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Chapter 1: Shaming the Queen

 


 


As King Radford entered the village, he
couldn’t believe how different everything looked. That’s because he
was seeing it all with new eyes now—a king’s eyes instead of a
prince’s eyes. He tugged firmly on the reins and his horse stopped
in its tracks. Behind him, his company of nearly one hundred
knights, attendants, advisors, and servants came to a halt as well.
They had just crossed the bridge leading into the heart of a small
village, where every man, woman, and child had congregated to meet
them. The peasants stood outside their huts in their ragged, soiled
clothes, halting their daily work to pay homage to the king as he
passed through on his way to the southlands.

Radford didn’t just like being the
king; he loved it with every fiber of his being. His father Ammat
sat on the throne for nearly two decades before he fell ill and
died one month earlier, so during those years Radford had to be
content with the powers he wielded as a prince. But now, as the
king, his power was absolute. He was not only king of Cragmont, but
also high ruler over the Three Kingdoms. The alliance with Kade and
Omerra had always been a shaky one, with the two smaller countries
bowing to Cragmont because of its sheer size and resources, but
that partnership had been rocked to the core when King Ammat died.
The king of Kade and the queen of Omerra decided to test Cragmont’s
resolve, forming a new alliance and attacking Cragmont before the
dead king was even in the ground. They assumed Radford would be
nervous, confused, unsure how to respond, but they had been wrong.
In truth, it didn’t matter who sat on Cragmont’s throne; the
country had the most horses, the most knights, and the most
experienced captains. The battle was short and bloody, with both
Kade and Omerra suffering massive losses. Their two cringing
leaders quickly apologized for the ill-planned revolt, swearing
undying loyalty to the new king. And now Radford was traveling to
both countries to accept those apologies—along with any gold, gems,
or other tributes—in person.

Radford dug his heels into his mount’s flanks
and the horse walked into the center of the village. The new king
was dressed for travel in a dazzling tunic, black breeches, and
high leather boots. The peasants gawked at his fine clothes, both
frightened and awed by a visit from Cragmont’s ruler. As Radford
stopped again to survey the crowd, a small, balding man who was far
cleaner than everyone else rushed forward.

“Your majesty, thank you for visiting our
humble village,” the man stammered. “I am the mayor of the two
hundred souls who make their home here.” He turned and motioned to
a girl who stood at the edge of the crowd, and she rushed forward
as well. She was eighteen or nineteen with a curvy figure, a lovely
face, and curly blonde hair that fell well past her shoulders. She
carried a brass goblet filled with wine, which she held up to
Radford while carefully avoiding his gaze. The mayor said, “We
offer you this simple refreshment, your majesty, as your throat
must surely be parched after such a long journey.”

Radford took the goblet from the girl,
sniffed its contents, then dumped the wine on the ground. “I would
have to be far thirstier than this to consume even a drop of your
village swill. Bring me fresh water, if you have any.” The mayor
himself hurried off to fulfill the request, so the blonde girl
began slinking backward toward the crowd again. “Stop right there,
girl,” Radford ordered. He was only 23, just a few years older than
the peasant, but she froze in her tracks the way a tiny child might
respond to a command from her father. “My horse’s flanks are muddy
from crossing your miserable streams. And my boots are soiled as
well.”

The girl glanced up at Radford for a moment,
her blue eyes shining, then she jerked her head downward again.
“I’ll fetch something to clean them with, your majesty,” she
replied in a soft, shaky voice.

“Do you think my time is so worthless?”
Radford snapped. “Use whatever you have on you! And do it quickly,
girl!”

The blonde held up her empty hands. “B-but
your majesty…I don’t…” She turned and scanned the crowd behind her,
looking for anyone or anything to help with the task, then she
faced the king again. With no idea what else to do, the girl pulled
up the hem of her simple brown dress and started rubbing the course
fabric over Radford’s soft leather boots. With the peasant’s dress
hiked up past her knees, everyone could now see the white
ankle-length smock she wore beneath it.

The king frowned. “Do you remember me saying
that I don’t have all day? Just how quickly can you clean my horse
and my boots using one tiny corner of fabric?”

“But…what can I…”

“You can use the entire piece of ratty cloth,
stupid girl!”

The blonde stared, confused, then she
realized what the king was asking her to do. She glanced behind
her, where the rest of the villagers stood with stone faces.
Finally, swallowing hard, she untied the laces on the front of her
dress and pushed it down around her waist. Her white smock covered
her from neck to ankles, but the girl’s cheeks still went red
knowing that the villagers would see her breasts jiggling beneath
the thin fabric. With a nervous sigh, she pushed the dress down to
her feet and stepped out of it. Then she wadded the garment into a
ball and started awkwardly wiping the king’s boots with it.

Radford sneered and jerked his leg away.
“Simpleton! That rag is so dirty that you’re only making it worse!”
He snatched the dress from the girl’s hands and flung it over his
shoulder, where it fluttered to the ground and landed in a brackish
puddle of mud.

The girl cringed and backed away. “A thousand
pardons, your majesty! But I just—I have nothing else!”

Radford sighed and looked down at the girl
standing there in her white smock, barefoot, as if she were getting
ready for bed. “You have your smock, girl, and at least that’s
reasonably clean.”

The peasant’s eye grew wide. “B-but your
majesty…” She looked down at herself, then back up at the king
again. “You can’t mean…”

“Do not tell me what I do or don’t mean!”
Radford roared, causing the girl to cringe again. “Now follow my
command!”

As tears sprang up in her eyes, the girl
gripped the hem of her smock with trembling hands and tugged it
slowly up to her knees. Someone in the crowd behind her snickered,
and she looked back over her shoulder. A few of the villagers were
in shock. Others, especially the young men her own age, stood with
eager looks on their faces as they waited for the girl to undress.
These were the same boys who “accidentally” brushed against her
when they passed her in the village, hoping for a quick feel of her
big tits, or who hid in the bushes while she bathed in the river
because they wanted to see if the hair between her legs matched the
golden hair on her head. Now they grinned and leered at the idea of
seeing the girl totally exposed in front of everyone.

“Hurry up!” Radford demanded. He was also
eager to see the girl humiliated. He began his life as an
awkward-looking boy whose appearance had not improved at all with
age. His nose was too big, his belly too round, his hair too thin,
his jowls too droopy. If not for his noble blood, no woman would
ever give him a second look. But now that he sat on the throne,
every girl in the Three Kingdoms was bound by oath to worship him.
And to Radford, this was the ultimate reward of his power; the
ability to snap his fingers and order any wench in sight to do his
bidding, no matter how perverse that order was.

Sobbing now, the blonde pulled the white
smock slowly up to her waist. The boys behind her nudged each other
at the sight of the girl’s plump, round ass while the king stared
at the golden curls of her pubic mound. Then she tugged the garment
higher, freeing a pair of large tits topped with rosy pink nipples.
The girl struggled a little as she pulled the garment over her
head, and some of the boys chuckled as she stumbled backward, her
tits and ass jiggling. Once the smock was totally off, the girl
wadded it in both hands and gently rubbed it against the king’s
boot until it was reasonably clean. Then she hurried around the
front of the horse to attend to the other boot, causing her creamy
flesh to jiggle once again. Radford especially liked the way the
girl’s big tits shook as she scrubbed at his boots, and judging by
the swelling in their trousers, the men from the village enjoyed it
as well.

The girl had finished Radford’s boots and was
desperately trying to clean the mud from his horse’s flanks when
the mayor returned with a skin full of water. The old man’s eyes
bugged out when he saw the girl’s exposed flesh, and he stared up
at Radford in shock. “Your majesty, I don’t…I mean, why…”

“Because I’m the king, that’s why,” Radford
said, snatching the skin from the man’s hand and drinking half the
water down in thirsty gulps. He wiped his mouth as he leered at the
girl, admiring the way her heavy tits hung down as she crouched to
clean his horse’s fetlocks. And as long as I’m king, he
thought, all women in the Three Kingdoms will be shamed before
me.

 


* * *

 


Queen Jasinda stood in front of her huge
gold-edged mirror, admiring herself in its reflection. Yes, the red
dress with the pearls and crystals sewn into its fabric had
definitely been the right choice. The outfit showed off all her
womanly curves, especially since she wore no smock beneath it. She
smoothed the fabric with her hands and turned sideways. The silk
clung to her large, round breasts like a second skin, and the low
neckline showed off plenty of cleavage. This was the dress she wore
whenever she needed to influence a man, and today she hoped to
exert her will over the most powerful man in the Three Kingdoms;
Radford, the King of Cragmont.

Although she was close to 30, Jasinda had no
equal among the women in Omerra. Her shiny brown hair and blue eyes
left men with quivering knees, and a mere glimpse of her luscious
body—even draped in layers of royal finery—caused even the most
pious citizen to moan with desire. And although some of the most
handsome and wealthy men in the Three Kingdoms had asked for her
hand in marriage, she had refused every one. It was unheard of for
a woman her age—and especially one with her beauty—to remain
single, but Jasinda vowed long ago to share her throne with no man.
She was the eldest daughter of a royal couple who had never sired a
son, and now that both her parents were dead, Jasinda relished her
role as Omerra’s ruler. It was a position she had earned with great
patience, and she would not share it with a commoner who hoped to
earn nobility by simply dropping to one knee and proposing.

The queen stared at the mirror and pouted. To
keep her treasured spot on the throne, she now had to swear undying
loyalty to the King of Cragmont. The revolt against him had been
reckless and ill-conceived, and now she and the king of Kade were
both paying the price for it. Radford would probably demand even
higher tributes than he had before. But if Jasinda could keep her
throne, that small sacrifice was worth it. All she had to do was
fawn over the new king, maybe give him a nice look at her tits as
she bowed humbly before him, and her womanly charms would assure a
continued reign over the kingdom.

After adjusting her dress one final time, the
queen called for her servants as she hurried from her chambers.
“Bring my crown!” she ordered. “And make sure it gleams like the
sun! We have a king to impress!”

 


* * *

 


The entire town buzzed with excitement. The
day’s events had been planned for weeks in advance, with the
initial ceremony taking place on a hastily-built stage in the
center of the town square. Surrounded by hundreds of her citizens,
Jasinda would publically apologize for her part in the revolt
against Cragmont and pledge undying loyalty to the new king.
Afterward she would present him with a chest brimming with gold and
jewels, then the royals and their entourages would enjoy a grand
feast designed to last throughout the night.

Although Radford wasn’t due to arrive until
midday, the queen and her servants took the stage in late morning
to guarantee that they would be there to receive the king when he
made his entrance. Because spring had only just arrived and the air
still carried a slight chill, Jasinda spent the early hours of the
day lounging on a plush couch, huddled beneath thick furs, while
her servants fetched food and wine at her command. But when one of
the squires dashed into the town square and announced that the
king’s company had reached the city walls, the queen threw off the
furs and stood at the edge of the stage in her red dress and crown.
The peasants in the front row licked their lips at the sight of
Jasinda’s hard nipples poking through the thin fabric of her dress,
and many of the men shifted uncomfortably as they tried to hide
their erections.

