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Chapter 1

Every day began the same. Duke Roger Bertram, Lord of the lands from horizon to horizon, climbed the many steps of the East Tower of his keep and welcomed the dawn. He leaned against the parapet and watched the reddish glow grow in the east, slowly illuminating the lands he did not yet possess. But swore he one day would. King Henry the Third, vaunted king of all England, had promised the Duke as much, and Bertram meant to see that promise fulfilled.

My line will dominate all through history, like the barbarian Genghis Khan, far to the east. Wide has he spread his seed. I will do the same.

He heard a scuff of feet behind him and then someone spoke.

“Milord?” an old man rumbled, hoarse and rough.

The new archbishop, thought the Duke. Sent by the pope to invigorate the old church at Saint Cuthbert, but in truth sent to spy on me. Fine. As long as we help each other obtain what we most desire.

“You are Archbishop Arnauld Cathar, of the Edinburg dioceses,” the Duke announced.

“I am, milord.”

“Come to ask me to repent?”

“No, milord,” Cathar said. “To the contrary. His good Pope Honorius the Third bade me assist you in all you do and question nothing. His grace Henry and the pope are one in this. You do God’s will, and I am to help you.”

“God’s will,” Bertram chuckled. “I do God’s will. Does that include my penchant for other men’s wives? Or does Honorius turn a blind eye to that? Are you here to lead me back from my dark ways?”

“Not at all. I think we all understand each other. No northern army can stand against yours. The good king knows this.”

“I enrich the lives of both men, is that it?”

“Yes, milord. King Henry wishes you to continue and has the popes blessing to do so.”

Bertram laughed.

“I’ve always found it amusing,” the Duke said. “That God’s desires coincidentally match the desires of powerful men. How lucky for us.”

“Perhaps you are powerful men because God blesses your efforts?”

“I suppose. Truly, it matters not. I do as I will. Other men fall in line or fall in battle. It makes no difference to me. I’ll take their land, and I’ll take their women. The pope sent you to me to help me achieve my goals?”

“He did. With King Henry’s blessing.”

“Ha! They prove themselves to be real men after all. Come, join me at the wall.”

The archbishop shuffled forward, leaning against the pitted stone. The first rays of sunlight pierced the horizon and struck the high tower. Duke Bertram opened his heavy robe to the golden light, revealing his naked body beneath. Cathar noted the heavy muscle and crisscross of scars from battles won. The Duke’s large penis hung limp yet formidable, oversized and threatening. The Duke was a vain man but had reason to be. He closed his eyes and welcomed the dawn upon his skin.

“You find me arrogant,” he said without opening his eyes. “Vainglorious.”

“Your unblemished string of victories are deserving of pride.”

The Duke laughed again.

“You’ve an answer for everything,” the Duke said.

“I hope my Duke always feels I’m of benefit.”

“You may remain with me,” the Duke said. “For now, we can benefit each other and the powerful men we serve.”

“Yes,” the archbishop agreed. “For now.”


Chapter 2

Archbishop Arnauld Cathar, of the Edinburg dioceses, leader of the Saint Cuthbert church and right hand of Duke Roger Bertram the Second, on whose land the ancient church sits, raised his golden staff, inlaid with rubies and sapphires, and waved the instrument in a small circle over the heads of the young couple kneeling before him. 

“I bless this union,” Cathar said, placing his liver-spotted hand on the fine blonde hair of the bride-to-be.

His vantage point gave him a delightful view down the front of her linen tunic, past the undergarments to her budding breasts. He held the couple with heads bowed as he enjoyed the soft pink puffy nipples and smooth skin. He felt his penis stir beneath his cloak.

The Duke will love this little flower, he thought.

The archbishop savored the moment as long as possible, feasting his eyes on the bloom of youth.

“Arise,” he said at last, moving his leg to help hide his partially swollen penis. “Arise and embrace God’s love.”

The young couple stood, beaming, thrilled to have the blessing of the Church. The young man’s smile faded quickly, however, as the impending next step returned to his thoughts.

“Father?” he asked. “Must we offer Lord Bertram jus primae noctis? I admit a weakness of my heart leaves me apprehensive about the act. Is it strictly required?”

The archbishop smiled ruefully.

“I understand your fear,” the father said. “To offer your bride can sometimes feel wrong. But this is only because you view the moment as a loss, and not as the wonderful wedding gift it truly is. Think about the coming union this way. You and your bride will receive the blessings of the church. Moreover, you and your bride will receive the blessings of the good Lord Duke himself, upon whose land your farm will sit. How better to earn his favor and show your loyalty and patriotism? Consider that every man before you, every neighbor you will have has done the same. Lord Duke Roger Bertram the Second will grant you fertile land to grow your crops and start your family. That your first child might be of royal blood is a gift, not a curse. The Duke shares his very essence with your prospering line. Imagine how you’ll be strengthened. His is a powerful seed and your bride will gain health and vitality from the union. She will produce strong sons and beautiful daughters, all because she lay with the Duke at the very beginning of your life together. The Duke is a handsome and virile man. Her time with him will be memorable, as it has been memorable for every tenant on his rich and bountiful lands.”

“It’s all right,” the young bride said, laying a gentle hand on her husband’s arm. “I do my duty gladly, with a joyful heart.”

The archbishop nodded.

“There. You see? This maiden most fair embraces the gifts the Duke brings.”

The young man shuffled his feet, unconvinced but reluctant to press the issue. The Duke was powerful, wealthy beyond measure, and a favorite of the king and the pope. If so many educated men declared this was the proper course, who was he to argue? Still, the idea of another man touching his bride felt wrong.

“Has any man refused?” he asked.

“Of course. But they were shown the truth and made to understand.”

“How?”

The priest placed an understanding hand on the younger man’s arm.

“There is a room,” he said. “Beneath the church. Persuasion and enlightenment take place there. Many husbands have felt the hand of God in that place.”

“How?”

“There are—” the priest hesitated briefly before continuing. “Mechanisms, clever implements, built to stimulate a man’s thinking. Mechanisms that rouse the body and focus the mind.”

The young man shuddered. Did the priest describe torture?

“All right, Father,” he conceded. “I’ll return after the deed is done.”

The bishop rested an understanding arm around the young man’s shoulders.

“You misunderstand,” the old man said. “You are to be part of the ceremony, just as every man before you have been. It’s important that each man know his station and see with his own eyes how the Duke stands above him.”

“Part of the ceremony?”

“Yes, dear boy. Of course. You will be in the same room as I. You must give the Duke your bride. There can be no rancor, no regrets. It is a joyous occasion.”

The young man smiled weakly.

“Tomorrow then?” he asked.

The archbishop shook his head.

“The good Duke must travel on the morrow and is not available but is available now. He awaits. As I have already blessed this union, the ceremony is but a formality. Come. Let us retire to the marriage chamber. I’ll send word and summon Duke Roger Bertram the Second. Please. Follow me.”

The archbishop strode from the room, the golden tip of his staff pinging the stone floor with each step. His robe and cloak swooshed as he swung the door wide and led the couple into a small chamber furnished with a large bed and several coat racks to hang clothing. Numerous high windows let in brilliant sunlight.

“Disrobe,” the priest announced. “I go to summon our Lord.”

Cathar slowed his departure to enjoy the nubile body revealed. Her long blonde hair swayed as her breasts and pretty cunt came into view.

“Both of you,” the archbishop announced when the young man did nothing. “You must be as innocent babes before the Duke. There is nothing to hide. We have the blessing of God.”

The young man began to slowly undress. He was healthy and strong, with a lean and wiry frame, but the girl showed all the promises of the woman she would become. She removed her clothing with a sure hand, convinced what they did served themselves, the Duke, and even God. She caught the priest’s eye as he departed, and he smiled warmly. She stood unashamed under his gaze.

“Am I pleasing to the eye, milord?” she asked. “Will the Duke be pleased?”

“Indeed, he will,” the old man said. “You’ve the beauty of an angel.”

She blushed, gratified by the priest’s answer. The young husband’s face turned sour. Sullen, he looked at the stone floor. The priest closed the door as he left, hurrying through the church to the anteroom where the Duke waited. The priest entered and the Duke stood. He was a powerfully built man, broad-shouldered, bearded, long dark ponytail hanging between his shoulder blades. He wore a simple linen pullover tunic. The priest performed a slight bow.

“Are they prepared?” the Duke asked.

“They are.”

“Good. I’ve seen her in town. A delicate flower.”

“She is eager to serve.”

“What of the young man?”

“Your lordship will be pleased to hear that the husband-to-be resists this ceremony. He hides what he can, but I see his reluctance. He will need all his will power to contain his aversion to what he sees.”

The Duke chuckled.

“Perfect. You’ve done well, Archbishop Arnauld Cathar. I do so enjoy it when the husband fights his own instincts.”

“I instructed him to disrobe as well, milord. He will witness the taking of his wife nude and unprotected.”

“Why do they always grow erect, I wonder?”

“Competition, perhaps, milord? A primal instinct to best you?”

The Duke laughed.

“God! Let us hope so. I’ll let him stand manacled in chains of his own making and watch as his pretty bride bends to my pleasure. Let’s go. We’ve kept them waiting long enough. She’s probably drenched by now.”

“Women do respond to power,” the priest said.

The Duke gestured towards the door and the priest led the way. They returned to the bedchamber to find the young couple standing shoulder to shoulder. The priest entered first and everyone smiled but when the Duke entered, the young man’s smile tightened into a straight line.

“Milord,” the girl nervously said.

“Milord,” the young man forced out.

“My loving subjects,” the Duke said.

The Duke lifted his arms and waited for a hug. The young couple quickly realized what was required and stepped close, pressing their naked bodies against the big man. When they stepped away, the priest approached, helping the Duke pull the frock over his head. He was naked underneath, as naked as them, but that was the only similarity.

Lord Duke Roger Bertram the Second was the tallest person in the room. Well fed since birth, he had strong, thick arms and legs. His chest was covered in dense and curly black hair which tapered down his stomach towards his large penis. His flaccid cock was an impressive instrument, wide with girth and ending in a plum-sized head. One long vein traveled the length along the top, vanishing just before the head. Twin testicles like hen’s eggs rested comfortably beneath, pushing the shaft forward. The young man looked once and then looked away, but his young virgin bride stared. Lord Duke Roger Bertram the Second loved this moment. He lived for it. How many young brides had revealed themselves over the years?

“You are unafraid?” the Duke asked.

“I come from a farm, milord,” she answered. “We raise horses.”

The Duke was pleased with this answer. When the girl realized the implications of what she’d said, she laughed, embarrassed.

“I’m so sorry, milord,” she said. “I spoke without thinking, comparing you to an animal. Please forgive me.”

“There is nothing to forgive,” Bertram said. “I delight in the comparison.”

The priest watched the young husband closely. This was his favorite moment too, but for different reasons. The agony of the Duke revealed flashed across the young man’s face and the priest savored his anguish. Every young husband reacted the same, daunted by the Duke’s oversized weapon.

Right now, he’s thinking about how that fat cock inside his new wife.

The priest licked his lips.

The young man looked away, but he will look at it again. They all do. The Duke knows this and waits.

As if spellbound, the young husband returned his gaze to the hanging cock and balls. With practiced ease, the Duke took the young woman’s hand and guided her to his soft penis. She hesitated, unsure, but curled her fingers around the warm pulsating shaft. The husband gasped.

“Are you unspoiled?” The Duke asked.

“Yes, milord.”

“You seem unafraid.”

“I’ve seen the animals do it,” she said. “Although I never asked, several boys from town have shown me a flash of what they have, which is nothing compared to you. You are even bigger than my beloved, who I only saw for the first time moments ago.”

They turned to look at the young man. The priest stood beside him, offering small reassurances. The Duke and the girl stared at the young man’s limp dick until he clasped his hands in front to hide. The girl turned to the Duke.

“I know nothing,” she admitted. “You’ll need to instruct me in the ways of men and women. I feel the heat of you on my palm and a deep stirring need, but I know not my first steps. Will milord show me?”

“Of course. I have no desire to hurt you, and my size sometimes can. Let’s first get me wet, and then I’ll do the same to you.”

“How do I do that?”

“Kneel. Fold your legs under you and sit on your heels. I’ll place my manhood in your mouth.”

Her eyes went wide.

“Fear not,” the Duke said. “That feeling in the pit of your stomach might be shame creeping in but rest assured that nothing we do shall ever be revealed outside these chambers. Sit.”

The young woman dutifully sat as instructed, folding her hands in her lap. She met his gaze and opened her mouth. He stepped closer and her gaze dropped to the large approaching shank. He tilted her head by the chin and lifted his cock by a hand around the base. The young husband gasped softly. The Duke eased the fat head between her lips and pushed another inch or so in.

“Close your lips around me,” he told her.

The girl did as she’d been told and felt the warm throbbing of his cock in her mouth. She drew a breath in through her nose and relaxed her jaw, slipping more thick cock toward her throat.

“Excellent,” the Duke said. “You give me much pleasure.”

Those were his words, but his thoughts were far more impassioned. The girl was a stunning beauty, and his cock in her mouth thrilled him to the core. He resisted the desire to hold her head firmly and fuck her mouth, instead allowing a sense of decorum to permeate. When the time was right, the Duke glanced at the young husband, relishing the man’s agony. The bride felt the Duke’s excitement as a surge of blood expanding the cock in her mouth. The sensation delighted her, believing she was the cause. She instinctively applied a vacuum, sucking on the growing penis.

“Feel the weight of my balls,” he told her.

She lifted a hand and palmed his big nuts, hot to the touch and bursting with life. She suddenly realized she’d leave this room carrying what was presently inside them, and a rush of excitement flooded her. She remembered stallions on her family’s farm and understood this time she would be the breeding mare. Pride surged.

“She please our lord,” the priest told the husband. “Look how he rises.”

The husband needed no encouragement. He could not look away from the Duke’s growing erection. The man was big, long, but especially thick. The vein writhed before vanishing between her lips. The husband knew that cock would penetrate his wife only minutes from now.

The priest watched the young man closely. This was always around the time the suffering husband would sprout an erection of his own. He’d seen the Duke perform this act countless times and always, without fail, the watching husband grew erect. For some the sight was pure torture. Others were more at ease with the ritual. Regardless, the mere sight of their beloved submitting to a superior penis always triggered an erection.

It took several more minutes of his new bride orally pleasing the Duke before the young husband’s dick began to fill. She’d begun to lick along the length, trying everything to make the Duke happy. She licked those fat balls and traced the vein up to the head. The husband looked down at himself, shocked and humiliated. There was no stopping it. He tried to keep himself hidden behind his hands, but the priest called him out.

“Let it rise,” he said. “God’s will.”

The young husband forced himself to keep his hands at his side. His penis swelled quickly, his eyes riveted to his darling wife licking and sucking. The Duke’s cock was rigid now, long, but big around and deep purple.

“Enough,” Lord Roger Bertram announced. “Now I do the same to you.”

“Pardon?” the shocked bride said.

The Duke did not answer. Instead, he lifted the young woman under her arms and turned to seat her on the edge of the bed. He knelt between her legs, his broad shoulders forcing her thighs apart, and pulled her downy pussy to the edge. He bent his back, breathing deep the scented roses and lavender the nuns always use to prepare a girl for her wedding. His mouth watered. How many unspoiled young women had he introduced to the pleasures of a man’s dancing tongue? Countless. He inhaled her scent and then licked her from anus to clit.

“Mercy!” she cried, stunned.

She tried to push him away but only because she’d been overwhelmed. He shrugged away her weak efforts and licked again, this time pausing to push his tongue up inside her sweet young cunt. His stiff cock drooled oozing cum to the floor. She rocked her hips in a weak effort to avoid his probing tongue, but the truth of her body was that she already craved more. He hooked an arm around her thigh and his other hand cupped her small butt from behind, pulling her closer, and then he fastened his mouth to her clitoris and sucked gently before dragging his tongue across her sensitive fleshy nub.

“Save my soul,” she sobbed. “Mercy, lord.”

The Duke dove in. Her hymen was torn, most likely from horseback riding, and he was glad about it. Her pain would be much reduced when he finally buried his thick cock. He looked forward to the moment, for what it would do to her and what it would do to her husband. There was no greater thrill for the Duke than taking a man’s wife right in front of him.

It's better than killing a man in battle, he thought.

He buried his tongue and sucked the girl’s clit and felt her tight vaginal walls squeeze. He realized this was one of the rare women he could make orgasm. How sweet. He softened his probing and pushed a fat finger into her sopping cunt, marveling at the wet excitement dripping from her. She moaned as his digit filled her passage and she squeezed her pussy around him. He pumped a little and licked her clit softly.

“What—?” she gasped. “What are you—? Oh!”

She was almost there. He licked softer but faster and pumped his finger in and out before turning the digit to rub that spot every woman seemed to have.

“Oh!” she cried again. “Oh! OH! Mercy!”

Her body convulsed and clenched. The Duke chased her climax, teasing her clit and stroking her pussy to drive her pleasure into the stars. He continued as she wailed, tossing her head and stabbing her husband in the heart. The Duke rose in one smooth motion and planted his cock at her opening. He teased her clit with a thumb, extending her wild climax while he eased his cock in. The young woman lost her mind. Given something thick and hard and pulsating to squeeze within her vaginal walls, the girl bucked her hips, cumming again, lost to earth-shattering orgasms. The husband stopped breathing as that big cock rested against split labia and then groaned as the Duke sank his meat into the man’s wife.

The Duke moved his hands to the bride’s waist and held her on the edge of the bed, forcing more and more of his thick meat up inside her. She was gone from her mind, tossing her head and moaning constantly, lost to the flood of sensations washing over her. The Duke lifted the girl effortlessly and carried her farther back onto the bed, hooking each leg in the crook of his arms and lewdly opening her wide. She didn’t care at that moment. He lifted her hips off the bed and began to work his thick cock in and out. She was drenched, helping his fat penis slide smoothly. She clawed at the simple woolen bedspread, groaning as he fed her cunt inch after inch.

“See how she loves it?” the archbishop murmured. “The good Duke teaches you both. Your marriage will be filled with pleasure as you try to recapture this night.”

The priest looked down at the husband’s throbbing penis. How desperate he appeared. Cathar savored the mental anguish of the man and so loved twisting the dagger ever so slightly.

“You should wait a few days to reclaim your wife,” the priest suggested. “The Duke will leave her sore and tender. Also, it’s best not to mix seed. Allow our lord to possess, for a short time, what is divinely yours. God smiles on such unions. Then, three days hence, welcome her as only a loving husband can. Your marriage will be the better for it. I hope I need not mention that her treatment must be kind. Some husbands express their anger through violence against their wives. This will not be tolerated. Should any feeling of jealousy or rage present themselves, leave the home until your head is once again squarely on your shoulders. The Duke grants this blessing for the betterment of all.”

Archbishop Arnauld Cathar knew exactly what he was doing. He talked all through the penetration of the bride, knowing that only forced the husband to focus his attention and witness the consummation in the greatest of detail. The husband would never forget this night.

The Duke spread her legs wider. He slid his hands up to hold her ankles and rose higher, giving those behind him a perfectly framed view of his thick plunging cock. The young woman clawed at the man’s strong thighs and stomach, trying to pull him deeper. Her fingers landed on her clitoris, and she rubbed herself, tentatively at first but gaining strength as another orgasm approached. The Duke released her legs and lifted his body over hers, gazing into his subject’s eyes.

“I may come for you again,” he told her. “Will you have me?”

The idea was enough to trigger her second climax. The young girl sobbed as waves of pleasure smashed into her. She gurgled a yes, nodding enthusiastically, overcome from the sensations of his pounding cock and her heart-stopping climax. The husband hung his head, knowing the Duke may again one day darken their doorstep.

“It’s a great honor,” the archbishop assured him. “Rarely does our Lord visit a bride a second time.”

“Of course.”

The Duke began slowing his strokes and the priest knew that meant an orgasm approached. He nudged the husband closer to the bed, secretly knowing that was the Duke’s wish. The big man thrust his rigid cock in and out of her soaked hole now only inches from the husband.

“A beautiful sight,” the priest said. “Don’t you agree?”

“Yes,” the husband croaked, eyes glued to the merging of their bodies.

The Duke groaned and pushed his large cock all the way in. His hips trembled as sperm erupted inside her, flowing from his large balls directly into her womb. Lord Duke  Roger Bertram the Second loved this moment best of all: a husband forced to witness the seed of his beloved wife by another man. He groaned again, caught up in a powerful climax, savoring the semen spewing from him into her. Again and again, he pumped slick liquid deep into her guts. She lay exhausted at the end. He kept his cock embedded as he deflated, allowing the husband a good look at the sight.

Finally, his cock slithered free. The Duke pinched her labia closed and raised her hand to kiss the back of it. She was wiped out and barely moved, barely uttered a sound. The Duke got to his feet, his heavy pipe swaying, and plucked his tunic from the floor. In moments he was dressed again.

“She’s a rare beauty,” the Duke said. “You deserve a good plot of land to start your farm and raise your family. I’ll see to it.”

“Thank you, milord,” the husband muttered.

The Duke departed. The priest covered the bride with a sheet and then spoke to the husband.

“When you are dressed and ready,” the old man said. “Leave by that door.” He pointed at a heavy iron-shod wooden door. “Follow the hallway to the end. There you will find another door which leads to the town square. You can blend with the populace with no one being the wiser.”

“Thank you, milord.” the husband said.

The priest patted the man on the shoulder, leaving by the same door the Duke used. His penis was stiffening under his robes, and he hurried to pleasure himself. Lord Duke Roger Bertram the Second would want a fresh, new, pretty bride in a few days and the priest needed to conduct interviews and make a schedule.


Chapter 3

Archbishop Arnauld Cathar, leader of Saint Cuthbert church and right hand of Duke Bertram the Second, adjusted his chair to lean farther back. A cool breeze wafted across the roof of Saint Cuthbert’s church. Jupiter seemed ready to collide with Saturn and King Henry the Third would want accurate sketches.

Someone discreetly cleared their throat behind him.

“I left word I was not to be disturbed,” he said.

“Please forgive, Lord Bishop. There is a situation in the rooms below.”

Situation, he thought. The word conveys so much and so little.

“Very well,” Arnauld said, rising from his chair. “You will need to create the conjunction sketches King Henry requires. Sit.”

The acolyte blanched.

“Milord,” he begged. “My skills with the charcoal sticks are meager. Perhaps if I were to write what I see instead? You can finish your drawings based on what I describe.”

The priest saw little recourse.

“All right,” he said. “Capture every detail. Write every thought. I’ll finish it later.”

Arnauld wished more than anything to finish the celestial drawings but a situation in the rooms below was of far greater concern. The Duke was to have enjoyed a new bride earlier today, but the husband had difficulty accepting this new fate. Both husband and wife had been given time to calm themselves, but the husband had remained combative. Arnauld knew exactly how to control rebellious husbands.

A display of power, he thought. Humiliation, followed by discipline and then kindness. That always breaks them.

He’d chastised many husbands over the years, always successfully. This man would be no different.

He reached the ground floor of the church and stopped to speak briefly to Sister Beatrice. The archbishop intended to visit the convent under his authority and there were select nuns he wanted bathed. The Duke allowed him wide discretion on how he managed the church’s assets and Arnauld took full advantage.

After Beatrice he opened the heavy oak door which led to stairs down. The basement, often referred to as the dungeon by those who knew of its existence, was damp and dark, with a low ceiling. Arnauld passed through a second door shod in rough iron and closed it behind him. He entered the room, all around him stood strange contraptions, big enough to hold a person. Constructed of heavy wood and broad leather straps, odd cogs and levers added to the confusion. An angry young man, shirtless and wearing only thin wool hose, stood defensively, fists on hips. Four guards dressed in the church reds and blues stood close. Across from the young man sat a pretty girl. She wore only a white diaphanous veil to cover her succulent body. She looked worried, concerned for her enraged young husband. The bishop took in the scene and turned to the guards.

“He yet refuses?” the priest asked.

“Yes, milord.”

Arnauld turned to the young husband.

“You go against the will of God,” he said. “Your defiance is an affront.”

“Don’t you touch her,” the young man said.

The priest waved it away.

“What is your name?”

“Osbert,” the husband replied. “My wife is Margaret.”

“Your wife understands her responsibility and accepts the Duke’s gift. Why do you refuse? Your future awaits but without the Duke’s blessing you’ll have nothing. Should you somehow procure a strip of land, God will see to it that your crops wither and die. You’ll be destitute without the good Duke’s help.”

“Do you know what he wants from her?” Osbert whined. “He intends to fuck her. The Duke insists on knowing my wife before he grants us favor.”

“Yes,” the priest said. “I understand. But you must understand the Duke makes a gift of his seed, strengthening your line and bonding your family to his. Yet you refuse. You see this as a loss when in truth it is a gain. Your lovely wife, Margaret, sees this for what it is. Why don’t you?”

The young husband struggled mightily with his feelings, torn between loyalty to the church and God’s will, and his own human jealousy.

“I can help you see the light,” Arnauld said. “Will you let me?”

Osbert’s shoulders sagged.

“Yes.”

“Good.” Arnauld turned to a guard. “Bring the chair. Inform the Duke.”

The guard hurried to carry out the archbishop’s wishes. The priest moved closer, standing directly before the young husband.

“Your fears block your mind. You are convinced life after will be worse than life now. But life will be better. So much better. Observe the townsfolk and how they prosper. The Duke has known every wife you see. These families are happy. Those husbands are grateful for the Duke’s touch. Give us Margaret. She’s eager to comply.”

Behind the young husband and out of his sight, a guard placed a chair fashioned from dense mahogany. Leather straps dangled from the armrests and the front legs. The seat of the chair had a large opening. 

“Sit,” Arnauld said, nudging Osbert back.

The young man dropped into the chair. Guards quickly fastened the thick leather straps. Osbert looked worried. Arnauld extended his hand to Margaret and the pretty brunette rose to her feet. Her veil hid nothing and every man in the dungeon stared at her exposed body.

“Are you ready to do God’s work?” Arnauld asked her.

“Oh, yes, milord,” she said.

A guard reached under the chair and up through the hole. He grabbed Osbert’s leggings and pulled, ripping an opening and exposing the young man’s anus and genitalia.

“What are you doing?” Osbert asked.

“Illuminating,” the archbishop replied.

The sound of wood scraping along the floor made them turn their heads. A device was shoved under the chair. A carved wooden phallus was now aimed directly at Osbert’s sphincter. A guard added a dollop of grease to the head and rubbed it around.

“We learn best through pleasure,” the priest added. “You fear what you don’t know. I will teach you that there is pleasure in what the Duke asks of you, not fear.”

The guard pumped his foot on a pedal and the phallus rose, nudging Osbert’s asshole. The priest smiled.

“Again,” he said.

The guard pumped the pedal, and the phallus rose, parting the tight ring. Osbert tried to lift himself away, but the straps held him in place.

“Again,” Arnauld said.

The guard pumped and the tip of the phallus penetrated Osbert from below. Margaret watched with growing concern.

“The fear must be driven from his body,” Arnauld said. “Will you trust me? I’ve known many rebellious husbands, and I’ve cured them all.”

“I trust you,” Margaret said.

The archbishop turned his attention to Osbert, waiting.

“I trust you,” the young husband said, voice shaky.

Arnauld looked at the guard.

“Again.”

The carved head of the phallus eased through the sphincter and entered. Osbert gasped and rolled his hips, shocked by how good it felt to have something up there. He felt his penis begin to tingle and his balls begin to tighten.

“Again,” the priest said.

Slowly the intricately carved wooden cock began to fill the young man’s rectum. He’d never felt anything like it. He sensed how easy an orgasm would be to achieve and resisted, wanting the sensations to last. His penis began to fill and rise, lifting from his lap, pulsating gently.

“Do you see?” Arnauld asked Margaret.

She was astonished. The guard pumped his foot, and another inch vanished up Osbert’s ass. The young man groaned, beginning to lose control. The pleasure which assailed his mind was new and nothing he was prepared for.

“Are you unspoiled?” the archbishop asked Margaret.

She turned away in shame.

“No, milord,” she admitted. “Osbert and I could not contain our emotions. Desire drove us to sin, several times.”

“You’ve stolen from your lord and benefactor,” the priest said. “You’ve taken what belonged by rights to Lord Duke Roger Bertram the Second.

“I’m so sorry, milord.”

“I can dissolve your marriage. I can send Osbert to spend the rest of his days cutting peat from the bog. I can send you to the convent to ponder your weaknesses until old age claims you.”

“Please!” Margaret begged. “Do not. I’ll do anything you ask to atone for our transgression. Please.”

The guard pumped the pedal again, sheathing the entire phallus deep inside Osbert. The guard bent to connect some suspended weights and then turned a crank. The weights began to slowly bounce up and down, withdrawing the phallus before automatically sliding it deep again. Osbert groaned as the carved cock fucked his ass. The guard checked his work and stepped away. He gave the archbishop a nod.

“Your husband will remain until his punishment is complete. The springs and coils will keep that device running for hours. I will send word of what you’ve done to the Duke, and we will await his decision.”

Margaret collapsed at his feet. Her eyes drifted to her husband, strapped in the chair and fucked from below. His penis was fully erect now and straining, deep purple and swollen.

“I’m sorry, my love,” she told him.

“Ungh, no,” he grunted. “I am—unngh—the sorry one. I pressured you. We should never have—ahh—done such a thing. Pray the Duke is merciful.”

Arnauld signaled a guard, and the man hurried upstairs. The priest hid his smile. This was all a ruse, of course. The Duke would fuck this gorgeous girl regardless. He’s wanted her for almost a year, since he first saw her down in the village. He could have taken her, but that behavior, taking any girl he wanted, would quickly turn the townsfolk against him. Better to wait until a girl became betrothed. Then when he asserted his divine rights, the townspeople would be on his side. They themselves would tell the young couple they must give in. Arnauld laughed.

“Have I amused you, milord?” Margaret asked.

“No, child. I am merely thinking about our benefactor. I believe the good Duke will still be pleased to have you.”

“Good. I pray it is so.”

They waited in silence for the guard to return. When he did, he had the Duke with him. Margaret bowed, sinking to the cold floor, pressing her forehead to the stone.

“Forgive us, my lord,” she whimpered.

The Duke scanned the room, noting Osbert in the chair. He leaned over to help the girl rise, drawing her upwards with gentle fingertips beneath her chin. Once standing, he stepped back to admire her beauty. He motioned a guard to pull the veil away. His eyes roamed her skin.

“Breathtaking,” he said.

Margaret melted a little. The burning eyes of the Duke thrilled her, despite the presence of her husband. Lord Bertram gestured at another guard and the man understood what was needed, moving behind the Duke and helping him remove his clothing. When his body was revealed, Margaret gawked.

“Is something amiss?” Bertram asked.

“No, milord,” Margaret answered.

“You stare. Why do you stare?”

She ran her gaze up and down, lingering on his oversized penis.

“You are quite large, milord.”

“Surely you’ve heard the rumors?”

“Rumors pale to what my own eyes see.”

Bertram ate this up. Osbert had swung his attention their way and watched his lovely new bride carefully.

“I’ve been informed of your transgressions,” the Duke stated. “I wonder if things can be made right. Your insult to me is grave.”

“I’ll do anything, milord,” Margaret said.

The Duke studied the pretty girl’s face. Her gaze was fixed.

“You enjoy looking at it,” Bertram said. “Perhaps you’ll be equally pleased by touching?”

“If that is what my lord requires.”

Bertram shook his head.

“I seek to know your mind,” he said. “Does the desire to touch match the desire to see?”

Margaret avoided looking at her husband.

“It does, milord.”

“Then come closer. You stir my blood, girl. Act on your feelings.”

Margaret took three steps and sank before the Duke. She opened her mouth and slipped his soft penis in, trying to stuff every inch. She choked and gagged and was forced to back off. Lust burned in her. The men saw it in her eyes. The Duke gently stroked her hair as he watched her struggled with his girth. Moments later he fixed his gaze on Osbert.

“We mustn’t exclude your husband,” he said, turning his body and moving closer.

