. There's no hurry, keep with the rhythm. Slowly.. Slide it out. yes, like that. Lock on to his shin firmly, with your ankles. Leave his shoulders and hold the chair, the back-rest. It's stronger, more stable. Distribute the bulk of your load between limbs. Remember, you aren't sitting on his lap, you are straddling him. Keep your torso lightly suspended, parallel to his. And move like riding a stallion uphill. Like sucking a dick up that pussy, you know?"
"She doesn't know."
Bellatrix said quickly, having known precisely what the dancer described, on her one unforgettable night with General Tarquin.
"She's a virgin. Still."
"Is that so.?! And you aren't. Clearly. Interesting.." Adriana studied her Queen's face intently. It showed no signs of deceit, nor desire to clarify. It simply looked eager, to learn more.
"So the Great Chaste isn't just propaganda, you mean?" This time it was directed at Bella.
"Given what we let you in on, why would we lie about this.?!"
"That is an interesting question. Why would you still be.. Hmm.. Okay, focus now. Imagine his dick, semi-hard, demanding more from you. More passion, more heat, more desire. He wants you to try hard. Not like a whore who's in it just for the money, but like a creature of lust, mid-worship. Her idol, his manhood in full mast. And her offerings, those teasing succulent kisses, from those nether lips. Rubbing on and on.. Desire is needed more. Remember where desire resides. Move from your heart, push out your chest, let the spine follow that wave, and follow it through to the tail-bone. Scrape up the lust in his groin with yours."
As Elanor obeyed with no question, staring right between Bella's brows, the Horse Whisperer felt oddly excluded. She knew the Queen was avoiding eye-contact for her sake only, and yet. Doing something so erotically charged, feeling the heat of what's before and behind, mix discomfortingly with that within your own core. Not even acknowledging my presence when I spoke in defense of her chastity, just a moment ago.?! Bella felt reduced to a mere object, a furniture, the way her Queen ignored her presence. That's what's bothering you now, Bella?! Fucking seriously.??
"Yes, like that. Relax your groin when you begin the grind. And as the hip curls up, clench the pelvic floor, like you are sucking something up into the nether. Visualize it, and clench right in. In reality, your lower lips would be rubbing along his hard on as you clench up. For now, imagine the back of my palm as his pelvis. As you do a good job, it'll get erect, as in I'll make a fist more and more. Yes, like that. Keep grinding."
"Ouch!" Bella yelped out of the blue.
"Quiet! If the visual stimulation is too much, just close your eyes." As Adriana nodded at the Queen in encouragement, she got closer again and whispered in Bella's ear. "But I assure you. The things conjured in the dark would be far worse, especially from your dykey mind. Oh, did I say dykey? I meant dirty.."
Ew.!! Did she just..?! No way.. It felt like a tongue. Bellatrix squirmed in her seat with her eyes shut tight, as she felt something warm and moist slithered along her outer ear lobe. Bellatrix knew that Adriana was in a committed relationship with the Lord of Ormangrad. But she had also heard, while doing the initial background check, tales of many short term flings the famed dancer had, often woman who had no history of bisexual tendencies. But no! Not with my Queen so close, she wouldn't dare.. This is just her trying to annoy me. Probably just my own sweat dripping. Stop imagining things Bella..!
"Now we'll try performative pecks." That was Adriana.
You fucking serious.!? Bellatrix yelped quietly.
"Pecks.?! As in kisses, Ma'am? Isn't it beyond permissible bodily contacts."
"You thought right, Demura. I don't mean kissing the customer. I meant me."
Bella could feel the puzzled expression on her Queen, as Adriana chuckled.
"Consider us a dancing pair, Demura. That this horny Araaphan wanted the fun of two exotic beauties at once. Now the same rules don't apply for consenting performers."
"So.." Elanor still sounded confused. "I just lean in.. And we kiss.?!"
"Oh, it won't be that simple, Demura. Like all that we do for the pleasure of the paying audience, this too must be overt, performative and loud. They should feel our bated breaths. The slippery warmth of our lips, the tender squish of a pout, the shameless dance that tongues do diving into each other's mouth, drooling in excess.. They should feel it all. They won't, unless we showcase it right, as best as we could."
"I.. I don't follow."
Adriana giggled at the childlike puzzlement, bizarrely out of place in the most powerful person in all the lands of men. "Just observe me, Highness. And mirror what I do, as best as you can. It's only day one."
Curiosity is a strange thing, Bella realized, as the lids of her eyes made a narrow opening. She saw, blurry as it was, a strangely sinful blend of perplexion and wonderment in the eyes of her Queen, as she observed whatever Lady Adriana was showing.
"Come on Demura, mirror me."
And she did, as that glistening tongue circled along her lips, with desire filling in those eyes. Performative desire, the kind she had nearly mastered from her nights in the Desert Rose. A loud, sub-orgasmic moan of an exhale came from Adriana, which the Queen mimicked almost perfectly, though Elanor's sounded more on the submissive end. Bella could see on her periphery, the dancer leaning closer from behind, clutching her left trapezius for support. Her lips pouting out like a duck's bill. The Queen mimicked on, leaning discomfortingly closer to the Head of Households, her lips nearly blooming outwards, as pouty as pouting gets, as that tongue wormed out, wiggling like a fishing bait.
The tongues met inches away from Bella's right cheek, but they never kissed. Instead they did something akin to a serpentine mating ritual, tickling each other with the wet tips, while almost entwining around, as bated breaths hit Bella's blushing face. She saw her Queen cower like a lost puppy, leaning downwards while looking up. And then Adriana's head towering over, over her own shoulder, as their tongues kept dancing, almost like a sparrow feeding it's nestling.
"Yes that's all there is to it. Now you are getting it. Keep pouting, and massage the other lip with yours. Gently, so they feel the softness of the flesh. Hmmm.. Hehe.. That felt good. Keep going. Wait. Pouty. POUTY! Demura, suck in your cheeks.."
"But that's not how you.." Elanor sounded confused and curious.
"I know. It's about exaggerating dear. You must show them how thirsty you are for their lips, their kiss. And who knows what they'd be imagining you kissing. So suck the air in. I want to see your face distorted, those bubble cheeks sinking right into to your skull, like you are deepthroating a.. Yes, that's right. Hold it. Now, make an O with your lips. yes, like that. yeah.. Beautiful, right Bella. Oh right, you can't see. Now, about the drool.."
God! I did not need to see that. Bellatrix cringed.
Closing her eyes in full now, Bella realized it wasn't the reprieve she had hoped. Sounds of sloshing, slurping and kissing filled the void soon.. Sounds which felt more than intimate, echoingly so, that it became hard now for the Horse Whisperer, the state she was in down below. The heat had woken up, leaving her own nether slippery wet, even for not wanting. And it wasn't just down below. Bellatrix felt her pulse quicken. The wet slithering tongues of her Queen and that damn dancer invaded the dark of her mind, snaking around her own, as her mouth watered confused. All Bella can do to suppress was to close her own thighs tight, an unconscious defensive gesture, which didn't go unnoticed by Adriana, for her right palm was still resting against the girl's crotch, as the thighs tried closing.
"Straddle Demura!" She said, almost as a command. "Straddle the Araaphan merchant. Make him haaard."
The Queen obeyed, continuing her performative smooching, as her hips resumed the grinding.
"Good, good." Adriana encouraged between kisses. "Look, he's getting harder and harder."
Bella didn't knew what it meant, but she sure felt the dancer's fingers rubbing over her slit, over the clothes of course.
"Now grab by the hair, and smother him with your bosoms."
Bellatrix felt first, a tightness on her scalp, and then the most heavenly squish against her cheeks, before she could even voice an objection. For the first time in her life, the Horse Whisperer was made to take a lungful of her Queen's sweet sweaty aroma, right from that smushed cleavage.
"Hahaha.. You hear that.?! I believe you made someone very happy."
Adriana laughed, as Bella felt her fingers clearly grab her swollen lower lips, but it took her a moment to realise what was so funny. Bella had exhaled while her head was pushed into the royal cleavage, and apparently the passing of air through tight, squishy places can sound embarrassingly hilarious. I did not ask for this. Cussing under her breath, Bella squinted her already closed eyes, hoping to dull the sensory overload.
"Now Demura. Give the merchant something to taste. You remember the Holderim maneuver?"
Elanor gave a puzzled look, as she got down her Bella's lap, which made her open the eyes. The dancer too eased off Lady Households, not so subtly sniffing her own hand as she did. Bella looked around quick, too flustered and ashamed to face her Queen, as Adriana clarified.
"You do a seductive twirl. With your back facing the customer, you'll bend forward, presenting him your ass. As you do so, give flying kisses to the audience around, and gently peel off your panties. Turn around, and simply stuff it in the customer's mouth."
Showing some sign of embarrassment, the Queen asked.
"By customer you mean.."
"Who else?! The Araaphan merchant of course."
"NO!" Bella nearly screamed as she leapt off the seat, startling both the women. She looked around, for a way to escape the rules she had herself promised to obey, something odd caught her eye. "I mean.. I mean. The panties are gone.!"
Adriana and the Queen looked towards where she pointed, as Bella ran towards window. The frilly white Valetian silk loincloth, the one Bellatrix had hung by the window to air-dry, was no longer there. Looking over the window, the Horse Whisperer was hoping to find it in a dirty puddle somewhere down the gardens, having flown away by the wind. A part of her wanted it disgustingly sullied, given how proudly verbose the dancer earlier was about her fashion choices.
As Adriana and Bella leaned over the window, looking down, the Queen stayed back. Given her current wardrobe, the last thing Elanor wanted was giving some unsuspecting patrolman an eyeful.
"Do you see it?" Adriana asked, not finding it stuck on the branches right below, nor the garden bed.
"There!" Bella nearly shouted, suppressing her glee.
Adriana saw a dozen guards marching away to the other end of the garden. And her precious frilly white panties hanging from the tip, of the long spear on the right hand of a guard in the last row. Bella gloatingly smiled as the dancer spoke.
"What are you grinning for?! Go get my clothing."
And her smile vaporized just as quick, realizing the guards were probably headed to the main ground for practice drills, ready to join fifty more. Realizing now she'll have to retrieve a shameful piece of clothing from an unsuspecting guard's flag-spear, while having some explanation for the rest of the dozen.
Shit! I must catch up, before they reach the main ground. Without wasting a moment, Bellatrix dashed for the door.
"Wait!"
Bellatrix stopped midway and looked at Adriana first, and then her Queen. What do you mean, wait?! Adriana said, scoffingly.



"What if you take forever to get it back? When the clock is up, I'll leave."
"I won't be long. Highness, if you'd please excuse."
"I don't have confidence in you, Bellatrix. I tasked you with my custom-made Valetian-silkwear, and look were it is now. You can't even sit still and let us practice, without getting all wet and worked up. Pathetic.."
"Hey! Mind your tongue."
"Mind yours, horse-girl. My dance hall, remember? You are in my domain now. You'll go, when I let you go. That much is cleared with Her Highness."
Bellatrix rolled her eyes. What's with this bitch?!
"Hey, by the time you decide, the patrol-shift may change. You want your silkwear or not?"
"I'll need some collateral." Adriana said as she walked over to the metronome, to set up a different rhythm. Bellatrix looked at her silent Queen, and back at the dancer.
"What do you mean?"
"Well, if you take too long, or find it torn, I'll need to wear underneath. Right.?"
"I'll be sure to fetch something suitable, if that's the case."
"No need. Just leave yours here. We aren't that difference in size." Adriana said, walking up to the Head of Households. As Bellatrix looked at her, dumbfounded, the dancer ordered, this time to their Queen.
"Didn't you hear the new rhythm, Demura? Ophidian Hip Twists, now. Shake that ass!"
Bellatrix look at her to intervene, but standing there near-nude, shaking her hips to the tunes of a peer, it didn't seem like the Queen had any voice in that room. Adriana walked around and almost whispered into her ear.
"Have you heard of Ophidian Unknot, Trixie?! I was hoping to teach her down the line. But if you are game, we can prepone. It's a disarming move, lasting no more than fifteen seconds if done right. The dancer is supposed give a standing massage of sorts, caressing the customer, standing right behind him. It's all a distraction, for the real aim is to undress the man. Mostly done by his paying friends, as a joke. Of course. It's from a much older time, when customs and clothing were simpler. Unless the man is wearing a ceremonial toga, or an erotic-wear designed to be stripped easy, it's much trickier to pull off. Luckily most feminine cloths are in a sense erotic-wear. Doesn't take much, right? Whether to strip off, or rip off."
Bellatrix continued staring at her Queen, who now avoided eye-contact for her own sake. The sensual fog from earlier had all gone, and now without proper context, she just looked stupid, obscenely shaking her ass, like a slave to the metronome. Adriana continued.
"There's a variation to that move, which uses the legs. It's done only when the dress includes a traditional quilt. Quite difficult to master. Because, it requires great balance, and core-strength. Putting weight entirely on the left leg, you snake the right foot up along the customers legs. If you do it right, he won't notice a thing until he feel the touch. Your big-toe pulling down his loin-cloth, that is."
Bella simply took a step forward, having reached her limit, knowing well what it would result in. Adriana wasn't as good as she thought she was, and she forgot the Horse-whisperer was used to reading mares. As she explained the Ophidian Unknot, the dancer was performing it as well. Distracting Bella with her seductive tone, and the bizarre sight of her Queen acting stupid, Adriana's right foot was riding up Bella's long skirt, right in the gap of her legs. But Bella caught on quickly and stood there, waiting till her big-toe was an inch short of pinching the gusset of her panties.
Bitch!
Bellatrix smirked, as Elanor gave a subtle nod, a smile hinting at her lips, and the Horse Whisperer took a forceful step forward. Adriana realized too late, that she lacked the core-strength to maintain composure in case of sudden movements, especially with her right foot entangled in Lady households' skirt-fold.
BAM!
"Ouch!"
The celebrated dancer fell on her ass, the impact barely hurting her pride. Elanor kept shaking her hips, instead of running to help, for those were the orders. As Adriana rolled to her side, rubbing her aching rear, she looked up expectantly for the Head of Households to extend a hand. Instead, Bellatrix just sat down on her haunches, a satisfied smile quite evident on her face. Hooking her both hands on either sides of the hiked-up-skirt, looking the dancer right in the eyes, she spoke.
"I'm well aware of the rumors, ever since starting this job. Having a woman taking a seat of such power sure is a rare sight, let alone two, so I get the rumor-mill working overtime, given how closely we work together, Her Highness and me.. And given the requirements of the job, I'm sure there may have been enough hints spilled unbeknownst, for some of them to believe even, such fanciful tales. So hear it straight from me, Lady Adriana. To the best of my knowledge, there's only space for just one in my Queen's heart, even after so long. And.."
Leaning a bit closer, Bella continued.
"I bear no disrespect for dykes, but I am not one."
"Neither am I. I'm just.. Curious." Adriana smiled like a child as she spoke. Bellatrix stood up in a single swoop, running her hands along those long legs as the dress-folds descended, peeling off her panties underneath the skirt, mimicking a move she had witnessed the Queen perform far too many times. Dangling the crumpled piece of fabric before her eyes, she said with obvious contempt.
"Here. Your collateral."
Tossing it to her lap, Bella turned towards the door, as the dancer grinned.
"And like I said, I haven't for a second had any such doubts, about Demura. But you Trixie, on the other hand.."
Bella looked over her shoulder, annoyed, wishing Her Highness hadn't been there, so she could have kicked her teeth in. But blood rushed to her cheeks, blood of deep revealing shame, at what she saw down in the dancer's grip. With mischief-filled eyes, Adriana looked up, with Lady household's panties wrapped around her right hand, with her nose flaring, as if breathing in the feminine scent from the crotch-piece. Which would have disgusted her enough, but what caught her eye was the gusset of the panties. Particularly the dark wet patch, which hadn't stopped glistening. Like an evidence that would prove Bella's condescending proclamations worthless.
Wait. Did I really?!
I thought it was just all in my mind.
Adriana needn't say much. That knowing smile was enough, to boil Bella's blood.
"Sniff all you want, you..."
Lady Households walked away without finishing her thought, flustered and annoyed. As the door closed, Adriana got up and regained her composure. Tossing the undergarment to the side, like that had lost all it's interest, she turned now to the Queen.
"Was that really necessary?"
Elanor asked, while she continued to gyrate her hips.
"Well, I'm no fan of pretenders, Demura. When we first met, she played it like she owned you. like she had some real hold over you. At the time I thought.."
"Thought what.?" Elanor stopped the exercise, and walked up towards her tutor. "You've postponed it enough. Give it to me straight, Adriana. How did you know it was me?"
"Fair enough." Adriana walked over to the table, and pored them both some drinks, watching the sweaty mess her Queen had become from all the workout. "You don't remember the first time we met, do you?"
This isn't about when I first went to Ormangrad. Elanor shook her head. "Have we met sometime during the royal wedding.?"
"No. I'd be surprised if you remembered. You were just a girl then."
"I don't understand."
"You asked me, what gave away? And I said, you did. Because, it was in fact you, Her Highness, that betrayed yourself. I had my suspicions when I first saw you dance. By the end of our first session I was 80% sure. And when I realized Bellatrix is in fact the Head of Households, one of the closest positions to the True-ruling Monarch, it all started making sense. In all frankness, I was particularly hard on you while training, because I don't like posers. I toyed with you just like I did with Bella, when I realized she wasn't actually the one in power. At the time, I thought someone else was in 'charge' of you Highness. That you were just a puppet-Queen, for the one pulling the strings. I mean, given what an oddity you are, a Ruling Queen, you can't fault my active imagination. But now I know, that it was all done on your command. Does that answer your question."
"No, actually. You saying yo deduced my identity, on the very first day, from watching me dance.?! That makes no sense."
"Apologies, Highness. I've been told many times, that verbal communication isn't my strong-suit. Mystic is part of our practice, and sometimes it bleeds into words, without intending to. I'll explain what I meant."
"One of your dance teachers, Dame Judine. Her full name is Judine Pascella, better known as Lady Pascella in her later years. I was one of her favorite students, and had the pleasure of performing alongside her on stage, once even in this very Castle. Lady Pascella was a strange character, for one she wasn't known for kissing ass. Which is why, when she praised someone, we knew it was for real. I have heard many times her speak highly of you, my Queen. She said you had a unique way of expressing. As in, the way you danced was very peculiar, the grace was just unmatchable. She went on to say, that were you not a Princess, and devoted yourself to the art, you may very well have created a new style of dancing. You know, like how Madame Olgorinka distinguished herself from her peers."
"So..?" Elanor nodded, as she knew it to be true. Dame Judine had told her the same, years back. And though the Queen wasn't aware of this Pascella persona at the time, she had always had a sense that Judine was full of mysteries. "You are basing this on Dame Judine's words.?! How so..?"
"Understudies."Adriana chuckled.
"I was her chief understudy for two years, Demura. Months when she had tutored you on the side. You don't remember, and why would you.. Why would the teenage Princess of Vankenbraum bother to make friends with the girls in the shadows, making sure the rhythm is right and whatnot. But I had witnessed long before Pascella spelt it out, that the way you dance is certainly unique. Whether you grooved to the Northern style, or Southern classical, there's always a little too much 'Elanor' in your shakes. The same 'Elanor' that was hard to miss, when one enigmatic Demura walked into my dance hall."
Elanor didn't seem convinced. "Really.?! The way I move? Come on.."
"I get that it's a hard sell, logically. But you know this, Highness, in fact everyone does. Name your favorite opera singer, or swordsman, or play actor even. All the great ones are doing something exceptional, surely. And part of that what makes it exceptional is that personal touch. Now it's easy tell, in a singer. Anyone can appreciate great music. Choreography is more complex, and it takes a discerning eye."
"Maybe.. So what now?"
"Nothing. Your bearing is your tell, Highness. But it's a real subtle tell, mind you. Only those who spend considerable time observing a young Elanor, making notes of her missteps, so she may improve upon her skills, even have a chance of recognizing. So you may not worry. In all lands the of men, at best three souls can tell, just from the way you move. Dame Judine, me, and perhaps Madame Olgorinka. Judine has left for the Araaphan dunes, Olgorinka is too old to care, so.. Your secret is safe, I'd say. Does that quell your concerns?"
"To an extend, yes. What changed?"
"What you mean.?"
"In the early months in Ormangrad, I felt this veiled contempt coming from you. Especially when you verbally direct me, in the presence of the immigrant peasants, the so called 'partners'. Sure, those may have been exercises in tempering one's shame, but that doesn't explain the smug satisfaction that was surely on your face. The kind of pleasure you took today, toying with my Head of Households."
"Guilty as charged." That playful smirk was back on Adriana's lips. "But, there's method to the madness, I swear."
"I'm not complaining, Adriana." Elanor continued. "Only I don't sense it in you anymore. And you say, you knew from the beginning who I was, so I don't understand the sudden lack of contempt.. What changed? Why are you being strangely respectful now?"
"Well, there's a lot to respect. For one, you know how they say, nothing deepens your understanding like teaching. When you stopped coming, it surely made me appreciate how great a student you were.. Meeting the demands of my rigorous training with genuine enthusiasm, forcing me to bring my A-game to every session, challenging my understanding of the grammar of seduction. As they say, without the dirt to rain return to as rain, the clouds are hopelessly lost.. I missed you, and I had a lot of time to reflect, which made me realize where I had misjudged you, Elanor."
"How so?"
"The way societal prejudices stain your thinking is truly remarkable. Of all people, I shouldn't fall prey to looking down, on the one's that seek to refine their erotic expression. Yet, part of me judged you for a slut. The damned S-word, the prejudice of which I thought myself immune to, having called the same by many men and women alike. A reminder that even the Queen isn't beyond the repressed vices of womankind. The degenerate that was once the source of all generation. A derogative, which isn't entirely without merit, but.. I realized later, that you weren't exactly lacking on resources, if being a slut was the intention. I mean, you aren't just any Queen, Highness. You are the True-ruling Monarch."
"So.?"
"Highness, you have all the privileges of a King, the first woman to have such, which in itself comes with a separate can of worms, but.. Amongst them, is the right to a royal harem. If you were single-mindedly sex-crazed, I'm sure Her Highness would have a stable of stallions, of peak performance, in all the right and wrong ways. Living blankets to swap out for each night, meant to lull you into rest, and lick you up to waking."
"Adriana, you certainly have an active imagination. Royal harems hadn't been a thing in over three generations."
"Not officially, of course. Ever since the Grand Inquisition, and the days of the witch-hunts. But Highness, I know that there isn't a nobleman, a Prince charming, a General, who doesn't maintain a stable of whores. A handful exclusives at the very minimum. I've myself been asked to join a few many times. No, if this was all about sating the flesh, the Queen of Wolkenshire would have no shortage of men to choose from."
"So what is this then, you suppose? My sudden obsession in being the closet slut who gets off by stripping for drunken lowlives in shady bars, as you put it.?!"
"I don't know Highness. Perhaps it's beyond my understanding, and it'd be sinfully rude of me to judge, that which i barely understand. The way I see it, it's your cross. And this is how you chose to bare it. Shall we move on to the lessons.?"
"Just one thing."
"Yes." Adriana said, walking over to the metronome.
"Don't be such a pain towards Bellatrix."
Adriana sniffled, as she set up a new tempo.
"I give you my word, Highness. Lady Agrafena wouldn't be troubled by me after today."
Saying which the dancer began showing a new step, a variation which Elanor found much difficult to grasp on the first go. Right as she mimicked the motions, the Queen said.
"I just realized, Madame.. That it would have been better to wait for the class to conclude, for us to walk out of this dance hall, before giving you a direct order. Now I just gave you an excuse, didn't I?"
Adriana laughed lightly at what the Queen implied.
"One could only hope, Highness, for sake of the Horse Whisperer.. That I'm not that keen, that mean, on keeping scores. Back to practicing, Demura.."
**
*
Meanwhile, miles away in the private chamber of Heavensworth, the infamous official brothel of Wolkenshire, a strange guest had walked in. Unlike the men flocking in for illegitimate means of love, the strange one needed to rain no riches to get in. The marker on his right wrist, an antique amulet, was enough for admission. He was Soren the Dark, after all. One of the few grey orcs gifted with such inferior features, that he could pass for human. Leading him in as instructed, the young lass blurted out, in her performative enthusiasm.
"Make yourself comfortable, Sir. We have the finest array of liquor and cuisines at your disposal. Sir Rian shouldn't be long."
"Shouldn't be long?! He isn't here already, you mean?"
The girl looked back, like the last thing she wanted was to make him displeased, which was puzzling for Soren was careful to not sound too intimidating.
"I apologize on behalf of the Commander, Sir. He is usually on time, so there must be a good reason. Um.. May I entertain you, while we wait, sir.?"
Soren managed respond with his best practiced human smile, odd as it looked with his pained cheeks. The human smile was something alien to the orcan kind. When feeling merry, the orcs would laugh out loud, or even cackle gently. But this silent curving of one's lips..?! One more thing to add to the list of human idiosyncrasies.
"What's your name dear?" Soren asked, curious about the contemptuous fear lurking beneath her hospitality. The one that didn't aimed at him.
"Rousetta, sir. Please call me Rose."
"Rose, take your cut, give Madame the rest, and why don't you take the day off.??" As he said it, Soren tossed her way a coin pouch. With her fingers still fidgeting with the pouch, the girl asked timidly.
"May I sing you a song, in gratitude. Perhaps show you this new dance routine I learned. Please just.. Can I stay in here.?"
"Is it that man in the lobby? The one who had been staring your way, as we walked in?"
The orc asked, puzzled again at his habit of taking on the troubles of else. She's a whore, Soren. If it's too tough, she can always quit. As the girl nodded yes, Soren continued.
"Rose, you can't be discriminatory with customers. That's very bad for business. What, he got an ugly mug.?!"
She didn't answer.
"You don't like this line of work? Is that it?"
"No, it isn't like that, Sir. I'm.. In fact I'm very much a sexual creature." And a very good agent, Rousetta added in her mind. I'm part of a surveillance mission. At least, that's how it started anyhow.
"But..?!"
"But the things they would.. The things he'd make me do.. Only someone rotten to the core could interpret it as anything sexual."
The disgust on her visage was enough of an explanation. Soren gave an understanding nod, having heard many tales of horror, of what passes for sexual congression in the sicker human minds. He had even witnessed the after effects of some of his once captured kin. Of course, such pleasures where beyond ordinary orcan comprehension by design.
"Okay. You may stay with me, till Rian comes."
Rousetta's face lit up comically, as she bowed in gratitude, and went for the cabinet, popping open one of their finest wine.
"Sir, allow me to treat you with a refresher. You have this strange air Sir, if I may. That of a foreigner. This is your third visit to Heveansworth, right?!"
As soon as safety was guaranteed, her training kicked in, and Rosetta began gathering data. "You have a very peculiar smile, sir, if you don't mind me saying. You aren't from around, are you. Like, not from the five Kingdoms. And that unique inflection when you speak.. Are you from the outlands? Araaphan by any chance.?!"
"Rosetta.." Soren called, regretting his kindness already.
"Yes sir.?"
"Annoy me again, and you wouldn't just be kicked out. I'll join your friend out there, in that not-so-sexual act you so despise."