As the king’s standard bearers appeared,
proudly flying the black and gold flag of Cragmont, the queen’s
trumpeters began playing in earnest. A ragged line of horsemen
appeared next, with King Radford in the lead. The crowd parted for
the king and his entourage, and with the help of his servants,
Radford climbed off of his horse and directly onto the wooden stage
without ever touching the ground. Jasinda was at his side in a
heartbeat, taking his hand and kissing it tenderly as she bowed
just low enough to show a generous amount of cleavage. “It’s a true
pleasure to see you, your grace,” she gushed. “Not just for me, but
for all of Omerra. We can’t thank you enough for honoring us with
your presence.”

Radford stared down at Jasinda, who was half
a foot shorter than him. All his life, he had lusted after the girl
in secret. He still remembered all those banquets he attended as a
young boy, ogling the older teenager with her lovely face, her big
tits, and that delicious, curvy ass. But Princess Jasinda hadn’t
paid the slightest attention to Prince Radford, choosing to
converse with the more handsome members of the various royal
families instead. And now she was a queen, and Radford was a
king—still equal footing by nobility standards, but Radford was
also high ruler of the Three Kingdoms. For the first time in his
life, this sexy little bitch was under his command.

Jasinda turned to the crowd and raised her
hands for silence. “Citizens of Omerra!” she cried out. “We are
gathered today to declare our allegiance to King Radford, the new
ruler of Cragmont! Give him your thanks! Give him your praise! All
hail the new high ruler of the Three Kingdoms!” As the crowd
erupted in cheers and applause, the queen faced Radford again and
clutched her hands together like a guilty child begging her parents
not to punish her. “We beseech you to forgive us, your grace. The
revolt was nothing but a foolish mistake. We were stupid to follow
the urgings of the king of Kade. Blame it on the hysterics of a
silly queen who allowed herself to be misled.” Jasinda gave Radford
a guilty smile and even tried to force tears into her eyes. “But
now our loyalty to Cragmont is stronger than ever. And to prove it,
I would like to present your grace with a small gift.”

Two of the queen’s servants brought over a
heavy wooden chest and placed it at the king’s feet. Jasinda
motioned for one of the men to open the lid, and the crowd made
appreciative noises when the gold and jewels inside were
revealed.

Radford glanced down and sneered. “The
treasure in Omerra’s vaults could fill a thousand chests this
size.”

Jasinda’s smile faltered. “But I…I mean,
you’re absolutely right, your grace. I’ll have my servants fetch
more gold immediately.”

“That’s not what I meant, foolish woman.”
Radford kicked the chest with his boot and a few gold coins spilled
from the top and rolled crazily around the stage. “Bribing me with
treasure is no way to prove your loyalty. You could fill my hands
with gold and jewels then stab me in the back again before I could
draw a sword.”

“But your grace, I would never—”

“Never? Really? You’ve already betrayed me
once!” Radford paced the front of the stage as the shocked
townspeople looked on. This wasn’t the ceremony they had been
expecting, and now most of them cringed in fear knowing that King
Radford apparently hadn’t forgiven their reckless queen after all.
Jasinda herself was wide-eyed and uncertain, still giving the king
her flirtiest smile even as a chill raced down her back. “Is that
all you can do?” Radford bellowed at her. “Grin and nod like a
simpleton?”

The queen shrugged, her dress slipping even
further off her shoulders to reveal more of her abundant cleavage.
“Your grace, what do you ask of me? Name it, and it is yours!”

Radford stopped pacing and stared at the
woman for a moment. “First, I want your obedience. Because without
that, I will never trust you again.”

“But you have it, your grace! I swear by all
the gods!”

“Then show it! Here, in front of all your
subjects!” He flung a hand toward the crowd. “Get down on your
hands and knees and beg for my forgiveness! Then swear your undying
allegiance as you kiss the leather of my boots!”

Jasinda’s mouth dropped open. The king
couldn’t be serious! Her, the queen, down on her knees in front of
the entire town? But how could she refuse such a direct order?

“Your grace, I…” She glanced around at her
attendants, all of whom looked frightened to death. “I don’t
think…I mean…well, it’s just, it’s my dress, you see,” she
stammered, lifting the hem of her garment. “It’s far too tight. I
could never…”

Radford chuckled. “If that’s your only
concern, then allow me to assist you!” The king drew his sword, and
a loud gasp erupted from the crowd. As Jasinda cringed and tried to
back away, Radford took her roughly by the shoulder and spun her
around. As the queen stood with her back to the crowd, Radford slid
his blade under the row of tightly-laced ribbons at the waist of
Jasinda’s dress then flicked his wrist and cut them all at once. As
the strips of fabric fluttered to the ground, the queen spun around
again. Now the top half of her dress was ready to collapse, and she
had to clutch both arms across her chest to keep her big tits from
spilling out.

“Your grace, I beg of you!” she cried, and
now the tears sprang to her eyes without any effort on her
part.

Radford crossed his arms over his own chest,
as if mimicking the queen. “I’m still waiting, Jasinda. And I’m
also nearing the end of my patience. Your dress is no longer
preventing you from showing proper loyalty, so remove it and do
your duty.”

The queen swallowed hard. How outrageous! Not
only the command to kneel before the king, but the order to remove
her dress first, in clear view of hundreds of commoners! It was
unheard of! But if she didn’t show Radford his proper respect, what
worse punishment might befall her kingdom? Jasinda lowered her
eyes. She couldn’t bear to see the looks on the faces of the
peasants, much less the expressions of her own court members. With
a heavy sigh, she dropped her arms and let the red dress slither to
the ground. She still wore a long white underskirt, but now her top
half was completely bare.

Radford stared hungrily at the queen’s
grapefruit-sized tits; they were round, perfect, and topped with
large pink nipples which were already hard from the slight chill in
the air. The queen shivered, partly from cold and partly from
shame, as goose bumps sprang up across her smooth, pale skin.
Jasinda still stared at the ground, her cheeks burning with the
knowledge that every man nearby was devouring her exposed flesh
with their eyes.

Just get it over with, she thought.
Give the bastard what he wants and then get on with the
ceremony. The queen removed her crown and handed it to an
attendant. Then she started to kneel, but the long skirt got in the
way. Huffing under her breath, she tried pulling it to her knees.
But there was so much fabric that she couldn’t hold it with both
hands and lower herself to the ground at the same time.

“Take that off as well,” the king commanded.
“Now you’re only stalling for time.”

“Your grace, no! In the name of everything
holy, you can’t—”

“It’s much more fitting that way, don’t you
think?” Radford mused. “You will be totally bare, totally innocent,
like a newborn babe free from all the world’s evils. What a perfect
way to prove your humility.”

Now the tears flowed freely down Jasinda’s
cheeks, because she knew there was absolutely no way to avoid this
public shaming. King Radford wanted to crush her spirit completely,
leave her broken and subservient for the rest of her years on the
throne. Her only hope was to give him what he wanted and pray that
his vengeance ended here and now.

The queen slid both hands inside her skirt
and pushed it down to her ankles, then stepped out of it. She now
stood totally naked except for her felt slippers, her entire body
exposed to King Radford, his entourage, and hundreds of peasants
who had probably never dared to even dream about seeing a
noblewoman naked before. Every man around, including the king,
leered at Jasinda’s lovely legs and the dark bush between them,
while the men behind her grew harder than ever at the sight of her
firm, round ass. The queen’s pale skin looked as smooth as the silk
it was normally draped with, and every man imagined how it would
feel to squeeze those big tits or stroke that lovely ass.

Jasinda’s first instinct was to wrap an arm
over her breasts, thrust a hand between her legs, do whatever she
could to cover her nudity, but she knew in her heart that those
actions would only prolong this hellish ordeal. So instead she
wiped the tears from her eyes, gritted her teeth, and lowered
herself until she was on her hands and knees in front of the king.
The crowd murmured at the sight of her big tits hanging down as she
crawled forward until the top of her head was level with Radford’s
knees.

“In the name of my father, and his father
before him, I swear my undying allegiance to the throne of
Cragmont,” she said.

King Radford stared down at the woman’s
lovely bare back and fine ass. “And do you promise that no knight
of Omerra shall ever raise his sword against me again?”

“Yes, your grace,” Jasinda sobbed. “On my
life, I do swear it!”

The king nodded, pleased. “Now humble
yourself before me. Kiss my boots as I commanded.”

Quivering with shame, the queen leaned
forward and pressed her lips to both of Radford’s boots, one after
the other. As she bent down with her ass in the air, some of the
peasants in the front row of the crowd scrambled around behind her
to get a better view of the dark hair and pink lips peeking between
her legs. Radford himself was just as excited as the other men, his
hard cock straining at the fabric of his breeches.

Wiping her mouth, Jasinda straightened up
until she was resting on her knees with her fine ass pressed
against her calves. “Y-your grace, may I—”

“You may not do anything,” Radford
interrupted, his cock growing even harder now that Jasinda’s tits
were in plain view again. “You have proven your obedience, but
obedience is fleeting. Now you must prove your love for me. That
way I’ll know your loyalty is lasting and true, even when I’m back
in my own castle hundreds of miles away.”

“But I do love you, your grace! I swear
it!”

“Words are as light as a bird’s feather,
Jasinda. Actions are what carry the weight.” With lust in his eyes,
the king lifted the hem of his tunic then shoved his breeches down
to his knees. The queen gasped as Radford’s hard cock sprang out,
wavering just a few inches in front of her face. It was long and
thick, and at the moment it looked more dangerous than any weapon
she had ever seen.

Jasinda tried to speak, but the words felt
knotted in her throat. “Your…your grace…” she finally managed to
squeak. “I don’t…”

“Be quiet, woman. Just as you proved your
loyalty to me before all gods and men, you must now do the same
with your love for me.”

“But I…I can’t…”

Radford snorted. “Silence! Don’t you use that
pretty mouth for anything but useless prattle?” He took a step
forward, and Jasinda flinched as the king’s hard cock brushed
against her cheek. Radford sank one hand into her thick brown hair
and pulled the queen’s face toward his crotch. “Open your mouth.
That’s a command! Open it!” As fresh tears spilled from her eyes,
Jasinda slowly parted her trembling lips. No! It cannot be! The
shame will last a lifetime! But then she felt Radford’s cock
pressing its way into her mouth, gliding over her tongue, further
and further, until the queen gagged as the head of it bumped the
back of her throat.

“Yes, that’s it,” the king murmured, pulling
back an inch then thrusting forward again. He stared down the whole
time, hypnotized by the sight of Jasinda on her knees, those big
tits of hers fully exposed, hands clutching her own thighs, the
dark patch of hair between them…and the best part of all, those
soft pink lips of hers wrapped around his cock. It was something
he’d dreamed of for years—just like claiming the throne—and now it
was a reality.

