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    Chapter One: The Frustrations of Denial 
 
    The great hall of the royal palace was stuffed near to bursting. Every seat was full and the spaces between the long tables were packed. Servants bearing trays of food and jugs of wine darted between performing acrobats and trained animals. Minstrels and flute players and singers struggled fruitlessly to make themselves heard over the din of guests talking and laughing and in some cases shouting, the sound ringing to the smoky rafters of the hall itself. 
 
    All had gathered here today in Libourn, the famed capital of the mighty Kingdom of Gallia, to mark a special occasion. Delegations from across the continent, along with all of the greatest noble houses of the kingdom, had flocked to the city to honour the twenty-first birthday of Crown Princess Esme. It was a significant event, marking both her coming of age and ascension to the throne as Queen in her own right. 
 
    The princess herself was seated up at the high table on the raised dais. Not in the centre, the place of highest honour, as one might expect, but instead to one side midway down the table. The royal chair at the centre was occupied by her stepmother, Queen Regent Hilga of Suxony. 
 
    From her place midway down the table, Princess Esme cut off a piece of roasted pork with her knife and then put it aside before plucking the morsel off her plate and daintily bringing it up to her mouth. She chewed almost mechanically, her face outwardly portraying happy contentment at the revelries in her supposed honour, but her eyes were cold as they subtly glared at the queen regent from her place at the centre of the table. 
 
    Taking a sip of wine from her cup, Esme inwardly seethed. Perhaps Queen Hilga was technically in the right to occupy the royal chair, she was still regent for two more days until Esme would officially be crowned Queen in her own right. However there was no reason why as crown princess she should not have been seated at one of the chairs immediately next to the royal one. Instead she was set off to one side amongst the delegations of lesser kingdoms and middling noble houses. In her mind this was clearly just the latest slight against her engineered by the queen regent. 
 
    Queen Hilga had come to Libourn five years ago to marry Esme’s father, King Roubot, to seal a peace treaty between Gallia and the half dozen kingdoms that occupied the Teton borderlands, of which Hilga’s native Suxony was the most prominent. She had not been much older than Esme was now and at the time the Crown Princess had dismissed her as irrelevant and largely ignored her. Her own mother had died giving birth to her and Esme had been old enough to understand the political necessity of her father remarrying. 
 
    That had all changed quite abruptly. Barely a year into the marriage, King Roubot had gone on campaign. That was not unusual. Esme’s father had spent half his reign fighting various wars and established a reputation as a warrior king. He had jumped at any excuse to call the banners and lead Gallia into war and had always returned victorious. Only this time he had returned not victorious but in a coffin. While leading a cavalry charge a splinter of wood from an enemy lance had slipped through the eye slit of his helmet and lodged itself deep in his eye. The wound festered and became infected and days later he was dead. 
 
    At first this had meant little to Esme. She had publicly mourned her father, as was right and proper, but they had never been close. Hilga had been named queen regent, as custom dictated she should as the late king’s widow, but in the past the position had held little power and Esme had expected this time to be no different. Queen Hilga was only a young woman, and a foreign one at that. Esme had expected she would serve as little more than a placeholder, likely under the thumb of one or more of the more powerful noblemen of the kingdom, until she herself came of age and assumed the throne. Even the fact that Queen Hilga had just born a son did not particularly concern her. Gallish law was very clear that the crown passed to the eldest child, regardless of gender. 
 
    Queen Hilga had proved to be a surprise, however. She quickly won key allies at court and soon the palace was dominated by her favourites. The late King Roubot had ruled with an iron fist and there proved to be many noble houses that had felt neglected and ignored during his rule. Queen Hilga in contrast had readily offered recognition and reward to her favourites, provided they obey her wishes. 
 
    More than just being skilled at court politics, Esme also had to reluctantly concede that the woman had also proved to be adept at ruling. She had immediately negotiated an end to the war that had claimed her late husband’s life and the years that followed had been peaceful ones. Taxes had been lowered, trade had boomed, and the kingdom had flourished. Yes, there was talk that she favoured the Teton kingdoms of her native land, but any resentment that inspired seemed to pale in comparison to the peace and prosperity of her time as regent. 
 
    From the corner of her eye, Esme saw Queen Hilga rise from her seat and the hall fell silent in response. She gritted her teeth to keep any sign of irritation from showing as the source of her ire raised her glass in a toast, clearing intending to give some self-congratulatory speech. Let her. In two days time Esme would be Queen and Hilga’s time would be over. 
 
    “I bid welcome to all of you in the name of the Throne of Gallia,” Queen Hilga was briefly interrupted by cheerful applause and she bowed her head modestly in response. She cut a regal figure, Esme had to admit. Now in her late twenties, Hilga was unquestionably beautiful. She had the pale creamy skin and fair, wavy blonde hair common to the folk of the Teton kingdoms. Her diamond shaped face was pretty, with full, heart shaped lips coloured bright red. Her dress was modestly cut, but still showed off her large bust and wide hips to full effect. 
 
    The cheers died off. “Welcome to the noble lords and ladies of Gallia. Welcome also to our many distinguished guests. At times we have been allies of each other and in others, sadly, we may have been enemies, but we put that all aside to thank you for honouring the royal throne with your presence here today.” 
 
    “To the Teton lands,” Queen Hilga raised her cup towards the delegation from her native homeland, who raised their own glasses in response and cheered heartily. 
 
    “To Ostria! To Trygon! ” More cheers from the delegation of the Dual Kingdom. 
 
    “To Utrusia!” The cheers were more subdued. The twin southern peninsulas of Utrusia had long been a divided land whose petty kingdoms and city states fought one another incessantly, and their delegation eyed each other warily even now. 
 
    “To Ispania!” While not as subdued as the Ustrusians, the Ispanards’ applause was also a tad frosty. King Roubot’s last war had been with them and only a few years ago Queen Hilga’s words of once being enemies had been the truth in their case. 
 
    Queen Hilga went on. To the Angleer Isles! To Njorsdan! To Hyllencena! Once every visiting delegation had been given its due, the queen regent finally tipped back her raised glass and drank heavily from it as the entire hall rang with applause. 
 
    “You all do us honour by being here tonight as we mark the twenty-first birthday of our beloved stepdaughter, Esme, Crown Princess of Gallia!” 
 
    More applause and Esme put on a suitable look of modest appreciation as for a moment every eye in the great hall turned to her. Inwardly, pleasure shot through her at finally being given her due, if only for a few moments. As the applause died down and Queen Hilga resumed speaking Esme shifted uncomfortably in her seat, trying her best to ignore the sound of metal clunking against wood. You would think after all these years she would hardly notice anymore. Alas it was not the case. 
 
    “That is not the only thing we have all gathered to honour this week. In two days' time, the Crown Princess will formally assume her Queenship and take the throne that I have held in trust for her all these years as regent!” 
 
    Again Esme put on a proper look of modest appreciation as the attention once again turned to her, but her pleasure was soured this time as the cheers and applause were mixed with more than a few cries of regret at the prospect of the regency ending. She did her best to identify the ones doing so and commit their faces and names to memory. Once she was secure in her position as Queen she intended to purge the court of Queen Hilga’s favourites and sycophants, and these would be the first. 
 
    “Of course, there will also be the matter of naming her royal consort,” Queen Hilga gave an almost bawdy giggle at that and tossed her pale blonde locks as those assembled joined in. “The rock she shall lean upon as she grows into her new role as Queen of Gallia! Who shall be this lucky individual that will have the honour of taking her Royal Jewel? I know all of you are simply dying to know. Sadly you will have to content yourselves with waiting for the formal announcement tomorrow at court!” 
 
    Cheers were mixed with laughter this time. Esme seethed. Take her Royal Jewel! Yes, that was the traditional phrasing for the wedding night of a Gallish crown princess, when whoever was chosen as her royal consort would take her virginity, but there was no need to say it so lewdly. It had almost sounded as if Esme was some valuable heirloom Queen Hilga was auctioning off. Clearly this was just another attempt by the woman to demean her. 
 
    Queen Hilga turned to face Esme and for a moment their eyes met. The queen consort’s smile was warm and inviting but for a second her eyes gleamed with a look of wickedness and calculation.To her confusion a strange jolt shot through Esme, like her heart was jumping in her chest. She kept any sign of it from her face and smiled back graciously as Queen Hilga lifted her glass again in a toast. 
 
    “To Crown Princess Esme!” 
 
    Again the hall filled with cheers as Esme stood and raised her own glass in response. Both women held their glasses aloft for one long moment, eyes locked challengingly as if daring the other to blink first, then as if by some unspoken agreement both simultaneously raised their cups to their lips and drained their contents in one long pull. 
 
    As the applause went on Esme returned to her seat, again doing her best to ignore the dull thunk of metal that was muffled slightly by the layers of her skirts and petticoats. Part of her would almost have preferred to remain standing. She never could seem to sit comfortably. Just two more days, she silently told herself. Two more days and this other indignity would be over as well. 
 
    As the cheering died down the hall began to buzz again with the sound of talk and the clatter of cutlery as the assembled guests resumed feasting. Esme cut herself another morsel of roast pork. She wasn’t especially hungry, despite the rich fare laid out before her, but appearances needed to be maintained. She forced herself to chew and swallow before shooting a cool glare at her empty wine cup. She raised her arm and gestured for it to be refilled. 
 
    “What a lovely speech by the Queen Regent,” Lianna, one of her ladies-in-waiting, said from her seat to Esme’s immediate left. “She did you such honour.” 
 
    The words irked Esme. Praise of any kind towards Queen Hilga irked her. She struggled to keep any sign of it from her face, however. Lianna was a sweet young woman, but somewhat oblivious and imperceptive. Thankfully for her she was quite striking, with long chestnut hair and an angular pretty face, so she would likely have little difficulty finding a husband despite her denseness. Men would often overlook any amount of emptiness in a head provided the face on it was pretty enough. 
 
    Aelois, one of her other ladies-in-waiting, was seated to Esme’s right. Short and curvy, she was also more perceptive than Lianna and sensing the crown princess’s growing ire she wisely changed the subject. 
 
    “You must have such anticipation for tomorrow, when it will finally be announced who will be chosen as your royal consort.” 
 
    “Oh yes!” Lianna added with a giggle. “Who will it be that will take your Royal Jewel? Has the Queen Regent given any hint as to who she has in mind?” 
 
    “She has not,” Esme answered briskly, raising her arm again to gesture for more wine. Where on earth were the servants?  
 
    Esme might be the least enthused person in the hall on the question of who would be selected to take her Royal Jewel, as everyone insisted on calling it. Oh she had reasons of her own to anticipate the rite itself. She had few expectations about the man she would share it with, though. Queen Hilga would likely pair her with one of her favourites who she could count to keep under her thumb or if not that some ugly old man just to be spiteful. It’s what she would do if the circumstances had been reversed. 
 
    A harried looking servant finally arrived with a jug of wine and as she began refilling Esme’s glass Aelois spoke again. 
 
    “Perhaps it will be someone from one of the delegations here tonight? I imagine you have assembled here the largest collection of eligible men on the continent. Maybe Her Majesty will select someone from her native Teton? It would reaffirm the treaty afterall.” 
 
    “Yes, perhaps one of her nephews,” Lianna added. “They’re of the right age and look to be a handsome bunch.” 
 
    Esme feigned a considering look as inwardly she shuddered in distaste. Yes, that was likely what Queen Hilga had in store for her, a ruffian from the borderlands. The Teton kingdoms ranged along Gallia’s northeastern borders and shielded the continent from the Great Steppe of the East. They had a reputation as a hard and martial people who for generations had guarded the borderlands against incursions by the various tribes of nomadic barbarians of the Steppes and in return had been paid tribute by the other kingdoms of the continent. 
 
    Years ago, King Roubot, facing an empty treasury from his many wars, had rashly decided to forgo paying that tribute and a combined alliance of the kingdoms of the Teton borderlands had invaded Gallia in retaliation. Even King Roubot, who had always jumped at the tiniest excuse to pick a fight with one of Gallia’s neighbours, had baulked at the prospect of war with the Tetons and he had hastily sued for peace, one of the terms of which had been his marriage to Queen Hilga. 
 
    Appraising the Teton delegation, Esme admitted that Lianna was right and they seemed handsome enough. Like Queen Hilga they all looked to be tall and blonde, with the broad shoulders and thick arms of fighting men. And each one of them would just be another ally for her stepmother to use to try and keep her influence at court while minimising Esme’s own as Queen.  
 
    Startled, Esme felt something wet on her arm and looking down she saw the distracted servant had overfilled her cup and spilled wine over the sleeve of her dress.  
 
    “You clumsy fool!” With a furious hiss, Esme shoved the hapless servant away from her. The abrupt motion knocked the cup from the table, spilling more wine over her white and gold dress before it shattered against the floor. The serving woman toppled over, dropping the wine jug she was holding which also broke upon impact with the ground.  
 
    The silence that followed was almost deafening and broken only by the frantic apologies of the servant and the sound of her scrambling to gather up bits of broken glass. Esme felt her cheeks grow hot as she blushed red with embarrassment, realising how her overreaction must have looked. She could feel the eyes of what seemed to be everyone gathered in the hall burning into her skin and this time knowing she was the centre of attention brought her no joy. 
 
    Queen Hilga’s voice broke through the silence. “Clearly the excitement and anticipation has taken its toll on the crown princess. Understandable as that is, it is likely best she takes her leave and has an early night. After all, she will be getting precious little sleep in the coming days!” 
 
    The awkward silence was broken by relieved laughs at the queen regent’s jest and Esme’s embarrassment turned to fury at being dismissed like some misbehaving child. Still, she recognized that protesting would only make matters worse and diminish her standing even further. Obediently she rose from her seat. 
 
    “Your Majesty is right, I shall retire to my quarters,’ Esme curtsied serenely, her face showing not the slightest sign of her inner outrage. 
 
    Queen Hilga gave a regal wave of dismissal and Esme turned and calmly walked from the hall, Aelois and Lianna following behind her. 
 
    Once out of sight Esme picked up her pace, practically stomping her slippered feet onto the ground with each step as she stalked down the hallway towards her bedchamber. Aelois and Lianna trailed in her wake silently, wisely recognizing that the crown princess was in no mood for conversation and not wanting to risk her turning her wrath on either of them. 
 
    Esme fumed, her rage building with every step she took. How dare Queen Hilga dismiss her from the table like some naughty little girl being sent to bed without supper. Clearly this was just the latest attempt by the queen regent to undermine her standing at court on the very eve of when she would finally take the throne in her own right. Cutting through the anger was her own bitter disappointment with herself. It had been she afterall who overreacted to the serving woman’s minor mislapse. Had she not lost control and lashed out the entire incident could have been avoided. 
 
    The faint clank of metal against metal that came from underneath her skirts with each step she took seemed to ring tauntingly in her ears, reminding her of the anger and resentment and above all frustration that was her ever present companion. Those feelings always seemed to be with her, bubbling away inside of her with ever growing intensity. No matter her resolve not to, eventually it all built to a point where she would lash out seeking an outlet for it all. Whether it was reprimanding a servant or a cutting put down to one of her ladies-in-waiting, Esme would crack and for a moment feel brief relief as she revelled in the outcome only to quickly be replaced by bitter disappointment with herself for losing control of her emotions. 
 
    Reaching the door to her bedchamber, Esme wrenched it open and stomped inside. It was a large room, its walls lavishly decorated with finely embroidered tapestries. A large four poster canopy bed dominated the space, set before a large marble fireplace that was crackling away as it provided both warmth and light.  
 
    Aleois and Lianna tentatively stepped inside. 
 
    “Does Her Royal Highness require -” Aleois’s words were cut off with a curt gesture of dismissal. Recognizing the mood upon the crown princess, the two quickly left, closing the door behind them. 
 
    Reaching behind herself, Esme began unlacing the bodice of her dress. It was awkward to do herself and would have been easier had she allowed her ladies-in-waiting to assist but when in a state such as this the crown princess found she simply could not stand to be around other people. As she fumbled with the knots she padded across the carpeted floor of her room, stopping at the foot of her bed so she could stare at the large mirror hanging beside the fireplace. 
 
    Her own reflection hotly glared back at her. Her hair was blonde like Queen Hilga’s, but gold like a ripe field of wheat unlike the pale butter tone of her stepmother’s. The curly tresses hung loose over her shoulders down to nearly the top of her bottom. Her heart shaped face was homely, with naturally golden suntanned skin and plump, pouty lips that were currently pursed in frustration.  
 
    Finally untying the last of the laces, Esme let her dress slip from her shoulders and onto the floor. She didn’t bother picking it up, the material was ruined by the wine at this point. Petticoats and shift quickly followed, afterwhich Esme kicked off her slippers and peeled off her stockings. Her reflection now looked back at her naked as it was possible for her to be. 
 
    Her eyes stared between her reflection’s legs, glaring at the one thing in her life she hated even more than the queen regent, her chastity belt. The practice of young, unmarried women wearing one had fallen out of fashion in the kingdom long ago and now by tradition was only called for in one case, when the eldest child of the reigning monarch was a girl to protect her Royal Jewel until the day she ascended to the throne alongside her royal consort. 
 
    Esme had worn a chastity belt since she had begun growing from girl into woman, a new one being fashioned for her whenever the need arose. This last one was by far the most elaborate. The golden waistband was thin and looked almost delicate but hugged her slender waist like a second skin. From the back a bar extended down just as tightly, disappearing down the cleft of her large bum. The cheeks of her bottom flared out from the belt and had a slight pinkish blush to them from the tight constriction of the metal. At the front the bar expanded into a triangular shield that cupped over her pelvis, securely preventing any access to what lay underneath. A shield to guard her Royal Jewel. 
 
    Her dainty little fingers went down to the triangular guard almost of their own volition and traced around the edges, despite knowing from ample trying that it hung so snuggly against her skin that even a fingernail couldn’t find its way underneath. Each of the three corners was decorated with a tiny gemstone and at the centre of the shield a series of small openings, intended only to allow ventilation and too small for anything to fit through, formed the pattern of the Gallish royal crest.  
 
    Despite knowing the futility of it, Esme gripped her fingers around the edges of the shield and jerked her hips, but all this accomplished was to rattle the lock on the waistband, just below her belly button, that held the entire belt together. It was a small thing, almost dainty looking, but Esme knew well that it was skillfully forged from steel strong enough to be practically indestructible despite its delicate appearance.. 
 
    Her breath coming in frustrated pants, Esmes stepped back until she felt the back of her legs brush against the silky coverings of her bed. Lowering herself onto the surface she continued to stare at herself in the mirror. Her breasts were large, rivalling Queen Hilga’s in size, and she watched her reflection as she reached up to cup them and caress her perky nipples. The sensation sent a jolt of pleasure through her pussy and almost immediately she began to feel it grow damp with arousal.. 
 
    When she had first begun to wear the belt, all those years ago, it had been an inconvenience more than anything else. The alien sensation had been disconcerting and sitting became awkward and uncomfortable, but other than that she had paid the thing little mind. As she had grown older though, inconvenience turned to frustration as she came to understand a woman’s desires and was unable to do anything to satisfy them. 
 
    Continuing to palm her breasts, Esme lay back upon her bed and openly allowed herself to moan as the touch made her even more aroused and her pussy grew even wetter and congested behind its shield. As one hand continued to play with her nipples, the other slowly traced its way down her torso and belly to lightly trace her soft skin just above the top edge of her chastity belt’s waistband. Her arousal grew higher from the touches and Esme imagined as she had countless times before how it would feel to run her fingers along the lips of her pussy, locked away underneath the shield of her belt and utterly unreachable. 
 
    Frustration suddenly overcoming her, Esme gripped the lock with a clenched fist and pulled and twisted with all her strength. As she knew it would, it did no good. The lock would only release itself with its key. There were two. One was kept in the hands of her head maid, who would unlock her only for the purposes of relieving herself or to wash and even then only under careful supervision.  
 
    More than once out of desperation Esme had made a frantic attempt in those times to touch herself, just to feel for a few moments what it would be like, but her maids knew to watch for this and would grab her wrists before she could do so. Normally obedient to her every wish, her maids would ignore her pleas and demands to be released and hold her securely until the hated belt was safely back in place. Something must have come over Her Royal Highness. Surely Her Royal Highness would not wish to disgrace herself so. Her Royal Highness would agree were she in her right mind. 
 
    The other key was in the possession of Queen Hilga.  
 
    Thinking of the queen regent brought her to the forefront of Esme’s mind and for a moment she pictured her standing before her looking much as she had during the feast, a smile on her face but a cruel look in her eyes. The image sent a shudder down Esme’s back and she pawed at her breasts more frantically than before, pinching and rolling her nipples between thumb and forefinger, as the fingers of her other hand probed and circled the edges of the shield covering her throbbing pussy trying for the countless time to try and find some hitherto undiscovered way to reach what was underneath. 
 
    Hilga’s smile turned smug and taunting and she reached into the valley of her cleavage to pull out a fine golden chain with a simple looking key dangling from it. Is this what you want, Princess? The imaginary Hilga taunted her.  
 
    Yes! Yes! Esme wanted it more than anything she ever had in her life. Flipping herself over, the crown princess rubbed her nipples against the cool silk of her bed coverings as both her hands reached behind to palm the round cheeks of her generously sized bottom, caressing it with her fingertips. She moaned aloud wantonly even as tears of frustration began leaking out. 
 
    Continuing to dangle the key tauntingly in front of her, imaginary Hilga leaned forward so the cleavage of her large breasts was lewdly displayed. How pathetic you are, Princess. Rutting yourself against your bed like some common harlot. What would you give me for this key? To be free of that belt? To finally touch yourself as you long to be touched? 
 