Rousetta didn't utter another word.
She believed him.
**
*
Tich-tu-Tukh! Tich-tu-Tukh!
Elanor continued practicing the advanced step. It was a combination of twirling, kicking, and twerking to the audience to her left, then doing the same for the right. It was a hard one to keep on rhythm, but the trickiest part was breathing, for she was told to do twenty reps without gassing out. But shutting her eyes every once in a while, the Queen felt this surge of energy filling up from within, as she pictured the roaring crown all around. She could feel the pulse, the air turning humid from all those musky sweat. She could hear the copper coins thrown on stage, scattering all over, the hard-earned money, which had become the price of her shame. The sweet scent of pre-cum, filling up room, running up her nostrils. Hooting and hollering, for her to go wilder, be sluttier.. Demanding nothing short of extreme obscenity, from their Demura. Yes, in those moments, she was Demura.
Thud..!
What.?!
thud..
Elanor stopped mid-twerk, and nearly fell onto the chair face-first, as Adriana yelled.
"Why did you stop? You were doing so good, Demura.."
"Ma'am, just now.. Didn't you hear a strange noise.?"
Lady Adriana looked more disappointed than worried.
"So what? It could be maids walking along the corridor, or guards marching down the garden path. What does it matter to you?! Demura, I'll tell this one more time. The rhythm! That alone should be on your mind. You dance to the rhythm, and all else will follow. Okay? Again, from the beginning."
THUD! Creeeaakk....
"Oh Bella! It's you..." Elanor sighed, as she saw her dear friend squeeze herself in timidly through the narrowly opened door. The dancer too turned to look.
"Trixie... Took you long enough. Did you manage to.."
"Yes, I.. I got it here." Bellatrix sounded embarrassed, as she gently wagged the frilly fabric in her right fist. Ignoring her tutor, Elanor walked up asking worriedly.
"Bella, are there guards out there.?"
"No, Highness. Not along the whole corridor. I felt it'd be safer to.. Why would you ask?"
"No, I just.. I had this feeling just now, that I heard something hitting the wood."
"Like knocking the door.?!" Bellatrix saw her Queen's eyes widen as soon as she finished.
"Demura.." Called an impatient Adriana.
"Just a second, Ma'am. You heard that too, Bella.?!"
"Highness, that might have been me. You know, it's a long corridor, and without the guards standing outside, I accidentally walked into the adjacent chamber. The door was pretty loud."
"Alright.. That's it probably."
As the Queen returned, Bella handed over the now-torn loin-cloth to the dancer.
"It's ruined. Looks like I'm keeping the collateral."
"Keep it."
Bellatrix said annoyed, as she walked over to the side.
"Hey, you are going to leave us hanging?"
"What?"
Chuckling at the Queen, Adriana re-adjusted the rhythm as she asked.
"The story. How did you manage to retrieve this loin-cloth, from the spear tip of an unsuspecting guard, without anyone noticing?"
Bellatrix nodded at her Queen and stood by the wall-side, choosing silence.
The class went on for another thirty minutes, when Adriana finally called it a day. The dancer then followed Bellatrix to the Royal Registry, to make the arrangement official. Dunking the towel in the water and wiping sweat off of her skin, Elanor felt that familiar bliss coursing through her body. She had danced in the privacy of her chamber before, but performing to an audience, even if it was the hard-to-please audience of one, made a world of difference. Perhaps it was from being watched, or being asked, or perhaps from being judged, she couldn't tell. But all her prior doubts had vanished.
This was a great idea.
And it felt safer this time, being in the confines of her own Castle, doing in the very room that was a gift from her love. Back in Ormangrad Estate, the Queen always had this feeling, of walking on egg-shells, but now.. Now she could truly engage in the lessons, especially when she was asked to perform blindfolded. The seductive voice of Lady Adriana painting a vivid picture in the dark of her mind, detailing every lustful gaze that was devouring her form, wrapping itself around the pillar, like it was a gigantic manhood for her to milk dry.
What's weird is that, the Queen started imaging things of her own, pretty soon. She could sense the heat that was unique to men, she even got a scent of pre-cum at one point, the odor that was after all, the point of it all. Funny enough, the Queen still felt, in that itchy ceiling of her oral cavity, where the inhales usually hit. The musky scent of fresh cum.
Cleaning her underarms for the third time, Elanor walked up to the window frame. The thicket of trees right underneath made sure that she wouldn't visible from the garden, as the Queen leaned against the frame and took a sweet lungful.
That's odd.
Her eyes bulged, puzzled, as the scent of garden flowers filled her soft palate, washing down the seminal flavor. But, I thought it was all in my mind. Intrigued and baffled, Elanor paced to the center of the dance room, exhaling deeply, and took another lungful, this time slowly, mindfully.
There it is, again.
A strange mix of fear and elation filled up her heart. Fear, for it could only mean someone was watching, and elation, because.. Well, it's been a while since I made someone cum. Following the scent like a bloodhound, the Queen soon reached a dead-end, the ornate wooden wall-mount sculpture at the far end of the side-wall.
Wait. This isn't a sculpture..
The Queen ran out the door to the corridor, nearly knocking over the metronome, grabbing her clothes in a hurry, but not bothering to put it on. She knew that Bella had send away the guards along the entire corridor. Luckily they hadn't returned yet. Pushing open the door of the adjacent chamber, Elanor felt it even stronger. It's not like the room had a strong semen-stench. Just that with her experience, the Queen was able to pick on the faint smell.
Yes, someone was here. A man.
A chill ran up her spine, making not just the hair on her name, but cherries on her tits stood erect, in confusion. Panicked, at the thought of someone peeking in on her secret.. And elated simultaneously, that her performance wasn't wasted. That she had an audience, and she took him to completion.
Why else would it stench so well in here.?!
Elanor knew she shouldn't, but her grin only grew wider.
Someone was just here.
A man was just here.
***
**
*
Labyrinth of Lust
"You sure about this?"
Soren asked for the eleventh time, the lingering frustration in his voice still evident.
"Espionage is my trade, orcan. I have a good grasp over warfare, engineering and communication. But this mythical Swefn-ston, for lack of a better term, is magic. Pure witchcraft, the faintest scent of which could have me exiled, if I get lucky. I know you aren't privy to the grand plans, neither am I. Pawns after all, aren't we.?! But we got our missions. For me to do mine, I need however, some explanation. How it works? What it accomplishes? The rub, if any.."
"Isn't it obvious from the name? It's the Dream-stone, Commander." Soren scoffed.
"Oh, you still mad about me running a bit late."
"A bit?! You had me hanging by this whorehouse for two hours."
Rian sighed, chuckling a bit.
"Surrounded by some of the juiciest meat mankind could offer, so... Besides, like I said, missions. You got yours, and mine popped up just as I was about to leave."
The Commander wasn't gonna elaborate any further, about getting wind of Lady Adriana's morning visit. Procuring proof of Her Highness dyking out was a scandal worth the risk, although things did play out a lot differently than what he had hoped for.
"You do know what it does, right Soren?"
Rian enquired, bringing the topic back to the mystical stones.
"Oh, I do. But I don't think you'd understand."
"Then make me."
Soren gritted his teeth in annoyance, but it soon turned a grin. "Know what.? I just may.. Rose, come in here."
"Rose.?!! Or you horn-dog. So, you did get some pussy on my account.."
Just as the spy cackled, Agent Rousetta walked in, swaying her hips seductively. Rian asked, surprised. "Rousetta.?! What are you doing in here? What about your regular, your assignment??"
Rousetta looked a bit tipsy, from the wine she had drunk on Soren's account, but she managed to keep a straight face.
"Sir! I was ordered to keep company on your absence, sir."
Soren nodded in agreement, as he spoke to the girl.
"Rose, find me a vaping device. A crank-pipe, a chillum, or at least a hookah. And some quality blue poppy."
"Sire, there's a strict 'no drugs policy' in the premises.."
"Rose..?!" Soren sounded displeased.
"But I know where the Madame keeps her stash, and.. And since it's Sir Rian, she wouldn't object. Give me five minutes.." She jolted out the chamber. As the Commander looked around baffled, Soren produced a thick honey colored candle from his satchel.
"This is your stop-gate. When the session starts, I'll light this candle. It is designed to burn slow. See this marker.." Soren said, pointing to the thick bluish ring around the middle of the candle, like a special wax was used in the construction. "Here the wax is treated with Thygmine, an ancient sobering agent. It will help break the trance, in case you failed to wake free on your own. The candle will provide you an hour, surely more than enough time to experience.. To understand the mythical Dream-stone, as you put it."
"Wait, what you mean by trance.?! What exactly are we doing?" Rian looked a bit bewildered.
Soren recited what was once told by the old witch Vehmeth.
"The human mind will be resistant, the first time. It will need some help, relaxing, which is where the blue poppy comes in. How the body calibrates with the trance might turn tricky. You'll likely sweat a lot, your temperature may turn feverish. But inside you won't feel a thing. It will seem like a dream, a lucid dream. The mechanics of which is tough to describe. Hmm.. Where's the stone?"
"Wait. I've never used blue poppy before, and.. What do you mean by trance..?" Rian asked, as he fished out a necklace with an large center-stone, glowing strangely green. It was the same one he had given Tabitha, on the night at the Order of Swords. The night where he witnessed from afar, the likeness of the Great Chaste, downing cock after cock, drooling all over like a rabid whore.
"What's going to happen, Soren?"
Even as no answer came, Rian was too firmly gripped by curiosity to backtrack now. The orc was busy taking the greenish crystal, the Dream-stone, out of the necklace, and putting it into a contraption that looked quite alien to the Commander. Soon Rousetta was back with a hookah, and the after sending her away, Soren made him take his first puff. Rian suddenly felt something the weight of a bull being lifted up from his shoulders. As the spy slouched down back into the sofa, his eyelids growing heavy, he heard the orc say.
"Let yourself fall freely into the darkness. Do not resist. Wait for the light, look for the green glow at the edges. First time will be a bit rough, but relax, and go towards the light. Your desires will guide from there. Well, there ends the safe guards. There's no lying to one's unconscious."
The last thing he saw was the long sinewy fingers of the grey orc lighting a match, probably for the candle that was meant to wake him out of the trance. Again, what trance.?!
Darkness.
Rian couldn't tell how long he wasted floating in this infinity of void. Long enough for the eyes to adjust to be darkness, he hoped pointlessly, until something took shape along the far edge.
A faint green glow.
Suddenly he felt himself grounded, the dirt between his toes felt increasingly real, as he strode towards the glow. Excited moans began ringing in his ears, getting louder, more intimate, with each step. Strange animated silhouettes with emerald highlights gasped in heat, as the Commander found himself part of a debaucherous scene that he had already witnessed unfolding, albeit from far away.
Walking around the circle of men, Rian could see the two sirens in the middle, dressed to look like caricatures of celebrated royal ladies. Queen Claudia the Second on the left, letting a bearded brute nibble on her tits. And the Great Chaste of Wolkenshire to the right, kneeling with her thighs spread apart, leveling her lips with the glistening crown of a bow-legged peasant. The former was Tabitha Yulia Koshka, the head maiden of the Royal Castle, and a part-time operative for the Domestic Espionage wing. The latter of course was the Daughter of Daffodils herself, Elanor of Wolkenshire, role-playing as a desperate, decadent decoy-girl.
Rian wasn't taken aback by disbelief, even though this dream unfolding before was unlike anything he could have been prepared for. It felt oddly natural, perhaps an effect of the blue-poppy, already lowering his defenses. For the first few minutes he remained an objective observer, walking around the bizarre tableau, watching it from odd angles. He remembered the dream-stone dangling from Tabitha's neck, but it was absent in the dream. It made sense in his mind, as little as he understood the mechanics of the magical object, for the recording device to not become a part of the recording.
The whole scene was covered in green fog, restricting visibility beyond ten feet. If he walks up to a particular spot, or focus on a point, the fog will fade away, multiplying the fidelity of the visuals, of sounds, of all manners of perception. Even with the dreamy drowsiness, it didn't seem any less real. If anything, it felt hyper-real. The sounds, the heat, the touch..
The touch..!
The first time he bumped into on of the dirty peasants standing around, it genuinely startled him. Rian felt it touch his skin, like a charged tingle, but the peasant himself felt nothing. In fact, none of the men, nor the ladies involved, acknowledged his presence. They couldn't see, hear, nor touch him. Not for now, anyhow.
Fascinated by the properties of this magical dream, Rian soon remembered one of the last things the grey-orc had said.
Desire.
Your desire will guide you.
Rian soon felt what he meant, for it was hard not to be moved by the carnal craftsmanship of the coquettes before. Even in that dream-state, he felt the stir in his loins. He saw the desire in the eyes of his kneeling Queen. The Great Chaste of Wolkenshire, whose gaze so lacked the imperious stare known to put men in place. Neither had it the surprising submissivity from an hour ago, while shaking those rotund rear-cheeks for the demanding dancer. No, right now it looked more, if anything, like a wide-eyed puppy, gleefully wanting to please its master. That bulging brown cock-head was such a contrast against her pearly white teeth, not to mention that fair, spotless skin. that as disgusting as he looked, that moment Rian envied that shadowy bow-legged bastard. That moment, he wanted to be him. He wanted to be anything that would elicit such degeneracy from the Great Chaste.
Thwip..!!
Ryan felt something made of the green smog reach into his chest, clutch him by the heart and tug, like someone would pull a dog's leash. He found himself flying towards the action, hauled across like a toy. And in a blink, he felt heavenly. Wet, warm, slippery. And playfully toothy.
He felt himself groan so uncouthly in pleasure, felt the unusual tobacco stench of his bad breath, and remembered he wouldn't be caught dead with such disgusting breath. Looking down he saw what could only be second to sincere love, the well-spring of lust in the glint of her gaze. Rian felt for the first time, the sweet suction from the distorted cheeks of the Great Chaste of Wolkenshire, mid-deepthroat. Downing his whole nine-inches down the royal throat, her tonsils tickling the crown, those tooth scratching the underside, as that magical tongue-tip drew circles on his perineum, as her right fist massaged his hairy balls, pulling the sack to one side.
Heaven..!
Sure, Rian remembered never having so hairy a ball-sack. The spy was proud of his manhood, but he knew he had no monster dick, certainly not the girthy nine-incher which was so veiny that it looked diseased. But in that magical mist, he felt every inch of it, as pleasure stirred up from his balls, adding copious pre-cum to her well-lubricated wind-pipe.
It was a bizarre feeling.
Rian certainly had agency, but not a corporeal form to exert it upon the dream. He could take on the 'body' of the participant, share their experience as his own, without feeling like a slave to it, and yet.. He wasn't the master there either. He felt himself cursing out the vilest expletives at his degenerate Queen, like only a country bump could, as the bow-legged bastard spoke in elation. But he didn't feel like a puppet. In fact, soon Rian would learn that he could disassociate partially from the activity, or the participating body itself. He can choose to keep quiet, as the 'body' spoke, yet maintain the connection at the hips, and continue enjoying the blowjob. The best way he could explain it is as double-riding a horse. You are sitting behind, as someone else does the riding. Yet you get to experience the riding, the bounce of the gallop, the wind on your hair, the fear of falling.. All of it, while piggybacking someone else. Sure you don't get to direct the path, nor pull the reins. But this isn't a normal dream, he realized. It's a shared dream.
Dream?! Or a trance, as Soren called it..?
Rian wasn't still figuring out the rules of this space, when he felt from behind, a soft grip on his shoulders. It was Tabitha this time, holding the bow-legged peasant for support, as a lean, mean-looking guy stenching of booze, took her from behind. Judging from the pained frustration on her face, it was probably poking up her asshole, the same one Rian had loosened up that same night, not so long ago.
With his fingers digging into the Queen's auburn hair, taking control of the blowjob pace, Rian felt Tabitha's nails creasing along his robe. Having undone just his pants, the bow-legged peasant still had on his robe, which was being yanked on by Tabitha, clearly struggling to balance. And Rian could now see why. Her 'partner' wanted to take her from the front, so with his mighty sinewy strength from decades of hard labor, he just flipped her around. Anyone else would have lost their balance right then, but not a pro like Tabitha.
She was now connected to him at the hip, with her front torso facing the night sky, standing on one foot with that experienced left leg hooked around his waistline. The lean peasant too helped balance, by holding onto her left ankle, while thrusting deep into that loose cunt. Wanting deeper penetration, he grabbed her right thigh and pulled up, such that she ended up with both legs hugging his waist, laying her torso mid-air, parallel to the ground, while his hands kept her from falling over. But it wasn't enough, Tabitha clearly needed the other man's support, to keep balance. Which is when the bow-legged lecher decided to take advantage of her desperation, thinking on the same lines as Rian himself would have.
His left hand reached around, and gently supported Tabitha by her nape, for which she was instantly thankful. But soon, his fingers had her hair wrapped tightly in a fist, which is when the poor decoy, and the Commander, realized her predicament. Being handicapped certainly hadn't served him well all his life, but this wasn't such an instance. His natural bow-legged stance provided for a wider gap between his thighs, towards which he was now tugging closer, the dreading visage of that well-fucked maid. For Tabitha, this certainly wasn't the first time being taken advantage of, nor playing puppet in this exact sex-position. Her lips didn't even hesitate to part, even as disgust belched up from her underbelly, as that well trained tongue wormed out.



Heaven.. Oh God, this has to be heaven..!!
Rian squirmed with pleasure, as the body he shared had the True-ruling Monarch upfront, taking a brutal skull-fuck, as his left hand guided an equally majestic visage up his rear, her soft middle-aged cheeks getting smushed against his hairy ass-cheeks, as her wet tongue snaked up the crack, near-wantingly. As his rented crown tested the limits of her tonsils, Rian felt it oozing out from that muffled Queenly cough. The best natural lubricant, the slimiest spittle only a brutalized throat could throw up. He felt it's warmth ooze out, along his meaty manhood, drip out her chin, past his perineum, only to be licked up by an eager Tabitha, for she lick-job could use some quality slime. To be suctioned and rimmed by the ladies of royal lineage, even if they were mere decoys..
Oh shit! Not yet..
Rian flinched, feeling himself inch closer to an ejaculation. As soon as he wished to take a break..
Thwipp..!!
In an instant he felt himself getting ejected out of that grotesque bow-legged body. It felt extremely odd, for a moment before he wasn't just so close to cumming, he had a dick deep in his Queen's throat, ready to erupt. Now, all that feeling remained, hanging him right at the edge, but he had no corporeal form now, let alone a dick to cum from. Rian found himself frozen at that pre-ejaculatory bliss, just like he had felt, edging to his near-naked Queen back at the dance hall, an hour before.
Oh god, this trance, this dream..!! Whatever this is..
It's too damn good to end so quick. No, I can't, I won't.
I'm not cutting short this paradise.
Not yet.
**
*
This isn't my imagination.
Someone was definitely in here hiding. Who though.?!
Elanor remembered this being the room where Gertha was asked to wait in. Perhaps one of the guards stayed back, and happened to glimpse me practicing..?! The Queen quickly realized that couldn't have been the case, as she walked up to the wooden wall-mount sculpture, which somewhat mirrored the same on her dance chamber. Not just mirrored, it was in fact the same sculpture, one side facing this room, while the other faced the dance hall.
This is no random guard getting lucky. How could a simple guard know of the hidden window pane in the sculpture, which when slid to the side, opened up a peephole. Elanor herself had forgotten about it, for she had asked Barthomius for this to be sealed off when they last talked. Who else knew about this spy-hole?
Sliding the wooden panel sideways, Elanor was presented with a not-so-bad view of the dance hall on the other side. With the chamber being spacious, from here, it wasn't like the viewer could make out the faces, or listen in on the conversation even. All the Queen could hear now was the echoing metronome from the other side.
Hmmm... As that familiar scent filled her nostrils, her gaze shifted to the source of the sudden wetness under her naked left sole. In that bleak room, from sunlight seeping in through the half-open door, the Queen could make out in the carpeted floor below, a dark patch the size of her fist. Undeniable proof that this wasn't just her imagination.
A drying puddle of seminal discharge, with hardly a stray droplet outside the main circle. Meaning he had to have been standing in this spot for a long time, long enough for it all to drip down just here. The center seems to be still fresh, like new leakage dripping atop the same spot delayed the drying process, spreading the circle wider.
For a closer look Elanor leaned forward holding the cabinet for support, bending by the hips with her right hand extended, her little pinky taking a dip at the dead-center, and scrapping up a sample. Bringing it closer to sniff, to confirm her suspicions.. But as the scent wafted up her nostrils, something instinctual kick in from deep within, and the Queen found herself sucking the stained pinky like a hard candy, her lower incisors scrapping up the remaining seed-soup from the nail groove. Her eyes remained shut, as her mind savored the addicting salty tang of life. The True-ruling Monarch had no misconceptions of herself being the most proficient slut in Wolkenshire. There sure were plenty competitors, her own sister Veramour amongst the leading handful. But even the Queen hadn't realized that in a short few months, she had become a brilliant connoisseur of human secretions, ranging from sweat, stench and of course, semen. Training her taste-buds on a wider spectrum of masculinity.
It was hard to explain, but she could tell a whole lot about someone from simply listening to her taste-buds. Listening to that which seeped in. From the taste, the texture, the fluidity.. From that sweet lubricating salt alone, she could glean now things, enough to be accused of witchcraft. She now spoke sperm.
Elanor of Wolkenshire. True-ruling Monarch, Princess of Vankenbraum, Daughter of the Daffodils, expert swordsmaid, ace exotic dancer, part-time pervert, and now amateur spunk-mouth.
Which is why it didn't take more than a few seconds to say,
What the hell..?!
That's.. That makes no sense.
Like a being possessed Elanor leaned in for what remained fresh in that almost dry puddle. Mixing it with a bit of spittle, and rinsing across the taste-buds. Her eyes danced around while her mind contested with itself regarding possibilities, further narrowing down probable scenarios. No, she couldn't glean up what happened, not from the qualia of cum, no matter how well-versed a tongue she got. But she had no doubts about what the sperm revealed.
It's salty, a bit too salty in fact. But not the slightly pungent, acidic saltiness of ball-sweat, nor the rich fishy, alkaline texture of healthy pearly load. It's more of that sweet saltiness, unique to masculine lubrication. This puddle right here is mostly pure pre-cum..! But how the hell can someone.. Could it be due to erectile dysfunction?
Elanor found that case unlikely. For on her night spend blow-banging commoners on behalf of the Order of Swords, she had studied up close, at least seven limp dick-lets.. Telling men mid-stroke, not to worry, that it happens sometimes. Four of them even admitted in private, about their dysfunctional state. It took a while, and they remained limp, but Elanor did successfully make them cum. It was less shooting, and more leaking, but cum they did. She remembered it being more watery than normal. And the pre-cum wasn't anything remarkable either. Elanor shook her head confused, the remaining seminal mixture still rinsing in her mouth. Wait.. What was that, just now? Her tongue examined the corners of her mouth.
She felt it at the tongue-tip, and picked it up. On first glance it looked like a semi-dried barley seed, only much smaller. But the taste, the slight squishiness, like a boiled rice grain, and particularly how it felt trapped against the molars.. Elanor recognized what it was.
Semen clumping..!
Seen mostly in those thick grainy loads, the kind that's fun to chew on. The kind that if not rinsed clean right away, will irritate the inner oral walls, like there's a thousand tiny night-crawlers wiggling beneath the skin. In other words, remnants of a virile thick load.
So he is healthy, sexually. Then why is there so much lubrication, and so little cum?! Not to mention the lack, of even the slightest tinge of smegma. Guard cocks are notoriously riddled with smegma, and most commoners, the Queen remembered from her days in the Desert Rose. Meaning this guy clearly takes personal hygiene and grooming seriously. Could it be some nobleman? What else could his grooming rituals be? Essential oils, flowery perfumes, aromatic incense perhaps.. How smooth it would feel to polish such a refined tool, slathering with my throaty drool. To take such good care, I bet it's damn long. And veiny for sure. I mean, to milk such potent cum, it has to be a big, thick cock. Thinking of which alone makes my mouth water.
For God's sake Nora, SHUT IT..!!
Wait.. How did I get so low.?!
The Queen couldn't tell when, or why, but she was now kneeling in front of the puddle, wearing just a loin-cloth. Her heels digging deeper into those squishy haunches as her body prostrated as low as it possibly could, keeping both hands neatly folded behind, as if tied by an invisible rope. A tight hairdo made sure no stray strands fell over, as the royal tongue lapped up what remained of the dark patch in that damp dirty carpet.
Elanor didn't remember kneeling, she certainly couldn't explain the weirdly submissive posture, like something she would have done to please the Great Leash Master, her Uncle Belkin, in one of those nightmares. It troubled her knowing how her mouth was watering now. It felt worse knowing, that her lower lips drooled even more, soaking the fresh pair she had just changed into.
I said SHUT IT, NORAAA..!!
The Queen stood up quickly, spitting away what remained in her tongue, as she shook her head to gather herself. In the perfectly polished stonewall, she could almost make out her face, in the reflection. Those eyes, that smile to spill about, reminding her of the strange one staring back from the morning after her blow-bang. The one with running mascara, leaky-lips, and a new-found identity scribbled across her forehead.
No! That is not me.
Elanor admonished herself, all the while wondering about what she just did. The Queen thought she was beyond such self-doubt, having confessed to thoroughly to her dear countrymen, while being whipped on like a common criminal. And it had worked. She did confess on all her sins, and even paid penance, as best as one could, for the sin that was done to poor Requina. Her sleep had returned, and even some lulling dreams did, for it wasn't so uncommon nowadays, waking up with the sheets soiled in sweat and stuff, with just her long right fingers kind of smelling funny. The Princess of Vankenbraum wasn't aware of masturbation, even as a concept, and she didn't understand for what her fingers twitched now, like it did during the many wet-dreams.
Seriously Nora?! You got a peeping Tom to capture.
FOCUS!
Snapping out of it, Elanor felt something in the dark, against her right shin. Her hand reached into the darkness and pulled out a wooden bottle. A water bottle.
Huh..? So pervy Tom came prepared.
Elanor got a mental picture, of the stranger spying on her crouching by the window. Him feeling thirsty, and reaching into the knap-sack. Wait, that doesn't add up. This room is humid, and cold, with all the curtains drawn. For him to get thirsty.?! Hmm.. Perhaps it's the nerves. The fear of getting caught, making him sweat like a pig.. That's plausible, though the room should be stenching of him still, in that case. Either way, he reached into the knap... Knap-sack is too big. It's likely a satchel, where he kept this bottle..
Interesting.. Elanor sighed, as she twisted open the bottle-cap with relative ease. Does he have a softer grip? Does his fingers lack the sinewy strength of a working man? Is he a paper-pusher perhaps? What made her doubt so, is the way the bottle cap was fastened. For something that risks leakage, it is quite common that men would twist the bottle cap extra tight. The cap was secured, but not as tight as a man would. Unless...
Unless he could only use one hand.
The Queen took a deep breath, running through her mind all she had gleaned so far, and letting the unconscious fill in the blanks through intuition. Soon a reflection emerged out from the shadows. A man, decently built, standing by the wall-frame. Leaning against the window, with his both arms resting on the platform, for support. She could tell from the absence of dust in the shape of forearms, seen clearly from light getting filtered from the other side. Her smaller bare right sole filling in the impression left on the carpet below, from him standing there for too long, without shifting the weight. The way his hands seemed positioned, it wasn't just for support. It felt more like..
Yes.!
Elanor grinned gleefully, cracking another piece of the code. The way his wrists aligned, from the impression on dust, he had something in his hands. And he held it right against the peep-hole. Something that couldn't have been larger than the diameter of the hole, something that perhaps helped him see better. Closer. Like a smaller scope, or a magnifying glass. Yes, he would have needed one of those to see me clearly from this distance. Makes sense, my prepared peeper.
"And as you stood here, patiently for over an hour, spying on three unsuspecting women like a creep, the thirst emerged.." Elanor whispered to herself, as her squinting eyes tried to imagine what all he could have witnessed. "You ignored it at first, but as time passed, you had to have a sip. Or perhaps, watching me do all those naughty things, licking the lust off my tutors lips, with that poor Bella sandwiched between our bosoms, your little pecker could handle only so much, huh.?!"
The Queen failed to notice how hot and bothered this was making her. Somehow mimicking the motions of a pervert waking up in her as well, a reflection of the same. Preying was the last thing she expected to arouse someone, and if not for the puzzle in her mind, the Queen would have noticed by now the lusting pooling up her loins, spreading as a dark patch along the crotch-piece, the first drops about to drip. About to join the drying pool of her actual predator.
"You must have wanted so bad to reach down and rub one out, but you couldn't risk discovery. Or perhaps you like it that way, denying yourself a release. It's a shame, that I recognize the type. So you let it untouched, that little pecker of yours, worming, tenting, and leaking from time to time. That ball-sack clenching in desperation, yearning to be touched. You must have leaked for quite a while, to blot my carpet that much. And finally it happened gloriously hands-free. You produced a load so thick and plentiful, that a little semen leaked out right through your soiled breeches. The smell of which I expertly picked up on, while dancing in the very next room. For a creep like you, that must have been fun. Unlike dehydration, that is. You waited as long as you could, but now you needed a drink. So with one hand still holding the telescope, you reached out to the satchel with the other, and.."
The Queen was acting out as she spoke, extending her right hand for the wooden bottle, and gently twisting open the lid with one hand. From the weight of the bottle, it still had some left, and the Queen felt parched as well so, without much thought she took a sip.
Ptooey..!!
Elanor spat out with extreme revulsion, but not before downing an unfortunate cheekful. The Queen couldn't tell what disturbed her the most, as liquid sprayed out her lips in an explosive spurt. Whether it was she failed to predict the content of the bottle, or that she had ingested by now enough of this odd oceanic staleness, to recognize it from the mere taste.
Fucking imbecile! He wasn't dying for a drink, not in this humid, cold chamber. He was dying to take a piss. The disgusting cretin had peed into the bottle, of all things.. Ewwwww...!!
As the Queen shrugged in revulsion, dropping the bottle, with her both hands holding the wooden frame for balance, the piss-holder hit the carpet.
thud!
There was something peculiar about the faint thud, of a half-empty wooden container hitting the carpet. Yes, it sounded low, but I have definitely heard it before. Ewww.. It tasted so vile. Elanor rubbed her throat, making a gagging face.
creaakk..!!
With a chill running up her spine, Elanor felt her body freeze up. She was standing still, over the drying puddle with her legs spread wide, knees slightly relaxed, with her body bending by the hips. With that telling dampness between her thighs, as if ready to be mounted, the Queen suddenly felt deeply vulnerable. She felt someone standing behind, towering over her helpless state. She felt a repltilian touch rubbing over her soft underbelly, circling the navel and creeping up the developing breast-mounds. His thick calloused fingertip flicking her confused right nipple. Spiky beard-curls breathing down her nape, nibbling her soft earlobe, as the whisper came.
Shhhshhh..
Just a dream, Princess. Don't bother waking.
She remembered now as clear as the spring skies, a glimpse that had been buried deep in her nightmares. An iris crafted out of silver, lifeless and demonic. A waxy vacancy dissecting the right eye-brow, a healing battle-scar probably. And the warmth of a touch, that was always protective, until it wasn't. Nora remembered her voice failing at a scream. And paralyzing fear becoming her only friend.
All of which happened in a blink, as the Queen heard the strange creaking sound from behind.
Oh God! Could HE be beside me still.?!
THUD..!
"Highness..!"
The Queen clutched her heart, as she looked around startled. Bellatrix was standing at the doorway, holding her clothes. My robes.. Elanor remembered picking them before leaving the dance hall. She didn't remember dropping then, in the hurry to get into this chamber.
"Highness, are you alright.?!"
Before she could finish that question, the Queen sprinted towards her. But nothing about her was Queenly, nor womanly, as she collapsed into the supportive hug of her dear friend. Elanor was now a panic-stricken mess, whose thumping chest could be felt without much effort. A girl consumed by fear. Between bated breaths she somehow managed to say.
"Someone knows, Bella. Someone was in there.."
Someone knew about Adriana's visit, in advance. Someone snuck into the adjacent chamber once Gertha was dismissed. From there he continued to spy on us, until.. Until Bella knocked on the wrong door- the first 'Thud'. Which startled him, enough to drop the bottle- the second 'thud'. Forcing him to leave right away. That distinct 'creak' from the north-east room corner, one of the secret passage doors surely. Meaning, the secret passage safety has been compromised. Not to mention, he knew about the spy-hole already. He probably failed to lock it properly in the panicked hurry, hence the creaking sound. There was a lot more to say, a lot more to do for the Queen of Wolkenshire, but right this moment she was of no avail.
There was just a petrified young girl. A wet, wide-eyed, whimpering kitten.
Bella struggled to pacify, as her friend kept mumbling.
"Someone was watching."
Someone was watching.
***
**
*
"Grrrrr...!!!"
Growling like a wild beast in annoyance, Soren pulled the blanket over his eyes. Yet he could see a though the fabric, the shape of nubile naughtiness mirthfully parting the curtains, as sunlight flooded the chamber. Just as his irritated orcan nature was about to take over, she leaned the bed, pulling off the blanket, brushing against his bare chest her own near-nonexistent bosoms.
"That was a great night, big guy. But you know the fate, all good things.. And when it's this great, the end is just abrupt. Sorry.. I got an early appointment. A regular. It'd be fun watching him fail at pleasing me, following you."
Her voice had a husky, nasal quality, the kind that felt like a fluffy feather in the ear-canal, but Soren was more taken now by her raw natural beauty, especially the pubescently soft features of her face. Which alone was distracting Soren from the dawning migraine.