Barely a sound came from the crowd. Most of
them were in shock, staring dumbly at the action taking place on
the stage. But every man had a raging erection in his pants,
imagining how it would feel to bury his own cock in the queen’s
soft, warm mouth. Jasinda’s eyes were shut tight, as if by doing so
she could hide herself from the king, the townspeople, the entire
world, but all eyes were focused on her as she performed her
duty—although Radford was actually doing the work himself, fucking
the queen’s mouth with long, slow strokes as he kept a tight grip
on her hair. All Jasinda could do was keep her mouth open and try
not to gag every time the king’s cock thrust too deep. Please,
please, by the gods, let it be over soon! she thought.
Release me from this nightmare so I can shut myself in the
castle and not set foot outside until the next season
comes!

Radford was breathing hard now, his strokes
becoming shorter and faster. Every time he thrust forward, the hot,
wet surface of the queen’s tongue rubbed the underside of his cock
like a piece of damp velvet. His balls were starting to tingle, and
his knees trembled as well. He fucked Jasinda’s face faster and
faster, more tears spilling down her cheeks as she gagged and tried
to pull away, but then the king let out a strangled groan as his
cock exploded and thick wads of cum shot into the queen’s mouth,
over and over, streaming across her tongue and filling her cheeks,
making her cough and struggle to pull away, but Radford kept a
tight grip on her hair and forced her to take it all, pumping his
hips again and again until the last warm drop of fluid squeezed
from the tip of his cock.

The king opened his eyes and stared down at
the queen, whose own eyes were still shut tight. “Now swallow,” he
commanded. “Don’t you dare spill one drop of the royal seed.”

It was something Jasinda had never done, not
even for the lovers she favored the most, but there was no way she
could refuse the king’s order. Radford released her hair and the
queen pulled her head slowly back until his softening cock slipped
from her lips. The stuff in her mouth was thick and greasy, like
raw oysters from Omerra’s sea. Heaven help me! she thought,
then Jasinda swallowed hard, shuddering as the thick wad slid down
her throat. Her stomach lurched but she fought to keep the vile
stuff down, then the queen rubbed both hands over her face and
finally looked up at the king. “Your grace, may I rise now?” she
asked in a voice barely louder than a whisper.

Radford had already pulled up his breeches
and was now adjusting his tunic. “You may,” he replied, his loins
still tingling from the intense pleasure he’d just experienced. By
the gods, he would dream of the queen’s mouth more than ever from
now on! Jasinda slowly stood up, and now she did wrap one arm over
her breasts and slide a hand between her legs. One of her
attendants stood nearby, holding a long silk dressing gown. The
queen glanced at it then faced the king again. “M-may I cover
myself now, your grace? The air has such a chill…”

“Not yet,” he replied. “There is still the
matter of Omerra’s punishment.”

“B-b-but your grace, I did all that asked! I
have proven my loyalty, proven my love…”

“How many of your knights fought in the
rebellion against me?”

The queen looked sheepishly away. “Nearly all
of them, your grace. Close to two thousand men.”

“And how many were killed?”

“Half, your grace.”

“Then Omerra has one thousand knights who
still need to be punished for treason. Normally they would be
executed, but I’m tempted to seize them and force them to serve in
my own army instead.”

Jasinda’s mouth dropped. “But your grace, how
could Omerra defend itself without knights?”

“Defend itself against whom? With our
alliance restored, Omerra is back under the protection of
Cragmont.”

“But…we still need men to defend against
attacks from the hill tribes…and to provide protection for the
royal family…”

Radford sneered. “Treason cannot go
unpunished. You know that.” His eyes crawled over Jasinda’s body
once again, causing the queen to clutch herself more tightly. “You
already proved Omerra’s obedience on behalf of your people, then
you proved their love as well. Will you now accept punishment on
behalf of your knights?”

Jasinda began to tremble again. “Your grace,
you cannot mean—”

“I would not bother to execute you, foolish
woman. Your two sisters are even more simple-minded than you, and
neither one is fit to rule this kingdom. Your punishment shall be
severe but fleeting. You will not be absent from your throne for a
single day.”

The queen swallowed hard. What choice did she
have? “Then yes…I will accept punishment on behalf of my men.”

A cruel smile spread across Radford’s face.
“I suspected you would take that option rather than lose your army.
That’s why I brought something with me from home.” The king turned
to his attendants and snapped his fingers, and one of them snatched
a leather bag from the king’s horse and brought it over to him.
Radford reached into the bag and pulled out a flat wooden paddle
with a round top nearly the size of a dinner plate. The wood was
worn smooth with age, its surface stained dark with sweat and other
mysterious fluids. “When I was a child, my nurse used this on me
whenever I was bad.” The king slapped his palm with the wood, the
sound echoing across the town square. “And once I grew older, I
found it a useful tool to keep the servants in line.” He then
flicked the paddle back and forth in the air as if chasing away
flies. “And I suspect it can also be used to teach a disobedient
queen a lesson she’ll never forget.”

Jasinda stared at the object in the king’s
hand, unable to speak. What in heaven’s name had she agreed to?

“You two,” Radford commanded, motioning to a
pair of his attendants. “Stand here and form a bridge with your
arms.” The men dashed to the front of the stage, stood an
arm’s-length apart, then faced each other and joined hands. Radford
then waved Jasinda forward. “Now face your people and lean over.
No, further, Yes, that’s it.” The queen leaned forward so that her
torso rested against the men’s linked arms, just below her breasts.
Now her face and those big tits were aimed straight at the crowd as
her round ass jutted toward Radford, who stood behind her.

“There is a cost to treason!” the king
bellowed to the crowd. “Now bear witness as your queen pays that
cost!”

Radford smacked Jasinda’s ass with the
paddle. The queen cried out as she flinched, causing her big tits
to shake. The king struck a second time, then a third, then a
fourth, each blow making Jasinda’s body quiver as the sounds of
wood against flesh echoed in the still air. Her ass cheeks grew
redder with every blow, and new tears spilled from her eyes each
time the paddle bit into her flesh. Radford swung the wood again
and again, not hard enough to break the skin but with enough force
to shake the queen’s body with each strike. Jasinda grunted each
time the paddle found its mark. Her ass cheeks stung as if she’d
sat on a pile of sharp nettles, and her tits jiggled like mad as
they hung down from her quivering body.

Finally, after what seemed like a hundred
blows, the king lowered the paddle and stepped back. He then nodded
to his attendants, who released their grip on each other’s hands.
Jasinda dropped to her knees, panting, then reached back to rub her
sore ass.

“Now then, I believe we’re due for a
banquet!” King Radford declared. He stared down at the queen, who
winced as she prodded the burning flesh on her backside.
“Congratulations, Jasinda. You’ve managed to keep your throne. But
you might prefer to stand next to it for a while rather than
sitting on it.”

Chuckling at his own joke, the king walked
away as Jasinda’s servants rushed to cover her with the silk
dressing gown.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 2: Shaming the Innkeeper’s
Daughter

 


 


“Concentrate,” the mage grumbled. “Focus your
entire mind on it.”

Young Goran stared harder at the brass
candlestick in the center of the scarred wooden table. He pointed
the fingers of both hands at it, imagining long, sticky strands
connecting his fingertips to the object, just as the old sorcerer
had taught him. But when he dragged his hands slowly sideways, the
candlestick remained completely still.

“Damn it!” Goran muttered. “It’s no use! I
can’t do it!”

The mage sighed and rubbed his bald head. He
was an old, feeble man with watery eyes and graying skin, and most
of the villagers avoided him. All but Goran, that is. The teenager
had been coming to the mage’s hut for weeks now, begging the old
man to teach him the secrets of sorcery. The mage initially agreed
out of boredom; no one else hiked through the dense forest to visit
him, and the days were growing more and more lonely. But now the
old spellcaster was more determined than ever to teach a young
disciple the secrets of an art that most people shunned as
witchcraft. After all, his own years were numbered. Someone ought
to possess the skills to carry on this ancient tradition.

“This is pointless,” Goran said. He was a
tall, gawky 18-year-old with eyes as large and round as a cow’s and
hair that always fell in his face no matter how often he pushed it
away. He was also a farmer’s son who spent his days sweating in the
fields and came home each night reeking of pig shit. The other boys
in the village made fun of him, and girls would have nothing to do
with him. He had hoped that mastering sorcery would give him the
power and confidence he so desperately needed, but that would never
happen if he couldn’t even learn to move a simple object across a
table.

The mage rubbed his chin, thinking. “I have
an idea,” he said, removing the candlestick. “Perhaps the weight is
the problem. Let’s pick something lighter.” He rummaged through a
wooden trunk and pulled out an old, stained shirt of his, then
draped the item over the table like a filthy tablecloth. “Now,
then. Let’s try it again. Focus on the shirt. Imagine the strands
connecting your fingers and the fabric. You are the spider, and
this shirt is the fly. Capture it, then pull it slowly toward you.
Focus harder. That’s it. Keep your mind locked. Good, good.”

Goran stared at the dirty shirt so intensely
that a soreness spread over his brow, and his fingers were
stretched so taught that they ached. Come on, come on, he
thought. Move, damn you! And then a miracle happened; the
shirt began to slither sideways across the table! Goran’s mouth
dropped open. “It’s working! I’m doing it!” He focused even harder,
trickles of sweat dripping down his face, as he moved his hands to
the right and watched the filthy piece of fabric follow along,
crawling across the table as if it had a life of its own. Then
Goran flung his hands in the air, and the shirt soared upward and
bounced against the ceiling of the hut before it fluttered to the
floor.

He turned to the mage, beaming. “I did it! I
did it!” He stared at his hands as if they belonged to someone
else, studying the knobby knuckles and calloused palms as if he’d
never seen them before, then he spun in his chair and grabbed the
brass candlestick from the floor where the mage had placed it. “Let
me try this again! I can do it this time, I’m sure of it!” But even
though Goran stared holes in the candlestick and stretched his
fingers until he thought they would snap off, the object wouldn’t
budge.

He finally slapped the table in frustration.
“What the bloody hell happened? How could I have the power one
second and lose it the next?”

“You’ve lost nothing,” the mage said,
chuckling. “Here, let me show you.” He fumbled on the floor until
he found the dirty shirt, then tossed the wadded ball of fabric
onto the tabletop again. “Give it another try.” Goran pointed his
fingers at the shirt and concentrated, and in no time at all the
fabric slid across the table and dropped to the floor again. “You
see?” the sorcerer said. “You’ve finally mastered the art of
controlling objects, and just like learning to walk, you will now
possess this skill for the rest of your life. But performing the
task is like building a stone wall; in the beginning, you tire
easily and the work goes slowly. But the more stones you lift, the
stronger your body becomes. Your muscles grow and harden. After a
while, you can lift much bigger stones with no effort at all.” He
scooped the dirty shirt off the floor and held it up. “My magic
works the same way. Spend enough time moving this, and soon the
candlestick becomes no problem. Then practice moving the
candlestick until even a full bucket of water is simple to control.
In time, no feat will be impossible.”