    Anything! Esme would give anything to experience that. Had she been in a calmer frame of mind she might ask herself why she was imagining the queen regent of all people. In the moment though all she cared was that the thought of Hilga, imposing and domineering, was fueling her arousal to new heights and she was willing to try anything that might finally tip her over the edge for the first time in her life. 
 
    It was futile however. Breathless pants and tearful sobs ringing in her ears, Esme rubbed her nipples against her bed coverings until they were nearly raw. She caressed and kneaded the flesh of her bum with everything she had. It wasn’t enough.  
 
    Nearly growling in frustration she gripped her fingers into the inner flesh of the crack of her bottom to probe and wrestle with the bar of gold that bisected it and frantically rocked her hips. It still wasn’t enough. No matter how she contorted herself the belt remained flush against her, impenetrable as ever, and nothing could come into contact with her pussy underneath its golden shield. 
 
    Sobbing snottily, Esme collapsed limply onto her bed and lay still even as her clitoris throbbed in protest. Touch me! Please just touch me! Why do you never touch me? Just touch me and everything you desire will be yours! The words rang in her ears as she wept and as always in moments such as this all she could think of was there was one way that would be possible. 
 
    Just as tradition demanded that as crown princess she must wear this hated chastity belt it also demanded it could only be through her consent. If Esme truly wished for it she could demand the key be handed over to her and she could unlock herself from the belt and never have to wear it again. The only consequence was she would abdicate her title of crown princess and relinquish any claim to the throne. 
 
    Esme had been tempted so many times over the years to do so. She was tempted now. It would be so easy. She gathered her resolve and forced those thoughts away. No. She wouldn’t do it. Not now when she was only two days away gaining both her throne and her freedom. Let Queen Hilga choose whatever sycophant or old man or Teton oaf she wished to be her husband, it would be a small price to pay to have the crown upon her head and once secure as Queen she could take as many lovers as she wished! 
 
    Curling up into a ball on her bed, she continued to weep softly as her pussy ached beneath the belt. One thought rang through her head. Two days. Just two more days. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Two: The Power of Compromise 
 
    Queen Hilga watched through the glass of the mirror as Princess Esme curled herself into a ball, weeping into her knees as what was sure to be another frustrating, sleepless night began. As both arousal and sympathy coursed through her body at the sight she marvelled not for the first time that such a thing existed. From the princess’s side the mirror was just a normal mirror, but from where Hilga stood it was a window into her room. 
 
    Turning away, Hilga walked out of the small chamber into the narrow, twisting corridor that led back to her own bedchamber, the path illuminated by the small candle she held aloft before her. She wondered if the late King Roubot had known of this network of secret tunnels that honeycombed throughout the palace walls peppered with various peepholes and one way mirrors? She highly doubted it. Roubot had taken tremendous interest in bashing heads and breaking bodies but had proven to be utterly disinterested in anything else. 
 
    Even after all her years in the Kingdom of Gallia she still found the people to be a confusing mess of contradictions. The denizens of the royal court conducted themselves like degenerates at most times without the faintest traces of shame yet at the same time demanded the crown princess be locked up in a chastity belt to satisfy some archaic tradition. And they thought of her people as the next thing to barbarians? Hilga would have taken a knife to anyone who had tried to lock her up in such a monstrosity, as any Teton woman would. 
 
    As her footsteps echoed through the narrow passageway, Hilga considered again the challenge that was facing her. In two days her regency would be officially ending, with her last official act being the selection of Princess Esme’s royal consort. That was an obstacle that she must somehow overcome.  
 
    Hilga had been sent to Gallia to do more than just marry its king and seal a peace treaty. The Teton kingdoms had gone to war over more than just delinquent tribute. Gallia stood between them and the rest of the continent and controlled all access to it. Any trade ships which navigated its rivers were subjected to Gallish tolls. Any goods the Teton kingdoms wished to import from the broader world had to come through Gallish ports and pay Gallish customs. Gallia thought of itself as the mightiest kingdom on the continent and that made its rulers arrogant and dismissive of its northeastern neighbours. For generations they had gorged themselves on this monopoly. 
 
    All of the continent knew of the Tetons martial prowess, less known was their skill at intrigue. By marrying Hilga to the King of Gallia, they had placed someone right at the heart of its royal court who would be ideally positioned to influence the kingdom’s policies in their favour. At first it had seemed like her mission would be all but impossible. Roubot had ruled his court like a tyrant and listened to no counsel but his own. Nor had he taken much of an interest in Hilga. He had dutifully rutted her until she was confirmed to be with child and then immediately gone back to the endless array of court ladies, serving women and common whores he preferred to amuse himself with.  
 
    Then Roubot had done probably the one useful thing he had in his entire life and gone off to war and gotten himself killed, leaving Hilga no longer queen consort but queen regent. Her authority had been tenuous at first as only the young foreign widow of the late king and she had done everything she could to acquire allies.  
 
    Some she had tempted with her beauty and the hinted possibility of something more, not that she had ever gone beyond hints - she had suffered Roubot’s clumsy attentions out of wifely obligation and once free of that she saw no reason not to indulge in her own preferred tastes. Others she straight up bribed, manipulating the other desire almost all men were susceptible to. Still others she won to her side through praise and recognition. Soon her hold on the royal court was secure, leaving her free to rule as she saw fit. 
 
    All that was now threatened by Princess Esme coming legally of age. Oh, the young woman herself posed little threat. Hilga had wisely kept the crown princess away from any hint of power during her regency, giving Esme no opportunity to establish her own reputation or win allies at court. The girl had done herself no favours either with her tempestuous behaviour and wilful attitude, not that Hilga could blame her much for that given the circumstances.  
 
    As Queen, though, Esme would have to be given a royal consort. Whatever nobleman won the honour of taking Esme’s Royal Jewel would have allies and resources of his own and see his own standing automatically elevated. Could Hilga trust even her most loyal supporters not to be tempted to simply push her aside and establish himself as the new power at court? She highly doubted it. 
 
    It was not like she could forgo Esme gaining a royal consort either. The rite of taking the Royal Jewel was a long established tradition of the kingdom and even the most sycophantic of her court lackeys would baulk at Hilga simply doing away with it. 
 
    Then an idea had come to her. If the rite could not be avoided perhaps it could be…amended.  
 
    Reaching the hidden doorway that she recognized led back into her chambers, Hilga pushed it open and stepped inside. She was greeted by a pair of her maids and immediately noticed the nervous looks on their faces. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Your nephew, King Hostig of Suxony, is outside. He is demanding an audience with you.” 
 
    Whatever did he want? Hilga nonchalantly walked across the room towards the fireplace as if the news was of no great importance. “Has he been waiting long?” 
 
    “He arrived just after you left. We’ve been putting him off saying you were taking your bath.” 
 
    Hostig would certainly be in a mood after being left to kick his heels outside her chamber for the better part of an hour. Not that he wasn’t always in one. No point in putting it off. “Send him in. I shall speak with His Majesty alone. You both may retire for the evening.” This was a conversation she would rather not have an audience for. She was reasonably confident of both women’s loyalties but there was an old Teton saying: trust is like alcohol, a little bit can strengthen you but too much can kill you. 
 
    Hilga perched herself on a wooden armchair before the crackling fire as her maids left. A few moments later the door opened again and through it came Hostig. Hilga had been the youngest of ten siblings, Tetons favouring large families, and Hostig was the son of her eldest brother so by chance he was only a few years younger than her. His blonde hair was cut short in warrior fashion and he had a pointed, sharp featured face that always reminded Hilga of a hawk. As always his expression was humourless. 
 
    “Aunt,” Hostig curtly bowed his head for a moment in greeting. His eyes narrowed irritably. “Your hair is remarkably dry for a woman who has just got out of her bath.” 
 
    She resisted the temptation to scoff. Even by her people’s standards Hostig was infuriatingly blunt. Despite being in the centre of the royal palace he wore a chainmail hauberk and an unadorned but very functional looking sword hung from his belt. Hilga pitied his poor wife, she suspected Hostig insisted on wearing both when he lay with her. 
 
    Shrugging her shoulders innocently Hilga smiled. “I had matters to attend to, nephew,” deliberately not using his proper title as he had with her.  
 
    Hilga noticed he was eyeing her disapprovingly. She was dressed for her bed in a lacey nightshift and silk robe that hung open and unbelted. She deliberately crossed one of her legs so the high slit on her nightshift’s skirt fell open to reveal a long length of pale skin, knowing it would rankle him. 
 
    “Oh cover yourself up, Aunt!” Hostig sneered. “Or do you mistake me for one of these Gallish fools you can distract with a flutter of your eyelashes?” 
 
    Obediently, Hilga closed her robe around herself and belted it shut but she smiled smugly, knowing she had scored the point in this exchange. That only seemed to rankle Hostig more. “I swear, you have lived among these soft southern degenerates for so long you have forgotten who you are.” 
 
    That was something Hilga could not let stand. “Forgotten who I am? Has Gallia’s tribute to the borderlands not been paid on time and in full every one of these past five years? Do Suxon ships not travel free of tolls down Gallish rivers, as do ships from Prussberg and Schleinstein and Thringa and Augland? Do Gallish ports not forgo their custom duties? Don’t you dare say I have forgotten who I am.” 
 
    Hostig’s nostrils flared as he exhaled and he changed the subject, the closest he would come to acknowledging Hilga was right. “It is not the past I came here to speak of but the future. In two days’ time Crown Princess Esme comes of age and takes the throne as Queen and your regency comes to an end. How do you intend to ensure that all your good work does not end with it?” 
 
    Hilga simply smiled. “Let us just say I have a plan to do just that.” 
 
    Hostig scoffed. “And that plan is what exactly? Why not just repeat what worked so well in your case and marry the girl off to a Teton prince?” 
 
    They were on dangerous ground. Hilga could hardly deny that what Hostig proposed would work when just moments ago she had been boasting of all that she had achieved by the very same route. Marrying Esme off to a Teton lord would do nothing to ensure the continuity of her own position, however. Hilga had grown used to power now that she had gotten a taste of it and had no intention of relinquishing it. 
 
    Thankfully she knew just the thread to pick at. “I remind you that all your brothers are married Hostig and none of your sons are of age to wed. I think the King of Prussberg has a son old enough to fit the bill however. Should I give him the honour of taking Esme’s Royal Jewel?” 
 
    The vein in Hostig’s temple throbbed and Hilga knew she had won. Prussberg was Suxony’s greatest rival for power in the Teton borderlands. Hostig might have the personality of the iron poker that seemed to be eternally stuck up his own ass but he was as adept a master of intrigue as any other Teton lord. The idea of a Prussberger princeling being named royal consort, with all the influence and standing that went with it, was unacceptable. 
 
    Again Hostig exhaled heavily. “What is your plan then?” 
 
    For a moment Hilga was sorely tempted to tell him exactly what she intended, if only to laugh at the look it would surely incite on his face. Only the possibility that it might finally cause Hostig the stroke that constantly seemed to threaten to come over him stopped her. He was family after all.  
 
    Instead, rising from her seat, Hilga serenely stepped over to a low table beside the fireplace. A velvet lined box sat on it. It had arrived only yesterday from Valins, an Utrusian city-state renown for its craftsmen. “The details need not concern you. It is enough to say I have thought out a compromise.” 
 
    Hostig raised his eyebrows, an irritated snort coming from his flared nostrils. “A compromise?” 
 
    Hilga idly traced a finger over the top of the box, picturing how she would use the contents inside. A shiver of arousal ran through her at the thought. “Yes Hostig, a compromise. One that will let the Gallish nobility feel they have shown proper fealty to custom and tradition while also ensuring continuity of the peace and prosperity my years as regent have provided for them, the one thing the vast majority of them desperately want.” 
 
    Judging by how obviously he was chewing at the inside of his cheek, Hostig clearly wasn’t satisfied with this answer. However to Hilga’s great surprise after a few long moments he gave a curt nod. “You are right that you have achieved more for our people than anyone could have imagined when my father first sent you here. I suppose that means honour dictates I should trust you.” 
 
    Coming from Hostig that was high praise indeed. “My plan will be clear enough by tomorrow. It is late, nephew, so unless there is anything further I would prefer to take my rest.” 
 
    Another curt nod and Hostig turned on his heel and stomped from the room, the door thudding shut behind him. 
 
    Hilga gave one last lingering look at the box then turned and walked towards her bed. Lying down on it, she raised her hands to her temples and massaged them. Her conversation with Hostig had gone better than she had expected if she was honest with herself but it had still been exhausting.  
 
    She knew one way to relieve the tension. The scene she had witnessed earlier of Princess Esme had aroused her as it always did and now that she was alone and no longer dealing with the headache that was her nephew those feelings bubbled back to the surface and her pussy ached as it suddenly felt very wet. 
 
    On other nights Hilga might have summoned back one of her maids to join her, but tonight she couldn’t be bothered. The thumping of her rising heartbeat ringing in her ears, one hand cupped an ample sized breast as the other hiked up the skirts of her nightshift so she could easily plunge it into her bloomers. As her nimble fingers stroked the wet folds of her labia Hilga moaned aloud at the sensation.  
 
    Closing her eyes she remembered the deliciously lewd scene that had played out so recently in the crown princess’s bedchamber. Her pussy pulsed at the memory of how Esme had desperately clawed and probed at the shield of her belt in a futile attempt to touch her pussy, as Hilga was freely doing now, only to be denied. How the young woman had frantically caressed those parts of her body she did have access to as she tried vainly to give herself release.  
 
    Moaning ever more loudly as her own orgasm built, Hilga imagined Esme lying beneath, bound and at her mercy as Hilga skillfully teased her body. She could see the crown princess’s frantic need to cum build greater and greater even as she continued to deny her. She could practically hear her desperate pleas for release ring in her ears. Hilga thrust two fingers deep inside her vagina as her thumb rubbed itself rapidly over her clitoris and this was more than enough to send the wave of pleasure cresting over her entire body as she cried aloud in climax. 
 
    Afterwards she lay limp on her bed, panting erratically in the aftermath and heart drumming in her chest. Two days. Two more days and she would be able to make that fantasy a reality.

  

 
   
    Chapter Three: Long Live The Queens? 
 
    Standing serenely before the tall mirror that sat beside her dresser, Esme inwardly fidgeted with an impatience that she showed no outward sign of as Lianna and Aelois worked to put the last finishing touches on her appearance. The royal court was in full session, waiting for Esme to appear before them so Queen Hilga could announce who it was who would be named her royal consort tomorrow at her coronation.  
 
    The dress she had chosen for the occasion was an elegant one styled in blue and gold, the colours of the Gallish royal house and Esme’s own subtle way of highlighting that it was she who was the true Gallish royal, not the queen regent. The cut was suitably modest, but still low enough to show off her large breasts to good effect. The bodice clung tightly to her figure and accentuated her narrow waist while the skirts flared out and fell all the way to the ground.  
 
    Lianna stood before her, working away with her powders and brushes and creams to have Esme’s face perfect for the occasion ahead. The princess had to admit it was not an easy task that morning. She had barely slept, as always was the case when she was riled up to the extent she had been the previous night. Again and again she had probed and wrenched at her chastity belt trying to gain entrance even as she desperately caressed those parts of herself she could touch to in a fruitless attempt to finally achieve the orgasm she so longed for. Again and again she had collapsed from exhaustion in a frustrated, weeping mess only to try once again when her strength had returned. 
 
    This had carried on until the daybreak was nearly upon her, when Esme had finally given up and drifted off for a couple of hours of fitful sleep. The effects had been very apparent on her face when she had first looked into the mirror, her features haggard with large dark circles underneath her eyes. It was a credit to Lianna’s skill that not a trace of that showed now. Instead the face that looked back at Esme in the mirror was as radiant as could be. Her pretty round cheeks had a faint, pink glow to them as if she was blushing in anticipation and her lips had been coloured a matching glossy pink that also made them look plumper and fuller.  
 
    Aelois had the comparatively easier task of preparing Esme’s hair. Her bangs had been braided back along the base of her neck, but her long curly tresses were left to hang free like a golden train down her back. She could wear no crown, not even a circlet or diadem, until she officially took the throne, but a fine mesh cap of white lace inlaid with pearls had been placed over her head.  
 
    Lianna was positively gushing when she put down her brush. “I swear by the Gods, Your Royal Highness looks positively radiant.” 
 
    “Never have you looked so beautiful,” Aelois concurred. 
 
    “Whichever man the Queen Regent names to have the honour of taking your Royal Jewel will count himself the luckiest alive, and every other the most cursed,” Lianna added. 
 
    Taking a long look at her reflection Esme found she did not feel beautiful, though undoubtedly the words spoken by her ladies-in-waiting were true. Instead she felt girded, as if she had just finished armouring herself for some pending battle, which in some ways was the truth. A man armoured himself in steel plate and chain, but a woman armoured herself just as surely in lace and silk. 
 
    “Thank you, my ladies,” Esme said simply before turning and walking towards the door. Aelois and Lianna quickly picked up the train of her dress, holding it aloft from the floor to keep it from becoming dirty, and followed in her wake. 
 
    As the trio made their way down the hallways of the palace leading to the royal court they passed liveried servants and court bureaucrats and armoured soldiers on patrol. All bowed deeply to Esme and she felt a thrill of satisfaction. Finally she was coming into her own and was being given the respect that was only her due.  
 
    Her happiness was mixed with worry however. What was Queen Hilga’s game? She must be planning one. Esme was certain her stepmother had no intention of simply relinquishing power and retiring to the life of queen dowager. She certainly wouldn’t were the situation reversed. The thought struck her that Queen Hilga might very well attempt the simplest solution and have her killed, allowing the succession to pass to her half-brother, who would doubtlessly prove a pliable puppet, and extending her regency for the long years ahead until he reached his own age of majority. The crown princess immediately resolved that her first act as Queen would be to replace her personal guards with men whose loyalty she could trust. 
 
    Arriving at the tall doors to the royal court, their dark varnished wood carved with the seal of the Gallish royal crest, the guards bowed before pushing them open. Hearing her name being announced within, Esme took one moment to school her features into what she deemed a proper look of regal demureness and strode through the arched doorway with her head high. 
 
    Each side of the narrow, richly embroidered blue carpet that divided the chamber as it led up to the raised platform seating the royal throne was so packed there was standing room only. Every one of Gallia’s noble houses was represented, from the greatest to the smallest, along with the assembled delegations that had gathered to witness. The thought crossed Esme’s mind that should one of the great carved marble pillars choose this moment to give way, sending the roof crashing down to kill all those below, the continent would be plunged into a state of anarchy not seen since the fall of the old Utrusian Empire. 
 
    Queen Hilga rose from her seat in greeting. While she had never been brazen enough to sit upon the royal throne herself, early in her reign she had replaced the old seat of the royal consort, a plain chair that had sat off to one side, with one equal in size to the royal throne and set right next to it in a place of equal honour. Esme decided that her second act as Queen would be to set things back as they had been. Perhaps she would even do away with the consort’s chair altogether and leave whatever Gallish sycophant or Teton lout the queen regent chose for her with no choice but to stand somewhere twiddling his thumbs. 
 
    The queen regent’s dress was just as fine as Esme’s, only coloured in black and white. The princess’s eyes narrowed slightly at this. The royal colours of Suxony? As happy as Esme was to see Queen Hilga choosing to openly display her association with the Teton kingdoms, especially in contrast to her own clear association with Gallia, this struck her as an odd misstep. She felt an odd tingle of apprehension as she began to suspect that whatever game her stepmother was playing might not be what she had assumed. 
 
    Her slippered feet padding on the carpet, Esme walked down the middle of the assembled crowd who bowed deeply as she passed. She did not feel the usual thrill such displays of respect gave her. Her focus was entirely on Queen Hilga as she approached the throne. The queen regent looked down on Esme from her lofty perch, a smile on her face that did not reach her cold, grey eyes. 
 
    Coming to a stop before the throne, Esme spread her skirts and curtsied. She grit her teeth at having to humble herself so before Queen Hilga, especially here before the entire court and everyone else who was assembled behind her. She took comfort in the reminder that with luck this would be the last time she would have to do so. Inwardly, Esme swore that before she was through she would see Queen Hilga kneeling before her! 
 
    Queen Hilga gestured for Esme to rise and she did so. For one long moment there was only silence. 
 
    “As all here know, tomorrow, on the twenty-first anniversary of her birth, my beloved stepdaughter, Crown Princess Esme, takes her rightful place as Queen of Gallia.” 
 
    Cheers and applause filled the chamber to its domed roof. Esme’s eyes remained locked on Queen Hilga’s who returned her gaze readily as she began descending from the raised platform and she walked towards the younger woman. There was something about the look in Queen Hilga’s eyes that sent a tingling shiver down Esme’s spine. She ruthlessly quashed it. Now was not the time to be distracted. 
 
    “For five years I have ruled Gallia as queen regent, since our late King Roubot was unfortunately taken from us before his time, holding this kingdom in trusteeship for the day the crown princess comes of age. I have borne this duty willingly and made every harrowing decision with the good of this kingdom and its people in the forefront of my mind. There is one last decision that is mine to make as regent, who shall be named royal consort tomorrow when Crown Princess Esme becomes Queen Esme!” 
 
    Queen Hilga was now level with Esme, standing only a couple of feet before her. Both women still stared unblinkingly at one another. Esme could sense that Queen Hilga was building up to whatever move she was going to make. With her back safely to everyone assembled she narrowed her eyes challengingly. 
 