"You look so pale up close. Almost like.. Know what, it'd be our secret. You were just too good."
As her eyes peered into his soul, the girl suddenly snapped out of it.
"I'm sure you won't forget, Lima. Next time, just come straight to me. Rousetta hardly kept up, the poor thing. She's a poser, not a freak like us."
SLAP!
As she withdrew, Soren saw the jiggling rear globes, followed by a pained yelp. Only then he recognized the naked female flesh clinging onto his torso, rising up and down as his breathed.
"Get up, lazy-head."
"Fuck off harlot.." Rousetta slurred in her sleep, as Soren noticed the unusually long hand-print on Lima's jiggling bubble butt. Unusual for a human, that is. Shit. I did have sex with her. As the nubile creature walked away, for a second Soren felt young, and happy. His heart fluttered, wanting to tell her, to stay. But it waned quick, as the headache hit.
"Argghh.. That's quite the pain." The grey orc muttered, rubbing his forehead, as he pushed the sleepy Rosetta to his side. "What the hell happened.? When did Rian leave? I can't recall a thing, but for this feeling.." Of bliss, that much he couldn't deny. Not with that smile pasted on his face, even with the migraine.
"That must be that bitch, Lima. Check your purse, Sire.."
She sounded funny, mumbling half asleep. As he slipped into a robe, Soren quickly checked his satchel, and found the purse emptied. That naughty immature face surfaced in his mind again, and Soren felt his pecker twitch, and he felt a bit ashamed. He didn't know what could have gotten into him, for he had never found these slimey weaklings attractive, not to mention he was on a mission, deep in enemy territory. For the first time, he felt thankful for the daily potions he was given, by the wicked witch Vehmeth. Potions designed to suppress not just his berserk innate rage, but also that legendary orcan carnality. The thought made him chuckle, knowing if he were to go full orcan, these sluts could barely last an hour, if at that. Then again, something about Lima, her knowing smile teased him still. Doubting perhaps she would have turned an exception to the rule. He couldn't remember a thing from last night, yet for some reason it felt as if his body did.
"When did she.."
"Oh, you don't remember.? She's the one who helped steal Madame's stash. The blue poppy.. So when she tagged along, I couldn't exactly tell no. Hey, drink lots of water. It'll help with.."
Ignoring the rest, Soren downed a whole jug of water, and burped crassly.
"When did Rian leave.?"
"I don't.. remember too well." Rousetta mumbled as she reached for her cloths, still sleepy.
"Shouldn't you be more vigilant? I thought you were an agent."
"Hey, I was vigilant. Until you.." Rousetta yelled back, clearly not suffering as much of amnesia as the lean orc.
"Until what?!"
"Until you downed a whole lot of wine in me. Lip to lip."
"Oh.. I'm. I apologize." Soren paused for a moment, wondering what the right human response would be. The so-called post-coital shame was a tricky thing to mimic. Which was probably why he felt so at home, in the shame-free smile of that young lass from before. His pants tented slightly, but he wasn't ashamed now. "I'm sorry, Rousetta. I don't quite understand what came over me."
"Oh, please don't. Your money is gone, right?"
Soren nodded yes, tossing the empty purse, as Rosetta continued. "That's Lima for you. Drugging and draining is her routine. The customers won't complain, because for them it's just a drop in an ocean. She's got an exceptional stamina, and.. Most of them want her drugs, and given the brothel policies, they can't exactly complain after.. She probably spiked your wine, Sir Soren. The same one you made me drink. Please, drink a lot of water. It'll help flush it out your system quickly."
So I got drugged as well.?! Great job, Soren.! The grey orc dressed up quickly, wanting to get out of the stuffy room. Wanting some sun, some fresh air. It's a good thing the witch's potions worked. Had it been the time of heat, I would have wrecked these wenches for good.
He felt mad at Rian for not waking him. Soren really wanted to know as well, how the Dream-stone worked. Now he'll have to wait for their meeting, in two weeks. But more than curiosity, he felt slighted. The effectiveness of 'Project Dream-stone' is essential intel. Rian should have reported it to him, in detail, especially given how the orc have helped clear his doubts. What the hell? Where's my other..
"Rousetta.."
"Yes, Sire Soren." She sounded like a disgruntled child, having found she isn't the favorite, yet wanting to please more. Looking around the room, even under the bed, Soren said.
"I think I left the other pair inside. Could you please..?"
He said, as she noticed his feet, with only one wearing a boot. Giving a slight nod, she disappeared into the dark inner chamber. Saren rubbed his forehead again, to ease the migraine, as he sat back on the bed. As his had reached for the other jug, he heard that worried call.
"SOREN..! Sir Soren, please hurry.."
**
*
"Ahh. Ahh.. Ahh.. Oh my.. Oh myGAAAWD, you fuck me so good.. AAAAAHH..!!"
Her Highness Claudia, aka Tabitha Yulia Koshka, wailed in pain getting her hair yanked from behind, only for her toothy grin to widen, feeling the intimate pounding that was waking up her numb pussy. Pounding done by a merciless brute named Tomasch, a lowly ranch-hand in the Brestfield manor. Of course, neither Tomasch nor Tabitha could tell at the moment, that this was just a dream. That they both were mere reflections of a steamy midnight from weeks before. And most of all, the one pounding her pussy wasn't just a single man. But another soul, another sentience sharing the felt-sense of the clueless ranch-hand. Fucking Her Highness Claudia through his body, through his lust, through his desire that seemed unquenchable.
As Tomasch fucked the royal maid in disguise, Commander Rian was already craving for what the peasant was about to do, as his friends cheered from all sides. Out the corner of his vision, Tomasch's vision, Rian could see his dear Queen, the only real royalty present, being toyed with, by eager hands from all sides. Groping hungrily as she knelt on the floor, her hands busy juggling the cocks while jerking off, her gaze predatorily scouting out the excited crowns, teasing them with licks and kisses, but never giving anyone a proper blow.
She couldn't of course, for the moment she seemed loyal to one, the others would create a ruckus. But Rian was waiting for a moment even better. He knew in a matter of seconds she would stand up, rubbing her tired knees. As she stand there, letting the men tickle her bare shameless skin, Gribert standing behind will loose it. He'd slap her ass, just to get a raise, and she'd stumble forward, struggling to not step on Yanik, the dwarf. As she reach out for balance, I will.. I mean, Tomasch will grab her by the nape, and make those lips his.
The raunchy royal kiss, for which Rian could no longer wait.
And he knew all this, for he had dreamed all this before. Played it out, lived it through. He knew not not how may times, but this certainly wasn't his felt, even if it's freshness failed to fade with each time.
And it wasn't just with Tomasch. Commander Rian know knew Merian, Slip-foot, Kosharch, even some of the Rachetties present. He even knew well, the midget running a0round excited, serving everyone warm lamb soup. Yanik. In some ways, dreaming through Yanik was Rian's favorite. For everything looked bigger from his perspective. Yanik would be standing right between the great Queen's legs, as she stumbles into my kiss. And he is who confirms my suspicion, of how deep her whorish nature runs. For Rian had lived this same moment, as Yanik as well. The dwarf would hug her thick right thigh, getting a closer look at that mood-kill of a chastity belt.
A closer look well worth it. Watching as it wafts up to his face, my face, the leakage of lust flowing right out that nether. The nether that's denied to the eyes of all men, all but the King. Which in a way makes me, as I witness, as I lick up.. And driven mad, as I bite into that milky thigh. Love bite need I remind. Passionate, but gentle. For need I remind, Yanik may be short, and a little mischief, but no less a gentleman. The view from there oh mine. Especially when she's standing mid-blowjob, those amazing breast-pillows jiggling, swaying as I walk right under. Advantages of being vertically challenged. And as I give it a pinch, and perhaps a slight tug, she'd give me side-eye mid-suction. Annoyed at first, but the smile on those lips always gives it away. She likes when I toy. When Yanik toys, with her. Just like the times he gave her the jump-scare, pressing the hot end of the soup-container on her pristine ass.
Just then Rian felt, Tomasch's right hand grabbing Her Highness by the neck, like a common whore, and pulling her into a kiss. Those soft supple lips, the slimy submissive tongue, those nibbly tooth and yes.. The thing that drives me wild every time, especially knowing as she does, she's creaming right below, leaking out into the waiting mouth of Yanik.
Her bated, breathy moan.
Ahh.. Music..!
How long has it been..? How much longer can I last..? How much would be too much..?
Questions that Rian had stopped bothering of long back. How long..? He honestly couldn't tell.
Commander Rian had watched this whole thing unfold from the shadows, on that very night of the Order of Swords. He knew well, that it hardly lasted half an hour. That the man left in charge, the Rachetty-kid named Billet, grew a conscious too quick. If only had he seen what poor short Yanik did. How hard the desperate slut was creaming herself.
Only, it never happened in the dream. Somewhere in the magical blurs of the green fog, the dream loops. The dream, the trance, or whatever this is. Rian could never tell at the moment, but later he'd realize, I had seen this before. Or, I'd felt the same earlier. It didn't help, that the sight, the feeling, was something one wouldn't want ending.
Rian had maintained still, the one thing he had complete control over. He hadn't yet cummed. He had lost all sense of time, to tell how long he'd been edging, but.. No, a part of him wanted this dream to not end And that part had now, the say over his rational mind. Body heat increasing with each dream, each loop. His corporeal form out in the real world sweating, shaking, and soaking the fine sheets of Heavensworth Brothel.
May be this time I would cum, he thought. No better time to nut, than when chewing on the lips of the Great Chaste. But then.. Then I'd just be cumming inside Tabitha's stretchy cunt. Oh, that would be so anti-climatic. I wouldn't get to cum on Elanor's hands. Or flood that throat. Spray all over that once divine visage. And I want to ride her beautiful melons one last time. Oh wait..
There's the rimjob! The one for which only Yanik had the best seats. The time when the Great Chaste of Wolkenshire shamelessly ate the ass of her lowly maid. The hole which housed my very own fresh load. Oh, God! That's perfect. Knowing he was currently nibbling the same lips that should have disgusted Rian, but.. Hey, it isn't my mouth. It's this dumb peasant whom I'm renting, that's doing the licking. Haha.. That's how I'm going to end this, eventually. Cumming to the sight of Her Highness Elanor, munching on my actual seed, right out an ageing wench's prolapsed anus..
Wait.. Did it suddenly get cold in here.?!
Rian felt it again. An icy cold hug from nowhere, wrapping him from behind, under his armpits, between his crack, and even up the nostrils. The green magical fog slowly turning grey. He chocked himself as even the breath burned his insides. The shivering chill suppressing the insurmountable heat pulsing out his heart. A losing battle he realized as the lights dimmed.
"RIAN! Rian wake up..!"
Is that.. The commander couldn't complete the thought.
Soon there was darkness, blinding and cold.
Then that too was gone.
***
**
*
A Shared Sin
Jennie.?
"Hey, I think he's waking up."
Aunt Jennie.?! Is that you..?
Waking up had never seemed so enervating, with the sheer weight of one's eyelids seeming immovable, as Rian tried to recollect. Where am I.? Where was I.?
Oh, yes.. The secret passage. The Castle, the Dance Hall. The green last green crystal. The one that was unusably heavy.
The last of the Dream-stone samples.
"Rian.. Sir Rian..! Can you hear me..??"
Aunt Jennie.. I'm sleepy, let me be.
What was I thinking of.?! Yes..
Rian remembered well his motives. The mission, what must be done. And why must it be so. He remembered even a name that lurked beneath 'Rian', but he was too damn good an agent to let it slip, even when unconscious.
The crystals. The Dream-stones, as that damned orcan called it.
He was thorough on how to use it, given it was re-usuable, but.. It had to be discreet as well, and out of the three, only two were the right size. Rian remembered making a pendent out of one. Why just one.? The memory is a little fuzzy. But he did remember putting the third green crystal to work today. Was that today? It seemed just an hour ago, when he was hiding in the chamber adjacent to the dance hall, as his Queen finally let out her inner slut.
He remembered that annoying temptation to pee, as he crawled through the secret passage-way. No, I don't have time for it. With Lady Adriana in the Palace?! You don't want to miss that. You can hold it in. He would have, if only the room wasn't so humid, and cold. He remembered ruining a perfectly functional bottle. He remembered losing it somewhere as he made an exit. That bloody horse girl had to come knocking right then?! I can't wait to put her in place.. All in good time, Rian. Just you wait.
"Just you wait.."
"Sir Soren, he's up!"
It took him fifteen minutes to properly wake up, and another ten for his vision to adjust, for his voice to stop slurring. After a few back and forth, Soren managed to jog his memory up to the point when Rian had gone under the trance. The Commander was confused however by the worried look on his subordinate. The Orc as usual showed no discernible emotions.
"What happened to me?" He finally asked Soren.
"Well, 'overdosing on one's own lust' would be an accurate description. But perhaps there's more to it. Explanations beyond my experience and judgement. Beyond my wisdom. Things only the Great Witch Vehmeth could shed a light on. Either way you nearly died, thanks to the ineptitude of yours, and mine."
"It was mine, sire." Said Rousetta, her face filled with the most guilt in that room.
"I should have been more vigilant."
"Nonsense Rousetta.! If not for you, he'd be a vegetable now for all we know."
The comforting didn't help dissipate her guilt by a bit. Weak as he was Rian looked at the young agent. His eyes were indecipherable as usual, but Rousetta nearly saw a glint of gratitude, as he gently beckoned. Getting closer to his face, she patted the weakened Commander's sweating forehead. The aspiring agent in Rousetta had always yearned for Sir Rian's commendation. A simple word of encouragement. But reading the gratitude in his eyes, she felt even more guilty. She nearly begged him not to thank her, when he finally spoke.
"What day is it.?"
A bit puzzled, Rousetta replied.
"This is Thursday, Sir. Afternoon almost. You were out for.."
"I'm not dumb, Rousetta. Just tired."
There was no gratitude in that voice, not an ounce. The girl felt wounded, hearing what came next.
"Shouldn't you be in Chamber 16. Isn't this one of his days? I mean, you already missed his last appointment, so.. What are you now, a hard-to-get whore.?!"
Soren didn't intervene, despite the general thanklessness bothering him. He were not to interfere with human affairs, unless for a mission. Yet he did feel a twinge, on the brief second the girl looked at him helplessly.
"I'll.. I'll be off soon, sir."
"Go now. We don't want him waiting. In fact, ask him today, to be taken to his plantation. I want you telling him, the last trip had woken in you quite an appetite. Something you couldn't wait to show his friends. Do so convincingly.."
"Sir, that's.. Sir, forgive me, I doubt you'd want me encouraging him. If only you knew the kind of things.."
Rian sat up against the pillows, as he stared at her intimidatingly. Pure sadism filled his gaze, and for a moment the young agent wondered if he genuinely hated her.
"Rousetta, you aren't the only agent scouting him, and.. From reports I got, reliable reports from his close circle, apparently you disgraced him that last time. That you did all the motions, yet it was evident on your face, apparently, how disgusted to the core you were, going along with his games. So this time, you better be eager and enthusiastic. In other words, in the name of Wolkenshire these lovely lips will remain loose, and Rose.." Giving Soren a scoffing side-eye, as if to emphasize his power over the girl, he continued.
"You will swallow whatever he pleases to feed. Clear.? Now leave."
Soren felt bad for the girl, but he knew that it wasn't his place to judge. Getting out of the bed, Rian reached for some water.
"I think you should rest for another day, Rian. Just to be safe."
"What went wrong?"
His sounded colder that usual, as he continued. "I know how I messed up. But if I remember correctly, you had a stop-gate. That blue-ringed candle of yours. Wasn't that supposed to snap me out. I mean, it's been two damn days, Soren. You telling me it took you lot two days to tak3e4 notice.?!"
"Not quite. But seriously man, you are in no shape to get worked up. I understand the anger, but please.. Lay down."
Soon Rian realized he hadn't the energy left to prolong the stare down, so he returned to his bed.
"So what happened? I thought your witch had it narrowed down to a science. What went wrong?"
"For one. You did."
"So it's on me, now?! God, I hope that psychopath goes hard on that bitch Rousetta today. Fucking useless bunch. How is it my fault, Soren."
Soren took a bottle of wine, one of the few human fluff he had grown to enjoy, and settled down on the sofa. "Rian, we both know by know that sex doesn't mean the same thing to us both. I mean you humans.. You lot have over-complicated the one thing which was plain as the day from the very beginning of time. So much that if you hear what sex is to us orcans, you'd.. Well, I don't know what what you'd do, Rian, for even with my limited knowledge of humans, you failed at the one thing I was sure I could count on you lot to do."
"Which is?" Rian asked, looking disinterested.
"Fucking nut, you fool. You were supposed to nut in the first five minutes. I mean, we orcans can hold for long, remarkable long. And hard to, mind you. This isn't a dick-measuring contest, but humans are supposed to be this reliably fast-nutters. You were supposed to cum. To orgasm, man..! That was your natural stop-gate."
"Yeah, I.. I should have. But that doesn't change what you did. What's that magic fucking candle for, then?!"
"Yeah, that's on me." Soren paused to take another cheekful. "After you went in, you know.. To the trance, I mean. Yeah, this girl was out here." Soren purposefully didn't reveal her name, for he felt like Rian might take his anger out on her as well. He had just witnessed the defeated look on Rousetta's face. The grey orc continued.



"She had helped arrange for the blue-poppy. And when we came out, me and Rose, she was waiting with drinks ready. We had a sip, and a few more.. Waiting for you to run out, with your mind having blown, I mean.. And things got a little.."
"You fucking horn-dog! I thought you orcans never got it hard for us slimey fucks.."
"That's not my point. I was tired myself, and the alcohol didn't help. I believe the girl saw the candle burning, and thought you were asleep. Or very, very high, at least. the room must have reeked off blue-poppy. I'm pretty sure she blew off the candle, thinking it'd be a fire-hazard."
"Fucking great! And you got your rocks off, and left me here to rot.?! For two fucking days.?!"
"No, you idiot. Fuck, how could you not just nut.?! Are you blind, or impotent.? I mean, have you seen your Queen.?!"
Both men stayed silent for a moment, hearing someone laughing wildly, walking through the corridor. They were in an active whore-house, after all. Soren resumed.
"With the light out, we thought you had left. I was in and out of sleep, and the girls were.. Anyway, when Rousetta finally found you in the morning, you were out cold. Shivering and talking gibberish, burning up with fever. Rousetta sure had no clue, but I knew this wasn't just a black-out. And Vehmeth had prepared me for such emergencies. You needed something to snap you back into reality. So.."
"So.?!" Rian asked, sitting up against the pillows.
"I threw you into the tub."
"The tub. The fucking bath-tub.?! What do you mean you.. Oh fuck! I remember that. That wasn't a dream, me coughing my good lungs out.?! I bloody remember that part well. Drowning me? That's your fucking stop-gate you bloody orc?!"
"Haha.. You curled up like an infant, shaking and crying. You know, if Rousetta wasn't there, I'd have slapped you back to wakefulness."
"Rousetta.?! Fucking Rousetta saw me like that.? Acting so pathetic.. Wait. Did I..? Soren tell me I didn't..?" Having tortured and troubled enough prisoners and enemy spies, Rian was well aware of what followed intense suffocation.
"What?" Soren asked, puzzled.
Commander Rian couldn't bring himself to utter, but somehow his eyes managed to spell it out.
"OHOHOHOO.. Hahah.. NAAHH..!! You didn't, Sir Rian. I mean, I doubt you even peed in the tub. you had that hard-on the whole time poking up, enough to make poor Rose blush. i mean, given the kind of dicks she'd have seen in this place, but.. And she did stroke you off to completion on my order, once I left the chamber, so you could finally nut. I mean, nutting was after all, one of the prescribed ways out of the Dream-stone trance, so.. Haha.. That would have been funny. Had you actually done something so embarrassing in panic. Hahahehehe.. No, Sir Rian. You did not soil yourself in front of her. You were just in a deep long sleep for the rest of the days, with your body, and probably that mind, recovering. I mean, it was your first time with the dream-stone, and you aren't used to blue-poppy, so I can imagine it being quite the trip."
"Well, to be frank, it fucking was." He replied, realizing he wasn't nearly as much angry as he should rightfully be. For a man who nearly died, somehow he still felt like the experience was well worth the risk. Watching him, Soren chuckled.
"I've heard psychedelic journeys being quite healing, formative, even reformative but.. Hearing the way you treat that poor Rousetta, who had spend two fucking days, tending to all needs of your barely-conscious ass.. Yeah, no reform done, nor damage. Your normal asshole self is intact."
"Hey, don't judge me. She's an agent, a tool. And what good is a tool, if it can't plow through some shit?! Besides, this is for her own good. You don't know humans, Soren. Certainly not about human development. I know just the buttons to push, to actualize her inner whore."
Even as an orc, there was so much about it that Soren disagreed, but that debate wasn't part of his mission.
"So Rian, you tell me now. What does it do? The Dream-stone."
Oh! Where to start..
Rian found himself struggling for the right word, for regardless the richness of the experience, he came out more puzzled. Perhaps I did it wrong. Perhaps, had I ejaculated early on, it would have been less confusing. If he wasn't experienced, Rian would have called it a lucid dream. But a lucid dream allows for greater moldability. You can conjure up realities, and bend the rules. For after the first fifteen minutes of rush, the Commander had spend considerable time conjuring up a key to his Queen's chastity lock, thinking this was a lucid dream. Only it never actualized, forcing him to come to terms with the truth. There was no altering the once recorded reality.
The more more time he spend observing, the more he could map the unspoken rules in there. There were two kinds of experience modes, within the trance as he understood it. Free-flowing and skin-bound.
Both are guided through desire. Desire in the deepest sense of that word. What your heart wants at the moment, even if it isn't something you'd be comfortable admitting. In between the many loops, Rian had realized what Soren meant by saying,
There's no lying to one's unconscious.
The dream isn't a reflection of your desire. But it is very much driven by the deepest wants. The dreamer can not interfere with whats unfolding, he can't make the dream-models play out his desires, but as an observer he had control over time. Or at least his desire did. In free-flow state, if he desired to take it in full, he can slow down time itself, and watch in slow motion the meats collide. He had control over the scale. If so desired, he can make himself as small as a fly, and sit on the curve of his dear Queen's lush lips, as pained sweet moans escape her mouth, like a gentle breeze. He will feel her heat, may slide along her sweaty cleavage, and even shower under the leaking loins, but.. But he couldn't exert his will over the existing reality. The connection is just one way. She wouldn't feel his touch, even in the most sensitive of spots.
In the skin-bound state however the dreamer had the luxury of contact. This too happens naturally, driven by desire. If a certain scene is unfolding before, and his heart truly desires to be the one pounding the royal right before, he'd find himself in an instant, in the body of the one fucking. Similarly, if he so much as feels he don't want to cum just yet, he'll find himself ejected out the body. But contact came with a price. In the skin-bound state, he could no longer pause the time, nor play with scale. He was trapped to the recorded reality.
There were limits as well, to what he could access when sharing a 'body' in skin-bound state. The drive gets multiplied. He could feel the quickening heartbeat, the spiking hormones, the overwhelming lust, the fatigue.. he could even feels the full bladder of the shared body, all things biological, including the emotional states. But he couldn't know them any better, not their thoughts, nor dreams. It seemed the stone was primed to filter things through desire.
Having related all this to the grey orc as best as he could, still unsure of the mechanics of it all, Rian concluded.
"I think it's a chronicler. A magical chronicler."
"What's a kronicklar?" Soren looked at him puzzled.
"Chronicler is someone who keeps a written record of any event the King deems worthy enough. Keeping track of the minute detail, capturing the moment in words, as authentic as possible."
"Like a historian.? Or the.. painter..?!"
"Well, the chronicler stays more objective. There's no value judgement, he simply records things as it is. Unless you consider the emotions involved as a value in itself. Likewise the Dream-stone when activated, captures what's right before. Recording every minute detail. Makes sense now, given the name. You do know why it's called the Swefnston, right?"
"Well, if I were to guess.. Doesn't 'swefn' mean sleep, in your ancient tongue? Sleep, dream, trance.. It all comes from the same root, I suppose." Soren rubbed his forehead, having stretched the limits of his knowledge on humans.
"That isn't a bad theory, and I'm no linguist. But.." Rian said, reaching for another glass to wet his tongue. "But what I'm sure of is, Sir Harriet Swefnstun was the most renowned chronicler, somewhat three generations back. His early works are still part of the academia, revered even by the Literature Guild, for his way with words. Transporting the readers right into the emotional core of the recorded incident, with his unique style. The same excellence that got him killed."
"What.?" Humans are strange. Soren listened on.
"Talented as he was, Sir Harriet was very modest, some would say to a fault. He had this unique green pendent, a gift from his late wife. He had stated in many occasion, that the pendent was the eye of his wife, and all he does is listen to her voice while chronicling. Which was a bittersweet tale, if not for the unfortunate timing."
"Meaning..?"
"Sir Harriet's rise to renown coincided with the wider spread of witchcraft. And at his peak, tensions were high in society against the witches. The first of the burnings were only months away, when the Tolmer case got filed. The only registered case in Wolkenshire, that alludes to the myth of Dream-stone."
"It was a different time back then. Keeping a crystal ball replica could land you in trouble today, but back then scrying and divination were part of every fair and festival. Most were charlatans, so people didn't mind it as harmless entertainment, much like the gypsy horoscopes and tea-leaf reading. But everything changed with the 'Tolmer Scandal'. It started as an annulment case filed against Lord Tolmer, one of the richest heirs at the time, by his wife of four months. On infidelity claims. Lord Tolmer was a pussy-hound, but in public he had a clean image, having close relationship with the church and all. Anyhow, such claims are hard to prove, and the public sentiment was in his favor, blaming the gold-digging bride instead. But things changed quickly, in light of new evidence. Calling it evidence however is controversial to this day."
"Let me guess. The wife got it all on a Dream-stone.?!" Soren chuckled.
"In short, yes. Tolmer may have been guilty, but she was nothing short of a piece of work either, the wife. She tricked the court into a viewing. Back then even blue poppy hadn't the current stigma. And the entire court, not just viewed, but virtually took part, in the intimate affairs between their most respected nobleman and a two-bit harlot. Obviously, the judges felt compromised by the nature of the evidence, and although the 'Dream-stone' was rejected as sufficient evidence, a lot of witnesses testified against the Lord, with the controversy peaking, so.. The case got ruled in her favor. With half his fortune, the young divorcee set sail to the Araaphan dunes."
"Umm.. I don't see how it got your kronigler killed." Soren took another sip.
"See, the court did reject the dream-stone, stating it was no different than a hallucinogenic dream, deeming it by law an insufficient proof, but that's not how it played out in the public sphere. Enemies of Lord Tolmer, and heretics pushed it as proof of the truth in occult. The stone was stolen from evidence, and copies were viewed in village-fairs, tarnishing the good name of the Tolmer family. It became a scandal of scale unimaginable, destroying the Lord's reputation beyond repair. And despite the explicit content, there was one thing both the nobility and peasant-class agreed upon. That viewing it felt like reading a Swefnstun record. That it put them in the space, in the skin of the protagonist, like only the words of Sir Harriet Swefnstun could. It didn't help that the stone itself had a greenisg glow, eerily similar to the pendant he famously wore."
"Oh.." From what he knew of the humans, Soren could have guessed the rest in his sleep.
"Rumors gave rise to more rumors. Some calling Harriet a fraud, that all he was a hack who simply took credit from a cursed crystal. Others going as far as suggesting the untimely death of his young wife could have been a sacrifice. To grand him power in the form of that pendent. Lord Tolmer had gone mad with rage, and he poured what's left of this fortune into destroying all traces of witchcraft, by any means. They needed scapegoats, and propaganda is mostly for the converted. With the first of the burnings, Sir Harriet had no choice but to flee. Yet, he didn't. He was too.. Proud isn't the right word. Innocent he was, to a fault. Like a lamb. Befitting a sacrifice, some would say."
"Now I get it.." Soren chuckled, as Rian stared at him questioningly.
"Your torturous insistence, Sir Rian. In wanting to verify whether this is the real deal. We are mere pawns, as you said. And pawns shouldn't be this invested, pawns just obey what's told. But you.. Oh, now it makes sense. Being so invested in the history of this stone, believing for the most part it couldn't have been real.. The obsession in your voice. Yes, now I understand."
"No, you don't Orcan. I didn't insist on verifying, to prove some old myth true. I did so, hoping that you calling it a dream-stone was a misnomer. A simple error in translation, for you are after all, no human. I was hoping it wouldn't be same same Swefnston we joked about. And now you have killed my hope."
Woah! He is being serious. Soren saw for the first time, the mask dropping off from Rian's face. He had never seen someone more dispirited.
"I don't understand. You just witnessed in the dream-state, unspeakable acts of perversion committed by the one who sits in your kingdom's throne. You of all people should understand it's power, Rian."
"Weren't you listening, Soren? The matter of Dream-stone have been settled long ago. It's fuckin.. ghh.. ghh.." Rian coughed angrily into his fist. He sighed deeply, and sipped some more water, before continuing.
"It's inadmissible. Fucking inadmissible as evidence. Not in the courts of Wolkenshire, not before the Church Council, not in all lands of men. It's as good as an erotic sculpture which 'happened' to resemble the royal visage. Or that odd rowdy bard-song, singing scrupulously the lust-filled nights of some Queen called Lenora. You know, cleverly named so as to skip jail-time. That's all your dream-stone is good for, in the eyes of the law. A baseless wet-dream. Can't believe I nearly risked capture for this shit.."
Soren didn't speak for a while. When the silence it the room seemed unbearable, Rian asked again.
"What? You think I'm over reacting?!"
"I think the same as you did, in the beginning. That we are mere pawns. And the real plan, may very well be beyond our comprehension. Still one can try and guess, right?"
"There's no guessing, Soren. We aren't convincing anyone with your useless green crystals, that the True-ruling Monarch is a whore."
"And why would we ever do that..?!" Soren sounded supremely confident.
"What do you mean.?"
"I mean, tearing her mask right off.. What does that accomplish? Consider the orcan perspective for once, since this is a joined project. To dethrone the Great Chaste, the only one who is hellbent on not sending troops to the war-front, only to risk what.? For some witless warmonger to take her place instead.? How does that benefit us orcs..?!"
"What else is there to do?"
"Undermine her. Not enough to be ousted outright, but enough to be rendered inert. Before knowing all this, you would have laid your life on the line, right? If it came to the safety of Wolkenshire? to the honor of Her Highness.??"
"yes.." Rian said meekly. For some reason Soren felt like his mask was back on. The grey orc continued'
"And now. Having experienced to intimately the true colors of your so called Queen, would you still lay your life on the line, for sake of her honor.? Do you even believe that it exists.? Her honor, that is.."
"Yeah, no.. Maybe, given the grade A pervert that I am.. Hehe.. I get your point, but that's just me."
"For now it is.." Soren leaned forward, and leveled with his human counterpart's gaze as he continued. "There are rivaling factions within, right. The ones who are already displeased at the prospect of bowing in servitude to a mere woman. The Order of Swords, for one.. A powerful, motivated minority, I hear. And say, if the key players among the passionate supporters of her Highness found one fine morning, their passion lacking. Or better, the passion misplaced, sinfully so.."
"What do you mean..?" Rian understood what it meant. But he needed to hear it uttered by the orcan.
"Who, in your opinion, is the most ardent advocate of the Great Chaste.? The most powerful.."
"Well he acts all impartial in public, but if I were to guess.. Archminister Grinwald. A minor daughter-complex."
Soren nodded.
"So Ryan. Say the Archminister finds this dream-stone somehow. And out of curiosity, he performs a viewing. Sure, he knows all the legal evidentiary doctrines, he knows this is just a baseless dream, probably propaganda concocted by some surviving witches. Absolute untruths. But still, the truth remains in his heart, that he had felt in intimacy rivaling reality itself, the supple warmth that's unique to the Queen of his beloved Wolkenshire. The memory of the cock-ring her lips had become, right at the base of his seedless pecker. He knows her now, far more intimately than he even did his own wife."
Rian could only listen in silence, as visions of his own dream populated his mind.
"Now, he's the most rational person in the court. An expert debater, a man of impeccable character. There's no fooling this man. No way in hell, and yet.. Do you think, once done with such a dream, that Archminister of yours could ever bow in servitude..? In good conscious, to something he had fucked front, back and sideways.?! Not a daughter. Not a Queen. A thing, the mere sight of which still tickles his loins."
Clearing his throat, Rian asked, sounding breathless.
"Is that.. Is that the plan.?"
Soren smiled.
"That would be one, if I were to plan. And we know damn well, that minds far brilliant than us both combined, are at work here. Like you said, we are just pawns. I'll do my part. And you Rian.."
"You just concentrate of getting better for now."
***
**
*

** Present Day**

That was WAY MORE than what I had hoped to chew on..
Bellatrix sighed as her struggling right and finally managed to loosen her corset strings. One of the few things she hated about the Seat of Households, and working in the royal public sphere in general, was the expectation to remain immaculately dressed. The freedom of indulging in an occasional joyride, on the more playful mares, with her breasts and buns bouncing in that loose unwashed shift.. In days like today, of complex, tactful negotiations, she really missed the simpler times. As if the pressure of plans from ahead, the person in negotiation, and the topics involved isn't enough, her own rib-cage had to be made to suffer, against the bustier only a sadist could have designed. As eventful as these past couple months were, the job was remarkably sedentary in comparison. Beauty standards that was meant as a reminder, of your inferiority.
No wonder Nora finds these tasks so freeing, even the disastrous ones.
When she went to meet Cyrian an hour ago, there was only one aim. Get him to investigate the case of the 'peeping-tom'. An incident, which Bella couldn't prove to have happened outside of her Queen's imagination. All she saw was Nora running out from the dark chamber, petrified and speaking gibberish. With claims upon claims, each one wilder than the other. Bella couldn't smell any musk or mysterious manliness in there other than the damp bleakness of a rarely used room. Sure there was a peep-hole, but the Queen had admitted to opening the lid. And all traces of supposed semen had either been licked up, or washed away when she dropped the bottle. Who left the bottle is a mystery, for sure, but claiming the stale water inside was human pee. Bella sure weren't gonna taste-test to verify the claims, not that much remained in the bottle. By the time Bella calmed her Queen, and checked the room, the carpet was still damp, but didn't smell too bad like the inside of a latrine.