“Do you promise?” Goran asked.

The mage grinned and pointed his hands at the
boy’s chair. The legs began to tremble, and seconds later both
Goran and the chair were hovering a foot above the ground. The boy
gasped, arms and legs flailing to steady himself, then the chair
thudded to the floor once again as the mage placed his hands back
in his lap.

“There’s your proof, isn’t it?” the old man
asked, chuckling.

 


* * *

 


As Goran walked home through the woods, he
couldn’t help experimenting with his new power. He discovered that
leaves, small sticks, chunks of bark fallen from trees—basically
anything as light as the old man’s shirt—could be moved without a
problem. He didn’t even have to focus so hard now; just an intense
stare and a sweep of his hands, and the small object would glide
across the ground as if he’d kicked it. But heavier items still
wouldn’t move an inch. He tried controlling a tree limb as long as
his leg with no success, and couldn’t budge the corpse of a dead
squirrel either. Ah, well. No matter, he thought. I’ll
simply practice day and night, that’s all. I’ll build this muscle
of magic until it’s as hard and powerful as the old man’s.

He had to be careful, though. The villagers
banished the mage to the deepest part of the forest because they
were afraid of his powers. How would they react to Goran if he
displayed the same skills? Most importantly, what would his parents
think? How would his brothers and sisters feel? And what about
Kalina, the innkeeper’s daughter? Goran had lusted after the girl
for years, but she refused to give him a second look. The haughty
bitch knew every young man in town desired her, so she was free to
pick a husband at her leisure. Not that she would dream of picking
Goran, though. He could do nothing but stare at the ground when she
passed by, or stutter like mad if she deemed to speak to him. She
sometimes stopped by the farm to gather food for her family’s inn,
and when she did, she treated Goran with the same loathing and
contempt a noblewoman would use on her most despised slave. But
damn the girl for possessing such beauty! Even though she was
heartless and cruel, she was by far the loveliest girl in the
village.

The first huts appeared as Goran reached the
edge of the forest. He had been using his new powers to drag a thin
stick alongside him like an obedient dog, but he released the twig
when he stepped out of the woods. It wouldn’t do for a stray
villager to catch him in the act now, before he even had the chance
to develop his skills. The young man passed the first hut, where
the blacksmith’s wife was down on her hands and knees scrubbing the
stone entryway of her home with a hard brush. She was a handsome
woman roughly as old as Goran’s mother, with long dark hair and a
body as slim and fit as a teenager’s. She was so absorbed in her
cleaning that she didn’t even notice Goran when he walked by, so
the young man stopped at an outcropping of trees a few yards away
and spied on her as she kneeled on the ground in her thin summer
dress. The body beneath that fabric looked firm yet soft, and
Goran’s cock grew hard in his pants as he watched the woman go
about her work.

Then, as Goran stared at the hem of the
woman’s dress lying on the ground behind her, he had an
inspiration. By the gods! Why didn’t I think of that before?
He stared at his hands, then peeked around the trees at the
blacksmith’s wife again. If I can manipulate cloth when it’s
lying on a table, why can’t I manipulate it when it’s draped across
a human body?

He pointed his fingers at the hem of the
woman’s dress and concentrated. The fabric twitched once, twice,
and then as Goran moved his hands, the hem of the dress slid upward
to reveal the woman’s shapely calves…then the backs of her
knees…then the backs of her smooth, firm thighs…

The woman’s head shot up and she glanced back
over her shoulder as she grabbed the hem of her dress and tugged it
down again. She looked around, confused, then finally shrugged and
went back to her scrubbing. From his hiding place behind the trees,
Goran chuckled with glee. What a wonderful, unexpected benefit of
his new powers! But he couldn’t stop now. Because of the summer
heat, the blacksmith’s wife wore no white smock beneath her dress.
Only that one thin garment covered her fine body, and Goran had to
get a better look at it before he traveled on. He aimed his fingers
at the dress again, focusing hard, and this time he swept both
hands quickly to the side. Barely grazing her skin, the woman’s
dress flew all the way up past her waist to reveal a smooth, round
ass above a pair of creamy thighs. The blacksmith’s wife gasped and
fell forward, arms stretched in front of her as if she were trying
to fly. She kicked and struggled, that fine ass still in plain
view, and now Goran could see the plump pink lips and dark hair
between her legs as well. By the gods, his cock felt like it was
about to burst out of his pants!

The blacksmith’s wife finally managed to pull
herself upright, spinning around to a sitting position as she
yanked her dress down to her ankles. She jerked her head left and
right, eyes wide, mouth open, searching for someone or something
that obviously wasn’t there, then she scrambled to her feet and
stumbled inside her home.

Still chuckling at his own ingenuity, Goran
started walking again. The joy he had felt when he left the mage’s
hut was now increased a hundredfold. Not only did he have a new
skill to toy with, but it was a skill that gave him power over
women…the power to pluck and yank their clothing at will, revealing
their bodies from a distance as they stood in shock with no idea
what was happening. Even that haughty bitch Kalina would be
impressed. She would probably…

Goran stopped in his tracks and a wide grin
spread across his face. Yes, Kalina would probably be impressed if
she knew about Goran’s power…but if she didn’t know about
it, the innkeeper’s daughter could be his next victim! He could use
his magic to get a look at the body every boy in the village
fantasized about as they jerked their cocks under the covers each
night! And if he did it in a public place, where everyone
could see her, he could even knock the conceited bitch down a notch
or two!

With his cock still swollen in his trousers,
the young man whistled a tune as he made his way to the village
inn.

 


* * *

 


Although there were plenty of working hours
left in the day, the public room at the inn was alive with men
eating and drinking. Goran recognized most of them as men from
town, but there were a few strangers as well; probably travelers
making their way to Kade or Omerra, or stragglers from the Barren
Lands who had somehow managed to earn—or steal—enough coin for a
tankard of ale and a juicy slice of mutton. Goran grinned as he
threaded his way through the crowd. If he took control of Kalina’s
clothing now, he could shame her in front of two dozen men. But as
he reached the back of the pub, his smile turned into a frown.
Kalina was nowhere in sight. Instead, Kalina’s cousin—a plump,
plain-faced girl named Eleanor who didn’t possess half of Kalina’s
charms—was hustling around the room with a tray of ale mugs
instead.

Damn the luck! Eleanor only worked
when Kalina was away for the afternoon. Where had the wench gone?
Goran moved to the corner of the room, thinking. Should he ask
Eleanor? Sit down, drink a glass of ale, and hope Kalina strutted
in at some point? Or should he simply give up and come back another
day?

As he pondered his options, Goran watched
Eleanor serve food and drinks to the rowdy men. Even though she was
no beauty, Eleanor did have a large set of tits that drew plenty of
attention as she hurried between tables in her serving dress, the
one with the plunging neckline that displayed plenty of cleavage.
In fact, one of the village men was staring at that spot right now
as Eleanor leaned over his table to deliver a plate of mutton.

Goran couldn’t help himself. Focusing hard,
he pointed the fingers of one hand at the neckline of Eleanor’s
dress then swiped his hand downward as if swatting a fly. The top
of the dress suddenly plunged down and the girl’s big tits popped
free, nearly hitting the leering customer in the face. All the men
at the table cheered as Eleanor screeched and stuffed her tits back
in her dress before rushing toward the kitchen.

“Stupid old rag,” she murmured to herself as
she passed Goran, looking down at her dress as if blaming it for
the accident. “Got to make myself some decent clothes if I’m going
to keep filling in for Kalina like this.”

“Pardon me,” Goran said, touching Eleanor on
the arm before she disappeared. “I heard you mention Kalina. Is she
not serving today?”

“Are you joking?” Eleanor said over her
shoulder as she kept walking. “Her noble majesty has to make
herself beautiful for the feast tonight!”

Of course! How had he forgotten? Once a
month, on the first night of the new moon, everyone in the village
met in the town square for a great feast—the Feast of the Moon,
they called it. Every family brought a heaping platter of food, the
tavern owners rolled out barrels of ale, and every man and woman in
town ate and drank their fill until they collapsed in a heap. The
following day was typically spent moaning and groaning in bed,
nursing bloated stomachs and sore heads.

As he left the pub, Goran’s mind was
spinning. The Feast of the Moon would be the perfect place to
embarrass Kalina; literally everyone in town would be there. But
that might make his task difficult as well. What if too many people
were in the way? What if he couldn’t get close enough to work his
magic? And Kalina would probably be surrounded by her friends and
followers. Even if Goran managed to tug her dress down, some
star-struck man would leap in front of her to cover her nudity, or
throw a blanket or something else around her. No, there had to be
another way…

Goran paced down the center of town,
thinking. He visualized what Kalina would do to get ready for the
feast. She would put on her finest dress…braid her hair…dust her
cheeks with flour, dab beeswax on her lips…do everything possible
to confirm her status as the loveliest girl in town…but
before that…yes, of course! That was the answer! Before she
put on her dress and makeup, Kalina would bathe in the pond at the
edge of town. And that’s where Goran’s grand scheme would
begin.

 


* * *

 


There were various streams, ponds, and lakes
near the town where different villagers chose to bathe, but Kalina
preferred a small, secluded pond on a hillside just outside the
town’s border. Because of the pond’s vantage point halfway up the
hill, none of the boys could spy on her unless they stood right on
the edge of the pond, but no one could get that close because
Kalina would see them coming from half a mile away. And if she did
spot some curious, horny boy during her bathing ritual, she would
scream at the top of her lungs until the frightened lad ran away at
top speed.

Only a few trees grew on the hillside, so
Goran had to be careful as he made his way up the slope. He dashed
from one tree to the next, hunched over like an old man, until he
was close enough to the pond to hear Kalina singing in her sweet,
melodic voice. He chanced a peek around the tree he was hiding
behind, and there she was in her usual spot. Kalina always bathed
at the edge of the pond so she had a clear view of anyone coming up
the hill. From his low vantage point all Goran could see was her
head and shoulders, but if he stepped out from behind the tree, his
entire body would be visible to her. Even from this distance,
Kalina’s beauty took the young man’s breath away. Her face was so
perfect that she could easily pass for royalty; fine cheekbones, a
slim, regal nose, and eyes of the palest blue. Her hair was the
dark red of a sunset, and her skin was as fair and flawless as any
noblewoman.

Kalina stretched one slender arm into the
air, rubbing her shoulder with water as she sang. Her hair was
piled on her head in an untidy knot to keep it from getting wet,
but several loose strands had fallen over her cheek. A few feet
away, on the edge of the pond, rested the long white smock that
many women in town wore under their dresses. They also slept in
them, or slipped one on before and after bathing. With the edge of
the pond to shield her, Kalina could slip her smock over her head
once she was finished and emerge fully clothed, not showing an inch
of skin to anyone watching from down the hill. Then the garment
covered her from neck to ankles as she walked back to her hut, the
fabric sometimes sticking to her damp flesh to give onlookers an
idea of the treasures that lay beneath it.