    For a second a cruel gleam appeared in Queen Hilga’s eyes in response. Confusingly, underneath her golden chastity belt Esme felt a pleasurable tingly feeling pulse between her legs. It lasted just a moment and then the older woman looked away to the crowd standing before her. 
 
    “Which individual shall have the honour of taking Crown Princess Esme’s Royal Jewel? Who will it be to also have the duty of supporting her as she learns to be the great Queen she will doubtlessly become? Who will assist her in governing our mighty realm and ensuring the continuity of these times of peace and prosperity as we all wish?” 
 
    There was one long, pregnant pause.  
 
    “After long and careful consideration and reflection, I have decided that person shall be…myself!” 
 
    The silence that followed was deafening. A pin could have dropped and been heard by everyone in the chamber. Esme’s eyes had gone wide and a gasp escaped her throat. Had she misheard? She must have misheard. 
 
    Somehow Esme found her voice. “This is preposterous!” 
 
    A buzz of quiet murmurings filled the air but were silenced at one hard look by Queen Hilga. 
 
    “Preposterous? Whatever does Your Royal Highness mean by that?” 
 
    Esme actually sputtered. Despite the obvious absurdity of what Queen Hilga had just announced she found herself struggling to find words to describe precisely why that was so.  “Your Majesty is…a woman. How will you…um, perform the rite itself?” 
 
    Queen Hilga actually laughed. “Oh my sweet naive girl, never fear. I am more than capable of that. But you do raise a fair point. What I have just decreed is unprecedented. Shall we let the Tetrarchy settle the question of its legitimacy?” She nodded her head to four black robed figures standing at the forefront of the assembled court 
 
    The Tetrarchs, the senior priests to each of the four Gods of the Faith, clearly did not relish being called upon to weigh in on this matter. As every eye in the chamber focused on them they huddled together, frantically conferring with one another in hushed tones. 
 
    Finally they seemed to reach some consensus and Jacquel, Tetrarch to the Father and therefore the most senior of the four, stepped forward. 
 
    He was a man of middling years, the black hair of his beard liberally shot through with grey. “The Cannon of the Faith is clear. When a woman of the royal line ascends to the throne she must have a consort chosen to rule with her, and she must surrender to that consort her… um…purity so that this sacrifice might bind their union in the eyes of the Four. However, the specific gender of the consort is…ambiguous. I think certainly this is a question that should be considered at the next Conclave -” 
 
    “But for now,” Queen Hilga cut in on Tetrarch Jacquel’s ramblings. “Is there any question of the legitimacy, either to canon or to custom, of what I have proposed?” 
 
    There was a long moment of silence then the Tetrarch spoke. “No Your Majesty.” 
 
    Inwardly Esme cursed but she was not surprised. Jacquel was one of the queen regent’s favourites and had been appointed to his position solely because of her. There would be no help from that quarter. 
 
    She wracked her mind for another objection. “What of the succession? Surely Your Majesty must agree that is one thing you are not capable of providing.” 
 
    Queen Hilga’s smile turned shrewd. “But have I not already done so? You forget your dear brother, Willem. He’s a strong and healthy young boy and more than a suitable successor when the time comes and should he predecease you then his own children can fulfil that duty.” 
 
    Esme’s eyes narrowed as she suddenly understood Queen Hilga’s game. It had been foolish of her to suspect the queen regent might have her killed so the succession could pass to her half-brother. The devious woman would never try anything so reckless, not when she could effectively achieve the same result simply by ensuring Esme would leave no successor of her own. 
 
    “Her Majesty makes an excellent point,” Duke Bertray stepped forward from the crowd of notables, stroking his pointed chin beard as he did so. “I would add this also solves the problem of having a split succession and the risks that come with it. History is filled with examples of ambitious younger siblings who have plunged their kingdoms into civil war out of envy and a desire to wear the crown themselves. The knowledge that he, or at least one of his children, will ascend to the throne one day effectively removes any ambition Prince Willem would have in that regard.” 
 
    There were murmurs of approval and now Count Johem stepped forward. He was a stooped old man, his face lined with wrinkles, but he still had a strong and powerful voice. “As much as it pains me to concede this, Duke Bertray raises a pertinent point. No one here wishes to cast aspersions on Prince Willem’s character, Your Royal Highness, or doubts the love you and your brother no doubt hold for each other, but other men may not be of such solid fortitude. A rival claimant to the throne could be a powerful symbol manipulated by dissidents within the realm for their own selfish and wicked ends.” 
 
    More murmurs of approval filled the chamber and Esme fought not to show the panic that was beginning to take hold of her. Duke Bertray was one of her stepmother’s many lackeys so his support for her outrageous proposal was to be expected. Count Johem however was among those she had always thought of as being neutral and it was well known he personally detested Duke Bertray. Surely the court could not actually be coming round to what Queen Hilga was suggesting? 
 
    Looking out to the court Esme saw many nodding heads and contemplative looks and with a sinking feeling she realised that was precisely what was happening. The kingdom had prospered during the years Queen Hilga had served as regent and doubtless many of the lords here today wished for that to continue. As unorthodox and perhaps even scandalous as what she was proposing now might be, it did offer a way for that to happen without technically breaking any custom or tradition. 
 
    To her dismay, Esme realised just how little support she could count on. Compared to Queen Hilga she was an untested girl known for not much aside from having a mercurial temperament and a spiteful attitude. For that last part she could only blame herself, she bitterly had to concede. 
 
    Sensing that things were going her way Queen Hilga moved to stand beside Esme. “Not only does my decision address the question of the succession, it also reaffirms the ties of peace between Gallia and my homeland of Suxony, and indeed all the Teton kingdoms. A Teton royal consort brought peace between us years ago and a Teton royal consort now will only serve to guarantee it continues.” 
 
    The implication there was clear and Esme now understood that Queen Hilga’s decision to dress in the colours of her native Suxony had not been a misstep but a deliberate choice. She was reminding everyone of the circumstances that first brought her to Gallia and Esme realised to her dismay that she had only reinforced that by dressing herself so blatantly in the colours of her own kingdom. The contrast between the two of them could not be more apparent. 
 
    More nodding heads. More murmurs of agreement. There were even a few outright shouts of approval. Looking out of the corner of her eye, Esme saw Queen Hilga give a barely perceptible nod of her head towards Duke Bertray. 
 
    The duke gave one last thoughtful stroke to his chin beard and then raised his hand aloft. “Long live…the Queens!” 
 
    Others took up the cheer and soon the chamber was ringing with cries of “Long live the Queens!”  
 
    Esme knew she was beaten. Her stepmother had completely outplayed her. Even as she seethed inwardly she made no move to resist as Queen Hilga took her hand in her own and raised both aloft in a display of unity. Protesting further would only make her look weak and reinforce the perception of her as a spoiled and immature girl. 
 
    Let Queen Hilga win this round. Tomorrow Esme would be crowned Queen and would have access to real power of her own. The first thing she would do would be to begin to lay the groundwork to remove the unwanted royal consort who came with it. 
 
    That is what she wanted, she told herself as she turned to look at Queen Hilga. She took in the older woman’s beautiful face, her sharply defined features practically radiating authority and triumph. Again Esme felt a tingling ache between her legs. 
 
    Of course that was what she wanted.

  

 
   
    Chapter Four: A Painful Realisation 
 
    Unlike the night before, Esme was seated at the centre of the high table for the evening’s feast, right next to Queen Hilga. She took no pleasure from finally being accorded this honour, realising this was simply another attempt by her stepmother to present a false front of unity between them just as she had earlier before the royal court when they had held raised hands before the lords and ladies of the realm. No need to second guess yourselves, noble lords of Gallia, clearly the future Queen and her future Queen Consort are reconciled to what has been decided. Don’t they look so happy together. 
 
    Queen Consort. Now that was an idea Esme was still trying to wrap her head around. Trying to be subtle, she turned her eyes towards Hilga and took a good, hard look at the older woman who was currently laughing away in conversation with Duke Bertray. The princess had to concede she was beautiful, with her lovely diamond shaped face and pale creamy skin and that long wavy butter-blonde hair.  
 
    Almost of their own accord, Esme’s eyes dipped lower and she found herself staring at her stepmother’s chest. Hilga had large, high breasts that rivalled Esme’s own in size and while her dress was modestly cut the neckline was still low enough to leave them prominently on display and show just a hint of cleavage. The princess suddenly heard a thumping sound and realised it was her heart beating in her chest like a drum as yet another tingly ache shot deep through her pussy. Confused by the whole thing she quickly looked away and beckoned for a refill of her wine cup. 
 
    “Smile Esme, this evening is in your honour after all.” 
 
    Esme stiffened, unsure if she was vexed more by Hilga’s familiar use of her name or her condescending tone. “I’m afraid I do not particularly want to at the moment, Your Majesty.” 
 
    Hilga laughed at that. “Oh Esme, my darling, you will quickly learn that as Queen what you want to do is often unimportant and usually at odds with what you need to do. From tomorrow onwards what you wish for yourself comes a very far second to what is good for the kingdom. I suggest you start practising now.” 
 
    As much as it irked her, Esme couldn’t call Hilga’s words untrue. Reluctantly she forced a fake smile onto her face. “What do you care for the good of the kingdom?” She said through clenched teeth. “You’re just some Teton foreigner here to further Teton interests.” 
 
    To her surprise after a brief pause Hilga actually smiled and gave a slight nod of agreement. “There is some truth to your words, I cannot deny it. I have found my own way to reconcile my duty to my homeland and my duty to Gallia. I think even you could not deny that the results of it have benefited both. When I began my regency it was with an empty treasury, a kingdom ringed on all sides by hostile neighbours, and a populace filled with widowed women and fatherless children. All that caused by your father’s endless wars. I have spent the last five years undoing that damage.” 
 
    Unable to find fault in Hilga’s words, Esme scoffed. “As if you Tetons shy away from war.” 
 
    Hilga’s smile deepened at the obvious deflection. “On the contrary, my sweet girl, we embrace it as a necessity. In ancient days we fought to stop the Utrusians from subjecting us into just another province in their vast empire as they successfully did with you Gallish, I might add. When their empire came crashing down we fought to establish our own kingdoms out of the ruin that followed. When the Great Horde of the Steppe came out of the far east looking to loot and pillage this entire continent we were the shield that held them back as we do to this day. Your late father in contrast fought his wars simply to feed his own ego.” 
 
    Again Esme found herself without an easy answer. She was rescued from having to provide one by an approaching group of men.  
 
    All throughout dinner the various delegations had come one by one to pay their respects and deliver gifts meant to commemorate Esme’s coronation. They had varied wildly according to the customs of each. The Ustrusian city of Milnese had presented a vase of southern porcelain enamelled with the Gallish royal crest. Ostria and Trygon had offered a necklace decorated with pink and white pearls, the corresponding royal colours of the Dual Kingdom. The delegation from Njorsdan had laid out before her a fine cloak made of reindeer fur. 
 
    Recognising the delegation approaching now was none other than the one of Hilga’s native Suxony soured Esme’s relief at the interruption. At their head was King Hostig. From what Esme had observed of the man she never would have guessed he was Hilga’s nephew had she not known otherwise. On an admittedly short acquaintance he had struck her as a charmless dullard. 
 
    Hostig stood before the table and gave a curt bow first to Hilga and then Esme. “Your Majesty. Your Royal Highness. On behalf of Suxony and all the Teton kingdoms I offer you my joyful congratulations on today’s announcement, which will ensure the continuation of the peaceful and respectful relations of our two peoples.” 
 
    Esme actually had to suppress a laugh. She somehow doubted Hostig had ever been ‘joyful’ of anything in his entire life.  
 
    Hilga smiled graciously. “Thank you nephew, that is our hope as well.” 
 
    The King of Suxony bristled at this and for a moment he seemed to be clenching his teeth so tightly Esme was surprised that they didn’t crack. Ignoring the queen regent, he turned his attention to Esme. 
 
    “By Teton custom, on the eve of a woman’s wedding her family presents her with a dagger so she may defend her new home against any who would mean ill will towards it,” Hostig unclipped the dagger from his belt and lay it on the table before Esme. “In honour of this tradition, I give this one to you today.” 
 
    The dagger was a plain one, the hilt and sheath unadorned by jewels or gilt or any of the other typical decorations Gallish lords were known to favour. Esme picked it up and drew it from its sheath. The blade was also undecorated but looked razor sharp. Resheathing the dagger, she thrust it behind the sash of gold silk she had tied around her waist. The weight of it felt oddly comforting. 
 
    “Thank you for the gift, King Hostig,” Esme gave a sly smile. “I promise you that I shall protect my home from anyone who means it ill will.” 
 
    Her words clearly rankled Hostig. Esme let the smile on her face linger, watching the vein on the temple of the King of Suxony’s head throb so prominently that she thought for a moment it might burst. Shooting a quick glare at Hilga for some reason, Hostig bowed curtly again then turned on his heel and stomped off. The rest of the Suxon delegation followed in his wake. 
 
    After a moment Esme heard a laugh and realised it was coming from Hilga. To her surprise she realised this one was neither taunting or smug, as laughter usually was when it came from her stepmother, but instead seemed to be genuinely gleeful. She found she actually rather enjoyed the sound of it. 
 
    Doing her best to stifle her giggles behind one dainty hand, Hilga shifted in her seat to face Esme. “I swear darling, seeing you taunt Hostig has made my evening. I do love seeing someone getting under his skin.” 
 
    To Esme’s confusion she felt a brief tingle of satisfaction at Hilga’s praise. “If it’s so easy to get under your nephew’s skin perhaps he should consider growing a thicker one.” 
 
    Again that joyful laughter, it sounded so lovely. Esme’s confusion only deepened. Hilga was her enemy, the woman who had kept her away from her rightful power all these years and was doubtlessly conspiring to continue doing even so now. She should be planning how to undo the woman, not bonding with her. 
 
    To distract herself more than anything else, Esme pulled her new dagger from its sheath and cut off a leg from the roast capon sitting before her. The blade cut through bone and sinew like it was paper and she pulled the leg of chicken away to drop it on her plate. The meat was moist and the skin looked deliciously crisp but Esme only picked at it. 
 
    “You should eat, Esme,” Hilga said, tossing aside the pork rib she had been gnawing the last of the meat from and then cleaning her face with a linen napkin. “The Four knows you will need your strength tomorrow.” 
 
    The clear implication of Hilga’s words left Esme unsettled but a part of her was also curious. With a dead mother and absent father it had fallen to her old nurse to explain to a younger Esme what exactly would occur when her future royal consort took her Royal Jewel on the night of her coronation, so she had a vague understanding of what a man and a woman did in their marital bed. Hilga was another woman, though. How could she possibly do the same? 
 
    Curiosity won out in the end. “What do you mean by that?” 
 
    This time Hilga’s laughter had its more usual taunting tone. “Oh darling, surely you cannot be that naive? Do I need to explain to you precisely what is meant by taking your Royal Jewel?” 
 
    “I know that much!” Esme’s cheeks blushed both from embarrassment and irritation. “But you’re a…” Her words trailed off. 
 
    “A woman?” Hilga smiled smugly at Esme’s obvious discomfort. “My sweet innocent Esme, there is nothing a man can do to you that a woman can’t also do. In fact you might find that a woman is in fact far superior in those regards.” 
 
    Seeming to sense that Esme still did not understand, Hilga’s smile took on an almost predatory look and her eyes gleamed with an intensity that made the princess shudder. The older woman leaned forward and discreetly placed her hand on Esme’s knee, using the table for cover. 
 
    Hilga was so close to her that Esme could smell the sweet scent of her perfume as she whispered, “Answer this truthfully, do you truly care if it's a man or woman who takes that Royal Jewel of yours, so long as that beastly belt finally comes off and you're finally able to experience everything you’ve been cruelly denied? Does it really matter if it’s me that unlocks it, or do you just want to finally be free of the vile thing?” 
 
    Her breath hitched as Esme felt the long skirt of her dress being pulled up and Hilga’s fingers grip her inner thigh. The princess’s eyes frantically darted around, certain that someone must notice. No one seemed to be giving the two of them any heed, however. The cover of the table hid Hilga’s hands and to anyone glancing their way it must seem that the queen regent was simply having a discreet word with her stepdaughter. 
 
    Fingers lightly caresses the flesh of Esme’s thighs through the thin lace material of her stockings. Slowly they began tracing their way upwards. The young woman could hear the beat of her heart pounding in her ears. Her throat suddenly feeling so very dry she plucked up her wine glass and took a deep sip from it. 
 
    “I admit you have my sympathy, Esme,” Hilga’s voice almost felt like as much of a caress as her fingers. “I can’t even begin to understand how tortuous it must have been for you all these years, your sweet little pussy locked away under that belt unable to be touched by anyone, not even yourself. I can only imagine how you must claw and wrench at it practically every night, desperate to touch yourself, desperate to feel yourself, desperate to finally cum for once in your life!” 
 
    Esme’s face blushed red, Hilga’s lewd words striking too close to home for comfort. Her stepmother’s fingers had reached the hem of her stocking and when they touched the bare skin of her upper thigh it was all she could do to suppress a gasp. Underneath the bodice of her dress her nipples had become hard. 
 
    As her fingers teasingly traced along the very edges of the gold shield of Esme’s chastity belt, Hilga reached with her free hand to a bunch of grapes and plucked a few of them. “I must confess when I first came to Gallia I found there were all sorts of luxuries that I was unused to, but none I enjoyed so much as fresh grapes. They're unheard of in Suxony. So sweet and so juicy.” 
 
    Breath now coming in little hitches, Esme tried not to squirm as Hilga continued to touch and probe around the edges of her belt’s shield even as her pussy ached underneath it, juices beginning to freely leak from her slit. Hilga was doing nothing that she herself hadn’t done countless times before as she had futilely tried to make herself climax, yet somehow being touched like this by someone else felt so much better. 
 
    Hilga raised her hand holding the grapes up before Esme’s lips. “Try them, darling. As I said before, you really should eat.” 
 
    Seemingly of their own volition, Esme’s lips parted and allowed Hilga to tip the handful of grapes into her mouth. Biting down, they squirted their sweet juices and she actually moaned softly at the taste.  
 
    As Hilga’s fingers continued their feathery light caresses of her quivering inner thighs and lower abdomen Esme suddenly felt a gust of hot breath envelop her ear. Hilga was now so close her lips could almost touch her. She spoke in barely a whisper but the words seemed almost deafening. 
 
    “You can’t even imagine the things I can do to you, Esme? How I can make that untouched virgin cunt of yours feel? The pleasure I can induce in this innocent young body of yours? Have you imagined what it would feel like to finally have that pussy of yours cum? Trust me my darling, whatever you have imagined pales in comparison to the climax I could give you. Would you like that? Would you like me to finally let you have release?” 
 
    Yes! Esme could barely stop herself from screaming out the word. She had never wanted something more in her life. Underneath her belt she could feel her clit throbbing like it never had before. Her nipples were rock hard and as they brushed against the fabric of her bodice with every heavening breath little jolts of pleasure seemed to shoot straight from them to her poor aching pussy.  
 
    Somehow Esme heard the drumming sound of footsteps and suddenly Hilga’s hands shot away and the queen regent was almost instantly sitting serenely in her chair as if nothing had happened, the picture of cool composed regalness. 
 
    Esme for her part could only imagine what she must look like. Snatching up a linen napkin she hid her face behind it as she made a show of wiping it. Taking long deep breaths she willed the redness from her cheeks to fade as she cleaned off the perspiration that had broken out all over her skin.  
 
    As the passionate fog she had just been trapped in receded, Esme felt mortification take its place. She had just sat there and allowed Hilga to paw at her more intimately than anyone ever had in her young life. Even worse, she had enjoyed it! Did that mean something? It couldn’t mean something. Esme couldn’t allow it to mean something. 
 
    Schooling her features into what she hoped was a suitable appearance of royal calmness, Esme put down the napkin. Standing before the table was yet another delegation, this time the Ispanard one. 
 
    Grand Duke Aldez, brother of the King of Ispania, stood at the head of the group. He was in his middling years and his moustache and chin beard, waxed to points in Ispanard fashion, were streaked with grey. He still cut an imposing figure, with his square jawed face and powerfully built shoulders. 
 
    The grand duke bowed deeply. “Queen Hilga. Crown Princess Esme.” 
 
    “Grand Duke Aldez,” Hilga gestured regally for him to stand and smiled warmly, “I trust you have not found the hospitality of Libourn wanting during your stay? How is your brother? I do hope that his health is good.” 
 
    “Your Majesty’s hospitality has been perfect, as it always has been,” Duke Aldez answered graciously with a smile of his own. “King Ermon is well, his only hardship being he was unable to honour this great occasion with his own presence.” 
 
    Distracted by the lingering ache of her still very aroused pussy, Esme was only half listening. What she heard irked her. For some reason she did not like the friendly, familiar way the two were addressing each other.  
 
    The grand duke turned his attention to Esme. “I offer congratulations from all of Ispania to you, Crown Princess, on the eve of your coronation. While our two kingdoms have often been rivals and sometimes enemies it pleases me greatly that today we can stand together as friends.” 
 
    Esme smiled thinly at that and Duke Aldez stepped forward and placed a bundle of rolled cloth onto the table before her. 
 
    “In that spirit, I present to you this.” 
 
    Taking up the roll of cloth, Esme used her new dagger to cut the string loops holding it closed and unfurled it. It was a banner coloured a bright blue, decorated with a golden lion in the centre. The material was tattered and torn, covered in old stains of dirt and what looked like blood. 
 
    “It is -” 
 
    “I know what it is, Duke Aldez,” Esme cut the man off coldly, staring at the torn banner before her. “It’s the royal standard of Gallia, presumably the one captured in the battle in which my father fell?” 
 