Marget crawled forward, eager to keep that cock in her mouth. The Duke gestured to a guard and a chair was quickly placed before Osbert. The Duke sat, spreading his legs wide so the young husband saw everything his new bride did, showing more enthusiasm for this hefty cock than the situation called for. She attacked the Duke’s meat, growing excited as he did, pleased she was able to make a man like him hard. The Duke scooted the chair closer.

Once Margaret had him fully erect, the Duke pulled her onto his lap and rested his heels on Osbert’s thighs. Margaret climbed higher, boldly kissed the Duke and then slipped a hand down to find the man’s thick cock. Osbert groaned to see his wife behave so lasciviously. The phallus pumping his ass was relentless and his aching hard-on threatened to explode any second. Margaret’s dainty hand circled the Duke’s strong shaft, and she pushed the stiff cock between her ass cheeks. Osbert moaned.

“Don’t,” Osbert whimpered, but then remembered it was exactly that refusal that got them both into this mess.

He clamped his jaw shut and sealed his lips. Margaret rubbed the fat head around her opening, spreading her labia and flashing Osbert glimpses of pink, and then wedged the plum-sized head at her hole. She released the Duke and lifted higher over his lap, bracing her hands on the big man’s broad shoulders and easing her cunt down the shaft. The thickness of the thing forced her tunnel wide, stretching her opening into a white ring around his girth. Her excitement was revealed by the gliding descent, lubricated by her wetness. There was no way Osbert could miss that fact.

The archbishop’s attention jumped from the vanishing cock to the agony etched on Osbert’s face. So delicious. A visit to the convent would be necessary after all. He’d noticed a new girl with long black hair the last time he was there and suspected her pussy would taste sweet.

Margaret needed no instruction. The Duke’s big cock forced every other thought from her mind. She soaked his inches and soon sailed smoothly up and down the length of him, milking his big cock. She spontaneously fed the man a swollen nipple and then forced her cunt all the way down, swallowing every inch and groaning at the stuffing. Bertram rested his hands on her hips and marveled at the beautiful girl riding him. How much better was this moment with her loving husband’s eyes on them? Immeasurably. Bertram knew the man had a clear and unobstructed view of his plunging cock and his fat and sperm-filled balls.

Osbert knew what was coming. He watched his wife’s pussy glide up and down and felt a tightening of his own testicles. The infernal phallus was driving him crazy. His penis had never been so hard, and the sight of Margaret impaled on the Duke only seemed to make everything worse.

“No,” he muttered, feeling the tingle in his balls spike. “No. No, no, no. Ungh!”

A fountain of semen launched straight up. He groaned and watched his wife fuck the Duke and another large spurt shot. Margaret turned at the sound and her eyes went wide, watching her husband ejaculate to the sight of her fucking the Duke. She pumped her hips faster, pleasing both men and herself, and was caught by surprise when a sudden orgasm seized her. The Duke rumbled with laughter. He grabbed a handful of breast and tweaked a nipple, causing Margaret to gasp and moan as she came. She collapsed on him when her climax ended but he gave her no respite. He lifted her limp body and turned her away, all while keeping his hard cock buried. He placed her again on his lap only now she faced her husband. The evil machine fucking Osbert’s ass cared not at all that the man had just climaxed and continued to pump the carved cock in and out. Despite his climax, Osbert’s penis stayed rock hard. Margaret roused herself enough to weakly drag her pussy up and down the Duke.

“You both violated my trust,” the Duke said. “You stole something precious from me. I should have Osbert gelded as the worst kind of thief and Margaret sold as a concubine to a Muslim chief. But you are young and stupid, so I am inclined towards mercy, and I will instead take payment of another kind.”

“Anything,” Margaret panted, fucking herself on him.

“I will grant you land and a home. As restitution I will visit that home often, taking back what was taken from me. You will live your married lives in every way but one; your marital bed belongs to me alone. You will abstain from each other. I will visit until you are with child and then you will raise that child, my child, as your own. You will want for nothing. You will never hunger. You will never shiver in winter. I will see your every need met. You will have children of your own after, but first you will bear mine.”

“Unnngh!” Margaret suddenly moaned, orgasming again on the thick cock pumping her insides.

The Duke rumbled with laughter again. Margaret leaned down his legs, resting her hands on her husband’s thighs, her face close to his trembling penis. Her added weight on him forced the carved phallus deeper on every thrust. He groaned but accepted his punishment. She gazed helplessly into Osbert’s eyes as her hips rose and fell, milking the sperm from the Duke’s cock.

The guards, watching from the sides, passive and silent, understood what Margaret was doing. They’d seen other wives do the same. The Duke was harsh in his punishments, but these young wives always lost themselves. Margaret fucked the Duke with abandon, hungry for his seed and to bear his child. She felt him expand inside and knew he was close. Osbert moaned and a second orgasm gripped him, his penis spitting semen over his lap.

Lord Duke Roger Bertram the Second sucked a bushel of air and held Margaret’s hips firmly, pressing her down to drive his cock deep. He blasted her womb with the first hot jet, and she moaned with a runaway desire. Osbert ejaculated in front of her and Bertram ejaculated deep inside, and Margaret had yet another orgasm, lost in the madness of it all.


Chapter 4

The archbishop casually observed the salacious threesome, seemingly above it all. Inside, his emotions raged. Nothing aroused him like the cuckolding of a handsome young husband. He signaled the guards to come remove the exhausted wife and fetch a warm wet towel to clean the Duke. They pulled Margaret to her feet, sliding her off the thick embedded cock.

Osbert groaned, staring at the semen leaking from his wife. There were many advantages to bearing a child for the Duke and he comforted himself as best he could by dwelling on those. He already envisioned Margaret’s belly, round from carrying another man’s child. He groaned again.

“What of this one, milord?” a guard asked Arnauld.

The priest examined Osbert and his dire position.

“Leave him for now,” the archbishop said. “The stamp must be indelible. Never again can this man be allowed to refuse the Duke’s wishes. Restart the device and let it run until dusk. Take Margaret to the Floral Room. The good Duke may wish to lie with her again before he departs for the Red Keep.”

“Yes, your grace.”

Osbert groaned again, learning that his time with this fiendish contraption was not yet at an end. He looked down at his penis, still hard after repeated orgasms. The solid, carved cock pumping in his ass simply would not allow his penis to deflate. The gentle thrusting continued with mind-melting pleasure and Osbert suffered another climax, understanding that several more climaxes most likely awaited him. He drew a shuddering breath.

Never again will I contradict the will of Lord Duke Roger Bertram the Second, he swore. From this day forward I will deny the man nothing.

“Unngh,” he whimpered, feeling the first tingles of another climax.

The nude Duke and the archbishop turned their attention to the young man. The guards departed with Margaret.

“Dusk, you say?” the Duke asked. “Seems extreme.”

“Trust me, milord. When I am finished with him, this man will be your most devout subject. He will give you anything you request, including Margaret.”

“Is that true, Osbert?” the Duke asked.

“It is, milord,” the young husband groaned. “I swear it.”

The Duke cloaked himself in a robe hanging nearby. He gave the priest a nod.

“A word,” he said, and exited the dungeon.

Arnauld checked on the infernal machine and then he departed too, leaving Osbert alone with his thoughts. He resisted the urge to return to the roof of the church and enjoy the spectacle of the great conjunction. He found the Lord Duke waiting for him in his private chambers. The Duke sat with legs spread wide, robe thrown open, sipping wine while two of the prettiest nuns bathed his body with soft towels and warm water. They took special care to attend to the soft but heavy penis and hanging testicles. Arnauld hated when the Duke helped himself to the archbishop’s nuns but there was little he could do about it. They all lived at the man’s indulgence and besides, the pope himself had placed Arnauld in this church to monitor Roger Bertram the Second. The good Duke was a brilliant strategist and tactician and was amassing wealth to go with his expanding personal army. The Vatican needed an eye kept on the man and so did King Henry the Third.

“Give Margaret and Osbert extra land,” Bertram said, taking a sip. “Then start a rumor that the child she bears is mine. I want the populace knowing the advantages of embracing my wishes.”

“Yes, milord.”

“You’ve done well here, Cathar. I don’t know why he selected you and the pope’s designs remain hidden from me, but you’ve carried out my orders reliably. Is there anything you wish for yourself?”

One of the nuns lifted Bertram’s hefty cock by the large head. The other wrapped the warm, wet cloth around the shaft and slowly stroked, cleaning Margaret’s pussy juice away. The two women shared a knowing look, mischievous and playful. There were worse jobs at that church they could be doing, and they knew it.

“Only to serve and make you happy, Duke.”

“Hm. For a spiritual man you are quite the politician. You must have desires of your own.”

“I wish only to help you achieve your dreams. Of what do you dream, milord?”

Bertram dropped his gaze to his lap where the two women worked. Their austere black and white habits and cloaked femininity only made the handling of his penis sexier. Blood flowed and he expanded in their hands, engorging enough to add length and width. They turned nervous but tried to hide it. He watched and waited. When one darted a look at his face, he locked eyes with her.

“Go on,” he murmured. “Go ahead.”

She was instantly uncertain, glancing at the archbishop for guidance. The priest offered none and she met again the Duke’s gaze.

“Go on,” he softly murmured again. “It’s all right.”

The sister looked at the heavy cock in her hand. She looked at her companion who smirked at her discomfort. Unsure how to proceed or what was expected of her, she brought the Duke’s cock to her lips, gently kissing the large head. He smiled tenderly at her and waited. She checked with her sister nun and the archbishop but neither provided any direction or support, so she parted her lips and slipped the Duke’s penis into her mouth. Her sister nun took hold of the shaft to help feed her another inch.

“Lord Abington owns a million acres,” Bertram said, addressing no one. “He’s old, with no sons but a lovely young wife. His lands would give me access to the North Sea by way of the small town Berick-Upon-Tweed.”

“This is true,” Arnauld said, watching one of his favorite nuns gently move her mouth up and down the Duke’s fat cock. Her eyes were closed, and she clearly relished the task. The bishop’s penis swelled beneath his robes. “But might you not obtain the same strategic advantage by assimilating the lands of Clan Barclay? The acquisition of Burnmouth Harbor would be a boon, and also avoid the political ramifications of attacking, however deceptively, the lands of a countryman. The scattered clans of the Scots do not defend their own the way the English do. You’ve only the Hutton Clan between you and your prize and your army outnumbers theirs eight to one. They’ll surrender without a fight. Or, if you prefer, I’ll travel and negotiate a treaty with old man Hutton. Perhaps you can marry his daughter and create a country of your own, beholden to King Henry, of course.”

The Duke barked a loud laugh. He absentmindedly brought the other nun’s face down to his cock, silently encouraging her to pleasure his balls. Her tongue slipped under without complaint, and she licked, lifting each testicle in turn and daubing at the sensitive skin, bathing his scrotum as her sister nun bobbed on the head and shaft.

“Cathar!” the Duke laughed. “Politician indeed! It’s an excellent plan. Yes. Prepare for a short journey. Assign your marital duties to another priest and pack a bag. Bring me Hutton Hall and I’ll grant you any wish. You can spend the night with Lord Norham at his castle, then continue in the morning. Brilliant.”

The archbishop bowed low, eyes glancing sideways at his two nuns servicing the Duke. He held the sight without being obvious, but he wanted to stare. The Duke’s big cock made every woman sexier. He stood.

“May I humbly mention,” Arnauld said. “That several villages, Kilham, Howtel, and Flodden, most notably, are tithing less than the expected ten percent. Perhaps a visit by some of your men at arms would provide the necessary motivation?”

“I’ll see to it personally.”

The Duke laid his head back and closed his eyes, savoring the sensations of twin mouths working his meat. The priest took full advantage of the Duke’s distraction and watched the women suck cock. His penis stiffened further. He made plans to masturbate once the others had gone.

“One last thing,” the Duke muttered, lost to the pleasure of oral worship. “My daughters wish to learn Latin. Arrange a tutor.”

“Yes, milord.”

The room fell silent except for the sounds of licking and slurping. The women attacked their task seriously. Rumors had spread through the convent that assignment at the church might result in such attention paid to the Duke, but they’d not believed those rumors. Now, they found themselves with a hefty cock in their mouths and hot balls on their tongues, eager to return to the convent and describe how the rumors are true. Mother Norton would hush them, but the other sisters would cling to every word.

The archbishop left his chambers. Milton would teach the girls Latin. Educating a female bordered on the blasphemous, but Arnauld knew there would be some way to exploit the situation for personal gain. He considered the Duke’s twin daughters as he walked. Clara and Audrey were as opposite as night and day. Clara was devious, fueled by the same insatiable lusts that drove her father. Audrey was thoughtful and clever, kind and gentle.

Both girls are quite breathtaking, he thought. But it would be Audrey I would have if I could. Her resistance and rejection of me would fire my loins.

He pushed the thought from his head. The Duke would roast him slowly if he ever touched one of the girls.


Chapter 5

“You’re not in charge,” Dunmore said. “I’m in charge.”

“Father is away,” Clara snickered. “You’re just a simple-minded soldier. Simple-minded soldiers are never in charge. Not really. It makes more sense that the next in line behind my father, me, should take up the reins.”

“Audrey is the eldest daughter. If what you say is true, then all authority would fall to her, not you. But that doesn’t matter anyway because the archbishop left me in charge.”

Clara smiled and stepped closer to the man.

“You wouldn’t want me to tell my father you touched me, would you?”

“I haven’t. That’s a lie.”

“My word against yours.”

Footsteps echoed around the corner as someone approached. Clara slipped the strap of her tunic off her shoulder, exposing a firm young breast. Dunmore’s eyes went straight to it, wide open in shock. He stepped back.

“Cover yourself, child. Someone comes.”

“Oh, Daddy,” Clara whined. “Captain Dunmore grabbed my smock and pulled it off my shoulder. He was crazy, telling me I had great tits, telling me he had to see them.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“I would. What do you think happened to Lieutenant Albert? Father had him drowned. His body still hangs in the north tower. I stop by to look at him from time to time, although he is slowly turning purple and beginning to stink. Shall I save the south tower for you?”

“What do you want?”

“I want Sergeant Philips.”

“Want?”

Clara fixed her fallen strap.

“Yes,” she said. “In my bedchamber, bathed and standing at attention in twenty minutes, and you know what I mean by standing at attention.”

“Philips is married.”

“I don’t care. You soldiers all keep each other’s secrets. Keep this one. I’ve heard rumors about Philips, and I want to learn for myself if they’re true. Bathed, hard, and in my bed. Make it happen.”

Clara turned on a heel and sauntered off. Captain Dunmore watched her walk away, appreciative of the swaying hips and swishing long hair. Clara was a beauty. Both daughters were but they were twins, so that made sense. A castle attendant rounded the corner and curtsied to Clara before continuing. Dunmore had heard the same rumors about Philips but did not envy the man.

Fail to please that bitch, and she’ll have her father cut it off and fed to pigs.

Dunmore turned to leave. The sergeant would be in his barracks at this hour. Easy to find.

I’ll tell him straight up. No use wasting time. He and Albert had been friends. I’ll share Albert’s fate and Philips can hate-fuck the girl. That should help him get it up.


Chapter 6

Audrey Bertram heard a soft moan and placed the book she read on her desk. She moved to the door and locked the entrance to her bedchamber and then crept to the large closet which hid the secret passageway out of her room. She’d discovered the passage by accident one day while searching for her favorite slippers. She never found them, but she did find a narrow dark tunnel that passed along every bedroom. She also found spy holes spaced along the walls, allowing her to spy on her sister and her father. She’d learned much about power diplomacy listening to her father bend men to his will. She’d also learned a lot about her younger sister and the appetites she fed.

Another soft moan told her which spy hole to use.

Clara lay on the bed with her legs spread wide. A soldier, judging by the scars on his arms and legs, lay face down between them, devouring Clara’s young pussy. The man had tucked his cock down between his legs and the thing had engorged while he feasted. The veiny shaft pointed backward, directly at Audrey, whose mouth had suddenly gone dry.

She’d seen her sister Clara with others, mostly serving girls and skinny slaves, but this was the first grown man Clara had invited into her room.

Only because our father is away on business.

Clara held the man’s head with both hands, directing his mouth and tongue where she wanted it to go. Audrey shivered. She could only imagine how such a thing must feel. A man’s mouth on her private area? Audrey had only recently discovered the joy of self-touch. She’d sent the serving girl away and finished her bath on her own, errantly running a finger over her clitoris, shocked by the electric sensations. She’d done some exploring since then, learning that some areas provided intense pleasure, but a human tongue? A strong man’s tongue? Audrey shivered again.

Clara’s sharp intake of breath brought Audrey back to the moment. Her sister’s eyes were closed and her head way back. Her nipples were raised nubs. It made Audrey uncomfortable to view her sister like this, but the raw sexuality was impossible to resist. Clara’s breathing turned rapid and then she groaned, slowly arching her back and holding man’s head to her pussy. With a start Audrey realized she was watching her sister have an orgasm. She studied Clara’s face and body, mesmerized, curious, filled suddenly with a burning desire to know for herself. Clara’s expression was of pleasure so great it bordered on pain. Audrey was flooded with jealousy.

Clara always takes what she wants!

Part of her admired her young sibling. The man continued to tease until Clara returned to Earth. He then kissed her lower belly, crawling higher as he kissed her stomach, her chest, her lips. He moved a leg, and his erect penis came into view and Audrey covered her mouth before gasping out loud. The man was big, really big, thick and long and covered with a lattice of blue and purple veins. Grotesquely ugly, Audrey thought at first, but soon the sight warmed her down to the bones. The man tried to bring his large cock to Clara’s bald slit, all hair swept away by a sharp razor, but the girl laughed and grabbed it with both hands.

“Give me a taste first,” she said, and Audrey smothered another gasp.

The girl was bringing his penis to her mouth! Audrey could not imagine doing such a thing.

They pee from there! she thought, recoiling.

She pressed her eye to the spy hole again. Her sister was dragging a long tongue up and down the man’s shaft, teasing the head, following the path of the bigger veins. She ducked her head to suck his testicles into her mouth and Audrey’s jaw dropped open. A warm tingling started in her crotch. She slipped a finger down and discovered she was getting wet.

I’m as perverted as my sister.

Clara licked up and down until the thick shaft was coated and shiny. She pushed the man unto his back and climbed over him, holding his stiff cock straight up. With one knee planted and the other raised, she rubbed the tip of his penis back and forth along her wet slit and then placed him in the dip of her pussy, Audrey knew nothing in that moment except that cock poised to enter her sibling.

“Oh Lord,” she whispered, utterly mesmerized.

Clara lowered her pelvis, and the penis began to penetrate. Clara gasped.

“You’re a big boy,” she rumbled. “Have mercy.”

She pressed down using more weight and the head spread her labia and began to disappear. The air left her lungs in a long deep sigh and inch after inch crawled up inside her. Audrey reached for her own pussy without realizing it, shocked moments later to find her fingers two-knuckles deep. She quickly withdrew her hand but the ache in her cunt and the tingling in her nipples made her reach for herself again. Clara was slowly losing her mind perched atop that fat pole. The man forced her tight young passage wide open, and Clara seemed to love it.

I wish that was me, Audrey thought, then quickly shook her head to rid herself of such impure thinking.

The white ring of Clara’s cunt slowly settled around that pillar. She held herself there, allowing the sensations to wash over her, and then pulled her hips higher, pussy lips clinging to the man all the way around. At the top she hesitated again, then lowered her hips and took him into her body once more.

“You’re so tight,” the man said, his voice deep and masculine.

Clara slapped his face hard.

“Show my virginity more reverence, you pig,” she laughed, lying.

Anger flashed across his face, quickly controlled. This girl held his life in her hands. She laughed and leaned over to kiss him. The move put pressure on her clit, and she crumpled, gasping. She lifted her ass and slid down his cock again.

“Here it comes,” she muttered, repeating the move.

She bounced her pussy in short strokes up and down his shaft, her body turned rigid, muscles clenched.

Oooooooohhhh,” she moaned. “It’s happening againnnn.”

Her head fell to his broad chest. He circled her with his arms, and she rode him harder and faster. She cried out as her orgasm spiked and then wilted into a puddle on him. He kept her balanced and fucked her body. As her climax drained away, his thrusts became harder and faster.

“Don’t do it in me,” she mumbled. “Father will castrate you if I get pregnant.”

Philips continued to fuck the young Honorable Clara, using her for his own pleasure. Audrey watched his balls draw up close to his body. Intuition told her he was going to ejaculate, and her natural curiosity kept her riveted. Faster and faster, he drilled the girl and then he sucked air and reached for his cock, pulling himself out at the last possible moment and spurting a long string of thick white sperm into the air. Audrey licked her lips. The man spurt another and she reached for her pussy, rubbing herself to the sight. She’d never seen anything so exciting. His cock had expanded and was now so hard it gleamed. Veins stood out all along the length. His balls were tight to the base and his asshole winked and clenched with every bolt he shot. She felt faint, dizzy. Stiff nipples strained her silk tunic. She rubbed her pussy and felt waves of pleasure pass through her. The man shot and shot, raining hot milk down on them both. Clara laughed, delighted, and slid off his body to turn and watch. The man surpassed every rumor about him.

Clara added her hand to his and helped him stroke. She then surprised Philips and Audrey by leaning over and stuffing the head in her mouth. Philips groaned when Clara’s cheeks dented as she sucked the remaining sperm out of him. He groaned again when she continued to suck after he’d shot his last. He tried to push her away, but she slapped his hand, and he realized he must allow her to do as she wished. Her sucking turned frenetic, and she added both hands to his cock, sucking and stroking. His heightened sensitivity made his body writhe, but he could not deny her. She sucked even harder, and the man cried out, clawing at the sheets but doing nothing to stop her. She laughed with his cock in her mouth.

Audrey felt a surge of lust she did not understand. Clara had power over this muscular and dangerous soldier. She had power over his large appendage. Audrey felt her body temperature soar and her hand moved faster, teasing her clit, rubbing her pussy. She grabbed her breast and pinched the nipple, watching her sister master him.

Her orgasm seized her suddenly. She bit her lip to remain silent and watched Clara torture the man with agonizing pleasure. She owned him. She owned his cock. She sucked the sperm out of his penis and his soul out of his body. The man dared do nothing except take it, squirming and thrashing. He pounded the bed with a fist and growled in excruciating bliss. His cock softened but not much. Clara delighted in her torture and vacuumed the man, double stroking as she sucked.

To everyone’s amazement, he began to lift his hips, trying to fuck her mouth. She sucked even faster, and he whimpered but he continued to thrust. Suddenly he cried out and judging by Clara’s shocked expression must have ejaculated straight down her throat. Audrey held her breath, wondering what her sister would do, and then exhaled when Clara sucked harder and faster, proud of herself for bringing the man off a second time. Philips wailed as his penis ejaculated again, so soon. He pounded the bed and screeched. Clara drank every drop he gave and then released him to fall to the bed, wiped out and nearly unconscious.

“You should have warned me,” she hissed at him. “Be glad I like you. Be glad I love your cock and want it again soon. I hate that I’ve swallowed your cum but there’s nothing to do about it now. Try that again and I’ll have you hanged by your balls and bitten by dogs. Understood?”

Philip nodded weakly. Clara wiped her mouth with a sheet and used a foot to roll him out of bed to the floor. He landed with a hard thump. She pulled a bejeweled scarf by the bed and a servant appeared.

“Change these sheets,” she told the girl. “Then get him dressed and drag him out of here. I need a bath.”

The serving girl nodded, eager to get started.

“Something to drink, too,” Clara added. “I have a bad taste in my mouth. Bring me apple juice first.”

“Yes, milady,” the servant said, bowing as she exited.

Audrey had seen enough. She took one last look at the naked man on Clara’s floor and his thick, soft, hanging cock, and hurried up the secret passage and back to her room. She’d learned she could give herself orgasms and was eager to try for another. With a little trial and error, she believed they would come to her easily. She eased into bed and reached under her nightshirt. She was wet. She was drenched. She closed her eyes and an image of Philips, solidly erect and throbbing, appeared in her mind. She saw a pussy, not Clara’s, but perhaps her own, sink down around the man. She gasped softly, slipping a finger into her wet pussy.

Perhaps I’ll fuck him too, she thought. I’ll fuck him sweetly, tenderly. I’ll give him more pleasure than she ever could, and he’ll develop feelings for me. He’ll come to love me. We’ll make love right here in this bed and he’ll fall in love with me and never want Clara again.

She pictured his fat cock filling a pussy and orgasmed again, not as strong, but still, good. She smiled at her fantasy and rolled over to sleep.

I’ll have another orgasm in the morning. I’ll give them to myself all day long and learn what works best and how pleasurable they can become.


Chapter 7

Lord Duke Roger Bertram the Second left the forest and entered the village of Kilham along with a hundred men at arms. The whole village turned out to see them marching through town.

“Who speaks for you?” the Duke asked.

An elderly gentleman, bent, and walking with cane, hobbled forward.

“I am Adelson, Lord. I speak for us.”

The Duke sat tall in his saddle, surveying the lush fields of crops all around him.

“Your town prospers,” Bertram said.

“Yes, lord.”

“Yet you deny the church their due.”

“The church takes but gives nothing, milord. Our house of worship has fallen into ruin with no priest to guide us. We hired a scribe to send word to the pope, but many years have passed without word. The Church abandons us, so we do the same.”

“I see.”

Adelson raised his hand to shield his eyes from the sun. The Duke turned his attention to the assembled townsfolk, each handsome and healthy. The heat of the day was rising, and many had already shed their heavier wool tunics. Impeccable breeding had given them high cheeks bones and expressive eyes, smooth skin and luxurious hair. A phalanx of firm breasts greeted his roaming eyes.

“A lesson, then,” he said. “Must be taught. Captain Dunmore?”

“Yes, milord.”

“Have your soldiers separate the women from the men. Form the men in a ring with the females in the middle.”

“Yes, milord.”

“I then want you to select the twenty-five soldiers most deserving of reward. They will enjoy the unflinching attention of the town’s females, or I’ll sell their men into coal-mining slavery and burn the village to the ground.”

Dunmore grinned mercilessly.

“Include yourself in the twenty-five,” the Duke added.

“Yes, indeed, milord.”

Dunmore got to work. Word spread and while the villagers complained, especially the menfolk, they all did as they were ordered to do. The sun was high in the sky now and the day warm, bordering on hot.

“Strip,” the captain said.

Most of the women hesitated but a few accepted their fate. Soon even those reluctant began to disrobe. The Duke watched as one delicious body came into view after another. They we embarrassed to be naked in front of their neighbor, but they knew they must comply. Eventually, every female stood nude. The soldier had gathered at the center of the ring and when the Duke raised his hand, the women turned to appraise the waiting soldiers.

“Begin,” the Duke said, dropping his hand.

Dunmore had chosen wisely. He picked his strongest and most handsome men, and the townswomen, resigned to their fate, hurried to the soldier of their choice. Soon each man had multiple women undressing him. A knot of laughter erupted around Sergeant Philips.

“What’s happening there?” the Duke demanded.

The crowd parted and Philips stood revealed, pendulous cock dangling. The Duke laughed.

“Well played, Philips,” Bertram chuckled.

The Duke surveyed the circle of jealous husbands. This lesson they’d never forget. He saw rage behind the eyes of many, but they held their ground and took their punishment. He continued the sweep, and his gaze landed on a handful of women, young, already stepping away from a spent soldier. He swung his leg over and dismounted.

“Dunmore?”

“Yes, milord. Bring those women to me. It seems Calvan could not pace himself for the task.”

The group of women quickly figured out what was happening and began to move toward the Duke, competing with each other for his attention. Bertram removed cloak and boots, pantaloons and shirt. The hot sunlight felt good as he shoved his leggings down, exposing his long thick cock. The women stopped, all except one, a young redhead who surged forward and dropped to her knees on the grass. Bertram searched the circle of village men, noting the crushed expression of one. Her husband, no doubt.

“Kiss it, girl,” the Duke told the young woman. “Kiss it and then put me in your mouth.”

“Yes, sire,” she said.

The other women arrived and joined the girl on her knees, nibbling and licking any part of the penis and balls they could reach. An older woman boldly kissed Bertram on the mouth, a kiss which he returned. Guards stood ready, hands on sword hilts.

Violence proved unnecessary. The women of this town were more than ready. All around him the Duke noticed the women of this town were eager to mate with men from outside. The line of husbands and boyfriends looked furious. The Duke laughed.

“These ladies are famished,” the Duke joked to Dunmore, even as the first mouth slipped over the head of his cock.

“They are indeed, milord,” the captain replied.

“There is an unspoken story here, I think,” the Duke said. “A tale of lazy, unappreciative menfolk and overworked ladies. These women have husbands but appear to be in the market looking for new ones.”

Dunmore laughed.

“I think sloth is the true reason for not tithing to the church,” the Duke said. “Not some lofty ethical stand. These bastards work their women to death and then make demands of the flesh. Look how they give themselves to us so freely.”

“I’ve a mind to take a few with us when we leave!”

Both men laughed. The Duke scooped a pretty brunette off the ground and braced his strong legs. He lowered her and she hooked her heels behind his firm ass. He settled her onto his raging cock and two girls slipped underneath to tongue lash his fat balls. The Duke grunted. It felt fantastic. His gaze swept the circle of enraged husbands again. What the women did felt incredible, but it was the suffering of the menfolk that thrilled him most. Power surged up his legs and into his cock and the petite brunette moaned to find herself so impaled, to feel the Duke expand inside her. Her husband yelled at her from the line, calling his wife a whore. The Duke grabbed a handful of her hair and made her face him.

“Have you children?”

“No,” she gasped. “I won’t touch that pig.”

“Would you like to come with me? We are bound for Howtel and Flodden.”

“What becomes of me?”

“A position with my household staff. A place at my castle. A lady in waiting.”

He shoved his cock deep and she gasped before answering.

“Waiting? Waiting for you to get horny again?”

“Yes. Produce me a child and receive favor. You may dine and drink as you wish. Enjoy all the other women you want, but no other man.”

He pressed her down his shaft until his balls seem to hang from her pussy.

“I accept,” she moaned.

“Good. What is your name?”

“Alice.”

He shifted his hand to her waist while the other held her weight. He began to thrust up into her, gaining speed and strength. Alice let her gaze drift over to her husband. Her smile grew bigger the angrier he got.

“Let us start on that baby now, milord,” she murmured. “Cum in me. Let my husband see you do it. He is enraged now. Goad him.”

Bertram was pleased by her level of cruelty. He locked eyes with her husband and thrust faster. The man looked like he wanted to murder someone. Bertram laughed out loud.

“Your husband is furious,” he chuckled.

She didn’t answer right away. Something was happening to her.

“Milord,” she gasped, grinding her pussy on him. “Milord. Oh, Saints. Milord!”

She rocked her hips rapidly, climaxing as she clung to him. Her husband’s face turned crimson to see his wife orgasm on the Duke. Bertram roared with laughter and fucked the wayward wife even faster. Moments later he bellowed as his sperm exploded deep inside her. She whimpered and begged for all he could give, rubbing her bare breasts against him, extending her own orgasm as she felt him blasting away inside her.

Soldiers fucked the women of the town all around. The warm sunlight and grassy field provided all they needed to create a runaway orgy. Soldiers fed on offered pussies while wives sucked any cock within reach, legs spread wide to welcome the penis of any erect warrior. The women were angry with their men, and it showed. Dunmore kept watch on both the carnal displays and the outraged husbands and boyfriends. 

As the soldiers orgasmed and turned soft, the women sought new men until every warrior had been drained. They turned their attention to the men chosen to stand guard and a few of the handsome ones enjoyed a quick blowjob. At last, the lesson came to an end and the Duke ordered everyone dressed again. He told Dunmore to send a man with Alice back to the keep.

A search of the town produced the missing crops and wagons were loaded with the spoils and sent to London. A warning was given that next time the men would pay, not the women. Bertram and his men bedded down for the night and at dawn, headed for Howtel.


Chapter 8

Audrey spied on Clara three nights in a row. Her sister took a different man to bed every evening except last night, when she took a stunning serving girl, Glenda. Audrey watched in amazement as Clara carved a thick candle into a makeshift cock and fucked the pretty girl with it. She’d never imagined such a thing.

My sister’s imagination knows to limits. Where does she gets these ideas.