As Goran watched, Kalina stretched and let
out a long, satisfied sigh, eyes closed in bliss. Now was his
chance! Keeping most of his body behind the tree, Goran stuck both
hands out and aimed them at the girl’s white smock. Staring hard,
he moved his fingers in a come-here gesture and the garment
began slithering across the grass away from the pond. Once he had
moved it five feet, Goran lowered his hands and waited.

Kalina rubbed both palms over her smooth face
then opened her eyes, relaxed and content. She moved to the rim of
the pond and reached for the spot where she’d left her smock, then
stopped and frowned. Goran was still peeking around the edge of the
tree, and he watched the girl’s brow furrow when she saw that the
smock had moved. Kalina swept the hillside with her eyes, seeing
nothing suspicious, then she leaned over and stretched one arm as
far as she could. The smock was still two feet out of her reach.
Goran heard the girl whisper damn it! before she scoured the
hillside once again. Then, confident that no one was around, she
put her hands on the edge of the pond and pushed herself up and
out.

Goran had to fight to keep from moaning as
the girl’s body was revealed. First came the firm breasts,
perfectly round and dusted with freckles, followed by the smooth,
flat stomach. Kalina rested one knee on the edge of the pond then
stood up straight, revealing the patch of red hair between her
thighs and the slim, toned legs beneath it. By the gods, she’s
as perfect as I imagined, Goran thought. And soon, everyone
else in town will know that as well.

Kalina stepped forward and crouched down to
grab her smock, but Goran twitched his fingers again and the
garment flew into the air, hovered for a moment, then drifted a few
yards down the hillside and landed on the low-hanging branch of
another tree. Kalina gasped then looked around once again, flinging
both arms over her naked body. She was clearly startled and
confused, with no idea what was happening. Goran thought for a
moment; if she got too nervous, she might hop back into the
pond and holler for her mother or sister to come help her. That
would ruin everything! Thinking fast, the young man pointed his
fingers at the girl’s smock, which dangled at shoulder-height from
the tree, then wiggled his fingertips just the slightest bit. Now
the smock swayed gently back and forth, as if blown by a
breeze.

The redhead frowned. “Just the damn wind,”
she snorted, uncovering her body and planting her hands on her
hips. She marched down the hillside, tits bouncing with every step,
then reached up to snatch her smock from the branch. But as her
fingertips grazed the fabric, Goran flicked his hands yet again and
the smock flew from the branch and tumbled down the hillside,
rolling lazily until it fell into a shallow ditch.

“By the nine hells!” Kalina cried, stomping
her foot. She followed the path her smock had taken, and Goran had
to slide his body around to the other side of the tree as she
passed his hiding place. Now he had a perfect view of the girl’s
firm, round ass, the skin as pale and smooth as the rest of her
body. When Kalina reached the edge of the ditch, she dropped to her
knees and peered down. The ditch was only about ten feet deep, but
to get to the bottom where her smock lay, she only had two choices.
She could climb down the side of the ditch, which was partially
ringed by small trees, or she could walk around, down the hillside,
to get to the bottom. If she did that, though, she would be in full
view of anyone down in the town square who happened to be looking
up the hill at the time.

Kalina straightened up again. Goran admired
the girl’s ass while she stood there deciding, then the redhead
finally turned around so she was looking up the hillside again and
put one foot down into the ditch. She winced when her foot touched
the dry leaves and other debris that had gathered there, but then
she lowered the other foot and made her way slowly down the side of
the ditch as if she were climbing down a ladder.

Goran stared at the girl as she made her way
down, mesmerized by the sight of those perfect tits again, but then
he realized he had to get down the hillside himself. Kalina was
facing his direction but staring straight down into the ditch as
she made her way to the bottom. Once the top of her head vanished
below the lip of the ditch, Goran left his hiding spot and dashed
quietly down the hill. He went nearly to the bottom then hid behind
another tree and peeked out once again. From here, he could see the
entire ditch—except for one small portion blocked by small
trees—and he could also see the edge of the town square, which was
only about fifty feet away. A dozen or so men from the village were
already setting up tables for the night’s feast, but they couldn’t
see Goran from his hiding place behind the tree.

When the young man stared up at the ditch, he
saw that Kalina was nearly to the bottom. Now he was staring at her
perfect ass again as she lowered herself down. He could even see
the pink lips between her legs, fringed with dark red hair. His
cock was harder than ever! And in just a few minutes, the cocks of
every man in the town square would be the same.

Before Kalina even reached the bottom of the
ditch, Goran wiggled his fingers and moved the smock a few feet
further down the hillside. Then he chuckled to himself when the
girl got to the bottom, turned around, and saw that she still
couldn’t reach the smock without walking out into the open. She let
out a grunt of frustration, hands on her hips again. “Damn this
infernal wind!” she snorted, then stepped gingerly out onto the
grassy hillside.

As Goran watched, Kalina gasped and crouched
down into a ball, knees in front of her chest and with both arms
wrapped around her legs. She had just spied the men in the square,
and now had a tough choice to make. Her smock was only a few feet
away, but if she dashed out to get it, she would be in plain sight.
Goran watched as the girl looked back and forth from her smock to
the men, weighing her options. If she called for help or did
anything to draw attention to herself, every man in that square
would come running. All she could do was wait until every back was
turned, then dash out and grab the smock before anyone noticed her.
Since the men were hard at work getting ready for the feast, that
distraction should be enough.

Kalina rose up on her heels, ready to run,
her eyes locked on the men. And while she was watching them, Goran
was watching her. He already had his hands raised, fingers pointed
at the smock. When Kalina was fairly certain no one was looking in
her direction, she sprinted forward and reached for the garment—but
when she was inches away, Goran caused it to fly through the air
once again. The girl cursed and stumbled, her momentum still
carrying her forward, then she fell flat on her face and slid on
the grass with her arms stretched in front of her.

“Ow…ow…” Kalina moaned, pushing herself up on
her hands and knees, then she looked straight ahead and froze. She
was only about 20 feet from the edge of the town square now, and
every man in the area was staring straight at her. Their eyes were
wide in shock, their mouths hanging open, mesmerized by the naked
girl down on all fours with her luscious tits hanging down and her
firm ass sticking up in the air.

Kalina was trapped. Her smock was halfway
between her and the men now. If she ran for it, they would get an
even better look at her body. But if she ran the opposite way, they
would have a clear view of her ass while she escaped up the hill
again. She would also be stuck up there, nude, until someone came
to rescue her. The girl’s mind reeled. The longer she waited here
doing nothing, the longer the men got to enjoy the view of her on
her hands and knees, stark naked.

With a cry of frustration, Kalina scrambled
to her feet and dashed forward. Her tits, which were red and sore
from her slide across the grass, bounced madly as she ran for her
smock. The men in the square grinned and cheered, their eyes
devouring the girl’s body as she approached them. And invisible to
all of them, Goran was still crouched down behind the closest tree.
He tried to manipulate the smock further, dragging it along the
ground so it was always just out of Kalina’s reach, but there were
too many things in his way. He lost control over the garment, and
Kalina was finally able to snatch it up just as her foot hit the
cobblestones at the edge of the square. One of the grinning men was
directly in her path, and the girl stumbled as she tried to avoid
him, but instead she crashed right into the man, bounced off of his
large belly, then reeled backwards again, the smock clutched in one
hand. The girl spun around as she tried to regain her footing, her
tits jiggling madly the whole time, then she nearly fell face-first
onto one of the wooden tables set up for the feast, but managed to
fling her hands out at the last minute and ended up sprawled out
across the tabletop with her stomach pressed to the wood, her fine
ass pointed straight at the crowd of leering men.

“Now that’s the moon we ought to hold
a feast in honor of,” one of the men joked, and soon the entire
group erupted in laughter.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 3: Shaming the Tribeswoman

 


 


“It should have been mine,” Teegan muttered.
“I had the clear shot.”

“You had barely notched your arrow by the
time I felled it,” Malva retorted.

“But if you had waited five seconds—”

“Then it would have escaped, and the tribe
would have spent the evening fighting over rabbit scraps.”

Teegan huffed and shook her head. She was
hot, thirsty, tired, and ready to be home. She and Malva were the
last of the hunting party to return that day, and they had another
mile to go before they reached the village. The path they followed
led up and over the low hills their tribe called home, an area
right on the border between the Three Kingdoms and the Barren
Lands.

Teegan was barely 18, a tall young woman with
a slender, athletic body. Malva, on the other hand, was nearly 30.
She was shorter and curvier, with full breasts and more meat on her
ass. Both women had the honey-blonde hair and deep brown eyes
typically found in members of the White Wolf tribe, and their
smooth skin was tanned the color of tree bark from constant
exposure to the sun. They also both wore kitchas, the
traditional garment of all tribeswomen. It was a long piece of
fabric wrapped diagonally over one shoulder then the next, forming
the shape of an X over the woman’s chest, then the remaining fabric
was wrapped around her waist and under each leg to form a
loincloth. Together with a pair of sturdy leather boots, the
kitcha allowed tribeswomen the freedom they needed when
hunting or doing other strenuous activities.

The path the women walked was so narrow that
they had to go single file, and Malva was in the lead. Around her
shoulders she carried the corpse of a freshly-killed goat—the
animal Teegan had been complaining about since they began their
trek home. The younger woman carried four dead rabbits—two in each
hand—keeping a firm grip on their long ears while their bodies
swung beside her legs. Both her bow and Malva’s were slung across
her back, along with their two quivers of arrows.

Many different hill tribes were scattered
across the border—the Black Bear tribe, the Deep River Tribe, the
Red Rock tribe, and too many others to count—and while they all had
different names, they also shared certain similarities. The first
was that all tribes were totally communal, unlike the monarchies to
the north and the barbarian settlements to the south. They lived in
large tents made of animal skins stretched across wooden poles, and
whenever a tribe member grew old enough to leave the family tent,
the whole tribe would get together to build a new home for that
person. All adult tribe members had the same rights; each one did
an equal amount of work, had an equal voice in tribal business, and
took an equal share of food and other resources. There was also no
distinction between male and female roles; anyone young and healthy
was responsible for hunting, fishing, building tents, and
performing other important tasks. The menial jobs, however, were
left to slaves; in tribal culture, pride was just as important as
strength and honor.

When the two women reached the White Wolf
village, they found a few dozen slaves and tribal elders going
about their work. The slaves were women who had been captured from
either the Three Kingdoms or the Barren Lands during tribal raids.
They were given food and shelter and treated with a fair amount of
civility, but there was a huge difference in status between
tribespeople and slaves. The slaves never looked their masters in
the eye, obeyed every command without question, and performed their
duties as well as they could. Any slave who acted differently faced
the ultimate punishment; she would be stripped naked, have her
hands bound behind her back, then be sent on foot into the Barren
Lands, where she would soon fall prey to one of the barbarian
tribes. The very idea of that banishment made every slave tremble.
The members of the hill tribes were civilized and educated; they
chose to live in the hills because they denounced the rigid
lifestyle of the Three Kingdoms and refused to bow to any king. The
barbarians to the south, however, were true savages who took human
life as readily as they took a piss.