    Esme heard a barely perceptible hiss of anger from Hilga at her words but Duke Aldez did not seem to take offence at her interruption. If anything he seemed to be concerned that he might have been the one to possibly cause offence to her. 
 
    “The return of captured standards to a former foe is intended to be a gesture of reconciliation. I hope Your Royal Highness understands that.” 
 
    “Of course, it is ever so gracious of you to return what was originally stolen,” Esme could practically feel Hilga glaring at her as she spoke. Knowing she had managed to rankle her stepmother filled her with a brief moment of smug satisfaction that only goaded her on. “A shame that my father is not so easily returned to me as well.” 
 
    Aldez seemed to be taking offence now, and his fellow Ispanards were beginning to murmur mutinously among themselves in their native language. “Death is always a risk in war, and may I remind Your Royal Highness that the war in question was one your late father forced upon us on unjust pretences. The Duchy of Mesego has always been part of Ispania and Gallia had no claim to it.” 
 
    “By Gallish law titles and everything tied to them goes to the eldest child, regardless of gender. When the late Duke of Mesego died the duchy should have passed to his daughter, and by association her husband Count Giulhem of Gallia, not her younger brother. My father was simply pressing the rightful claim of one of his vassals, as any good king should.” 
 
    Aldez’s face darkened but before he could speak Hilga interjected. 
 
    “You must forgive the Crown Princess, Aldez my dear friend. She loved her father greatly, and I’m afraid your well intentioned gesture has brought back bad memories of sadder times. As a father yourself I am sure you understand.” 
 
    That seemed to mollify Aldez slightly and while he still looked angry he nodded. “Filial loyalty is a virtue and one must of course make exceptions for the passion that accompanies youth.” 
 
    With that Aldez bowed again and walked off, his fellow Ispanards trailing behind him. 
 
    There was one long moment of silence then Esme turned to face Hilga. The older woman was looking at her just as intensely as she had before, but now her grey eyes were now burning with cold fury. 
 
    “What were you thinking!” Hilga kept her face composed, but her voice was a furious hiss. 
 
    “Oh, is Your Majesty upset that I might have offended your ‘dear friend’?” Esme answered mockingly. 
 
    Hilga’s eyes narrowed. “Esme, jealousy is a very poor look on you.” 
 
    “Jealous? Your Majesty is mistaken, I’m afraid.” Esme scoffed. 
 
    “Whatever your reasons, my darling girl, are you aware of what you’ve just done? Ispania is easily our greatest rival for power on the continent, and your late father’s last war left a particularly bitter taste with them. Do you know how hard I have worked to convince them that the past belongs in the past? Have you considered what the consequences might be when Duke Aldez reports back to his brother the King that Gallia’s new Queen does not seem to share that mindset? It could very well mean war again between our two kingdoms. Is that what you want?” 
 
    Though she kept up her sullen exterior inwardly Esme cringed at the familiar feeling of disappointment in herself. No, war with Ispania was not something she remotely wanted. It’s not like there had been any lost love for her late father. She honestly didn’t know what she had wanted in that moment other than to distract herself, if only for a second, from the constant feeling of frustration and unfulfillment that seemed to be with her ever since her hated belt had been locked around her all those years ago. 
 
    To her surprise she felt Hilga’s hand on her forearm. The queen regent’s touch looked light but her grip was like a vise as her fingernails dug into Esme’s flesh. A sharp flash of pain shot through her but to her shock it was accompanied by an equally sharp flash of pleasure through her vulva. What on earth was that?  
 
    “You have my sympathies, Esme, as I told you before, but this behaviour of yours will no longer be tolerated. Tomorrow you will be a Queen and if you do not start acting like one there will be consequences!” 
 
    Esme stared at Hilga, suddenly mesmerised by the sight of her; her beautiful face looking at her all stern and imposing. The intensity of her eyes, filled with a look of cruel wickedness. She felt a delightful shudder run down her spine even as she was overcome with confusion. Why was she suddenly aroused by the thought of those threatened ‘consequences’? What was wrong with her? 
 
    Her throat suddenly dry, she swallowed deeply. “W-what consequences do you mean, Your Majesty?” 
 
    Hilga gave a thin smile that was not especially friendly. “You’ll find out soon enough, my sweet darling. For now, smile for our guests and by the Four eat something! Here, have a lobster.” Hilga plucked up an entire one from one of the platters and dumped it on Esme’s plate with a plunk. 
 
    As she turned back to face the hall Hilga’s smile turned warm and gracious, but her voice was still icy cold. “I promise you that you will need all your strength for what I have planned for you.”

  

 
   
    Chapter Five: Punishments & Lessons 
 
    Esme supposed that Count Artin could be considered a handsome man. At the very least he certainly seemed to think that judging by how often he not so discreetly glanced at his own reflection in the mirror hanging next to her bedchamber’s fireplace.  
 
    The princess herself was far less concerned with Count Artin’s looks than his politics. Esme was determined to learn from her mistakes and having been painfully made aware of how little support she had at court she was keen to rectify that. Court Artin was one of the few she knew who had openly spoken out against Hilga’s time as regent. That made him a natural place to start. 
 
    “I could not help noting my lord that you were one of the few at court today who did not celebrate the Queen Regent’s decision to once again become Queen Consort. May I take it that you do not approve?” 
 
    “I most certainly do not, Your Royal Highness,” Count Artin all but growled. “If I may be frank this perversion of one of the kingdom’s most ancient rites is outright heresy.” 
 
    Esme took alarm at that word. The two of them were quite alone. She had to concede the one silver lining of her chastity belt was it freed her to be alone with a man, even in a place such as her bedchamber, without fear of scandal. No need for a nosey chaperone to stand over her shoulder and ensure no impropriety took place when any impropriety was literally impossible. 
 
    Still it would not do to have talk of heresy. One thing was certain and that was when she was crowned Queen tomorrow Hilga would be named as her queen consort. She might even now be conspiring to undo that but any questioning of the legitimacy of Hilga as consort could cast similar questions of her own legitimacy as Queen. She could not have that. 
 
    “The Tetrarchs of the Faith have declared that Queen Hilga’s decision does not violate any of the tenants of the Four. I do not think any good can come from either of us questioning them there. Whatever one can say about the taste or wisdom of it, Hilga will be the legitimate Queen Consort of Gallia as of tomorrow just as I will be its legitimate Queen.” 
 
    Esme spoke softly but firmly and Count Artin seemed to take her point. “Your Royal Highness is right, of course, I apologise for letting my passion on this matter get ahead of my good sense,” He leaned forward in his seat with a clever look on his face, “But Your Royal Highness will surely agree that while not heresy this unprecedented decision is just the latest unneeded and ill thought out innovation the Queen Regent has fostered on this kingdom.” 
 
    Esme made a vague gesture that could be interpreted either as agreement or disagreement. She didn’t outright suspect that Count Artin’s open defiance against Hilga was a trick engineered by her to lure genuine dissidents to her reign into the open but she couldn’t rule it out for certain either. She had underestimated Hilga once before and was paying the price for it now. Until she was certain of where Count Artin stood she could not risk completely exposing herself. 
 
    “Many would say the kingdom has done well under Queen Hilga’s rule,” Esme ventured, “What would you say to them my lord?” 
 
    Count Artin waved dismissively. “Yes yes, the treasury is full and the common people are content. No one can deny that Queen Hilga achieved that, but she hardly did so by magic! All she needed to do was not be a vainglorious warmonger only happy when he was off fighting some war simply to gratify his own inflated ego.” 
 
    The count froze, realising what he had said. Esme gave a small smile of reassurance. 
 
    “My late father was a vainglorious warmonger my lord, do not worry that you cause offence by saying so. Believe me I felt as little love for him in life as I felt grief for him at his death.” Not the least of his offences had been to go off like a fool and get himself killed, leaving Esme under the thumb of Queen Hilga. For that alone he deserved any and all insults that were heaped upon him now. 
 
    “Your Royal Highness is gracious. And I would add that it is hardly the entire realm that has prospered. My county sits along a major river that is a hub for trade. Teton ships sail along it freely, paying none of the customary tolls that is my right to charge foreign ships using our waterways. Teton goods are sold at my county’s markets free of the custom duties meant to stop foreign goods from undermining our own native industries. And year after year taxes taken from my county go to pay the silly tribute we send to the Teton kingdoms to stand guard along the borders. As if those nomadic barbarians of the steppes could ever pose a threat to us.” 
 
    So it all came down to money. Why was Esme so unsurprised? Still, what did she care how grubby Count Artin’s motives might be so long as they ensured his help? 
 
    “Are there others who feel as you do?” Esme asked. 
 
    Count Artin nodded, an eager look now in his eyes. “Many. More than you would imagine. Perhaps Your Royal Highness would like to meet with them?” 
 
    Esme nodded. “Perhaps I might.” She rose from her seat and Count Artin did the same. “Thank you for meeting with me my lord. I shall have a need of people I can trust as I take the reigns of the realm as Queen in my own right. Who knows, at some point, perhaps sooner rather than later, I may even find myself in need of a new consort?” 
 
    Count Artin smiled hungrily at that and boldly looked Esme up and down. Esme felt…nothing. Certainly nothing like how she had felt earlier that evening when Hilga had stared at her with that wickedly cruel look in her eyes. She felt a slight shudder down her back at the very memory and was more confused than ever. How could she find something like that so delightful? And coming from Hilga of all people? 
 
    Raising her hand, she allowed Count Artin to kiss it then with a bow the man turned and left. The door to her bedchamber shut with a bang behind him leaving Esme alone. 
 
    The princess felt a brief moment of satisfaction. She had taken her first step towards creating her own powerbase to rival Hilga’s own Teton inclined faction.  
 
    Thoughts of Hilga reawakened her arousal, however, and soon Esme’s feeling of satisfaction was overwhelmed and replaced by the familiar ache of frustration between her legs. It seemed worse than ever. 
 
    Esme did what she always did at times like this. With trembling fingers she undid the laces at the back of her dress and pulled it down and off her body. Walking towards her bed, her corset and petticoats followed, leaving a trail of discarded clothes in her wake. Now wearing only her shift and stockings, she turned and lay back upon her bed. 
 
    With one hand she slipped one of her large breasts out from her shift and she cupped it, caressing the flesh around her nipple. Somehow Esme found her own touch was lacking compared to her memories of what Hilga had done to her earlier that very same evening. Her cunt pulsed as she remembered how her stepmother had caressed her, whispering such lewd promises in her ear as she did so. A little whimper escaped her lips at the memory. 
 
    Remembering how the pain of Hilga’s nails digging into her arm had also elicited such an intense feeling of pleasure, Esme roughly pawed at her breast and raked her nails across the tender flesh of it. She had always been willing to try anything that could possibly tip herself over into the orgasm she had vainly chased throughout all the years she had worn the belt. Her clitoris throbbed underneath its golden shield in response. Taking her nipple between her thumb and forefinger she cruelly twisted and pinched it. Closing her eyes she imagined it was Hilga doing this, that wicked smile on her face as she did so. The pleasure was so intense she could stop the loud gasp that escaped her throat and became a lustful moan. 
 
    The creaking sound of her bedchamber door opening rang through the room and Esme’s eyes shot open as she frantically slipped her breast back under her shift. 
 
    The door opened and Aelois appeared. There was a concerned look on her face as she curtsied. “Your Royal Highness, are you unwell? I thought I heard noises?” 
 
    “You are mistaken,” Esme said breathlessly, her cheeks burning red with embarrassment, “I was just about to retire. You may leave me to it.” 
 
    Aelois looked at Esme apologetically. “I am afraid I cannot, Your Royal Highness. Queen Hilga has requested you attend her in her chambers at once.” 
 
    “At this hour!” Esme’s eyebrows went high. “Very well, as Her Majesty commands. Please help me dress.” 
 
    Again Aelois looked at her apologetically. “Her Majesty was quite insistent that Your Royal Highness come immediately.” 
 
    With a scowl, Esme rose from her bed and snatched up a cream coloured linen robe which she quickly draped around herself and belted tight. What game was Hilga up to now? She somehow doubted she had commanded Esme come see her at this time of night in order to discuss the latest court gossip. 
 
    The halls of the palace were thankfully empty at this hour. Esme stalked through them with Aelois trailing dutifully in her wake. Already agitated from being interrupted, her ire only grew the closer she came to Hilga’s chambers and by the time she arrived she was positively fuming. 
 
    A pair of soldiers dutifully stood guard outside the doors to Hilga’s bedchamber, but they made no move to stop the princess as she strode up and wrenched them open before entering. Esme almost wished they had, she would relish the opportunity to give them a good bawling out. 
 
    Hilga’s bedchamber was all blues and golds. The irony of the Gallish royal colours being so prominently displayed only rankled Esme more. The only sign of the other woman’s foreign heritage was the small altar table situated before a large painting of Gaia, the Teton goddess of earth. As was traditional, she was depicted lying spread-eagled, her limbs bound by what seemed to be currents of pure light and her naked body only partially shielded by the form of an equally naked man kneeling between her legs. The lewdness of the entire thing was just another strange aspect of Teton culture that Esme did not even begin to understand. 
 
    Hilga herself was perched on a plush armchair before the room’s elaborate marble fireplace. Seeing Esme’s entrance, she rose from her chair and for a moment the young woman forgot her ire as she was stunned by the sight before her. Hilga’s wavy butter blonde hair hung loose behind her shoulders and down her back and the firelight almost seemed to reflect off her luscious features. She wore a silky robe of pale gold that was belted loosely around her narrow waist. So much creamy skin was left revealed that for a wild second Esme found herself wondering if Hilga was naked underneath it. Try as she could, she could not ignore the delicious shudder that surged through her from the sight. 
 
    “You may retire for the night, Lady Aelois,” Hilga graciously said to Esme’s lady-in-waiting, “I would speak with the Crown Princess alone.” 
 
    Aelois curtsied and hastily made her way from the room, closing the door behind her. 
 
    “You requested my presence, Your Majesty,” Esme’s voice had a sullen tone to it as she shook off whatever had just come over her and her previous ire returned. 
 
    Hilga walked towards her. “Is that a hint of sulkiness I hear, Esme? Whatever for?” 
 
    Esme resisted the urge to snap at the older woman for her taunting words, remembering her earlier warning that such behaviour would no longer be tolerated. Clenching her little hands into fists, she kept her voice even as she answered. “The hour is late and I was about to retire for the evening. May I ask why I have been summoned, Your Majesty?” 
 
    “My apologies for interrupting your…sleep, darling.” 
 
    The way Hilga spoke made it almost sound as if she had guessed what Esme had really been doing when Aelois had interrupted her. She fought against the blush threatening to appear on her cheeks as Hilga came to a stop before her. 
 
    The two women were near the same in height. For some reason Esme’s eyes went to Hilga’s lips, suddenly aware of how close they were to her own. They looked so plump and soft, shining glossily from the rogue that coloured them. For one wild moment Esme felt the urge to kiss them. 
 
    She was startled out of whatever strange state had come over her by Hilga reaching up to tuck one of her golden curls behind her ear. The gentle gesture contrasted vividly with the stern look that came over the older woman’s face, her eyes gleaming cruelly.” 
 
    “You must remember what I said to you at dinner? That there will be consequences for your misbehaviour from now on? I’ve given some thought to how best to deal with your earlier outburst and have come to what I feel is an appropriate means of correction for it.” 
 
    Esme’s eyebrows shot up to her blonde bangs. “You mean to…punish me?” Why did the thought of that send a little pulse of pleasure through her already damp pussy? 
 
    Hilga’s smile was practically predatory. “I intend to do more than that, my darling girl. I will be giving you more than one lesson tonight. I also recall how you’ve seemed so confused as how I as a woman can fulfil my duties to you as your consort. I think a little demonstration before tomorrow night may help put your mind at ease in that regard.” 
 
    The princess almost gasped. Did Hilga mean to do…things with her even before she officially became her consort? To her surprise Esme found the idea not entirely repulsive. She remembered how Hilga had touched her earlier, how wonderful it had felt, far better than anything she had ever managed to do to herself. But what did she mean by punishing her? 
 
    “W-what are you going to do to me?” For a second Esme almost didn’t recognise her voice, it sounded so small and unsure, so very unlike how it usually was. 
 
    To her surprise Hilga’s smile became reassuring and she reached out and took Esme’s hand in her own. “Nothing that I suspect you won’t enjoy. Follow me and you shall find out.” 
 
    Esme trailing in her wake, Hilga walked over to one of the corners of the room. The younger woman’s eyes went wide in surprise when Hilga reached out and pulled at what seemed to be a normal candelabra set in the wall and a hidden door opened to reveal a tunnel. Picking up a candle Hilga entered, pulling Esme after her. 
 
    The tunnel was dark and dusty, with many twisting offshoots branching off in different directions. Esme was soon hopelessly lost. Hilga thankfully seemed to know where she was going and the younger woman gripped her hand even more tightly, as if she was afraid it might slip from her grasp leaving her lost in this dark labyrinth unable to find her way out. 
 
    After some time one of the offshoots led them into a small chamber and Hilga put the candle into a small alcove so it could illuminate the space. One wall had what seemed to be a window and it looked in on what looked like a modestly sized and decorated bedchamber. To Esme’s surprise a young woman was pacing back and forth in it who she instantly recognised as Lianna.  
 
    At Esme’s questioning look Hilga smiled. “The glass is one way. We can see her, but as far as your lady-in-waiting is concerned it is simply an ordinary mirror hanging on her wall.” 
 
    Esme looked back at the window. As Lianna continued to pace back and forth, her pretty face appearing nervous for some reason, a thought suddenly occurred to her. 
 
    “Is there a window like this in my bedchamber?” 
 
    Hilga’s smile turned cunning. “Why yes, darling, I believe there is one next to your bedchamber’s fireplace.” 
 
    Esme stiffened as she remembered the words Hilga had whispered in her ear at dinner. I can only imagine how you must claw and wrench at it practically every night, desperate to touch yourself, desperate to feel yourself, desperate to finally cum for once in your life. Even as she blushed a little at the memory Esme turned and pointed an accusing finger. “You’ve been spying on me!” 
 
    There was not even the slightest hint of embarrassment or shame on Hilga’s face. In fact she actually tipped her head back for a second and laughed. “Can you blame me, Esme, you are such a delicious sight to behold.”  
 
    Hilga’s expression changed and to Esme’s surprise she saw genuine sympathy. The older woman reached out and cupped her hand against the princess’s cheek. Without thinking Esme found herself snuggling into the caress. “I admit, as much as I have enjoyed watching your nightly activities, I also feel so sorry for what you have endured. I promise you, that all changes tomorrow.” Turning to look at the window of one way glass she went on, “But let us put that aside for now. It seems your lesson is about to begin.” 
 
    Looking into the window, Esme saw the door to Lianna’s bedchamber open and to her surprise Aelois entered. Whatever was she doing here at this hour? 
 
    Lianna seemed to be saying something to Aelois as the woman approached but the one way glass seemed to be quite sound proof and Esme could not make out what it was. Whatever Lianna was saying, Aelois raised one finger and pressed it against her lips, clearly shushing her. 
 
    A long moment passed then Esme’s eyes went wide in shock as Aelois placed her hand at the back of Lianna’s neck and bent the taller woman down so she could capture her lips in a kiss. 
 
    Lianna gave no sign of protest and kissed Aelois back passionately. As the kiss deepened, Aelois reached around with her free hand and cupped Lianna’s backside. When Lianna responded by placing both of her hands on Aelois’s waist, however, the shorter woman broke the kiss and grasped them firmly by the wrists to pull them away. Lianna seemed to attempt to protest but Aelois cut her off, her face stern, and Lianna obediently let her hands fall by her sides. 
 
    Esme felt her heart rate elevate and her breathing go uneven as she watched the two women kiss again. Aelois reached out with both her hands to cup Lianna’s breasts through the fabric of her dress. Judging by how the chestnut haired woman visibly moaned into Aelois’s mouth the caresses were greatly appreciated, but once again when Lianna seemed to move to reciprocate the shorter woman grabbed her hands and forced them back to her sides. Again Lianna seemed to protest but Aelois simply raised one finger in warning and her protests stopped. 
 
    Taking Lianna by her shoulders, Aelois turned the woman around and began undoing the laces of her dress. Lianna stood obediently still but her face had a look of frustration on it that Esme was all too familiar with. 
 
    Lianna’s dress fell to the ground around her ankles, followed by her corset and petticoats and shift, leaving her standing in nothing but her stockings and frilly pair of bloomers decorated with pink bows. Her breasts were only modestly sized but went well with her tall and willowy frame. Esme found herself staring at them, her arousal growing greater with every second that she watched the lewd show unfolding in front of her. 
 
    Turning Lianna back around, Aelois brought her hands around to cup the woman’s bum almost possessively. Taking advantage of her smaller stature, the still fully clothed woman bent her head and latched her lips around one of Lianna’s nipples, beginning to suck at it. Lianna’s mouth fell open as she gasped in apparent pleasure and Aelois’s fingers gripped even tighter at the flesh of her bum, her fingernails digging into the perky cheeks. If Lianna found this painful she gave no sign of it and only arched herself forward to try and feed more of her breast into Aelois’s mouth. 
 
    Head tipped back and her lips open in a moan of pleasure, Lianna’s hands reached to brush themselves along Aelois’s forearms. Even this small movement elicited a similar response as before and Aelois stepped back, breaking all contact with Lianna, with a furious look on her face and she clearly berated her. Lianna’s pleading seemed to have no effect and Aelois only raised her hand and pointed sternly towards the large four poster bed on the far side of the room. 
 