Audrey watched now with her eye pressed to the spy hole. Clara entertained a new guest, a young peasant boy with rosy cheeks, smooth pale skin, and foppish blonde hair. Audrey found the young man strikingly handsome and was impressed how Clara conducted herself as if unaware of the boy’s attractiveness. Surely her sister must see how gorgeous the lad was.

First, Clara had the young man remove his shirt. Audrey held her breath as his simple linen pants came down, revealing a long, soft penis and hairless testicles. She bade the lad to lie spread eagle on her bed and then secured his wrists and ankles. He was nervous, his shrunken penis now merely a pink mushroom. Clara left the bed to remove her undergarments and then climbed back up, facing backward, towards his feet, and then settled her long dress over the boy’s face. She lifted the front of her dress long enough to ease her bald cunt into his mouth and then smoothed her clothing again all around. Audrey knew when the young man started licking by the look on Clara’s face.

The now familiar tingle started again, and Audrey knew exactly what to do. She slipped a hand down to tease her clit while she watched her sister.

Clara got busy while the lad nibbled and sucked. From a night stand she removed a large red candle and something to light the wick. Once she had it burning, she tilted the crimson shaft, so the melting wax dripped onto the boy’s exposed thighs. He jumped, startled by the pain, his cries muffled by a mouth stuffed with pussy. Clara moved the candle around, pleased with herself, dribbling hot wax all over the young man’s lower body. Audrey realized her sister was moving ever closer to that bald scrotum and pink mushroom penis. Clara was hurting him but by her expression, Audrey knew the lad was still licking, maybe faster than before.

At last, the first big red sizzling drop hit that rosy ball sack. The man cried out and Audrey thought about barging into Clara’s room. That wax had to hurt. The poor boy was trapped. Clara forced her cunt farther into the lad’s mouth and dribbled hot wax directly on the head. The boy howled but must have buried his tongue in Clara. That was enough. Audrey straightened her frock and prepared to step away from the spy hole. At the last instant, she noticed something strange.

The young man was sprouting an erection! Audrey was mystified. Why? How? That wax had to hurt. How could that possibly excite? But the proof was obvious. More than obvious. The penis that had so recently retreated now lengthened and swelled. Audrey’s jaw dropped. His cock was gorgeous! Smooth and hairless, with a lovely rosy hue, the shaft curved up gently to a tapered, helmeted head. Audrey stared, transfixed.

Clara varied the height of the candle and in this way controlled the temperature of the wax hitting the young man’s skin, but she liked to inflict a little pain, that much was obvious. Strangely, that’s what her victim preferred too. Audrey was spellbound as her lusty sister forced the lad to eat pussy and suffer her torments. Clara tortured the boy until his smooth penis was covered with straining veins raised all along the length. Audrey felt an odd yearning combined with a strange revulsion.

Why must Clara be this way? she wondered.

Clara blew on the droplets of wax to cool them and then peeled them away. She slid lower on the young man, dragging her pussy away from his mouth. He whined a complaint, but Clara ignored him. Audrey held her breath. She suspected Clara’s next bold move and she was right. Still facing his bare feet, Clara reached under and held the throbbing penis straight up. We wiggled the head around her opening until she found the right angle and then she lifted her hips before lowering them again. The lad’s cock penetrated Clara’s vagina. Audrey’s eyes bulged. The sight was so raw, so carnal. Clara rejected all convention, all propriety. Audrey gawked with amazement at her younger sister’s audacity. Clara straightened her back and forced her pussy down the rigid shaft. Her sigh of utter contentment left Audrey feeling sad. There was nothing in her life that produced such emotion. She tried to please her father, the Duke, and to present a model of royalty to her father’s subjects, but there was nothing in her life that ever made her feel the way the young man’s cock clearly made Clara feel.

It was difficult to see her sister’s genitalia stretched and stuffed, but she could not bring herself to look away. She watched as Clara began thrusting her hips up and down, fucking the lad. Clara reached for the candle again and started to torment the boy even as she fucked him, dripping hot wax on his toes and the arches of his feet. He was desperate, bordering on crazy. The mix of pleasure and pain had him ready to fight, but the leather straps binding him rendered him immobile. He had to take whatever insidious act popped into Clara’s twisted mind.

The intensity of Clara’s orgasm left Audrey shaken.

She continued to fuck the young man until she felt the beginning of his orgasm. Just as he was about to spurt the first batch of hot semen, Clara whipped herself off his pulsating cock. She spun around and pinched the tip of his penis, halting his ejaculate. She covered his mouth with her free hand and watched his body twist and writhe. She laughed gleefully at his thwarted climax. When she removed her fingers, his semen bubbled up and out, running down the purple shaft. He whimpered in frustration. Audrey felt bad for the boy.

Clara loosened the leather straps and slipped out of bed.

“Free yourself,” she told him. “Then get out of my room. I want to nap.”

The young man tugged until his hand came free and then quickly removed the remaining straps. The serving girls had drawn Clara a bath earlier and Clara tested the hot water. The boy turned to speak but saw he was already forgotten. He rolled off the bed and stood, his penis still mostly hard from his ruined orgasm. Audrey stared.

He really is quite lovely, she thought.

He grabbed his shirt and pantaloons and dressed before leaving the bedroom. Audrey watched her naked sister ease into the hot bath and remembered how they used to bathe together as children. They would prank the servants, pretending to be each other. Naked and wet, it was impossible to tell them apart.

It’s still almost impossible, Audrey thought, staring at the one difference between them. If I applied a blade to my private area the way Clara has, no one would be able to tell us apart.

Clara settled in and rested her head along the broad rim of the huge brass tub. She closed her eyes and smiled, delighting in the torment she’d dispensed, satisfied with her own pleasure.

Audrey softly gasped.

Including that sweet young man.

A plan was formed but Audrey quickly rejected it. Too outrageous. Too risky. The plan came back, insisting on being heard.

I could invite that boy back, Audrey thought. Bring him to my room. If I shaved everything like Clara, he would think I was she. I could have him and pretend to be her and if anything went wrong, she’d take the blame.

Audrey shook her head hard.

No, no, no, no. I mustn’t.

She left the spy hole. It was all too much. It would be so wrong, such a lie. She hurried to her room and ordered a serving girl to prepare a bath. She was trembling as she slipped into the water. The girl handed her the special scented soap from the merchant in town and Audrey took it, noticing for the first time how pretty the girl was.

“What is your name?’ Audrey asked.

“Esmerelda, milady,” the raven-haired beauty said.

Audrey looked at the girl’s body before she could stop herself. The simple linen tunic hid most of the details, but the large firm breasts stood out.

“Remove your smock,” Audrey said, mouth suddenly dry and tongue flopping around with a mind of its own.

“Yes, milady.”

The girl lifted her arms, carrying the baggy fabric. Audrey saw a lovely dusky-skinned female shape come into view.

“You’re very pretty,” Esmerelda,” Audrey said.

“I’m sorry. I apologize.”

“For being pretty?”

“Yes, milady. High-born women do not like pretty girls around.”

Audrey shrugged.

“I don’t mind,” the Duke’s daughter said. “Come, get in the bath with me. we can wash each other like I did when I was a child.”

“Yes, milady.”

The girl removed her house slippers and stepped into the hot water. She tried to hide the pleasure it brought but her eyes gave her away.

“It feels good?” Audrey asked.

“Yes.”

“Here. Take this soap. Scrub my back, please.”

Esmerelda was nervous, fearful of doing something wrong, but did as she was asked. Soon Audrey took the soap and lathered Esmeralda too.

“Turn around,” Audrey said, and Esmerelda slowly turned, bringing twin breasts, large and perfectly shaped, before Audrey.

The Duke’s daughter stared.

“Those are gorgeous,” she said, meeting the girl’s eyes. “May I touch them?”

Esmerelda tried to swallow.

“I am your humble servant, milady. You may do with me as you wish.”

“I’d prefer your permission.”

“Yes, milady. You may.”

Audrey reached with both hands, lifting the firm orbs, feeling their weight, their smooth skin. She teased a dark brown nipple, and the nub rose in response.

“You like that?” Audrey asked. “It feels good?”

Esmerelda nodded several times quickly. Audrey caressed the girl’s breasts, marveling at the flawless, sensitive skin. Esmerelda tried to hide her excitement but could not.

“Have you lain with a man?” Audrey asked.

“Yes, ma’am. A boy from my village, years ago.

“Have you lain with a woman?”

“No, ma’am.”

“I’m like you, although I’ve done neither. I am curious, though. Are you curious?”

“Milady is very pretty, as is her sister.”

“Answer my question.”

Esmerelda hesitated, fearful of speaking the truth.

“Answer,” Audrey insisted.

The serving girl looked away.

“No harm will come to you. I am not my sister. Speak.”

Esmerelda returned her attention to the Duke’s daughter.

“I have had thoughts about milady,” she admitted. “You are always so kind, so thoughtful. You see us, the servants, and speak with respect.”

“Every person has value, Esmerelda, even if—”

“I love you,” Esmerelda interrupted.

Audrey was struck dumb, halting in the middle of her sentence.

“I have loved you a long time,” Esmerelda finished.

Audrey gawked at the pretty girl, unsure what to do or say. She held the girl’s full breasts in her hands and their weight thrilled her. Inspired by her sister, Clara, Audrey leaned forward and kissed Esmerelda on the mouth. The servant girl went rigid, then grabbed Audrey and held her face for a passionate kiss of desire. Audrey felt one of the girl’s hands cup her breasts and the other slip under the water. Audrey gasped when a finger boldly penetrated. Esmerelda released years of longing and Audrey felt the power of it, swept away.

The girls attacked each other with fiery lust. Mouths descended on nipples; tongues crossed over to play with each other. Fingers penetrated and Audrey gasped at the sensation, shocked at how much better it felt when someone else did it. Bath water sloshed and soft moaned filled the room. Audrey wanted to make Esmerelda orgasm like she’d seen Clara do, so she focused her attention on the stunning beauty. When Esmerelda rose from the water to sit on the edge of the tub, offering her pussy to the royal daughter, her heartbeat like a drum. She was as frightened as she was aroused. Would the Duke’s daughter do such a thing, or had she consigned herself to prison, or worse? Audrey kissed a path up dusky inner thighs and then tasted her first pussy. Esmerelda covered her mouth with both hands lest her moan give them both away.

Audrey licked the slick cunt and instantly liked it. She sensed what she did to Esmerelda and wanted more. She spread the girl wider and burying her face in that dripping pussy and ate like a demon until Esmerelda grabbed her head and came in her mouth. Audrey had never felt so satisfied.

They rested after the serving girl’s massive climax and then Esmerelda sat Audrey on the edge of the tub. With tender touches and a loving tongue, Esmerelda brought Audrey to her first climax not of her own making.


Chapter 9

Clan Hutton had not surrendered without a fight, and the Duke had been mightily pleased by that. His men had swept from the hills in the early morning hours and by noon all these lands had been added to his own. Carnage ruled the dawn.

Duke Bertram threw wide the wooden doors to Chief Hutton’s throne room. He strode in leading Hutton’s two warrior sons and was flanked by his best fighters. The chief waited on his carved throne, attended by his wife and three daughters.

“Victory is mine,” Bertram announced. “You fought well.”

Hutton waved the comment away.

“My men fought well,” he said. “I am too old to lift a sword. Come, end my life and claim your spoils. I ask only that your spare my wife, Isla, and all my children.”

The Duke approached the chief and his family. He opened his mouth to speak but Grace, the chieftain’s eldest daughter, spoke first.

“Spare my father, and I will marry you. I offer myself as your prize.”

The Duke stopped to admire this beauty. Pale skinned, green-eyed and red-haired, Grace Hutton was a stunning woman only recently come of age. Taller than her sisters, she faced the Duke unafraid.

“I thank you for your offer,” The Duke said. “Your parents have instilled a fine courage in a maiden so fair. But while you are certainly beautiful enough to marry a Duke, you are not of sufficient station, and my widower hand must someday go to another. But you all misunderstand me. I’ve no desire to end the chieftain’s life. Your father needs but move his allegiance from Alexander the Second to King Henry, and place his lands under my banner, and you can all go back to your lives.”

Grace turned to look at her father.

“This conversation is between men, child,” chief Hutton told her. “Go. Lead your mother and siblings away from this hall, that Lord Bertram and I might discuss a path forward for all my subjects.”

“Your wife can stay,” the Duke said. “Your daughter can guide the others.”

She didn’t like it, but Grace did as she was told. A look back found the Duke eyeing her womanly form. She stifled a grin.

All men are the same, she’d already learned.

The Duke turned his attention to the chief’s wife. Far young than he, she possessed the red hair so common in these parts. Her emerald eyes looked upon the Duke with suspicion.

“Before we begin,” the Duke said. “Have servants bring warm water and cloth. I am dirty and spattered with the blood of the fallen. I’d bathe.” He lifted his arms and several of his men removed his armor. “Isla,” he continued. “Would you be so kind as to cleanse me?”

“What is this outrage?” the chief asked. “I’ll have you drawn and quartered.”

The Duke laughed.

“You’ll watch and do nothing,” the Duke stated. “The battle is over. You are mine. I can see that I need to plant that understanding and all it entails deep in your mind. It’s hard for those who have ruled to suddenly stop ruling. I have found a visual lesson goes a long way. Isla, please soak a rag in the warm water and bathe me.”

There was menace in the Duke’s voice, carefully masked. Hutton missed it but the more sensitive ears of his wife heard the implied threat.

“Gladly,” she said, her voice pleasant and musical.

She plucked a rag from the stack the servant had brought and approached the Duke. He is a powerful man with a physical presence she could not ignore. She started on his bloody arms, wiping away the spent lives of her countrymen. She cleaned his hands and forearms, moving higher to his shoulders and neck.

“Take this off,” she said of his tunic.

“You do it.”

She unlaced the ties across his chest and helped pull the simple shirt over his head. He stood tall, bare chested and strong, as she rinsed the cloth and wiped his back. In front once more, she cleaned the red rivulets down his stomach to his trousers. She stopped.

“Enough,” the chief barked. “Have you no shame, sir?”

The Duke looked at the old man.

“You rely on my shame to protect those you love? Should you not rise from that withered throne and throw me out into the street?”

“It’s all right, darling,” Isla told her husband. “I understand the game the Duke plays. Be calm and this will end soon.”

The chief muttered something and sank into his throne. Bertram smiled. He shuffled his feet farther apart and raised his arms to help her get every drop.

“Some blood has trickled beneath your sash,” Isla said. “We should take your pants off.”

A few of the Duke’s men chuckled but he flashed a hard stare at them, and they fell silent. He untied his drawstrings and loosened his pants and Isla, wife of Chief Hutton, helped the Duke step out of his pants, finding herself suddenly facing his oversized penis.

“Oh my,” she muttered.

“You expected less?”

“I suppose I did. Yet, somehow, I am not fully surprised. You move through life with the swagger of a well-hung man.”

Bertram chuckled but remained motionless. Experience had taught him that there was little he needed to do. Women are more curious than men and his cock would be a draw on her. He watched chief Hutton turn ever more sullen and then felt warm fingers circle his soft shaft. She lifted his meat as she wiped all around, clearing away the blood which had soaked through it.

“That’s enough of that,” Hutton snarled.

She ignored him, fascinated now and using the cloth bath as an excuse. She rested his shaft inside her forearm and stroked the warm wet cloth along the length. She curled her fingers around the large balls sack.

“That’s a heavy purse,” she mumbled.

“Perhaps you’ll give me a child as beautiful as the ones you gave him?”

“Would you like that? Is that what you want?”

Their eyes met and locked. Neither looked away. His penis began to fill and lift off her arm.

“You are difficult to resist,” she said.

“Then don’t,” the Duke suggested. “Your children are old enough to fend for themselves. The chief has little life left in him. I will make of you a political bounty, married to him but living with me in my keep.”

“With other politically kept women, I presume?”

“Of course. You all shall bear me the children I desire.”

“A shameful life.”

“Perhaps, if you care overly much what others think. I have little time for shame. Understand, I also offer you an easy life, one filled with pleasure and relaxation. You live on the frontier out here, burdened with much labor. Come, live a civilized life with me. Drink wine, wear the finest clothing from London and Paris. Live the life of a true queen as my willing accomplice.”

She looked down at the large cock in her hand, throbbing now, curved up from the Duke’s crotch. His balls in her hands generated incredible heat.

“How badly do you want to fuck me?” she asked.

“I would take you here, now, in front of my men and your king.”

She looked again at the erect penis and then darted glances at the soldiers and her husband.

“That would be too much,” she said, drawing the warm cloth over his body again. “I will come to your tent tonight.”

“As you wish. Now, show that tired old man how one cleans a nice stiff cock.”

Isla sank to one knee and held the Duke by the bulbous head. She dragged the cloth around and under, wiping away grit and blood. She dipped the rag often, unashamedly cleaning her new lord. She acted to save her children, and she acted to save her husband, but mostly she acted for herself, admiring the masculinity of this man, his powerful frame, his rampant cock, his bold bravado.

She inched closer and closer until the chief had to look away. Bertram barked at the old man to watch how his wife served the Duke, and the old man returned his attention. Soon Isla kissed under the tip of the head. Bertram thought about telling her to suck on his cock, but she did exactly that without asking, overcome with lust. She bent the stiff appendage down and slipped the head and several inches into her mouth. She played with the clean balls in their bag and then her cheeks dented when she sucked hard, then dented further when she sucked even harder. She tried to pull the sperm out of his balls and up the fat shaft.

The Duke smiled at the chief. The world had changed, and both men knew it.

Isla finished the task and dropped the red cloth into the bowl of red water. She backed away to stand beside her husband again. Any thoughts he had of chastising his young wife evaporated. He understood what she did and why and while he did not like it, the necessity of her actions was obvious. Hutton gestured at the servants and new clothing was brought for the Duke. Isla watched closely as he tucked his deflating penis into his fresh clean pants.

“I take my leave,” Duke Bertram said. “My men and I depart tomorrow.”

He bowed respectfully. He turned and he and all his men exited the Hutton throne room. His men were excited, agitated by what they’d seen. He ordered them all to their tents for the night, knowing the trouble that would erupt if he allowed them to enter the town.

“Send the archbishop to my tent,” he told a soldier. “He’s in the camp somewhere, probably tending the wounded. Find him and bring him to me.”

“Yes, milord.”

The soldier hurried off. Bertram walked quickly, his long legs eating up the yards.

Tonight, the mother, he thought. Then, once she’s pregnant, the daughter.


Chapter 10

Esmerelda felt a hand cover her mouth. Groggy, she assumed it was Audrey, who slumbered peacefully beside her. Pretty Audrey had breasts so different from her own, skin so soft and sweet smelling, hair so long and clean. Esmerelda spooned Audrey now, caressing a handful of her breast. She remembered their lovemaking, her first time with another woman. Both of their first times with another woman. The sex had been loving and tender and had touched something deep inside, something no man with his rough hands and stiff cock had ever touched. She grinned, or tried to, but the hand covering her mouth trapped her lips.

If I’m spooning Audrey, how can she be covering my mouth?

Esmerelda opened her bleary eyes.

Not Audrey! A man! A bearded man with sinister eyes!

She tried to shove away from him, but other hands grabbed her. Her gaze jumped to Audrey, and she tried to scream, to warn the Duke’s daughter, but another man already held the girl down. Audrey was just coming awake too. Both girls were pulled naked from the bed. Rags were stuffed in their mouths and tied in place. Wrists were bound. The girls looked to each other in terror, but their strength was nothing compared to grown men. In moments they were tied and helpless. The men, Esmerelda saw now there were six of them, were all dressed in black. They circled the frightened girls, enjoying their fear and their nakedness.

“The Duke’s daughter,” said one man, leering. “In bed with a girlie. Hits a man right in the balls, don’t it? Maybe we can enjoy a little dalliance before we deliver?”

An older man spoke: “Touch them and you’ll answer for it. Lachlan was clear. If you enjoy those balls of yours, I suggest you put any such ideas out of your head. He’ll feed you cock-first to one of his boars.”

Audrey was awake enough now to piece things together. Lachlan was a Scottish chieftain her father had battled many times across the border. He must have received word that Duke Bertram had launched another campaign and seized this opportunity for a kidnapping.

“What about this raven-haired beauty?” a man asked. “We were told to grab one of the daughters, not two girls.”

“Bring her,” the older man said.

“Do we have Clara or Audrey?” a man asked. “Does it matter if we know?”

“I think it does,” the old man said. “Remove her gag long enough for me to ask her.” He moved closer to Audrey, menace in his eye. “What’s your name, girl? If you scream, I’ll gut your girlfriend and leave her to die at your feet.”

He pulled the gag partway out of Audrey’s mouth.

“Clara,” she lied. “My name is Clara.”

The old man nodded and replaced the rag. He growled orders and the men followed them, but always casting glances at the two naked and pretty girls. Audrey and Esmerelda looked at each other with desperation. A rope was tied from Esmerelda’s throat to Audrey’s, and then down to Audrey’s wrists. A tug got both girls moving. They were led through a side passage and out a servant’s entrance. Audrey saw two guards lying on the grass in pools of blood. She tried to recall their names but couldn’t and felt terrible that someone had died in the service of her father, and she didn’t even know their names. They all followed a high hedge, alert for any alarm, but the Duke was away, and the Red Keep slept. The air was cold, and her nipples stiffened, bringing a smirking grin to the faces of several men. The rocks hurt her feet as they hastened towards the forest and the River Tweed, the border between Scotland and England. Audrey saw several horses tied there.

“Dark hair rides with Fergus,” the older man said. “Clara rides with me. No funny business or I’ll chop your cocks off myself.”

The men hurried about their tasks. Seated and ready, they nudged the horses forward. The man holding Esmerelda slipped a hand around and teased her stiff nipples, causing the girl to growl an angry warning.

“Knock it off, Fergus,” the old man said.

“Just having a little fun before we turn these beauties over to Lachlan. There’s no telling what that dirty old man might do to them.”

The men chuckled.

“With any luck,” another man said. “Lachlan will throw this dark-haired lovely to us, as payment for risks taken.”

“I want silence from all of you,” the old man said.

There was grumbling but they fell silent. The night swallowed the group.

End Part One
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Chapter 1

“He has weak seed,” Ada complained. “We conceive easily. My womb is fertile. But then the baby leaves my womb too early, a frail little thing. My husband’s seed is weak. Our babies don’t live.”

Duke Bertram turned to the archbishop.

“It is truth, milord,” Cathar said. “While it is true the blame usually falls to the woman, in this case the Lord has spoken to me. They need your potent seed.”

The Duke faced the husband.

“You consent to this, Angus?” he asked. “This is what you want?”

Angus shook his head.

“No, milord,” he said. “Thoughts of my wife with another man, even one as exalted as yourself, fills me with dread. But we are the only couple in the village without children. I see the looks we get. I hear their whispers. People are starting to say we’re cursed. A baby in her belly would go a long way towards silencing them.”

The Duke faced Ada again. She was a little older than he was used to, but the years had given her face character. She was lovely. The beauty of youth was gone, replaced by the gorgeous exquisiteness of sustained beauty. Young pretty girls are common. To retain beauty beyond one’s youth, rare. The same could be said of her body. Ada was no longer a girl but had blossomed into a full-figured woman. The Duke let his eyes roam and Ada welcomed his inspection. She stood tall; shoulders squared.

“Stop posturing,” Angus scolded. “The Duke has no interest in a harlot.”

Bertram gave Ada a knowing smile. This would be difficult for Angus, as it so often is for the husband, but that was the part Bertram liked best.

“To the bedroom, then,” the Duke said.

Angus ducked his head and turned to leave.

“I’ll wait outside,” he grumbled.

The Duke raised his hand.

“No, sir,” he said. “Your presence is required, possibly even your assistance. You and Ada must do this as a couple. I’ll not have you carrying grievances against me.”

Angus didn’t like it but bowed in acceptance. As one, the group moved to the small bedroom. The archbishop took a spot by the window mostly because it forced Angus to take a spot at the end of the bed, guaranteeing he would miss nothing. The Duke began to undress but Ada eagerly slipped off her frock, revealing large breasts and plump ass.

“Help me with this buckle, Angus,” the Duke said.

Angus moved close and got to work on the belt which secured the Duke’s pantaloons. He loosened them and then helped the Duke step clear, bending at the waist and finding himself facing a heavy, pendulous cock and balls. He quickly looked away. The Duke chuckled inside. He would never tire of claiming a woman right in front of her husband. It was better than a victory in battle. He moved his feet to bring his cock closer, innocently swinging his hefty pipe right at the man’s face. Angus leaned out of the way just in time and then stepped back, returning to his place at the foot of the bed. His bed. The bed he shared with his wife every night.

“The Duke does you a great honor,” the archbishop said, who, like the Duke, enjoyed the trepidation etched into the man’s face.

“Indeed,” Angus said, unconvinced.

“The town is filled with the Duke’s offspring. You join a select crowd of lucky individuals.”

“I’ll be happy when it’s over.”

Ada crossed the room to lean into a kiss. The Duke slipped his muscular arm around her shoulder, turning them both to give Angus a clear view. Ada reached under to cup Bertram’s large scrotum.

“Will you give me the baby I crave, milord?” she asked.

“Yes. I’ll return to your hut often until you are with child.”

Angus softly groaned in dismay. Ada began to tug on the large cock in her hand and the Duke began to swell. He loved watching the husband’s face as the realization grew. The Duke was a big man, and his cock matched his powerful physique. Angus had heard rumors but now reality expanded right before his eyes. Not only would Lord Bertram claim his wife Ada, but he would do so with an impressive slab of manhood. Angus groaned in frustration again. Ada and the Duke kissed as she stroked.

“Shall I use my mouth, milord?” she asked.

“That’s not necessary,” Angus quickly protested.

“He’s a big man, Angus,” Ada said. “You don’t want him to hurt me. Let me get him nice and wet so it slides in easy.”

“Damn it, woman,” Angus rumbled.

Ada kissed the Duke again and slowly slid down his body, dragging her sensitive nipples across his skin. Bertram caught the scent of her arousal and grinned. Like so many wives before her, Ada loved big cock. Many are unaware of their feelings until they find themselves face to face with a lovely tube of beef. Then, something happens, something clicks. A deep arousal rises to the surface. The Duke always watched for it and was gratified when he saw Ada transform. She turned to look up at him and licked her lips, then turned her attention to his large cock.

The girls of the town always claim to the priest that they are unspoiled, and, truthfully, most are. But they’ve had some experience. Curiosity drives young boys and girls to answer certain questions about the opposite sex. Ada had fondled several cocks in her youth, but none were the equal of this beast. She found herself staring, marveling at the accumulated masculinity in her hand. She ogled the thing, growing wetter by the second. Best of all it was attached to a rich, handsome, and powerful man.

“Bless you,” she told the Duke.

She cast one glance at her disapproving husband and then lowered her head. She squeezed a drop of semen to the slit and licked it away, delighted the man tasted like fresh cream. She’d taken one other penis into her mouth, years ago, but that one was like a twig compared to this beauty. Angus shuffled; uneasy, aware the first droplet of sperm had entered his wife. Ada rolled the essence of Duke around inside her mouth, savoring the flavor of the man. She relaxed her jaw and eased his girth across her wiggling tongue. When the Duke tenderly stroked her head, she moaned softly at his gentle touch. She steered her tongue around the crown and teased under the tip. A thrill ran through her: she held the Duke in her mouth! Her excitement skyrocketed and she grew impatient, eager to feel that big cock fill her insides. Ada slipped his stiff dick out of her mouth.

“More,” the Duke said, guiding her mouth back to his cock. “You are quite talented. Your pretty face impaled by my penis pleases me.”

Flattered, Ada bent and sucked the Duke’s dick to the back of her throat, gagging in front of her husband and the priest. She tried to bob her head as best she could, but the Duke was a lot of man. He enjoyed her struggles, moving his eyes to Angus’s tormented face. He grew harder and harder until raised veins ran the length of him. Ada moaned deeply, aroused at the affect she had on this powerful man. His desire for her flamed the passion in her heart. Despite the shame such an act produced, she began to play with her aching pussy, dying to feel herself filled.

“Enough,” the Duke said at last, ready to torture Angus in a new way. “On the bed, Ada. On your back. Archbishop, come around and hold her legs open. Angus, join us on the bed. I want your hands holding my balls when I ejaculate. With your blessing, our Lord will create a baby.”

Angus thought a moment about protesting but this was the Duke. He’d heard stories of men that made the Duke angry and the horrible fates that came to them.

“Yes, milord,” he muttered.

Ada rolled onto her back and opened her knees. Cathar stood behind the headboard and gripped her ankles, spreading the woman for Bertram and Angus alike. Both men dropped their eyes to the pretty pink slit. Ada studied the Duke’s face and then lowered her gaze to his approaching weapon.

“That’s a lovely club, milord,” she said. “Pretty.”

“Thank you, Ada,” the Duke said.

He crawled on the bed and walked forward on his knees. Angus could not look away from that swaying curved horn. The Duke positioned himself over the woman and both looked down their bodies to where they were about to merge.

“Angus,” the Duke calmly stated. “Hold my balls, please.”

Angus moved closer.

“May I ask why, milord?”

“You may. First, it will help me ejaculate harder and with greater volume, increasing our chances of conception, which is the main point of all this. Second, it involves you in my mating of your wife. You will have contributed something to the creation of this child. We will all look back on this day and remember our part. Do you understand?”

“Yes, milord.”

“I have no desire to make you feel excluded and left out. It’s important that you think of this child as ours, not merely mine. Does that make sense?”

“Yes, milord.”

“Excellent.” The Duke moved into position over Ada. “Since you are so close,” the Duke added. “Why don’t you take hold of my cock and guide me in.”

Angus froze.

“Milord?”

“The archbishop has her splayed and I support my weight on my arms over her, so it would be simple for you to grab my cock and guide me in. Go on.”

The Duke turned his back on Angus, expecting obedience.

Angus dropped his gaze to the thick and throbbing penis arching out from the Duke’s hips like a helmeted tusk. He sent his eyes around at the others and then came back to that fat cock. He reached his hand and curled his callused fingers around the shaft, surprised by the heat it gave off and the vitality pulsating through it. Like any man, he couldn’t help but compare it to his own and suffer for the comparison.

At the head of the bed, the archbishop controlled his breathing and tried to stay calm. This was so much more than he expected. Husband Angus looked to be on the verge of tears. The priest savored his agony, taking only sips to prolong his pleasure. His cock swelled beneath his frock, so he moved his leg to help hide his partial erection. This was the best part of his job.

Angus pulled the Duke forward by his cock, mushing the tip against her pussy, splitting his wife’s labia. He pushed the thick cock into her soaked hole, his heart breaking as each inch vanished. He realized the wisdom of the Duke by inviting him into the act.

There is nothing I can say, no protest I can make after the fact. I did this. I willingly put him inside her.

The Duke fought to control his grin. He could taste Angus’s anguish in the air. What man guides another’s cock into their wife? It was a delicious moment. The Duke flexed his strong ass, and the meat stake sank deep.

“Now attend to the balls,” he told Angus.

Angus moved around behind, kneeling between Bertram’s thighs. He used both hands to cup the Duke’s large testicles, moving his hands in time with thrusting hips. When the Duke moved faster, Angus did too. The Duke leaned down to kiss Ada, and she grabbed his face, passion flaring. They made out as he drove his cock in and out. Finally, she gasped loudly and grabbed his shoulders. Her legs trembled. The Duke fed her cunt the last of his inches and then leaned his weight into her. She groaned, packed with penis. He waited until she could take no more and then withdrew half before sliding deep once more. She closed her eyes, lost in the sensations.

“I am bursting,” she muttered.

He began a smooth and strong in and out, lowering his face to pleasure her breasts. He teased her nipples as his cock sawed and Ada’s excitement grew rapidly. She’d never experienced sex like this. Angus would have orgasmed long ago. The Duke fucked her with long smooth strokes, feeling her wetness grow. He sometimes slowed and sometimes pumped faster, and Ada’s excitement continued to escalate.

“I feel strange,” she said faintly, after a long time. “Something is happening to me. My body tingles. I feel a tightness, a shortness of breath. What is happening?”

The Duke and archbishop understood even if these simple peasants did not. The two men shared a knowing look and then the Duke pumped his hips faster.