Bella listened to everything, and bobbed her head in agreement, but even the Queen realized by the end, her theories sounded far-fetched, and the evidences had been compromised to say the least. But, even after questioning every staff on duty, cross-checking with schedules and work-shifts, Bellatrix still had no suspects who could have dropped in there that bottle at least. May be the peeper didn't jack-off all over the carpet, after edging for almost an hour. Maybe, the pervert didn't piss into the same bottle he had drank from, but.. There was the bottle, right next to the peep-hole, and it didn't spawn itself out of thin air so..
Maybe the peeper was real.
And if that was even a possibility, Bella needed to know how someone could have snuck in to the most guarded place in Wolkenshire, and left without a soul noticing. Cyrian had the best chance, of not only finding who had knowledge of the secret passages outside of the Royal family, and who had the means, and chance, to such a thing.
The persistent dismissive feeling in the back of her mind, probably stemming from the annoyance at Lady Adriana's antics, didn't help. Knowing Elanor's history with nightmares, it was very likely that this was just another day-dream gone wrong. Bella distinctly remembered hearing in the gibberish from her Queen's quivering lips, something about his stubble scratching her earlobe, his eye looking dead-white, and a uniquely scarred brow. But the Queen said she hadn't seen the peeper. And to make it worse, once calmed down, she seemed to have forgotten anything about this mystery man. Telling adamantly that Bella probably misheard. As expected, no one on duty that day matched that description.
Bella had learned the hard way now, especially after the Hillsdale fiasco, that there's no shame in extra caution. Hence her doubling the security ever since, and going to Cyrian today hoping for any leads, or theories. She needed an answer at least, if Cyrian were to sneak into the palace in broad daylight, what route would he have chosen. And the last thing on her mind, was learning from him this likely not the only recent security breech.
And for him to ask my help, finding the leak. What have I gotten myself into.? How would I convince Her Highness now, to..
"Lady Agrafena.. There's one Ishikawa here to see you.."
A guard announced, standing by her doorstep.
Ishikawa-sama.?! Here? Now..!?
The clergyman had come dressed as a civilian, to blend in perhaps. After a brief small talk, Bellatrix send away the guard to fetch some files, and turned to the cleric.
"Ishikawa-sama, please tell me this isn't regarding our arrangement."
"It's been two months, Bella. Two straight months without her taming. Do I need to elaborate again, the nature of what you are flirting with.?!"
"I understand your concerns, Ishikawa-sama. I appreciate it truly, but.. Now is simply not a good time. I thought I had explained it in the message. Didn't you get my scroll?"
"Yes. It was vague, very vague. And I did wait for you and Demura, with the room and equipment prepared, even this past week."
"Wait wait.. I wasn't that vague. In fact, I had made it explicitly clear, to not use the Heavensworth facility until further notice."
"I was hoping you'd change your mind at the last minute."
"But I had explicitly called it off.!"
Ishikawa avoided eye contact while speaking. Something about his inflection made her feel, that even the man didn't believe it himself. This isn't about me, or Demura. No, this is about him. Not fixing her, but getting his fix.
"Clergyman, again. Your input is valuable, but I believe we have it under control for now."
"We got to help her, Bella. There's no good in delaying. We got to.."
As Bella perched up her posture, the temperature seemed to spike up, and Ishikawa suddenly realized how confrontational he sounded. She sighed lightly, before speaking.
"I'm sorry to state it so bluntly, but Clergyman Ishikawa, until further notice Demura is no longer your concern. We are happy to compensate for any inconveniences these sudden changes may have caused, monetarily or otherwise.."
"Please don't insult me, child."
"Pardon.?"
Ishikawa looked genuinely hurt by the implication. Bella briefly glimpsed in his eyes, the man she had once befriended at a low point.
"You know well, money has no role in this."
"But maybe it should have had, for now you got no sense of boundaries, clergyman."
"I'm concerned."
"Obsession fits better. I can read it in your eyes.."
She's not wrong. Rubbing his forehead with both palms, Ishikawa sighed deeply, collecting himself.
"I won't deny, that obsession forms a key-part, but.. Hmm.. At the end of the day it's a tightrope walk, and there's the inevitable moment when you inevitably catch yourself wobbling, but.."
He means well, deep down. But.. Bellatrix shook her head.
"I can't risk it, Ishikawa-sama. Things have been.. An almost mess, to put it lightly, and I can't afford to.. Besides, Demura herself said.."
"Demura is clueless. God! Don't say now, you let her have a decisive voice in all this."
You can't be saying this. Her eyes spoke plenty, and regret was evident on the cleric's face.
"That.. came out wrong."
"May be it didn't, Clergyman. May be, that's exactly what you thought about her all along, despite the highfalutin reasonings for these indulgences.."
"Indulgences.?! Bella you know that's not how we.."
Bella looked at him, like at a complete stranger, and his voice faded. Ishikawa realized that he had very few words left before her patience wears off.
"Barring re-introduction of the very few things that had once anchored her soul, that girl doomed to spiral. If I'm to be not involved, then so be it. But like I said Bella, you NEED to step up. If you hesitate to take the rein even by a blink.. If this beast of primordial passion awakes, and finds itself even with a little momentum.."
As he spoke, Bellatrix tore a piece of parchment and slid it across the table.
"Respectfully, Ishikawa-sama.. If a monetary compensation helps keep things civil, I'd rather that be the case."
The message was clear. Name the price. For your continued silence, and distance. Ishikawa smiled and said, he scribbled on in, all he wanted in return.
"There's no bad blood between, child. Any moment you think I'm needed, don't hesitate to call. I hope it doesn't come to it, but.. I'll be ready, and waiting."
For five long minutes after the clergyman had left, Bella remained on her chair, confused as to whether it was the right decision. She knew the Queen wasn't exactly fond of his involvement. But her gut told clearly, there wasn't a man on this side of the Great Sea, who knew more about the Ailments of Libido. Which wasn't the case for Her Highness, but may be they shared a cure. May be he sensed something, the kind only I could whisper out from the ungulates. God, tell me this was the right choice.
Bella couldn't spend all the time wondering, for she had a meeting to attend. The final decision on the 'Handler Program'. The Queen was adamant about getting it done sooner. Walking out the room, her eyes glanced on the piece of parchment, hoping that it was some unimaginable number, hoping that the deviant follower of All-father wasn't beyond greed. Wishing men were simple, and what she once trusted was a lie. If only he had named his price in silver, gold, or stones.
Why couldn't he just be a sick old pervert?! Why does he have to be, wise as well?
The words he scribbled kept running through her mind, as her strides grew long and quick.

Think on my words, deeply.


Think on my words, deeply.

**
*
(Unfortunately a good third of this chapter still remains unwritten, covering what unfolds between Bellatrix, Hoyt, Jezeb, Tabitha and Jokshun. Including a good chunk of intimacy. To know what will become of the 'Handlers Program' please wait for the completed Chapter 13, coming in a week or two, hopefully. If you like what you read, please share your thoughts.)
**
*
Price of Mishandling
Walking back into the Office of Households, Bella's eyes went straight to Ishikawa's note. Someone had put a paper-weight over it, probably the cleaning maid. It wasn't just the parchment, there was a new message. A green envelope, tucked between the weight and the parchment. Easing down to her chair, Bella reached for it. There was a short-code, HV56-DX3, embossed near its right-hand corner. As her eyes wondered at the lack of information regarding the sender, her fingers plucked apart the the red sealing-wax, and undid the tie. As the envelope unfolded, she immediately realized it was a dead-drop. Not only it lacked any information on the sender, if Bella was to respond, she must use the same envelope and forward it to the postal branch DX3. This was an old, yet reliable anonymous mailing service. The sender, or his proxy, will pick it up, if he provides the correct short-code.
As all these went through her head, a peculiar sweet scent wafted off the envelope, and her gaze fell upon the message inside. It was two simple lines, with an emblem stamped to its right, both done using the same violet ink, which had a tinge of gold. Two lines, that would have made zero sense, if not for the emblem. An ornate circle, encasing a falcon-head. Drawn off-perspective to capture it's both eyes.
Hoyt, you cretin! If only it was all in your head.
The message was clear. And the sender, no longer a mystery.
The one who had dared to oppose the Whipper. The one who saw the unthinkable, alongside that feeble cleric. Now he has reached out.

_


It's time we talked.


Where and when?


-

Just as she read, the sweet scent faded off. And with it gone, the ink began to disappear. In a blink, Bella found herself staring at a blank envelope. Had she not read up on her free-time, about all that's required and all that's not, the simple effect should have freaked her out. Magic-ink, designed to write secret-notes. The kind that can't be read twice. If intimidation was what they were going for, all it elicited was an amused smile. As she reached for the quill, Lady Agrafena hadn't a clue where this would lead. What was there to express, other than gratitude, to the mystery man who had literally saved her Queen from that momentary madness, the true-confession as she called it.
Bella hadn't yet informed her Queen, of tis possible witness. She hadn't told her about Labiet either, or the agent who's spying on the cleric. Her job wasn't to complicate the life of the Great Chaste, and unless she had a solution, she wasn't going to bother her Queen with an issue that wasn't pressing. But with him reaching out, confirming our doubts, underlining his identity, shouldn't I..
NOPE. Not yet.
Elanor will learn when it's time. When I know for sure what his game is. Lacking an answer is one thing, but at least I should get clarity on the question. Till then, Nora will do better in the dark.
Besides, something in the wind whispers.. That all these months had been leading, in a way.. To the moment I am about to put in words. Before folding the envelope and sealing it back, Bella had written two simple lines. Enough of an answer, if he really is keen.

_


Five past Six, The Eve Before.


Sacellum, Southwing, Winter Palace.


_
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Price of Mishandling
"I get a bad feeling about this."
Jokshun whispered to Tabitha, whose eyes reflected similar concerns. The last time he had stepped into this room, he nearly feared of never seeing daylight again. It was the day when he was promoted to the position of Handler, alongside three others. A position he hadn't even heard of till then, which entailed responsibilities that would sound preposterous even as a joke. Now here there again, assembled in that same dimly lit underground chamber, with long pillars extending to the eternal void.
"Tabitha, don't you feel it?"
"I wish it was just the crypt giving you creeps, Jokshun. But from what I heard.."
"What? What did you hear..?"
The coachman leaned in, eyeing the other two sitting across. Jezeb lacking his usual cool, and Hoyt staring into the dark wall, as if awaiting the executioner. Tabitha sighed.
"I'm not sure if I should tell. Without knowing the whole truth anyhow, and.. I'd rather not gossip on this one."
"Come on, Tabitha. Give me something."
CREAK..!!
The four Handlers looked up, hearing the crypt door open from upstairs, followed by the loud echoing footsteps coming down the stairs. Lady Agrafena is here. They remembered the evening not so long ago, when they all were summoned down to this very room, to be assigned as Handlers for the Royal Decoy. They remembered the anxiety and confusion from back then being nothing compared to the fire in their bellies now. Jokshun tried desperately.
"Tabitha please. Don't make me face it blind."
"All I know is that something went wrong with the Handler Program. Hence we've been ordered to stay put, for the last few weeks. My money is on Jezeb, but seeing Hoyt now.. I think he's in the wrong as well."
"Wrong.? As in.."
"As in horribly wrong! I heard the girl got exposed. Injured even.."
"Like an accident? But them both had gone along with the Queen's convoy all around Wolkenshire. You saying that was the decoy instead?! And this story about riding accident.. You buy any of it?"
"I don't know. I mean.. I think those are unrelated. Something else went bad with the decoy in Hillsdale. I'm talking disastrous, Jokshun. I don't think we'll be seeing Demura anymore."
As the doors swung open, in walked the Head of Households, Bellatrix of Agrafena, followed by four handmaidens. Tabitha immediately recognized them. The Mutes. A special servant-class meant for menial tasks in secretive meetings. Consisting entirely of hearing and speech-impaired, mostly natural born, but there have been cases of being made mute. Partial severe deafness, as in they could hear only high pitch. The form-fitting robes their wore, with long netted sleeves and grey coif covering both ears, and those binders.. The thin-framed circular spectacles blocking the peripheral vision.. Those did not help reduce the sense of dread.
Bellatrix didn't even give a formal good-evening as she headed straight for her chair on the other end of the long table. The four maidens stood by directly behind the seated Handlers. Sitting down, Bella produced a small bell, and rang it once. And the four 'Mutes' looked her way instantly. High-pitched sounds, Tabitha smiled remembering. Now comes the real test.
The Horse-whisperer, still ignoring the standing Handlers, raised her right hand, and made a few quick gestures. But this time handmaidens looked at each other, visibly puzzled. Bella nearly used both hands clumsily in her attempted sign-language, mouthing 'CLOSE the DOOOOR', before turning to Tabitha.
"You are enjoying this, aren't you?"
"A bit. Apologies, Lady Households." The Head-maiden muffled a chuckle.
Glancing askance at the rest, Bella signaled them to sit down, saying.
"Tabitha, would you please tell the ladies to close that damn door, and distribute the files."
Having trained in various modes of communication as part of her spy-side, Tabitha did it with little effort, smiling reverentially at her superior. That failed attempt didn't make her feel any less of the Horse Whisperer, for Tabitha had seen up-close her development so far. The signs for door and book are a bit tricky to differentiate, something the experienced handmaidens could have easily picked on, so it could very well be the four pulling her leg. Even the mutes, she supposed, were immune to having some inside jokes.
"Now, we take a detailed audit of the Handler activity so far. And Tabitha.." Bellatrix looked at her the Mute standing behind placed a folder before the experienced head-maid. "For now you take down the reports. Only you and Hoyt are educated in reading and writing. And I don't trust Hoyt now, like I used to."
For the next thirty odd minutes, Lady Agrafena went over with each of them, in great scrutiny, every instance a Handler had used his authority. Jezeb had used it the most, unsuccessful each time in fishing out the decoy. Even getting himself punished once with overtime. For some reason Bellatrix didn't go into the details of Hoyt's mess, but it was evident from her tone that things were far from resolved.
The night at the Order of Sword still remained Tabitha's only successful outing with Demura. Unsurprisingly, Jokshun hadn't even made an effort so far, making the Horse Whisperer wonder whether to ditch him alongside Hoyt. Well, the decision is up to the Queen. Who knows how she'd rule, based on what rationale. Once Tabitha signaled that she had written down everything on the report, Bella nodded and spoke.
"Honestly, I had never expected a smashing success, given the nature of the program, but this.. And I'm not even taking into account the disaster Hoyt nearly caused. I know beyond a doubt that Demura had been deployed as decoy in at least a dozen public functions in the last two months. And you mean to tell me, that she had played the part perfectly, in all those instances..?! Or was it just you lot slacking off, ignoring the seriousness of the role bestowed upon you.??"
Hoyt kept his gaze low, as the rest of the three exchanged glances, unsure about responding.
"Speak up..!" Bellatrix demanded.
"Lady Households, if I may.." Jezeb raised his hand a bit. "How can we be so sure, that the decoy isn't playing with us.? She is supposed to answer truthfully when confronted, but.. You know she's a crafty one. Isn't it possible at least occasionally, for her to play us for fools? To pose like the actual Queen, by simply ignoring us."
"You are forgetting, Jezeb, that she can't lie on the records." Bella shifted in her seat, feeling a bit bad inside, for in reality these four were being played for fools for the most part, to the mood-swings of Her Majesty. "I have here the official records, of all the days Demura was assigned the job. With you yourself standing guard some days. But unfortunately, on the days you chose to walk up to her, to use your authority as a Handler.. You just messed up, and asked the real Queen."
"So it is a job well done then.?!" Jezeb had a sigh of relief. "I mean, she did her job well, so I couldn't spot her. And I had remained watchful still."
"Oh, for God's sake, Jezeb.. You and your watchful eye."
As all four looked at him, Jezeb felt like the only one out of loop.
"What? I don't understand.."
"Please.." Bella waved her hand at the rest scoffingly. "Aren't you the Handlers?! Handle your colleague first, would you.?"
"Your stare, Jezeb." Hoyt said, remembering the times he had stopped Jezeb from acting out his suspicions. "She meant the way you stare. Like I'd warned you a million times."
"Stare..?!" Jokshun spoke up as well. "I think the right word is ogling. And right at the royal bosoms, if you can believe it. Jezeb you make it way too obvious."
"How dare you two lecture me?! You, with your pathetic worship of the Queen. How are you to spot a fake, Jokshun, if you never ever meet her eye?! And you.." Jezeb shifted towards Hoyt, sounding truly annoyed. "Yes, my eyes may have lingered on her bosoms. Because I know the way the decoy's cleavage jiggles. I think we had established it the last time. And for you to warn me, Hoyt.. After the mess you alone made..?! That's rich!"
"Your conduct matters, Jezeb." Tabitha interjected. "You are too damn focused on smoking out the decoy that you forget at times, to be discrete. The way you stare at Her Highness, what kind of precedence do you think it sets?"
"Hey, at the very least I made an effort. My methods may be flawed, but I did try. That's more of an achievement than what you managed Tabitha, expect for the one time you knew upfront, the girl was a decoy. Point fingers at me all day. But, can any one of you confidently say, they can tell the Queen apart from the decoy."
"Of course they don't!"
All three men looked at Tabitha, but she just stared back at them puzzled. It was a feminine voice, so the four shifted their gaze to Bella, even though the cadence was all different. Bellatrix slowly got up from her chair, and bowed gently at the shadow behind Tabitha.
"You can't even tell when your Queen is in the room. How could any of you be expected of spotting a fake?!" Walking up from behind, one of the four Mutes said as she gently pulled of the coif, letting the thick auburn mane unfurl. As she sat down in the chair left vacant by the Head of Households, all the handlers sat there staring, confused. All three, except for Jokshun, who had already stood up and was now bowing in reverence. Once she removed the large blinder-like goggles, the rest of the three as well stood up startled, realizing who this was.
Their Queen, the Great Chaste herself.
"Sit down. There's no time for deference, I have a meeting in thirty minutes. And before I leave this room, the fate of this program will be decided. So.."
Bellatrix placed a small sand timer atop the table, and stepped beside the seated Queen as Elanor reached for the small bell. Ringing it once to get the Mutes attention, Her Highness went effortlessly through a series of quick gestures, signing with her hands even too quick for Tabitha to follow. The Mutes bowed in affirmative and placed on the table the folders they have been holding, one for each handler. Soon they were provided with quills and ink.
Elanor continued. "When I was first informed of such a novel concept, despite my doubts, I wanted this to succeed. But seeing the results now.. I'm ashamed of you. Of all five, including you, Bellatrix..! Are these the bright minds you had entrusted with safeguarding my likeness.? The Royal Likeness of Wolkenshire.??! Pathetic. Utterly pathetic."
The Queen stopped for a moment, and observed the faces before. Hoyt clearly hadn't escaped the guilt. Jezeb is masking his annoyance with silence, like a good misogynist, never too happy being lectured by a woman, and Jokshun.. He kept his gaze down, and listened to every word. Tabitha had that practiced non-expression, very much suiting a Domestic Espionage agent. No, it wasn't just that. There was a hint of that masking smile, typical of female agents when blamed for the mess ups of their male counterparts. Then again, it wasn't like Tabitha had performed remarkably well on her own.
"It was a mistake on your part, Bella, to give these amateurs something like the Cross of Absheil. Had I known in advance, I sure would have warned. How can you expect such country bums to wield an artifact of such power. It's a miracle they hadn't destroyed anything of significance so far. Again, pathetic. And who among you is.. Hoyt.?!" The Queen asked, pretending to look at the file in her hand.
"Highness.."
Hoyt stood up, and bowed, keeping his gaze to the floor. The Queen gave him a condescending look, though the Horse Whisperer found the hamminess of her performance a bit obvious.
"Remind me again, Bella. Why is he here, and not eighteen feet under in a dungeon?"
"Highness the decoy girl had insisted repeatedly that what happened in Hillsdale was her repeatedly. That this man, Hoyt, though obnoxious at first, had tried his best later on to salvage the situation."
"A situation which was his making, right?"
"Correct, Highness." Bella sounded meek.
"By abusing the authority of the 'Cross of Absheil'. Tell me again, Bella. Why hasn't he been locked up yet?"
Because you said me not to, Nora. Bellatrix looked back at the Queen, irritated at how much her taunting tone resembled Adriana. That skanky showgirl has become such a bad influence. Bella cleared her throat. "Um.. Highness, though he had clearly abused the Cross, to gain access to Fort Sanctum, within the bounds of a Handler, I believe he had clear strategies in place, in protecting the decoy. We have multiple sources corroborating, that it was the girl's actions that resulted in the mess."
"Hmm.. And this girl, Demira.. She's..?"
"Recovering still, Highness. Demura isn't an easy find. With how significantly we are already invested in perfecting her Royal likeness.. She realizes her mistake now."
Bella said, as she nodded reassuringly at Hoyt.
"If you say so. Either way, this idiot has proved himself untrustworthy with such power. In fact, it's an overkill, giving the Cross to these many people. I understand the spirit of the program, but at best I may allow one Cross of Absheil, for the entire Handlers. It will be the responsibility of the team leader from here on. One of you four, the one who has proven their worth. All that, if I'm convinced enough to give this program a second chance, before the sand runs out."
Elanor pointed at the hour glass, as she nodded to Bella.
"The folders before each of you contains three tests. Two simple questions on each test, multiple-choice questions. Answer as you please, but wisely. Once you are done with Test 1, do not proceed to Test 2. Instead just close the folder and raise it above. The nearby Mute will pick it up, and take it to Her Highness. The Queen will leave her remarks, and keeping it in mind, you may proceed to Test 2, and so on. Any questions?"
The rules weren't much different from the tests most of them have taken for any job beyond the entry levels, so all four Handlers were on the same page. The Queen reminded.
"This is your one chance to save the program. If any one of you shows promise, that understand the assignment well.. That you can balance near-perfectly, both discretion and vigilance.. That you can be responsible with the Cross of Absheil, then maybe the Handler's Program stands a chance. For now, I'm leaning towards dismissal. You have less than twenty five minutes to change my mind. START..!"
Tabitha was the first to reach for the folder. She wasted no time examining the beautiful leather sheath, nor the royal insignia in gold, but went straight for the test, with her right wrist already swirling the inkwell with her quill. It wasn't like she particularly enjoyed the role of a Handler, but she just couldn't admit defeat. She wasn't going to be demoted, for the fault of others, and besides.. She simply wasn't going to let go a chance, at taming that Demura girl. Especially since knowing the tricks her tongue alone could do. Suppressing a giggle form the memory, Tabitha scanned the first page.

TEST 1

1. One of the four must be made team-leader. Who are you picking?
☐ Hoyt
☐ Jezeb
☐ Jokshun
☐ Tabitha
2. One of the four must be let go. Who are you picking?
☐ Hoyt
☐ Jezeb
☐ Jokshun
☐ Tabitha
That's it.?! Tabitha was genuinely confused. She had expected some complex hypothetical question exploring the moral greys of the Handler powers, but this is.. May be it's a trick question. Or may be, how we answer this is going to inform the future questions, like a psychological test. We'll if I am to lead, then I must project confidence, so..
Tabitha drew a tick in the box next to her name, as it was obvious to her, with the years of experience as an agent, that she was more than qualified to lead, compared to the other three morons. Now who should I kick out.?
Tabitha wasn't going to let Jokshun go, for one she had known him the longest, had shared a few drinks and jokes on occasion. And more importantly he is a simpleton. No one comes handy like a simpleton, when things go south and you are in need of a scapegoat. Obviously I'd never find myself in a mess like that pompous Hoyt, but.. Better safe than sorry, and Jokshun.. You'd be the best safety nest.
She decided to let go of Jezeb. He's a wild card, unpredictable. And I don't want to be held accountable for that lecherous leer. Also, it'd be easier to keep Hoyt leashed, given the guilt he already carries. And it'd reflect better on me, second chances and all. Haha...
Swish..!
Hardly a minute had passed when Tabitha raised the folded folder up in the air, for the Mutes to see. With the basic reading comprehension it wasn't odd that the others took longer to answer, except for Hoyt. Tabitha kept her gaze down, but she could hear Her highness scribbling something quickly in her folder.
As the head-maid lost herself for a moment in daydreams, with the Queen praising her professionalism, her leadership qualities, and presenting her alone with the mighty 'Cross of Absheil', along with a leash.. On the other end of which was a kneeling replica of the Great Chaste, the decadent Demura herself. As the Queen signed with her hands something indecipherable, the pet replica sprung to life, pushing her delicate palms against Tabitha's thighs. Spreading them apart, as her face descended, with such hunger in those eyes, and the glistening tongue-tip, ready to worm up the Head-maid's loose cooch.
THUD..!
Tabitha was startled by the sound of the folder landing on the table. The Mute had returned it, for her next test. Oh, yes.. There were three separate tests. Eager to know the Queen's remarks, she flipped it open, and her confidence was instantly halved. In the most eye-pleasing handwriting she had seen to date, it was written on the Test 1, below the questions, what the True-ruling Monarch felt about her choices.

Do better.

Simple and precise.
Feeling deflated, yet wanting to prove her worth, Tabitha flipped the page, eager for the next test. And as her eyes scanned, her jaw slightly dropped. What the fuck?!

TEST 2

1. One of the four must be made team-leader. Who are you picking?
☐ Hoyt
☐ Jezeb
☐ Jokshun
☐ Tabitha
2. One of the four must be let go. Who are you picking?
☐ Hoyt
☐ Jezeb
☐ Jokshun
☐ Tabitha
Flicking back to the first test, and reading both multiple times to make sure there was no error, Tabitha dropped the quill, and slouched against the back-rest, now truly confused.
What the fuck?!
**
*

** Fifty minutes later**

"And finally, let me remind the Fostroms again, the decade old ruling by the Honorable Justiciar Faulkner. War-torn territory isn't war-claimed territory. And the Greens of Yevelshka and surrounding forests must be held sacred and untouched, despite conflicts of the day..."



Brehon Tupee had never sounded more confident, and a bit pompous, in any of his recent appearances. For a young lawyer, he was supremely pumped to have the Tribunal, the main regulatory agency of Wolkenshire, as his new client. The renowned Brehon representing the Fostroms, Brehon Shourn Bloensky, had been on a rough patch recently, with his last two cases for the same client faring poorly.
Rubbing his forehead, Archminister Grinwald kept following the line of argument, while taking brief glances at his Queen. Something is off. Her Highness is looking oddly intense and aloof. She doesn't seem over-worked, nor under-slept. No dark circles, nor signs for fatigue, though the breathing seems a bit controlled. Not exactly the state you'd want to judge such a complex case.
The Fostrom case, in itself wasn't anything special. But what made it special, is how the ruling could set a precedence for the many pending disputes. And Elanor had been following it carefully, since Grinwald had approached her about the effects it had on the ongoing war.
Closing his arguments, Tupee bowed and say back down, as the opposing lawyer stood up and walked to the center. AS he started making the case, the Queen seemed to be following it with great care, but Grinwald quickly recognized the odd thing. She was using the stage-eye.
It's a basic technique taught to young introverts interested in public office, to manage their fear of facing the crowds. The technique was to looking at the crowd when public speaking, without actually looking at them. Ignoring the crowd as a whole, the speaker should normally speak to each person, bouncing from one face to another, with the flow in in words. But for people who are prone to social anxiety, there is an additional trick. To face each person without facing them. To look at someone's, but focus on the chin or torso, of the one standing right behind. So in effect, you feel shielded from the one you are focusing on, by the one who your eyes are actually directed at. It's largely a psychological trick, one that Grinwald himself hadn't found much useful, but to each his own.
Why would the Great Chaste be using the 'stage-eye', that too in her own court? That made no sense. And she hadn't looked my way once, not even with the 'stage-eye'. Not to mention how late she came in. With a subject so close to her stated politics.. Something is definitely off with her today.
In short, Lord Fostrom had been pursuing Royal exclusive licenses for large scale mining of a recently discovered mineral deposit, which the Aestrikan forces happened upon while making marching roads through the Orcan grounds. There were many concerns, from humanitarian concerns of taking large work-forces deep into the jungle where half of them are likely to perish from malnutrition and disease.. To environmental concerns of uprooting many acres of forest, since such deposits are often sprawling.
But the Queen was mostly disturbed by the precedence such a license would set. For she saw it as an outgrowth of war-profiting. If such conflicts were proven to be hugely profitable, with more abundant resources being discovered, large money will be funneled in to courts across kingdoms, lobbying for the financial interests of the merchant-class. The last thing Elanor wanted was seeing the hell that took away her beloved, mutating into a well-oiled machinery, fuelled by blood and greed. At the same time, she didn't want to come down with a dictatorial hammer on the merchant-class, who are the financial backbone of any thriving kingdom.
Given her invested, the Queen's current coldness made no sense. As Grinwald thought this through, the opposing lawyer was nearing conclusion.
"And let me re-iterate Her Highness.. My clients, the Fostroms, are citizens in good standing, providing every term to the Royal Treasury, a fortune in taxes without seeking any subsidy. They also donate more profit-share than any of their contemporaries, to the restoration works of the Holy Church, all across Wolkenshire."
Oh, that's got no bearing on the case. Such a tasteless tactic. The Archminister made a face, unimpressed. What bothered Grinwald the most was the uncharacteristic silence of the Queen. Sure, the True-ruling Monarch was supposed to listen as the both sides made their cases before weighing in, but there was something off about her bearing. She avoided even eye-contact, or the usual knowing smile of agreement, when she finds a particular argument far-fetched. She looked preoccupied. The forced stoicism on her face, which could crinkle at any moment, the overtly focused respiration like she's in the middle of some breathing exercise, and her oddly tight lips. Those puffy cheeks, the subtly reddening skin. And the qualia that could only be sensed, the one that Grinwald could find no words for.
Something about her whole bearing screamed discomfort, ever so slightly. Is she not feeling well? Should I check with her?
The Archminister nearly rose from his chair to approach the throne, when the Queen finally spoke.
"I'm not impressed Brehon Shourn."
The first remark from Her Highness in over a long twenty minutes surely made Brehon Tupee smile. Commanding the maid to stay, Elanor continued.
"My stance on the issue is no secret, but this is a fair hearing. Why do I feel like you are pulling the punches. Or has something else been bothering you?"
"Her Highness, I.." Shourn looked at the others present, before continuing. "I don't think it is an appropriate time for a disclosure."
Pointing at both the legal experts, the Queen said.
"Approach. Archminister, you too."
Soon all three were standing a couple feet from the royal throne. Elanor asked.
"Tell me Shourn, what's the accusation this time?"
"Highness, the Tribunal has purposefully delayed the proceedings, sending the legal notice on the very last minute. Though it's technically in the right, it doesn't take a genius to spot these unfair tactics."
"How late are we talking?" Elanor enquired.
"It's honestly preposterous, Highness. The notice was delivered to my office literally a minute before closing time, on the Day of Holy Rite when most employees take the afternoon leave. It was a weekend as well, so by the time we learned of the notice, we were already behind by three days."
Quickly glancing at the other two, Elanor noticed that Grinwald hadn't the usual poker face, but Brehon Tupee, the novice, was having a hard time masking duper's delight. Shourn continued.
"Highness, the case is already complex. And it is interlinked with two previous disputes. Although you didn't make the ruling then, Highness, it was your court that had ruled against us then as well. So all I'm asking for is a little lenience."
Elanor looked at Tupee reprimandingly once, and at the Archminister for his input. Grinwald signalled that he had no objections. The Queen returned to Shourn.
"We resume the hearing three days from now. Would that be enough time to prepare?"
"Highness, I strongly object."
"On what grounds, Tupee.." Elanor interjected without losing her temper. "The Tribunal should be held responsible for such lazy delay tactics. If anything, I'd say Brehon Shourn is going easy on you lot."
"Highness I.." Tupee stopped himself for a moment, before saying. "I take full responsibility for any mistakes that reflects poorly on the Tribunal. There were no tactics involved. I'll surely look into what went wrong."
With an odd grin, Brehon Shourn sighed. "Please Highness.. Don't go harsh on my account. I understand Tupee here completely. I was once as well, young and ambitious. No grave errors had been committed yet, so.. However, I'd like this to be reflected on the record, Highness. The reason for postponing the case."
Oh oh.. Grinwald knew that look. His Queen's eyes hid well, that brief familiar spark.
"Is that necessary, Brehon?" Elanor asked, her fingers toying with the edges of the chalice, as the maid stood by obediently. "I just granted you the lost time, in fact, given your preparation for today, three more days is more than fair. And as you said, you understand the missteps of the young and ambitious. Should we really drag his name into the court records now?"
"I'm afraid we must, Highness. Nothing against Sir Tupee here. It's the Tribunal that has gone after as with such tactics for far too long. As was the pattern in the previous cases."
"Hmm... What's more likely to follow a drizzle?" Elanor spoke almost like in reverie, as her eyes wandered on the faces before.
"Pardon, Highness.?!" Shourn said, as Grinwald's face lit up briefly. Elanor continued.
"Right after the Defence Summit is a slow week. If your client is up to it, Brehon Shourn, I'm giving you the opportunity to re-litigate."
"The Fostrom case.?!"
"All three cases. The ones you accuse the Tribunal of playing dirty with. To eliminate bias, Justiciar Rolensky shall preside in my stead. Since you had represented the other two cases as well, I'm sure you can handle it. Both sides will get equal time to prepare. The ruling hence made will be final and binding. What you say.?"
Shourn replied as Tupee struggled to suppress his displeasure. "Oh Highness.. That's.. That's too generous. i wouldn't dream of burdening the royal court with a wish so preposterous." Oddly, Brehon Shourn himself didn't sound too excited by the proposal.
"Nonsense. Let the record show, that the Royal Court had granted the Fostrom's representative, the opportunity to re-litigate all three cases related to deep forest mining. The Brehon may take a day to respond. You have till tomorrow evening to inform the Court a decision."
"Much obliged, Highness." Bowing once again both Brehons returned to their position. Sipping from the chalice, Elanor glanced at Grinwald's half-smile and mouthed.
"Boltstorm."
Of course! She figured it out. The Archminister shook his head chuckling, as he sat back down. On his side-table was a folded piece of paper, the short-note he had planned on passing to the Queen, before she finally spoke. Written on it was a single word.
Boltstorm.
A complex litigation between Boltez Plantations and the Tribunal from nearly three decades ago. The case which was ruled in favor of Boltez. In the many legal discussions Grinwald had had with Her Highness over the months, the evil genius of Lord Boltez Storrum had been a topic more than a few times. So much that they dubbed anything remotely genius the 'Boltstorm'.
Boltez's strategy was an effective abusal of the Judicial Fairness Doctrine overseen by the Church. He had gone to the Church, sighting unfair bias in the repeated court rulings against him, and the Church had to appoint a Special Justiciar to oversee the future proceedings. And it worked in his favor, for often fairness is judged by the periphery. And depending on the political pressures at play, even the Royal Courts must work to appear impartial in consecutive rulings. Which had been fascinating for the Queen, knowing how perceptions alone can rival the throne's power at times.
Grinwald couldn't tell how the Queen managed to see through Shourn's ploy, for it took the experienced Archminister a while to spot it. Brehon Shourn knows that his case is weak. And his client had lost two similar previous cases already. Cases that had similar technical issues, which could be construed as delaying tactics by the Tribunal. If the Queen rules in favor of the Tribunal, for similar upcoming disputes, Brehon Shourn can approach the Church requesting oversight, stating there has been abuse of the Judicial Fairness Doctrine. The three consecutive rulings against his client, combined with the alleged delay tactics from the Tribunal, gives the Church enough grounds to appoint a Special Justiciar. Which in simple terms means, for complex cases where right and wrong remain muddled in the grey, for appearance of fairness the Court would be forced to rule in his favor, for one in every three cases from then on.
Which is where the genius lied in the Queen's sudden decision. By putting on record, her offering the chance to re-litigate, it damages Shourn's ability to seek oversight. Because re-litigation of prior Tribunal cases could be argued as direct evidence that she was more than fair towards the opposition. And if Shourn chose to re-litigate and eventually loses the case, that final verdict can be sighted by the Queen to form new laws, preventing such exploitative industrial applications of conflict-ridden territories.
Feeling proud of his Queen's growth from a naive placeholder to an effective administrator, Grinwald nearly teared up. There was no doubt in his mind, as evidenced by her appreciative smile now, the part he played in molding that bright mind so well. Archminister worried no further, what had been bothering him since the court adjourned. That odd stoic silence from his Queen, refusing to even look his way. Perhaps it's a good thing that he never got to ask, what had troubled the Great Chaste herself into sullen silence, before entering the court.
Why she was so late to begin with.
**
*