    Lianna walked over to the bed with a hint of sullenness about her and obediently lay down upon it on her back. Confused, Esme turned away and looked towards Hilga. She was surprised to discover that Hilga was paying no heed to the lewd acts of the two women in the other room and instead seemed to be watching Esme intently. 
 
    “Why does Lianna allow Aelois to treat her in such a way?” 
 
    Hilga leaned forward and her whispered voice in Esme’s ear almost felt like a caress. “Because she enjoys it. Lianna is a submissive. She enjoys being controlled and given orders just as Aelois, as a dominant, enjoys giving them and seeing them obeyed. Now pay attention, darling, the lesson is not over yet.” 
 
    Esme turned back and saw Lianna lying pliantly on the bed, her head arched up with a pleading look upon it as she stared at Aelois. The shorter woman had placed herself in front of the bed and was slowly untying the laces of her dress, a wicked smile on her face as she swayed her body back and forth, clearing savouring the mesmerised look on Lianna’s face.  
 
    Doing the last of the laces, Aelois shimmied out of her dress as it slid down off of her body. Her corset followed and then she reached under her petticoats to pull off her bloomers and toss them to one side.  
 
    Aelois reached up and freed one amply seized breast from the top of her shift. With one hand she palmed it, rubbing the heavy, dark nipple with her fingers and then lifting it up so she could actually tease it with the tip of her tongue. Her other hand grasped the frilly lace hem of her petticoats and slowly pulled them up to reveal her stocking encased shapely legs and then eventually her pussy, bare save for a small triangle of black pubic hair at the very top of it. 
 
    Esme watched enviously as Aelois ran one finger slowly up and down the slit of her pussy, imagining what that must feel like and wishing she could do the same. She mimicked the act herself, tracing one finger up and down even though she felt nothing but the metal of the shield of her belt underneath the thin fabric of her shift.  
 
    Then Aelois took two of her fingers and plunged them between the lips of her cunt, thrusting them in and out at a steady pace. As her other hand continued to play with her bared breast, the black haired woman pouted her lips in an exaggerated moan of pleasure. Esme stifled one of her own as her clit throbbed at the wanton display. 
 
    It was clear that Lianna was also aroused by the show. One of her hands crept down her belly and began to slip underneath the waistband of her bloomers only to freeze when Aelois noticed and sharply rebuked her. Lianna seemed to attempt to plead with Aelois, but when the latter again raised a finger in warning she reluctantly moved her hands away, crossing them above her head on the bedding almost as if they were bound together. 
 
    Seemingly pleased by this, Aelois slipped her petticoats down off her hips and then pulled her shift up over her head so she now stood completely naked before Lianna. Walking towards the woman as she lay on the bed, Aleois reached up and unbraided her long black hair so it fell loose down her back. Lianna watched as if entranced, her little pink tongue wetting her plump lips. 
 
    Reaching the bed, Aelois climbed on top of it and straddled Lianna’s hips. The chestnut haired woman’s hands twitched, clearly wanting to reach up and touch her, but otherwise they remained obediently crossed above her head. Aelois smiled at the sight before swooping down and kissed the other woman. 
 
    Lianna clearly moaned into Aelois’s mouth as their lips met. Her entire body quivered underneath Aelois but her hands remained utterly still and locked in place  
 
    Breaking the kiss Aelois crawled her way up Lianna’s body until her pussy was hovering just above her panting lips. Esme’s eyes went wide as she saw the shorter woman reach down to cup her hand to the back of Lianna’s head before bringing her face up so she could fasten her mouth upon her pussy and suck it. 
 
    Esme was shocked again when she felt Hilga’s hands on her shoulders, slipping her cotton robe from it, leaving her standing in nothing but her nightshift. Beginning to turn she protested, “Your Majesty, whatever are you -” 
 
    She was cut off as one of Hilga’s hands seized her wrists and held them behind her back in a grip as strong as iron. Her other hand pulled up the hem of Esme’s nightshift to cup one of the plump cheeks of her bottom. “Be quiet now, darling, and focus on the lesson. I’ll attend to your punishment.” 
 
    “My punishment?” Esme said in confusion, distracted by the almost possessive feel of one hand cupping her bum as the other gripped her wrists like an iron vice and baffled at how her only reaction was to feel even more aroused than before. 
 
    Esme could sense the smug smile that was on Hilga’s face. “Yes Esme, I did promise you there would be consequences for your actions earlier. I’ve decided that if you’re going to act like a spoiled child, the most appropriate response will be for me to spank you like one.” 
 
    SLAP! Hilga’s hand left her bum only to return and deliver a solid spack against one cheek. Esme’s face blushed red in embarrassment, mortified at being treated in such a demeaning fashion, but as pain radiated through her bottom from the blow a flash of pleasure also seemed to pass through her vagina. When Hilga’s hand lifted away in preparation to strike again, Esme actually found herself arching her bum out to better expose herself. 
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! Hilga rained more strikes down on Esme’s bum, her hand hitting first one cheek and then the other, alternating between the two until both were glowing bright red. Each blow hurt, but also seemed to correspond with a pulse of pleasure, and the cries that escaped her lips were half in protest and half in delight. She pressed herself up against the glass of the window, the feeling of the cool glass against her hard nipples only adding to her enjoyment. 
 
    Even as Hilga continued her assault on Esme’s poor bum, the princess continued to watch the lewd sight playing out before her eyes in the other room. Aelois was grinding herself against Lianna’s face even as the other woman sucked away at her pussy with everything she had. Above her head, Lianna’s arms, crossed at the wrists, twitched and shook as she clearly fought against her desire to reach up and caress Aelois’s body. They remained firmly in place, however, and did not move so much as an inch. 
 
    Suddenly Aelois’s entire body tensed and then began to shudder as her head fell back and a cry escaped her lips. Esme could only watch jealousy as her lady-in-waiting rode out her climax, grinding her vulva even more vigorously against Liana’s face as she did so, while her own clitoris throbbed way desperately underneath the golden shield of her chastity belt.  
 
    Climbing off Lianna, Aelois bent down to plant a brief kiss on her lips and then slid down the bed until she was kneeling just above the juncture of the other woman’s legs. Lianna’s head arched up off the covers, her face smeared with Aelois’s juices as she quite obviously was begging something from the other woman.  
 
    Aelois smiled tauntingly and puckered her lips, slowly leaning down towards Lianna’s pussy. At the last minute she stopped, however, only to blow a mocking kiss, her lips just inches from the chestnut haired woman’s slit. Lianna’s hips lifted themselves off the bed, desperately trying to bring her cunt in contact with those taunting lips, but Aelois’s hands shot out to grip them firmly and push her back down onto the covers, holding the other woman in place.  
 
    As Aelois continued to teasingly blow mocking kisses just above the quivering vulva below her, Lianna pleaded and begged, her eyes filled with a desperation that Esme recognized all too easily. Even as she did so, however, her hands remained crossed above her head and did not move in the slightest. 
 
    For one long moment Aelois held Lianna’s gaze, then finally she lowered her mouth down to capture Lianna’s clit between her lips and gently sucked it. Lianna’s head fell back and she cried out in joyous relief and within moments her body shuddered as release swept through her. 
 
    Esme actually sobbed in frustration as she watched this play out. Hilga delivered one last spank to her bottom and stopped. As much as Esme’s poor bum was throbbing with pain from the spanking that had been inflicted on it, her pussy quivered in protest and she could not stop the little whine that slipped from her lips. 
 
    Hands gripped Esme’s shoulders and she was spun around. Looking at Hilga, she saw a look of intense passion in the older woman’s eyes that took her breath away. For a moment the two women stared wordlessly at one another, and then Hilga’s hands flew to the hem of Esme’s nightshift, pulling it up and over the princess’s head to toss it to one side leaving her standing naked before her except for her chastity belt. 
 
    Still with a look of intenseness in her eyes that left Esme rooted in place, Hilga unbelted her robe and let it slip from her body. Underneath she was indeed naked except for a set of lacey black bloomers that she quicked pulled down her legs and stepped out of. The sight of Hilga standing naked sent a quiver through Esme as her heart leapt into her throat and a little gasp escaped. She drank in the sight of the older woman’s large, heavy breasts capped with large, elongated nipples that were hard as diamonds. Hanging on a fine gold chain between the deep valley of them was a small, almost insignificant looking gold key. The key to her chastity belt. For a moment Esme’s eyes stared at it then slowly trailed down and locked transfixed on Hilga’s pussy, bare except for a narrow little strip of blonde hair that sat just above it. 
 
    Seeing Esme mesmerised by the sight of her naked body brought a wicked smile to Hilga’s face. Seizing both of the younger woman’s shoulders once again, she pushed Esme back until her bottom was pressed up against the stone tiles behind her, the cool surface comforting against the hot, inflamed skin of her poor abused bum. Leaning in slowly, Hilga pressed her lips against the princess’s in a kiss. 
 
    For a second Esme was too stunned to do anything, but then she felt Hilga’s tongue probing against her lips and she parted them to give access. As she felt the older woman press her breasts up against her own, hard nipples rubbing against hard nipples, Esme gave a moan of pleasure that was partially stifled by Hilga’s mouth. Their two tongues duelled against one another as the kiss deepened and became more passionate. 
 
    Hilga spread her legs wider so she was half straddling Esme and began grinding her pussy against the shield of her chastity belt. The younger woman could feel the heat of her stepmother’s vagina radiating through the belt almost like a caress. Hilga’s cunt was so wet that little droplets of her juices dripped through the tiny ventilation holes of the belt’s shield, splattering upon her pelvis. By chance one of them fell on the very edge of her clitoris. Even that tiny bit of contact was enough to make her little bud throb with an intensity it never had before and Esme broke the kiss to cry out in delight as a surge of pleasure seemed to shoot up her spine and radiate through her entire body. 
 
    A similar cry of pleasure escaped Hilga’s lips and her hands gripped both sides of Esme’s head, fingers entwined in her hair, to pull her back into another kiss, her tongue roughly forcing its way into her mouth. For her part, Esme reached around to cup her stepmother’s bum with both hands, grinding back against her pussy with everything she had as her own hummed with more pleasure than it ever had experienced before. She could feel her clit throbbing madly underneath her belt, almost seeming to strain upwards towards the moist warmth of Hilga’s cunt that was only inches away.  
 
    Now it was Hilga who broke the kiss and tipped her head back, crying out as her body shuddered in orgasm. A frantic sob escaped Esme’s throat and she redoubled her efforts, rocking her hips desperately as she mashed her breasts against the older woman, focusing on the delicious feel of her skin against her own. She was close. So close. Closer than she had ever been before. She could almost feel the wave of pleasure building inside her begin to crest. 
 
    It still wasn’t enough. As Hilga rode out the last waves of her climax and stilled, Esme felt the wave begin to recede. For a few seconds more she continued to hump against the older woman, then with a frustrated shriek she pounded both her fists against the stone tiles behind her and ceased her efforts. Tears welled up in her eyes and began pouring down her cheeks as she sobbed away snottily. 
 
    Suddenly Esme felt arms being wrapped around her in a tight embrace and instinctively she curled herself up against Hilga, her face nuzzling into the crook of her neck as she continued to sob uncontrollably. One of Hilga’s hands softly stroked her long, blonde tresses as she shushed her and whispered soothingly in her ear. “My poor darling girl…there there…it’s alright, I have you…just let it all out…” 
 
    Esme only cried harder, sobbing into the older woman’s neck like a little girl as her pent up frustration came bubbling out. Hilga just wrapped her arms more tightly around Esme’s shaking body, whispering reassuringly as she planted soft kisses along the side of her face. Even as her pussy continued to pulse and throb in unfulfilled arousal underneath her belt, she felt herself calming as her sobs became small little hitches of breath.  
 
    The newfound sense of comfort clashed with Esme’s growing confusion. Hilga was her enemy and had just spanked her like a naughty little girl. Why did she feel so safe and reassured being held by her like this? She should be shoving the woman away in fury, not snuggling up even more tightly against her and revelling in the delicious feeling of her naked skin against her own naked skin. Instead, almost involuntarily, Esme found herself returning Hilga’s embrace and pressing herself up against her even more tightly as she nuzzled her nose into the older woman’s hair, revelling in the scent of her. 
 
    Hilga’s crooning voice continued to wash over her like a caress. “There there Esme…I can’t begin to imagine what it must be like…it’s monstrous what they’ve subjected you to…were it up to me I would unlock you from that hideous belt this very minute…hush now, my darling, it’s alright…” 
 
    As she snuggled herself even closer into Hilga’s embrace, Esme suddenly was aware that the key had become lodged between one of her breasts and one of the other woman’s, the cool metal digging into the soft flesh of her bosom. The thought filled her head that if Hilga was being truthful in what she was saying to her perhaps she could be persuaded to actually free her from her belt. Esme’s mind suddenly was fixated on the idea of Hilga unfastening the lock that held her chastity belt in place. Her imagination ran wild as wondered how it might feel to have the older woman’s skillful fingers touch her poor, denied cunt. She felt her clitoris ache at the thought. 
 
    Even as Esme opened her mouth to beg Hilga to do it, to unlock her and take her Royal Jewel right there and then, another thought suddenly gripped her. What if this had been the older woman’s plan all along? Win Esme over with soft words of sympathy and pleasureable but teasing caresses so she would trust her just enough to ask the one thing she was forbidden to ask, then reveal what had occurred to the entire court in order to disqualify her from the succession and see the throne pass to her half-brother, prolonging her own regency in the process. 
 
    Even as Esme’s body seemed to be screaming out that this wasn’t true, that she was being paranoid, that she should trust Hilga, her mind suddenly couldn’t dismiss the possibility. As for her heart… 
 
    Esme immediately shut down that line of thought. She was not going to let her mind go there. She could not let her mind go there. It didn’t matter that Hilga had invoked feelings of pleasure in her young body greater than anything Esme had experienced before. It didn’t matter that here and now, held closely in her arms, for the first time since she had been locked up in her belt all those years ago Esme felt a sense of peace and safety free of the frustration that had plagued her for her entire adult life. Hilga was her enemy. Her rival. The woman standing between her and the power that was rightfully hers. She could not have feelings for her. It was impossible. 
 
    Seemingly satisfied that Esme had calmed herself, Hilga released her from her embrace and stepped back. There was a smile on her face, somehow both warm and reassuring but also wicked at the same time, that sent a shiver down the younger woman’s back. “I think that’s enough for one evening, darling, don’t you? After all,” She went as an almost predatory gleam appeared in her eyes, “You’ll need a good night’s sleep to prepare you for tomorrow.” 
 
    Esme just stood here as Hilga picked up her nightshift and pulled it back down over her body, before loosely wrapping her own robe around herself. When the older woman leaned forward to plant a soft little kiss on her lips Esme didn’t kiss her back, but neither did she make any attempt to stop her. Despite the gentle, almost chaste, nature of it, the feeling of those plump, silky lips against her own seemed to shoot directly through her body to her cunt. It took everything she had to suppress the groan that threatened to slip from her mouth, but she did so, determined not to let Hilga see how deeply she was affected by her. 
 
    As Hilga led her back through the spidercomb of tunnels, Esme’s eyes kept dipping down to stare at her bum, watching it sway back and forth underneath the silky material of her robe. Her pussy ached and throbbed at the sight from underneath the golden shield of her belt. One more day, she repeated to herself almost like a mantra. One more day and it would finally be off her for good. 
 
    One more day and Hilga would take her Royal Jewel.  
 
    As her clit throbbed harder than ever at the thought, Esme felt so confused, trying to understand these strange new feelings that had come over her seemingly from nowhere.

  

 
   
    Chapter Six: Duty or Desire? 
 
    Hilga watched through the one way glass as Esme kneeled on the mattress of her bed, one hand palming one of her large breasts as the other caressed and stroked at her inner thighs. Her robe hanging open over her otherwise naked body, Hilga almost mirrored her stepdaughter’s actions, rolling one plump, elongated nipple between the thumb and forefinger of one hand while the other was buried between her legs, two fingers thrusting in and out of the opening of her vagina as her thumb rubbed against the throbbing little bud that was her clitoris.  
 
    Upon returning to her chambers and dismissing Esme to return to her own, on impulse Hilga had returned to the network of secret tunnels, quickly following the path that led to the princess’s bedchamber. She had been curious to see what Esme would do once she was back in the privacy of her quarters, wanting to know what if any effect their earlier activities had had upon her. 
 
    Arriving at the little chamber that covertly looked into Esme’s bedchamber just moments before Esme herself had arrived, Hilga had been delighted to see that the younger woman tossed aside her clothes in wild abandon and almost immediately began attempting to pleasure herself. Clearly their earlier almost tryst had affected the princess as much as it had Hilga, and the unfulfilling ending on her part seemed to have left her in quite the pent up state. 
 
    Even as with one hand she pawed and raked and pinched at first one breast then the other, and as the other hand stroked and clawed at the soft flesh of her inner thighs, Esme stared almost unblinkingly at the mirror in front of her. Hilga let herself imagine their eyes were locked with one another as she drank in the sight of Esme moaning and panting as all the while she thrust her own fingers deep into her pussy with ever more intensity.  
 
    A thought suddenly occurring, Hilga found herself wondering if Esme suspected she was on the other side of the seemingly ordinary mirror hanging before her bed, or at the very least was fantasising that she was to aid her own efforts at masturbation. The girl certainly seemed to be putting on more of a show than usual. She rocked and swayed her hips sensuously and arched her back to jut out her large breasts even more prominently. Her full, plump lips were puckered open and Esme slowly licked at them with her tongue.  
 
    Suddenly, Esme lurched forward until she was bent over, both hands shooting up to cup and caress her breasts as her hips rocked back and forth desperately. Her eyes were squeezed shut but little tears of frustration leaked out of their corners as she panted and sobbed, clearly right at the edge and trying with everything she had to tip herself over it. Hilga’s own arousal spiked higher, drinking in the sight. Esme was never so beautiful as when she was right at the edge of orgasm. 
 
    Esme tipped her head back and let loose a frustrated howl that Hilga could almost hear even through the sound proof glass, clearly unable to make herself cum despite her best efforts. Hilga groaned in pleasure as she felt her own orgasm fast approaching. 
 
    Then something happened that surprised Hilga. Esme reached over to her robe, which lay abandoned on the edge of her bed where she had earlier discarded it. Fishing around in one of its pockets, her hand emerged holding a pair of frilly black bloomers that Hilga instantly recognised as the ones she had been wearing earlier. She had been unable to find them before and had assumed they were lying abandoned in some corner of the chamber where she and Esme had spied upon Aelois and Lianna. Instead it seemed the saucy little minx had grabbed them somehow. 
 
    Hilga leaned forward so her forehead almost touched the one way glass before her, so curious as to what Esme intended. To her delight, the young woman raised the frilly bloomers to her face and took a long sniff from them and shuddered in delight.  
 
    Leaning back on her haunches, Esme pushed the bundle of underwear up against her nostrils and inhaled deeply from them. Her free hand returned to her inner thighs, caressing the golden tanned skin there with her fingertips, tracing up and down the tender flesh. Hilga fingered herself even more frantically as she watched the lewd sight before her,  
 
    Her body writhing, the younger woman sniffed away at Hilga’s bloomers and then her mouth opened and her tongue shot out to lick away at the material itself. As this went on her other hand continued to caress at the soft flesh of her inner thighs with a franticness that bordered on desperation.  
 
    Frustration clearly showing on her face, Esme lay back on the bed and draped Hilga’s bloomers over her face so she could continue to enjoy the scent of them while freeing her hand to caress her breasts. One pointed nipple was seized and roughly pinched and twisted. Her kneeling limbs spread themselves even further open as Esme’s other hand reached further down to caress at the inner flesh of the cleft of her bum, probing at the rear bar of her belt as she did so. As her stepdaughter’s body shuddered and twisted in frustrated pleasure, skin shining from a sheen of sweat that had broken out from her efforts, Hilga drank in the sight and marvelled not for the first time at the girl’s inventiveness. 
 
    Hilga’s own caresses were growing more frantic as well as she felt the wave of pleasure building inside of her, relentlessly reaching its crest. She ran the fingers of one hand through her labia folds till they were drenched in her own juices then reached up to stroke at her hard nipples. She couldn’t help the moan that escaped her throat at the delightfully slick, wet sensation.  
 
    Her other hand was busily at work between her legs. Three whole fingers were thrusting into her hot vaginal tunnel. The wet, squelching sound they made went in time with Hilga’s guttural pants of exertion. Her thumb rubbed itself against her clit, which was now jutting out almost lewdly from its protective hood as it throbbed in excitement. As Hilga continued to watch Esme’s writhing form through the one way glass, she revelled in the knowledge that she was touching herself the way the younger woman would eagerly do to herself were she not prevented by the golden belt locked around her cunt. 
 
    Esme’s sweaty, shaking body strained with everything she had in one final, desperate effort to make herself cum. Both her hands wildly touched and probed around the edges of the triangular shield that cupped her never touched virgin cunt as her hips once again rutted themselves lewdly. The young woman’s head tossed from side to side in a frenzy as she sobbed and moaned in anguished frustration. 
 
    Then with one last wail of defeat Esme lay still. One small, dainty fist pounded itself against the golden shield of her belt as her other hand yanked and twisted at the lock that sat at its top. The sight was enough to tip Hilga over the edge, however, and she shuddered and cried out in delight as pleasure raked through her body. As she rode out the waves of her climax, her hooded eyes remained locked on the princess, watching as Esme continued to weakly claw and tug at her belt, as if she could somehow tear through the metal barrier and reach the poor denied pussy that sat underneath. 
 