“Oh!” Ada gasped. “Wait. What are you doing to me? I feel it. I feel it! What is this! Aaaaagh!”

Her back arched and her words became a shriek. Her fingers dug into the Duke and her hips instinctively rose to capture his cock. She was cumming for the first time in her life and emotions welled up. She burst into tears but kept working her hips on him. The Duke chuckled with delight, slowing his thrusts to heighten her pleasure. She squeezed her eyes shut. Her climax continued to climb until she wailed, beat the straw bed, overcome, lost. The Duke drove her ever higher, feeding off her excitement, imagining what the sounds she made did to Angus.

At last, Ada pounded Bertram’s hairy chest with a fist.

“No more,” she whimpered, gasping. “I beg you. No more.”

The Duke slowed but did not stop, dragging his cock in and out. He was ready to fill this beautiful wife with potent seed. Angus held the man’s balls and moved with him.

Long minutes later Lord Bertram felt the beginnings of his climax and told the room. Ada gasped and slipped her arms around his neck. Angus stared at something a million miles away. The Duke let his orgasm build, working his hips until he could take no more, and then buried his cock to release his flood. Bertram roared. Angus felt each surge race across his fingers through the thin skin of the Duke’s scrotum. The big man pumped bolt after bolt of boiling jizz into her. Cathar released her ankles, and she quickly wrapped her legs around the Duke, hugging and holding the man as he shot liquid fire deep into her.

When it ended, Angus withdrew his hands carefully. The Duke laid atop Ada and neither moved. The archbishop came around the bed to guide Angus away, closing the door behind them.

“What are you doing?” Angus asked.

“Let’s give them some time alone.”

“Why?”

The priest rested a reassuring hand on the husband’s shoulder.

“The Duke has been known to go more than once,” he said. “I saw how he was with your wife. There’s a good chance he’ll remain hard inside her and simply start again. We should visit the church and pray for conception.”

Angus was in shock. He’d imagined the event, but reality was so much worse. He still felt the Duke’s hot, spasming balls clenching against his palms.

“All right,” he agreed. “How long?”

The archbishop shook his head sadly.

“The Duke may go all night.”


Chapter 2

A black burlap sack had dropped over Esmerelda’s head.  Audrey had time for a short, muffled protest before the same had been done to her. The old man was skilled at keeping the Duke’s daughter balanced on the saddle, and he was careful to never to touch her. Close by Esmerelda growled with rage.

“Keep your goddamn hands to yourself, Fergus,” the old man warned.

“I don’t serve you, Callum,” Fergus said. “Lachlan put you in charge of this raid but that don’t mean you’re in charge of every little thing. This filly got nice titties. I ain’t had nice titties in a long time.”

Audrey forced herself to remain calm. It was hot and musty under the hood, but the night air was cold. These men had done nothing to hide her and Esmerelda’s shame, hauling them naked out of bed and quickly placing them on horseback. Audrey realized she had a sense of where they traveled just by noticing the turns they made, the hills they climbed. They were across the northern border, traversing the river Tweed a while back. Soon the sound of running water made her think they followed a creek, probably the Leet Water. After a time, they watered the horses and then left the road. With the cold wind blowing from a different direction, Audrey knew they headed west now.

“Hume Castle,” she mumbled, around the gag.

“Hey now,” Callum said. “You’re not supposed to know that. I heard Audrey was the smart one, not you.”

Audrey did not speak again.

At last, they reached their destination. The women were placed on their feet and the horses led away. The rope was tied again around their necks and a tug got them moving forward. Audrey felt herself pass through an archway, the sounds of nature growing faint. Hard stone flooring met her footfalls, and soon flickering torchlight pierced the black hood. The sacks were removed.

She and Esmerelda stood naked in a throne room. Large tapestries, depicting various hunting and battle scenes, covered the cold stone walls. Audrey recognized the Coat of Arms.

The Hume family, she thought, pleased with her deductions.

On the throne sat an old, fat, bearded man gone to gray. His eyes jumped back and forth between the two girls.

“Which is Clara?” he rumbled. “My eyes are not what they once were.”

Callum nudged Audrey forward.

“Here she is, milord.”

“Who’s the other?”

“A wench, found naked and in bed with Clara.”

“Comely.”

“Indeed, milord. Both girls are something special.”

“In bed, you say?”

“Yes, milord.”

“Together? Sexually?”

“It would appear.”

Lachlan chuckled.

“There’s something nice about that. Two lovelies, so filled with want for cock that they are forced to go at each other. Inviting, isn’t it?”

“Yes, milord.”

“Why are they still gagged?”

“I await your instructions, milord.”

Lachlan got to his feet with the help of his cane. He approached the two young girls, judging their incredible feminine bodies. He bent to examine Audrey’s pubic area closely.

“I was told she keeps it smooth and hairless,” he complained.

“She must have neglected herself,” Callum said.

He turned to several guards and ordered a bowl of hot water and a straight razor. A man hurried to comply.

“Colin,” Callum said, calling a bearded man over. “You’ve the steadiest hand. Take this razor and clean her up.”

Audrey gasped around her gag. She tried to protest but strong hands seized her. She was pinned to the stone floor and Colin took a position over her.

“Don’t move,” he warned. “I won’t hurt you.”

Something in his voice reached a frightened Audrey. She brought her fear under control and gave him a weak nod. He lathered his hands and then lathered her pussy, smearing suds all around, including her inner thighs, and drawing a soft gasp from the girl. His strong hands felt fantastic. He placed the blade against her soft skin and dragged the razor along her flesh. Hair came away easily.

“You’ve hardly any at all,” he said, reassuring her. “I won’t be long.”

Every eye in the room was glued to his work. Every eye except Audrey’s, who gazed at the high ceiling and prayed it would end soon. Colin handled her with brawny, sure hands and her trepidation soon began to dissipate. He continued his task, pulling her tight skin this way and then that way as the razor flashed. Each time his fingertips brushed her labia she gasped. At last, he carefully parted her lips, drawing sharpened steel over young flesh. Then he turned his attention to her other lip. His fingers rested between, touching her most sensitive inner folds. His pinkie flicked her clitoris, and she shivered.

“Is she unspoiled?” Lachlan asked.

Colin gazed into her eyes. She saw compassion there, and something more.

Lust.

He wants me! she realized. Touching me has made him want me.

Her heart beat faster. Colin was a handsome young man, she noted. A little older than her, with kind eyes, trimmed beard, and clear skin.

“Is she?” Lachlan insisted.

Colin was trying to communicate something without speaking and it took Audrey a moment to understand. Colin would need to check on her maidenhead, and he was trying to give her warning. To show she now understood, Audrey parted her legs a little wider. He smiled.

His middle finger gently circled her opening, and she sucked a bushel of air around her gag. She tensed as his finger eased forward as he slowly began to insert the digit. Audrey moaned, partially over the intrusion and the shame of it all but also because what he was doing felt fantastic. She shivered again and gently rocked her hips, taking more of his finger. Colin soon encountered the remnants of a thin perforated membrane.

“She is innocent,” Colin announced.

Lachlan looked pleased. Colin playfully teased her clit with his thumb and Audrey bit down on the gag. This was not the time or the place to engage in such behavior but that’s precisely why Colin did it.

“I had heard stories to the contrary,” Lachlan said.

“No, milord,” Colin said, continuing to shave her. “She has the signs of an active life, with several small tears, but no man has claimed her. I swear it.”

Lachlan grunted.

“Good. Excellent. Prepare them. Have both girls brought to my bedchamber. Tell Oswald I wish to bathe and don’t make the water too hot again. I will return Clara to the Duke, but he will not get back the same daughter he has today. Perhaps I’ll put a Scottish baby in her belly.”

Lachlan Hume shuffled from the throne room, attended by several men. A few held back to watch Colin. Callum stayed to see the work completed. The young man gently worked Audrey’s pussy as he whisked away her thin pelt, caressing her pussy until she wanted to scream. He brought her close to climax many times but never allowed her to cross that threshold, teasing and fondling as he trimmed away her fine hair, wiping the razor on a rag as he progressed. She was mortified to have her privates stuck in this stranger’s face, but she was also thrilled by it. She would not dare to orgasm in front of these outsiders, but her body craved the release.

Once she was smooth and slick and pink, she was led away, and Esmerelda was brought to the table. Colin quickly sheared her as well and then both girls were taken away to be bathed.


Chapter 3

Archbishop Arnauld Cathar looked down upon the bowed heads of this year’s applicants to The Sacred Order of Vesta. Twelve young virgins, unspoiled and unblemished, gazed at the stone floor and awaited his instructions. After he finished with them, each would make a vow for thirty years of chastity. To break this vow would mean a bloodless death; buried while still alive. Their male partners would be taken to the town center and there publicly beaten to death and their bodies left to rot as a message to all.

If the twelve girls completed their thirty years, the pope would shower them with lavish gifts of titles and land. They would be free from taxes or any familial obligations. Vow completed; they would be allowed to marry.

Yet their stupid husbands would be completely unaware their new brides had spent years worshipping my cock.

As Pontifex Maximus, Arnauld decided which young women were selected. Historically, he chose many. The local order had grown large.

“Arise,” he said, and the twelve did. “Stand before me as Eve did in the Garden of Eden, naked in the sight of our Lord.”

They knew what was coming. Girls talk. As one, they slipped the knot at their shoulder and allowed their smocks to pile around their feet. Arnauld swallowed a gasp. This year’s crop was stunning. The realm was flourishing and that meant proper diet, good length of bone, bright eyes, silken hair, and smooth skin. He’d never witnessed a beginning class so lovely. Twelve young women, nude in the cool abbey air, waiting to be told what act to perform next.

“As you begin this journey,” Arnauld said. “It is imperative you understand precisely what it is you sacrifice. The loss must be known for the gift to have meaning. Do you understand?”

Twelve heads nodded. The archbishop slipped the knot on his shoulder. Like the young women, his robe fell around his feet. He wasn’t already erect, but he was getting there. Every girl aimed her gaze at his swelling prick. Arnauld searched their faces. Their eyes on him sent his blood racing, his heart thumping. He stepped out of the piled cloth around his feet and approached his new acolytes.

“You may touch the scepter of God,” he said.

Half the girls extended a hand. Arnauld resisted a moan. Dainty fingers played with his balls and stroked his growing cock. He turned a stern eye on the girls who hesitated, and they rapidly joined in, taking turns, jerking his erection, teasing and rolling his balls around inside the meat sack. He allowed that to continue until his was so hard he throbbed.

“Resume your kneeling positions, girls,” he instructed. “Form a line.”

They obeyed. The priest moved to his right and the first girl kneeling there. She boldly stared at his hard penis.

“We shall start with the anaphora,” he said. “The rising up is a gift. We partake of a sacred eucharist. This is my bread.”

The priest nudged the first girl’s chin with a knuckle, and her jaw dropped, her mouth opened. She lifted her supplicant eyes to him and to look upon her sent blood surging to his cock.

The same every year. Always so willing, always so eager.

He bowed his hips slightly and the head of his cock passed through her lips. Instinct made her close them around his shaft without being told. All down the line the others watched, eyes darting from a stiff cock in a welcoming mouth to Arnauld’s well-pleased face.

The competitive spirits of men pale in comparison to the natural competition of women. Arnauld saw it in their eyes. Whatever the girl before her did, the next girl would try to surpass. He savored the sweet sensations of an unskilled mouth trying to please him. This girl sucked and roughly tongued the head, and the priest struggled to remain calm. She was the first with eleven more to go. He forced himself to go slowly, thoroughly enjoying each new mouth, each new pretty face.

Some years there was a girl that balked, and she was removed and shamed, outcast. Word of her failure always spread, and the lesson was learned. These fine young women knew how to behave. Arnauld pumped his cock in one mouth after the next, working his way down the line, making mental notes of which girls showed the greatest promise. He would visit them often at the abbey, partaking of their talents as he saw fit.

One girl boldly reached for his hanging balls. He closed his eyes at the fantastic increase in pleasure. The next girl did the same.

“Bless you,” he told her. “The Lord guides you.”

When he reached the last girl, he enjoyed her services for a time and then he gestured to the others.

“All together now,” he said. “There should be no barriers between you.”

He leaned back, offering his pulsating cock to all. They pounced like lionesses, bobbing, sucking, licking every inch of his meat, taking turns. He was overwhelmed but stayed on his feet, relishing the incredible sensations of many hands, many hot, wet mouths.

When he pulled his cock away, they actually looked disappointed. He moved to a door partially concealed by a tapestry. He swung it wide and in the room beyond a huge bed waited.

“The inner sanctum,” he said, waving them in. “You’ve each passed the first test.”

They rose to hurry inside and he followed, bolting the heavy door behind them. He crawled to the center of the bed and forced his cock straight up with his thumb. He pointed to a lovely blonde.

“Seat yourself on this holy scepter,” he said. “While you,” he said, pointing at a gorgeous brunette. “May seat yourself upon my face.”

The young women hurried to comply. They’d heard all the rumors about the initiation ritual and knew what to expect. They’d been prepared for anything. The blonde hastened to lower herself onto his length and gasped at the fantastic sensation of a hard penis filling her insides for the first time, while the brunette climbed onto the bed and fed the archbishop her young dripping cunt. He stretched his hands to either side, posing like a stylized crucifix, and two girls settled their sweet pussies onto his hands, enveloping his thick fingers.

They all began to move together. The blonde riding his cock orgasmed remarkably fast and Arnauld told her to make room for the next. She dragged herself away and a new girl mounted the priest, eager to feel what the first girl had felt. Their collective desire to please transformed into a lust to be pleased, a carnal pursuit of pleasure. This was one of Arnauld’s favorite moments. Propriety and decorum evaporated. Decadent lust prevailed. He knew any minute now the girls would turn on each other and long suppressed desires would explode. Everyone would fuck everyone with him in the middle, presenting the only cock for them to use. When the blonde returned to the fray and sucked his balls into her mouth, the dam burst. Delicate hands caressed sweet young breasts. Tongues found a home in virginal cunts. The girls went after each other with vigor, robust longing, freed from shame. Were they not free to exercise their wants before taking the vow? Was the archbishop not present and participating? How could any of this be wrong? A soft cry of orgasm sent the group giggling, quickly followed by another.

“Release yourselves,” Arnauld commanded. “Liberate yourselves now.”

He laughed inwardly. They thought this was their one opportunity to lie with a man. They did not yet know he would visit their abbey often, sampling their deliciousness over the years, as so many at the abbey already had. 

The pussy gripping his cock was like a hot vise, tight and wet and dragging up and down his inches. The small cunt in his mouth tasted like honey and his fingers teased the smooth slick inner walls of young ladies he couldn’t even see. The pussy around his penis fluttered and another cry of orgasm filled the room. When that young lady pulled herself away, another quickly took her place. Not every girl achieved climax but most of them did. Arnauld was patient and had the self-control of an older man. He let them fuck themselves on him and then, finally, gathered them in a group at his feet. He stood over them and brought himself the final few steps, showering the group with his seed, spraying wide into every mouth, splashing every face, baptizing his flock with his essence.


Chapter 4

Duke Bertram lifted the heavy oak desk over his head as if it weighed little. With a flex of thick corded muscles, he launched the furniture across the room, smashing the wood into splinters.

“Where is she?” he bellowed. “Where is my Audrey?”

Aides and servants feared for their lives. The Duke had returned home to learn of his daughters kidnapping.

“Who took my baby?” he roared. “Bring me the guards posted that night. Bring them to me now!”

Aides hurried to carry out his command. Others held back, too afraid to step forward, too afraid to scurry away. Clara sauntered into the room. She wore a thin nightshirt, areola visible through the sheer cloth.

“Who’s missing?” she asked, her sweet voice melodic.

The Duke spun on her, his face contorted with anger. He filled his lungs with air, ready to shout in the face of whoever it was that interrupted him. His gaze fell to his lovely daughter and then lower, to her noticeable breasts, exposed for every male in the Red Keep to see. His anger vanished.

“Dear child,” he said. “Have I not asked you for propriety?”

She waved her father’s comment aside.

“Daddy,” she said. “You know I run warm. I slept naked and threw this on before coming to see what caused all the commotion. Tell me who is missing? Is it the archbishop?”

“No, Clara. Nighttime cutthroats have absconded with your beloved sister, Audrey. No demands have been made. I know not what fell purpose or sinister plan they have for her.”

Clara shrugged.

“They couldn’t have done it without help. Torture the guards on duty that night. One of them knows something.”

The Duke noted her callous disregard, her brutal calculation for achieving her desired result. Part of him admired her.

“If you torture your men, you’ll soon have no men,” he said. “Better to offer a reward for information. Get them to betray one of their own.”

“Smart,” Clara agreed, disappointed.

Several of the guards cast glances at Clara’s partially exposed breasts. She caught them and stretched languorously, as if shaking off sleep, which pulled the fabric tight around her torso, showing more of what she had. She learned more everyday about the power she possessed and the weaknesses of men. She noticed Philips was one of the guards on duty and arched her back to tease him. The Duke was too upset to notice the game his daughter played but other soldiers did.

“Where is the archbishop?” the Duke shouted.

“At the abbey, milord,” a soldier offered. “He conducts the Vestal Ritual.”

“Dunmore!”

“Yes, milord,” the captain said, hurrying into the room, pulling his tunic over his head. “I am here.”

“Where were you when Audrey was taken?”

“Delivering the stipend to Osbert and Margaret, milord.”

The Duke drew a breath. Dunmore was only one man. He could not be everywhere at once.

I should not have left my daughters unguarded, Bertram thought. The fault is mine and mine alone.

“Find Audrey,” the Duke snarled.

He grabbed Clara by the wrist and dragged his daughter from the room, her large tits bouncing, her firm round ass swaying. Every man there stole a look. Clara chuckled.

“You should not be so revealed in front of the men,” he said. “You’re a duke’s daughter. You’re near royalty. Should Henry and his family fall, I may very well ascend the throne. It would not do to have every man within twenty miles know what you look like nude. Do you want the members of your court to be so familiar? You may be queen someday.”

“I don’t want to be queen,” Clara said. “I want to have men look at me.”

The Duke sighed. She would grow out of it, but for now this rebellious phase was tedious.

“Go to your chambers,” he said. “Don proper attire. After, join me in the throne room.”

“Yes, father.”

Clara ambled away, headed for her bedroom. She passed a handsome guard standing at his post and enjoyed his eyes on her exposed body. She hated it when her father chastised her but understood that he must. Still, it rankled.

“I need something heavy lifted,” she told the guard as she walked by. “In my chambers. Come with me.”

“Yes, Princess.”

I’m not a true princess, she thought. But someday I might be.

She led the guard into her bedchamber, feeling a special rush of excitement. She should not have this man in her room, ever, but especially not when her father was at the Red Keep.

“What furniture do you need moved?” the guard said, glancing around.

Clara stepped close and cupped his cock and balls through his pants.

“This is what I need lifted,” she said.

The panicked guard tried to back away, but the wall stopped him. Clara slipped a shoulder strap off, freeing a full round breast. The guard’s eyes dropped to it, and he groaned.

“I must leave, Princess,” he whimpered. “I must not be in this room with you.”

She slipped the other shoulder strap off and let the garment fall.

“Oh, God,” he groaned, running his gaze over her young body.

But he could not look away. She held his eye, made more exciting by the rules forbidding him from ever viewing such a sight. Clara took one step back and his eyes devoured the gorgeous girl. She loved this power over men. The front of his pantaloons bulged; a raised point aimed directly at Clara. She squeezed the hidden knob, thrilled, as always, by the shape of a cock head in her hand.

“Take it out,” she told him. “I want to suck on it. Would you like to see a princess take your cock in her mouth?”

His throat was too constricted to speak. Clara knew the huge risk she was taking but that only added to the excitement.

“Milady,” he protested. “Please.”

“At least allow me to see it. I’ve made you hard. At least allow me to see what I’ve created. I do love those things. Take it out.”

The guard hesitated but Clara waited patiently, expecting her orders to be followed. She folded her arms under her bare breasts and waited. The guard studied her pretty face and then again sent his eyes roaming her nude body.

“Oh, God,” he said.

In one hand he held his spear while with the other he untied the sash which held his pants. He opened the front and presented his stiff cock to the girl.

“Lovely,” she said, and meant it.

Before he could stop her, she dropped before him and engulfed half his dick in her hot mouth. He gasped and bent at the waist but did not try to take it away. Her mouth felt amazing but more exciting to him was the sight of pretty Clara, a girl he’d known since birth and watched grow up, now with his penis halfway down her throat. He gazed into her big, pretty eyes and felt his sperm already rising. She felt it too.

“Slow down,” she said, slipping his erection out of her mouth.

She squeezed his shaft, and a dollop of semen oozed from the tip. She gazed into his eyes as she licked it away, giggling as his knees turned weak. Strong men clad in armor and wielding weapons of war, easily turned into mewling kittens begging for cream. She swirled his semen around inside her mouth and was pleased to discover this man’s taste was sweet. A first.

“I don’t usually swallow what comes out of the man,” she said. “But I will for you. What’s your name?”

“Oliver,” he croaked.

She sucked his cock a moment and then paused again.

“I give you permission to cum in my mouth, Oliver,” she said. “I will drink what you give me. Would you like that?”

“Oh, God,” he moaned yet again.

Clara laughed.

“I think that means yes,” she said, slipping his erection in again.

The man kept his hands to himself, unsure what was allowed, but wishing to avoid anything that might make her stop. He’d never felt anything like what she did to him, and he loved it. He loved it more because it was Clara. He knew he’d never see her the same after today.

She held his hips with both hands and made him fuck her face. His knuckles were white where he gripped his weapon. He lasted hardly any time at all before suddenly erupting. He held his spear and stayed on his feet but almost stumbled. Clara was surprised by the volume of sperm he delivered, sucking and swallowing, and then just concentrating on swallowing. His semen tasted like warm milk, and she loved how she crippled him. He croaked like he was dying and she vacuumed everything out of him, smacking her lips and laughing as he fell against the wall, wiped out. She stood naked before him.

“Get out, Oliver,” she said. “Daddy says I must change clothes. Don’t get caught leaving my room our they’ll spend three days flaying you alive.”

The man hurried to pull up his pants, dazed. He tied the sash and watched Clara turn her back on him. He moved to the door, checked to make sure he was safe, and then exited her room, returning to his post. Clara turned around once the door closed. She licked her lips, tasting the man’s juice, tasting the essence of male, and discovered she liked it. More than liked it, she hungered for it.

From now on, she thought. I swallow. Every man. I don’t care if they taste bad. I want to drink male seed.


Chapter 5

Audrey and Esmerelda, frightened but acting brave, stood naked at the foot of a giant four-poster canopy bed. Esmerelda held her hands behind her, refusing to hide her body or feel any shame. Audrey tried to do the same, but her nakedness haunted her. Her hands would drift in front of her newly shorn pussy, she’d catch herself hiding, grit her teeth, and force herself to stand proud, like Esmerelda, hands behind her back.

On the bed lay Lachlan Hume, wrapped in a dingy, off-white robe, his armor and weapons proudly displayed on a nearby rack suited for the purpose. He eyed the girls with lecherous anticipation, rubbing his hands together. The girls were clean and fresh and blooming with the beauty and vitality of youth. On Audrey who was Clara, rosy breasts sat high, topped by soft, pink, puffy nipples. Rounded buttocks and firm thighs spoke of hours spent horseback riding. She had bright, sparkling eyes that seemed to reflect a sense of curiosity and wonder about the world. Her cascade of long hair, soft and shiny, framed her face in a way that enhanced her youthful charms. Like Esmerelda, she carried herself with a sense of grace and confidence. She was simple yet elegant, standing there naked, a natural beauty. Esmerelda was darker skinned and carried more tone. Hard labor had strengthened her body, but her spirit was undaunted. Her breasts arched upward from her ribs proudly. Both girls exuded a sense of innocence. Lachlan licked his lips.

“Come, sweet things,” he said.

Audrey froze.

“Yes, milord,” Esmerelda eagerly murmured, circling the bed.

Lachlan ran his eyes over the girl. She was bolder than the Duke’s daughter, with a more mature beauty about her. Lachlan had received word the two girls were found in bed together, naked and embracing, smelling of recent sex. He pictured that scene now and his penis began to swell.

“Don’t just stand there, young Clara,” Lachlan grumbled. “I want you both at the same time, together, in a bed like how we found you.”

“You didn’t find me, milord,” Audrey said. “Your men crept in like thieves and stole me. You stole both of us.”

“You pay for the sins of your father,” Lachlan drawled. “I had a daughter once. I had a wife too. Your father took both from me. My wife now serves him at the Red Keep. Did you know that? Where do you think all those women come from? He took my love from me so now I take his. Let him feel the pain I felt.”

“I’ve done nothing to you, milord. This is a fight between men. You’re a coward. You aren’t strong enough to take your revenge on him, so you steal a defenseless girl.”

Anger flashed across his withered face. He surged from the bed, robe falling open to reveal a bulging gut and pale, hairy, dimpled skin. His long cock bounced around, slapping his thighs. Audrey recoiled, frightened, disgusted.

“You are my revenge on him!” the old man roared, scooting closer.

Her fear had an effect on him, causing his penis to engorge and rise. When he moved closer still, he jabbed Audrey in the stomach with his stiff dick. She looked down at the ugly, lumpy, tube of meat.

“On your knees, Clara,” the Scottish chieftain commanded. “You’re going to suck my cock until your jaw aches, and then I’m going to fuck you in the ass with it! You will learn to hate the day ach!—"

Lachlan never finished that sentence. Esmerelda, forgotten in his rage, had stepped around to the display of weapons and armor and drawn the short sword hanging there. She’d swung with all her might, catching the old man in the neck, blade biting deep. Blood sprayed.

“Gragh!” Lachlan cried.

He tried to scream but his throat was partially severed. Audrey opened her mouth to shriek, but Esmerelda left the sword in Lachlan’s neck and hurried to her mistress. She clamped a firm hand over the younger girl’s mouth, dragging her backward. Lachlan tried to grab them, but his feet were frozen to the floor. Off balance, he tumbled forward, sword clanging against the stone floor. His weak hands tried to pull the blade out as his life bled away. He exhaled deeply and was still.

“You killed him!” Audrey hissed and stepped back to avoid the growing pool of scarlet. “My God. My God.”

“I would never allow a pig like him to touch you like that.”

Audrey swept the chamber with her eyes. The old man had demanded privacy for his time with the girls, so no one was in the room with them. They had some time before others came to investigate.

“How long does this piece of offal usually last with a girl?” Audrey asked. “How long before his guards get suspicious? We can’t fight our way out of this place. How do we escape?”

Esmerelda examined the room. Audrey moved to the bed and used a sheet to wipe away the blood that had sprayed on her.

“Thank you, Esmerelda,” she said, without looking up. “Thank you for saving me from him.”

Esmerelda turned eyes filled with love on Audrey.

“I would die for you.”

Audrey shook her head.

“I cannot allow that to happen,” she said. “Let’s both get out of this mess somehow. Search the walls. Most castles have secret passageways.”

The girls forgot their nakedness and moved in opposite directions, scanning every inch of the room.

“Here,” Esmerelda said, pulling a tapestry away from a wall. “A door.”

“A door to where? Safety? Or greater danger?”

“What choice have we? This room grows more dangerous by the minute.”

Esmerelda stepped close to Audrey and held her face, kissing the girl fiercely.

“All right,” she said. “Let’s go.”

She took Audrey’s hand and stepped through the door, closing it behind them and discovering a dead bolt, which she locked.

“This must be a secured escape tunnel for Lachlan,” Esmerelda said. “Let’s hope it leads to safety.”

They hurried along the dusty corridor, dainty bare feet scuffing the grit of disuse.

“Wait,” Audrey said, noticing small sliding panels along the walls. “These are spy holes. We can see into other rooms.”

“How do you know about spy holes?”

“I found some at the Red Keep.”

“Who have you been spying on?” Esmerelda asked quietly. “Your sister?”

They stopped walking.

“Yes,” Audrey whispered, ashamed. “Clara does whatever she wants. I want to be more like her. I wish I was her.”

“You’re better than her. Don’t wish to be her. Wish to be truly you.”

Audrey shrugged.

“Honestly, I don’t know who I am.”

Esmerelda took her hand and led her forward again.

“If we survive this,” she said. “Let’s take some time and find out.”

The tunnel ran a long way and then made a hard right turn. At the end of a short passageway was another secret door including another spy hole. Audrey slowly drew the small panel aside to see through. She sighed.

“That makes sense,” she whispered. “If I was a fleeing chieftain, this is where I’d want to run.”

She stepped aside and Esmerelda took her spot. Beyond the hidden door was an open area, with kilns and overhead buckets controlled by gears and pulleys. Warriors soaped and rinsed after training or returning from the road. Naked males were everywhere, scrubbing, talking, dressing and undressing.

“Mercy,” Esmerelda breathed.

Audrey found another spy hole a few feet away and watched the men. There were muscular bodies and firm asses and swinging, swaying cocks everywhere. She felt mesmerized without understanding why. Her body tingled. She felt warm. Esmerelda was pretty and looking at her was exciting, but the sight of these naked men, scarred, tough, fierce, made her knees weak.

“I have seen beyond the gates of Heaven,” Esmerelda murmured. “They’re probably all heartless bastards but Lord, what a sight.”

“Why do I feel this way?” Audrey muttered.

Esmerelda grinned.

“That’s just nature’s way, Au— Clara. We are drawn towards what we’re supposed to be drawn towards. We want what we want.”

“You’re saying I want them? To know them? Sexually?”

“That’s what I’m saying.”

“That’s sinful.”

“Not in my land. Not where I come from. In my tribe men and women made love out in the open. There was no shame.”

Audrey shivered.

“Would you watch?”

“Sometimes. I was much younger then but even so I could spot feminine and masculine beauty. Some matings would draw a crowd and we’d all watch. It’s natural and beautiful.”

Audrey imagined people watching her with a man and discovered the idea did not completely disgust her.

“Father would punish me severely,” she said.

“Yes. You English have strange ideas about right and wrong.”

The girls fell silent again, eyes pressed to spy holes. One bearded and especially muscular man entered the washing area and set aside the bolt of cloth which covered him from the waist down. Esmerelda and Audrey gasped at his magnificent physique fully revealed. He turned and his pendulous cock swung wide, slapped his thigh and slowly swung to a stop.

“That’s Colin,” she whispered, voice trembling. “He’s the man that shaved us. We must get out of this place. You killed their leader. We shouldn’t be watching these men or thinking these thoughts.”

“Maybe that’s how we escape?”

“What do you mean?”

Esmerelda looked down at her own naked body. She sent her eyes over Audrey.

“Men are simple creatures. Our bodies are our best weapons against them. Their penises are our allies, although few women know it.”

“What are you saying? We can escape if we seduce them?”

“Something like that. We can at least distract them and give ourselves a chance. They’ll find the dead chieftain, but will they realize it was we that killed him? Doubtful. We are but helpless girls. Some will hunt the killer while the rest dally with us. Once we exhaust them, we escape.”

Audrey gazed at the men. Colin stepped under a bucket and pulled a rope. Hot water cascaded over him.

“I’ve never lain with a man,” she muttered. “You are saying to survive I must lay, for the first time, with not one, but many?”

“If you have another idea, tell me.”

Audrey fretted. She wrung her hands and chewed her lips and struggled to find a path to safety.

“How would we do it?” she asked at last.

“We open this door and step into their area, pointing up the corridor behind us, crying about a man who broke into Lachlan’s bedroom and attacked him. We ran. Some will rush to check on their leader but most, I suspect, will want to stay with the young nude pretty girls. They may not even know who you are or why we are here. Lachlan might have kept the mission to kidnap you a secret, even from his own men.”

Audrey looked down at her naked body. She noticed a drop of blood she’d missed and wiped it away with her thumb. Her vulva looked so vulnerable, pink and bare. She focused closer on her stiff and sensitive nipples.

Those men will ravage me, she thought. They’ll hurt me.

Esmerelda stepped close.

“I won’t let them hurt you,” she said, reading Audrey’s frightened expression and taking her hand, lifting it to her lips.

“No? How will you stop them from doing that?”