** Forty minutes earlier**


TEST 3

1. One of the four must be made team-leader. Who are you picking?
☐ Hoyt
☐ Jezeb
☐ Jokshun
☑ Tabitha
2. One of the four must be let go. Who are you picking?
☐ Hoyt
☐ Jezeb
☑ Jokshun
☐ Tabitha
The coachman found himself more confident finishing the third test. Whether it was right or wrong, whether he fared greatly or poorly, it didn't matter. Jokshun knew that he had won either way. That he was out either way. It took him three days to shake off the shock from realizing that the girl he had been intimate with in that shady bar shared the visage of the Queen he worshiped. The desire her sweet touch awoke in him once, now felt sacrilegious. For he wasn't meant to meet her gaze, even if it was mere semblance. He simply couldn't accept the fact for days, that the body, the presence that had colored his wet dreams for weeks after, shared much in common with his revered Queen. He applied for leave, he feigned illness, and the unavoidable situations were he had to be right next, he avoided looking his Queen's way, like his life depended on it. For his sanity sure did.
Which is why he could confidently stick to the answers, even after Her Highness repeating her remarks on the previous tests. To do better. For this was better. For he knew, he had no better answers than this. That Tabitha should lead. And that he doesn't deserve, to handle the royal likeness. And if it takes him stepping up and facing the Queen himself, to be let go, Jokshun was prepared for that as well.
"Okay, Tabitha. You may leave." Bellatrix said, as the head-maid bowed in farewell. "There is twenty minutes to go still, so take your time."
Twenty minutes, for this?! Jokshun glanced at his colleagues. Hoyt was already on Test 3, but he seemed to be scribbling something furiously. Jezeb just raised his hand, having completed Test two. For a fleeting moment, Jokshun saw the shape of his Queen by the corner of his vision, which made him instantly cower. No, I can't. I don't deserve to look at my Queen, after what I had done to her image, unwittingly as may..
Time seemed to move at a snail's pace as he kept peering deeper and deeper into the texture of the parchment, when Bellatrix called out again.
"That would be all Jezeb. You'll soon be informed of the decision."
"Highness."
As Jezeb bowed before leaving, the Queen suddenly spoke.
"Jezeb.."
"Yes, Highness.?" He sounded perplexed.
"Even with the precedence it set, I wouldn't have objected to your 'methods' so vehemently, had it been fruitful."
"Umm..?!" He continued the puzzled stare, as the Queen clarified.
"Your approach is odd and unusual. Outright bizarre at moments, but that's what makes you special. An occasional leering could have been tolerated, had you actually succeeded in spotting the decoy, even once. I'm not drawing a line in sand, for such methods. I'm just reminding you how important discretion is, for the role you are given. If we are to resume the program, I need to be able to count on your prudence."
"Absolutely Her Highness."
Jokshun was surprised by the uncharacteristic conviction in his colleague's voice. Like Jezeb really valued the role, despite repeated failings.
"Now you, Jokshun."
Jokshun perched up, suddenly realizing he was the only one left in the chamber. When did Hoyt get done?
"Do you plan on taking the full twenty minutes, Jokshun. You've clearly been done with the test for a while."
"Umm.. Apologies, Lady Households. I.."
Jokshun stood up fumbling, then sat back down remembering the rules, and raised the folder above his head.
Ring!
It was the small bell. Queen Elanor gestured something in sign-language, and all the Mutes suddenly bowed and left the chamber in unison, as Jokshun folder remained hovering.
"Do you know, Jokshun, that every time the Cross of Absheil is used, a report is made and send to the Royal Castle? Now it's for the formal records, and often takes a week or two to get filed, but every use of the Cross goes accounted. There is no hiding from the throne, the Queen will eventually find out."
"Umm.. Highness." Jokshun mumbled, still keeping his gaze low.
"When I came across the records by happenstance last week, three such reports stood out to me. Three usages of the Cross of Absheil. Now the Cross itself is a rare privilege, and frequent reports of a common sentry flashing it will gain unwanted attention. It was meant as a last resort, in situations, like preventing the decoy's discovery for instance, but.. But may be Bellatrix here should have spelt it out, explicitly. I digress.."
As the Queen paused, Bellatrix walked around and took the folder from his hands, taking a quick peek.
"Nothing special, Highness." She reported to the Queen, as Elanor smiled.
"Jokshun.."
"Highness."
"The reported usages. Two were from the evening, when Hoyt had happened upon the decoy, in Hillsdale. And the third one, strangely enough, was from the morning I had set off on my convoy." The morning Gertha had gone on convoy posing as the Queen, in actuality, as Elanor had headed for Hillsdale the previous night. Elanor continued.".. I believe you had taken a leave of absence for that week. And strangely, the Cross of Absheil used to gain entry to the Royal Chamber, was assigned to you. Which makes me wonder, what's your play..?"
"Answer the question, Jokshun!" Bella said firmly, starling the scared coachmen, who hadn't realized she had walked up to him. "What else have you done with the Cross?"
"I didn't.. I don't understand."
Bella leaned over the chair, her gaze peering into his soul. "The multiple break-ins into the Royal records.. Spying on the Queen's private chamber. You involved in any of those? You did it alone, or were there any accomplices? Spit it out.!"
"I'm.. I am innocent. I don't know anything about.."
"You denying you had used the Cross to gain access to the Royal Chamber?"
"That.. Yes, that I did. But it wasn't like.."
"Did you spy on Her Highness?"
"What.?!"
"Did you peep on our Queen..??"
"NO, I did not. I.. I'd never.." Feeling cornered, Jokshun verged on tears.
"You'd never what?! Drop the mask, Jokshun, we all know what a degenerate you really are. Highness is well aware of your activities in Desert Rose."
"Highness knows.?!" Jokshun's eyes bulged, and his throat looked like it had a lump, as deep devastating shame spread across his face. Like a wife accused of adultery, he covered his face with both hands, shaking his head in denial.



"I didn't. I didn't do.. I didn't mean to.."
"Mean to what?! To spy on you Queen, to defile her privacy?"
"I did NO such thing.." His voice broke towards the end, as the Queen interjected.
"That's enough, Bella. Give him a moment."
As Bella stepped back, Elanor gave her an admonishing stare. She knew Bella had been frustrated about the recent lapse in security, and that she had every reason to doubt Jokshun with him confirming his usage of the Cross. But the Queen knew in her heart, that it wasn't her faithful coachman who had spied on her. Although there was no way for to convince Bella her reasonings. For how can she seriously take, the lack of cashew paste flavor in the dried semen I had chewed on, as proof..? How am I to convince her, that I am familiar with his fresh loads, more than he himself is..?! Jokshun isn't the mystery peeper, that much the Queen knew. What puzzled her was him using the Cross, to gain access to the Royal Chamber.
"Jokshun. Be honest with us, and no harm shall come to you."
"I've.. I've never been dishonest with you, Her Highness. On my honor.."
"I believe you. I believe that you didn't spy on me. I know that you wouldn't."
"Never Highness." Jokshun kept panting, as he looked at his Queen through the periphery. His eyes brimming with respect, and regret.
"But you did try to see me, right? Since you took the leave, you weren't informed of my schedule. And you didn't know I had left, by the time you flashed the Cross, did you..?"
"I just.." Jokshun did a quick glance at Bellatrix, before saying. "I just wanted an audience with Her Highness. I had.. I had concerns about the Handler's Program."
"You could have come to me, Jokshun." Bella nearly yelled from behind, still not entirely convinced he wasn't the peeper. Jokshun closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and said.
"I wanted to meet to Highness, without Lady Agrafena's presence. For she is my point of concern."
What the hell is this, with every one disrespecting my authority?! First Adriana, and now this idiot. As Bella's face fumed red, Elanor signalled her to calm down.
"You know I trust you with my life, right Jokshun? Every time I choose to let you take the reins, every time I take a nap, with you steering the carriage. You know that, right?"
"Yes Highness.." He sounded proud, to be granted such a responsibility.
"Then believe me when I say this. Lady Agrafena isn't just the Head of Households. She has many roles, many faces. But what matters to me the most, is that of a friend. She is my confidant, first and foremost. I trust her with my life. To distrust her, is to distrust me. Is that clear.?"
"Highness, I didn't mean to.."
"Relax Jokshun. That doesn't mean there is no room for difference of opinion. For healthy critique. Tell me. What are your concerns?"
"Highness, I.." As Jokshun wiped his eyes and cleared his throat, the Queen raised her hand.
"Wait. Bella, please.."
As the Queen gestured, Bellatrix reached for the pitcher next to the fruit bowl in the middle of the table, and gave it to Jokshun. He took no time in chugging nearly half the pitcher, spilling a bit on his robes as he struggled for breaths in-between. Having calmed himself down, Jokshun finally put it down, and looked his Queen's way.
"Highness, the Handler's Program is a mistake. For one, as you rightly pointed out, none of us are worthy of a privilege as such the Cross of Absheil. Till few weeks prior, if you have asked me for the best among sentry-men, I'd have pointed out Hoyt. Young, idealistic, God-fearing. Truly the best out of us four. And look how terribly he fared with such power. We are peasants by blood, Highness. Sharing your presence alone is a privilege too much, for most of us to handle. But that's just the aspect of power."
"Go on.."
"Highness, may be I fail to see the larger picture that Lady households does, but.. Belittling the Royal-likeness is a sin. No matter for what purpose. The effect of Jezeb's constant leering on the rest of the guardsmen is just an exaggerated example of the underlying problem. You can't cultivate the air of disrespect, even as a faint trace, at an image that is meant for reverence. I get the multitude of unsavory situations even the throne must subject itself to, time to time.. I get the necessity of preparing a decoy for surviving, fro thriving, despite such trials, but.. To perform such trainings out in public.?! That's a foolish path to pursue. I get the concept of forging in fire, but what Lady Households fails to recognize, is that it would just be a decoy that gets burned, if the fire proves unruly. It's the sacred image of Wolkenshire itself. That's too grave a risk to toy with, my Queen, in my humble opinion."
Woah! And I assumed he was incapable of thought. Bellatrix sighed deeply, feeling genuine respect for Jokshun for the first time. Elanor glanced at the hour glass. Fourteen minutes before the sands ran out.
"That will be all Bellatrix. You are dismissed."
Jokshun rose to his feet as Bella side-stepped, both bowing the Queen farewell.
"Just you, Lady Households. I'm not done with Jokshun here."
That took her by surprise, and Bellatrix looked at her Queen quizzically. What are you up to now, Nora?! It's her eyes that troubled Bella. It had the same glint that was evident after most training sessions with Lady Adriana. Elanor simply nodded in response.
"As you wish, Highness."
Bellatrix bowed once again, and slowly retreated, closing the door behind, leaving her Queen with her trusted coachman. Finding himself alone in front of the most powerful person in all lands of men, Jokshun suddenly felt an immense pressure on his shoulders. To kneel in subservience. Elanor simply gestured him, to move to the chair right opposite to hers on the other end. Right as he sat down, the first question came.
"You pull no punches judging, do you?"
"Pardon, Highness?"
"Your criticisms on Handler's Program.. It sure felt more judgemental than objective critique. Were you often this judgemental?"
"Highness, I didn't mean any offense.." Jokshun stood up as he saw the Queen raising from her seat.
"SIT DOWN!" Elanor said softly, but firmly. Resting her both palms against the table, leaning over gently, she continued. "Before joining the royal coachmen, you did briefly work for two other high profile clients, right? Sir Olderic of Obessa, the senior. And later Baron Philipe Fostrom, the famed mining magnate."
Feeling truly uncomfortable to be sitting when his Queen on her feet, Jokshun nodded in agreement.
"Yes Highness. For a period of six months, when I was awaiting approval from the Royal Castle."
"Do you feel this judgmental back than as well?" Elanor asked as she walked around slowly.
"I don't understand, Highness."
"Well, both of them are known philanderers. Sir Olderic has over a dozen mistresses, and Baron Fostrom.. Well, he went a step ahead and has invested a fortune in the Heavensworth Manor. Treating it like a personal harem. I'm sure you've driven him back and forth at least a dozen times per month. Knowing well that he wasn't engaging in humanitarian endeavor, far into the night. Both of them spoke highly of your loyalty and dedication to the job. So I'm guessing you hadn't been as judgemental back then. Correct?"
Still keeping his eyes to the ground, Jokshun replied.
"May be I spoke out of turn, Highness. Apologies. I'm a simple peasant. A mere coachman. Matters of nobility is beyond my judgement."
"Adultery and harlotry are considered nowadays a matter of nobility, huh?! Or do you get judgemental only when a woman does it?"
"Pardon, Highness?!" Jokshun had a hard time figuring where she was headed. Elanor scoffingly chuckled.
"You really aren't a fan of the program, are you? You really want out."
"Highness, I don't think risking the royal likeness is a good idea, and I.." The coachman took a moment to formulate his thoughts. "And I don't think I'm a good fit for the program."
As he replied, Elanor reached for the fruit bowl and grabbed a cluster of grapes, before giving the bowl a firm push. The copper bowl slid along the table and came to halt about feet from the edge, right before Jokshun.
"Have some." Elanor said, as she popped one grape into her mouth.
Jokshun wasn't in the mood for fruits, but when your Queen orders, you obey. So he reached out for an apple.
"Regium jus Proprietatis. You heard that phrase.?" Elanor asked, slowly walking along the table.
"The right of.. Property..?!" Jokshun uttered, pushing the limits of his knowledge.
"Close enough. It's the Royal Right to Property. One of the oldest royal privileges. The power vested in a King to turn anything he deems worthy for the greater good of the Kingdom into property. It can be used to confiscate industries, conscript men times of war.. Turning a thing, a place, a living being property, by a single royal nod. Enslave at whim. It was also used widely, till few decades ago, to add young virgins to the royal harem. Anything that awoke desire in the royal eye. Now, what do you think of that?"
"Highness, I don't understand.." Jokshun blurted out, while gulping down the chewed up fruit.
"Your moral judgement, Jokshun. What do you think, of a King keeping a harem? The practice had fallen out of fashion, but there's no shortage of unofficial private harems to this day. Surely even Prince Barthomius had some regulars before we met. I don't mind, for it's part of the royal life. But what does your heart tell? Is it okay for a King to keep a house of harlots?"
"Highness, I'm.. I'm a simple servant to the throne. These are matters of royalty. The norms of the land."
"So you wouldn't judge when it's a King doing."
"I'm in no place to judge, Highness."
"Nor are you, when a Queen behaves the same then? Or are you the kind who finds me just an adornment to the throne?!"
"Highness, I'd lay my life on the line for your sake any day."
"But lying dead you'd still judge, right.? Had she acted in line with your celebrated Kings and nobles.. It's written all over your face."
Jokshun felt cornered again, only this time by his preconceived moral norms. For such an act sure doesn't elevate a Queen in his mind. Do you still feel equally proud, Jokshun? Spoiling one's life for sake of slattern sovereign. It sure brimmed one with perverted pride, on the drunken nights joking around with pals, about all the women one had fooled around with.. It surely just another feather to the cap, every newly seized siren, to noble lads. A proof of their masculine lure, but..
Could you be so pridefully jovial, on such drunken night-outs with pals, telling tales on the Queen you serve.? Tales of her brave brazen conquests, through sweat-drenched linen. Tales, of the many men tending to her needs. Filling her voids, without waiting to be asked. Could you tell it with pride, without turning her, and yourself, the butt of a distasteful joke, that is.
"Speak freely, Jokshun." Elanor's voice startled him out of the silence.
"Honestly, Highness. To the Throne of Wolkenshire, my judgements shouldn't matter. Her wish is my command, regardless the gender. And my reverence, a given, regardless her vices. But I will say this.." Jokshun had a hard time controlling his shaky voice. Even with his eyes locked to the strange blotch on floor, knowing that his Queen had walked around, and now stood few feet from his chair was overwhelming enough.
"But what.?"
Is my Queen really asking my opinion on starting a royal harem? Is this another test? Or just another bizarre idea of entertainment for the elites.?! Enjoying my discomfort, like Sir Olderic used to to.. Making you stand guard with doors barely closed, while forcing pleas of pleasure out from women younger than his own daughters. After a deep sigh, Jokshun replied.
"Even the Kings and nobles Her Highness alluded to, had always been heavy on discretion. Particularly in their prime. Sure, there were the wild ones, but for the most part they weren't openly advertising it, you know.. As a point of pride. Such vices were often condemned by the Church, and.. Was considered to be something managed, constrained, and not elevated. People didn't love them for it, but despite. As you said, the best ones had always known, that the key is discretion."
"Isn't this discrete enough?" Elanor asked, sliding into the gap between Jokshun's chair and the table, before pushing herself up gently to seat along the edge. The sudden proximity adding to the poor coachman's anxiety.
"Huh? Pardon, Highness."
"This chamber. Us in here, with no one watching. Listening in. This is as discrete as it gets. Now why don't you look at my face, Jokshun. You haven't, all this while. You haven't, in many weeks."
For good reason, my Queen. For good reason. Jokshun kept fidgeting in his seat, his eyes avoiding the shape of her legs right before.
"Observation is key to the Handler's Program. I want to know that unlike the other three, what makes it so hard for you to observe."
Perhaps it's the practiced compliance that made his body respond, despite the inner conflict. Jokshun eased back into the seat, tilted his neck and looked up at his Queen, in all sense of the word, except for his eye-lids remaining shut. Elanor couldn't help but smile.
"You've faced orcan hordes. What's so tough with gazing up a woman?! This is my wish. Your command, Jokshun. Meet my eyes!"
And obey he did, hoping that one look of his revered Queen was enough to erase the stain on her image, a stain that was his making. As the eye-lids parted, Jokshun realized this was the first time he witnessing the divinity that is the visage of the Great Chaste. The Sovereign that had unified his kingdom in the depths of grief. The grace in those eyes, the kindness is he smile, enough of a salve for any moral confusion. Or so he wished.
Oh NO!
Dropping the half-eaten fruit and digging his face into both palms, Jokshun curled up in shame in an instant. What happened? Jokshun, speak to me.. Jokshun... He could hear the Queen of Wolkenshire, asking again and again with great care, why he couldn't bring himself to face her. Only there was no way in hell he could tell, what was behind such a reaction.
He had hoped one look at her face would do the trick, and wipe from his dreams and memories, all that was Demura. But what happened instead was much worse. One glimpse was enough for all the sensations from months before to flood in. From his last night in Desert Rose, that musty glory-hole booth. He remembered them lusty eyes glowing in dark, those sweet succulent lips polishing his pecker. And the slight twinge of the anal choke, as his left middle finger slipped up that rare rear hole. The encounter that forever colored his wet dreams from there after.
In a blink, he found all them dreams and memories getting re-written, for now all those debaucherous sirens shared the same face. The same damn voice. That of the Queen he worshiped beyond the All-father himself.
This is wrong. This is a disaster..!!
"Jokshun.."
The poor coachman was still struggling. Wait.. The night that my ring got lost, and magically found its way back to me.. It was laying on the floor where Her Highness was standing. It was slimy, like it had just slipped out from.. Oh no..! Does that mean I had driven around some decoy all those times. That I had taken the Royal-likeness to a seedy bar myself, so she may slut out for the deplorables. What about those trips to the Ormangrad Estate? Was that ever Her Highness in the carriage? What the hell does that even mean.?!
"JOKSHUN..!!"
It startled the coachman, but he nodded in response, still refusing to meet her eyes. The Queen hadn't yelled, but even her whispers proved enough now to shock him to the core.
"Jokshun, I understand your shock. May be Lady Households fails to get it. May be Jezeb and Tabitha finds it ridiculous, but hey.. We may not have spoken, but I've seen you long enough. I'd trust my safety to you, more than the best of my security detail. For no hands would lay upon me, with you still breathing. Which is why I need you as part of the Handlers."
"I'm sorry, Highness, but what I saw.. What I did.. It's just too hard.."
"Hey, hey.. We'll take it slow, okay? You are a simple peasant, so let's start like one. Where should a serf direct his eyes, in the presence of royalty?"
"At.. At the ground."
Just as he said it, Elanor raised her right foot, and Jokshun leaned further against the back-rest, clutching the armrests on either side. His thighs spread apart as the heel of her knee-high boot dug into the seat cushion. Smiling at his response, the Queen said.
"Close enough. At her feet."
"Yes.. Her feet."
Jokshun nodded while swallowing the lump in his throat, his widened eyes now locked on the boot-clad leg.
"Would you mind with the laces, Jokshun? My soles have been suffocating all day."
"Whuh.. What?!" Jokshun doubted for a moment if this was a fever dream.
"Obey, you simple serf." Elanor chuckled, as her left hand gently pulled the hem of her robe, letting it slide off, revealing the whole knee, and a bit of the milky thigh above.
The practiced compliance instilled from birth was enough for his fingers to respond, even as Jokshun's brain processed the command. In no time he had it undone and moved on to the next foot. The lilac fragrance mixed with pheromones wafting off her sweaty bare shin should have intoxicated him, if not for the baseline anxiety from the bizarreness of it all. As she shifted the foot, Jokshun felt his eyes nearly pop, watching the naked under-thighs from the odd angle for a blink.
Wait.. Is she not wearing any..?
His fingers got to work before he finished that thought, but the coachman was right. The Queen of Wolkenshire sitting right before wore no long skirt, nor stockings. Somewhere on her walk along the table-side, Elanor had loosened the string of her waist-line, letting it slip off a couple inches with each step. The long hem of the robe surely covered enough of the nakedness, but with the boots gone, it was far more apparent now.
"Aaahh..!! That feels so good."
Elanor let out an actual sigh of relief, as her toes stretched and curled a couple inches from Jokshun's confused nether.
"See, you did good! For a serf, dealing with the royal image.. Now let's see how you fare as an equal." Saying which Elanor dug her foot further into the chair, and pushed it back a couple feet along with Jokshun. The smooth tiles below made it easy to slide. Pulling the chair right next in-between, the Queen sat on it, leveling herself with the coachman.
"Stay!"
Her one command was enough, for Jokshun to suppress every instinct in him telling this was wrong. That he belonged on the floor kneeling, his lips kissing the floor till Her Highness walked away.
"Now that we have leveled.." Elanor stopped herself, as she noticed him holding breath, with his eyes stuck in one place. "Jokshun.."
"Uhhumm.."
"You may look at my eyes, or feet. Anything in between would be rude."
The poor coachman looked up at his Queen, suddenly become aware that he had been staring past her crossed shin all this while, at that pale purple triangle. The crotch-piece of the royal panties.
"Fur.. Forgive me, Highness.." His gaze shifted back to her feet, unable to handle the intensity in those eyes. What the hell is happening?! Why would Her Highness be sitting so close to me, dressed this carelessly.? An old bawdy song about a Viscountess hot for her ranch-hand came to his mind, but Jokshun was quick to shake off such impure thoughts.
This has to be another test. This got to be..




"You are getting it now, aren't you? Or doubting, at least.." Seated figure-four style Elanor taunted, reaching out her left hand to the right foot, massaging sensually her own sole and interlocking right digits with left toes, oddly showcasing the grip-strength of those foot fingers. She continued.
"How could the Great Chaste sit in such comfort before a serf, lacking her skirt at that..?! The one who does something so shameless, could she really be the True-ruling Monarch? Or is she more likely some Decoy with an itch to grind?!"
That would explain it.. The realization was a big relief to Jokshun. She must be Demura.
"Then again you wouldn't know, would you? For you had never seen her face. Not up-close, not nearly long enough to be able to tell them apart. Nor were you so keen, on telling them apart, if I heard right. The laziest Handler of them all. Do this, Jokshun. Sit tight, and keep your eyes to my feet. Remain so, until either you are comfortable enough to talk like an equal, meeting eye to eye. Or till you feel confidant somehow, that you can tell apart. A quean from a Queen.."
"Highness I.."
"SIT..!" Elanor said as her right foot suddenly sprung out, landing on his chest, as Jokshun was pushed further into the back-rest.
"Eyes on feet, I said." She spoke in strangely dulcet tones, but there was no mistaking. The serf knew, it was a command.
"Either this is your Queen, claiming property. Or the harlot, in her natural state. You wouldn't know which, unless you commit." Saying that, the Queen's foot slithered along his torso sultrily, till her heel dug into the seat cushion right where the thighs split, her sole hovering over his poor confused crotch. Noticing that his eyes remained on the foot, and never even once glanced up, the royal toes got to work.
Why is she doing this? Why the hell would someone choose for me such torture?! As Jokshun struggled to make heads or tails, his Queen was keen on testing out the new tricks taught by Adriana. Ten-tickles, she called it. Referring to turn the least used digits in the human body to nothing less than a tentacle. An overstatement, if you'd ask me. But poor Princess Nora never, in all the years dancing, had known her toes so intimately as in the past few days mastering it.
With his nails digging into the arm-rest, and spine against the cushion, Jokshun found his body becoming one with the furniture. Immobile, and near-breathless. He observed keenly still, the tricks of the royal toe, fidgeting over his pants, an inch from the buttoned-up fly. With the dexterity of a pick-pocket, the coin-sized wooden button swiveled in the pinch of her big and second toes, as the left toes pulled away the seam of the fly, with a firm pinch, stretching open the button-slit.
As the button slid out through the opening, the Queen let out a deep sigh, and saw in his face a similar smile of amazement and relief, even as his gaze remained on her feet.
"Congrats Jokshun! You are the first man to witness that trick. Hehe.. First of the many tricks, if you plan on remaining a vegetable. Now, we are short on time, so.." Taking a quick glance at the hour-glass, the Queen grabbed his remaining button with a firmer grip, and yanked swiftly with much force, ripping it right off, as Jokshun's jaw dropped wide, along with his fly, and the hairy snake bulging out.
"Oh oh.. Look who's waking up.."
The poor coachman pressured every muscle in his body, despite feeling petrified, in an attempt to shrink back his waking wood, but unfortunately the human penis didn't work like that. It had a will of it's own, and it was willing much more at the time, than a musty sleeping pod. For skin had spoken to skin, woman to man, and an agreement had been reached. Nothing short of full-mast, that much was decided, and no amount of his squirming was going to discourage now.
"Ahhh..." Biting through blush, Jokshun hated firstly how feminine that unaware moan sounded. He wished had it been more of a visceral grunt, hinting his discomfort, instead of this pained pleasure. But no man watching would have blamed, even though his predicament was surely a sight to laugh at. Her taunting voice came again, this time sounding deliciously sadistic.
"Every moment your gaze remains at my feet, you are admitting Jokshun, that I am in fact your Queen. You are endorsing the conduct before. Admitting it as something fitting the Great Chaste. Meet my eyes, and perhaps my feet would behave. Unless you want it not to.."
Jokshun strained his neck, effort-fully now. But something far powerful had captured his attention, and his body, his being refused to cooperate, despite the better part of his brain screaming.
"Ahhh.. Mmmmhhh..."
"At least your flesh is being honest." Elanor said unaware of her widening grin, as her left sole slide up the hardening shaft, her big and second toes massaging up the veiny ridge of the cock-stem, as fresh natural oozed from the crown tip. Her flexible left ankle swiveled, as the other foot dug deeper down the fly, as Jokshun slowly raised his buttocks from the cushion, easing the access. The soft firmness of her unblemished left sole was the most blissful sensation the peasant had felt around his ball-sack to date, including the original blowjob from Demura.
The Queen seemed to have planned out even her teases, as her left big toe tunneled further in, ignoring the hairy scrotum. Upon finding the target, it gently poked the flesh, studying the peasant's facial twitches all the while, even as his gaze remained on the other foot.
"Having second thoughts.?!"
Elanor chuckled within, as her loyal coachman squirmed, clearly from irritating pleasure, feeling the warmth of her big toe push up against his perineum. And the sudden stiffening of his semi-hard cock-base, as a direct result, along with the veins nearly doubling in thickness. God, how could a feet feel so.. Ahhh..Oh no no.. Don't stop..
Jokshun nearly cried out in protest, feeling the pressure on his perineum decrease, as the royal foot slithered out, its original lilac fragrance getting lost in the musty ball-sweat.
Not so fast, soldier. Elanor laughed within. I'm not done teasing.
"Is it hard still, Jokshun? To meet my gaze.. Would it be easier, if I looked the other way?"
Elanor had planned on a simple tease. But the way his cock felt between the soles, her ten toes hugging it along the length, with the impressive volume of precum leaking down.. It felt good, it felt satisfying, stroking the erection of a commoner with one's bare feet. Sensations have that strange sense to persist, even after long done, especially the sinful kind. No.. There's nothing sinful in what's happening now. A strangely familiar voice whispered from her depths. And for some reason, it was comforting.
Oh.. That's good, so good. Ooh, oh uff.. NOOO..!!!
Not again you..
The loyal serf nearly yelled out an obscene expletive, as he felt the heels from heaven ruin his peak for the second time. But the threatening crush silenced him before his mouth opened. The cushioning of her left foot pressuring his balls against the seat-pad, as her big and second toes held in firm grip, his full-mast by the root. His thick pubic hair weaving into the gaps of her toes, like cobwebs merging her milky white with his sun-tanned red. Having ones fecundity at the mercy of a royal stomp oddly felt natural, even in so perverse a setting, but Jokshun's attention swiftly shifted to her right foot hypnotically hovering before. The foot that was still a moment ago, taking him up the heavenly ladder. Edging him on and on, simply to be kept waiting.
All that remained was his mushroom head, twitching frustratedly; the sole of her right foot raised to his eye level, with slimy dexterous toes wavering teasingly; and a single thick thread of pre-cum hanging in between, threatening to break at any moment. A sight to behold, even for the petrified peasant.
What absolutely doubled the erotic effect was the way his Queen remained dressed. The dark maroon robe with long flowy sleeves, and a frilly purple partlet around the neck, covering up to the chin in a snug-fit. The form-fitting in-built bodice which enhanced those shapely bosoms just enough, bordering on sensual tease up-close, yet maintaining pristine air of respectability. And the way she had kept that auburn lushness in a beautifully braided bun, making her look divine even without the crown. From waist up she was every bit the deeply revered True-ruling Monarch, the most powerful blue-blood in all lands of men. The Great Chaste for whom Jokshun would die any day.
But what she had become now waist down, more than desecrated the sanctity the people of Wolkenshire so cherished. Starting with the long slits on both sides of her robe, with the hem flying off to the side, and her not wearing even a stocking, more than framed in all it's naked glory, the most shapely legs he had ever seen. Those strong curvy glutes, succulent thick thighs, smooth spotless and slightly waxy kneecaps.. And the shins to die for, crafted right out of marble at first glance. Not to mention the frilly purple patch flashing between them sweat-shined adductors.
Jokshun had this odd thought, that the girl before had to be a weird hybrid. Half the Great Chaste, and half the Decoy. Queen Elanor from waist-up, and Demura down below. Like some fallen Pagan deity, a dethroned Fertility Goddess, equal parts nurturance and libido.
The primordial harmony of the sinful and the sanctified.
The sacred slut.
"Aaargh..!!"
The coachman squirmed, rolling his eyes, as the dominant diva simply curled her left toes, pulling with it his wild nether curls. As pain shot up his spine, turning those eyes teary, Elanor realized she had pinched a bit too hard. This was a fairly new routine, with a lot more kinks to iron out that she had expected. I should consult more on this, with Adriana. But for now.. Without breaking character, Elanor said.
"I warned you. My eyes are fine. So are my feet. But I don't appreciate your eyes wandering elsewhere, you silly serf."
Swiftly swiveling her right ankle, Elanor snapped the pre-cum thread, breaking it at the middle. Like an elastic band, one half got yanked towards the peasant, turning a shiny dark patch along the hem of his beige tunic, as the cock bobbing back and forth. The other half of the lubricant thread splashed across her right toes, mostly webbing between the digits. Something about that moment made Demura shift her seating.
Clutching the left arm-rest for support, Elanor leaned further forward, craning her neck, as her right hand reached out and gripped the right heel. With a naughty toothy grin, and the right leg now in an awkward four-figure, she pulled the feet closer, towards her own face.
Not enough power..! Commit Nora..
Ripping off the partlet on impulse, Nora reached back and loosened a few corset-strings, so her spine may bend freely. Letting go of the coachman's pubes, her left leg found footing towards the seat edge. With that better leverage and stability, the Queen grabbed her slimy right foot with both hands and pulled closer, this time successfully closing the distance. Ignoring the sounds of snagged stitch-work, and torn fabric, knowing that beautiful robe, while still functional, was no longer suited for public use, thanks to her contorted posture, Elanor stared at Jokshun. Having her loyal servant sitting breathless a few feet away, and inhaling the fresh pre-cum, wafting right off her own foot.. The Queen wondered why that moment felt so thrilling. For she couldn't tell anymore where the lines blurred, between Adriana's routine and her own improvisations. She was at the mercy of the flow now. And surfing along felt right. That strange voice from her depths murmured in agreement.
Feels right, doesn't it?
For some strange reason, it did.
Showing this side in front of Jokshun, knowing now, how deeply devoted he was. Locking eyes with the poor panting peasant, Elanor slowly slithered her tongue-tip, from the foot, along the arch, up to her stretching toes. Lapping up the plentiful pre-cum, that was is making, somehow salted just to her liking. Having the right foot blocking her face partially gave them both an excuse to further indulge. It provided Jokshun a mid-ground, for he technically remained staring at the royal foot, even as his eyes locked to hers time to time. The Queen spoke up.
"You've suffocated me enough Jokshun, with your idealistic notions of Queendom. Even the Queen is a woman. A human. She didn't drop from abode, she's a messy mischievous mixture not unlike yourself. Of flesh and blood. And needs of both. Beneath the surface, just another animal like the rest. Waiting to run amuck and rut to the hearts content. You refuse to recognize the reality right before. Still staying adamant, gazing upon just my feet. Well, what's you to do serf, when my face makes love, to what you worship. Would you join in that worship, and remain stuck in denial.?!"
Elanor didn't recognize the odd voice from within, that bled into her own so seamlessly. If not for the pent-up heat from weeks clouding half her good sense, which was entirely Adriana's doing, Elanor would have shut herself up way before. She couldn't tell anymore, if these taunts were aimed at Jokshun, or herself. Slouching forward, her pouting lips orally inhaled the shiny big toe, like some fish feeding, and began sucking and slurping, like she was servicing a short stubby willy. Loud popping sounds of suction filled the air as her mouth feasted upon the rest of the toes, salted with his precum. Blowing up spitty bubbles, the Queen gave him a look, which couldn't have been more soaked in lust.
I'm must look a terrible drooly mess now.
Or a real treat.!
"Peeking again, serf?"
Before she finished that question, he withdrew his gaze to the other foot. Further amused and aroused, the Queen let go of the foot, and began changing posture.
"How about the back of my head? I'm sure that's be an easy watch. Look up, Jokshun. Look up and be free." Saying this the Queen swiftly turned her upper-body around, twisting her spine as her both hands reached out for the arm-rests of the chair. And putting the weight on her hands, she quickly swiveled her bottom half, now sitting on the chair the other way around, her front facing the back-rest, knees digging into the seat cushion.
Her face. Her face. Look at her face.
Jokshun kept telling himself, but his eyes remained low, though not out of deference this time. The way the bottom half of her robe got folded along the arm-rest, sliding over the waistline and near-perfectly framing pudgy posterior. With her both soft heels digging up the haunches, and that lush royal nether thicket peeking out the purple panty. And those bright white rounds, the light bouncing back from the sweaty curves. The sight alone sustained his erection, but more over, for the first time since the ordeal began, the coachman found himself losing control. For had he not noticed his own trembling right hand reaching out, the Queen would have felt the peasant nails digging an ass-grab a lot sooner.
Hugging the back-rest for support, and scooting over to the very edge of the seat on her knees, Elanor looked back over the shoulder, to make sure she was close enough. Soon her both feet reached out, and held his hard-on in an oddly comforting grip. And started stroking gently, the arch of the left foot along the under-side, and the soft right foot-bridge on other side. Slow, sensual strokes again, enough to keep him edged and leaking. The way he kept lubricating, had she not known the unique taste of Jokshun's load, the Queen would have surely suspected him for the peeping incident.
He's resisting still, she could tell. Elanor thanked Adriana in her mind, for the strenuous and sore-inducing stretching exercises from the past few weeks, aimed at improving flexibility of her limbs and strengthening the tendons. Making her barely nimble enough to pull off this next trick. As her spine arched further, presenting the rear even more prominently, Jokshun saw her right foot retreat, her big toe curling outward as to form a hook, with the whole foot swiveling at the ankle, at an odd angle.
If he weren't so hypnotized by the ripe rotund twins, the coachman surely would have appreciated the supreme flexibility and muscle coordination on display right before. Her right shin arched back with the grace of a ballet dancer, those curled toe-tips hovering right next to the edge of her pale purple crotch-piece, wet spot on which was hard to miss. Pinched between the big and second toes, the right underside edge of the crotch-piece of gently pulled as her foot titled forward, pulling along one of the petals sticking to the soft fabric, before it snapped back into place with a subtle elastic jiggle unique to the finest of flesh. Jokshun's eyes widened as the plushy petals underneath slowly coming to view.
"I'm sure you haven't seen this side of your dear Queen so far, Jokshun. Rumor is that you've more than seen the same from Demura. Does it help tell then, I wonder? Can you be sure now.. If I'm the Queen or the poser? Or you need a closer look?"
Snap!
Jokshun's heart missed a beat, and nearly jumped out of his seat, as the loincloth suddenly came undone, revealing the most perfect pussy he had ever seen up-close. He didn't know that the Queen had been testing out Adriana's erotic-wears recently. The loincloth was designed with special mechanism, a guard-thread at the crotch-piece, which will snap with a pinching tug, with it's poorly stitched edges snapping in tandem.
"Keepsake."
The Queen said, as her right foot lazily tossed it on the coachman's lap, the sight of the slimey patch on it's center making him salivate for some odd reason. Elanor wasn't sure how long to keep toying.
You should dial, it back Nora. He is a simple serf. Loyal, and good-natured.
There's only so much you can push, before..