    At last Esme abandoned even this futile effort. Rolling onto her side, she wrapped her arms around herself as she softly wept, tears freely running down her cheeks. 
 
    As the last vestiges of pleasure receded, Hilga felt them be replaced with sympathy at the sight before her. The poor girl. As arousing as the sight of Esme’s vain attempts at pleasuring herself had been, Hilga took no joy in the frustrated aftermath it left her in. Almost of her own volition her hand went the key hanging in the valley of her breasts on its fine gold chain. The key to Esme’s chastity belt. Part of her wanted nothing more than to go straight to the girl’s bedchamber, unlock her from that beastly contraption, and give her the release she so clearly was desperate for. Well, eventually give her that release, after she had first indulged her own desires and teased her right to the brink a few times. It would only heighten the eventual end when it arrived. 
 
    It would be so easy to do so. Pent up as Esme was, Hilga doubted there would be any resistance on her part. It was so tempting. Her lips the first ones ever to touch Esme’s chaste vagina. Her tongue the first to ever taste its sweet nectar. Her fingers the first to penetrate its inner tunnel. How the younger woman would moan and gasp as Hilga pleasured her, plead and beg for release, sob and wail when denied, then finally scream in joy when it was granted.  
 
    With tremendous effort, Hilga suppressed the temptation. Whatever her desires, she still had her duty to see through. With one last lingering look at Esme lying weeping on her bed, she turned her back and walked from the chamber. 
 
    One more day, Hilga told herself. One more day and she would see both her duty and her desire satisfied. She wanted Esme, she could not deny that. It seemed abundantly clear at this point that Esme also wanted her, even if the stubborn thing couldn’t yet bring herself to openly admit it. 
 
    One more day and both of them would finally have what they want.

  

 
   
    Chapter Seven: The Consort of a Queen 
 
    As Esme’s ladies-in-waiting worked away at her, preparing her for the ceremony that was soon to take place, the young woman swore that a flock of butterflies must have taken up residence in her stomach.  
 
    The night before had gone much as it always had. Pent up and still aroused from her earlier almost tryst with Hilga, Esme had desperately tried to pleasure herself. Even now a slight blush came to her face as she remembered how she had fantasised that Hilga had been watching her through the newly revealed spyhole that previously she had dismissed as only a mirror. How she had pretended to be performing for her even as part of her mind could not help but wonder if Hilga actually was there. 
 
    Her own touch had been underwhelming compared to her stepmother’s, but the fantasy had fed her arousal as had the addition of Hilga’s stolen bloomers. Her blush only deepened as she remembered how she had sniffed greedily at the scent of them and perversely licked at the gusset. Once again Esme had felt so tantalisingly close to climax she could almost taste it. 
 
    As ever it hadn’t been enough, and when Esme had despairingly resigned herself to that fact she had eventually drifted off into a restless sleep. Her dreams had been fitful and tormented by memories of Hilga and what had occurred between them earlier. Hilga’s naked body. The feel of her firm hand spanking her bum. How she had ground her pussy against the shield of Esme’s belt and the warmth of it had radiated through and engulfed her own pussy in the closest thing it had ever felt to a caress. 
 
    Again and again Esme had awoken panting for breath, her body bathed in cold sweat and her cunt aching to be touched from underneath her chastity belt. She had clawed and pounded at it in frustration, made all the worse somehow by the knowledge that in just hours she would finally be rid of the vile thing, until exhausted she would collapse and slip back into the embrace of sleep only to be tormented by more visions of her stepmother. Hilga looking at her with that wicked, intense stare that seemed to see through Esme to her very soul. The pleasurable feeling of Hilga’s naked skin against her own. The bewitching smell of her unique scent.  
 
    It had barely been daybreak when the doors to Esme’s bedchamber had been thrown open and the preparations for her coronation had begun. First her maids had led her to her bathing chamber where a hot bath had already been drawn and waiting for her. The head maid had unlocked her belt and as Esme lowered herself into the hot soapy water both of her arms had been tightly gripped by her attendants lest she make any attempt to touch herself. It would not do to take any risks after all. Not this close to the rite. 
 
    Esme’s body had been soaped and scrubbed even as her hair was lathered and then rinsed. When prompted she had obediently stood and her maids had tightly held her hips in an iron like grasp as the head maid carefully applied shaving soap to the fine hair around her vagina and then shaved every last trace of it away. Esme didn’t even try to struggle, she was beyond such futile efforts at this point. As the head maid wiped away the remaining traces of suds, diligently ensuring the cloth did not so much as brush against her slit or clitoris as she did so, she actually had to repress a laugh. The Four help it if a wash cloth touched her Royal Jewel before Hilga did. 
 
    She made no protest when her belt was placed back around her pelvis and once again locked securely into place, even as the usual feeling of desperation and resentment shot through her at the sound of the lock clicking once again shut. Esme just told herself that this would be the last time she would ever have to endure this.  
 
    At the visible look of relief that appeared on her maids’ faces when her belt was once again securely in place Esme once again fought down bitter laughter. Yes you can all relax now. This final duty is done. The princess will be delivered to her coronation pure and untouched as tradition demanded, no chance at all now of any last minute violation of custom you can be held responsible for.  
 
    Washed and scrubbed, Esme was then handed over to her ladies-in-waiting. She had silently watched Lianna and Aleois as the pair had gone about their business, remembering what she had seen unfold between the two of them just the other night. The knowledge somehow made her see the two young women in an entirely different light. She suddenly noticed how Aelois would go out of her way to find some pretence to touch Lianna and how the other woman would shudder slightly whenever it happened. How their eyes would linger on the other just a tad longer than would be considered polite. Had she just been oblivious to such things before? They now seemed so obvious that she felt herself almost to be a dimwit for not noticing. 
 
    The pair of women had not been idle as Esme observed them. First they had seen to dressing her for the ceremony. Embroidered white stockings had been rolled up her long shapely legs after which Esme had stepped into a pair of matching white slippers. The dress she was to wear had been tailored perfectly to fit her body, but the design was the traditional one worn by every Gallish crown princess to her coronation. It was pure white, unadorned by any decoration. The skirt fell all the way to the ground, but the bodice was cut low, leaving her shoulders completely bare and showing off the tops of her breasts and a good deal of her cleavage. A four strand pearl choker, with a large pink gemstone set in its centre, along with a pair of dangling pearl earrings completed the ensemble. 
 
    Lianna, as always, had prepared Esme’s hair. Her bangs were coiled into braids and tied back at the base of her head and then her long curly tresses were brushed back over her shoulders to fall freely down her back all the way to the swell of her bum. Aelois had gone to work with her powders and creams as this happened. Kohl and powder had been applied around her eyes, making them look larger and softer. A brush of dark pink powder on her cheeks gave the appearance of a nervous blush. A light shade of red rouge had been spread across her lips, giving them a glossy sheen and an even more pouty look than they normally did. 
 
    “Your Royal Highness has never looked more beautiful!” Aelois declared when she was finished.  
 
    “Oh yes,” Lianna agreed. “Truly you are the most precious jewel in the entire Kingdom of Gallia!” 
 
    Esme said nothing, simply taking in the appearance of her reflection in the mirror before her. For some reason her eyes strayed down from it to the wooden surface of her vanity table. Sitting there was the simple dagger King Hostig had gifted her the night before. Impulsively, Esme plucked it up and slid it underneath the silky white sash that was tried around her narrow waist. For reasons she could not understand the weight of it against her hip felt comforting. Perhaps there was something to this Teton custom after all. 
 
    “Well,” Esme said faintly, her insides twisting nervously despite her best attempts for them not to. “Let us not keep them all waiting.” 
 
    Lianna and Aelois took their customary positions behind Esme, but when the young woman began walking forward they did not reach down to hold the hem of her dress off the ground as they normally would have. There was a long slit up the front of her skirt that ended at her waist, and as Esme walked by deliberate design the material was pulled back and divided to reveal her stocking clad legs and her golden chastity belt. Once again Esme had the insane urge to laugh. Yes, here is your proof lords and ladies of Gallia. The crown princess’s Royal Jewel is still locked away untouched for it to be surrendered to her royal consort. 
 
    The Royal Jewel she would soon be surrendering to Hilga. 
 
    Esme did not even try to pretend she was shocked that the thought was greeted not by revulsion but instead with something almost like longing. Fine, she was attracted to Hilga. She wanted her. Physically. Why shouldn’t she? Her stepmother was a beautiful woman, no one could deny that.  
 
    And as Hilga herself had said to her just the other night, why should she care who it was that finally unlocked her from her belt and took her Royal Jewel? Let it be Hilga who did so. Esme would revel in the pleasure of the act and then proceed with her plans to undermine the older woman’s position and have her replaced as royal consort with someone more suitable. 
 
    But it was almost as if a small voice was asking Esme if that was really what she really wanted? Would she really prefer someone like Count Artin as her royal consort instead of Hilga? To her surprise she found herself remembering not the intense feelings of pleasure the older woman had elicited from her, but instead the sense of peace and safety she had felt wrapped in her arms. How Hilga had comforted her, told her how sorry she was for what she had gone through and how monstrous it was that it had been inflicted on her. No one had ever done something like that before. 
 
    Seeing the arched doorway to the royal palace’s temple fast approaching, Esme squashed down the confusing feelings she was grappling with. Making sure her face had an appropriate look of royal sereness on it, very much in contrast to the nervous pounding of her heart against her ribcage, she paused before the doors while the guards before them bowed deferentially, then when they were pulled open she resolutely walked forward to enter. 
 
    The chamber within was not a small one by any means, but it was packed almost to bursting with the assembled lords and ladies of Gallia and other lands who had gathered to watch the ceremony. As Esme had her way down the carpeted path the assembled witnesses bowed as she passed. The princess paid them no heed, her eyes before her on the raised dais on the far end of the chamber. 
 
    Before the floor to ceiling stained glass window that illuminated the temple’s interior sat a marble altar table, upon which sat golden figurines of the Four - Father, Mother, Youth and Maiden. The black robed four Tetrarchs of the faith stood before it. Esme paid it all little notice, she had eyes only for Hilga.  
 
    The queen regent, soon to once again be queen consort, again wore a dress styled in the black and white colours of Suxony. It clung tightly to her curvaceous figure, showing every feminine curve off to best effect, and the neckline of the bodice plunged scandalously low to show off the cleavage of her plump breasts. Seeing the dagger at Esme’s waist, the corner of Hilga’s lips curled up in a smug half smile. For some reason, the sight caused a delicious tingle to run up the princess’s spine. 
 
    Reaching the dais, Esme stood beside the older woman and Tetrarch Jacquel cleared his throat loudly before speaking. 
 
    “Crown Princess Esme, of the House of Dauphonese, do you stand before the Four today as a chaste and godly woman ready to assume the Queenship of the sacred soil of Gallia?” 
 
    Her throat suddenly dry, Esme swallowed before answering. “I do.” 
 
    “Do you pledge from this day forward to give your body, your soul, your strength and your spirit, without reservation or qualification, to the governance of Gallia?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    As the four Tetrarchs chanted the ancient prayers, Jacquel smeared sacred oil on Esme’s forehead. “Then I proclaim you Queen, ordained as such by the Four. Who stands here today as your royal consort, who you will surrender your Royal Jewel to?” 
 
    Hilga now spoke. “I do. Hilga, of the House of Margburg.” 
 
    “Do you pledge today by the Four to be the rock upon which the Queen shall steady herself upon? The shield that the Queen shall protect herself with? The sword that the Queen shall smite her enemies with?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    Again more chanted prayers and smeared sacred oil. “Then I proclaim you Queen Consort, ordained as such by the Four.” 
 
    Hilga raised her arm out towards Esme, and the younger woman raised her own as well and interlaced her fingers with her stepmother’s so Jacquel could wrap a length of white cloth around both of their hands. A crown was placed upon Esme’s head and another on Hilga’s; the now Queen of Gallia noted with a touch of satisfaction that the older woman’s was a good deal smaller and less ornate than her own, barely more than a circlet of gold with one blue jewel set in its centre.  
 
    Jacquel cleared his throat. “May the Father grant you both wisdom and virtue, so you may righteously govern Gallia and its people.” 
 
    The black robed Tetrarch standing next to Jacquel, a portly man with a noticeably balding head, spoke next. “May the Son grant you strength and vigour, so you may defend Gallia from its enemies.” 
 
    The third Tetrarch was a shrivelled old woman with wispy grey hair whose voice sounded like stones being ground against one another. “May the Maiden give you spirit and bring joy to your marital bed.” 
 
    Last was the Tetrarch of the Mother, who ironically seemed to be the youngest of the four. “May the Mother give you empathy and bless -” Her words suddenly cut off in a series of rapid hitches and Esme realised the woman was struggling to contain a nervous laugh. 
 
    Hilga’s eyes narrowed, icy cold anger flashing through them, and the fourth Tetrarch paled. Her words came out in a hurried rush. “And bless this union so it may be a fertile one!” 
 
    Esme felt an urge to laugh herself at hearing those words. If the Mother’s blessing made that possible it would indeed be a miracle the Faith would write into its holy books to commemorate. When Hilga turned to face her, the urge died when she saw the look of hungry intensity in her eyes.  
 
    The older woman leaned forward, closing the gap between them and pressed her lips against Esme’s own in a kiss. It was a simple, almost chaste one, but Esme felt a delightful shiver run up her spine just the same. She thought she heard what could be scandalised gasps from the assembled onlookers, but couldn’t be sure, so lost was she in the sensation that suddenly had enveloped her. Hilga’s lips, soft and plump, felt so delicious, and her eyes involuntarily closed as a bolt of pleasure shot through her from head to toe. She could feel her cunt quivering underneath her belt in delight. 
 
    For a long moment Esme did nothing; her body at war with her mind. Then somehow she found herself returning just the faintest bit of pressure. Hilga must have felt it as her own lips once again curled up at the corners in a smug little half smile before she broke the kiss and stepped back.  
 
    The two women turned to face the assembled crowd and the four Tetrarch cried in unison. “Long live the Queens!” 
 
    “Long live the Queens! Long live the Queens!” The chorus from the crowd rang to the domed roof of the temple. 
 
    Esme smiled graciously at the onlookers, her confused feelings disappearing for a moment as she revelled in the words. Finally, after all the long years of frustrated waiting, she was Queen. Everything she wanted was now hers. 
 
    Well, almost everything. As she stood triumphantly before the nobility of Gallia, Esme was suddenly more aware than ever of the cool feel of the gold that encased her vagina. She still did not have the one thing she wanted possibly even more than the crown, to be free of the hated belt. Her poor untouched pussy ached so horribly that she actually had to subtly bite her bottom lip to suppress a whimper. 
 
    Seeming to somehow sense what Esme was feeling, Hilga tightened her grip on the younger woman’s hand comfortingly. “Your ladies-in-waiting will escort you to the royal bedchamber. I’ll see our guests settled for the feast and join you there as soon as I can. 
 
    Hilga drew closer and her voice dropped to a whisper that seemed to caress Esme over her entire body. “I hope you had a good night’s sleep, my darling. I promise you will have precious little tonight.”

  

 
   
    Chapter Eight: Breaking A Royal Filly 
 
    Esme nervously paced back and forth in the royal bedchamber, her insides contorting as if filled by a flock of butterflies. Part of her wished she had not dismissed Lianna and Aleois the moment she had arrived, wishing someone was here to distract her from the unsettled feelings coursing through her at what was to come. Another part was grateful she had, certain she would not have been able to maintain her composure even among the presence of others and grateful she could at least openly show her nerves without fear of embarrassing herself. 
 
    Hilga’s bedchamber - no, now her’s and Hilga’s bedchamber - was much as Esme remembered it, decorated in blue and gold colours. Her eyes were drawn to the large four poster canopy bed that seemed to dominate the entire space. The bed where every Queen of Gallia before her had surrendered her Royal Jewel to her chosen consort. The bed where she soon would be surrendering her own to Hilga. 
 
    Seeking to distract herself from the spike of arousal the thought brought, Esme looked away only for her eyes to settle on a velvet lined box sitting on a low table in front of the chamber’s marbled fireplace. More to distract herself than out of genuine curiosity, the young woman walked over to take a better look at it. 
 
    When she saw what was lined up on the table next to the box, Esme forgot all about it and froze as a gasp escaped her throat. Laid out along the table were several bundles of rope, a long riding crop, a short length of what seemed to be leather cut in the shape of a paddle, a coiled whip and other devices that Esme in her innocence couldn’t identify. Was that a length of chain with metal clamps at both ends? What purpose could that serve? 
 
    Even as she stood still as a statue, Esme’s mind was racing. Did Hilga mean to use these things on her? Her stepmother had warned that there would be consequences for any misbehaviour on her part, but as far as Esme could tell her conduct had been flawless. What cause could she have given Hilga to punish her? Even more confusingly, why did the thought not inspire horror in her but instead arousal? 
 
    Reeling with a sudden lightheadedness, Esme felt so incredibly hot, almost feverish, as she remembered the feeling of Hilga’s soft but firm hands spanking her upon her bum just the other night. The young woman recalled how each blow had sent a sharp sting of pain through the tender flesh of her rear but how it had also been accompanied by the most delicious sensation of pleasure between her legs. With a slight gasp, Esme realised that just the memory had been enough to leave her poor, denied and ever so frustrated pussy positively dripping with proof of her arousal underneath the golden shield of her belt. 
 
    Through the haze of arousing memories she was immersed in, Esme heard the loud creaking of the bedchamber’s door opening and she struggled to collect herself.  
 
    The doors opened and through them stepped Hilga. “Sorry to have kept you waiting, darling. I saw the guests settled as quickly as I could.” 
 
    Seeing where Esme was standing a sly little smile appeared on the older woman’s face. “I see that you have discovered the little treat I have prepared for us. It’s only the most basic part of my collection, but I did not want to overwhelm you the first time.” 
 
    Hilga began walking towards Esme mouth was suddenly so dry she struggled to speak. “Whatever is all this for, Your Majesty?” 
 
    In response Hilga chuckled, her smile deepening. “I would have thought that obvious, my darling Esme? They are for me to use on you?” 
 
    The utter brazenness of Hilga’s open admission left Esme speechless for a moment. “B-but why, Your Majesty? I’ve been good. Surely you can find no fault with my behaviour today?” 
 
    Esme’s breath hitched as the older woman’s smile suddenly turned wicked. “Oh, you have it all wrong, darling girl. What I intend to do to you isn’t a punishment but for my own enjoyment, and yours too I suspect.” 
 
    Hilga moved to close the distance between them and Esme instinctively took a step back, heart pounding against her ribcage as she still struggled to process what she had just been told.  
 
    The older woman made no attempt to follow and her smile now took on a pouty look. “Perhaps I may have misjudged things. Very well, I won’t force anything on you, my Queen, and if the thought of me taking that Royal Jewel of yours is truly so repellant I will take my leave so you may enjoy the rest of your wedding night in solitude.” 
 
    “NO!” 
 
    Esme realised the word had come from her and was shocked by how desperate she had sounded. It was true though. She didn’t want Hilga to leave, and not just because her pussy was practically screaming to finally be unlocked from the hated chastity belt that encased it. Esme wanted Hilga specifically. She wanted her to be the one to take her Royal Jewel. To finally give her the release she had desperately desired her entire adult life.  
 
    Halting mid turn, Hilga put on a faux look of confusion that was almost taunting. “No? You don’t want me to leave? Whatever is it that you do want then, Esme?” 
 
    “I want…I want you…” Suddenly Esme was struggling to articulate even the most basic of words, captivated by the look in Hilga’s eyes even as it sent a shiver down her spine. “I want you -” 
 
    This time when Hilga stepped forward and closed the distance between them Esme did not step back. Rooted to the spot, her words trailed off as Hilga placed one dainty finger to her lips. “You want me? You want me to do all the wicked, deviant things you imagine me capable of doing to your innocent young body? You want me to unlock that belt of yours and take your Royal Jewel?” 
 
    Esme’s entire body shuddered at the older woman’s lewd words. Yes! That was what she wanted. But her eyes still darted to the low table beside her and the various instruments laid out upon it. As much as she could not deny the thrill of excitement that shot through her at the sight, there was also still an undercurrent of fear. “Yes…yes I want that, Your Majesty…but please…” 
 
    Somehow understanding what Esme was struggling to articulate, Hilga shushed her lightly and her face suddenly was soft and reassuring. “Let me make something very clear, Esme. If at any point tonight you wish things to stop, only tell me and it will. If at any point I do anything to you that you do not like or is too much for you, only tell me and it will cease. I swear it by Gaia the Goddess herself. But if you want me to stay, you consent to everything that I’m about to do to you. Do you understand?” 
 
    Eyes wide, Esme silently nodded. 
 
    “I need to hear the words, Esme. Do you consent to submitting to me?” 
 
    Taking a deep swallow, Esme made herself speak. “Yes, Your Majesty. I consent to submitting to you.” Her voice dropped to little more than a throaty whisper. “I want to submit to you.” 
 
    The words were barely out of her mouth when Hilga leaned in and brought her mouth to Esme’s own in a kiss. A brief gasp came from the younger woman at the contact, stifled by her stepmother’s tongue as it roughly forced itself between her lips.  
 
    Even as Esme shuddered at the delicious feeling of Hilga ruthlessly thrusting her tongue in and out of her mouth, the older woman’s hands were busily working away at the laces along the back of her bodice. Within minutes they were untied and her dress was pulled down to pool around her ankles. Due to the low cut of the bodice, a shift had not been possible to wear, and Esme found herself standing before Hilga wearing nothing but her pearl jewellery and white lacey stockings, and of course her ever present chastity belt. 
 