A life-sized statue of a white wolf, carved
from white granite and placed on a shoulder-high pedestal, stood at
the entrance to the village. A pile of various animals—the spoils
of the morning’s hunt—were already heaped at the statue’s base, and
Malva and Teegan added their own kills to the pile. Soon the slaves
would skin and clean the corpses, which would be cooked and enjoyed
at dinner that evening. A pair of tribesmen smiled and nodded at
Malva, who would receive hearty thanks from everyone for bringing
back the largest kill of the day.

Malva returned the smiles, then she groaned
and rubbed one shoulder. Her neck and back ached from carrying the
goat all the way to the village.

“What’s wrong?” Teegan asked. “Too heavy for
you? I told you to let me take it down.”

“You just won’t let go, will you?” Malva
replied with a chuckle. She had never gotten along with the younger
woman; Teegan had been a stubborn, annoying child who had now grown
into an equally annoying adult. Ever since she turned 16—the age
when tribe members were deemed old enough to marry, or join the
hunt, or participate in tribal affairs—Teegan had tried to force
her will on the other tribe members. Now that she was 18 and
considered herself a veteran when it came to tribal culture, the
girl was more insufferable than ever.

“Next time, I won’t yield,” Teegan said. “If
I’ve already called the shot, I’ll simply push you out of the
way.”

Malva spun to face the younger girl. “You’ll
be sorry if you do.”

Teegan laughed. “You can barely carry a goat.
Do you really think you can best me?”

“I don’t think it, I know it. Now shut
your mouth. I’m tired of hearing you prattle on.”

Teegan’s eyes narrowed. “No one speaks to me
like that. Especially a woman who’s only a few years away from
being a field bitch.”

Malva let out a long, low hiss. Tribeswomen
who were too old or too unhealthy to hunt spent their days tending
the carrots, potatoes, and other vegetables that grew beside the
village. And while they were still valued members of the tribe,
younger women like Teegan considered them barely above the level of
slaves.

“I’ll say it once more,” Malva said, her
voice as sharp as a sword. “Shut that mouth of yours before I shut
it for you.”

“Oh, please. That poor broken-down body of
yours would fall to pieces before you landed the first blow.”

Half a dozen other men and women had gathered
nearby to observe the exchange, but no one dared to step in. Tribe
members were expected to resolve their own conflicts, and it would
be considered an insult if another member intervened.

Malva crossed her arms over her sizeable
breasts. “If you’re so confident, let’s take this to the Stone
Circle.”

Teegan laughed. “Are we children now?”

“You’re certainly acting like one.”

“I haven’t stepped foot in that circle in
years.”

“Neither have I, but I’m ready to do it
now.”

The Stone Circle was a wide, flat piece of
ground near the edge of the hillside. It had been ringed long ago
with rocks the size of a person’s head, thus its nickname. Whenever
two children from the tribe, meaning anyone under the age of 16,
had a conflict to resolve, they were sent to the Stone Circle. Once
inside, the rules were clear; whoever yielded first was considered
the loser of the argument. No weapons were allowed inside the
circle, but otherwise any form of combat from wrestling to
bare-fisted brawling was allowed.

“Fine,” Teegan said. “Let’s go there
now.”

“Just a minute. Let’s make this more
interesting.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“I propose a wager.”

“What wager?”

“If I beat you, you have to perform my
slave’s duties for the rest of the day.”

Teegan sneered. “Me carry water and shovel
shit from the pits? You must be out of your mind!”

“There’s no reason to worry unless you think
you’ll lose.”

“And what if you lose? What do
I get?”

“Whatever you like.”

Teegan thought for a moment. “If you
lose, you cannot join the hunt for an entire month. You’ll spend
those days digging in the dirt with the field bitches instead.”

And then you’ll have the best shot at all
the biggest game, Malva thought, and you can finally hold
your head high when you stroll into the village with a goat or a
young elk draped across your shoulders.

“Fine,” Malva agreed. “But before we enter
the ring…” The woman reached her right hand up to the statue of the
white wolf and slid it inside the animal’s open mouth. The entire
statue was a blazing white except for the fangs, which were stained
a dull brown. Malva jabbed her palm against one of the sharp pieces
of stone, drawing a drop of blood. “Swear a blood oath on it,” she
said, holding her palm out toward Teegan.

The younger woman frowned. “You don’t trust
me?”

“I just want to make certain that you’ll
spend the rest of the day doing hard labor after I make you
yield.”

Muttering under her breath, Teegan put her
own hand in the wolf’s mouth, pricked her skin on a fang, then
pressed her bloody palm flat against Malva’s. “I swear it,” she
said.

“As do I,” Malva added, which increased the
interest from the onlookers. Now a dozen men and women had gathered
around, ready to follow the women to the Stone Circle to see who
would be victorious.

“It’s a shame your husband isn’t here to see
this,” Malva commented. Teegan’s mate was part of a hunting party
that had been away for several days, stalking a herd of sheep owned
by one of Kade’s wealthiest farmers. With any luck, the group would
return with several stolen sheep before the next full moon.

“But yours is,” Teegan shot back. “And I
can’t wait to see his face when you drop to your knees and start
tugging on carrot stalks like a field bitch.”

The two women reached the Stone Circle and
stepped over the border of rocks, walking to the middle of the
ring. Teegan began stretching, bending the kinks out of her lean
arms and legs.

“Aren’t you two a bit old for this nonsense?”
another woman called from the edge of the circle.

“Leave them be,” the man beside her said. “If
they want to roll around on the ground like a couple of quarreling
children, let them. The sooner they sort out their problems, the
better off we all are.”

“Keep your wits about you, wife,” called
Malva’s husband, a muscular tribesman named Renn. “Don’t let this
get out of hand.” In truth, though, Renn just didn’t want to see
Teegan’s lovely face bruised or battered. He had lusted after the
younger woman ever since she reached adulthood, a secret he would
never reveal to his wife.

As more of the tribe came to watch, Malva
scanned the growing crowd. “Who will serve as judge?” she asked.
“You, Ferrack? Good.” The old man nodded and rested a foot on one
of the large stones, ready to do his duty. A match inside the Stone
Circle could only end one way; when one of the two combatants
declared, I yield! Even though everyone watching the match
would probably hear the cry, one of the tribe’s elders always
served as a judge who raised their arms and halted the contest once
a winner was declared.

Malva and Teegan circled each other, their
hands loose at their sides. Now the entire Stone Circle was ringed
with onlookers, with the newcomers pestering the others to tell
them what the hell was going on. Soon the crowd buzzed with
conversion as the other tribespeople made predictions about the
outcome or declared their favorites. Teegan will crush her,
one man said. She’s younger, stronger, and has a longer
reach. The man next to him shook his head. Malva has
experience on her side. The young one will lose her temper, make a
stupid mistake, then Malva will be all over her.

“Are you ready?” old Ferrack called out,
raising one arm. When both women nodded, he slashed his arm
downward and cried, “Begin!”

Malva stood her ground, wondering what tactic
Teegan would try. Both women had been in the circle several times
as children, so the ritual was nothing new to them. Teegan was
moving her feet, almost like she was running in place, her arms
still loose at her sides. Probably getting ready to dash forward
and plow right into me, Malva thought. That was the usual
strategy; get your opponent on the ground, grab ahold of an arm or
leg, then twist until the other person yielded. But Teegan
surprised Malva by dancing a few steps closer then swinging a
roundhouse kick straight to Malva’s hip. The older woman grunted,
surprised, but she refused to rub the sore spot and show how much
pain she was in.

“So that’s your strategy,” she said, raising
both fists. “Fine by me.” She swung at Teegan, but the younger girl
pulled her head back and Malva’s fist whistled inches from her
chin. Then, while Malva was still unbalanced, Teegan launched a
kick to Malva’s midsection, hoping to knock the wind out of her.
But since Malva was stumbling forward, the kick caught her right
across the tits instead. That time she did cry out and clutched her
chest, her nipples burning from the blow.

“You bitch,” Malva spat, massaging her sore
tits. She ran at Teegan, who tried to duck out of the way, but
Malva raised an elbow and knocked the younger woman down like a
stampeding bull. Teegan grunted as she landed on her ass, then she
scrambled to her feet and backed away. Malva charged again, but
this time Teegan was ready. When Malva was nearly on her, Teegan
stepped to the side and grabbed the older woman by the shoulders,
shoving her face-first onto the ground. Because Malva had been
charging so fast, she landed hard. Stars bloomed in front of her
face, and for a few seconds her lungs seemed frozen as she fought
to catch a breath.

Teegan took advantage of the situation,
dropping to her knees behind the older woman then grabbing one of
Malva’s wrists and pinning it behind her back. This is it,
Malva thought. Now she’ll push my wrist upward until my arm
feels like it’s about to break, and I’ll have no choice but to
yield. But instead, Teegan thrust her other hand inside the two
strips of fabric crossing Malva’s chest, then groped the older
woman’s big tits until she found a plump nipple. Grinning wickedly,
Teegan pinched it as hard as she could.

“Ahhhhhh!” Malva yelled, the scream so sudden
and violent that she even startled herself.

“Do you yield?” Teegan asked. “Say it! Say it
loud enough for the entire tribe to hear!”

The pain shooting down Malva’s nipple was
intense, but her anger was just as powerful. How dare this young
bitch try to humiliate me like this! She could have beaten me with
a simple arm twist, but instead she’s trying to shame me in front
of the tribe!

Malva’s cry of pain changed to a war cry, and
the older woman whipped her head backward and caught Teegan right
on the forehead. Teegan grunted and fell back, releasing Malva. The
younger woman lay with both arms at her sides, stunned. Her
forehead felt like it was on fire, and the whole world seemed to be
spinning. Not just one Malva, but two—no, three—stood up on shaky
legs and stood over the girl.

“Had enough?” the older woman asked,
breathing hard now.

Teegan choked out an ugly laugh and scrambled
backwards. If she could just avoid Malva until her head cleared,
she could still win this fight. She used her feet and elbows to
scoot to the far edge of the Stone Circle while Malva slumped over,
clutching her knees as she fought to regain her own strength. Then
Teegan planted both hands on the ground and pushed herself upright.
Her vision was starting to clear now, and only one Malva faced her
from the opposite side of the ring. Then the older woman
straightened up and walked forward, still rubbing her sore
tits.

“If you know what’s best for you, you’ll
yield now,” Malva warned. “Because I swear to the gods, I’ll show
you no mercy.”