Before what? He snaps?!


What harm can he even do? He's toothless.


Besides, we aren't nearly done.


A mouthful, remember?

Yes, I remember. I'm not doing this for the thrill of it.
Well, not just..
Feeling the cold of his leakage on the other foot, Elanor chuckled.
"Your crown keeps weeping so profusely, peasant. Happy tears, hopefully. The kind that's yummy. But I must say, I'm disappointed.."
The words that came out next shocked the Queen as much as it did the coachman.
"..For a man worth his salt would have had bred me by now."
What did you just say, Nora?!

Relax. It's just taunting.

Playing with fire is what it is.

You want him to stop resisting or not.?!

Alright..
The insult did hurt, it showed on his face, but Jokshun remained emotionally distant. As distant as one could sporting an erection. The Queen curled up her toes again, reaching back to the moist cunt, and gently pinched her vulvic petals this times. Squeezing them painfully tight as the flesh bulged out, showing how soft and juicy a treat it is. A little jizz of her own making dripped along the arch of her sole, as the Queen let go, arching her back further to present a better view, knowing well that her pussy now had his full attention.
The tight pale pink slit, shiny wet and quivering. With fleshy vulvic petals flaring out on either sides, pushing apart the puffy outer lips. The slightly scrunched up darker parts, very reminiscent of the darker inner petal of a daffodil, with its frilly folds. Daughter of the Daffodils, indeed. But more than sniffing, the shape of it drove out of you an urge to savor orally. Dentally. For it was an ethereal chew-toy, if there ever were one. The mirroring flesh petals were joined underneath the pale white plump prepuce, a proper inch-long royal clitoral hood, with an engorged sweaty pinkness peeking out. Everything in Jokshun's being screamed out to dive right it, to spread apart the outer lips and feast upon the royal goodness within. For a man worth his salt needed no better invitation.



But something about his character, the brighter spots of his moral grey, wouldn't let himself go wild, in the presence of the royal likeness, even if it mere likeness. Jokshun closed his eyes, and let himself slide back into the hell he had prayed away from his nightmares, with great effort. Horrors flooded the void of his mind, horrors he had seen, felt, and at times done. Horrors he had lived through, in war. Blood-soaked grounds, bone-chilling cries from burning beasts of burden, decimated remains of brethren, alive and awaiting merciful death.. And the many, many rotting corpses he had stepped over on the way to proving his worth. One such memory would have sufficed, but feeling so close to losing his grip, Jokshun didn't want to take a chance.
Feeling the sudden significant deflation with arch of her left foot, Elanor felt annoyed, offended, and a bit proud for the simpleton. The man got resolve. Impressed! But so do I.
The next words out from her, it's scornful tone alone, would have angered the Gods from abode. The coachman was mere mortal.
"Aren't you so pathetic, you little needle-dick cretin? That little trinket on your hand, the oddly thick ring.. What was it called? Yeah, 'Knighthood of Valor'. Bellatrix told me you got awarded it at fifteen. That you had showed extreme bravery, saving a bunch of kids, and what.. Losing a finger in the process?! You weren't the same after, were you? Even with the praises, the Knighthood ring and all.. You lost a piece, and you know the little trinket will never fill that void."
That's cruel Nora. Enough!

Oh, shut up and watch him snap, will you?!

"May be it wasn't just a finger you lost. May be they cut off an inch as well, from down here. To deflate so fast, there's no better sign of inadequacy. Of unmanliness. May be that ring of yours was better left lost up my anus. For a real man would never let himself be taunted so.."
SLAP!
As a sudden warm sting spread through her buttocks, the Queen sighed in satisfaction.
Oh God.. Finally, he's up.!
The ossified callousness of a working man palm felt so refreshing compared to Lady Adriana's love-taps.
"You slut! You filthy slut..!!"
The mention of his ring up her rear was enough confirmation for Jokshun. This is Demura.! This has to be, for only she knew where I lost ring. Hell, even I didn't piece it all out, till moments ago. That it was the damn decoy, it had always been her in my carriage, on those nightly trips to Desert Rose.
SLAP! SLAP!
Jokshun rose to his feet, pushing aside her legs, and knocking over the fruit bowl in the process. The rage in his voice was truly concerning. For it seemed for a moment, he wasn't yelling at the unruly decoy, but all negative femininity he had known till then, combined. Elanor couldn't tell if it was denying his manliness, ridiculing past trauma, or disrespecting the ring, that did the trick. Perhaps it was the combination, in quick succession. Or simply the coldness in her voice, the timeless feminine scornfulness that never fails to trigger the masculine nerves. It was evident to her either way, from mere body heat, that the man standing behind was no longer the loyal harmless serf.
"Come 'ere, you wench!"
Sneered like a bull, he pulled her out from the chair by the hair, while his other hand undid the belt buckle. The loosened breeches still hung around his waist, thanks to the waist-chord. Forcing down the decoy's head at his hip-level Jokshun walked around the chair, as the girl struggled to trot alongside, because of the odd posture. Jokshun was fairly short, and even without her boots, the Queen was significantly taller, that the gesture of yanking her around by the auburn, with weak bending knees and a flaring nostrils inches away from his dangling semi-hardness still out the fly.. It was all enticing the oft-denied submissivity in her.
Stepping up to the edge of the table, Jokshun lost a step and nearly lost his balance, as one of his boots slipped off. Annoyed, he kicked off the other one, and pulled the decoy up to his eye level.
"You asked, Demura, what I thought of my old masters. Well, they taught me how to deal with insufferable sluts. Tricks for breaking-in fresh wenches. Sir Olderic taught me that too. Spit on it!"
What?! Elanor looked at him puzzled, and then at his other hand. At the two-inch wide double-buckled leather belt, with etched floral pattern, dangling from it.
"SPIT I SAY..!!!"
It sounded more like a bark, the kind that keeps cart-horses in line, than actual words. And his eyes looked threateningly feral. The Queen felt ashamed for how quickly it woke up in her subservience. She had spat at the wide brown strap reflexively, before he even finished. Repulsed by the thick white globule slithering along the floral etchings of the worn-out accessory, her face crinkled.
Ewwww..
Elanor felt a firm push around her nape before the disgust dissipated, and she fell palms first on to the table. Laying on her stomach over the wooden plank, as she tried getting up, the Queen felt a hand pressed against the small of her back, pinning her to the table.
"Stay!"
Elanor couldn't deny how arousing this sudden reversal of dynamics was, feeling her excited nipples rubbing against the fabric. She felt his right hand run up her spine and grab her braid again, before giving it a firm tug. As the Queen craned her neck, the peasant leaned in, still holding her head in place, a couple inches above the wooden table top. The crazy in his eyes hadn't waned yet, and she expected him to bark out another command, preferably something more humiliating.
No, not 'more' humiliating.

Shut up. you are enjoying this.

Jokshun spoke nothing, but instead spat, right on to the table. A thick tobacco-stenching globule landed an inch from her face. Elanor got a sense, that the loyal serf cared very little for the royal likeness now. His face turned much older and unrecognizable as he slammed hers against the wooden top.
Ewww.. Her face crinkled again, not from the pain, for he hadn't hurt her, but instead had smushed her right cheek, right into the thick warm spittle right next. Almost as if sticking her face in place with his special glue. She didn't understand his sudden obsession with spittle. May be it was the way he had watched Olderic deal with harlots. May be it's a peasant class thing, for the Queen had heard of social rituals among the dirt-poor, like spitting on their palms before a firm shake hands, as a symbol of binding their word with bodily commitment. Social-rituals are weird, regardless the class. The debasement was further emphasized when Elanor realized what laid on the table, a few feet away from her. The crown on Wolkenshire.
"Ahhh.." Her sigh sounded more like a moan.
"STAY I SAID..!!"
She chuckled within, at the hilarity of being on the receiving end of that command. As she tried lifting up, just to give her smushed bosoms a better breathing space, Elanor felt the hem of her long robe fly off, and..
CRAAACK..!!!
Of course.. He's a coachman.
CRAAACK..!!!
Ouch! How else can you expect him to discipline the disobedient.?!
The Queen let out some performative pained yelps, while keeping her both hands folded behind her back, without being asked like a good submissive should, as the coach man delivered four more resounding strikes. It hardly stung compared to the Whipper's mighty cracks from the Absolvement ceremony, but that didn't mean the coachman failed to leave an impression. In fact, impress he did, in varying tones of blues and reds along the curve of her white jutting butt. Floral imprints straight from his leather, polished by the decoy's own spittle and splattered cunt-juice.
He's done, right? This is it. or is he taking a rest?

Done?! Hope not. We barely got started.


Let's ask him, Nora.

No, don't.
"What are you, too much a pussy to fuck me proper?! Where's that missing inch, Joksh.. Aaahhh..!!"
CRAAAACKKK..!!!
That one did hurt, but mostly because it being Jokshun. Seeing such aggression from him, like he was making the most of an outlet to channel some much repressed darkness. He barked again.
"That enough, bitch?! Or you want more?"
"More? With that limp dick-let of yours..?! Haha..!"
Stop antagonizing him, Nora..

Antagonizing.?! He's finally getting warmed up.

Stop once. Before he does something irrever.. Oh no!
The hair on her nape stood up as a jolt ran up her spine, the source of which were her parting vulvic cushions. Not just the outer lips but the inner daffodil petals as well, and digging in further about an inch deep. It felt hard and soft at the same time, weirdly slippery, with the ridged textures tickling her inner walls ever so slightly. From experience with training dildos the Queen could tell, the diameter reached up to one and a half inches. And if he were to push any further it may reach as wide as two. For sake of her virginal integrity, nothing had ever been inserted in her pussy so far, beyond the former diameter. Which paled in comparison to the main shocking event.
Did he just put in me his penis?
For a moment, a mere blink, it shocked her. Not the notion of being deflowered by a commoner, nor the possibility of being impregnated. But the mere fact she felt an instant relief. She needn't worry about staying chaste anymore. She had fallen, really fallen. When you are fated to remain chained, wings aren't a blessing, but dead-weight. Shedding them would be the closest you'd get to feel again, the blissful weightlessness of flight.
But, that again would be a cruel joke of fate. The kind that I'm sadly too used to.
It would have felt right and proper, in an odd sense of closure, having Jokshun be the one to close this loop. For it was with him I had started this journey. My very first initiative, the trip to the Templeton. Of course, I'd have to kill him, and bury the truth alongside. Or come clean to the court, letting them maim him instead, and throw me in a Castle somewhere far from civilization, to live and die in solitary. Had the moment been different, had Wolkenshire needed me no more, that would have been preferable. Getting knocked up with Jokshun's kid, sure made for a fitting end. If only fate were so kind.
As the pressure up her nether emptied, and rushed in again, this time three inches deep, the Queen knew for sure what it wasn't. Jokshun was short, and already out of his boots. With the angle at which she stood, and the height of the table, unless he had a wooden box to step on, there was no way their hips lined up. This was not his penis.
Her flaring nostrils pieced out the rest. The distinct honey sweetness of the Merisscian plantain. Also known as the green spotted banana, a major export from the Province of Merissca. One of the many fruits in the bowl that got knocked over earlier. He was using the banana for a dildo. But the ridges?! Did he peel the skin off before stuffing me good? That's so weird. But feels good. Hmmm... Yes, that spot. Hit it again. Umphhh..
As the Queen felt her hips gyrate back in tandem with the push, with musical moans escaping her lips, she heard him dragging closer the chair with the other hand. Sitting down, Jokshun took a moment to appreciate the incredible luck that prevented him committing something treasonous. For he had in fact really rammed his cock up the hungry hole before, getting pissed by her taunts. But had this weird moment of clarity, some akin to déjà vu. A feeling of being similarly triggered, only in someone else's skin. What if this is exactly what happened with Hoyt? Getting sucked into a mess in the daze of heat. Despite the spirits of his long line of obscure predecessors screaming out from within, to not waste a chance to breed and be one with a specimen as such, my some miracle Jokshun managed a level head. And while plunging now her cunt with a skinned fruit, Jokshun realized his erection had waned, but the enjoyment only multiplied.
He is in control now. And for a simple coachman, control is a rare high.
Having broken the decoy's spell, now he may decide how to tease. How to please.
Feeling the pin-prick of his mustache, the Queen spread her legs wider, for the banana had been turning a slimy mess slowly from the constant in-and-outs, and she could really use some lick-job. Maintaining the practiced subservient stance with her arms crossed behind, Elanor closed her eyes, waiting for the fruit to be discarded. For her loyal serf to dine on it's remains.
Wait. No no no.. Ewww, Jokshun don't!
Her thoughts never turned to words, and her glutes clenched in protest, but him firm hand on the small of her back kept her in place, as the Queen heard again that strange sadistic voice from within.

Be glad that he hadn't bred instead. The boy got some nasty appetite, Queeny.


Learn to appreciate, would you.?!

In less than twenty seconds, Elanor's feet left the ground, toes curling unable to contain the churn in her core. His right hand hadn't stopped, the plantain kept tunneling on, the tip hitting her insides turning mush with each impact. The Queen had lost her grip, biting her drooly lower lip in an attempt to muffle the moan, for she could accept signalling how much it pleasured her very core. She hadn't stooped so low as to integrate such degeneracy, even when her loins had jumped on board without shame.
Suddenly her back arched, and the Queen lost all composure, unclasping the submissive hands and struggling to hold on as her body convulsed. Held together in place only by Jokshun's firm grip, a hand each hooked under her thighs. Her nails scratched the wood in desperation, as her head tilted up, neck craning. The open mouth gasping for air, with strands of Jokshun's spittle still linking her right red cheek to the table.
She couldn't come to terms with yet, that her most loyal servant's face now stayed buried between her buttocks, his rough raunchy tongue worming up her anal passage. Out the corner of her vision she spotted the hour glass, with plenty sand to be emptied out. And then things turned a blur.
She remembered his nails weaving deep into the the thick pubes. Making a tight fist, and yanking down mercilessly. She remembered pain shooting up her nerves, flavoring the pleasure already coursing up her spine. Waves of pleasure shot out her pussy, gushing past the slimey plantain, spraying outwards in a violent fruity squirt. Sucking in his tongue, her anal ring clamped shut. And her pelvic floor followed suit, clenching so tight that it crushed the piece of banana sticking out, the last inch or so dropping to the floor.
Losing herself to a blissful brief black-out, the Princess had one lingering notion, between through bated breaths.
I have felt this before.
**
*
The Finest Lubricant
Walking back into the Office of Households, Bella's eyes went straight to Ishikawa's note. Someone had put a paper-weight over it, probably the cleaning maid. It wasn't just the parchment, there was a new message. A green envelope, tucked between the weight and the parchment. Easing down to her chair, Bella reached for it. There was a short-code, HV56-DX3, embossed near its right-hand corner. As her eyes wondered at the lack of information regarding the sender, her fingers plucked apart the the red sealing-wax, and undid the tie. As the envelope unfolded, she immediately realized it was a dead-drop. Not only it lacked any information on the sender, if Bella was to respond, she must use the same envelope and forward it to the postal branch DX3. This was an old, yet reliable anonymous mailing service. Anyone may retrieve it, provided they have the correct short-code.
As all these went through her head, a peculiar sweet scent wafted off the envelope, and her gaze fell upon the message inside. It was two simple lines, with an emblem stamped to its right, both done using the same violet ink, which had a tinge of gold. Two lines, that would have made zero sense, if not for the emblem. An ornate circle, encasing a falcon-head. Drawn off-perspective to capture it's both eyes.
Hoyt, you cretin! If only it was all in your head.
The message was clear. And the sender, no longer a mystery.
The one who had dared to oppose the Whipper. The one who saw the unthinkable, alongside that feeble cleric. Now he has reached out.

It's time we talked.


Where and when?

Just as she read, the sweet scent faded off. And with it, the ink began to disappear. In a blink, Bella found herself staring at a blank envelope. Had she not read up on her free-time, about all that's required and all that's not, the simple effect should have freaked her out. Magic-ink, designed to write secret-notes. The kind that can't be read twice. If intimidation was what they were going for, all it elicited was an amused smile. As she reached for the quill, Lady Agrafena hadn't a clue where this would lead. What was there to express, other than gratitude, to the mystery man who had literally saved her Queen from that momentary madness, the true-confession as she called it.
This is getting out of hand. From Adriana knowing, to Jokshun possibly piecing it out, and now this.?! Still out of the three, this one would prove the hardest to suppress.
Bella hadn't yet informed her Queen, of this possible witness. She hadn't told her about Labiet either, or the agent who's spying on the cleric. Her job wasn't to complicate the life of the Great Chaste, and unless she had a solution, she wasn't going to bother her Queen with an issue that wasn't pressing. But with him reaching out, confirming our doubts, underlining his identity, shouldn't I..
NOPE. Not yet.
Elanor will learn when it's time. When I know for sure what his game is. Lacking an answer is one thing, but at least I should get clarity on the question. Till then, Nora will do better in the dark.
Besides, something in the wind whispers.. That all these months had been leading, in a way.. To the moment I am about to put in words. Before folding the envelope and sealing it back, Bella had written two simple lines. Enough of an answer, if he really wants to meet.

___


Five past Six, The Eve Before.


Sacellum, South-wing, Winter Palace.


___

**
*
Getting up from the table-top, having calmed herself, the Queen first looked at the hour-glass. Her eyes then jolted to the coach-man who was now resting on the chair, his eyes still wide in disbelief. Elanor felt conflicted. She didn't enjoy being so aroused that she lost control before the peasant, though she couldn't deny it was up there with her most satisfying sexual experiences so far. Perhaps it was the novelty. Or, the fundamental depravity involved.
"You do that often, Jokshun? Eating a girls ass out??"
"I don't." His eyes still had trouble meeting hers, but his voice had gained much confidence.
"You are my first, Demura. And final, might I say."
"Final?! That tongue was so excited." The Queen said, as her right hand wedged itself between the butt-cheeks with a napkin.
"Excitement and enjoyment aren't always the same. Fear is exciting, war brings excitement. I enjoy neither."
Elanor looked amused. It was certainly her first time hearing him be so verbose.
"Well, it was your idea. Why do it, if you hate it so much.?!"



"Well, clearly I didn't hate it. Just that.."
Tossing the napkin aside, the Queen walked over, reminding herself to use more of that girly voice, for she was 'Demura' now.
"I understand, my serf. But why do it at all? That a secret fantasy of yours, rimming the royal likeness? What?! Do you sniff up the royal ass impressions as well, in the carriage cushion.?"
"Don't..!" There's that madness in his eyes again. Only this time it was much controlled. Jokshun continued. "Please.. Do not even joke about our Great Chaste, in such manner."
Elanor smiled.
"I won't. Promise. So tell me.. Why did you do that?"
"Do what?"
"Lick my ass so good, you dumb-ass.?!"
"Oh, that was all Tabitha.."
"Her again?!" The Queen did not like that detail.
"What do you mean, again?!"
"Nothing.. Tabitha told you to lick my.."
"Please stop saying that.."
Well, you did it. Ass-licker..!! Elanor chuckled within, enjoying how the details seem to disturb Jokshun as well. At least we have something in common.
"She kept torturing me with stories, on that first week.." The coachman explained, "Of what a slu.. What a sexual being the new decoy is.? She told me how keen you were, while eating her butt.."
"No, she didn't.!" In that genuine instance of protest, Elanor broke character. She sounded nothing like Demura, nor the Great Chaste. She had for a moment, became the bratty Princess from her teens.
"Well, she said you did a.." The shift in tone truly threw Jokshun off.
"I DID NOT.!! Ewwww.. Stop mentioning that. It didn't happen like that. There was so many coc.. I mean, it was so confusing, and I don't know how it happened, but I.. Ewww, Jokshun I did not do that on purpose. Who all did she say this to.?!"
"Just me.. I think. The others surely have no clue. I mean. Jezeb wouldn't have shut up had he known. I thought she was pulling my leg, but seeing how upset you get now.."
"Jokshun, don't ever mention it agai.."
"She called you the best in Wolkenshire!"
"What.?!" Elanor was so annoyed at how easily flattery worked on her. Especially when praising something vividly sexual.
"She said you were so into it.. Almost making love to her down there.. That it took her back fifteen years, the tricks your tongue did around her anus. That it was the greatest sensual stimulus she had experienced in her whole life. That you had a gift for.."
"Could you please stop mentioning that bitch?! Gift, my foot."
Being in her bratty irritated self, she walked up to his chair, and said down right on his lap, his right pant-less thigh to be precise, with her frowning face down, and arms crossed. Like a kid struggling with tantrum. The Queen herself didn't realise how closely the posture resembled her sitting on the lap of King Ribert as a young girl, seeking consolation, often after fighting with her sister and the maids. Only Jokshun was no King, nor father, and hadn't a clue how to pacify.
So they just say there, both half-naked, in awkward silence. Suddenly the Queen's face lit up.
"Hey, wait a moment. If my tongue is so gifted, then how come you felt compelled to poke yours up mine instead.?!"
Jokshun didn't really want to explain, but having her visage this close and eager, he couldn't shut up.
"Because she called it her greatest sensual stimulus. A bliss far more compelling than multiple orgasms. And I have known neither. My best sexual memory is still that wild night in Desert Rose. I had never missed my ring finger more, than when your ass cheek kept slipping out from my terrible grip. And I wanted to.. Reciprocate in kind, but.. That bloody bar fight broke out, and the scary lady barged in yelling.."
Scary lady?! Oh, Sonja would punch your lights out just for saying that. I wonder how she's been.. Elanor smiled as she listened on.
"And when I realized who you were.. What you were, with the decoy program and all.. I was so afraid, and ashamed that I did everything I could to stay away.. But all the while, a part of me ached for what was owed. I owed you an experience. The best I could provide. And here comes Tabitha telling, that eating out from under is better than cumming."
"Perverts.. You and Tabitha both." Elanor said mockingly while rubbing his scalp.
"Rimming, she called it. My drinking buddies harassed me for even suggesting it as a joke. For them, even eating pussy is so beneath a man. And here I come, teasing it's neighbor. They sounded so cocksure, given none of them hadn't the pleasure of a maiden without paying, but.. Tabitha knows stuff, you know. She's been.. Around, and for long. And if it is such a pleasure, licking up one's rear, then.. Honestly Demura, I'm not saying I had this planned, thought this through, but.. I couldn't think up a better way to repay, especially once I parted the cheeks. It looked so pristine. Clean shaven and bleached, like you were waiting for someone to dare himself in. Seeing it up close changes you. And I wanted to take you to bliss. That's all there to it. If that makes me a pervert, then I guess I am one."
"You definitely are now. So.."
"Did it?"
"What?!"
"Take you to heaven? Was it that good, my tongue?!"
Jokshun looked at her eagerly. The Queen smiled and straightened her spine, putting her weight on the left leg, as she tossed the other over the chair's back-rest, hooking her knee on the top-rail. When her left palm gently pressured his shoulder, Jokshun found himself slouching further down, till his face leveled with her pelvis. His eyes widened spotting the rest of the plantain bulging out from her pussy lips.
"What was your question, again?"
"Did my.. uhmm.. tongue.. Take you to heaven?"
"Well, if it did, then it should probably taste like heaven still. So, you tell me.."
A slight forward lean was enough. Jokshun understood the task, and resumed dining, this time from a better suited hole. And it had something actually edible.
Is this what rearing feels like, the Queen wondered. Feeding the weakling, right from your own body. For something about his need to quench gave her bosoms chilling goosebumps. Her both nipples budding out underneath the robe, the impressions of which weren't hard to spot now. It made no sense, but Elanor felt like her bosoms were brimming with milk.
Feed on me, Jokshun. Feed and feel good.
And feed he did. Licking of the oozing sweetness along her thighs, nibbling on the chew-toy of her juicy daffodil frills, those inner labial lips, and biting down small chunks as the length of the fruit lodged within descended from gravity. In fact, if not for the incredible suction of her wet inner walls, her calculated vulvic clenches, the banana would have slipped out long back, especially with the Queen standing. But those were tricks of the trade that th coachman had no business knowing. Perhaps she would compare notes with the professional, Lady Agrafena herself.
Or not, for it may give her ideas for the Eve-before. The performance is obscene enough already.
"What?" The Queen couldn't help but ask, as Jokshun looked her way eagerly. His eyes clearly lost in wonder. Taking a pause, he asked.
"How long have we known each other.?"
He resumed feasting, while his eyes waited on for a reply. Elanor understood his confusion. He is wondering how long had he truly been confusing this fictional decoy for his Queen. The one standing right before.. The one he drove to Desert Rose many times.. The one he happened upon in Ormangrad.. Which among those were actually his real Queen? Where else had he taken her to do something unqueenly, mistaking her for the Great Chaste of Wolkenshire.? Elanor closed her eyes, as a moan escaped her lips. He's got very gifted lips. Oh my..
"If you ever visit Templeton, Jokshun, stay clear of the local taverns for a while. Or any countryside shady establishments, for that matter."
Jokshun kept nibbling, wondering how it related to his question, as the Queen continued.
"There's a catchy song getting popular, I heard. I real bawdy one. Unfortunately, it tells the tale of my first ever outing. An accident, honestly.. But the lyrics make me sound so dirty.. My point is, it happened on the night of the Templeton fest. And you took me there Jokshun. You were there, when I came to be. I hope that answers your question. Now what about mine?"
What? The coachmen asked with his brows.
"How do l taste?"
You taste.. Eyes did the talking.
Like banana.?! The Queen chuckled within.
"Like pure heat." Jokshun's voice had never ringed so seductive. The Queen felt the last chunk of plantain slide out, simply from the increased lubrication.
Hmm.. Then eat.
Clutching his skull with both hands, the Queen pushed him closer, his high cheekbones digging deeper into her inner-thighs, feeling him breath in her sensual essence. Eat grinning like stupid, Jokshun. You are one to compare taste, you Sir Cashew-paste. The mere thought was enough to flood her mouth with saliva. Elanor craned her neck, and looked at the hour-glass.
Cutting a bit close. Up for a challenge, Nora?
Taking a breather, Jokshun said pantingly. "God Demura, Templeton?! You can't do such things. It's the Royal-likeness that you are risking."
Is he being a Handler, or a loyal concerned servant?! Elanor said scoffingly, with the girly modulation.
"You say that like I had much choice then. Like I have, now.."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean, finish the lunch, you silly serf."
With delighted determined eyes Jokshun leaned tight against the royal vulva, making a thick air-tight O with his pouting lips, and with a single powerful suction, extracted out the slimey plantain remains. The Queen felt it, her inner walls getting pulled by the vacuum, or may be it was just her mind. But she felt in flesh, how tight-lipped her loyal serf could get. His full beard annoying her sensitive nether, as her pubic curls did the same up his nostrils, both refusing to back down.
"All done!"
Jokshun grinned wide, like a kid out from a candy shop.
"Good, my turn. Table. Now!"
Jokshun wondered how such a commanding presence could be taught, that too to a simple country girl in such short time, but standing half naked, dazed and sex-stenched, she had better presence than many Commanders he had known. Don't dwell on it, some people learn quick. Nothing odd with it, okay. This is Demura, the Royal Decoy, Jokshun kept telling himself while slipping off his breeches as directed. Then, why do I feel so compelled to submit. Like I had felt only with.. Fucking stop it, Jokshun..!
In no time obedient coachman found himself laying over the table, in a posture not too different from the decoy few minutes ago. Standing by the edge, with his legs spread apart in an inverted Y, his toetips barely touching the stone-floor, as the bulk of his weight, his belly, rested on the table top, with his ass hanging from the edge. Still dressed in her maroon robe, Elanor walked up behind and squatted down performatively, like the many times Adriana had made her do. Spotting the hour-glass over the curvature of his ass, with that final two inch of remaining sand, Elanor did some quick calculations, and got to work.
A good mouthful. Don't fail me, Jokshun.
Her mere breath was sufficient stimulant, for the edged and denied meat-pole to grow full-mast, and the Queen herself was over teasing. Still, wanting a proper load for reasons, she knew she should start with warming the balls. With her frothy oral pool.
Gosh... That was, mmmphh....
Jokshun clutched the air with both fists, as he felt his scrotum getting sucked right in with a single slurp, spittle splashing against his twins like waves, as the decoy's tongue-tip drew along the leathery sack, spells that would put cupids to shame. The Queen of Wolkenshire felt back in her element, as obscene as it sounds, feeling the balls of a servant bulging out her left cheek, as her right buccal flesh sunk deep with increased oral suction.
Oh mine.. What are you doing, Demura..
Clenching his glutes, Jokshun gasped for air. It was hard to belly-breath laying on your tummy, and the heat of her nosy exhales hitting his perineum sure didn't help.
Mahn, I missed this.
Shame was the last thing on her mind, as his musty musk filled up her lungs. No, don't you dare indulge. Focus on the task Nora.. The Queen reprimanded herself, as her right hand had snaked down and nearly teased her stiffened clit. No touching. You weren't supposed to even cum. Spraying shamelessly all over poor Jokshun earlier.. How dare you?! Take care of the poor thing, you slut!
That voice from within, the one she hardly recognized, the one that had near-perfectly blended in to her own heated tone, was now pushing the limits. For the Queen had never called herself a slut so far, nor considered it a point of pride. But her focus was elsewhere to notice the slip up. The change in her own inner voice. The grip of the unknown tightening.
His leaking pre-cum had been carefully collected all this while, by her left hollow palm. Taking a break to breath, Elanor joined her both palms into a cup, next to her chin. Frothy spittle poured out her lips and pooled up in her cupped hands, her natural lubricant to milk him good. Mouth-breathing loudly, Jokshun craned his neck and looked around, trying to take his mind away and prolong the bliss of being stroked dry, when he spotted it.
"Demu.. Demura the hour-glass.."
"Shut up, Jokshun." The Queen yelled, not wanting to be disturbed.
"Time, Demura.."
"Shut up, I know the time..! Just cum for me good.!" There was genuine anger in her voice, as her grip tightened with the downward stroke, alternating slimy fists which twisted as they pumped. I'm the fucking Queen, serf! Time can wait! Hmmm..
Leaning in for another lick at the bouncing ball-sack, Elanor found it hard to ignore anymore, what's right in front. In her many months of knowing men, in ways more intimate than most women ever would, the Queen had never dared such a close intentional look. But something in her compelled, something that was beyond her understanding. What surprised her further on first glance, was how nice it looked. No disgusting curls, unsightly blemishes, or signs of grossness. Compared to his hairy thighs, and decently groomed pubes, it looked clean-shaven.
You lying bastard.! You wanted this didn't you?
You had fantasized having me make love there, ever since that wicked maid put that idea on your head. You rationalized, you denied, but at the end of the day, you came prepared. Well-groomed, clean, and scented even. God, yes.. That is no musk, that's some costly scented oil on his ass. All so perversely thought out.
Well, tough luck buddy! Go find some cheap street-whore to lick your..