    As Hilga hungrily looked her up and down Esme found herself blushing under the intense scrutiny. The older woman reached out and placed both hands on her narrow waist, just above the golden bar of her belt, and while the touch was light the feeling was suddenly all Esme could focus on. 
 
    “You are truly beautiful, darling, have I ever told you that?” As Hilga spoke her fingers lightly ran up Esme’s sides, skirting around her tall breasts to come to rest on her shoulders. One hand traced across her collar bone and lightly fingered the four strand pearl choker that was wrapped around her throat. “I think I have something for you that will match.” 
 
    Reaching over to the low table, Hilga picked up a fine length of what seemed to be silver chain that she looped around one of Esme’s wrists and then locked into place. As she repeated this process with the younger woman’s other wrist and both ankles, Esme looked more closely and saw the length of silver links hugged tightly to her wrist and was inlaid with small gems and pearls. “They’re beautiful, Your Majesty.” 
 
    Straightening from where she had secured the last length of silver chain around Esme’s ankle, Hilga’s smile had a strange edge to it, as if she was privy to something her stepdaughter wasn’t. “They are, darling. I look forward to seeing you properly show them off for me.” 
 
    Esme found Hilga’s words to be a touch odd but she forgot all about them when the older woman brought her lips down upon hers once again in a kiss. Again she felt Hilga’s tongue probing against her lips and she eagerly parted them to give it entrance and meet it with her own. As their tongues lathed against one another, Hilga’s hands left Esme’s shoulders and slide down her trembling back to come to rest on the round cheeks of her bum. The older woman roughly kneaded then raked her long fingernails across both cheeks, digging them into the tender flesh. The abuse of her bum sent a jolt of pain through Esme, but her pussy also pulsed in delicious approval, and the whimper that was partially stifled against Hilga’s tongue was half in pleasure and half in pain. 
 
    Overcome with the sudden need to touch Hilga, Esme reached out with both of her hands and gripped the older woman’s hips, running them up both sides to reach for her bosom. 
 
    Hilga instantly broke the kiss with a furious hiss, stepping back and swatting Esme’s hands off of her. “You little hussy! Did I give you permission to touch me?” 
 
    Esme’s eyes went wide at the look of cold fury that had come across Hilga’s face even as her entire cunt throbbed at the sight. “No, but -” 
 
    “No I did not give you permission,” Hilga cut her off, a thin and cruel smile appearing that sent Esme’s heart racing. “If you are such a wanton harlot that you can’t control yourself then it seems I will have to take certain measures to correct that.” 
 
    Gripping Esme tightly by one arm, Hilga half dragged her across the room and stood her between the two wooden posts at the foot of the bed.  
 
    “Don’t you dare move,” Hilga reinforced her command with a quick slap to Esme’s bottom.  
 
    Rooted to the spot, Esme watched as Hilga walked back towards the low table by the fire and scooped up several of the bundles of rope. She unspooled one of them as she returned and as Esme suddenly noticed that both of the wooden posts had iron rings attached to their tops and bottoms she had an inkling of what her stepmother intended for her. 
 
    Standing behind Esme, Higa tied one length of rope to the higher iron ring on the left post. Esme realised the silver bracelets & anklets Hilga had dressed her in earlier were more than mere decorations as the older woman proceeded to slip the rope through a small ring hanging from the bracelet on her left wrist that Esme had overlooked earlier. Hilga efficiently tied off a knot around the small ring, leaving Esme’s left arm tightly bound, and quickly repeated the act with the younger woman’s other arm and both legs. 
 
    Esme now found herself tightly bound in a rigid X between both posts. Testing her bindings, the young woman quickly discovered she was quite expertly secured and could barely move an inch in any direction. The thought of how vulnerable she now was, totally unable to do anything to stop whatever Hilga had planned for her, sent a shiver of fear down her spine but also somehow spiked her arousal to new heights. Her poor pussy was now aching so badly Esme had to bite her bottom lip to stifle a whimper. 
 
    Hilga wasn’t yet done, it seemed. The older woman took one last length of rope and looped it around one of Esme’s large breasts and then the other, then pulled it back to tie a tight knot at the centre of her shoulder blades. This strange rope harness was tied so tightly that the ropes dug into the tender flesh of her breasts almost painfully. Within moments Esme realised the tanned skin of her bosom was beginning to take on a pinkish colour and her breasts themselves began tingling from the constricted blood flow. Her nipples, already hard to begin within, tightened into hard little pebbles that almost hurt and their naturally pink tone darkened into a light red. 
 
    Not saying a word, Hilga reached around from behind Esme with both hands and lightly flicked a fingernail against both of her aching nipples. A flash of pain shot through her breasts even as another flash of pleasure shot through her cunt, and this time Esme could not constrain the whimper that escaped her lips.  
 
    Hilga still said nothing, but Esme could almost sense her taunting smile as she continued to torment her poor nipples, first twisting them between her thumbs and forefingers then pinching them so tightly her fingernails dug themselves into the little nubbins themselves.  
 
    Esme’s whimpers only grew louder at the rough treatment of her nipples, but even as pained gasps escaped her throat and tears welled up in her eyes at the continued abuse her excitement was reaching new heights. She was actually rocking her hips, humping the empty air, as her clit throbbed with every pinch and twist.  
 
    Suddenly, Hilga withdrew her hands. Hearing her stepmother chuckle at the involuntary whine of protest, Esme tossed her hair aside so she could look over her shoulder and glare at her. Hilga only smiled tauntingly, as one of her hands disappeared down the bodice of her dress. 
 
    “Well darling, now that I have you all secured and unable to interfere I think we can safely remove that belt of yours. Wouldn’t you agree?” 
 
    Esme said nothing as Hilga pulled the small golden key from her cleavage and held it aloft, a little gasp escaping her as her heart leapt in her chest. She stared at the key unblinkingly, almost unwilling to believe that she was finally going to be unlocked from her hated belt. Her eyes followed as Hilga reached around from behind and placed the key into the tiny lock. With a little click that somehow seemed to be deafening, the older woman turned the key and pulled the lock loose. 
 
    A sob actually escaped Esme as the belt was pulled from around her trembling hips and tossed into one corner of the bed. Finally she was free! Hilga wrapped one arm around her waist and pressed herself against the young woman, using her other hand to pull aside her blonde curls so she could snuggle up against Esme from behind, her low voice soft and reassuring as she whispered, “I know, Esme, it’s finally off and I promise you that so long as you are a good girl for me it will never be going back on.” 
 
    It took Esme a moment to catch the implication of what Hilga had just said and when it did her eyes widened and an unsettled feeling shot through her. Her worries instantly were forgotten however when Hilga reached down with her free hand and lightly ran one finger down the slit of her vagina. 
 
    The touch was light and brief but pleasure more intense than anything she had ever felt in her young life shot through Esme’s body like lightning and she moaned aloud. She tried to arch her hips, chasing after that delightful finger, but Hilga gripped her tightly with the other arm that was still wrapped across her front, holding her trembling body fast. Bound as she was and with Hilga holding her in a tight grip as hard as iron, Esme could only stand there and wait as her stepmother slowly raised her finger up to just below her clitoris and lightly ran it down her sopping wet slit again. 
 
    Again and again Hilga slowly ran one finger down the slit of Esme’s cunt, her touch light and feathery. Esme could only shudder and moan in response. As wonderful as it felt to finally have her pussy touched, Hilga’s teasing caresses somehow weren’t enough. Almost desperate, she tried to wiggle her body and rock her hips to bring her still untouched clitoris into contact with Hilga’s finger, but between the tight ropes that bound her limbs and the iron like grip of the older woman on her waist her attempts were in vain. 
 
    “Please…more…please…” Esme found herself breathlessly panting in desperation between moans of pleasure. Hilga ignored her pleas, suckling away at the pulse point of the girl’s neck with her soft lips, planting kisses along her jawline, and sucking her earlobe into her warm, wet mouth. 
 
    Then, just as Esme was beginning to fear she would go mad from frustration should things go on as they were for much longer, Hilga pushed her finger just inside of the young woman’s inner folds and scooped up some of the copious amount of juices that were there. Raising her wet finger, she ever so lightly brushed it against Esme’s desperately pulsing clitoris. 
 
    Esme’s entire body shuddered and her head dropped back against Hilga’s shoulder as she gave a yelp of pleasure. Her clitoris throbbed in delight at finally being touched, practically crying out for more. Hilga seemed only too happy to oblige, rubbing her finger across Esme’s little bud again and then again. She added a second finger to her caresses, her strokes becoming firmer and faster. 
 
    Pleasure built inside Esme’s trembling, young body like she had never experienced before. She rocked her hips in time with Hilga’s expert caresses as much as her bonds allowed her to, ever more frantic pants escaping her lips. She felt something incredible building inside of her, bubbling up like she was about to explode. Her entire body tensed in anticipation, the inner walls of her vagina clenching. She could almost taste her orgasm, the first one she would ever experience in her entire young life. 
 
    Then at what felt like the very last second, right when she was on the very edge of finally cumming, Hilga’s fingers lifted off of Esme’s clitoris. For a second the girl didn’t realise what had happened, then to her dismay she felt the pleasurable wave inside of her begin to recede and she let out a howl of displeasure as her clit throbbed in protest and her vulva ached with such desperation that it was almost painful. 
 
    “Noooooo! Don’t stop, I was so close! Let me cum! I want to cum! By the Four just make me cum!” The words flew from Esme’s lips even as hot little tears of frustration leaked out from her eyes and down her cheeks. 
 
    Hilga stepped back with an angry hiss. “You think you can give me orders, Esme? I think you misunderstand how this works, my darling. I shall have to correct you.” 
 
    Esme’s stepmother left her hanging between the twin bedposts from her bonds and walked over to the low table, and even as she hung limply with her poor denied pussy quivering in unfulfilled need she couldn’t help but follow her with her eyes. Hilga’s lovely bum swayed as she walked, her hips cantering, and Esme found she could not look away from the sight. 
 
    Hilga came to stop before the table and then turned to face Esme, a mockingly contemplative look on her face as if she had just had some sudden insight. 
 
    “It occurs to me, my darling girl, that I’m a tad overdressed for the occasion. I should rectify that, don’t you agree?” 
 
    Without waiting for an answer, Hilga reached behind her back and began unlacing the bodice of her dress. She made a show of it, shimming her hips and jutting her chest forward to display her lovely cleavage as she slowly let her dress slide down her body and onto the floor around her ankles. Her petticoats and corset soon followed. Hanging from her bonds, body trembling, Esme watched with baited breath as the older woman slowly pulled her shift over her head, inch by slow inch, and tossed it away before tugging her silky bloomers down. 
 
    A little moan of desire slipped from Esme’s lips as Hilga now stood before her, nude aside from her black stockings and tall black riding boots. Teton men were famous for wearing their riding boots at all times, always ready to leap upon their warhorses whenever battle called, and it appeared the custom was also followed by Teton women. It gave Hilga a fierce, intimidating look that only seemed to make Esme’s cunt ache to be touched more than ever, but bound as she was she could only hungrily drink in the sight. Her eyes went from Hilga’s large, tall breasts down her taut stomach to stare unblinkingly at her bare sex, slit glistening with arousal.  
 
    A swatting sound filled her ears and Esme looked up from the older woman’s vagina and saw she had picked up the riding crop from the table and had just smacked the end of it against her open palm. 
 
    “In my land, men might ride horses into battle, but it's the women who break them. I’ve broken many a spirited filly in my day, Esme, and I have no doubt I’ll do just the same to you.” 
 
    The taunting tone in Hilga’s voice awoke something in Esme and she glared back at the other woman defiantly. Hilga only laughed tauntingly and her smile turned cruel as she walked stand behind the bound girl, the heels of her boots clicking against the floor. 
 
    Turning her head, Esme followed Hilga’s movements. When the older woman raised her riding crop, preparing to strike, Esme turned her head away, dainty hands tightening into fists and bum cheeks clenching in preparation. 
 
    SLAP! The sound of the riding crop striking her left bum cheek rang through the room. The pain was less than from Hilga’s hand when she spanked her, but more concentrated, and Esme gritted her teeth to stifle a groan of pain even as cunt felt a delightful tingle of pleasure.  
 
    SLAP! The riding crop struck the other cheek of her bum with even more force and this time a little hitch of breath escaped, sounding like a soft hiccup. Again even as her bum stung from the pain of the crop the wonderful tingling feeling in her pussy grew even stronger. 
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! Hilga struck three more times in rapid succession with her crop. Esme couldn’t stop from crying out from the pain this time. Even as she did so, however, she realised she was arching her bum out to better expose it to future blows and she felt a hot little droplet of her juices leak out from her slit and roll down her inner thigh. 
 
    A dark chuckle came from behind her. “Why, I do believe this spirited little filly enjoys having her hindquarters cropped? Arch your flanks out for me, it only lets me enjoy the sight of your lovely bum all the better.” 
 
    Even as her ire rose at the crude comparison Hilga was making, Esme found herself obediently arching her bum out even further. Her stepmother struck blow after blow, her crop repeatedly hitting the cheeks of her bottom and the tops of her thighs. She felt her abused flesh begin to grow hot, the naturally sunkissed tan of her skin taking on a pinkish tone. That was nothing compared to her pussy, which was so hot and engorged it felt like it was engulfed in liquid fire and was freely leaking her juices down both of her thighs. 
 
    Esme was beginning to understand that somehow the pain Hilga inflicted on her also only seemed to be fuelling her arousal to new heights. She couldn’t begin to comprehend how this was possible and in the state she was in she wasn’t even interested in trying to. She found herself actually anticipating each new blow of the crop, savouring the delightful jolt of pleasure each one seemed to send shooting through her vagina. Even as tears welled up in her eyes, the girl grunted like the animal Hilga had compared her to as the older woman continued to flay her bum with the crop. 
 
    Suddenly, Hilga changed tactics and moved the target of her blows from Esme’s bottom to her inner thighs. Starting just above the girl’s knees, she rapidly stuck back and forth in quick succession, slowly working her way upwards. For her part, Esme found herself spreading her trembling legs, trying to squat down. Her poor pussy was so desperate for contact at this point that even the cruel touch of the crop would be welcomed. 
 
    Just when Hilga’s crop was reaching the apex of Esme’s thighs the blows suddenly stopped. The young woman actually cried out in dismay. She wiggled her hips and rocked her vagina against empty air, desperate for something to touch it, needing something to touch it. 
 
    Through the frustrated, aroused haze she was in, Esme heard the click of Hilga’s heels approaching from behind her. Suddenly she felt the naked body of the older woman pressed up against her own. The hard tips of her nipples dug into her shoulder blades and when her pussy touched one of her bum cheeks, Esme realised it was hot and dripping with arousal. For some reason the knowledge that Hilga had been as excited by what had occurred as she had been filled the young woman with joy, happy that she had pleased the older woman. 
 
    These confusing thoughts vanished, however, as Hilga reached around with both hands and brushed her fingers across her nipples. The hard little nubbins, engorged by the constriction of her rope harness to the point they were dark red and ached, seemed to throb at the contact. As Esme groaned at the touch, she felt a gust of hot air on her ear. 
 
    “Have I tamed your defiance, Esme? Are you ready to be my good girl?” Hilga crooned into her ear, her voice so soft it almost felt like a caress. 
 
    Esme only moaned, which became a pained shriek as Hilga suddenly dug her fingernails into her engorged nipples, pinching them so cruelly for a moment she feared the nails would break skin and draw blood. Even as the agonising pain coursed through her nipples, Esme found herself arching her breasts forward into the older woman’s hands. All she could think of was the flare of pleasure that was simultaneously shooting through her pussy. How desperate she was for Hilga to touch it again. 
 
    “P-please…please…” She whimpered, realising how pitiful she sounded and not caring. 
 
    “Please what, darling girl?”  
 
    Remembering how Hilga had reacted before, Esme made her voice meek. “Please, Your Majesty, touch my pussy.” 
 
    A long moment passed. “My Queen’s wish is my command.” 
 
    As one hand continued to fondle Esme’s breasts, the other slowly slid down her quivering stomach. Hilga seemed to take forever, fingers lightly brushing over her skin as they made their way south. Esme realised she was holding her breath. 
 
    As Hilga’s fingers reached the top of her vagina, Esme felt a surge of elation shoot through her. It turned to dismay, however, when Hilga’s ring and middle fingers parted in a V, sliding down the sides of her cunt while avoiding any contact with her slit or her clitoris.  
 
    Esme all but wailed. “Your Majesty, pleeeeease!” 
 
    Hilga tisked. “Such impatience, Esme. Still you have been a good girl for me, I suppose I should reward you for that.” 
 
    Shifting her hand slightly, Hilga ran her middle finger down the cleft of Esme’s vulva, her ring and forefinger lightly stroking its lips. The girl squealed in delight, it felt so good to be touched there again. The squeal almost became a shriek as on its way back up Hilga’s middle finger lightly rubbed itself over her clit. The touch was as light as it was brief, but it felt like lighting had touched it and Esme actually let out a frustrated sob as Hilga’s fingers began slowly stroking down her vagina again. 
 
    Ruthlessly ignoring Esme’s increasingly frustrated little moans and whimpers, Hilga continued the same pattern. She slowly ran her fingers down the young woman’s vagina, her touch so light it was almost almost imperceptible yet also somehow overwhelming at the same time, then just as slowly traced their way back up to briefly stroke her clit. The agonising teasing combined with the years of pent up frustration to create an almost unbearable feeling within Esme, and she strained fruitlessly against the robes binding her wrists and ankles. Beads of sweat broke out all over her body, but other than that her actions accomplished nothing. 
 
    She could feel Hilga freely rubbing her own cunt against one of the plump cheeks of her bum. The older woman ground herself against her stepdaughter’s rear, her hot slit leaking juices that trailed down the girl’s bottom and then the back of her legs. The sound of her grunts filled Esme’s ears along with her own frantic moans. She tried to arch her bottom back in time with Hilga’s movements, hoping that if her efforts pleased her she might finally be rewarded with her own long sought after release. 
 
    This seemed to bear fruit as the pace of Hilga’s caresses on her pussy finally increased, her touches growing firmer and faster. Her other hand continued to fondle Esme’s bosom. Her fingers pinched and twisted one nipple then then the other, then roughly pawed at the soft flesh of her large breasts, sometimes even ranking her nails over them. Esme embraced the stinging pain, chasing the pleasure it sent surging through her body in waves. Her head fell back onto Hilga’s shoulder as her moans turned to breathless pants.  
 
    Suddenly Hilga’s hand left Esme’s breasts and gripped her by the hair, turning her head roughly to the side so she could press her mouth against hers in a ruthless kiss. Esme’s lips were forced open and Hilga sucked her tongue into her mouth, even giving it a sharp nip with her teeth. She felt Hilga’s fingers move away from her slit entirely, focusing all their attention on rubbing her desperately throbbing clit. Esme could only kiss Hilga back with everything she had, revelling in the pleasure building within her. She could feel her orgasm coming and prepared herself for it to explode through her. Finally, after a lifetime of waiting, she was going to cum. 
 
    Only she didn’t. Hilga suddenly began rutting her own pussy against Esme’s bum with wild abandon. Even as her own pussy began to clench in the beginning of climax the caresses stopped as both of Hilga’s hands flew to grip the younger woman’s hips so she could better grind herself against her. The older woman broke the kiss and let out a guttural howl. Esme practically screamed in anguish as her vagina throbbed in protest as the orgasm she had been right on the very edge of began to recede. 
 
    She felt a gush of hot fluid spill over her bum and run down her legs. Hilga continued to grunt almost like an animal, rubbing her breasts into Esme’s back and rocking her hips as she rode out her orgasm. Esme could only weep bitterly as she felt the last traces of her own slip away. 
 
    The injustice of it all burned through her and without thinking she spat out, “Damn you, I was about to cum! I need to cum! You’ve had your release, let me have mine you cruel bitch!” 
 
    Hilga growled and stepped back. A slapping sound filled the air and Esme felt pain radiate through her bottom as Hilga’s hand spanked her. “Are you giving me orders again! My darling girl, let me make something very clear. I take my pleasure when I want to and you have yours when I decide to let you. I hardly think you deserve it now.” 
 
    Hilga delivered another rough slap to Esme’s bottom and when she spoke again her voice was icy cold. “It seems I still haven’t tamed that defiant spirit of yours. I think it's time this stubborn filly feels the taste of my whip.” 
 
    Esme’s eyes widened as a tinge of fear shot through her.

  

 
   
    Chapter Nine: A Taste of her Whip 
 
    Even as Esme fought to hold back the rising tide of fear inside of her, her eyes still followed Hilga as she stalked back across the room to the low table before the fireplace. She somehow couldn’t look away from the sight of her hard bottom and toned thighs, a testament to a lifetime of disciplined horse riding. Even though Hilga’s threat to give her a taste of her whip frightened her, she was very much aware that she remained very much aroused, the ache of her poor denied pussy a constant reminder. 
 
    Snatching the whip off of the low table, Hilga uncoiled it as she stalked back to stand behind the bound figure of Esme. The young woman’s eyes went wide as she looked at the instrument of her upcoming punishment. It was a long, black thing made of corded leather. The tails at its tip ended in knotted beads. The earlier cropping of her still sore bum had been bad enough. She could only imagine how that cruel whip would feel. A little whimper escaped Esme’s lips and she realised she was tugging against her bonds. 
 
    Hilga seemed to somehow sense her distress. Her angry face softened and when she spoke her voice was gentle. “Remember, my darling Esme, if anything I do to you is too much you need only say so and I will stop. I promise. Just say the word and this ends.” 
 