“I’ll offer myself. I’ll draw all their attention.” Esmerelda moved closer still and tilted the younger girl’s chin up. She kissed Audrey softly. “It won’t be all bad. Some of what they do to us we’ll enjoy.”

“I’m scared.”

Esmerelda hugged Audrey, their flat bellies and warm breasts pressed together. Esmerelda circled the girl’s head in her arms and the kiss turned passionate. Audrey hesitated, fearful of their situation, then melted, returning the kiss with growing heat.


Chapter 6

“If I refuse?” Baron Barclay Scott snorted.

“Dire consequences,” the archbishop explained.

Barclay grumbled and paced his large and opulent feasting hall.

“I’ve not even seen her myself,” he complained. “She’s a princess from a far-off land. She won’t understand our ways. I don’t understand our ways. Why should the Duke know my bride before me?”

The archbishop put on his best reassuring face.

“God wills it,” he said. “The pope has blessed this duke. He represents the Lord’s wishes on this Earth. God moves his man this way and that, using him as an eager subject. How can you expect less of yourself? Do you not wish to serve our Lord? Would you, for selfish, prideful reasons, deny God his plan? Deny King Henry himself?”

“No. Of course not. But I am still only a man. What husband welcomes the touch of another upon his bride? What if she conceives the Duke’s child?”

“You raise it as your own, proving your allegiance to our Duke. In exchange you receive the good Duke’s blessings.”

“I’ve land myself. I’ve wealth of my own. My bride-to-be comes from a family of impeccable reputation and wealth of their own. We don’t need the Duke’s blessing. I’m not some poor farmer hoping for favor, ready to trade my young wife’s virginity to advance my station.”

“Duke Bertram carries a mandate from the pope himself. Defy that at your peril. You will find yourself cut out and isolated.”

“Excommunicated,” Barclay muttered, continuing his back and forth across the hard tiled floor.

“This gesture is always offered by those about to marry,” the priest said. “Do not ostracize yourself from the town around you. If you take a stand against the Duke in this way, others will not understand. You will be seen by your own people as a traitor to the crown. Look at the town. How many of your own citizens have entertained the Duke?”

Barclay chuckled scornfully.

“Entertained,” he scoffed.

“Your wedding is this Sunday. Your new bride arrives Friday evening. Feed her. Bathe her. Saturday night, dress her in her finest garments and then present her, proudly, to our Duke.”

That Baron Barclay hated this ritual was obvious on his face. The priest studied the man. The tension in the baron’s neck and shoulders spoke of the rage and frustration he carried. The priest found it all delightful. Each time he visited a home to announce the Duke’s intentions, he savored the blinding fury and seething vexation each man exhibited. The more a husband suffered, the greater the priest’s pleasure. He would be sure to tell the Duke of the baron’s reluctance, knowing the Duke would exact a heavier price. Perhaps he would make Barclay stay in the same room to watch. Such dominance and submission thrilled the archbishop.

“You’re a powerful and well-respected man, Barclay. Don’t allow your arrogance to rob you of all you have. Submit to the Duke and see your blessings multiply tenfold. Think of this as a gift. A tithe to the Duke and the church.”

Barclay waved off the archbishop.

“Enough,” he muttered, furious but trapped. “I will comply. I won’t like it. In fact, I’ll hate it. But I will comply.”

“Excellent. I’ll make all the arrangements.”

“I will send word to my betrothed and pray she does not abandon me.”

“You risk all.”

“I will not have her surprised upon her arrival. I will not impose the Duke on her. If she truly desires to be my bride and is prepared to accept our customs, however strange to her, then I will know she is truly mine.”

“As you wish.”

Barclay moved to the door and held it open, inviting the archbishop to leave, which the older man did. Barclay sent for a messenger and dispatched a note to his coming bride, explaining what would be required. He prepared himself for the worst. He knew the priest would hurry to tell the Duke of his reluctance. Barclay grabbed a jug of wine from the shelf and pulled the stopper, guzzling several mouthfuls of the sweet liquid. The fluid hit his stomach with a glowing warmth.

The Duke will have her. There is nothing I can do about it short of killing the man, which would be the end of me and all I hold dear.

He’d heard the ruthless tales of the Duke’s legendary vengeance. He drank from the jug again. Images began to flash in his mind of his new bride-to-be bent over and fucked from behind by a grinning Duke.

“God’s bones!” he shouted, throwing the jug and shattering it against the brick wall.


Chapter 7

Princess indeed, the archbishop noted.

The horse-drawn carriages, all six of them, were of exotic design, and opulent beyond imagination. Festooned with the brilliant colors and banners of her far-off native land, her bodyguards were likewise clothed, the final touch a bright crimson turban capped with gold atop each head. Their scimitars were real enough, bare blades hanging from sashes around the waist, naked steel exposed as an unspoken threat. She brought ladies in waiting as well as a detachment of guards, smooth dusky skin a rare sight in this part of the world.

The Lady Aya was helped from the carriage and all the servants of Scott manor stretched their neck to catch a view. She was taller than Scottish women, thinner and darker skinned. She stood regally, back straight, breasts thrust forward, unashamed of who and what she was. Beneath a loose cowl, dark, mysterious lace covered her face, revealing only her emerald eyes. Colorful silks flowed across her curvaceous body; full breasts scandalously swayed with independent motion. Her guards ushered her into the manor quickly. The Scott servants lined the main hall all the way to the great room where Barclay waited. He gasped at her regal beauty and barely concealed voluptuous female form. His eyes went wide as he gawked at every sexy inch of this exceptional beauty.

“Welcome, Princess Aya,” he stammered. “Welcome to Scotland.”

She lifted a hand, and Barclay, clearly smitten, kissed the back of it. She opened her mouth to speak but before she could utter a word, a heavy oak door across the great room swung wide. The archbishop, followed by the towering Duke and several men-at-arms, strode purposefully into the chamber.

“Now?” Barclay snapped. “You dare! I’ve not yet completed formal introductions, and you already barge into my home?”

“As is his right!” the archbishop countered.

Princess Aya swung her attention towards the Duke. She’d had the ritual explained to her and she understood what was happening, but she showed no fear. Her eyes traveled the tall Duke, his broad shoulders and thick arms and legs. Her gaze met his.

“Calm yourself, my soon-to-be-husband,” she said. “Let us do what must be done. Are we not citizens of the realm? Certain traditions must be followed.”

The Duke grinned. He had her and he knew it.

“Let the wedding ceremony take place this evening,” Bertram announced. “At the conclusion, I will visit the matrimonial bed in place of the baron.”

The Duke and his entourage exited the room the way they’d entered. The archbishop hurried to make arrangements. The manor launched into a beehive of activity, everyone working hard and fast to make the Duke’s wishes come true. Barclay grumbled and growled, pacing the great room, humiliated at taking orders in his own home. There was nothing he could do about it short of war, which, considering the Duke’s massive resources he was sure to lose, so he took his anger and shame out on the servants around him. Princess Aya retired to a guest room to await the wedding.

Soon the archbishop called them all together again.

Barclay wore what he had on earlier, but Princess Aya had changed into a layering of pale blue and white silks, gorgeous white silk covering her head and framing her face. A lace mask still concealed her appearance, allowing only her striking green eyes to remain visible. The archbishop presided and the ceremony moved along quickly. Vows were taken and a ring placed on the princess’s finger. She tied a scarf around Barclay’s upper arm, in the tradition of her people. The archbishop asked if both parties agreed to this union.

“I do,” said the baron.

“I do,” said the princess.

“I proclaim you man and wife before the eyes of our Lord,” the priest announced.

The baron leaned in to kiss his new bride, but Bertram grabbed her wrist and pulled her away, turning the young woman until she stood before the Duke. His lips smiled but his eyes blazed.

“What do you wish, milord?” Aya asked.

“Take it out,” the Duke said. “We stand before God and the world. Let all bear witness.”

“Surely some decorum is required?” the baron interrupted. “Perhaps the two of you would like to go off to a private room somewhere? Perhaps you’d like to show some discretion in my home?”

Aya looked at the Duke.

“No,” the big man said. “This way we kill any rumors before they are born. Let all witness the deed, from high born to lowly slave.”

Barclay turned pale. The Duke meant to have this new bride in front of everyone. There could be no hiding from it, no lie to cover the truth. The household staff, from lowest slave to the highest general, would all witness the Duke claim the baron’s lady. Barclay took an angry step forward and his military men did too, but the archbishop raised a hand.

“Remember yourselves,” he said, calmly.

Barclay halted and his soldiers did too. He considered ordering his household out of the room, but the Duke would only countermand his order and further humiliate him. Princess Aya, now beloved wife of Baron Barclay Scott, sank to her knees and sat on her heels before the Duke. She lifted the pin which held her lace veil and let it drop, revealing a face of breathtaking beauty. Barclay groaned in dismay before he could stop himself. Aya lifted the Duke’s long shirt and unbuckled his trousers, allowing his pants to fall around his ankles. His hefty cock, thick and strong, lifted before her face, not yet fully engorged but already the largest she’d seen. She’d known he would be hung from the moment she saw him. Such men move with a different kind of confidence.

“You are built like a king,” she said.

“You are more beautiful than any queen,” the Duke answered.

They locked eyes. The crowd eased forward, watching, as Aya kissed the plump head. He gave no instructions, waiting to see what this exotic beauty would do. She kissed along the top of the shaft until she reached his lower abs. She buried her nose in his sparse pubic hair and breathed deep.

“Cinnamon,” she murmured.

“For you,” he chuckled.

“Thoughtful.”

Aya reached out and took Barclay’s rough and callused hand, holding it as she trailed kisses down the Duke’s shaft again. She lovingly interlaced fingers with her new husband, and still held the baron’s hand when she parted her lips and, eyes locked on the Duke, eased the soft, fat tube into her mouth. The head bulged her cheeks. She sucked softly, enveloping the Duke in warm wet flesh.

The baron tried to pull his hand away, but she held him, gripping her husband tightly while suckling on the cock of another man. Barclay felt blood flow to his penis and dismay flood his gut. He hated what he saw but the deep animal part of his mind could not deny the rampant sexuality on display. He grew excited despite his efforts to remain passive. Men are voyeurs. Nature designed them that way. Barclay witnessed the lust lavished on that large tube of male meat and was powerless to stop his own arousal. To grow erect at the sight of his beloved wife sucking on another man would be the worse degradation he could imagine.

The Duke placed a gentle hand on her head then pushed back the cowl and mask, fully revealing her face and hair for the first time. Murmurs swept the crowd, whispered comments regarding her angelic beauty.

“What a formidable queen she will make, Barclay,” the Duke said, watching his soft penis crawl deeper into her mouth. “See how she tries to please two men? She walks a narrow path with a precipice on either side: anger my new husband, anger a duke. Women need men to protect them, but it is us from whom they need protecting. We are the greatest source of danger in their lives. Your new bride does what she must but brings you along, showing you her enduring alliance. I will leave this place in a few hours, but she will remain, bound to you, forever.”

The Duke drew his hips back a little, exposing his wet cock to open air. Her lips clung to the fat, round shaft and she was careful to keep the head in her mouth. He gripped a handful of her hair and pushed his swelling cock back in, bulging her cheeks.

Barclay’s gaze was glued to her face. He squeezed his new wife’s hand and fought to remain only partially swollen. The Duke began to pump his stiffening penis back and forth, increasing his pleasure. Every eye in the room watched his oversized cock fuck her face. His manhood began to curve upward as it turned solid. She pulled her mouth off to lick all over the sensitive head and then ducked under to tongue his large balls. Her hands joined her mouth, stroking and teasing.

Once she had him fully engorged, she stood and turned her back to him. She lifted her long skirt from behind, revealing her toned ass and legs. She shuffled her feet farther apart and took Barclay’s hands again, leaning on her new husband for support. She assumed the position of a breeding animal, haunches jutting backward, naked slit beckoning. The Duke dropped his gaze to her wet cunt and inhaled deeply through his nose. A surge of aroused blood caused his head and shaft to flare, expanding and turning darker. Princess Aya rose on her toes, offering her pussy to the Duke, teasing. The silks wrapped around her body had loosened and the front partially opened. Olive-skinned breasts topped by small dark nipples slipped into view. The silent crowd stared.

“Barclay,” the Duke demanded. “Prove your allegiance. Guide my shaft into her.”

“Milord?”

“Take my cock in your hand and place it within your wife,” the Duke repeated.

Rage filled the baron. A sheet of red covered his vision. Murder filled his heart, but he released Aya’s hands and stepped around, ogling at the Duke’s large penis. Tension turned the air thick. A hush fell over the crowd. Barclay’s fingers circled the thick shaft and pulled the Duke forward.

“Be glad I don’t order you to suck it in front of your men,” the Duke hissed.

“Yes, milord.”

Aya pushed her hips back at the men. She couldn’t stop herself. Eager for penetration, she leaned backward and then gasped when the large head split her labia. She was soaked. Barclay saw it. Barclay saw the tiny rivulets of arousal mark her inner thighs and drip untouched from her tight slit. He pulled the Duke forward again and Aya’s snug passage expanded as the thick cock filled her.

“My Lord,” she breathed. “Oh. My Lord.”

Her words stabbed the baron through his heart, but he did not fault her. There was no way to remain passive experiencing an invasion like that. The girthy Duke enlarged her slick tunnel the deeper he went.

“I know not your customs, milady” the Duke said. “Tell me, child, are you unspoiled?”

“Of course, milord,” she said, her voice strained as she fought to maintain her composer. “You are my first.”

Bertram moved his hands to her hipbones and pulled her backward. Barclay released the Duke’s cock just in time, avoiding her wet slit. Princess Aya threw her head back and moaned as her tunnel was stuffed and several people in the crowd, mostly women, gasped. The Duke plowed as deep as he could and held himself buried, enjoying Aya squirming on the end of his meat. He waited, motionless, savoring her tight wet walls gripping every inch. His balls tightened.

Princess Aya suddenly gasped and moaned loudly, an orgasm wracking her body, fed by her exhibitionism almost as much as the fat and throbbing cock in her cunt. Her nails dug into her thighs and her body turned rigid. Her head rose as her pleasure soared and she cried out. Barclay staggered backward. The Duke laughed with delight.

“Place a chair in front of her and sit,” Lord Bertram ordered.

Men hurried to bring Barclay a chair and he sat. Aya leaned into his lap, hugging her new husband as the Duke began to fuck her from behind, starting slow and strong but soon slapping flesh against flesh. The audience watched, transfixed, as the powerful man pounded Princess Aya into another climax.

Finally, the Duke bellowed and drove his cock deep and held it there. His contorted face and ragged sporadic breathing told of the sperm he pumped into the gorgeous young woman. His climax left him weak, so he leaned on her to catch his breath, then straightened his shoulders and gently withdrew his softening inches. Cum dribbled as he left her. She quickly turned and covered herself, now suddenly shy, and crawled into her new husband’s lap. Barclay wrapped her petite frame in his arms. The Duke left his wet cock hanging for all to see, eventually tucking himself into his pants again.

“I declare this marriage consummated,” he announced. “Sanctified in the name of God. Recognize the baron and his new bride and give them your respect.”

A smattering of applause echoed around the chamber. Barclay glared at the Duke with murder in his eyes.


Chapter 8

Esmerelda slid the bolt and opened the secret door. The men did not notice the girls at first, surrounded by steam and each other, then movement drew their eye. Two gorgeous young women stepped naked from the mist.

“Help us,” Esmerelda said, forlorn voice cracking. “A man with a knife attacked us. He attacked that old man too. I don’t know if he’s okay.”

Almost a dozen nude men, hard bodied, scarred, wet and soapy, turned to confront the girls.

“She means Lachlan,” a bald man said.

The other men barely heard him. All eyes were locked on the two nubile lovelies.

“You,” Baldy said, pointing at Esmerelda. “Come with me. I will check on our chieftain. Your friend stays here.”

He grabbed Esmerelda by the wrist and hurried back up the corridor she’d just exited. The door clicked closed behind Audrey and she lifted her eyes to find every man staring at her. She returned their gaze, mesmerized and more than a little frightened by the wall of man-muscle and naked cocks confronting her. So intense was their gaze, she felt their roaming eyes as if they were fingertips touching her skin. Nobody spoke. The men silently devoured every inch of her tight smooth body. Only the bearded Colin hesitated, nagged by the feeling he’d met them before.

Audrey gasped when penises began to rise.

“Why?” she mewled. “I didn’t do anything.”

They said nothing. She tried to cover herself with her arms but that only posed her in a more feminine and vulnerable way.

“Who are you?” one of the men croaked.

Audrey shrugged, afraid to give up her identity.

“I’m nobody,” she said.

The looks in their eyes changed. Too late she realized that concern about who she was had protected her from them. They had nothing to fear from a girl that was a nobody. Several men stepped closer. Cocks were rising all around and while the sight frightened her, it also thrilled her in a way she did not understand. The men had formed a half-circle with her at the center, trapping her against the wall.

“I lied,” she blurted. “I am Duke Bertram’s youngest daughter. Audrey.”

Colin took a half step back. One man laughed, moving closer.

“Yes,” he taunted. “Nice to meet you. I’m King Henry.”

All the men laughed except Colin. Nine cocks pointed at Audrey now, all growing harder. Her gaze jumped from one to the next. A rush of adrenaline washed over her when she realized she alone had made these men grow erect. Their dicks scared her but thrilled her at the same time.

“What are you going to do to me?” she pleaded.

Several men took their penises in hand, slowly stroking while the appraised her womanly figure.

“First,” Colin said. “We’ll wash you off. You’ve got some blood splattered on you. Come closer, girl. We won’t hurt you.”

“Why are all your penises hard?” she asked. “It frightens me.”

“Don’t be scared,” Colin said. “We just appreciate your natural beauty, that’s all. Ignore our cocks and let’s get you washed up.”

He sounded sincere but a little voice nagged Audrey in the back of her mind. He held a hand out to her but she stayed where she was.

“You don’t want to walk around the manor with blood on you,” Colin said.

Audrey looked down at her arms. She’d missed some droplets completely and smeared others.

“All right,” she said, taking a step forward and accepting Colin’s hand. He led her under a bucket and told her where to stand. He handed her a large bar of soap. He showed her how to turn the gear and release the hot water from above.

“Go easy on that soap,” he said. “It’s got lye in it.”

“Okay.”

“Close your eyes and tilt your head back.”

Audrey did as he suggested. She heard cogs bite and wooden gears turn. Warm water, almost too warm, splashed down and stole her breath. She gasped. It felt fantastic. More water poured over her and she exhaled a bushel of stress and fear. Her shoulders sagged a little.

A hot mouth descended on her small vulva, engulfing her entire mons. Her eyes flew open. All the air left her lungs in a rush. From behind, strong hands spread her butt cheeks and rough whiskers scratched her soft skin. A tongue licked her butthole and pushed through her sphincter. She gasped, and then groaned as the electric sensations slammed her. Before she could even draw a breath, two hot mouths fell upon her nipples. A stiff cock was thrust into her open hand. Her legs would have buckled if not for the many hands holding her up, caressing her flesh. Hot water poured from above, raining down on her and the men. She gasped again as teeth gently bit a nipple. She shivered as a tongue wiggling deeper into her pussy. She looked down her body, stunned by the multitude of fingers and faces.

“God help me,” she groaned, feeling herself lifted off the ground.

The men had waited until she closed her eyes and then circled like a pack of wolves. They now gripped her arms and legs and spread both, opening her wide to their ravenous appetites. They exposed her fully, lusting after her youthful beauty. The man sucking her pussy pushed his tongue deeper and the man eating her ass did the same. Audrey groaned, overwhelmed, her body going limp. Hands crawled everywhere. Mouths nibbled and sucked and licked everywhere. She tried to form words, but the sensations washing over her were too strong. She whimpered, lost. They lifted and turned her body however they wished. Every man’s request was honored. She tried struggling briefly, out of instinct and not any real fear, but her strength was nothing compared to theirs. She might as well try to topple an oak. Her hips writhed of their own accord and the tongues inside drove her crazy.

She was turned on her side, three feet off the floor, when she finally summoned the will to speak. She opened her mouth to say what she must, but a stiff cock topped by a bulbous head pressed against her tongue. For an instant she felt the warmth of the solid fleshy mass. She sensed the sensitive skin and experienced the gently pulsating member. She choked when it pushed too deep and tried to push it out, but it withdrew on its own.

All at once a strange disappointment washed over her. She turned her head and found the cock mere inches from her face. She looked up at the man it belonged to, and their eyes met. He leaned his hips forward, offering, and this time Audrey willingly opened her mouth to receive him. The man moaned and Audrey felt a rush of her own, bizarrely, given the circumstances, deriving pleasure from giving pleasure. His cock in her mouth felt good. She swirled her tongue all around it, exploring the first cock to ever invade her mouth. She’d seen her sister suck on several, but she was not Clara. She was curious.

The tongue licking inside her cunt suddenly withdrew and she whimpered in frustration. It felt so good! She felt pressure at her vaginal opening and then something massive, something stiff and hot sank into her. She groaned around a mouth filled with cock and then reality hit her.

Penis! she realized. One of these men is in me. I have a cock in me!

The man pushed deeper, and all strength fled her body. Nothing had ever felt like this before. The tongue up her ass and the men suckling her young breasts drove her insane, and even the cock in her mouth pleased her, but they all paled in comparison.

The soldiers held her body aloft while the two men began to fuck her holes. She lost herself to the sensations of cocks moving inside her. When the penis in her mouth swelled and began to spit hot salty liquid, she had no idea what to do. She swallowed over and over, like she’d seen Clara do. The man seemed to ejaculate forever.

He softened and withdrew, and the disappointment returned. She was glad when another cock took his place. The dick pumping her pussy was making her feel incredible things and she hoped he’d never stop. One of the men fell to feasting on her pussy even while she was stuffed with dick, and he dragged his tongue across something that electrified her. Her body stiffened and she snorted a muffled groan. The man did it again and Audrey moaned loudly, thrusting her hips as best she could towards his mouth and tongue.

“She likes that,” one of the men chuckled. “Do it again.”

He did, and Audrey almost fainted. Her mind could not handle this much pleasure. The man focused his attention on her little nub and the pleasure quickly became almost unbearable. On and on it went, driving her ever higher. Despite her desperate position, Audrey orgasmed, flooding the cock in her cunt and sucking hard on the penis in her mouth. She bucked and writhed, squirming as the men held her.

“She’s wild,” one of the men said.

Audrey remembered watching Clara orgasm. Clara was always the wild one. Now, here in this place, Audrey felt a strange pride, a strange sense of accomplishment and empowerment. She could be wild too. Clara was not the only Bertram girl capable of adventure. She remembered spying on her sister and something she’d seen Clara do. Audrey clamped her pussy around the penis pumping her and the man gasped. Two more strokes and he bellowed, his cock erupting like a sperm fountain, gushing hot jizz deep inside. Audrey was overwhelmed by a powerful sense of satisfaction. She could please a man too.

Dazed, she heard the men discussing plans. She felt herself lifted. A man laid on his back and pushed his hard cock straight up. She was turned and lowered, lined up with the penis below. They settled her to the floor, straddling the man. His hard cock pierced her opening and traveled deep inside her and she groaned, happy to be filled again. A new cock brushed against her lips, and she opened her mouth, eager to feel another shaft throb against her coaxing tongue. She pushed her hips down on the man in her pussy while working her lips farther up the shaft of the man in her mouth. She teetered on the precipice of losing all control, and she loved it.

She was unprepared when she felt a third man press his cock head against her sphincter, but she was too dazed to understand what was coming. Her strong orgasm had relaxed her, and all fear had fled. Pressure built and then his head suddenly popped inside, slipping through her soaked puckered ring. Pleasure slammed her mind, knocking her senseless, making her dizzy. The man eased his cock farther up her young ass and she felt the two dicks moving inside, separated by only a thin wall. She moaned like she was dying and pushed her hips back at both men, forcing those cocks farther up inside her body.

Three! her mind screamed. Three men in me at the same time!

Not even Clara had ever done such a thing. The sensations swamped. A strange pride rose. The men moved in time with each other, like they’d done this before to some other lucky girl, and Audrey savored the sensations of stiff inches gliding in and out of every hole. Soon the man in her mouth ejaculated again and she drank his seed too. Another man took his place, and she eagerly sucked that cock. The man fucking her ass pulled surrounding skin with every thrust, and the stimulation to her pussy triggered another orgasm. She thrashed between the men, gurgling and groaning. It was too much for the man in her ass and he groaned and pushed his cock all the way in, spurting hot sperm deep in her ass.

Audrey loved everything about this.

The man underneath her soon growled and grabbed handfuls of her tits, then arched his back and blasted a massive load into her pussy. A new man pulled her away from both and rolled her over, crawling between her legs, sinking his hard dick into her sopping cunt. She didn’t care. Her skin was on fire. Her pussy throbbed and served her more pleasure than she could handle. Hot mouths nibbled and licked every inch of her, and hot water periodically splashed over them. She wanted this moment to last forever.

When the men could no longer get hard, she asked them to feed her soft dicks. She eagerly sucked anything she was given. They fondled and caressed and toyed with her body until sleep or duty called them away one by one. In the end, Audrey lay on the mosaic tiles with Colin, both exhausted. His big soft penis draped across his thigh. She stared at his dick and then scooted closer, fascinated. She slipped him in her mouth.

“I got nothing left, love,” he croaked. “Would that I did. You’re something special. I will need a little time before I can go again.”

“That’s all right,” she said, easing his dick out. “I just love these things. Yours is so big.”

“Where’d you learn to fuck like that? London?”

She scoffed.

“Until one of you, I’m not sure which man it was, pushed his penis into me, I was unspoiled. I lost my virginity here with you fellows. How much time do you need? I want more.”

His jaw dropped.

“Unspoiled?” he asked.

“Yes. I dallied with a pretty girl once but never a man.”

He shook his head in disbelief.

“I’d expect tears,” he said.

“Why? Everything felt fantastic. Can you imagine being desired by so many at once? Someday I’ll meet my husband, and I’ll lie, like every girl I know, but until then I need only avoid pregnancy, and that’s easily done.”

“You’re amazing.”

“If you say so.”

He studied her pretty face.

“They aren’t fancy,” he said. “But they’re clean and warm. Would you like to come back to my quarters with me?”

Audrey looked around.

“Okay,” she said.


Chapter 9

Angus stepped forward and the guards patted him down.

“No weapons, sire,” a soldier told Baron Barclay.

“Very good,” the Lord of Scott manor said. “Bring him closer.”

Each guard took an arm and walked Angus forward. They stopped before the baron’s large oak chair.

“Why do you come to me today?” Barclay asked.

“The bastard did to me what he done to you,” Angus blurted. “I figure our grievances match. I figure your taste for revenge equals my own.”

“You refer to the Duke,” Barclay said, after some thought.

“I do. I resisted, like I heard you done, and he visited our home day after day until my wife ballooned. Now she carries a baby for him. I love her, but I hate that the baby is his. He punishes me unfairly.”

“Revenge? What do you intend?”

Angus looked around nervously at the guards.

“For your ears only, milord.”

Barclay gave a sign and the guards withdrew, taking positions by the door. His warriors looked at him differently now, he saw that. There was always a second of hesitancy in carrying out his orders, like they needed to weigh the wisdom of it. After the Duke’s visit, some guards had the audacity to look upon Queen Aya with familiarity, speak to her as if she were a tavern wench. The baron had those men blinded. That stopped the behavior. The guards glanced at Barclay and then gazed at the floor. The Duke had entered his home, taken the Princess in front of everyone, and changed everything.

“Speak,” Barclay told Angus.

The farmer leaned closer.

“Death, milord,” he rasped. “Slow, if I can get it, but death either way. I care not, but death most certain.”

“You want to assassinate the Duke because he had your wife?”

“Yes!”

The baron leaned back in his chair. Rage filled this simple peasant, but he had no weapons, no means.

“You want the Duke dead, and you want my help to do it.”

“Yes! He humiliated you in front of the whole town. He forced you to touch him in an unclean way, an abomination in the eyes of God. It’s gone on for too many years. He must be stopped. We can stop him.”

“How?”

Angus stepped closer.

“He hunts wild boar on the Lord’s day every week. Rides across my fields, he and his men, at the same time always. There’s a spot at the edge of the forest that’s perfect for an ambush. We’d have cover. We could lie in wait. We could rain arrows and finish him and his men off with swords.”

“Except you have none of those things.”

“No, sire. That’s why I come to you.”

Barclay rubbed his chin, pondering. He considered turning this traitor over to the Duke’s men simply to gain favor but decided against it. Any goodwill would be slight and short-lived. Besides, Angus had touched a raw nerve. Barclay had fallen deeply in love with Aya so memories of the Duke’s hands on her grew ever more bitter. A dead Duke was an appealing idea. But the risk! Failure would result in torture for weeks, possibly years, until one’s body and mind gave out.

Barclay shuddered. The Duke’s vengeance was legendary.

“Stay the night,” Barclay told the man. “You’ve traveled far and must be hungry. Allow me to feed you. I will sleep on your idea and view it again in the bright light of morning. Tell no one.” He leaned close to Angus. “Not one soul.”

“Yes, milord.”

“We may find an ally in Chief Hutton. The Duke took his wife, Isla, as a prize, shipping her back to the Red Keep. I hear he wanders the halls of his home bemoaning his fate and cursing the Duke. Perhaps he might join us. I need to consider many things.”

“Yes, milord.”

Barclay signaled the guards to lead Angus away and feed him.


Chapter 10

Esmerelda followed the man closely. He’d taken only enough time to wrap a strip of cloth around his waist and grab his sword but now he proceeded with an overabundance of caution. Esmerelda realized he was frightened.

“Your lord needs you,” she muttered.

“He needs me alive,” he said. “I had no idea this tunnel ran behind these rooms. What perils might we encounter? I do my lord no good if I never arrive.”

“So dark and scary,” she said, playing the part. “We just ran when he burst into the room.”

“What did he look like? English, I bet.”

“Shaggy hair. Nothing on his feet. Like an animal.”

“A barbarian from the northlands, perhaps. We’ve had skirmishes with them for years.”

They crept down the corridor until they reached Lachlan’s bedchamber.

“He’s in there,” Esmerelda whispered.

“Stay behind me,” Baldy said.

He tested the latch on the secret door and then gently swung it open. Lachlan lay dead on the floor, pale, drained of blood and crusty, a short sword embedded halfway through his neck.

“God’s bones,” Baldy growled. “It’s Lachlan himself.”

He sat his weapon aside and rolled Lachlan onto his back. The body was already beginning to stiffen. He stood and gazed down at his naked lord, then shifted his attention to the large four-poster bed. From there he turned to look at the display of arms and armor.

“Killed with his own sword?” he muttered. “The assassin entered the room without a weapon of his own?” Baldy glanced at the double doors leading to the room. “The doors are bolted from the inside. How did— Unngh!”

Esmerelda swung Baldy’s sword with all her might. The edge caught part of his shoulder before bouncing up and biting into his neck. Blood sprayed again and Baldy turned on Esmerelda with murderous intent.

“You!” he hissed. “You killed our Lord!”

He lunged at the naked girl, but she jumped backward. The sword clattered from her hand. He took several faltering steps, and she grabbed a ceramic pitcher of water from atop the chest of drawers. She swung it hard at Baldy’s head and it shattered against his ear. He staggered, clutching at nothing before slumping to sit on the ground. Esmerelda retrieved the sword and placed the point against his chest. She leaned forward and watched the blade enter his body slowly, as if he were made of clay. He groaned, looking down at the steel, then slumped to one side. Blood ran from his wounds. She sobbed once and then clamped her emotions in a vise. She pulled his weapon free and compared the weight to Lachlan’s short sword, deciding Baldy’s weapon felt better to her.

“I’m coming, Audrey,” she muttered.

She threw a blanket from the bed over both bodies. She slipped through the secret door and almost ran down the corridor. She reached the guard’s shower room and used the peephole to see what was beyond, fearing the worst, fearing she’d arrived too late. She gasped. Everyone had gone. Where was Audrey? Water was splashed everywhere. Soap suds dotted the floors and walls. There was no sign of violence, but where was Audrey?

Esmerelda dared not call out.