Oh, wait wait, Nora..!

Don't Nora me.. I'm not doing it.
There wasn't a thing that annoyed her more, that having to argue with oneself. But like most arguments, it was irresistible to snap back. Even knowing full well, there's no winning.

What's the harm, Princess?! Just a lick. Simple.

No can do.!

Why not? He didn't even hesitate with yours. Prude!

No.. Not listening. Blahlalalalalah...

Oh right? You only sub for dykey backdoors, huh?!

Laalaaleeeeelalaaaa.. Can't hear you..
Blableeehhblooouuuhh...

Stop it, you aren't thirteen.


Or are you afraid?


Falling short of the hype.. Failing to a man.

Bluueeeeblaaaaaaahh.... What.?!

I mean, he made you pee yourself.


He clearly has aced the techniques. It would be pathetic.!


Princess Nora upstaged by peasant tongue.

What? That's not what I..

You are right. Do not eat his ass.


Maintain the mystery, even if its a lie.


Strategic silence, right?!

Nice try. I'm not falling.

Right, my fearless Queen.

I'm.. I'm not afraid.

Well, you should be.


The tasks are only going to grow more demanding.


You'd want it demanding, for the only way is up. What else is there?


Abstinence?!


Oh, that worked out GREAT for the first six months.

Yeah, we're done.

Right we are. Hahaha..!

SHUTTUUPPPP..!!!
As much as it angered her, Elanor saw the point. Sooner or later, more will be asked of her. Blowjobs and handjobs would turn dull, stripping would loose it's thrill, even anal would prove too vanilla. Not for her, but for the increasingly wilder crowds these tasks tend to require. The first time was an accident, but next time, it would be a requirement. May be a week from now, a month.?! Absolutely in six. Do you want to look weak and plead then, to leave your tongue unmolested.? Do you really want it left, such a known dislike, to the mercy of the unknown?
But what am I to do?
How am I to warm up.?!
When my body rejects, when my throat clamps down..

Oh, your body never froze up that night, Nora.


The body knows deep, learns quick. It adapts, it survives.


Blabbering between Tabitha's spread cheeks.. It came alive, of all things.


It's the mind, that has trouble admitting.


And soul? That's a realm of it's own.

Huh.. That sounded so much like..
Oh God!
Elanor never understood why Bella had incorporated that pervert-sage Ishikawa into all this. She had a hard time digesting wisdom that seemed wicked, and never gave much thought to the long monologues the old man was insufferably good at. Yet right now her mind found it useful, one of the few words quotes of him that stuck to her, from the days of anal training. Ishikawa used to chant it, while playing the ancient eastern lute, pipa. Making a relaxing meditative space devoid of anxiety and rigidity, letting her increase incrementally, the size of the plug. She hated not getting the native pronunciation right, for so much of meaning was inseparable from the original tongue. But the clergyman had provided her his best translation.

Dōi wa saikō no junkatsu-zaida.


Consent is the finest lubricant.

If my body had already given, perhaps it's time my mind consented. My soul allowed itself, to look past the obvious debasement.. And brave myself, like my loyal serf did.
All those musings hardly took ten seconds, as the Queen of Wolkenshire finally smiled. Her hands had never resumed stroking, but the pace suddenly slowed. Her grip relaxed, shifting to an inverted clasp. A softer touch. For it was decided, that the peasant cums hands-free.
What was that?!
Jokshun's eyes widened as a jolt went up his resting spine, feeling the warmth wiggle in places that seemed too sinful. Is she.? Oh no, Highness.. I mean, Demura.. DON'T..!! The coachman screamed out loud, or he wanted to. But Jokshun was just a man, reduced from constant teasing and edging to a single thought. A need. To cum, at all costs.
His mind may have rebelled first, but his body had given in. Even his mind, he wasn't so sure of, for there's no hiding in dreams. And he sure had many, with the decoy's face buried between cheeks, just as she did now, ever since Tabitha told.



Warm, gentle, long consecutive licks. Starting at the base of scrotum, riding up the perineal line, and slithering along the curve of the rear-cleft. Just to familiarize with the salt of his sweat and sour of the scented oil. The sudden visible goosebumps spreading across the back-buns made her laugh. Oh, so I am getting to you.
Parting the rigid cheeks, the Queen nearly broke the spell laughing, as no hole came into view. Where is it? I mean, where is the opening.? And why is the buttock so sturdy?
Unlike Her Highness, having done no classical training in the anal arts, the coachman's bum maintained it's virginal quality. Having drilled to her mind through repeated sessions, the shape of her own excited rear, as seen through the mirror held by Ishikawa during plug-changes, the Queen had almost forgotten how little of the anal opening showed in ordinary behinds. Or how tight the regular ones are, for that matter.
More out of confusion than curiosity, her right hand reached over her back, and cupped her own right rear cheek. It felt like melted, with a firm fatty jiggle, a stark contrast to the coachman's rear, made rigid by time and gravity, from all the constant sitting. She was amazed in a long while, how sensually supple her buttocks felt, how invitingly it parted with the slightest pressure, the smooth skin letting the digits slide right in, needing no lubricants. Her fingertips traced along the soft sensitive ridges, the leathery creases, along her well-trained anal ring. A body part that hadn't a name to her knowledge, until the last few months. The territory wasn't just familiar to her touch, but welcoming. Unlike Jokshun's buttocks. Cheeks reluctantly parting, with the skin, the flesh, vanishing into a tight depression that could hardly fit one's pinky.

A challenge.?!

Oh, he'll more than consent, the loyal peasant.
My lips can get very persuasive.

You sure, Nora?

He will indulge.
Spread.
Beg.

Make him.

Licking is an innately calming grooming gesture, that's shamed out from an early age as part of civilizing. Animals does it all the time, to the young ones, to potential mates, to themselves. A blend of cleaning and comforting. And perhaps gauging the other, reading the pheromones, licking the loins. Underneath the veil of civility, we are all creatures of passion. It hardly took a dozen focused laps from the Queen for the serf to relax. For the royal tongue-tip to reach, and tease the curls that were far too deep for a shave.
Elanor knew better than to look, for there were only so much you can fool yourself into trying. And certain visuals were bound to invoke a visceral rejection, even though it had gone smoothly with regards to Tabitha. No, I don't want to risk anything that could traumatize me, or Jokshun, from ever attempting this again. With her eyes shut tight, the Queen proceeded relying solely on oral touch.
Her mouth braved further in, as her finger-nails torturously tickled the coachman's veiny dangling hard-on, careful not to over-stimulate and make him blow ther load. Jokshun had grown comfortable with the new posture, his little paunch smushed flat against the table-top, ass pushed out unmindfully, yet invitingly, with legs hanging down from the edges, toes barely touching the ground. His beige tunic had turned a darker shade at parts, from all the sweat.
"Ahhh..!!"
Jokshun moaned in a tone too effeminate, more in pain than pleasure, as Her Highness's sweaty grin widened with a sadistic arch. One of the longer anal curls seemingly teased back, and she might given it a mean tug, with those pearly teeth. Oh, relax.. I'm just toying with you. Choosing to not pluck the hair, Elanor let goof the bite, and licked the pained skin-pore pacifyingly.
There it is.. Come out, I won't bite. I promise.. Finally feeling the bump of his shy rear-ring peeking out, the Queen let go of the cock and grabbed both his cheeks, nails digging deep, and firmly pushed apart. The sensual call of her warm exhales hitting from the right angle alone was enough, for the lucky serf's bottom bud to bloom further. With her eyes still closed, the Queens lips pouted to make for the plushiest contact, and before doubts and judgements ruined the mood, she leapt. Towards her first real rear kiss, pout to anal-pout.
Consent is the finest lubricant. Consent is the finest lubricant. Her mind kept chanting, to block out the judging eyes she felt suddenly, all around in the void. I want this turning a memory cherished. Not one to recoil from. Not a fate forced down my throat, but a choice I braved into.
I love how he keeps pulsing at my tongue-tip. This is all me. My doing, my being, voiced her soul. As did her mind and flesh, in unison. Consent couldn't have been more absolute, for she sure had no trouble, lubricating. Squatting with her heels digging into the haunches, the royal pussy was turning a drooly mess.
"Demu..r..hhhhmmnnpphhh.."
The Queen giggled feeling his desperation, as his both clenching glutes smushed her cheeks further, which only made her suckle stronger. With quarter of an inch from the tip already sliding in and out, Elanor made sure to not violate, and instead further entice by tickling out the virgin anal ring. She tactfully pressured his perineum with her right thumb, massaging in circles, as her other hand tickles the most sensitive spots of his cock, the dangling mushroom head, with the very tip of her nails. Blooming out gently from the urethra, and scratching with a feather-touch along the ridges of the glans. Taking special care in tormenting the frenulum, even when multi-tasking blind.
Elanor had long stopped needing vision to read man. Man as in the fundamental masculine response. His pulsing heat, the bated breath, those guttural moans. It all told her more, than the man himself knew. And Jokshun was proved to be a leisurely read. He may not act as such,. but he wanted this. He needed this, as evidenced by the relaxing rim.
As her tongue slithered in further, with spread out spittle webbing her cheeks and chin to his buttocks, Elanor found the sounds and moist suction strangely arousing.
Crack..!
Taking a moment to breath, the Queen eased back, and slapped the protruding peasant ass playfully, while checking the state of his erection. He was there. Right there, painfully craving a release. She could milk him dry in two pumps if she wanted to, but she didn't. She wanted him cumming hands free. Or better.. That sadistic grin returned, as her right hand reached out and flicked his crown, right on the frenulum.
"Ahhh.. Highn.. Demura, please. Let me..."
"Cum.?!"
Yes. His harsh panting confirmed.
"In a moment Jokshun. Now quiet."
"The tym.."
"QUIET I SAY..!!"
She commanded, flicking the poor groin again, this time a dismissive back-hand slap, letting both the shaft and the gems dangle on like a pendulum. Was that too harsh?! Elanor felt bad, for a moment, when the voice backed her wickedness. The worm should have known better. You did right, Princess. Though a kick would have taught the virgin good.
Virgin?!
It was her Vankenbraum sensibilities making that point. For where she hailed from, anal innocence was equally considered part of virginity. Oh yes, Jokshun. Let this be the day, some slutty tongue robbed off yours. Hahaha..
Elanor was too caught up in the heat to notice again, that she had referred to herself as 'slutty'. It wasn't from her vernacular. Nor was it her true voice.
Nails dug into the flesh, and parting the peasant's subservient cheeks in a determined push, Demura dove in nose first. Her tongue dipping past the loosened anus, as far as one-fourth an inch. Flapping left to right to mislead, she tilted back by an inch, only to dive back in, this time pushing in one-third of an inch. Jokshun felt weightless, floating on the tabletop like a fish, as the Queenly visage bounced on his back-buns, tongue-fucking the little puckering hole with increasing enthusiasm. Her neck moved like a wood-pecker, drilling with her tongue repeatedly, stopping with a full pout pressed against the anus and slurping in the splattered drool with deep suction, ignoring the mess her face was turning, only to spit it back at the puckering hole and continue wood-pecking.
The Queen moved so mechanically, yet passionately that the lubricating drool was frothing up, and dripping down, drenching the neckline of her maroon robe. She could feel it winking in tandem, his rear flower blooming out and snugging in, massaging back her slimy wet tongue. With the buns cushioning the impact, the posture wasn't exactly ideal for deeper penetration, especially for a novice, but the Queen nearly managed in, a little more than an inch of her long flexible tongue, when she pulled the trick.
The same one Jokshun had tortured her with, the 'yanking pubes maneuver'. Only she couldn't risk him ejaculating. So the Queen went instead for the more agonizing alternative. She gave a swift yank to his pubic curls, the ones on his dangling ball-sack. It'd sting, she knew. But such pain was required to balance the bliss he was about to receive. Biting into his right palm, Jokshun screamed wordlessly, trying his best to keep it muffled as ordered, as his rear-ring clamped up. An expected bodily response to pain. And the Queen masterfully pushed in a bit more, enough of her tongue to curl inside, and tickle the inner walls. With her one hand pushing open his left butt-cheek, and other soothingly massaging the pained scrotum, Elanor couldn't have predicted the enormity of what just happened.
With half of the royal tongue successfully buried up the ass, the Queen did a tricky twirl with the tongue-tip, touching a part of the poor peasant's anal passage that was itching to be teased. And pushing his desperate erection over the edge. The Queen felt in her right grip, his balls clenching, and as she wished, the coachman shot his load straight down, helplessly hands free. And doing so squeezed his groin, aiding the erection pumping air, and clenching the rim around the meaty middle of her tongue in a firm grip. The Queen could have easily slithered out, but as the long-edged serf finally ejaculated, she was suddenly reminded from the odd oral sensation, something long-forgotten.
The Virgin-Hold.
That's what she remembered them calling it, on that odd instance she happened upon her sister, Princess Veramour of Vankenbraum, and Stella, her boycrazy Lady-in-waiting, amidst their routine pillow-talk. It was a stormy night, and the young Princess had dozed off in her sister's chamber. When the odd shuffling sounds of linen roused her deep into the night, drifting between sleep and semi-consciousness, the Princess thought for a while she had been dreaming. Vague whispers and sloshing sounds soon turned legible, but the dark of the night helped avoid spotting anything unsightly.
Laying three feet from her, below thick blankets were the other two. Shifting underneath slowly, careful not to wake the bed-mate, and from the shape of it, they could have very well been simply laying side-to-side. Platonic pillow talks are fun, especially when sleepless and snuggling. Despite the air of innocence, the way the blanket remained scrunched up along her waist-line, it did look odd. And the strange bobbing movement of the fabric, like.. No, not thinking about it.
But the words spoken, the impression it left, was hard to ignore. They were discussing boys, and girls. Kissing and cuddling. Touching and touching. Topics shifted to potential lovers in the nobility, raunchy dramas from the servant class, elders who are rumored to misbehave, the best way to eat out a pregnant.. Nope. Not dwelling on that, again.
It wasn't her intention to eavesdrop. But by the time she came to her senses, Nora was too engrossed in the exchange, to ashamed to come clean.. And was too sinfully wide awake to slip back to sleep, in both mind and body, that she could only lay there in pretense. If anything, the regret of passive participation left her feeling aurally violated. Which is why the Princess had blocked out most of what was discussed. For some odd reason this one word stuck to her.
Virgin-hold.
It stood for the natural virginal tightness of the pussy-grip as felt by a penetrating penis, right before losing the hymen. In other words, the maximum girth or spread a pussy can manage before showing blood. It's often measured in fingers.
According to Stella, it was a sure-fire way to fool around with boys, and fake virginal purity for when the time comes. In her theory, so long as you fucked dicks that are smaller than your virgin-hold, you can confidently go into wedding night, knowing even your blood will side with the lie.
Elanor could still recall her gravelly hushed chuckle as the wicked maid informed, that Princess Veramour had a virgin-hold three digits wide. The lapping sounds that followed was the hardest to block out. The Queen hadn't thought of it for a long while, until the first time she got intimate with Barthomius, when his fingers wet with her spit had slipped up her special place. He was the first one to ever touch her there, yet it didn't feel odd, or new. It felt like his fingers had always belonged there. When he remarked delighted, almost unconsciously, "two fingers tight..", Elanor wondered to this day, why the first words out her mouth was,
"Virgin-hold..?!"
The Queen would never forget the deep blushing shame, that made her crumble unto herself right there, nor his look of amazed puzzlement. Clearly wondering how a virgin so pure came across such a degenerate concept. For it wasn't a scholarly term, well researched and defined in the sacred carnal texts. It was a sexual slang, used by young philanderers, and boy-crazy bitches adept in faking innocence.
Fear filled the heart, as her eyes remained on his, peering for the slightest of signs of disapproval. Knowing she could never tell him, how such sinful knowledge formed part of her.
He didn't ask, he didn't judge. Bard could tell from her eyes, that she couldn't tell. Not in the thick of the embarrassing now. But she might, somewhere deep into their fifties. And it'd likely make for a hilarious revelation.
Bard, I miss you so.. So much..
My love.
You should have called me a slut, and ended it right then.
Or fucked me silly and ignored, like with many willing wenches before.. For then, my bad luck wouldn't have found it's way to you.
Why Gods of the Old, why..?
...
Jokshun was too spend to notice the sudden shift in mood behind. He surely felt the warmth dripping along his haunches, but how could he have known those weren't dripping sweat, but actual royal tears.. That the Great Queen of the Wolkenshire was now kneeling right behind, silently weeping, as his buttocks cushioned her forehead. That those gentle fingers weren't exactly fondling his scrotum, but performing a pacifying gesture instead.
The Queen was reminded again the difference, from learning on a scroll, and knowing in your bones. Having never even played with herself until recently, the 'virgin hold' had remained a concept at large, an experience exclusive to the masculine. And now, she got the felt-sense, if not the real thing, perhaps its closest replica. As the peasant taint tightened around the thick of her tongue, it dawned on her that the sensation couldn't have been much different from what she had safe-guarded for her beloved all life.
That he'll never got to feel her warm virginal grasp.
That first sacred embrace, nether to nether.
That he never will.
Ever.
"Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrggghh...!!!"
Squishing her face between the muscles in front, the Queen wailed out in rage and pain, cursing the heavens themselves, caring not muffle the cries, as her both fists clenched and shook with primal fury, like she was pulling out the eyeballs of God himself.
I was denied, so you could laugh!
Denied what was mine.
Taken. Stolen.
Defiled...!!!
"Highness, mer.. mercy.."
The Queen had forgotten about the sensitive scrotum in her hands as the anger washed over, squeezing out not just all leaking seed, but life itself out from his groin. Pain worse than parturition bridged the gap between his brain, heart and seed-sack, as the coachman clenched his jaws. His right hand literally tapping out, as the muffled cry finally made it out.
"Please.."
It never registered in her addled mind, but for some luck the Queen relaxed her grips in a few seconds, instead hugging on to his hairy thighs now, for emotional support. Her nails had left deep impressions along the veiny limpness, a hair short from drawing blood.
All she could think of at the moment was the sense of deep loss, and the gravely whisper of the chambermaid echoing within.
Virgin-hold.

Who cares for the virgin-hold, Princess.? Your Gods.?!


Then let's spit right in their faces.

Yes.
The sudden supporting voice from within couldn't have sounded more re-assuring.

Fuck the Gods!


Fuck Fate herself!


Damn them all to the burn-pits of hell.!!

Yes, yes..
Flame and flail you cursed CUNT!

Fuck, yes?

Fuck, yes!

So who are we fucking? Jezeb? Vlazid?


Jokshun is clearly done.

...
What?

Right, let's make it grander. Undeniably desecrative.


I'm thinking Grinwald.. Or High Priest, the benevolent Benedictus himself.


Separation of Church and Crown,


One Holy-fuck that'd be!

..
That's not what I..?

Or what are we? In mood for an orgy?!


Are we truly going for a bastard now, Queenie?


To breed an actual bastard,


Blacking out in the hedonistic haze, the very face of it's father?!


In here? Or back in our chamber?

shut up.
Shut up.
SHUT UP..!!!
..
.
The voice never stopped. It only intensified.
Oh God! This..
This isn't me.
With the fog of lust subsiding, the Queen quickly realized the enormity of what she nearly did. Gambling not just her position and good name, but the trust that was bestowed upon her alongside the crown. That she wasn't a Princess, nor a Queen, to drink and drown oneself in a pool of hedon's milk, like many her peers were prone to. Like a malady of abundance. No, she must remain beyond such excuses, for she was the True-ruling monarch. And the bringer of the heir apparent.
A privilege above even that of being throned, as said in the Holy Writ.
And here I was enticing wantingly, a mere coachman, to unburden me of its weight.
Forcing him to have his way with me. To breed, and leave me despoiled.
God, what have I...?! NO.
No, it wasn't me. But it did sound a lot like.. What am I saying?!
A lesser mind would have been quick to blame.
But the Queen knew better. Even if she didn't understand it yet, she knew who had been pulling strings. The culprit was within.
It wasn't me. But it did sound a lot like me.. That wretched voice..
Only, it was wrong. It was all false, far from right. It didn't feel right then, and it doesn't still.



It felt good, real good. But..

Oh, bullshit!

What?! Oh no..
Here we go again, arguing with oneself.

There's nothing to argue. We saw it all.


Your crooning, and creaming and claiming.


It felt so right that you nearly dreamt up raising his child.


Stop fooling yourself, Princess.


You know it was all you.

Nora realized now, her grave mistake.
Confusing right with good.
We do this for the curative aspect of sex.
The re-creative element, not the pro-creative.
Breeding was never on the table.

...


Oh, shut it.


Sex is all-encompassing.

It's my freedom to be, to control my destiny.
To express my muliebrity.

Freedom to control?


The Hypocrisy of that statement, hahaha...


Then again, aren't you such a funny mess of contradictions.


To have the audacity to whore oneself at night,


And sit atop the sacred throne, the next morning.?!

That's..
You are oversimplifying.

Am I.?!


It's either unadulterated sexual expression.


Or absolute sluthood, the ultimate unwinding.


Blurring lines between the ripe and the rotting.


Slaving to the basest of instincts.


You didn't seem a slave, but may be I misread.


Queendom, or slutdom.


You tell me?

I don't owe you any explanation.
I've thought this through, my reasons are clear.
For the sake of Wolkenshire..

...


Wolkenshire..?!


Wasting away your youth, your fecundity!


For an ingrateful throne, that had only ever caused you misery,


while draining out your life-blood. Shattered the dreams that were your very being,


For sake of a war that you have no part in.

....
Those words did hurt.
Knowing the truth in it, hurt her a lot more.
...

And the subjects you so adore.


You think even for a second, they'd accept what you have become.


Forgets the simpletons, what of your prospects.


The opportunists lining up to take your hand. Who sees Queen Elanor


As synonymous with the Wolkenshire throne, and nothing more?!


You think any of them would share your changed views on chastity?


To placate, perhaps. To pervert along, may be.


To taunt and shame, and cultivate a union so toxic? That's more likely.

Enough.!
...
.
enough.

Do you seriously think Nora, that a man worth his soul would ever see in you..


The flesh and blood and soul that is you..


Anything of worth now?!

Marital dynamics..
Elanor could feel the confidence draining out quick, for she was about to suggest a dynamic that she had once so despised.
Royals are notorious for strange marital dynamics.

Oh, don't you dare!


Judging all life your own mother's shameless liaisons,


And hating the guts of the sole sibling, taking right after her. Swearing to oneself,


On the celebratory sweet-sixteenth, to forever remain with one man.


Till death do us part. That was you, the Great Chaste..!


Seems laughable now, doesn't it.?!

That your point.? That I've turned what I despised the most?!
We sound a lot alike, and you talk as if you know me,
But you don't. Clearly.

And he does? Your new fuck-boy, Jokshun.?!


Or the dear departed Barthomius, for than matter.


Falling for the dreamy eyes of a life-long fuck-boy..


Even a man-whore like him, do you really think..


Would ever accept with all his heart, what you have become.?


The Late Great Barthomius, the short-lived,


And his wet wanton widow!


What a match made in hell.?!

Don't you dare bring up his name! Or Jokshun for that matter.
You don't no what a real man is.

Princess, you didn't even knew yourself,


Until that deep depression gave me some free reign.


So please..

What you said.. What you did..
Stop painting me as something I'm not.

That's just so wrong.

No, it isn't. This was you, a lot more you, than me.

You speak as if we aren't the same.


Anyway, my contention wasn't about the deed.


I meant the metaphor.

Metaphor?!

Yes, painting you as such, you said. It's not painting.


Sculpting is more accurate a metaphor.

What?

I'm just sculpting you, Nora.


Carving off the lying shame, and shaping up the beauty beneath.


Revealing, might I say.

..
Huh?

All that was acted out, was you. If it wasn't, it surely has become.


And soon more will be. You become what you do.


Deeds define thee, they say.

..
You.. You aren't me.

Of course, I'm not you.


Dear, I am what you are about to be.


What you crave to be, deep down. The ever-burning pit in your underbelly.


The potential unbridled. I'm the dream, the want in you.


The pure potential.


The better you.

You misheard, perhaps.
I said, you are NOT me.
You never were. You never could be.
Nor will you ever be.

How do you plan that happening? Ignoring my existence?


Discarding it as a delusion?


Denying me?!

No. I think I'll simply outgrow you.

How? You'll always crave a better high.

No, it's the peace afterwards tat I value.
The high is just something I must tolerate.

You say that, standing on the merciful sanity, fresh from the high..


Of an emotional outburst.! Don't be the proverbial snake eating it's tail.


Round and round, there's no doubt on spiraling.


Only on how damn deep.

We agree on the spiraling,
But I'm no snake.

Precisely my point.


You are better. We are better.


The Beast of twin tails, that's what we are.

I'm done listening.

Twin tails, Nora.