“I don’t need your mercy,” Teegan replied,
raising her hands in a defensive posture. Malva was still walking
straight forward, arms at her sides. She was only a few steps away
now, but she hadn’t even made a fist yet. What was the old hag up
to? She looked like she was going for a pleasant stroll across the
hillside. Why didn’t she—oooof!

Malva was nearly toe-to-toe with the younger
woman when she dropped to one knee without warning and slammed her
fist forward, landing a hard blow right into Teegan’s stomach. The
younger woman doubled over, her eyes bugging out. Her face was now
so close to Malva’s that the two could have kissed.

“Now let’s see how you like it,” Malva
said. She grabbed the center of Teegan’s kitcha, right at
the spot where the two strips of fabric crossed in the middle of
her chest, and pulled hard. Teegan tumbled forward, then her body
spun around because Malva was still holding a fistful of her
clothing. The kitcha slid off one shoulder, then the other,
as Teegan struggled to free herself from Malva’s grasp. The crowd
around the ring cheered as Teegan’s tits were freed, and they
especially enjoyed the way they jiggled as Teegan floundered around
on the ground.

The younger girl flung an arm over her tits
as she fought to keep Malva’s hands off them. Teegan’s cheeks
burned with shame; women of the White Wolf tribe were proud of
their bodies and made little attempt to hide them while they were
bathing, but being stripped in front of the tribe was something
that only happened to misbehaving slaves. Having her clothes ripped
off in front of her fellow tribesmen was a mark of shame, a
terrible insult to her dignity.

Teegan rolled and scrambled along the ground,
staying just barely out of Malva’s reach. Her top was totally bare
now, the fabric of her kitcha still wrapped around her loins
but with the two loose ends trailing along the dirt behind her. The
crowd cheered when Malva stomped on one of those loose ends, and
the fabric unwound from around Teegan’s waist as she stood up and
tried to stumble away. When only one thin strip of the garment was
left around her ass, Teegan stared at Malva and shook her head,
pleading, but the older woman gave a strong yank and the last of
the fabric sailed away, leaving Teegan totally naked. The younger
woman thrust a hand between her legs, covering her blonde bush, and
kept her other arm clapped across her tits. There was no way to
hide her firm, round ass, which the men in the tribe admired as
Teegan crouched down in a vain attempt to shield herself from their
eyes.

Malva wadded the kitcha into a messy
ball and heaved it out of the ring. Her husband Renn grabbed the
fabric with one hand and held it up in triumph, grinning. He had
caught glances of Teegan bathing in the pond before, but he had
never stood this close to the girl’s naked body. His cock was hard
as stone inside his loincloth, and most of the other tribesmen were
having similar reactions.

Malva crossed her arms over her chest.
“Now say it.”

Teegan stared daggers at the older woman. She
might have lost her clothing, but she hadn’t lost her pride—or her
desire to win the fight. “No.”

Malva chuckled and spread her hands. “Then by
all means, let’s continue.”

Teegan slowly rose, her taut ass on full
display now. But she kept her tits and pussy covered as Malva
approached her, planning her next move carefully. Let her think
I’m too embarrassed to stand exposed in front of the crowd. Then,
when she gets close enough, I’ll whip both hands up and grab those
big tits of hers again. But this time I’ll rip those nipples right
off if that’s what it takes to make her yield.

Malva strode forward, confident yet cautious.
She knew Teegan must have one last trick up her sleeve, but she had
no idea what it might be. She did know what her own move would be,
however, as soon as Teegan raised those hands to strike her. The
older woman got closer and closer, trying to look as relaxed as
possible. Her eyes lazily roamed over Teegan’s body, as if deciding
which limb to twist. Let the younger woman think she would try for
a simple arm lock or leg lock. Three steps away, now two. Teegan
was still clutching her bare body. Malva stared at one of the
girl’s wrists as if she’d made up her mind to grab that one, then
suddenly both of Teegan’s hands shot out and clawed at Malva’s
tits, but before the younger woman could get a firm grip, her eyes
opened wide.

The second Teegan moved her arms, Malva had
thrust one hand between the girl’s legs and clutched a handful of
the blonde curls there. Teegan’s open mouth twitched as Malva
tightened her grip.

“Yield, before I rip them all out,” Malva
ordered.

“I yield! I yield!” Teegan chirped in a high,
strangled voice.

“Teegan yields!” Old Ferrack announced,
raising both arms in the air. “The contest is over!”

Malva snatched her hand away, flicking her
fingers, and the crowd chuckled as several blonde curls fluttered
to the ground. Teegan winced in pain as she clutched her sore pussy
with both hands, trying to fight back the tears that had gathered
in the corners of her eyes. After a few moments the burning
sensation began to fade, and Teegan wiped her face then looked
sheepishly at Malva.

“Ready to begin your chores, slave?” the
older woman asked.

Teegan glanced around. The rest of the tribe
was still gathered nearby, enjoying the show. The girl slid one arm
over her tits again then nodded at the torn kitcha that Renn
had dropped beside the Stone Circle. “O-okay. Just let me get
dressed, and—”

“Slaves don’t make demands,” Malva told her,
stone faced. “Slaves follow orders.”

“Malva…in the name of the gods, don’t be
ridiculous. I’ll do what you ask, but not like this.”

“Listen carefully. For the rest of the day,
you are not Teegan. You are not a member of the White Wolf tribe.
You are a slave. My slave. And you will do what I say
without questioning me.”

“But I don’t—”

Malva grabbed Teegan’s arm and pulled it away
from her tits, then held the girl’s hand in the air for everyone to
see. The palm still had a red smear across it. “You took a blood
oath to serve as my slave for a day. Do you plant to break it?”

Teegan tried to snatch her arm away, but
Malva’s grip was too tight. The girl stood there feeling like an
idiot with one arm in the air, tits exposed, the other hand still
thrust between her legs. The tribe members outside the ring were
still watching her carefully. Teegan swallowed hard. Breaking a
blood oath was one of the worst offenses in the White Wolf tribe.
Since the oath breaker could never be trusted again, they would be
banished from the tribe forever. That meant taking their chances in
the Three Kingdoms, where they would most likely be jailed as a
vagrant, or heading south into the Barren Lands instead and winding
up tortured or killed by one of the barbarian clans.

“Okay,” Teegan whispered. “I’ll do it. I’ll
do whatever you say.”

Malva released the girl’s wrist and grinned.
“Excellent! Let’s tell Suvi she can relax for the rest of the
afternoon. I’m sure she’ll be thrilled!”

With her head hung in embarrassment, the
naked girl followed Malva out of the ring. They found Malva’s slave
collecting firewood on the hillside, where Malva informed the girl
that she could rest in the slave quarters for the rest of the day.
Suvi was overjoyed when she heard the news, bowing over and over to
Malva before she scurried away.

“Place the wood beside my tent,” Malva told
Teegan. “And stack it as high as that shapely ass of yours.”

“But that’s too much,” Teegan protested. “You
only need—” But when she saw the cold look in Malva’s eyes, the
girl snapped her mouth shut. No tribe member would tolerate
disobedience from a slave. In the name of the gods, just play
your part! she reminded herself. You’ll end the day tired
and sore, but this will all be over by the next sunrise.

Teegan knelt and began gathering an armload
of the branches that littered the hillside, torn from the tall
trees nearby during violent storms. Malva nodded and walked away,
leaving the girl to her work. Teegan glanced around as she
scavenged for wood, relieved that no other members of the tribe
were nearby. Just a handful of slaves who were also collecting wood
for their masters. The closest ones were staring at Teegan
open-mouthed, wondering why in the world a woman from the tribe was
out doing slave labor without a stitch of clothing on. Teegan tried
to ignore them, but then she realized that one of the thin, ratty
women scouring the hillside for firewood was her own slave, Juna.
The scrawny girl nearly dropped her armload of sticks when she saw
what Teegan was doing, then she dashed to another slave nearby and
whispered in the girl’s ear, obviously asking a question. The other
slave began talking and pointing—she must have heard the story
about Teegan and the blood oath—and soon both girls were giggling
madly.

Teegan’s face went red. The shame of it!
Ridiculed by her own slave! But what could she do? For the rest of
the day she was a slave herself, no better than Juna. And if she
stopped working to confront the other girl, Malva would have the
right to beat her—or worse, accuse her of breaking the blood oath.
So Teegan bit her lip instead and went back to her task, filling
her arms with sticks until she couldn’t carry any more, then she
tottered down the hillside with her load.

The tribe members grinned when Teegan
reappeared, then called out encouragement as she dropped the wood
beside Malva’s tent.

“Stack it carefully, slave,” Malva ordered.
Then, as Teegan bent over to straighten the branches, the older
woman slapped her hard on the ass. Teegan squealed and jumped, then
spun around as she rubbed her sore cheek. Malva pointed at the
hillside and said, “Get going. You’ll need to bring at least a
dozen more loads.”

Teegan obeyed, bringing load after load until
the wood was stacked as high as her waist. By then her tits were
scratched and sore from clutching the rough bark to her bare chest,
and sweat dripped down her bare back and into the crack of her ass.
The tired girl squatted on her haunches to rest for a moment, but
Malva wasn’t done with her yet.

“Now bring the water,” she commanded,
pointing to a long pole and a pair of buckets. Teegan carried them
down to the river, shocked to find a dozen young men from the tribe
fishing there. Everyone knew about the blood oath by now, and the
men had been secretly hoping that the new slave girl would pass by
sometime that day so they could get a good look. Every one of them
stared at Teegan as she dropped to her hands and knees beside the
stream to fill the first bucket, whistling at the sight of the
girl’s bare ass sticking in the air and the blonde-furred pussy
between her spread thighs. Teegan tried to shut off her mind and
ignore the men, but their rude comments scalded her ears like
acid.

“Does that ass feel as soft as it looks,
Teegan?”

“Hold that position, darling. My cock’s all
ready for you!”

“Look at those tits hanging down, just like
one of the king’s sows!”

With her lip quivering, Teegan placed the
full bucket beside her then reached for the empty one. What she
wanted to do was spin around and yell, You wouldn’t be so brave
if my husband were here! But her husband wasn’t
there…and no slave would dare to yell something like that
anyway…

Once both buckets were full, Teegan slid one
on each end of the long pole then balanced it on her shoulders. As
she made her way back to the tent, several of the men followed her.
Someone pinched her ass, then a hand slid around her side and
squeezed one of her tits. Teegan was trying so hard to carry the
water without spilling any that she couldn’t do a thing to keep
their hands off her.

By the time she got the water to Malva’s
tent, Teegan’s flesh was sore from being pinched and groped. She
couldn’t believe the men who normally treated her as an equal now
felt free to grab her tits and slap her ass like she was a common
slave. And she couldn’t do a damn thing about it! Teegan lowered
the buckets to the ground, then roughly wiped the tears from her
eyes. The sun was nowhere close to the horizon yet. Would this
unholy day never end?

Malva reappeared, holding a stiff brush made
from horsehair. “Clean the outside of the tent. Remove any dirt or
insects. Go all the way to the top.”