She lifted the latch and entered the washing area. She grabbed a wet rag and wiped away blood splatters on her skin, some older, some newer. She looked for something to cover her nakedness but found nothing except oversized men’s garments and open archways leading out. Audrey had vanished. Tears filled her eyes. She’d failed her princess. She’d failed her love. Audrey was lost somewhere inside this huge sleeping castle and Esmerelda had no idea where to begin looking.

Soon they will find the bodies and I will be tortured.

She drew a ragged breath. She tightened her grip on the sword and quietly slipped through an archway. She chose at random, listening closely for any clue. She passed a large kitchen where slaves ground wheat, so intent on their task she passed unseen. She reached the end of a long hallway without incident and reversed, returning to a branching corridor and trying again. Trial and error wore on her psyche. Fear and depression rose until she tasted ash in her mouth.

She had just turned a corner and placed her ear against a heavy oak door when the sound of a feminine moan drifted to her. She moved to that door and listened closely. A girl soon gasped, followed by a low groan. Esmerelda was alarmed, believing the sounds came from pain, but her ear quickly distinguished otherwise.

“Put it in my ass again,” she heard Audrey say. “I like that a lot.”

“First you must use your mouth to make it hard,” a deep male voice said.

“Why does it go soft? I like them hard.”

Esmerelda risked testing the door. She found the latch unlocked. She quickly stepped inside and silently closed the door behind her.

Before her was a man on his knees with his back to her. Audrey lay in front of the man on her stomach, legs stretched out behind her. She licked all over the man’s cock and hanging balls. The room smelled of sex. A loud slurp made Audrey giggle, and she looked up at the man, embarrassed by her lack of skill. Movement caught her eye. She saw Esmerelda approaching with short sword in hand.

“No!” she said, jumping to her feet. “Don’t hurt him.”

The man turned and understood in an instant. Training took over and he lunged for his sword. Esmerelda swung but this man was a warrior, veteran of many fights. He lifted his weapon and parried her swing, quickly positioning his feet for a fight. Audrey threw herself between the combatants.

“Stop!” she hissed. “I’ll not have you harm the other.”

“She’s the assassin,” Colin said.

“No. She’s no killer. She’s with me. We were brought here to be used as sex slaves, but we were able to get away when the assassin attacked. Help us escape this place. We want to go home.”

The man did not lower his weapon.

“How can I be an assassin?” Esmerelda whined. “I can barely lift this sword. I don’t know how to fight.”

“You were going to stab me in the back,” Colin said.

“I thought you were hurting her. It sounded like you were hurting her.”

Audrey approached the man and pushed his sword aside. She slid under his arm and cupped his naked cock and balls in one hand.

“He was hurting me,” she giggled. “But I really liked it.”

“What are your names?” he asked.

“I’m Daisy,” Esmerelda said.

“I’m Daphne,” Audrey said.

Colin shook his head.

“No,” he said. “I am unsure, but I suspect you are Clara and Esmerelda, the girls brought from the Red Keep to bed Lachlan. I prepared you both, although I confess, I did not get a good look at your faces.”

“Your eyes were elsewhere,” Audrey teased.

“Lachlan is dead,” Esmerelda said. “I went back to his chambers with your bald friend. The assassin was hiding in the room and attacked us. He killed the bald man. You think me capable of killing to fine Scottish soldiers? No. I got away again while they struggled and came looking for my friend. Will you help us get out of this place?”

“Lachlan’s dead? Are you certain of this?”

“Without question. An alarm will sound any moment.”

Audrey only half listened. The cock in her hand fascinated her. She tugged on it while he and Esmerelda argued.

“I made them all hard,” she muttered. “All of them. All those men. They got hard merely because they looked at me. Me. Then, they took those hard cocks and fucked me. Every man. I took them all.”

Esmerelda dropped her gaze to study the younger girl. Audrey fondled the cock in her hand affectionately, smitten by this all male appendage.

“I returned too late to save you,” Esmerelda said. “You have lain with this man. You are no longer unspoiled.”

“I lay with many men, and it was wonderful. Nothing compares to the feeling of a man inside you. My mind exploded, Esmerelda, to feel them inside, to know a man was in me.”

Colin’s expression turned to dismay. Audrey had said the name and now he was certain. Esmerelda saw how his mind raced, how he was suddenly aware of his acute danger.

“The Duke,” he muttered. “Gods, the Duke.”

“Yes,” Esmerelda said, reading his fear correctly. “The Duke. But there’s a way out of this. Get us out of here. Take us home. Return us to the Duke and we’ll make no mention of your intimacy with his daughter. The Duke will destroy this castle and kill every person in it, but you he will spare for saving his child.”

“Unless you tell him I’ve lain with her also.”

Audrey leaned over to kiss his large soft penis on the head.

“We won’t do that,” she said. “Will we, Esmerelda. We’ll make certain you are spared from my father’s wrath. I’ll be wanting this beast again.”

Esmerelda and Colin shared a knowing look.

“You’re in it now,” Esmerelda said.


Chapter 11

The archbishop stood nearby, uttering a soft prayer. Angus and Barclay struggled against the thick leather straps that held them to the heavy wooden frames. They’d been stripped of their fine clothes and weights attached to their testicles, stretching the skin bags and causing a dull ache. The apparatus was designed to accept more weights, over time, and thereby increase the pain. Victims usually spend weeks suffering. Both men knew what was coming. Duke Bertram entered the large windowless room.

They were far beneath the Red Keep. No one would hear their screams.

The planned assassination failed from the beginning. Angus fired a shot too soon, alerting the Duke’s bodyguards, and soldiers rushed the forest. A battle ensued but the baron’s soldiers were terribly outclassed. The Duke trains and equips his men far better. The cache of weapons was discovered along with the men and their intent was clear. After a brief fight, Angus and Barclay were chained and led back to the Keep to learn their fate.

“If you need a scapegoat,” Barclay snarled, jerking his chin at Angus. “Use this man. The plot was his idea and he’s but a lowly serf. I am near royalty. The king will allow no harm to come to me.”

The Duke smiled.

“Henry knows that I have you and what I have planned for you. I am much closer to royalty than you, and yet you planned my death. How do you think a king feels about regicide?”

“I’ll pay you to set me free,” Barclay whined. “I’ve great wealth.”

“You’ve nothing anymore. The king and I have already divided your lands and your gold. Your men have been scattered to the four corners of the kingdom. Of course, your hunting party was executed for treason. I’ve stripped you both of almost everything. Almost.”

Angus instantly understood.

“Leave my wife alone,” he growled. “She knew nothing of my plans. She’s the only innocent one in all this.”

“Aye,” Barclay added. “Same. The princess Aya knew nothing as well. Leave our wives out of this.”

The Duke gestured to a guard and a far door opened. Several women entered carrying bolts of bright cloth. The bolts were unraveled at the foot of the wooden frames, covering the stone floor, and the women departed. The door opened again, and a soldier entered, followed by another. Another followed him. One by one a dozen men entered the room to stand before the Duke and his helpless prisoners.

“Disrobe,” Bertram told them.

Without hesitation the men shed their clothing.

“I reward bravery,” the Duke said. “Each of these men has placed his life in peril in the defense of me. I feel they deserve a reward, an exceptional reward given the selflessness of their actions. Don’t you agree?”

Angus and Barclay were in no mood to agree with the Duke on anything.

“Anyway, a soldier’s pay is not great. None of these men are married, and each admits to visiting the town brothels from time to time. The whorehouses in my city are nothing special and these men have probably never known a beautiful lover. Imagine their delight when I said they were to be handed exquisite women for their own pleasure. One might have been a queen.”

Barclay’s head snapped up to stare at the Duke.

“You wouldn’t dare,” he rumbled.

The Duke gestured to the guard again and the door opened once more. Ada, wife of Angus, and Aya, wife of Barclay, entered the room. They’d been bathed and perfumed and dressed in the finest wraparound silks and glittering jewelry. They smiled broadly, until they saw their bound husbands. Ada looked shocked. Princess Aya seemed to understand. She looked at the Duke and the hard set of his jaw and then at the naked soldiers eyeing her. She knew what was at stake. She stepped close to Ada and whispered in her ear. Ada glanced at Angus, strapped helplessly to the wooden frame, naked and vulnerable.

Princess Aya opened Ada’s wraparound silks and turned her to face the waiting soldiers. Hungry male eyes roamed the flesh of these, to them, high-born women. Ada shivered at their ravenous gaze. Aya joined her new friend, boldly shrugging her silks to the floor. The two naked women faced the phalanx of naked warriors and gawked at the rising cocks all around.

“No!” Angus groaned. “Please, Duke, I beg you. Don’t do this.”

“You’re a bastard, Bertram,” Barclay grumbled. “You’ve no shame.”

The Duke laughed.

“Shame is for children,” he said.

He placed his hands on the shoulders of Princess Aya and walked her towards a soldier. The man licked his lips. He was a stout fellow, broad chested and hairy. The Duke pressed down on Aya, and she dutifully crouched before the man, lifting his cock and aiming him at her mouth. His eyes went wide.

“Be sure your husband sees everything,” the Duke commanded. He turned to Ada. “Same for you. I want these men pleasured all night, and it is imperative that your husbands see all of it. Hide nothing. Deny my soldiers nothing, graciously granting the use of any hole they wish. They’ve been warned about hurting you so have no fear. The fate of your husband hangs in the balance. Please my men and you’ll please me.”

Ada approached a handsome young soldier and stepped into his arms. He encircled her and they kissed like lovers.

“Ada,” Angus croaked. “No. No. Do not.”

The woman reached down to lift and fondle the warrior’s cock and balls. She found the shaft and began to slowly stroke. He grew hard quickly. All the men did, moving into positions around the women but in full view of Angus and Barclay. The Duke nodded to a guard and another small disk of weight was added to the prisoner’s testicles. The archbishop stepped from the shadows carrying two life-sized penises carved from a dark and gleaming wood. He rubbed each as if to polish it, spreading a slick oil up and down the length. Angus and Barclay yanked on the straps which held them.

“Priest!” Barclay snorted. “Do not. Do not do such a thing.”

The archbishop Arnauld Cathar ignored him and his plea. At the base of each replica penis was a strap attached, fitted like a belt to hold the penis inside the body once inserted. The priest circled behind the bound men and reached under Angus, searching for his tight sphincter. The slippery oil allowed the wooden cock to be introduced without effort, gliding all the way to the carved hanging testicles. Angus groaned deeply, pleasured despite his resistance. The priest threw the strap around the man’s waist and secured it, leaving the false cock fully buried. Angus moaned in frustration as his penis began to rise, stimulated.

“I will have your head on a platter,” Barclay warned, eyeing the approaching wood phallus. “I swear it. I will feed you to pigs if you do this to me.”

The archbishop ignored the threats.

“You tried to murder our lord,” Cathar replied. “That you still live at all is a kindness you do not deserve.”

He moved behind Barclay and searched for his tight asshole, placing the tip of the wooden cock against the puckered ring. He pushed, inserting half the flared head. Barclay gasped and lifted his hips as far as the leather straps allowed, shocked at how much pleasure he felt, enraged that he felt any pleasure at all.

“Do not!” he growled through clamped teeth.

The priest eased the head through and fed Barclay’s ass another inch. The man groaned; legs suddenly weak, penis rising.

“He likes it very much, milord,” Cathar commented, watching the man’s dick expand.

The Duke laughed.

“Osborn enjoys taking a man as much as woman,” the Duke chuckled. “Perhaps we should grant him the favor of a baron’s ass? He would brag to the end of his days about the high lord he filled with seed. What say you, Osborn? Would you enjoy a go at the baron?”

“Indeed, milord,” the soldier called out, watching Princess Aya suck on his balls. “After I’ve fucked his wife. This will be a memorable night.”

The priest pushed the replica cock all the way in and lashed the strap in place. Both bound men writhed with asses stuffed. Their cocks grew stiff despite their reluctance and the tightening of their sphincters made everything feel better with each passing minute. The sight of their wives handed over to a dozen soldiers only fueled their erotic sensations. Sex happened all around them.

“Damn you, Bertram,” the baron rumbled, cock almost fully engorged. “Damn you to Hell.”

The men laughed. Angus whimpered and whined, his gaze jumping from his own throbbing erection to the six men using his beloved bride. The archbishop walked around to stand by the Duke, observing the men’s torment.

“You thwart your own designs,” Barclay coughed, pulling on his restraints. “You’ll have no way to know if any child conceived is yours. Ha! You’ll raise a soldier’s child as your own. Now who is the cuckold?”

The Duke let loose a hearty laugh.

“You are a bigger fool than I imagined,” he retorted. “Your beloved Princess Aya is already with child. Mine. As is Ada.”

Angus and Barclay looked stunned. Angus began to weep, tortured beyond his breaking point. A guard entered the chamber and hurried to the Duke’s side. A whispered message was delivered. The Duke’s face turned red with anger. He leaned close to the archbishop’s ear.

“Lachlan Hume is dead,” the Duke said. “It was he that stole my Audrey from me. She returns now with a soldier to guard her. I must leave this place and ride out to meet my child. I will then continue on to slight the Hume castle and slaughter every man I find there. I place you in charge. Torment these two with whatever insidious devices you can imagine, then place them in dungeon cells until my return. After that, we’ll put them bound but alive in two of the throne room oubliettes. I will enjoy listening to their slow passing over the following days. Have Captain Dunmore ride out with me.”

“Yes sire. As you wish.”


Chapter 12

Clara watched her father ride through the courtyard surrounded by his men-at-arms. He was on his way to retrieve Audrey and Clara wondered if he’d do the same for her. Audrey was always his favorite. She sighed and turned away.

It’s my own fault, she thought. I unlocked the door they used. It was me that allowed those men into the Red Keep. Idiots. I was the one they were supposed to spirit away. Instead, they took Audrey.

The breeze caught her hair and lifted it away from her face. She left the parapet and began the long descent down the north tower. She stopped at the iron cage which still held the body of Lieutenant Albert, a man she’d lied about and caused to be executed. She looked at his shriveled black toes poking through the flattened iron bars. She searched herself for guilt and shame but found none.

I’m as ruthless as my father. He’ll probably pass the crown to Audrey.

She passed a guard several floors lower and ordered him to find corporal Phillips and have him sent to her chambers.

“Milady. The Lord Duke has forbidden us to bring men to your quarters. Forgive me. I cannot.”

Anger filled Clara in an instant.

“Fine,” she said, lips taut with rage. “Push down your pantaloons. Show me what you have.”

“Milady?”

“Your cock, man. Show me your cock.”

The man stared blankly.

“God’s bones,” she snarled.

Clara grabbed his sash and pulled, opening his pants and pushing them down. He tried to cover himself, but she ordered him to stand at attention.

“Show me!” she barked.

The young man snapped to. His open pants sagged, and Clara lifted his shirt out of the way. A plump sausage rested atop a large ball sack. She looked pleased.

“You’ll do,” she said. “Follow me.”

“Milady, please. I cannot leave my post. I’ll be whipped.”

She pondered for a moment.

“We don’t want that,” she said, sinking to her knees and lifting his cock out of his trousers.

He went rigid with fear. She laughed at him and rested his cock on her face. She sucked his balls and rolled them around, all while studying him. He tried not to look at her but failed, drawn to his penis lying across her pretty face.

“Oh God,” he whimpered.

She laughed again and lifted his cock, stuffing the head all the way to the back of her throat. She sucked gently and felt him begin to stiffen despite his terror.

“That’s what I like,” she said. “Men who get hard regardless of the fear they feel. Is there a greater compliment to be given to a girl? I think not.”

She enveloped him with a soft vacuum and bobbed slightly, feeling him grown in her mouth. She moaned, and then he did too. She bobbed faster and he grew harder. When she felt he was ready, she rose and put her back to him, flipping her long dress over her butt.

“Put it in,” she said. “Take me. Hurry. Be rough. Can you be rough?”

“I can,” the nervous soldier said.

“Good. Do it.”

She braced her hands on her knees and lifted her ass higher. He could not resist. He sat his spear aside and grabbed her hips, pulling her pussy back to meet his throbbing cock. He sank into the pretty princess and felt his balls tighten. How many times over the years had his eyes landed on this beauty and desire flared in his chest? Now here she was, wet and willing. He withdrew half his cock and slammed it home again. Clara grunted.

“Do not cum too fast,” she warned. “You know about Lieutenant Albert hanging two floors up?”

“I do.”

“He came too fast. Made me mad. I lied to father, saying the man had attacked me, and Albert got locked in a cage too small for him where he starved to death. Neither of us want that for you. Pound me until I forget all the things that make me angry right now. Do it. Make me cum and I’ll reward you.”

“Yes, princess.”

Every foot soldier in the Red Keep wanted Clara. Hell, they wanted either daughter. Fear of the Duke kept them away.

Until now, he thought. Now, I can fuck her like I’ve always wanted.

End Part Two





Find ALL My Hot Erotica Here:

https://amazon.com/-/e/B012JJETIS

Join My Mailing List

Get a FREE Hotwife Story!

Did You Enjoy My Work?

It would mean a lot if you left a quick review.

A sentence or two is fine.

Thank you for supporting an Independent Author!

Visit My Website:

AuthorMatthewLee.com

Forget Twitter. Follow Me On BlueSky

Find me on GoodReads

Email Me

Matthew@AuthorMatthewLee.com



Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13





Prima Nocta

A Hot Wife Story




Part Three - The Conclusion

Copyright © Prima Nocta Part Three (2025) Matthew Lee

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner

without the prior written permission of the copyright owner,

except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction and any similarity to persons living or dead is purely coincidental.




By Matthew Lee


Chapter 1

Duke Roger Bertram, as he did almost every morning, climbed the eight hundred and twelve steps to the top of the east tower of this, his Red Keep, to welcome the dawn. He leaned against the parapet and watched the reddish glow swell in the east. He turned slowly and smiled, satisfied. All these lands were now his, to the horizon and over, in every direction. He breathed deep the chill morning air.

What shall I conquer next? he wondered.

The scuff of slow footsteps told him Archbishop Arnauld Cathar now climbed the steps. The old priest had proved himself a worthy advocate and a skilled diplomat, helping the duke achieve many victories without force of arms.

“Good morning, milord,” the archbishop said. “Forgive me for disturbing your morning meditations. I've come into some important information, and I believe you should hear it right away.”

The duke gestured for the bishop to join him at the wall.

“Share this knowledge,” the duke said.

Cathar allowed himself a moment to scan the horizon, realizing what the duke must have been thinking.

“You take inventory,” the priest said. “You've done quite well for yourself.”

“All for my daughters. Much of it with your help.”

“Milord flatters me.”

“You've earned such praise. Earlier I was thinking you deserve a reward, if your master the Pope will allow it. Any idea what you would like?”

The archbishop pondered.

“Milord, truly. My reward comes by faithfully serving you.”

“Nonsense. You are a man of God, yet you are still a man. Surely, there must be something I can offer.”

“If milord insists, there is a place. The Abbey at Saint Bathans. I studied there for a time when I was much younger. The bishop who ruled declared me too worldly and forced my exile. It is a bitter memory, sire.”

“Where is the abbey?”

“Well north of the border, I'm afraid, milord. Deep enough into Scottish territory to cause a scandal.”

“Let me worry about the scandal. What would you have me do? Shall we sack the place and burn it to the ground?”

“Oh no, milord. Nothing so dire. The building did me no wrong. It is only the bishop that needs burning.”

“Ah. So, sweet revenge. I like it. I will send a company of men and have this bishop brought to heal. What is his name?”

“Bishop Edins. The Abbey has an attached priory. Bishop Edins was known to help himself to the beautiful nuns stationed there, the younger the better. It was my confrontation of such a practice that got me barred.”

“And yet now you dine on such delicacies yourself.”

“This is true. The flesh is weak. I blame Bishop Edins for introducing the thought into my mind. Never before had I considered such things. He is the author of my corruption.”

“He deserves punishment.”

“He does. I have asked for and received the Lord's forgiveness.”

“I understand, Cathar. I will have this man brought to you so you may administer the Lord's punishment.”

“Thank you, sire.”

“Now, what information did you have for me?”

“This comes from my spies in the town, sire. Rebellion is in the air. A handful of husbands have banded together. They are saying it is time for the prima nocta to end. They have fired the blood of other men in town, some whose wives you have had and others, younger, whose wives you will soon have. They have stoked the flames of anger. There is talk of assassination.”

“Find the husband that started it. There is always a first man. Tell your spies to find him. I will make an example of him in a very public way and the rebellion will fall apart. It always does. Why can't these men get it through their head that this is simply the price they must pay?”

“They are simple minded savages.”

“My protection isn't free. Who has saved them again and again from the soldiers of the north? Who established peace? Who maintains it? I tell you these idiots don't know what's in their own best interest.”

“We will teach them, milord.”

“Indeed, we shall. Find me that first man.”

“As you wish, sire.”


Chapter 2

Audrey gazed at her nude body in the silver-backed mirror. She ran her hands up her ribs and cupped each budding breast. She ran her fingers over her puffy nipples, teasing, causing them to pucker and tighten. She shuffled her feet slightly farther apart, exposing her bald labia. Brave and handsome Colin had wielded the razor deftly, shearing away her sparse pubic growth. She'd been so frightened as he did it. Now she loved the way it looked. She loved the increased sensitivity.

Such a lovely little flower, she thought. Yet men have only to see it, and they go crazy. That's power. I have power over men.

She split her pussy lips with her middle finger, sliding back and forth.

Wet. I am wet all the time now.

She dipped her finger into her hole, feeling the slick, tight tunnel close around her digit. She tried to squeeze her pussy closed and discovered she could. Her mind flashed back to her incarceration at Castle Hume. She’d experienced penetration for the first time there, the first penis to ever fill her. Then she’d experienced many more, one after the other. Just the thought made her warm all over.

It wasn't horrible. It was wonderful. I want to be deeply fucked again.

She pushed her finger deeper, watching herself in the mirror.

I want to be fucked again, over and over, by many men.

She remembered how she was buried beneath an avalanche of hard male bodies. They’d used her, unaware she was a princess, unaware she was a virgin. Every man there had been rock-hard with desire for her.

They had no idea who or what I was. They wanted me because of what they saw. The sight of me inspired them. I made them erect. Memories flowed over her: hard muscles and rough hands and hard cocks, demanding, clutching, penetrating. They exploited me and I loved it. Colin brought me home, and I’m grateful he did, but part of me wishes I’d stayed a little longer.

Her father had ridden out to meet her. For delivering his daughter safely, he’d rewarded Colin with land and coin. He’d had the guards on duty the night Audrey was taken flayed alive, upside down so they remained conscious throughout their ordeal. Their bodies still hung outside the palace gate, the same gate through which Audrey and Esmeralda had been kidnapped.

Audrey watched her finger in the mirror slowly pump in and out. She played with her inner lips and discovered the best ways to tease her clit. She'd been touching herself often since her return from Lachlan’s place. Those men had awakened something in her.

I don't want my fingers, she realized. I want cock.

She drew a light, see-through robe around her shoulders and moved to the secret door in her bedroom wall.

Clara is probably fucking some guard right now. I can watch his cock and pretend he's fucking me.

She slipped silently into the secret passage, closing the door behind her. She padded down the long hallway until she arrived at her younger sister's room. She moved the panel and placed her eye to the peephole. Clara did indeed entertain a man. A handsome one, with a nice hairless body. Clara was on her knees between the man's thighs sucking distractedly on his fresh pink cock.

“Wait,” the young man said to Clara. “They were supposed to take you?”

Clara stopped sucking.

“Yes! I need out of this palace. I'm dying here. My older sister will take over when my father steps down or is killed. There's nothing for me. I arranged for those men to take me away. I left the door unlocked and provided directions to my bedchambers. Idiots. Lachlan was supposed to split the ransom gold with me, but that old fool messed everything up.”

“Your father had two guards put to death. They were innocent.”

“Yes, I suppose they were. But soldiers expect that their lives will end early and painfully.”

“Princess, your father, the duke, tortured them.”

“Death is always troublesome. Are you trying to make me feel guilty? What's done is done. You better not go soft on me. You'll be the next one hanging upside-down.”

The young man laughed.

“You are out of control, Princess.”

“What of it? I'm bored. What do you expect?”

To show she was finished talking about it, she slid the young man's penis all the way to the back of her throat. She pressed her nose against his pubic bone and swallowed, massaging his cock with her throat muscles.

“Mercy,” he mumbled, hips rising off the chair.

Audrey backed away from the peephole.

Innocent? Dear God. Those men died horrible deaths for nothing. My sister sacrificed them without batting an eye.

Audrey waited for the flood of nausea. She waited for the waves of guilt. Neither arrived. She felt a tingling in her pussy and tested her wetness, shocked to discover she was more aroused than earlier.

Why? she wondered, but the answer came to her quickly. Power, she thought. Power over men that my body gives and power over their lives by the sake of my name. I could order a man killed, and my father would do it, just because I said so.

She returned to the peephole and watched her salacious sister suck a throbbing cock. She looks submissive, but my sister is in charge. Audrey felt a seismic shift within her. New perspectives opened. Her horizons, the size and shape of the young woman's world, suddenly expanded. She realized with sudden insight that most of her limitations were self-imposed. She had far more freedom than she had allowed herself up to this point in her life. Her previous naivety left her embarrassed.

Stupid little girl. Clara understood all this from the day she was born. Why am I only discovering this now?

She knew that answer too. The men at Lachlan’s castle had ended her childhood and propelled her towards adulthood. Suddenly, she missed Colin very much. Then she caught herself.

No, not Colin. Not him specifically. A man. I want a man. She peered through the hole at Clara inhaling dick. Who was Clara’s favorite soldier? What was his name? The married one. The one with the big cock. The one I watched fuck my sweet sister. Philips? Yes. That was his name. Sergeant Phillips. Tonight, I want to be fucked by my sister's lover. Tonight, I want to be fucked by Sergeant Phillips. Audrey felt her mouth curl into a wicked smile. Is this what it feels like to be Clara? To simply do whatever you want whenever you want to whomever you want?

She returned to her bedroom and closed the secret door. She rang the bell to summon her servant.

“Visit the barracks and return with Sergeant Phillips.”

“Milady?”

Audrey spread her arms, lifting the sheer robe and exposing her naked body.

“I need a man, Keena,” the Princess said. “I need that man.”

Trina ran her eyes over the princess, lingering on the hairless pussy.

“I can tend to whatever needs the princess has,” Keena offered.

The princess’s expression turned to surprise.

“You would do that for me?” she asked.

“Gladly. Eagerly.”

Audrey examined the girl in a new light.

“Remove your tunic,” she ordered.

Keena pulled the simple linen smock over her head, revealing a body made strong by difficult tasks. The girl's attractiveness was obvious to Audrey, but beyond appreciation left her unmoved.

“You are lovely, Keena, and perhaps any other night I would accept your offer. But things have changed for me. Everything has changed. Tonight, I need a man, and I want the man my sister enjoys most. Get dressed and go get him for me. A day will come when I accept your generous offer but not today.”

“As milady wishes.”

Keena dressed and departed the room. Audrey shrugged the robe to the floor, crossing her room naked. She crawled onto the huge four-poster canopy bed. She leaned her back against the headboard, resting her arms to either side along the top, unashamedly displaying her young, pert breasts.

Sergeant Phillips will teach me every bedroom trick my sister taught him.


Chapter 3

The church was packed with people. The groom's father paced nervously, glancing often at the front doors to the building. The beautiful bride and her family, well known throughout these lands, stood patiently at the altar. The groom waited nearby, staring at the floor.

“Where is the bastard?” The father suddenly exclaimed.

The Archbishop Cathar raised a cautionary hand.

“Mind your words, Angus,” he warned. “The duke is a busy man. Be honored he attends your son's wedding at all.”

Angus scoffed.

“He doesn't come to honor our families. He comes because the bride has the beauty of an angel and an unsullied reputation.”

The archbishop lowered his voice.

“There are witnesses,” he hissed. “Word will reach the duke of your unwillingness. His punishments are swift and ruthless. See this for the blessing that it is, the same way so many others have before you.”

“What blessing? The duke wants to fuck this girl before my son can. I can't stop the man, but I don't have to like it.”

A murmur swept the crowd. They knew Angus flirted with disaster. A few members of the audience eased out the front door. The wedding party looked away, embarrassed and uncomfortable.

“Come,” the archbishop pleaded. “Let us complete the ritual. Let us join these two young people in holy matrimony.”

“So the duke can claim the bride,” Angus sneered. “He doesn't want them when they're single. He only wants them once they've become a man’s wife.”

“So that the union is recognized in the eyes of our Lord.”

Angus scoffed again.

“It's a useless ceremony that exists only to bring the duke beautiful girls.”

The crowd gasped. Several people began to leave.

“Don't ruin my wedding, father,” the groom rumbled.

“Ruin? Are you suggesting that I can ruin your wedding with my complaints, but the duke can't with his big veiny cock? You have a lot to learn about what it means to be a man, son. We should not be rolling over for this duke. Prima nocta is wrong.”

The church doors opened and armed men entered, assuming positions along the wall. The towering figure of Duke Roger Bertram soon followed; hands clasped behind his back. Soldiers closed the door and took a position guarding the entrance. The duke climbed the steps to join the wedding party near the altar and turned to scan the pews.

“I would have thought more guests,” he chuckled. “Important families like yours should have pulled in many more guests.”

“We had more,” the groom explained. “The church was packed until my father opened his mouth.”

“Yes. I've received a report. I know all about the things your father had to say. Perhaps you'd like to repeat them to my face?”

Angus looked at the ground.

“No,” Angus said. “I grew impatient and lost my temper.”

“I understand. I was late and I do apologize. Matters of state delayed me. But I'm here now, so let's conclude this important ceremony and move on to the celebration.”

Nobody argued. The archbishop resumed his position at the altar and directed the bride and groom to stand before him, holding hands and reciting the verses. The young couple gazed at each other, smiling with barely controlled excitement. Their love for each other was obvious for everyone to see. She was tall for a peasant girl almost the same height as her beloved. Her long dark hair hung straight, framing her large green eyes. Her beauty was known for miles around.

At last, the archbishop spoke final words, and the happy couple repeated them. They placed rings on each other’s fingers and the archbishop turned them to face the remaining guests.

“I now pronounce you man and wife,” the archbishop said.

Bride and groom hugged, kissing joyfully. The bride burst out laughing and the groom joined her. The wedding guests applauded. The duke joined the cheers, congratulating the happy young couple.

“I have an announcement,” the duke said. “I have ordered a feast for both families and all the guests. If you will make your way to the west gate of the palace, you will be directed to the banquet hall. I have people waiting to receive you. You may go now and I, this handsome groom, this lovely bride, and the groom's unhappy father will join you shortly. Please, proceed. Eat, drink, be merry.”


Chapter 4

The crowd applauded the announcement. The duke’s feasts were legendary. Every person who remained at the ceremony understood that they would soon be eating the finest food and drinking the most delicious wine. The duke knew that word would spread and those who had left the ceremony early would find their way to the banquet hall.

“Why must I stay?” Angus asked. “We all know what comes next.”

“Your treacherous words have been reported to me. I've known you a long time, Angus. I’m sure you remember how I christened your new bride many years ago. To hear how you've turned on me is hurtful. All of your prosperity is because of me. Yes, you have worked hard for your successes, but without my initial help you never would have arrived where you are today. I’m disappointed in you.”

“I suppose you'll have me executed then.”

“And rob the new husband of his father? No. What I need from you is information. Who started this rebellion? Who was the first to reject our traditions? I know there is a small gang of unhappy men. There's always a small gang of unhappy men.”

“Not so small.”

“Don't be absurd. My army numbers greater than ten thousand. Your band of brothers is insignificant in comparison. Who leads them, Angus? Tell me.”

“I cannot say.”

The duke looked at the new husband and wife talking excitedly between themselves. Their faces glowed with the promises of the future. The duke shook his head sadly.

“I said I would not rob a new husband of his father,” Lord Bertram said. “But I never said I would not rob a father of his son.”

Angus's face turned pale.

“You'd take my son from me?”

The duke’s expression turned to anger.

“I'd take everything from you except your life,” he snarled. “I'd leave you with nothing In your old age but despair. I know you care less for your life but how highly do you value your son’s? You are already defeated. Right now, I'm going to bed that beautiful bride. I'll take your son into the room with me. Tomorrow you will come to the palace with the information I seek. Say it.”