We're done.
"Oh hell! Holy hell..!"
It was then Elanor's bleary eyes spotted above the arch of his buttocks, the hour glass sitting on the other end. With an inch or so still remaining in the top bulb. Either time itself had frozen, or.. The damn clock malfunctioned..!
"Damn it. Hurry Nora..!"
Like a switch flipped, all personal pains faded in a blink, overwhelmed by the Queenly sense of duty.
She was late for the court. Fashionably late, or terribly? That she didn't know yet. Picking her boots, the Queen hurried towards where she had dropped the long-skirt. While picking it up, Elanor noticed the various corners of her beautiful maroon robe that got torn in the heat of the moment. And the obvious hormonal stench emanating from the same.
Oh God.. I don't have time for.. Oh! Her eyes nearly popped in elation.
"Bella! My beloved heaven-sent, you.."
Elanor sighed in deep relief, spotting the satchel hanging from the arm-rest of the chair, the one her Head of Households had thoughtfully left. The one where she always kept the spare clothes.
Ignoring the half-closed gaze of her trusted coachman, the Queen got naked, wiping herself clean with the same torn cloth dipped in water. This was no strip show, for the Queen now resembled more, an awkward teenager in the middle of a quick change. In between she gave the hour-glass a firm nudge, and the stuck sand resumed flowing.
"Almost forgot!" Standing half dressed up, Elanor suddenly remembered the point of her little misadventure, and rushed towards Jokshun. Her scanning eyes finally found the target, but getting down on her knees, the smile quickly dimmed.
"That.. That won't do."
Jokshun was half conscious when he heard the rustling behind, but he was far too drained to respond. He felt her gentle pat on the bum, and saw her walking around, reaching for a quill, and scribbling something. She smelled no longer of lilac. But better. He heard a distinct thud, like she had dropped something on the table. Did she just sniff it right before?! Her blurred shape slowly exited his vision, but soon Jokshun felt her presence, much closer. Right by his side, her soft palm caressing his nape, as her lips closed in on his right ear, and whispered with a wet pout.
"A gift. To my most loyal serf."
***
**
*
"This is highly unusual, Tabitha. An evening syllabub?! I've never heard the Great Chaste ask for something so peculiar."
"You know how the royals get, once they get a proper grip on the throne. It's been almost a year since, right..? With the mourning window done, let Her Highness indulge some, shan't we?" Tabitha replied, as Cedric, the Master of the Kitchen himself, arranged the specially ordered sweet puddings on to the serving tray.
"Wow..! That smells like spring, Sir Cedric.."
"It's the honeysuckle and rose petals. Her Highness used to love edible flowers. You know, before the incident. If the mourning is done with, I'm sure this will lift her spirits like nothing. You sure about the sweetness.?!"
Tabitha bobbed her head, without much expression. "A super sweet high, I think, was her exact words. So you better not disappoint. And Sir Cedric.. Please provide an extra chalice."
"Another chalice of syllabub?"
"No, just an empty chalice."
The Head Cook didn't understand why she needed one, but he had known Tabitha for a long time. Had even scored with her, some six years before, during the festive seasons. The Head Maid must have a legible reason, for after all, she knows the royals the best. As Tabitha leaned in through the service hatch however, Cedric stepped back with the tray, puzzled.
"You are serving it, Tabitha? Isn't this a task for the lowly maids?"
"I like remembering the roots, Cedric, every once in a while. It helps quell the egos of fellow maids, and.. It's the Great Chaste I'm serving. Nothing lowly about that.."
The ornate silver tray contained one chalice of sweet frothy pudding, one empty chalice, a bowl of ice with ice-tongs, and two dessert spoons. Tabitha smiled at the Head Cook again, and left the Great Kitchen, the serving-tray safe in her hands. As she walked with her sweet pace along the corridors, the lowly maids walking by stopped and bowed, in equal part surprise and confusion. Confused by watching the superior who generally barked up orders upon orders, perform such a menial task. And surprised, by the infamous bawdy song she whistled on, with an unusual grin on her face. It wasn't the practiced smile of servitude. Whatever she was up to, she looked genuinely happy doing it.
Turning the corner, Tabitha pushed past the side door of a less frequented corridor, a shortcut to the Royal Court. As expected along the dimly lit corridor, there was no sentry-man every twenty feet. Since the court was in session, there were hardly two people coming from the other end. Probably senior staff from the ministry, the way they were dressed. Tabitha lowered the volume of her whistling, since the passage had a terrible echo, and kept walking.
As they passed by, she gently nodded, but the pair ignored her and walked past. With them gone, the Head-maid resumed whistling, adding a slight bounce to her steps. It was a three minute walk to the other end, especially with the food tray, so the maid kept whistling on until she saw the shadow at the other end. Someone else had just turned the corner, and was walking towards. From the gait, it was clearly a man. Her whistling stopped abruptly.
But to her surprise, the man on the other end was clearly in a good mood, and resumed where she had stopped. Which made her smile, and she joined in as well, playfully tooting while walking towards each other. When he got closer, Tabitha realized to her surprise, it was another fellow Handler. Hoyt stopped seeing the face of his whistling partner, and did a dramatic bow.
"Greetings, Head Handlers. On duty, I suppose?"
"Head Handler.?! Oh come on, Hoyt. Who knows if there's even going to be a program anymore? Let's wait for word from Lady Households."
"Doesn't matter. Just wanted you to know. That you got my vote."
Hoyt said smiling, as he passed the maid, to which Tabitha faked a smile of gratitude.
"Oh, thank you Hoyt. That's so kind of you.." You unruly imbecile.! You alone got the program nearly axed. Look at you play polite now. Fucking loser.
"Got a good feeling, Tabitha. That the program is not done with."
"Well.. Fingers crossed." The Head-maid smiled smugly as they parted ways. What the fuck was that about?! Seeing Hoyt was really infuriating, for there was nothing more insufferable to her, that being dragged down by her male counterparts. Something that was a routine in her early days as an agent. Having lost the mood to whistle, she walked speedily towards the Royal Court.
What did he mean, 'good feeling'.?! Tabitha couldn't tell why her brief encounter with Hoyt felt so bizarre. The corner he turned from.. That leads to the Office of Households. Did Lady Agrafena give him some heads up? Why would she be lenient to him, of all people. It's not like she hadn't enough reasons to hate that idiot already.
Turning the corner to the Royal Court, Tabitha could still make out the echoing whistle, from Hoyt on the other end. Ignoring which, she walked straight towards the corner of the Court entrance, for the service door.
"On schedule?!" She enquired to the familiar guard standing by the service door.
"Late by a few minutes. The court is in session now."
"Late?! That must have pissed of Her Highness."
"Oh, that's the funny thing. It was Her Highness this time, who came in late. Like late late. The court waited for her, and started with the formal introductions and such.. You know, Her Highness is here mainly for the Fostrom case. So they finished the rest of the formalities while waiting for her. It's so unlike Her Highness. Is she still in recovery?"
Ignoring the question, Tabitha asked. "How late are we talking?"
"Oh, she came in just five minutes ago."
That's so off her brand.
"Then I must go in. She hates it when her syllabub has lost it's cold."
"You better hurry."
As the guard opened the service door, Tabitha stepped in, and slowly walked along the wooden blinders separating the court hall from the service-passage. Through the decorative gaps she could see the proceedings, hear the arguments. Brehon Shourn was struggling with his presentation, as Tupee sat there, hardly masking his grin. Archminister was as involved as ever, keenly listening in, but Her Highness Elanor looked like she was suppressing an urge to sneeze. She was dressed differently than from thirty minutes ago.
Tabitha looked down on the tray, on the fresh frothy pudding, and the ice bowl. It's been a while since she did something so menial, and the weight was surely discomforting. So the Head-maid leaned against the side-wall, resting an edge of the tray along the rocky window sill, and reached for a spoon. With her ears focusing on the door behind, her eyes shifted to the presiding chair. To the Queen of Wolkenshire sitting atop, her royal visage turning another shade of pink with each breath.
Hmmm.. This is so addictively sweet.
Tabitha smiled as her tongue swirled a spoonful of syllabub.
And the pudding ain't bad either.
God, I love my job!
***
**
*
"A gift. To my most loyal serf."
That warm whisper that kept ringing like a mystical lullaby, long after the coachman had crashed from exhaustion. A brief, deep, relaxing nap. Even as his eyes blinked back to wakefulness, her angelic voice still echoed.
A gift, she said.
The first thing that he saw was the hour-glass, with one half completely emptied. God, it feels dizzy.. How long was I out?! Pushing up his heavy head off the table, Jokshun let out a satisfying yawn, when his squinting eyes noticed it. Few feet from where he had laid, with the fruit bowl for paper weight, there was a piece of parchment. With something round and shiny atop.
Another test.?!
No, it was a message.

-


___

Jokshun,
Hopefully that helped ease your discomforts with handling the Royal Image.
The Throne takes a great toll on the Queen, so imagine what it does to a simple country girl like Demura. Decoys go mad when they fail to integrate the role in proper pace. Delineating and preserving who you once where, is key to it.
For better or for worse, Demura is what she is.
After long weeks of the throne weighing her down too heavily.. On that odd night, when it'd be sinful not to spread one's wings, she'll need someone of faultless loyalty easing the burden. A Handler who can read her eyes.
Who will take me to Desert Rose without even asking.
Counting on you,
D
_
P.S. Clean up the obvious mess, and burn the files before you leave.

___


-

Picking up the engraved silver ring with great respect, Jokshun read the note a couple times, his resolve solidifying further each time.
May be there's a place for me among the trusted. The Handlers. May be I am precisely what my Queen requires, to keep her image in check.
May be this privilege.. The Cross of Absheil.. It came back to me for a reason.
Jokshun took a moment, truly taking in the beauty of the old ring. It was chunky, and had too big a hole for his fit. Perhaps I should turn it a pendent. Pocketing the decoy's gesture of faith, his eyes lingered on that hastily written message. Hastily, yet gracefully.
Wow.. They really put her through a rigorous training, didn't they? From the few public declarations I've seen, personally scribed by Her Highness, Demura has near-perfectly mimicked the elegance of royal quill-work. For a girl probably plucked from some obscure countryside, and groomed in ways of the decoy, it was truly impressive. Her poise, her gait, her voice modulation when she ditches that quaint girlishness. She looks a bit thinner compared to the Great Chaste he remembered. Little frail, less muscular. Then again, having failed at learning the quill many times and knowing how steep a learning curve it takes, Jokshun found it a hard sell, that this girl mastered it in such short notice. But I saw her write it, myself. Wait.. That was Demura, right?! I mean, she had to be that?



Shaking his head irritated, Jokshun let out a long exhale.
No! Not doing this again.
That was Demura, clear and simple. Now..
What was that about burning files?
Jokshun quickly spotted his target, a stack of folders at the other corner of the table. Thick, dark, and leather-bound. With a single grimy black boot right next. Of course, the tests. Wait, isn't that my boot?!
Ouch..!!
Walking around the table, Jokshun nearly tipped over the other shoe lying on the floor.
There's the other one! Slipping one foot in, he awkwardly limped over to the other side. The slimy tang of plantain lingered in his mouth, along with the intoxicating stench of royal juice, and although feeling parched, Jokshun didn't want it washing off of his system so quickly. Even with no one in the chamber, he kept his act together, staying ten feet away from the Royal Chair as one normally would, instead of crashing on to it. Using the table for support, he slipped in the other boot that was left on the table. He vaguely remembered the shape of Demura before he blacked out, tossing the boot on to the table. She seemed to be.. I don't know.. Sniffing it or something. Who knows.?! That girl is weird. In ways more delicious than one could dream up.
Eww..
Ignoring the irritating sticky sweatiness on his sole, made worse pressed against leather insole, the coachman went for the files. Wait.. I know I passed the test, because Her Highness.. I mean Demura told me, but.. What about the rest.? Jokshun had always been the curious kind, and having the files on hand, it felt irresistible. One peek. There's no harm done. I'm to burn these anyhow.
Skipping his own file, Jokshun flipped through the second one, Jezeb's test, curious more about the answers. On all three tests, for both questions, Jezeb had a different pick. In the second one he had the nerve to suggest himself as leader. How ridiculous.?!
The royal remarks said the same.
Do better.
Hoyt's answers were consistent. He had suggested Tabitha lead them each time, and himself to be removed. Except for the second test, probably confused by the Queen's remarks. There he suggested they remove Jokshun instead. The coachman understood his sentiment. Even if he messed up, Hoyt hadn't committed the gravest sin. Inaction. But on the last test, he returned to the original picks, and even wrote a short apology underneath, addressed to Demura. He was careful with words, keeping the details vague, but he essentially took responsibility of the whole disaster. Whatever it was. Jokshun felt a little jealous. Not about his character, but his hand-writing. Though nowhere close to the Queen, Hoyt had a unique way of writing, and phrasing things.
Someday I too shall, learn the ways of the learned. And either way, he too had failed, clearly.
For the remarks said the same. Do better. The same was written across the first page in Tabitha's folder.
Eww..
What the hell?! Jokshun put his weight onto the other leg, as the sweaty sticky sensation on his right foot became more annoying. His robes had soaked up as well, more sweat than it can handle. I really need a bath.
The faint satisfaction in him however, knowing they all had equally failed, faded when he reached the second page. The Queen's remarks was quite wordy compared to the usual 'do better, but what caught his eye was the way Tabitha had answered the Test 2. If you can call it an answer, that is. If this was even a test anymore.
Tabitha hadn't marked any of the options, instead she had with the dark ink, redacted all of the text, both the questions and the options. All, but for the first, which now read as..
1. One of the four must be made team-leader. Who are you picking?
If he weren't so stunned, Jokshun would have laughed to himself. Classic Tabitha.!
Ignoring the questions, and posing one instead. A simple, precise one.

WHO ARE YOU?

Tabitha knew?! She figured it out.? How.?! Jokshun continued to read, noticing the sudden lack of confidence evident in the strokes, of her handwritten response underneath.

This is Demura, The Imperial Decoy.


Property of Wolkenshire.


Slave to the Throne, and plaything to her Handlers.

He nearly tore the paper trying to get to the next page, where Tabitha hadn't even bothered to cross the text. She had instead written a simple task, for the now compliant decoy.

___

Demura,
You shan't leave this chamber until you turn at least pale reflection of the pet I remember. Collect orally that which you truly crave, and preserve it till I come find you. It better be a proper mouthful- White, thick, and teeming with life.
You will not spit. You will not swallow. You will not speak.
Not till I bless.

___


-

The nerves in his body suddenly relaxed, ridding all the tension from doubts regarding the real identiy, of the woman he had spend an amorous time with. Thank goodness for the confirmation. She was, in fact, the decoy. And why would she not be, you paranoid imbecile.?!
My boot..!
Jokshun remembered the first time his right boot slipped off, while belting the decoy. He remembered the sudden rush, and kicking off the other one. He blocked out the rest of the afternoon, for fear of waking his over-abused manhood. But he vaguely remembered standing by the table, with his legs spread out wide in an inverted V, his leaky dick dangling freely. He got this strange sense, that his right boot must have been laying directly beneath. Right under the cock being milked dry, while the softest tongue on all lands of men, wormed it way up his anus.
And he recalled seeing, right before losing to fatigue. Demura walking around the table, with his boot on one hand. She held it tilted. Her lips flashed that rare smile, the one she had worn many times onstage, back in Desert Rose. A rare mixture of pride and mischief.
She wasn't sniffing my boot, was she?
She was drinking right from it.
**
*
Yes! That's it.
Watching from afar the poor decoy struggle to maintain face in the Royal Court, with a mouthful of cum at that, Tabitha suddenly realized why it felt so bizarre, her brief encounter with Hoyt. It was his smile. His confident strides, and that overall relaxed bearing. A stark contrast to the man she remembered from the underground chamber, wracked with guilt. His eyes looked relieved now, and he no longer slouched like in the past few weeks.
Did Lady Agrafena actually forgive him, after all that?! I don't see any other reason for acting so jovial. The bastard even kept whistling all the way. Tabitha felt like throwing the silver tray against the wall in anger. Another incompetent imbecile gets a free-pass, probably because he's a man. He probably sucked up to some ministers, and pulled the usual strings. Fuck! I so wanted him rotting in a dungeon for at least a few months.
Looking at the decoy, Tabitha felt her annoyance dissipate. That face, those eyes.
Her anguish was evident if you knew how to spot the signs. The painfully stretched eye-brows that turns a wiggly worm every now and then, the quivering, weirdly constricting eye-lids, the prominent jaw-line, as if she's grinding the teeth in frustration underneath, and the beading sweat on her forehead. The members of the court may have missed it. But Tabitha could read it all, like only a woman could another.
Yes, the Decoy Queen is clearly under pressure. So deliciously anxious. Hmmm..
Only, it wasn't all that troubled the Great Chaste at the moment. In fact, a cum-coated sealed mouth was the least of her worries, for what she found most troubling was sitting still without calling much attention, let alone maintaining the regal posture. For what had seeped into her gums pales in comparison to what oozed out from her loins, in glacial pace. The remnants of the yucky slimy banana that had gotten too deep and stayed stuck along her inner walls had been sliding out over time. Staining the under-side of her skirt and seeping into the seat-cushion, since she had no loin-cloth on. Most of her bare inner thighs, covered by the long robes and skirt, still had Jokshun's handprints, spelling of sweet plantain, and although it never bothered in the heat of the moment, it was turning a bane now. Having to face the court, and sitting with both the thighs rubbing against each other, the icky sensation turning nightmarish with each touch. And then there were ants.
The Goddamn ANTS..!!
The number could be as little as four, and as large as a dozen. It was hard to say when multiple cretins creeping along the curves of the quadriceps, right on the sensitive sticky skin, stopping occasionally to nibble on the sugary sweat-stains, and giving a stingy bite or two at times. Elanor couldn't tell whether they had gotten on her skirt when it was discarded on floor, or had already hid in her pubes when Jokshun was eating her out, but it made no difference now. The ants were here, and crawling. Along her legs, through the pubic curls, around the vulvic wetness, some even daring down her perineum, which was the only time the Queen visibly shifted her seating, as subtly as she could. But thanks to the fruity stench they largely hung around the sticky thighs. The Queen found it truly testing, focusing on her breathing to alleviate the sensory overload, and listening in half-consciously at the Brehon's arguments, all the while steeling herself to not give in to a visceral over-reaction, in case the cretins bit too hard, at a place most terrible.
I'm firing the idiot in charge of pest-control, first thing tomorrow.
And why am I so wet, at such a time.?!
The Queen wasn't aware yet, of the silent sadist eating up her torment.
Tabitha considered whether keep the false-queen struggling a bit further. Her face had stopped turning more red, like she had made peace with it, and if Tabitha were to assess the decoy's performance as a responsible Handler, she'd rate it seven on ten. Surely the girl did her best, to act like she's listening in and meeting the eyes of both Brehons, without actually looking right at them. What was most hilarious was how she avoided looking at the Archminister, who kept glancing her way every now and then.
The Head-maid licked clean the one used spoon, and placed it next to the other. Not wanting a terrible sugar-high, she hadn't taken more than two spoons of the delicious pudding specially prepared by the Master of the Kitchen. The ice cubes in the bowl had mostly melted down, so perhaps it was enough playtime. Tabitha certainly didn't want to push it, and repeat the same mistakes as Hoyt.
Walking along the service passage towards the Queen, Tabitha replayed again in her mind how she had envisioned this going. How she planned for this to top her prior memory, of Demura suckling deep between her butt cheeks.
Her first clue was the complexion. The skin that became visible as the sleeve slid down, when Her Highness had raised her elbow to do the hand-signs, back in the chamber. Tabitha had noticed the mostly even tan, from her hand to the wrist, to the forearms. Her Highness had been on her convoy, where she stayed in carriages or manors. Indoors, in short. And to have such a nice even tan, the kind that long bright sunny days, like the ones in Hillsdale this time of the year. And she looked rather thin, especially in that form-fitting robe. Her Highness had been consistently wearing puffy, flowy outfits recently, which matched with news of her being in recovery. Recovery always adds a few pounds in the most unflattering ways, and fashion was a tool for masking such insecurities. This girl looked too fit to be in recovery. Tabitha was starting Test 2 when her mind pieced it together.
She was hesitant, wisely so. She didn't want to become the next Hoyt. But the Handler Program was likely over, making this her last shot. With trembling hands, she posed the question. WHO ARE YOU? The rest happened like clockwork. There were many ways to handle a decoy, but Lady Agrafena had been clear about the lack of discretion on the others part. Perhaps that's the real test. Tasking her right in front of the others, in complete discretion.
If I word it, just right..
Hoho.. This would prove so much fun.
Tabitha immensely enjoyed the illusion of choice. Like telling a visiting Baron the choices in the menu, knowing well before, that he'll eat what she'd feed. How about some roasted duck for dinner, Sir? Ohh.. You prefer lamb, His Excellency? That's available. Speaking of lambs, there were reports of rinderpest spreading through flocks, yesterday. Terrible sickness, so much wasted cattle. But our stock if from last week, stored in ice so.. Oh, what? No goats?! Okay, pork then? Hmm.. Excellent pick! Cook Claren is renowned for his roasted pork. So spicy that it'd make you breath fire. Oh..?! You don't like spice. Well, he's something of an artist so,we can't tell him how to cook now..
I guess we are back to the duck-roast then. Shall I?
From dresses nobility chose, to make-up countesses wore, to bath timings of visiting virginal ladies.. Tabitha had always enjoyed making choices for the powerful, without them knowing. The moment the task was written, she knew Demura would go for Jokshun. Jezeb is a wildcard, and Hoyt had done enough. And apparently she has history with Jokshun. Still, Tabitha survived this long by being cautious. Running intro Jezeb right afterwards, she got confirmation. Jokshun was the last remaining one.
Then there's the task itself.
You will not spit. You will not swallow. You will not speak.
From her unusual silence, clearly the decoy had complied. The wardrobe change was a surprise, making her doubt whether this was the real Queen, but no.. The real Elanor would have intervened long before Brehon Shourn got this far with such weak argumentation. This is Demura. My favorite pet so far. Watching her squirm in silence, sounds of ravenous suckling filled her memories, as her anal bud pucker in need.
Oh rear mine, behave.. We'll feed the pet. We got all the time.
Then there's the next trap in her wordings. A mouthful of cum, it said. Not a spoonful, which a loser like Jokshun can manage at best. Nor a cheekful. But an actual mouthful. It was worded such, for Tabitha was setting her up to fail. Demura was a victim in the others eyes. That wasn't the dynamic Tabitha wanted to establish with the decoy.
The next time they met, she expected Demura's eyes to plead. That she did her best, her absolute best. But there's a limit to what can be milked out from a beta like Jokshun. And beta or not, for a proven cumslut, semen is irresistible. Half the torture would suppressing her slutty urge, to simply chew and ingest. Like the many loads she had shamelessly downed from filthy lowlifes for the Order of Sword.
Yeah, that will surely test her resolve.
I want her eyes to beg, while pretending to be the most powerful one in all lands of men, to let her pass this time. To admit without uttering a word, how terribly she had failed the task. And to plead for my mercy. My benevolence!
That's how you handle a slutty decoy.
That's why I get to lead.
Even the fan-wavers standing on both sides had a puzzled look watching their insufferable superior, the Head-maid herself, walk up the platform with the service tray, like a lowly maid. Standing three feet from the Queen, who seemed unaware of her approaching, Tabitha bowed at her waist and said, presenting the confections.
"Highness, your evening refreshments."
The Royal eyes took a quick peek, and froze instantly recognizing it was Tabitha, the Handler. The Head-maid's grin widened watching subservience bleed into the visage of the Great Chaste.
What I would give to have the real one, kneel right before, even once.
To have her lick up my.. Focus Tabitha..!!
The decoy simply wormed her brows, asking what to do now. Tabitha's eyes darted to the empty chalice, as she lowered the tray further. Seeing the puzzled expression persist on the royal visage, Tabitha bobbed her head in confirmation.
Make it quick, bitch. The damn tray isn't so light.
"And let me re-iterate Her Highness.. That my clients, the Fostroms, are citizens in good standing, providing every term to the Royal Treasury, a fortune in taxes without.." Brehon Shourn went on and on about the qualifications of his clients, that clearly held no bearing for the case, as Demura reached for the empty chalice. She proceeded to pour out into the chalice all that was orally stored, in full view of the whole court, while pretending to be drinking. Which would be over in a blink, Tabitha knew, for the contents of her mouth would make a spoonful at best.
Given how long ago the decoy had taken the cum, adding factors like evaporation, spillage and accidental gulps, she would be lucky to have anything to show. Of course doing something so humiliating while struggling to maintain an air of elegance, that blink would feel to her like an eternity. And knowing that she had failed, her anxiety will do the rest. Tabitha felt ecstatic.
I so can't wait to watch those puppy eyes plead.
Clank!
The sound of Demura inelegantly placing the chalice back on the tray scattered away all of Tabitha's daydreams. That was so rude. I don't appreciate it. Let's make the bitch wait on me further.
The task said to remain silent, until she blessed. And Tabitha hadn't said yes yet, so technically Demura was still obliged to remain tight-lipped. Unless..
"I'm not impressed Brehon Shourn."
Demura spoke at last, as the Head-maid's face turned red. Still in disbelief, Tabitha got a glimpse of the unruly decoy who landed Hoyt in trouble. Bowing frustratedly, she started stepping away, as her mind screamed. The bitch disobeyed me?! How dare she.?! Unless.. Unless, she interpreted my final nod as me giving 'okay'. As my blessing.
But I didn't. She knows it. She should know better.
"Maid, stay."
The Queen ordered casually, as she continued speaking to the Brehon, like Tabitha wasn't even standing there, still holding the tray. How dare she..?! Tabitha saw the fan-wavers standing behind looking at each other, one of them hiding her face behind the fan, for she had a hard time suppressing the laugh. Meeting the Head-maid's bewildered eyes, they suddenly looked elsewhere, the mockful grin yet failing to fade. They saw it, heard it. A mere decoy talking down to me like some lowly scullery maid. This is humiliating, this is.. Unforgivable. Tabitha kept glaring at the Queen, waiting for the next chance to meet her eyes, but the decoy proceeded with the court as if she is the ruling Queen.
Having seen many royal-body doubles in action, Tabitha understood the limits of their privileges, and knew well that whatever the decoy was declaring out to the court had been scripted, and perhaps rehearsed in private. And if not for the blatant disrespect, she would even have been a bit impressed by how well she mimicked the real Queen. But all Tabitha could see now, fuming with disgraced anger, was an unruly decoy in dire need of disciplining.
"Nonsense." Demura said, to Brehon Shourn,as her hand kept toying with the chalice, putting in on the tray and taking it back, as her hands moved animatedly, much to the Head-maid's annoyance. She continued.



"Let the record show, that the Royal Court had granted the Fostrom's representative, the opportunity to re-litigate all three cases related to deep forest mining. The Brehon may take a day to respond. You have till tomorrow evening to inform the Court a decision."
As she excused the three men, Tabitha saw her mouth something inaudible to the Archminister, to which he creepily smiled back, somewhat confirming her suspicious. Tabitha had tried seducing Grinwald, in more than one occasion as directed by the Domestic Espionage in her early days. She hadn't come in strong, she maintained class, yet somehow the old man always gave her a pass. It annoyed her so much that she even doubted him for gay. But now, seeing the glint in his eyes, Tabitha finally had her answer. Perhaps I was too old for his tastes. Like many old creeps, perhaps he preferred them young and slutty. Like the decoy here, she got to be younger than her Highness for sure. SLUT! No wonder Lady Households cuts her so much slack.
"I understand that this isn't an ideal output for anyone." The Queen spoke, as both Brehons and the Archminister got back to their seats. "Some may say it, gives an unfair advantage to Brehon Shourn, some may argue the case lacked sufficient merit to begin with, and yes, the court will have to work overtime, to accommodate such a significant re-litigation. It asks more out of each of us, so I would like to remind everyone present why we do this to begin with. Shourn may represent the Fostroms and Tupee, the Tribunal, but they are just the clients. What's set in law as a result, it's impact far exceeds the narrow aims of an individual case. Which is why I firmly believe, that alongside me and the Ministers of the court, ultimately there's only one, whom both the Brehons serve. The Greater Wolkenshire! Her subjects, her sanctity."
Reaching out for the chalice with the actual pudding, the Queen continued as the maid stood by.
"That is what each of us should aspire, to lay our life in service of. From a lowly scullery maid, to the revered Archminister. Each in their own way, tilting the fate of Wolkenshire to the greater justice. That's on all of us. Hmm.. That's so..sweeet..!! Is that syllabub?!"
"Yes, Highness." Tabitha uttered faintly, her fuming eyes still frustrated at the casual disrespect.
"Wow! Celdric has outdone himself. Truly the Master of the Kitchen..!! Order these for everyone present. Good nobles of the Court, I hereby invite you all, to enjoy the evening delicacies before you take leave. I highly recommend the syllabub, but be warned, it's pure sugar. Hmmmmmphh.. Too sweet! What's your name, maid?"
What the fuck? Tabitha stood up straight, and looked at the decoy, equal parts annoyed and puzzled.
"This silly thing. Maid, I asked your name."
"Tabitha.." Her voice barely made sense with a parched throat. What the hell is she up to?!
"Tabitha?! Tabitha, what?"
Oh shit. Remembering that to everyone one else this was the real Queen, the Head-maid quickly corrected herself, even as her jaw clenched. "Tabitha, Her Highness.."
"Oh, you silly thing. I meant, your actual name. The complete name, Tabithaa..?"
"Koshka, Her Highness. Tabitha Yulia Koshka."
"Wow, that's a nice name. Real commanding, resounding.. You like ordering people around?!"
"Pardon, Highness?!" What the fuck is this now, bitch?
"I see you usually in charge, Tabitha. I'm asking do you enjoy your job?"
"Yes, Highness."
"Very much so?!"
"Very much, yes."
"A bit too much?! What do you think?" The Queen took another sip, and asked this time to one of the fan-wavers. The poor thing was too overwhelmed being addressed by the True-ruling Monarch directly, that she barely managed a response.
"See, Tabitha. She thinks you work too much. But it takes much effort, right? To run a tight-ship as you do? Still, don't over work, okay. Just do what's asked. What's told. Understood."
"Yes, Highness." Fucking bitch. And you too, fanning fool. I'll give you both plenty, soon.
"Subjects and Servants! Meet Tabitha, the Royal Head-maid. Many of you know her so well, I'm sure. Even if old, she has aged like fine wine. Surely, an eyeful a decade ago."
Did she just call me old and bearable? In view of the whole damn court?!
"How long have you been serving the Royal Castle?"
"About a decade and half, Highness."
"Every day?"
"Every single day."
"Hear that, Good noblemen.?! That's the dedication I'm talking about. In serving the throne, slaving for her Queen. Turning work to worship and bowing before the Greater Wolkenshire. Before such tireless service, one can't help but be impressed! Such dedication mustn't go uncelebrated. Here. Have some!"
As the Head-maid looked around first, and then at her Queen confused, Elanor stood up and raised both chalices from the tray she was holding. Cradling one on her right hand elegantly, the Queen extended the other towards the maid. The thoughtful fan-waver acted wisely and helped take the tray, so Tabitha may receive the honor properly. It confused her while holding the tray, why the Head-maid kept throwing daggers her way with those crazy eyes. The Queen raised the chalice and spoke.
"Gentlemen of the court, let's appreciate for a moment, the many years of relentless service. And the many more to come. Tabitha Yulia Koshka.!"
You bitch. You conniving controlling wench! Tabitha wanted to slap right across, and put the decoy in her place, but in the eyes of the court this was the Queen. And she must act accordingly. Feeling the weight of the chalice, she realized the pudding in there wouldn't be sweet by any definition. As the whole court clapped in appreciation, as the silver rim of the chalice neared her quivering infuriated lips, her burning eyes spoke in silence.
I'll show you, bitch.
The Queen smiled, lapping up the sweet syllabub, while her eyes said.
We'll see, bitch.
Tabitha's stomach rumbled at the thought of ingesting cum, in full view of the court. It wasn't the sexual fluid, nor it happening before an audience that irked the most. For this would be a non-event in her illustrious career that is equal parts hospitality, debauchery and deception. What made her blood boil, was being made a target of sexual humiliation. A shame that she had sworn to not endure since the horrible night of her deflowering. And secondly, having to do anything with the stale ejaculate of an absolute beta like Jokshun. Despite her best efforts, Tabitha could taste now the belched up bile from revulsion. Now that too, she must swallow.
Ewww, gross..
But at least, it'd be over quick. It'd be a miracle if that loser managed a spoonful..
Titling the tip, the maid failed to notice her Queen's grin widen substantially. Closing her eyes and hoping to get it over in a single gulp, Tabitha froze up midway, for a moment doubting, had the decoy given her the actual pudding instead. For it wasn't the watery spoonful she had expected, but an actual mouthful. Thick, musky slime, tasting like citrus flavored cashew paste. A disgusting frothy mess. Diluted with spittle in good measure, but the amount of actual semen present had been remarkable. Almost as if the decoy had gone out of her way to meet the demands of the task.
A proper mouthful, as demanded. Thick, white and teeming with life.
Watching the maid's visceral, repulsed facial twitches, and animated movements, the court laughed, thinking she was simply being averse to the sugar-high. It isn't odd for the uninitiated, to find extremes distasteful, be it sour or sweet. Some even laughed at her odd lack of etiquette for a well-trained maid, going bottoms up when she should have used a spoon, or taken slow sips. Even the Queen found it hilarious, but reasons unrelated.
Rules shall dictate, but shan't ever turn dictatorial.
When sticking to principle, you may disagree with a rule. When compelled by moral dilemma, you may disobey. But do so respectfully.
Rules are rules, Tabitha.
And you forgot the unstated principle.
One shan't ever disrespect the rules.
The Queen couldn't put to words how infuriated such behavior made her.
You knew the limits and the responsibilities of the Handler Program. You just had an example of in Hoyt, of abusing the rules. Your task directly caused delays to the court proceedings, you over-estimated the scope, that's mistake one. You purposefully came in late to relieve me, that's indulgent and abusive application of the privilege. Mistake two. Both of which I'd have taken in the spirit, had you not gotten cocky at the last moment.
You threw me an impossible task, and I made it happen. I wanted your approval, I needed your smiling nod, for the job well done. That rich mouthful of semen swimming down your throat.. I made that happen, risking things far beyond the grasp of your pea-brain.
I aced the test you set me up to fail. And you didn't even care. Had you been a good sport, and so much as even hinted a smile. Had you even taken a quick peek at my chalice, at least.. But no, you had to be the bitch.
So be it, bitch!
Ouch..!
Damn stupid ants.
Hiding her face with the chalice, masking the annoyance as ants crawled deep into her pubic garden, Elanor's gaze swept across the court. She noticed the one calm stare that clearly wasn't buying this 'appreciation-drama'. Archminister Grinwald, with his ever-diplomatic smile and skeptical eyes. The wisest of them all, of course he saw through it. He could tell, this was a classic clash of feminine egos. He was wise enough to let it be.
The abundance of primal emotions washing over the defeated maid's face ranged from rage, to disgust, the disapproval. Still the tinge of wonder in her eyes was unmistakable. A stare of genuine confusion and curiosity.
How?! Tabitha kept wondering, as her hand went for the watery ice bowl, to wash down quickly the cum-stench.
Elanor smiled, while wafting in the sweet flowery flavor of the syllabub.
Keep wondering, Handler.
How could a low-energy specimen like Jokshun produce such a load?
You know I didn't cheat, for if there's one person in Wolkenshire more versed in sperm than me, that'd be you Tabitha. You could tell, from the scent, the grime, the texture. It is as asked, my Handler.
An unadulterated mouthful.
Elanor sat back down, slurping in another cheekful of the sweet white syrup, as the Head-maid kept downing the salty variant.
Then there's the timings.. There is no possible way one could wake up the coachman's super spend limpness to milk another load. Even if you did so, it'd hardly dribble. And I would still be down there stroking. For it is Jokshun, and we both could tell his limits.
How else then, you ask..?
Telling you would be too simple.
How the decoy completes her task, is not the Handler's business.
And how a Queen manages to upholds the rule,
Meet the impossible demands..
It's nobody's business.



        