Teegan took the brush and did as she was
told, rubbing the horsehair over the thick skin of the tent. She
coughed and sputtered as dust and the dried shells of bugs drifted
into her face, then she finally clapped one hand over her nose and
mouth so she wouldn’t gag while she cleaned. Two of the young men
who had followed her back from the river stood and watched,
admiring the way her firm flesh jiggled as she went about her work.
Teegan’s tan skin was coated head to toe with sweat now, and some
of the dust floating off the tent stuck to her like dirty
snowflakes.

“Oh no, you’re getting all soiled,” one of
the young men said. “Here, let me get that off you.” Grinning, he
used his bare hand to slap the dust from Teegan’s ass. The girl
jumped, startled, but she didn’t dare move away or say a word.
Malva was right inside the tent, just a few feet away, and if she
heard Teegan argue or complain, the older woman would accuse her of
breaking her oath. So she tried her best to ignore the man as he
ran his hands over her bare ass, gritting her teeth the whole
time.

When it was time to clean the top of the
tent, Teegan had to find something to stand on. She had already
emptied the two water buckets into a large barrel, so she turned
one of them upside-down and climbed up on it. Even then, though,
she had to lean forward as far as possible, which left her ass and
pussy exposed to the men watching her. As she was dusting the peak
of the tent, she suddenly felt something hard between her legs. The
girl tried to look back over her shoulder, fighting to keep her
balance the whole time, when one of the men jammed the tip of his
finger straight up her ass! Teegan screeched, arms flailing, then
the girl fell off the bucket and landed on the dirt beside the
tent. When Malva came out to investigate, she found Teegan lying on
the ground and rubbing her sore ass while the two men chuckled and
clapped each other on the shoulders.

“It’s time to join the other slaves while
they clean the day’s kill,” she said. “Then you’ll help them cook
it as well.”

Teegan spent the next few hours with the rest
of the slaves as they gutted, skinned, then cooked the rabbits and
goats brought back by the hunting party. Working with that group of
thin, ratty women was almost more embarrassing than doing slave
labor in front of the tribe. Teegan was used to being
respected—even feared—by the slaves, but now she sat among them
totally naked while they at least had their dirty sack-like dresses
to cover themselves with. Teegan’s own slave Juna couldn’t help
grinning as her master sweated and toiled along with the rest of
them.

When it was time to eat, Teegan sat hunched
with the other slaves in the corner of the big communal tent,
gnawing on rabbit bones and other scraps not good enough for the
members of the tribe. She was dirty, sweaty, scratched, bruised,
and so tired and sore that she could barely move. But it’s
almost over, she reminded herself. You’ll go to bed a slave,
but you’ll wake up a free tribeswoman again. And the first time
that old bitch Malva dares to raise her voice to you, you’ll slap
her face so hard her eyes will cross.

After the feast, Teegan stood up and followed
Malva and her husband Renn to their tent. A slave’s final chore
each night was to arrange their master’s pile of sleeping furs and
make sure there were no rocks or sticks beneath them. Renn’s slave
was already arranging his, but Malva stopped Teegan before she
could enter the tent.

“Clean yourself up first,” she commanded. “I
don’t want you touching my sleeping furs with those filthy hands of
yours.”

Teegan went behind the tent and scooped water
from the barrel, splashing away the dirt and sweat, then she rubbed
herself dry with an old threadbare rabbit skin. Other than the
scratches on her chest, she looked almost like her old self when
she entered Malva’s tent. Renn’s slave had already done her work
and was just leaving. Teegan swept a few stray rocks off the floor,
laid out the sleeping furs, and was ready to leave as well when
Malva put up a hand to stop her.

“Not just yet, slave,” the older woman said,
then she pointed at the sleeping furs. “Lie on your back.”

Teegan’s mouth dropped and her eyes opened
wide. “No,” she whispered, the word squeezing painfully through her
clenched throat. “Y-you can’t…”

“Do it,” Malva ordered, her voice as sharp as
steel. “Now.”

Teegan walked to the furs on shaky legs. When
a slave was ordered to lie on their back, it only meant one thing…a
task she hadn’t even thought about when she made the bet with
Malva.

Members of the White Wolf tribe loved to
fuck, but fucking wasn’t just an act of pleasure for them; every
union of two tribe members meant the possibility of a new tribe
member being born as a result. That was why no tribesman would dare
to fuck a slave—which might result in the birth of a half-slave
outcast—and it was also why no tribesman would put his cock in his
wife’s mouth and waste the opportunity for another full-blood
tribal birth. So the perfect solution was for members of the tribe
to use their slaves for oral sex only, an arrangement that both men
and women found quite satisfying. But since lying on one’s back was
a sign of surrender, no member of the tribe would take this
position in front of a slave. Instead, the slave was made to lie on
their back and then the tribe member would straddle the slave’s
face in order to take their pleasure.

Teegan sat down on the furs, still trembling.
And now that’s what this vindictive bitch is asking me to do!
Suffer a humiliation far worse than anything else I’ve done today!
Damn her to the nine hells! What will my husband think if he finds
out? Will he ever lower himself to touch me again? As the girl
laid down, Malva unwrapped the kitcha from her shoulders to
reveal her tits. Then she kept unwinding the fabric, around her
waist and under her legs, until she finally stood naked. Despite
her age, Malva’s body was still toned and healthy. Her big tits
sagged a bit, but her legs and ass were firm with muscle from
hiking the hills each day. The blonde bush between her legs was
even fuller than Teegan’s, a mass of honey-colored curls
surrounding a pair of plump pink lips.

Malva stood directly over Teegan, one foot on
either side of the girl’s head, then she lowered herself down until
her ass rested on the other girl’s tits, flattening them to her
chest. Her pussy, already moist with anticipation, was only inches
from Teegan’s chin. “Open your mouth,” she said. “Now stick out
your tongue.” Trembling with shame, Teegan obeyed. She couldn’t
believe Malva was forcing her to do this! It had to be some
terrible dream, the worst of all nightmares! But as the older woman
raised her hips then planted her pussy directly over Teegan’s
mouth, every aspect of the degradation seemed all too real; the
soft, slick feel of Malva’s pussy lips, the overpowering scent, and
especially the bitter, foreign taste as her tongue touched the
older woman’s most private area.

Teegan nearly gagged, but she forced herself
to lie still as Malva began moving her hips. The younger girl knew
the routine, because she performed the same act with her own slave
from time to time. The slave was only required to lie there with
their mouth open while the tribe member did all the work,
controlling the speed, pressure, and intensity of the sex act all
on their own. Even at such an intimate moment, members of the tribe
still had to show their dominance over their slaves.

Malva moved her hips slowly at first, moaning
softly as her pussy slid across Teegan’s tongue and chin. Normally
she would close her eyes during the act, but the sight of the proud
young girl lying beneath her increased Malva’s excitement beyond
compare. She pressed down harder, savoring the wet warmth of the
girl’s tongue. Soon she was humping Teegan’s face the same way a
tribesman would hump his wife, with long, powerful strokes. Tingles
of pleasure were already building up in Malva’s loins, the
sensation spreading slowly upward to her tits.

Meanwhile, Teegan could barely breathe as the
older woman’s pussy smothered the lower half of her face. The
girl’s skin was wet with juices, and the smell of the older woman
was so strong that Teegan’s head was spinning. Malva increased her
pace, bucking her hips faster and faster. The tingle between her
legs swelled to a flood of pleasure. Finally closing her eyes,
Malva arched her back and cried out as she ground her pussy even
harder against Teegan’s face while the younger girl squirmed
beneath her. Waves of joy coursed through Malva’s body, over and
over, until she finally let out an exhausted sigh and opened her
eyes again.

The older woman raised her arms over her head
for a long, satisfied stretch, then she stood up without a word.
Teegan tried to wipe Malva’s juices off her face, but all she
managed to do was smear them around. Her cheeks and chin were damp,
sticky, and reeked of the other woman’s scent. Teegan was about to
stand up and rush back to the water barrel, but suddenly someone
else was standing above her; Renn, completely naked, with his cock
already hard.

“Stay where you are,” Malva commanded. “My
husband prefers my slave’s mouth to his own, so your daily
duties aren’t over yet.”

Teegan didn’t even have time to protest.
Before she knew it, Renn was sitting on her tits with the head of
his cock touching her lips. Then he jammed it forward, not even
waiting for the girl to open wider, until half of his cock was
buried in her mouth. By the gods, Renn thought, pulling back
then ramming his cock forward again, a tribeswoman’s mouth is
nothing like a slave’s mouth! Maybe the sensation was so much
better because the act was so taboo, or maybe it was the fact that
he had lusted after Teegan ever since the girl came of age. But
whatever the reason, Renn was in heaven as he fucked the girl’s
mouth, loving the feel of her soft tits moving under his thighs
every time he bucked his hips.

But for the girl, this ordeal was even worse
than the first. Renn’s fleshy pole filled her mouth completely, and
she nearly gagged every time the head of it bumped the back of her
throat. His masculine smell and taste was totally different from
Malva’s, but it was just as overpowering. Teegan squeezed her eyes
shut, praying Renn would finish quickly. His wiry pubic hair was
scratching her chin, and his big balls slapped her throat every
time he thrust forward.

Renn leaned over the girl, one hand planted
on the floor on either side of her head, as he fucked her face
faster and faster. His balls were already tingling and he knew he
wouldn’t last much longer. Teegan moaned in protest, her eyes still
squeezed shut. Every time she tried to spit Renn’s cock out of her
mouth, the movement of her lips and tongue only increased the man’s
pleasure. Then suddenly Renn cried out just as his wife had done
earlier, and Teegan gasped as her mouth was flooded with warmth.
Burst after burst of sticky fluid shot over her tongue as she tried
to pull away, but the tribesman had one hand in her hair now,
pulling her face into his crotch as he emptied his balls in her
mouth.

“Swallow it all,” he ordered breathlessly.
“Don’t you dare spit it out.”

Teegan did as she was told, gulping the stuff
down before it choked her. It was thick and salty and terrible, and
she shuddered as it slid down her throat. But then Renn pulled his
cock out of her mouth and stood up, smiling and satisfied. “By the
gods, I enjoyed that,” he told Malva, rubbing one hand over his
flat belly. “It’s a shame she’ll be joining the tribe again
tomorrow.”

Teegan stood up slowly, wiping her mouth. Her
face, neck, and tits were smeared with sweat and cum, and she
looked a mess again. “May I please go back to my own tent now?” she
asked. “The day is nearly over.”

“I suppose so,” Malva replied, then she
turned to her husband. “Who knows? Maybe this one will give up
hunting and fishing and join the other slaves for good…now that
she’s had a taste of it.”

Renn and Malva chuckled as Teegan hurried out
of the tent, red-faced, the evening chill raising goose bumps on
the girl’s bare skin as she dashed back to her own dwelling.
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