Angus watched his happy son kiss his new bride. He'd never seen the young man so filled with joy.

“Say it,” the duke repeated.

Angus tasted bitterness.

“Tomorrow, I will bring you the information you seek,” the old man said.

The duke clapped him on the back.

“Good,” Lord Bertram said. “Now go join the others at the palace festival. Your son will remain with me and his new bride.”

“Don't hurt him.”

“That is not my desire. Don't give me a reason to.”

Angus turned from the duke, glancing back as he left the church. The duke had placed an arm around husband and wife leading them to a special room at the church reserved for a singular purpose. Angus watched his son disappear through a doorway.

The duke and the archbishop led the newlyweds down a short passage and into a cozy room. An alcove fitted with a straw mattress awaited them.

“What are your names?” the duke asked.

“I am Duncan,” the young man answered. “This is my wife, Elsie.”

“You make a handsome couple, Duncan. I hope you are blessed with many healthy children.”

“Thank you, milord.”

“You are both so young. Might I presume you have saved yourselves for marriage? Are you both innocent?”

“We are milord. It's true. Our parents are quite watchful.”

Both men turned to watch Elsie. She knew what was expected of her. Every young and beautiful girl in town knew what was expected of her when it came to Lord Roger Bertram the Second. The duke had done this so many times he recognized when a woman was eager and wished to hide that fact from her husband. Elsie was just such a woman. To her, making love with the duke was equally exciting as making love with her new husband. The duke smiled. He understood the women of this world far better than most men. Women learn to maneuver from a shockingly early age. She'd heard the stories from the other young ladies in the town.

She is pure, Lord Bertram thought. But she is curious.

“You may begin,” the duke told the new bride.

Nobody moved. An awkward silence filled the small room.

“Your master has given you permission,” the archbishop said. “You may proceed.”

The beautiful young girl knotted her fingers together.

“Forgive me, my Lords,” she said.

“What is the problem?” the archbishop asked.

The duke chuckled.

“Sweet girl,” he said. “I understand.” He turned his attention to the priest. “Her naivety is as sublime as it is complete. She has no idea what to do. Rarely have I encountered such true innocence.”

“Forgive us,” Duncan pleaded.

“Nothing to forgive,” the duke replied.

“We are both so honored that you would attend our wedding,” Duncan said. “We are both so honored that you find my wife worthy.”

“It's true,” Elsie said. “I was so worried you would reject me. I prayed that I was beautiful enough that you would choose me.”

“You are far more than beautiful enough,” the duke said. “Truly, you are one of the most beautiful in all the land. Your beauty rivals that of my own daughters, and that is something I do not say lightly.”

Elsie and Duncan looked at each other with surprised delight.

“Milord is too kind,” Duncan gushed.

Elsie stared slack-jawed at the duke.

“Milord teases me,” she said. “You cannot mean it. Your daughters walk the earth like angels. Their beauty is known from sea to sea.”

“I do not tease. It is the truth. You are possibly the fairest maiden these lands have ever produced. Don't tell my girls I said that.”

“I hope I am honored with conception,” Elsie said. “I would be so proud to carry your next child.”

Duncan nodded his agreement.

“Your father is very much against this practice, Duncan.”

“My father, though I love him dearly, is lately a fool,” the young man said.

“You may provide a great service for the duke,” the archbishop said. “Should you hear any others speak against this traditional practice, inform me who said what. Will you do that for the duke?”

“Gladly,” Duncan said.

The awkward silence returned. The duke realized he would need to guide them every step. He leaned his back against the wall, eased his hips forward.

“Come and open my pants,” he said.

To his surprise, Duncan, misunderstanding, obeyed as quickly as Elsie. The young couple knelt before the duke. Bertram looked over their heads at the archbishop. Both men silently chuckled, sharing the moment.

“Your compliance is much appreciated, Duncan,” the archbishop said.

Together, Elsie and Duncan untied the sash that held up the duke’s pantaloons. They carefully worked the waist over his hip bones and drew the garment lower. Elsie slipped her fingers into the duke’s breaches and Duncan did too. The newlyweds pulled pants and underwear down together. The duke’s closely trimmed pubic hair became visible first and Elsie unconsciously wet her lips. They reached the root of the duke’s thick penis and paused, sharing a look of anticipation.

“I'm nervous,” Elsie admitted.

“Me too,” Duncan chuckled.


Chapter 5

They slowly pulled the duke’s trousers lower, immediately revealing the wide base of a thick tube. They pulled the clothing lower still and then Elsie left Duncan to complete that task on his own, moving her hands to the hose of flesh. She circled the pipe with both hands and pulled the cock out, allowing the fleshy spear to hang free, dangling before them. She dropped her hands on her lap. The young couple stared at the pendulous cock.

“It’s—,” Elsie began, astonished. “It’s—"

“It's so big,” Duncan said. “My own is half of what he possesses. This duke is bigger even than my father.”

Elsie exhaled, relieved. She faced her new husband.

“Oh, thank God,” she said. “I'm glad to hear you say that. I feared that all men were of such a size.” She returned her attention to the duke’s dangling penis. “Although my dread quickly returns. I worry you will not fit, milord. I am tall, but I am small.”

“It will fit. You will experience some discomfort but only at first. You will adjust quickly, and I will be gentle. After that your body will respond and my size will quickly become a blessing. You will come to love it. You will come to crave it after I am gone.”

Duncan looked upon his new bride with pride and adoration. He understood instinctively that his happiness in this marriage would walk hand in hand with hers. Her nervous energy fueled his own. Her obvious, yet naïve desire for the duke was intoxicating. Her anticipation was obvious. While her inexperience left her wondering exactly what would transpire, her clear desire for the large penis slumbering on her palm aroused all three of them. The flush on her face and neck and the goosebumps down her arms drove Duncan crazy.

“If she pleases you,” Duncan offered. “You may have her whenever you wish. We are just so honored.”

Elsie stared at the hanging appendage. No man there knew what thoughts passed through her mind. All three men watched her study the thing.

“It's so very strange,” she said at last. “It's like a fourth male presence has entered the room, as if this penis is an entity unto itself. It's lovely, and it stirs up strange feelings within me.”

“Would you like to touch it?” the duke asked.

“Very much so, with your permission.”

“You have it.”

Elsie glanced at her husband and smiled briefly before laying tentative fingers atop the shaft.

“So warm,” she muttered.

Her fingers curled and her thumb slipped underneath. She lifted the trunk slightly as if hefting the weight.

“It pulses with your heartbeat, my duke. I feel the life in it. Such a curious thing. I understand the purpose and the necessity. I understand the power to inject new life. But my feelings go well beyond such practical matters. They are secondary. My heart races. A yearning fills me, a longing. A strange emptiness has appeared within me and I suspect it bears the same shape as this delightful creature.”

The archbishop chuckled.

“The lady is as beautiful within as she is without.”

“Agreed,” the duke said. “A natural poet. When we are finished here and you both are settled, come to the palace. I would have you educated beyond what you have already obviously attained, if you're interested.”

Elsie nodded several times, her eyes never leaving what she held. She squeezed gently and the head flared. She looked fascinated, mesmerized.

“Perhaps if you all disrobe?” the archbishop suggested. “Things might flow more naturally.”

“Good idea,” the duke said.

Elsie and Duncan stood and began undressing, as did the duke. The men finished first and stood back to watch Elsie complete her task. As her undergarments were lowered the duke and the archbishop were pleased to note her hairless mound and exchanged a knowing look. As more of her body was revealed, the duke's penis began to rise. Elsie began to blush.

“Am I the cause of that?” she asked.

“You are, indeed, my lady,” the duke said.

“I sense I need not apologize.”

“You are correct. Duncan, lie on your back. Elsie, straddle your new husband's face. Offer him your sweet little pussy.”

“Do you mean to his mouth? As if I might place myself within?”

“Yes, that's what I mean.”

“Do people do such things?”

“Yes, you darling girl. They very much do. People do all manner of things, and it will be my honor to demonstrate them for you. I will enrich your married life.”

Duncan rolled onto his back and shuffled his body forward. Elsie threw a knee over him and walked herself forward until her bald pussy hovered inches above his face. She looked nervous.

“Fear nothing,” the archbishop reassured her. “One touch of your husband's tongue and you will understand.”

“All right.”

She looked down at her new husband and slowly lowered her opening to his waiting mouth. He was as unskilled as she, and yet she gasped loudly as his tongue first raked across her clitoris and then wiggled several inches up inside her. Her entire body shuddered.

“Lord!” she exclaimed. “Never have I—”

She could not complete her sentence. Duncan began licking, dragging his tongue around to gauge her reaction, inadvertently discovering her clit and taking note of what touching the nub did to her. She closed her eyes.

“He feels fantastic,” she whimpered. “Do all women know about this?”

“Many,” said the duke. “But not all husbands are willing.”

Elsie gasped and rocked her hips back and forth on Duncan's face.

“The pleasure grows,” she rasped, now squeezing her eyes shut.

The duke chuckled.

“It will continue to grow until finally it explodes. Have you never experienced such a thing?”

“Never.”

“When you bathe, did you not discover that touching some areas felt better than others? Surely you learned the art of pleasuring yourself.”

“Never,” she said, her strained voice barely above a whisper.

Duncan held all her attention. The young man was following his instincts, reading the reactions of his new beautiful bride, teasing and pleasing her.

“Something comes,” she whimpered.

The duke stepped closer and lifted her chin. She opened her eyes to gaze into his. He held his hands out for her to take and she did, and he lifted her away from her husband. She left her husband's face reluctantly, looking down at the young man.

“Why do we stop?” she asked. “I feel like something was about to happen. Please allow me to return.” 

“Something was,” the duke agreed. “But I should be the author of it for your first time, not Duncan. I want to hold that place in your memories.”

“So, we'll try again? Do you mean you will take his place and use your mouth on me in his stead?”

The duke ran his gaze up and down her spectacular young body.

“Sweet Elsie, by the time I'm finished with you, you will have reached that peak many, many times. Rise, Duncan, I have tasks for you.”

The young man climbed to his feet and wiped the pussy juice from his face. He had grown partially swollen from the sounds his lovely young bride had made. He kept one arm in front to hide his condition. The duke waved him forward and had him stand side by side. Duncan clasped his hands in front of him.

“Put your arms at your sides,” the duke instructed. “Let her see us clearly. Show yourself.”


Chapter 6

Elsie found herself comparing the two men. Duncan was a sweet boy, handsome, innocent, charming. The duke was a man, powerfully built, muscles crisscrossed with scars from many battles. His body was hard, tempered by the fires of life. Duncan appealed to her eyes, but the duke did too, in ways she did not fully understand. Her gaze traveled the two men: face, arms, chest, stomach until, inevitably, dropping lower. The two penises were side by side, almost touching. It was impossible not to compare them. Like her, Duncan had almost no pubic hair at all. His virgin penis looked clean and smooth. As her eyes shifted to the duke’s manhood, Duncan’s penis inexplicably began to rise. The young man blushed, face and neck turning pink.

“They are both quite lovely, in their own way,” she said. “One boyish, one masculine. I believe I quite enjoy the sight of them.”

“That is perfectly natural,” the archbishop interjected. “The good Lord instills an instinctive desire at birth.”

“She gazes unflinchingly,” the duke commented. “Curious and daring.”

Elsie boldly approached the two men. She took the duke in her left hand and Duncan in her right. Her eyes wandered from one man to the next enjoying the feel of them against her palm. Duncan continued to grow, and she moved her hand to curl her fingers around his shaft. She squeezed.

“Why does yours not also rise, milord?” she asked the duke. “I want it to rise like my husband's.”

Duke Roger Bertram the Second laughed.

“Married less than an hour and already with the demands,” he chuckled. “To answer your question, I'm afraid I am far more jaded than young Mister Duncan. While you are a sight that truly gladdens the heart, I'm afraid I need a more tactile inducement.”

“Put him in your mouth,” Duncan said. “Do to him what I did to you.”

The idea stunned her.

“In my mouth?”

“Yes,” Duncan said. “From what I've heard the practice is somewhat common. Many girls do it.”

“Is this true?” she asked the duke.

“Duncan is correct,” he said. “That has been my experience, and often without prompting. I've come to believe there is more in it for them than I understand. Like they derive some secret pleasure.”

Elsie bent at the waist, moving her face close to the duke’s hanging phallus. She turned her head to plant her lips on the side of his shaft, like she was about to eat an ear of corn.

“No,” Duncan corrected her. “Start with the head. Put the head in your mouth and then close your lips around him.”

She looked up at the duke.

“Would you like that?”

“Very much. Kneel first, so when I look down, I can look you into those gorgeous eyes.”

Elsie tucked her legs under her and sat on her heels. She squeezed Duncan again and allowed his hand to guide hers, turning her squeeze into a stroke. She leaned her face close to the duke and the older man lifted his penis on the back of his hand. Elsie opened her mouth, and the duke eased his hips forward, sliding the head of his cock onto her tongue.

“Now close your lips around him,” Duncan croaked, hardly believing what he witnessed, but powerfully moved by the sight.

The young man crouched, bringing his face closer to better see what his new bride did. He stroked his own penis rapidly, hard as stone, staring at the cock in her mouth. Elise struggled with the large plum-sized head, moving her tongue around, trying to give pleasure. Her tongue slipped out and curled along the veiny side and Duncan groaned. Elise checked on her husband and then slipped the duke out of her mouth.

“Does it excite you to see me do this?” she asked.

Duncan nodded enthusiastically. Elsie returned her attention to the duke’s soft penis, determined this time to take more of it. The duke locked eyes with the archbishop. The priest grinned. The girl was unskilled but showed promise.

Theirs will be a home I visit often, the duke thought. What a sublime pleasure it will be to educate his wife in the ways of love making.

The duke considered taking over to hurry things along, holding her head and fucking her mouth, but her native innocence and natural curiosity charmed him. She was tentative, unsure what to do, unsure how to please him. At first, she simply moved him back and forth. She stopped once to catch her breath and inadvertently sucked, which caused her cheeks and tongue to envelop his shaft, swaddling his inches in hot wet flesh. She felt his soft throbbing and heard his gentle moan, and excitement raced through her, delighted that she could have such an effect on this powerful and worldly man. As the duke stiffened, she could handle less of him and reluctantly gave up his inches. Duncan groaned as the duke gained size in his wife’s mouth.

“Look at me,” Lord Bertram told her. “Meet my eyes with my cock in your mouth. You are so beautiful. Grant me this vision.”

Elsie shivered at his words. The duke’s deep voice and strong, confident, masculine demeanor melted her. She turned her gaze upward and then opened her mouth wide, rolling her head around in an effort to drive his thick meaty spear deeper. She held him there, closing her lips around his tube of meat and locking eyes with the man. He pulsated, throbbing inside her mouth and against her tongue. She felt the arousal she caused and celebrated.

“If it pleases the duke,” the archbishop said. “I will step closer and share the vision of beautiful Elsie orally pleasing my lord. Then, from memory, I will produce a sketch, capturing the moment forever.”

“A splendid idea,” the duke said. “Come, stand by me, look down on this beautiful creature as she explores womanhood for the first time.”

The archbishop stood next to the Duke. Elsie shivered with delight. She held the rapt attention of the two most powerful men in the Kingdom. She loved the way they looked at her. As the duke grew inflexible, she sucked hard and slowly withdrew, leaving his gleaming erection standing upright in the open air.

He patted the straw mattress behind him.

“Up you go,” he told the young bride. “On your back. Duncan, I want you at the head of the bed facing me. It will be you that draws her legs back. I want you to open your wife to me. Elsie, when I am close enough, I'd like you to grab my hard cock and guide me in.”

“I understand,” Duncan said, gaining his feet and crawling onto the bed.

“I also understand,” Elsie said, voice trembling.

She stood and moved towards the bed, but her eyes were on the duke’s erection. She rolled onto her back, continuing to stare. The duke moved between her legs. Duncan reached down and hooked his hands behind her knees, pulling her legs over her body and spreading them. The duke gazed at the fresh young pussy being offered. Her wide legs pulled her pussy lips apart, displaying delicate inner lips and a small tight cunt already soaked. He moved closer. Elsie reached between her legs, searching, and the duke maneuvered his hard penis into the girl’s hand. She gasped. He felt so thick! She tried to bend him lower, searching for her opening with the tip of his cock, but he was too stiff. He lifted his hips to help her and she gasped when she felt him part her soft pussy lips. The head seemed larger than her hole. He felt enormous.

“This won't work, milord” she murmured. “I can feel that you're too big. I can't take you inside. I can't uunngh—!”

The duke flexed his ass and pushed half of the head into her, forcing her bald labia wide. Her eyes flashed open. Her free hand rose to his chest, defensively trying to slow him, and the duke gave her a moment to adjust to his girth. He waited for her panic to pass and then eased deeper. Her virgin pussy was a tight passageway gripping his throbbing inches. He soon encountered a thin barrier. Elisie winced as he pressed against it.

“That hurts, milord,” she said.

Duncan stared wild-eyed at his wife’s slow penetration, his mind tumbling end over end by what he witnessed.

“You can do it, Elsie,” he said. “Make us proud. Show the good duke how badly you wish to carry his child. They say it only hurts for an instant.”

She looked up at Lord Bertram.

“Is that true?” she gasped.

The duke nodded.

“It passes in a moment or two,” he said. “For some it doesn’t hurt at all.”

“I'm frightened.”

“Would it ease your mind to know most wives return to me again and again? They were frightened at first, as you are now, but tell me, if it truly hurt, would they come back to me, of their own free will, for more? No, they would not. They come back to me because of the pleasure I give them. They are desperate for more.”

The duke leaned down and kissed her tenderly on the lips. Her shocked expression made him chuckle. He kissed her again, softly, and it turned into a slow and meaningful kiss that lasted a long time. When he pulled his lips away, she was swooning.

“My Lord,” she sighed. “Oh, my Lord.”

He waited for her to notice and when she did not, still reeling from his kiss, he directed her attention.

“Look down,” he said. “Look how our bodies slowly become one.”

Elsie lifted her head, gazing at the place where their bodies met and merged. The duke had pushed through during their kiss, the shock of his lips enough to distract her. She held several inches of him inside now and the sight of him filling her rocked her world.

“More,” she croaked. “Push into me. The feeling is fantastic.”

The duke flexed his ass and Elsie cried out, her head falling back onto the pillow. She grabbed his shoulders and he fed her hot cunt more cock. Duncan pulled her legs farther apart, offering his wife completely. The duke moved slowly but irresistibly, pushing inch after inch inside her. She was muttering gibberish, her head tossing now from side to side. The duke moved his mouth lower, gently suckling one of her puffy nipples. She grabbed his head to hold his mouth there. His hips began a gentle rise and fall and Elsie lost control.

“What is happening to me?” she panted. “I feel so strange. My body feels so strange. What is happening, milord?”

Lord Bertram did not answer. His slow and gentle thrusts grew longer and deeper and Elsie swooned. He moved higher over her body, sending his cock a little deeper each time. The change electrified her.

“Milord! Something comes! Aaaah! Mercy!”

Elsie's first orgasm tore her apart. Her body thrashed beneath the two men. Duncan held her flailing legs tightly, immobilizing her, keeping her in place for the duke’s use. She squirmed and writhed, impaled and cumming hard. The duke’s relentless hips pumped strong and steady. She cried out again and again. She pulled the duke’s head away from her breast to kiss him passionately, but quickly missed his mouth on her, shoving him back where he was, stuffing his mouth again. Madness seized her as pleasure greater than any she’d ever known ripped through her.

At last, her crest began to subside, spiking again and again as she gradually returned to Earth. The duke slowed as she descended, filling her balls-deep as she returned to herself. He held himself there, motionless, allowing her to experience the fullness of a man.

She slowly opened her eyes.

He smiled at her, and she began to weep.

“I haven't the words,” she mumbled, before breaking into a soft laugh. “Why do people ever leave the bed? Will it always be this way?”

The duke turned his attention to Duncan.

“That's up to your husband,” he said. “I pray that he puts you first.”

The men exchanged a look. Duncan understood what the duke was telling him.

“I'll do my best,” the young husband said.

“I will visit often,” the duke promised. “To teach, and to help. A marriage as precious as yours deserves special attention.”

Elsie pulled the duke’s head down again, kissing him with true affection. Duncan sensed that it was time to release her legs and so he did, which she instinctively curled around Lord Bertram. The duke began his slow thrusting again.

Every person there understood that now they moved towards the duke’s orgasm, now they moved towards the insemination of this young bride. Duncan began to masturbate as he watched, but the duke warned him away from it.

“Save that seed, young man. You will want to add yours to her after I've gone.”

“I'm sorry, milord. Never in my wildest dreams did I ever envision my new wife this way. The very sight of her with you ignites my mind.”

The duke understood.

“Then carry on,” Lord Bertram said. “You will have ample opportunity in the days to come.”

The duke moved his weight to his arms, holding himself over the beautiful young bride. She pressed her hands against his muscular chest and closed her eyes, losing herself in the smooth steady thrusting of his hips. She knew the man drove himself towards climax. She knew he would soon ejaculate inside her, the first man to ever do so. She welcomed it. She hungered for it, without fully understanding why. She tightened her thighs around him and began instinctively lifting her hips in time with his thrusts. She studied his ruggedly handsome face and realized her acceptance of possible conception had been replaced with a desire for it. She wanted to have this man's baby. Duncan saw the change come over her and stroked his penis even faster.

The duke gazed at this willing and eager beauty beneath him and pumped faster. Even soaked, her tight young virgin pussy gripped him like a fist. Passion rose in his heart. His desire to claim this angel caught fire. He took her wrists and pinned them to the bed, thrusting hard now, building towards release. Her inexperience kept her ignorant of what came next, but her animal instincts guided her. She fucked herself on his thrusting cock in equal measure to his fucking of her. The duke slowly lifted his head as his boiling sperm began to rise.

“It comes,” he growled, through clenched teeth.

“I welcome it,” she rasped.

Her words trigger the rush. He pressed the head of his cock against her cervix, stuffing her with as much meat as possible, and then exploded. His first full jet rocketed out and sprayed directly inside her womb. He groaned as the pleasure overwhelmed him and she groaned with delight, thrilled that she had risen to the task of pleasing this powerful man. He groaned again, launching another hot blast deep inside her. Her legs clutched at him as he pumped jet after jet of potent sperm deep inside this lovely new bride. Elsie emptied his balls in a way that few women before her had. The duke lost himself in the claiming of this girl, pouring himself into her. His orgasm went on and on. Duncan suddenly moaned, ejaculating across the straw mattress, emptying his hairless testicles to the sight of Elsie, his beautiful new wife, being pumped full of semen.


Chapter 7

Audrey, wearing only the sheerest of nightgowns, walked a slow circle around Sergeant Phillips. She looked the man up and down, conveying a confidence she did not truly feel. Keena had delivered the young man and offered to stay to help keep the Princess safe. Audrey had dismissed her. Once the serving girl was gone, Audrey locked the door and shed her robe.

“Take off your clothes,” she told him.

“Princess,” he protested. “This is highly irregular.”

“Stop. Before you launch into some elaborate lie, know that I'm aware of your frequent midnight visits to my sister's chamber. Tonight, you will do to me all those things you normally do to her. You will teach me every trick she has taught you. You will teach me every trick your days as a brothel-visiting soldier has taught you. You will teach me every trick your wife has ever taught you. By the time dawn arrives, you will have made me an experienced woman.”

The Sergeant tilted his head back to stare at the vaulted ceiling.

“Yes, Princess.”

Audrey chuckled.

“That beastly thing between your legs has served you well. But now you find the sword carries two edges. You will make love to me with more passion than you ever showed Clara. Am I not pretty? I've seen the way you look at me. I've caught every soldier in my father's palace looking at me that way. Now I know what that look means. Very well. Tonight, you shall have me. You will be the envy of the barracks. Do you understand?”

“Yes Princess.”

“Good. Now take off your clothes and show it to me and never refuse another command. Ever. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Princess.”

Audrey backed towards the chair at her vanity and sat. She crossed one leg atop the other and folded her arms across her chest. Sergeant Phillips began awkwardly undressing. When he had stripped down to his breeches, she told him to stop. She admired his strong lean body. Her adventures had opened her eyes to the joys of the male form. The long, thick outline of his bulge thrilled her.

“A snake hidden in the grass,” she muttered.

“I beg your pardon, Princess?”

“Never mind. Remove the final item slowly,” she instructed.

Phillips untied the string around his waist and hooked his thumbs in the waistband. He drew down his shorts, freeing his substantial cock. Audrey studied the man, fascinated by the male physique.

“How does Clara usually begin?” she asked. “Does she put yours in her mouth, or does she put hers in yours?”

Sergeant Phillips chuckled.

“Don't lie,” Audrey snapped. “I will punish you if you lie.”

“I have no need for lying,” Phillips said. “Your sister likes to put mine in her mouth first. In fact, she loves it. Sometimes that's all she uses me for. She will suck on it until I fill her mouth with cream and then she will send me back to my post.”

“Why? Have you some special flavor?”

“My wife tells me what I produce tastes sweet, but she is a good and loving wife. Perhaps that influences her opinion.”

“Hm. Perhaps. I may find out for myself, but not so soon. I think we will begin with mine in your mouth.”

Audrey stood and untied the ribbon at her throat. She allowed the sheer nightgown to crumble at her feet. Sergeant Phillips feasted his eyes on the naked Princess, the one every soldier craved, and his cock began to lift.

“Do you control it?” Audrey asked. “Or does it have a mind of its own? Sure”

“A mind of its own I'm afraid, Princess.”

“So the mere sight of me causes that to happen?”

“Have you seen yourself naked, princess? You are quite something to behold. Every man in your father's army would react exactly the same.”

“That's a daunting image. Ten thousand spears aimed my way.”

Phillips laughed.

“Too much of a good thing is a bad thing.”

Audrey approached the man, swaying her hips. She circled him again before stopping a few feet before him. She drew a fingertip down his length from root to tip.

“I guess the same can be said of you,” she teased. “It is a formidable thing.”

“Your sister prefers it for that very reason.”

“On this my sister and I agree. I have only recently come to appreciate the male instrument, and just as quickly discovered my preference for men of size. There is something alluring about them. I find myself naturally drawn, like a stone rolling down a hill or an apple falling to the grass.”

Phillips continued to engorge, bobbing slightly as he grew. The downward curving shaft first straightened and then began to curve upward. Audrey stared, mesmerized, fascinated by male anatomy.

“I suddenly understand my sister's preference,” she said, kneeling. “The sight of you makes my mouth water. Forget about mine into yours. I want yours into mine.”

Audrey guided the thick penis into her mouth, then reached between her legs to tease her pussy. Phillips gasped, caught by surprise. He eased himself to the ground, making sure to keep his dick in her mouth. She continued sucking as he stretched out on his back. She continued sucking as his hands took her hips and moved her into a sixty-nine position over him. Audrey moaned as his tongue began to probe her insides. Sometimes Phillips did everything exactly right and the sensations left Audrey breathless. Sometimes she could resist his teasing and focus most of her attention on the hot cock in her mouth. His hand on the back of her head surprised her, but she had instructed him to teach her every trick. He had to push twice before she realized he wanted her to leave his penis and move lower, mouthing his big balls inside their sack. He smelled like a man down here and her arousal spiked, although she was glad she had Keena bathe him first. She sucked one testicle before pushing it out and sucking the other. The good Sergeant had grown stiff, and unyielding. She found this fact thrilling. She curled her arms around his thighs and rolled onto her back, taking him with her. In this new position his cock penetrated all the way to her throat before he caught himself. She gagged.

“I'm sorry,” he said. “Your move caught me by surprise.”

She turned her head to ease him out.

“It's all right,” she panted. “I want you to treat my mouth like a pussy.”

She slipped him in and pressed the back of her head against the floor. Sergeant Phillips lifted himself over her and stared down at the willing Princess. He braced himself and began thrusting, slow at first until he learned what she could take and then faster, fucking her mouth like a wet pussy. She choked and gagged but urged him on with long and meaningful moans. The inflexible stiffness of his pumping penis thrilled her. She whipped her tongue around the head and slid it along the veiny shaft. He used her for his own pleasure, and she loved it. That's what she wanted.

Her bedroom door flew open.

Clara, furious, stood glaring.

“You bitch!” she screamed. “Not him! You can have anyone you want but not him! How dare you!”

Clara stomped into the room, slamming the door behind her, as Sergeant Phillips scrambled to his feet. Audrey rolled over and rose to her knees.

“You don't own him,” she yelled. “You help yourself to any man in the castle. I can do the same.”

“You only want Phillips because you know he's my favorite!”

“I wanted Phillips for his big cock!”

Clara turned calculating. Her eyes narrowed. Sergeant Phillips tried to back away towards his pile of clothing.

“Don't move, Sergeant,” Audrey snapped. “We are not finished. You are not leaving. My sister is not the duchess and cannot order us around.”

“She can order me around,” Phillips admitted.

Audrey, on her knees, shuffled towards the man, her face level with his erection. She stared at her sister and then pulled the hard dick lower and guided it into her mouth. Clara's rage returned.

“Stop it!” she shouted. “Get his dick out of your mouth!”

In response, Audrey took as much penis as she could and then slowly slurped from root to head. Clara turned livid. She strode forward and grabbed Sergeant Phillips by the penis and yanked him away from Audrey. Audrey grabbed his dick and tried to stuff the man into her mouth again. The sisters battled, each pulling in different directions. Clara dropped to her knees and pushed Audrey’s head away so she could stuff Phillips into her own mouth. Enraged, Audrey shoved the soldier backward. His penis left Clara’s mouth with a pop. His heel caught in his pile of clothes, and he stumbled, landing hard on his butt. Audrey scrambled forward, crawling over the fallen man like a huge spider, positioning her pussy over his penis, holding him upright with one hand while ramming her hips down on him. He pierced her opening and pushed balls-deep. Audrey cried out at the thick penetration.

“No!” Clara screamed and slapped her sister across the face.

Audrey turned away and dropped onto the sergeant's body. She worked her hips rapidly, dragging her tight young pussy up and down his rigid length.

“I’m fucking him!” she yelled. “I’m fucking Sergeant Phillips!”

Clara growled like an animal. She grabbed Audrey’s long hair and pulled. Audrey shouted in pain but clutched the Sergeant, holding on tight, refusing to leave. Clara smacked Audrey’s firm ass.

“Get off him!” Clara screamed.

“No!”

Audrey pushed her cunt all the way down Philip’s shaft, impaling herself. Clara tried to push Audrey sideways, but the man’s cock was an anchor. Clara screamed in rage, and then slumped, shoulders sagging. She gave up trying to pull her sister away.

“He's mine!” Clara shouted, stomping her foot.

She whipped her nightgown off over her head and straddled Sergeant Phillips head. Audrey reared back, and the two sisters glared at each other. Sergeant Phillips licked the slick pussy suddenly forced into his mouth. Clara moaned in her sister's face.

“He's eating me,” she taunted.

“I don't care,” Audrey fired back. “I have his big, beautiful cock inside me. He's fucking me, Clara.”

“Shut up.”

“His big dick feels amazing. I see why you picked him. I see why he's your favorite. I feel like he's going to make me orgasm.”

“Shut up, Audrey. You don't even know what you're doing.”

“Yes, I do. I had a lot of sex at Castle Hume, thanks to you. A lot of men fucked me, all at the same time. Then I had more sex one on one. I’m not a stupid little girl anymore. I liked it. I loved it, Clara. Now you're not the only naughty daughter.”

Sergeant Phillips pushed his tongue far up into Clara and the girl shivered, unable to speak. Audrey recognized what was happening and in a flash of anger, shoved her sister off Phillips. Clara landed hard and laid still. Audrey rode Phillips a moment longer, and then pulled herself off his cock. She spun around to sit on him facing the other direction and noticed his cock gleaming with her pussy juice. Seized with a sudden desire to taste herself on him, she bent and stuffed his wet penis into her mouth again. She moaned deeply, pleased with her own sweet flavor. She relaxed her throat to take more of him and jumped, startled, when Clara’s face entered her peripheral and dipped lower between the man's legs, sucking on a testicle. Sergeant Phillips moaned. Audrey took as much of him as she could and then withdrew, holding only the head in her mouth. Clara moved up from his balls to nibble the shaft below her sister's lips.

“He’s mine,” she murmured.

“He's not,” Audrey replied. “Not only yours. Not anymore.”

Her tongue circled the head several times before she slipped him into her mouth again. Clara pouted but licked up and down the veiny shaft. Sergeant Phillips knew enough to keep his mouth shut and let the sisters work things out.


Chapter 8

Angus slammed his fist on the heavy oak table.

“You just let him have her!” he shouted. “Your beautiful new bride. You just handed her over like an obedient slave.”

“Like a faithful citizen,” Duncan retorted. “Like a servant to the crown, which is what you should be, father, if you wish to stay out of trouble.”

“Let trouble come!” he yelled, bringing his fist down hard again.

Duncan glanced nervously around the tavern. There'd been talk of open rebellion amongst his father's friends.

“The duke will imprison you all,” the younger man said.

“He fucked your gorgeous young wife,” Angus growled.

“You are looking at things the wrong way. He blessed us with land. Elsie has been admitted to the royal academy. That's incredibly rare for a woman. I know the duke cares about us personally. I hope we give the duke a child. I would feel honored to have our family connected to his.”

“Tomas said you would say that.”

“So, it’s Tomas that leads you? It’s Tomas that plants all these wild ideas in your head? You need to listen less to what Tomas Barclay says. He is guiding all of you down a dangerous path. Prima nocta has been around for centuries. It is the law of the land. It is a long-standing tradition, and a great honor.”

“It is purely for the benefit of the ruling family.”

“A ruling family that showers us with benefits.”

Angus stood abruptly.

“We grow weary of prima nocta. We grow weary of handing over our most beautiful girls, our honor.”

“Tomas is set to marry Abigail in a few days. What will he do when Lord Bertram arrives at the ceremony?”

Angus stood tall. He stroked his beard thoughtfully.

“The ceremony is a secret. It will be over before the duke ever hears about it. If he does show up, we'll fight. He better bring plenty of men.”

“You will lose.”

“Better to die on my feet than live on my knees, sucking his cock.”

Duncan laughed ruefully.

“Don't be surprised if that's exactly what he makes you do. Tomas is only drawing the rest of you in because he dare not face the duke alone. He’s eloquent, and sells his ideas well, but mark my words, he will back down when the swords are drawn. He will burn you to do his dirty work for him.”

Angus finished his ale and slammed the goblet on the table. He turned his back on his son and walked out. His memories leapt back to his own wedding ceremony so long ago and the duke sweeping into the abbey and sweeping Angus's new bride off her feet. Lord Bertram had the woman several times that night, returning her to Angus too exhausted and too tender to satisfy her new husband. Angus had to wait several days. It was a bitter memory, made more bitter by the aftermath.

Perhaps I should tell Duncan who his real father is, Angus thought. But I fear that will only push the boy farther away from me. I raised him like he was my own son. To me, he is my son.


Chapter 9

From a deep sleep, Clara gasped loudly and sat bolt upright in her bed.

How had she known? She asked herself. How had she known Sergeant Phillips was my favorite? How had she known that the man was hung? Worst of all, how had she known that I was responsible for her journey to Castle Hume? Now that I think about it, there have been far too many times lately that Audrey has known my secrets. The servants gossip of course, but there were things even they didn't know. Can Aubrey somehow spy on me?

The sexy Princess slipped naked from under the covers. She lit a taper from the small fire kept burning in the hearth and passed that flame to the candelabra. Carrying her light with her, she slowly circled her room, closely examining the walls and tapestries.

She finished the room but found nothing.

I don't keep a diary, and the servants don't know everything. How did she do it? I must have missed something.

She started her search again, systematically scrutinizing every inch of the walls. This time she began from the corner that provided the best view. Minutes later she found a small indentation at eye level. She prodded with her finger discovering a small panel locked in place on the other side of the wall.

“Sneaky bitch,” she muttered.

She stepped back, trying to visualize where her sister's room was in relation to her own. She pictured the surrounding rooms and passageways. She opened her door and walked out, naked, counting paces as she made rough measurements. A soldier standing guard gawked at her beautiful body. She returned to her room with a new understanding; a secret passageway between the walls ran along most of the bedrooms. Audrey must have discovered a way in.

If her room has an entrance, my room must have an entrance.

She began her search again, this time examining things on a broader scale. She looked for things out of place. Wall fixtures that no one used. She found nothing until she entered her large closet and continued her search there. A wall hook set too low to be of any real use. A pull and a twist sent a partition sliding sideways, opening a dark mouth onto a dark tunnel. She blew out all but one candle and entered, quickly discovering each room had a series of peepholes hidden by small panels. She looked into her empty father's room and several empty guest rooms and came at last to Audrey's room. She blew out the last candle and lifted the panel to look inside.

Her sister’s room was lit with many candles. Audrey and Esmeralda lay on the bed together, nude, arms and legs entwined. They kissed slowly and passionately while hands roamed naked flesh. They gently teased each other, fingertips circling areola and grazing labia. Clara watched Esmeralda reach for a decanter of scented oil on the nightstand and dribble the viscous fluid all over Audrey. The serving girl set the decanter aside and spread the oil with both hands. With practiced expertise, Esmeralda laid her body atop Audrey and spun, bringing them to a sixty-nine position. Both girls moved their mouths to each other's pussies.

Clara felt tingling between her legs as soft gasps and moans reached her ears. Esmeralda spread Audrey’s legs wide and Clara saw the girl’s long tongue split her sister’s pussy and wiggle inside. Audrey groaned at the intrusion. Clara felt her body temperature soar. She grabbed her breast and pulled the nipple, twisting. Her free hand sought her pussy, quickly rubbing her clit.

I should not be watching this, she thought.

She stayed a few moments longer. The girls were ravenous for each other, clearly familiar with each other’s bodies. She lowered the peephole panel and returned to her room, grabbing the soldier standing guard as she passed.

“You're going to eat my pussy like you mean it,” she told him.

“Yes, Princess,” he said.


Chapter 10

Tomas Barclay smiled broadly, tears in his eyes. Abigail Brown would soon be his wife, and she looked breathtaking in her wedding day whites. She walked the narrow aisle between pews, approaching Tomas, the man she would soon call husband.

The wedding party was small by the standards of this town, but Tomas wanted it that way. The ceremony was secret and only his co-conspirators and their families were allowed to attend. They've chosen an old, abandoned church fallen to ruin in the hills above town. The priest was a longtime family friend. They'd have the marriage entered into the records before the duke ever learned of the event.

This is one beautiful bride he’ll not get his hands on, Tomas thought.

The gathered crowd turned to watch the bride approach the altar, her long beautiful red hair floating on a breeze. Her stark white wedding dress, covered with a train of delicate lace, would be the talk of the town for years. Tomas was a handsome man, and no one was surprised when Abigail chose him. They were perfect for each other. All those that knew them knew that they belonged together. It was as if God himself ordained the match.

From his hiding place farther up the mountain, Duncan signaled the archbishop. The archbishop spoke to Lord Bertram and the duke gave the signal that his battalion of men awaited. Five hundred men at arms, with swords drawn and shields raised, left their hiding place amongst the tall trees and moved silently to encircle the ruined church.

“This rebellion stops now,” the duke told his Lieutenant Colonel.

“Yes, sire.”

“You understand what I want done?”

“Yes, Sire. No fatalities. Everyone in attendance is to be taken prisoner, unharmed.”

“That's correct. Every man there with his wife is to be tied to a post inside that church. I want the middle of the church cleared of old pews and every wife stripped and forced to her knees. Let me know when you have accomplished your tasks.”

“Yes, sire. What will be done with the women?”

“Pick three outstanding soldiers for every woman, soldiers who have done well and are deserving of favor. Let's see if we can't drain some English balls and feed those women well.”

The Lieutenant Colonel laughed.

“Well played, Sire,” he said. “We will teach them a lesson in submission.”

“Damn right we will. Let them see their wives with mouths full of cock. Let them realize how much more we could have done but did not. Most of them will break. Those that don't, we will encounter again and next time we will be far less merciful.”

“An excellent plan, sire.”

“It's a mediocre plan, Lieutenant Dane. I seek to antagonize. The true purpose of the plan is discovering those men enraged by my actions, those men who will plot revenge for what I have done. These are my true enemies. I need them to show themselves. We know of Tomas Barclay, but who leads with him? Most of these simple-minded farmers merely follow. They will abandon their leaders after I deliver this lesson. The undecided we'll hear of it and stay away from Tomas Barclay and his Lieutenant. Go now. Launch the operation.”

The Lieutenant Colonel saluted and turned on a heel. He marched away to do his duty. In the ruined church farther down the hillside, the priest began to speak, reciting the vows that would bind Tomas and Abigail forever. The couple repeated the words as the priest spoke. The holy man finished and declared them husband and wife.

Soldiers poured into the church from every opening. They burst through the doors and climbed in through the windows. Several men drew weapons, but the overwhelming numbers stopped them.

“Lay down your arms,” Lieutenant Colonel Dane ordered. “Drop them, or be run through, and make widows of your wives.”

Several men drew their weapons, offering the illusion of resistance. A few even crossed swords, but were quickly outmatched. With no more the end bruised egos and bloody noses, the rebellion fell. The duke’s men, true soldiers, were disappointed with how easily these men accepted the defeat. Within minutes the men were disarmed. The wedding party was questioned, and the unmarried men and women were escorted outside. Those that remained were separated. The men were bound and tied in groups to the posts supporting the roof. They were all made to face the center of the room. The wives were then brought before them and ordered to strip. Once the protests had died down and they realized their impossible situation, they complied, ashamed to be nude in front of their neighbors. The women tried to shrink, hiding their bodies. Their furious husbands shouted threats.

The duke entered the large main room. To his left strode Duncan. To his right, the Archbishop Cathar. Several people recognized Duncan and cursed him. Tomas called him a traitor and threatened him with violence.

“It is you who are the traitors,” Duncan shouted. “Lord Bertram shows us nothing but kindness and you repay him with betrayal.”

The duke raised a hand.

“Your open hostility has sealed your fate, Tomas. I was prepared to show you mercy but now you have threatened a citizen of the realm in good standing. Men, take Abigail aside and hold her. I will deal with her soon. Tomas, I will return your wife to you when I am finished with her. As for the rest of the wives, I hope you are hungry. Not the typical reception feast after a wedding ceremony, but certainly a feast you will always remember.”

The duke signaled his Lieutenant Colonel. Groups of men moved forward, smiling and laughing, untying their pantaloons. Soon many cocks swung free. The soldiers approached the naked wives.

“On your knees, ladies, if you aren't already,” the duke commanded. “I have three men for each of you. Drain them, swallow what they give you, and you are free to go. Return to your homes, and if your husbands come to you with any more ideas of overthrowing my rule, know that your punishment the second time will be far more severe.” Lord Bertram swept the husbands with his gaze. “Remember that Tomas Barclay has brought you to this moment. Continue to follow him at your peril.”

The duke waved his men forward. Soon each woman had three men before her. Penises were offered and accepted and the bound husbands watched in anguish as their prim and proper wives became cock hungry sluts. Most resisted for a while but it was impossible to ignore the urgency of three erect penises seeking release. Husbands were forgotten. They maintained the pretense of resistance to save face but every woman there without exception gave in to their lust. The duke chuckled. He crossed the room to the main entrance where Abigail waited, appraising the gorgeous redhead. Tomas threw himself against his restraints, to no avail.

“Don't touch her, Bertram,” Tomas snarled.

The duke moved closer until he and Tomas were nose to nose.

“You are too prideful to know when you are beaten,” the duke said. “Rebels are simply the new aristocracy trying to find a toehold. You have no leverage. You have no power. All you had, briefly, was the faith of these poor men. Now you have lost that as well. Take a good look at Abigail, your beautiful new bride. She is coming to the palace with me. Her wedding night will be spent with me. You will stay here tied to this post, tormented by the knowledge that I will spend the whole night enjoying her. Will I be successful in making her orgasm? Possibly. Probably. I have hours and hours to get her there and believe me, I want to get her there. I am a skilled lover, and I possess this, of which you have no doubt heard.”

The duke untied the front of his pants and lifted it out his pendulous cock, allowing it to hang freely. Tomas couldn't stop himself. He had to look.

“Inspect it well,” the duke taunted. “Burn this penis into your memory. I know Abigail will. Take a long look at the cock that will spend the night inside her. Do her moans already haunt you? Can you imagine that pretty face twisted in climax? I'm sure you can. I was going to have your hands removed so you could never touch her again, but I decided to let you keep them. It pleases me to know that you will be touching her after I do.”

“I'll kill you,” Tomas seethed.

“You won't. You won't lift a finger. Even if you were somehow successful, I have loyal men who, in the event my death, will enter the town and destroy everything you've ever touched. They will slaughter every member of your family and every member of Abigail’s family. They will burn the homes of every friend you've ever had. They will cut out the tongues of every person you've ever spoken to. When they have finished all of that, they will take Abigail from you and chain her in the barracks, free to be used by any soldier that wishes. Kill me? No. You will do nothing. I will leave here with your lovely new bride, and she will learn to please me. We will please each other. Perhaps I'll put a child in her. I will return her to you, and you will go about your life as a loyal citizen of the realm, her beautiful face a constant reminder of how you need to behave.”

Tomas struggled against the ropes that bound him. Frustration and angst had his guts tied in knots. Helpless and hopeless, he threw back his head and howled, a cry filled with unrelenting rage.


Chapter 11

Lord Duke Roger Bertram the Second dreamed he was on horseback charging downhill with a legion of his men. In the distance, an unwalled town awaited his pillage and plunder. He drew his sword, waving it over his head, his battle cry rising in his throat, ready to ring out through the fresh morning air.

Warm, sensuous, loving lips engulfed the sensitive head of his large cock. His mind struggled to reconcile that sensation to the sensation of being in the saddle, riding hard. He pointed his sword at the cowering town and filled his lungs. The warm lips crawled several inches down his shaft as a hot tongue coiled like a snake around the crown. Firm suction tugged on the sperm slumbering in his balls. The duke glanced at the other riders with him in the charge, wondering if they experienced what he experienced. Never before had riding a horse felt so fantastic. The men around him began shouting defiant challenges. Once more he readied his battle cry, only to feel those lips slide almost to the root of his penis. He heard himself gasp in his sleep.

Am I dreaming?

The thought took hold. The suction increased, pulling on his stored sperm, urging his seed to rise.

I am dreaming.

He left the saddle and his howling men like a bird taking flight, soaring into the sky, watching the men and horses grow smaller below him. He passed through billowy clouds. He felt the weight of blankets as his mind became his own. He opened his eyes slowly. The dark bed chamber around him was fuzzy but the tight lips around his cock were real. They slid another inch down his shaft. He felt the bed move. He gently lifted the heavy blankets, her mass of red hair visible even in the dark.

Abigail ignored his attention, determined to work his fat soft cock even deeper.

He gazed at her sweet and beautiful face. He had intended to keep her for a night or two and then hand her back to Tomas well used, but that was not what happened. Many days later, she was still with him. He had expected a frightened doe when he got her back to the Red Keep. He had encountered a fierce she-badger. Here was a woman with a wit to match his own. Her sense of humor quickly had him laughing. She was intelligent, educated, insightful, and unafraid. As he watched her now, he remembered the hours of intense conversation sandwiched between the hours of intense love making.

“You hunger for it again, already?” he rumbled, his voice not yet fully returned from his deep sleep.

To answer meant pulling her mouth off of his oversized meat and that was not something she was willing to do. Instead, she moaned softly and increased the vacuum on his cock. He reached his large, scarred hand down to gently stroke her hair. This is how she had been since the day he brought her home.

She was married to Tomas, and she loved the man, but she recognized a connection to the duke from the moment they began to speak. She had resisted the first few hours of her captivity, but her fears faded at the duke’s gentle touch, and despite her concerns, she felt her body responding. Soon her mind joined, and, hours later, almost against her will, her heart did too. Best of all, she recognized a similar response in him. She surprised him, slipping through his defenses, touching his heart.

It was then that she lost herself to the duke.

His hot kisses and soft caresses melted her. He had undressed her slowly, removing her beautiful wedding gown bit by bit. She knew it was Tomas who should have been doing it, but she felt a wicked thrill that it was the duke. He undressed her slowly, savoring the revelation of each new part of her. She saw the true lust in his eyes and that made her want him even more. When he had finally laid her bare, he stood over her, gazing down. His eyes crawled every inch of her body and she welcomed it. Tomas had never looked at her the way this man did. She soaked up his adoration and desire. She felt herself grow wet, ashamed that she did.

Then, he began to use his mouth on her, doing things to her she'd never heard of men doing to women. His large fingers and hot tongue conquered every inch of her body. She experienced the first orgasm of her life and almost panicked as the sensations overwhelmed her unprepared mind.

Finally, he stood tall, gazing down on her trembling form. He removed his shirt, exposing his hairy chest and thick muscles. He untied his pantaloons and removed his boots. She watched him undress, aroused and a little afraid at the physical might of the man. She wondered how many men he had personally sent to the grave. How many widows had he himself created? His raw strength was formidable. At last, he bent to remove his breeches, blocking her view with his torso until he stood tall. His large cock frightened her even as it turned her on. His eyes had not lied: he was already half erect and rising fast. He looked on her and grew stiff and her whole body filled with longing. Her sister had warned her that some men want the woman to use her mouth, so Abigail rose to her knees, but she was surprised to realize the desire to use her mouth was hers alone. The sight of his cock had caused a blossoming of submission. She wanted to please him, yes, but she wanted him in her mouth for herself more. She gripped him with both hands and guided him in, eyes closing as her lips wrapped around him.

That was five days ago.

Now, here she was again, as she had been every day since the first, ravenous for more.

Lord Bertram threw the covers off. Abigail's eyes came up to the duke’s and locked. They gazed at each other for several heartbeats, each with a growing understanding. Abigail moaned. The duke held his breath. He watched the young woman worship his meat for a few moments longer and then he gave voice to something they both already knew.

“I love you,” he said. “I must confess I am absolutely bewildered by this turn of events. I love you, Abigail. I cannot deny it.”

She eased his cock out of her mouth and leapt up the bed, landing atop his body, her legs straddling his hips. She held his face in her hands and showered hot kisses on his lips and face as her hips searched for his cock. She felt the tip split her labia and she shoved her pelvis backward, driving him deep.

“I love you too,” she said. “I wish I'd never married Tomas. I want to be yours. I want to be your wife and never leave this big, glorious bed. I want you to make love to me morning, noon, and night. I want to fill this castle with babies.”

Ignited by her words, Lord Bertram growled like a bear and buried his fingers in her long hair. He effortlessly lifted her off the bed and turned both their bodies, driving her back into the mattress and striving his stiff cock all the way up inside her. She gasped at the deep penetration, wincing, slowing him with a hand on his chest before clutching at his ass to pull him deeper and hold him there. His hips began to work.

“I will make you my wife,” he rumbled. “I will find a way. I will set the archbishop to the task and not rest until you are mine. These past days have opened my eyes. Never have I met such a woman like you. You see into the heart of me. I cannot lose you. You must be mine.”

She pulled his mouth down to hers, hungry for more passionate kissing. She curled her legs around his, trapping his pumping cock inside.

“Make me yours,” she whimpered. “That is my truest wish.”

The duke pushed all the way in and held himself there. Their eyes met, both acknowledging the electric connection.

“I hear rumor our priest had been defrocked,” she said. “My marriage to Tomas may be invalid.”

Tomas. The duke felt a rush of power when Abigail spoke her husband's name.  He felt his cock might burst from how engorged he had become. He had taken so many wives from their husbands, so many over the years, but this new bride sent his heart racing!  Never had the taste of his victory over a husband felt so total, and so meaningful. Many women had come to love him.  Many had sought him again after their first night. He enjoyed his many victories, but Abigail was something special.

The duke pinned her wrists to the bed and began thrusting harder and deeper. She closed her eyes and lost herself, her stuffed pussy becoming the center of her universe. Her mouth slowly opened.

By now he knew the signs of her approaching orgasm. He thrust strong and smooth and grinned as he saw her start to climb yet again. It thrilled him that his cock had such mastery over her. He could bring her to climax at will. Yes, she'd fallen in love with him just as he'd fallen in love with her, but it was obvious to him she'd also fallen in love with his cock.

“Roger,” she croaked. “I am undone. What have you done to me? What have you—? Aaaaaahh! My God!”

Her back arched and her nipples rose into stiff points. Her orgasm contorted her body, twisting her beneath him. He impaled her, over and over, as her vaginal walls fluttered and trembled along his length. She cried out again and again as her prolonged climax refused to subside. His relentless hips drove her crazy. She gripped the mattress, every muscle in her toned body clenched and rigid.

“Arrrgh! My Lord! I cannot! I cannot! Uuuunnngh!”

It thrilled him to possess her so completely. She brought many things to life in him, like no woman had since the death of his first wife. The mere sound of her voice was music. He watched the beauty of her climax and then suddenly he began the climb too, driving his hips.

“I love you,” he growled.

“I love you,” she whimpered. “With all my heart. Poor Tomas.”

The duke felt another surge at the mention of the name.

“Say it again,” he said, hips pumping.

“I love you,” she whimpered.

“No,” he growled. “His name. Say his name.”

“Tomas?” Abigail muttered, unsure if she understood.

“Yes.”

“Tomas.”

“Go on.”

“I'm sorry, Tomas,” she said, beginning to understand. “You aren't the man I want. Not truly. The Duke is more man than you will ever be. He fills me. I know now it was he I saved myself for. I'm sorry, Tomas.”

The duke’s hips pumped faster now as he listened to her.

“I give myself to him completely,” she said. “Marrying you was a mistake. You will never measure up to the duke in any way. I will have his many beautiful babies.”

“What if he comes after you?” The duke rasped.

“Do not allow it. Lock him away. We have no time for the revenge he will seek.”

“You wish me to imprison Tomas?”

“I wish it.”

The duke groaned loudly. Her complete betrayal of Tomas stoked a bonfire in his chest. His load boiled like a volcano erupting as he shot his load into her, hot molten metal spewing. The Duke roared like an animal as he flooded her womb, gushing a torrent, growling and tossing his head as his soul poured out of his loins.

“Fill me!” she hissed. “Take it! Fill me!”

She pressed her hips to his, passionately kissing the man who held her heart. She lifted her hips, pressing her pelvis to his, welcoming every drop.

The archbishop waited until their cries of passion faded. He entered the royal bedroom and approached the bed.

“You summoned me, milord?”

The duke stretched his large muscular frame across the bed. The priest risked a glance at the lovely and captivating Abigail, nude, stretched across the bed like Lord Bertram. The young woman was breathtaking, and the semen leaking from her bald slit caused his heart to skip a few beats.

“I did, Cathar. There are some loose ends I need you to attend to before Abigail and I depart the castle. I've left you some notes on my desk. Please handle those errands and then give yourself a week with no responsibilities. My reward to you for a job exceptionally well done.”

“Milord is too kind.”

“I have one addition to the list. Move Tomas to the South tower. Use a cell with a view of the courtyard. Put the mask on him. I want him to see Abigail marry me.”

“I will see to it, milord.”


Chapter 12

Tomas heard the footsteps approach his cell and stretched his neck trying to see. Chains held his arms at shoulder height to his sides, one to each wall. He had learned the tread of every jailer, but these belonged to someone new. The heavy oak door, perpetually unlocked and left a jar as another petty torment, swung wide. Archbishop Cathar entered the room.

“They sent a holy man?” Tomas quipped. “Am I to be given last rites, then?”

The priest shook his head slowly.

“There is no plan to execute you,” Cathar said, showing Tomas the heavy leather mask he carried. “There is a plan to move you to the south tower. That tower has a window that looks down on the southern courtyard.”

“Why would the duke grant me a view of the courtyard?”

“Because that is where the wedding of Abigail and Lord Bertram will take place.”

Tomas yanked his chains, trying to grab the priest by the throat.

“Abigail is my wife,” he rasped. “She is already married to me.”

“I'm afraid that is not technically true. In order to hide the ceremony from the duke, you used a priest no longer sanctioned by the church, a priest defrocked months ago for his political views. Your marriage is illegitimate and has been struck from the books, leaving Abigail a single woman and still unspoiled. The duke loves her, and she loves him.”

“This is outrageous. Everyone will know this is a lie. Everyone knows who I am and saw her marry me. She loves me.”

“Poor Tomas. I regret to inform you that almost the entire castle listened to her voice her love for the duke all night last night. She was quite vocal about it. Her cries of passion echoed the halls. She was quite shameless. In the morning, when she learned of the illegality of her union to you, she renounced the relationship. She belongs to the duke now, body and soul.”

“You’re an evil bastard.”

“Not at all. I’m a man of God. Everyone will forget about you, Tomas. It has already begun. They can see the true love between the duke and Abigail, and they sense your time has come and gone. The duke has revealed how weak you truly are. Your people abandon you.”

Tomas turned his face away, distraught.

“I don't want to see this false ceremony.”

“The duke insists.”

The archbishop moved behind Tomas but brought the stiff leather mask around in front so the man could see it. The opening for the mouth had a hard leather tube affixed on the inside, used for gagging a man but allowing him to breathe.

“Don't,” Tomas warned. “Do not put that on me.”

“It is going on you and there's nothing you can do about it. The duke believes you will shout obscenities from your tower window, so he ordered you silenced. I've spoken to the jailers, and they tell me you like to spit. I suggested perhaps the mask should stay on after the wedding. They agreed.”

“What? No! Do not put that thing on me.”

The archbishop slipped the mask over the man's head. He pushed it down for a snug fit, and then reached under to squeeze the man's testicles. When Tomas opened his mouth in an exclamation of pain, the Archbishop pulled the mask back, forcing Tomas’s face forward. His chin and nose filled the stiff leather cups made for them. The hard tube slid into his mouth, shoving the tongue down. The priest adjusted the eye holes so Tomas could see and then tightly buckled the straps in back. Tomas uttered a muffled wail.

“When I leave this cell,” the archbishop told the prisoner, “I will instruct the jailers to move you to the south tower and to once again chain your arms out at your sides. The ceremony begins a few hours after sunrise. You will have an ideal best vantage point to see everything. After that you will be returned to this cell until such time as the duke believes you have learned your lesson. Lord Bertram and his bride leave for France after the ceremony to begin a month-long honeymoon holiday. Can you imagine how much love-making they will enjoy? You and your rebellious movement will fade from memory. Just another bad idea fallen by the wayside.”

The priest tugged at the straps, checked the buckles. Satisfied, he moved to stand in front of the man again.

“Don't despair,” he said. “All is not lost. Yes, you will most likely spend the rest of your days in chains and sealed away, forgotten, but take heart. In one way, you’ve won. The duke is so in love with his lady that he has forsworn the practice of prima nocta. You have achieved your goal. No longer will the duke take a new bride. Now he has one of his own and to her he will be true.”

Tomas’s cry echoed from behind the mask. The archbishop chuckled.


Chapter 13

A large wooden box sat just outside the front double-doors of the Abbey. The crate was no more than three feet in every dimension. Archbishop Cathar held the hinged lid open.

“Wake up, good priest,” the archbishop said, staring inside the crate.

At the bottom of the large box Bishop Edins woke and struggled against the ropes that bound him. He tried to spit out the gag in his mouth.

“Get comfortable,” Cathars said. “Inside this box is where you will spend the rest of your days. The Pope gave me a new assignment. The Abbey at Saint Bathans is now mine. You have been recalled to Rome, but you will vanish somewhere along your journey. Brigands, I will report. In truth, this crate will be carried to the basement beneath this Abbey and hidden there. I will provide you nourishment, all you need to survive, but you will never leave this box again.”

The bishop tried to scream around his gag. Archbishop Cathar closed the lid and locked the clasp. He directed the two men waiting to carry the crate downstairs. Cathar savored the fading sounds of the bishop’s wail. How easy it had been to capture the unsuspecting priest. A few simple drops in a goblet of wine were all it took.

Cathar looked up at the cross perched atop the highest steeple. A break in the clouds sent rays of light illuminating the crucifix. Clouds drifted and a second ray of light landed on the attached priory. Clearly, it was an obvious sign from God.

“The priori? As a gift?” Cathar asked, humbled by such a recognizable omen. “This meek servant thanks you for his reward.” The stirring in his penis was immediate. “I will attend to the waiting ladies forthwith.” He faced the chapel. “But first, I must walk through these front doors a victor, just as I told the Bishop I would those many years ago. He laughed at me then and sent me away, disgraced.”

Cathar lifted the key from around his neck, taken from Bishop Edins, and unlocked the heavy wooden doors. He pushed them wide and marched into the main room. Two rows of nuns, in full regalia, waited to greet him. He searched their faces, recognizing some from years ago.

“You've returned, Brother Cathar,” a pretty blonde said.

The archbishop ran his eyes over her body. Even in full habit, he saw the delightful shape of her.

“Yes,” he said. “I’ve returned, only it's archbishop now, Brother no longer, and I come as the voice of the Pope. My placement here, an Englishman on Scottish land, is a testament to the bond of our two nations. You will serve me as if my word comes from the Holy See, because it most certainly will.”

“Yes, milord,” the pretty blonde said, bowing slightly.

The other nuns followed her example, bowing slightly from the waist. The archbishop scanned their faces again. All were pretty, some exceptionally so. He recognized one girl, grown now into a young woman, from his days here years ago. She was lusty back then, and the gleam in her eye said she remained so to this day.

“Bonnie is your name. Am I right?”

“You are, milord. I’m flattered you remembered after all these years.”

“You are something memorable, Bonnie. How could I forget? In fact, I'd like to continue our conversation from years ago in my private chambers. Select two girls that feel the way you do about certain things and bring them with you. I'll see all three of you in fifteen minutes.”

Bonnie’s eyes went wide. She understood the archbishop perfectly. After so many years under Bishop Edins, the archbishop would be a much welcomed change. Perhaps someday he may even invite the duke.

“With pleasure, milord. We will see you soon.”

Bonnie spoke briefly to another girl in line and the two of them left together.

“I thank you for the warm welcome,” the archbishop said, addressing the remaining nuns. “You may now return to your appointed tasks. In the days to follow, I will spend time with each of you privately. We will get to know each other, if we don't already. Have all your questions ready. For now, you may go.”

The nuns filed out of the room. The priest watched their swaying asses.

“All mine,” he mumbled.

He left the main room and circled the building, locating the stairs in back that led to the basement. He knew of a false wall where previous bishops had hidden their casks of whiskey. This time, however, it would be used to hide a large crate. He opened the panel and stepped inside, making sure everything was in place.

“Perfect,” he said.

Bishop Edins heard him and began thrashing inside the box.

“Hush,” the archbishop said. “Hush or go without dinner tonight. I will withhold food and water, things you desire, just as you withheld something I desired. I may even deny you light. If I wish, you will spend your life in a box in the dark. Behave, and you may yet be free of this.”

The bishop calmed himself. The archbishop closed the wall panel and locked it. He had no intention of ever granting the bishop his freedom.

Upstairs, he almost whistled with delight. Everything had played out perfectly. His connection to the duke had proved to be as advantageous as he had hoped it would be. He turned the corner and opened the door to his private chambers, quickly stepping inside. Three pretty nuns waited for him at the foot of his huge bed. Bonnie started to slip her habit off a shoulder.

“No,” the archbishop said. “Leave it on. All of you, keep your uniforms on. It is better that way, I think.”

He moved to a chair against the wall and dropped into it. He lifted the front of his frock, gathering fabric until he exposed his soft cock and balls.

“Mouths only,” he said. “All three of you. Together.”

Bonnie giggled.

“The good days have returned,” she said, hurrying to take a spot between his knees. “I have missed your special requests. Bishop Edins was impotent most of the time and usually needed a bath.”

The other nuns followed her lead. Bonnie lifted the limp penis and slipped it into her mouth. The other girls went for his scrotum, sucking and licking. Cathar leaned back in his chair and looked at his lap. Three pretty faces hurried to please him.

Yes, he thought. Serving the duke turned out to be the best move on the board.

End.
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