    Esme held Hilga’s gaze for one long moment and then slowly but deliberately turned her head away. She would not ask Hilga to stop. Partly it was out of a stubborn refusal to give the older woman a reason to see her as weak. She was Esme, Queen of Gallia, and she would take anything Hilga gave her. Even more so was the simple fact that even though part of her was frightened by the idea of being whipped, an even larger part of her wanted to be, was practically eager for it. Whatever the twisted reason might be, she had come to terms with the fact that she enjoyed Hilga hurting her, that the pain she gave her was nothing compared to the pleasure it invoked. Taking long deep breaths she tried to steady herself. 
 
    For one long moment Esme simply stood there, bound between the two wooden posts, hearing nothing but the frantic pounding of her own heart. Then there was a swishing sound followed by a loud crack as the whip cut into one of the plump cheeks of her bum. 
 
    Despite her resolve to remain silent, Esme couldn’t help but give a pained grasp. It hurt! Far worse than the crop had. The knotted tails of the whip bit into the already sore flesh of her bum, sending fiery pain coursing through her and leaving a stinging red welt in their wake.  
 
    CRACK! The whip struck again and this time Esme openly shrieked and tears began freely running down both of her cheeks. Her hands balled up around the ropes tied to the silver restraints at her wrists, gripping them tight to try and centre herself, desperately sucking down breaths of air..  
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! Hilga wielded her whip without mercy, lashing it against her stepdaughter’s round bum again and again. Soon Esme was openly sobbing from the pain, her entire rear inflamed a fiery red colour with numerous angry welts decorating it. Her ears rang with the cracking sound of the whip cutting into her poor abused bum along with her pained shrieks and tearful sobs. 
 
    The sound of Esme’s cries of pain had no effect on Hilga other than to spur her on. Her strikes with the whip only became harder and soon her pants and grunts from the effort joined the younger woman’s pained wails. There was no pattern to her blows. Sometimes the whip alternated between one of Esme’s bum cheeks and then the other, sometimes she struck the same one three, four or even five times in a row. Sometimes Hilga lashed Esme’s poor bum multiple times in rapid succession, other times she paused for long moments before bringing her whip to bear once again. The latter was actually worse. Esme could wait with baited breath, bound body trembling, knowing the cutting pain of the whip was coming but unable to do anything to stop it. 
 
    As distressing as the fiery pain in her bum was, it was nothing compared to the frantic desperation Esme felt as her arousal grew with each cutting blow from Hilga’s whip. Her pussy was so congested and engorged it had turned an even darker red than her inflamed rear and was leaking juices from her slit so profusely that her thighs were slick with them. Her clit was hard as a pebble, rigidly jutting out from its protective hood, and crying out to be touched. It seemed to be throbbing in time with each new lash of the whip.  
 
    But bound as she was, Esme could do nothing to relieve her little bud’s desperate need to be touched. She even tried rubbing her thighs together, hoping that might be enough, but her legs were secured so tightly to the iron rings of the posts that even that wasn’t possible. Hot tears streaming down her sweat stained cheeks, Esme once again found herself arching her back to jut out her bum and better expose it to the cutting lashes of Hilga’s whip, savouring the delicious spike of pleasure that seemed to go straight to her cunt with every blow. Could she possibly make herself cum just from that alone? 
 
    It was not to be. As delicious as the pleasure brought on by Hilga’s ruthless flaying of her bum was, it just wasn’t enough. Her orgasm was so close she could almost taste it, hear it tauntingly calling out to her, but she just couldn’t seem to tip herself over the edge. 
 
    Finally a blow from the whip came that was one too many. Esme tipped her head back and screamed as her knees buckled. She would have fallen were it not for the ropes bound to the silver chains on her wrists. As it was she hung limply and let her head fall forward, chin touching her chest, sobbing snottily as her poor bum pulsed in waves of pain and her cunt throbbed in unfulfilled need of release. 
 
    Through the haze of pain and frustration, Esme heard the click of Hilga’s heels. She felt something touch her bum and instinctively flinched, fearing it was another blow from the whip, but instead she realised it was Hilga’s fingers, their touch light and soothing. 
 
    Craning her head to look over her shoulder, Esme saw Hilga was kneeling behind her, rubbing her hands over the angry inflamed flesh of her bum. Looking up to meet Esme’s eyes, Hilga slowly brought her lips down and planted a soft kiss. She felt the other woman’s silky tongue run over one of the welts and gave a half moan, half sniffle. 
 
    Hilga continued to plant gentle kisses and licks across the many welts dotted across Esme’s bum, soothing the pain. “There there, Esme…I know it must have hurt terribly, but you took it so well…what a strong woman you are…what steel you have under that beautiful exterior…the strength of a true queen…hush now and let me make you feel better…” 
 
    Esme felt a tingle of pride at Hilga’s words. It left her feeling so confused. Hilga was her enemy, but she somehow was happy to hear her approval. Hilga was her rival, yet she longed for her touch. Hilga stood between her and the power that was rightfully hers, but in that moment what she found herself craving was the pleasure and comfort she gave her. Her mind was telling her one thing, but her body and her heart were telling her something else. 
 
    As the pain receded from her bum, the pleasurable feelings in Esme’s pussy only seemed to grow stronger. Her whimpers became tearful moans and she found herself arching her bottom out once again, this time chasing Hilga’s kisses and caresses instead of the blows of her whip. 
 
    Hilga chuckled at this and brought both her hands to the cleft of the young woman’s bum, pulling both cheeks apart. Esme’s eyes went wide as to her shock Hilga poked out her pretty pink tongue and licked it across the puckered ring of her rosebud.  
 
    Giving a shocked squeal, Esme looked away from the lewd sight, her sweaty, tear stained cheeks burning with heat as they blushed a deep red. She couldn’t believe Hilga was kissing her there of all places. It was obscene! Yet the embarrassment she felt at such a depraved act only seemed to increase the pleasure she felt from it. When she felt Hilga’s lips touch her rosebud and begin to suck, even as her tongue gently began pushing into her anal tunnel, she actually found herself groaning in delight. 
 
    As much as Esme unexpectedly found herself relishing the delicious attentions Hilga was showering on her bum hole, it only made her even more aware of how desperate her pussy was. She could almost hear it crying out to be touched. Sobbing in desperation, she wiggled and rocked her hips against empty air. 
 
    “Please…please, Your Majesty…pleeease…” 
 
    Even as she continued to suck at Esme’s bottom, Hilga brought her hand around and stroked it over the engorged, red folds of the young woman’s labia. Her middle finger slipped between the lips of Esme’s slit and thrust inside her cunt.  
 
    Esme gasped aloud at feeling something inside her vagina for the first time ever, the sensation strange but undeniably pleasurable. “Thank you, Your Majesty…more, please, more!” 
 
    Hilga kept the thrusts of her finger shallow, stopping the second she encountered the barrier of Esme’s hymen and instantly retreating. It wouldn’t do to take the girl’s virginity after all. Not when she had something much more special in mind for that. 
 
    Desperately panting for breath between tearful moans, Esme was torn between arching back in time with the thrusts of Hilga’s tongue into her bum hole or rocking her hips forward towards the skillful thrusts of her finger into her cunt. Unable to decide she simply stood still, bound body shuddering from the waves of pleasure rolling through it. 
 
    When Hilga brought her other hand around and began circling her fingers over Esme’s clitoris, the girl practically screamed. Her orgasm was coming. She could feel it building inside of her. She clenched her inner walls tight around Hilga’s finger and squeezed her anal tunnel around her probing tongue. Finally it was there. The release she had wanted, had needed, her entire adult life. She could already feel the first tremors of it coursing through her. 
 
    Then it stopped. Hilga’s hands left her vagina just as  lips and tongue pulled away from her bum hole. For a second Esme could only stand their gasping, realising she had once again been denied, then something in her snapped and she let loose a scream like a madwoman. She pulled against her bonds with everything she had, as if by some human effort she could tear loose of them and free her hands to touch herself. The silver chains dug into her flesh from her efforts but of course it was in vain. 
 
    “Noooooooooo! Please…I was so close…I need to cum…I need to cum…I NEED TO CUM!” 
 
    As Esme continued to fruitlessly thrash against her bonds, she felt Hilga’s arms encircle her waist in a tight embrace, her naked body pressing up against her back. Even as her poor cunt continued to throb to the point of pain, quivering with years of pent up denial, her wails began to subside as a feeling of calm enveloped her. Despite everything that Hilga had done to her, how she had teased her to the very brink then cruelly denied her, somehow she still made Esme feel safe, her presence bringing a sense of peace over her that only she seemed able to.  
 
    As the young woman melted against her stepmother’s body, sinking deeper into her embrace, Hilga softly whispered into her ear. “It’s alright, Esme, I have you. Just breath and calm yourself.” 
 
    Still softly weeping, Esme begged. “Please, Your Majesty…I want to cum…I wanna cum so bad…” 
 
    Hilga gently shushed her. “I know you do, my darling, and you will. I promise. It would be cruel of me to make you wait any longer.” 
 
    Hope surged through Esme and when Hilga released her from her embrace she tossed her mess blonde curls aside and looked back at her. The smile on the older woman’s face was so hungry it made her shiver. 
 
    “It’s time to take your Royal Jewel.”

  

 
   
    Chapter Ten: The Price of Release 
 
    Heart beating wildly as the words Hilga had just spoken echoed through her mind, Esme stood still as a statue as the other woman freed her from the ropes binding her limbs. She gave a small groan of relief as she lowered her arms, muscles stiff from being in such tight bondage for so long.  
 
    “Go and lie on the bed.” Hilga ordered, her voice so stern it made clear she would tolerate no argument. 
 
    Obediently, Esme climbed up onto the massive royal bed and lay down with her head upon the pillows. Looking down, she saw Hilga crawling across the bed towards her until she hovered above her. Her large breasts hung down heavily and her nipples brushed against Esme’s own. Hard as dagger tips and still aching painfully from the tight rope harness that constricted her breasts, Esme felt a flash of pleasure from the contact and her eyes closed at the sensation as she stifled a moan with only the greatest of effort. 
 
    Eyes clenched shut, Esme felt Hilga take one of her arms and pull it towards one corner of the bed. Hearing a clicking sound, she opened her eyes and gasped to see Hilga had produced a length of chain that she had clipped to the length of silver links that encircled her wrist. 
 
    Tugging at the chain she found hardly any give. “What? Your Majesty, whatever are you -” 
 
    “We Teton’s have our own wedding customs, darling,” Hilga said as she quickly secured Esme’s other wrist before backing up doing the same to both her ankles. “Be grateful I’m not a follower of the Old Faith, or I might have had the need to insist upon an audience for this part.” 
 
    Now spread-eagled on the bed, the young woman found she was bound just as tightly as before. Esme was more than a little unsettled to discover she was growing used to the feeling.  
 
    Hilga sat back upon her booted feet and looked over Esme’s bound figure with such hungry intensity that the young woman blushed, realising how totally exposed she was before her with her legs spread wide. Hooded eyes fixing on her stepdaughter’s bare sex, Hilga’s lips opened slightly so her tongue could flick out and lick them lewdly. 
 
    “I know I said I wouldn’t make you wait any longer, my sweet girl, but the sight of your pretty little pussy is just too delicious to resist. Forgive me but I simply must have a taste first.” 
 
    Bending forward, Hilga’s hands gripped Esme’s thighs and pulled them open even wider. Esme’s mouth gaped like a fish as in shock she watched the older woman’s mouth come towards her vagina and a gasp escaped as she felt the soft caress of her tongue. 
 
    There was no slow, teasing build up this time, as Hilga focused immediately on Esme’s clitoris, her tongue gently coaxing it out of its protective hood with licks and swirls. She couldn’t look away from the lewd sight of Hilga’s tongue slathering away at her now fully exposed little bud even as she cried out at the delightful sensation which made everything Hilga had done to her before pale in comparison. 
 
    Hilga fastened her lips around Esme’s clit, suckling away at it even as her tongue shot out to lap at the young woman’s slit. Pent up as she was from the evening of relentless teasing Hilga had subjected her to, within minutes Esme found herself once again at the familiar blissful edge of cumming.  
 
    She wasn’t surprised when at what seemed to be the very last moment Hilga released Esme’s clit from between her lips and lifted her head away, but she wailed in dismay all the same. Tears spilling from her eyes, she arched her hips up as much as her bonds allowed, chasing after the older woman’s mouth. Hilga deftly avoided Esme’s efforts, instead lightly running her tongue along the side of her pelvis, skirting around the very edges of her slit while skillfully avoiding coming into contact with it. 
 
    The teasing strokes of Hilga’s tongue only seemed to intensify the feeling of desperation within Esme. “Nooooooo! P-please, Your Majesty. You promised I could cum. I n-need to c-cum! Please!” 
 
    Hilga gave her a look of mock sympathy, belied by the wicked look in her ears as she clearly relished the young woman’s tearful pleading. “And you will, my sweet girl, I promise. Now lie still for me for just a little bit longer.” 
 
    Grasping Esme’s hips with her hands, Hilga gently but firmly pressed her back down onto the bedding. Esme gasped as she felt the other woman’s skillful tongue begin licking her clitoris again. 
 
    Again and again the same cruel pattern repeated. Hilga licked and sucked at the hard little nubbin of Esme’s clit, making the girl moan and squeal in delight till she was right at the very brink of climax. Then, at the very last moment she would shift away, tonguing her pelvis or kissing her quivering inner thighs, letting Esme cruelly slip back from the delicious edge she had been teetering on. 
 
    Esme thrashed against the chains restraining her limbs. Between sobs and anguished wails she desperately begged, “Please let me cum…I wanna cum…lemme cum…please…pleeease…” and always Hilga answered with the same mocking looks of sympathy and honeyed promises. 
 
    “I will, darling, just be patient for a little bit longer.” 
 
    “I can tell you’re desperate, my dear girl, but I just need to have just one more taste.” 
 
    “Oh you’re cunt is so delicious, Esme, I’m sorry but let me saviour it one more time and then I’ll let you have your sweet release.” 
 
    Somehow worse than repeated moments of denial were what came afterwards. The soft teasing of Hilga’s lips on her thighs, the silky feel of her tongue along the very edges of her desperate slit, the feathery caresses of her fingers on her breasts. Her stepmother never stopped touching her for an instant, never letting her rest for a moment but instead tormenting her with the teasing sensations even as orgasm slowly receded back from the brink, only to ruthlessly turn her attentions back to Esme’s vagina and begin building it up once again.  
 
    Esme fought against her bonds with everything she had till her sweaty limbs burned from exhaustion and she could only lie limply on the bed, moaning weakly between pitiful little sobs. Her entire world seemed to have become her poor denied cunt, her clitoris quivering with desperation and hard as a pearl and her slit leaking so freely that the bedding underneath her hips was positively soaked. As Hilga licked and sucked away for what seemed to be the countless time, again building up that delicious wave of pleasure that almost seemed to be taunting her, all she could do was lie there and beg pitifully. 
 
    “Please let me cum…please please please please.” 
 
    Once again the peak was upon her and Esme weakly arched her hips up, grinding her cunt against the older woman’s lips and tongue. Once again Hilga stopped. 
 
    “PLEEEEEEASE!” Esme wailed. 
 
    Hilga licked her lips, a considering look on her face. “Do you want to cum, Esme my dear?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    Hooded eyes took on a crafty look. “What would you do if I let you cum?” 
 
    “Anything! Anything, Your Majesty…please…please…” Esme pleaded, in that moment willing to do anything if it meant finally having release. 
 
    A little smirk of triumph appeared on Hilga’s face. “Well, you’ve been such a good girl for me, waiting so patiently, I shouldn’t keep you in suspense any longer.” 
 
    Hope surged through Esme that turned to confusion as Hilga shuffled off the bed and walked slowly back to the low table before the fire. Eyes glued to the older woman’s luscious curves, she watched as Hilga opened the velvet lined box. 
 
    She gasped at what emerged. Hilga held in her hands a length of gold shaped in the manner of a man’s erect penis, complete with a pair of testicles and a mushroom shaped tip.  
 
    “Do you like it, darling?” Hilga asked as she stepped into the leather harness attached to the golden phallus, tightening the straps around her hips. “I had it made by the finest craftsmen in Valins just for this occasion. A golden sceptre for your Royal Jewel.” 
 
    The heavy length of gold dangled between Hilga’s legs, so big it came halfway down to her knees. Even as a tinge of fear went through her at the size, Esme also couldn’t help but whimper in desire as she suddenly realised just how Hilga intended to take her Royal Jewel. Her cunt pulsed in anticipation at the thought. 
 
    As Hilga crawled across the bed back towards her like some giant blonde cat of prey, Esme couldn’t tear her eyes away from the golden penis hanging down from her hips, bobbing and swaying lewdly. Reaching her, Hilga grasped the phallus with one hand and lined it up against the lips of her pussy. As the tip made contact Esme groaned at the feel of the cold metal against her burning sex, the sensation strange but delightful at the same time. 
 
    Leaning over Esme, Hilga braced herself with her free hand. “Prepare yourself, my sweet girl. There will be pain at first, but I promise it will be brief. Are you ready?” 
 
    Tearing her eyes away from the golden penis poised at the entrance to her virgin cunt, its large tip just barely pushed inside, Esme met Hilga’s gaze and gave a little nod of acquiescence. She forced herself to keep her breaths slow and measured even as her pulse raced with nervous anticipation. 
 
    With a look of intense determination in her eyes, Hilga ruthlessly slammed her hips forwards against Esme, sheathing her gold penis fully inside her vagina. Something ripped inside of her and for a second Esme felt as if she was about to be split open. Eyes clenched shut from the pain, her head fell back against the pillows as a tearful cry flew from her lips. 
 
    Hilga made no further motions and just lay atop of Esme letting the girl adjust. The feel of the older woman’s naked body pressed up against her own was soothing and the pain quickly receded. In its place was a feeling of fullness that Esme found strange but also delicious at the same time. It was like nothing she had ever experienced before and when she clenched her inner walls she was rewarded with a rush of pleasure. 
 
    Still Hilga didn’t move, just lying between Esme’s bound, spread legs with her golden cock buried deep between them. A feeling of impatience began taking hold. What was Hilga waiting for? She wiggled in frustration and while the sensations that produced were undoubtedly pleasurable the older woman did not so much as twitch her hips in response. 
 
    Opening her eyes, Esme looked up and saw Hilga looking down at her, one finger crossed over pursed lips in an exaggerated look of contemplation. “You know, darling, I’ve been thinking just now and it occurs to me that we have technically met the requirements of the rite.” 
 
    Such was the state of pent up arousal she found herself in it took a moment for Esme to comprehend what had just been said. When she did her mouth gaped open and she stared up at Hilga in wide eyed shock, eyebrows shooting up to sweat soaked blond bangs. Yes, the older woman had pierced her hymen and indisputably taken her Royal Jewel in doing so. Technically speaking they had fulfilled the letter of what tradition and custom demanded. Did that mean Hilga intended to just…stop? 
 
    Feeling the golden penis within her begin to pull back just slightly, shock turned to panic. Memories of countless other nights that had ended in nothing but wretched denial flooded her mind. No, not this time! Straining against her bonds with all of her remaining strength, Esme’s hips surged up off the bed, rutting against Hilga’s golden phallus as much as the chains securing her allowed.  
 
    Realising what her stepdaughter was attempting to do, the older woman ruthlessly pressed her down into the bed with her full weight. Sobbing in desperation, Esme mashed her bound breasts against Hilga’s, grinding her engorged nipples against the other woman’s. She clenched her pussy around the shaft of gold buried within it and wiggled as much as she could, utilising every inch of movement available to her. She was close. So close. She could almost feel herself tipping over the edge. 
 
    It wasn’t enough. It was never enough. Exhausted, Esme went limp under the weight of Hilga, glaring up at the older woman defiantly. Fine, let Hilga walk away leaving her unfulfilled. As soon as she was free of her bonds she would see to finishing things herself. The thought of her own fingers paled in comparison to the feelings of pleasure Hilga invoked in her, but it would be enough to do the job, and there was nothing the other woman could do to stop her. 
 
    Was there? 
 
    Esme’s breath hitched as a terrible thought suddenly occurred to her and terror cold as ice water ran down her spine. Her eyes flew to the corner of the bed. There, its golden surface gleaming almost tauntingly, sat her chastity belt. No! 
 
    Looking back at Hilga, Esme saw a wicked, almost cruel smile appear on her face. “Yes, darling, I’ve thought it over and really it’s likely for the best.” 
 
    Hilga’s hand reached toward the belt and something inside of Esme snapped. “NO! No no no no no no no no no noooooooooo!” Her voice became a shriek so shrill it actually broke as she thrashed against her bonds underneath Hilga, head frantically tossing from side to side and eyes blinded by the tears welling up inside of them. Not again. Not that! 
 
    Had Esme been in less of a state she would have seen the aghast look that came across Hilga’s face as she realised she had pushed her ruse too far. As it was she felt the other woman’s hands lightly grasp the sides of her face, stilling her desperate writhing, and her soft lips press themselves to her forehead as she shushed her reassuringly. “Hush Esme…it’s alright…please calm down…please just breathe…” 
 
    Despite everything Esme felt herself calming at Hilga’s touch as she always seemed to. Obediently she found herself taking deep breaths. Blinking away the tears she looked up at Hilga and met her gaze. 
 
    Seeing Esme lying beneath her, wide eyes looking so open and vulnerable, Hilga wanted nothing more than to forget everything and just thrust away at the girl, giving her the long withheld orgasm that she so richly deserved. She still had her duty however, so she brought a stern look to her face, silently promising herself that she would reward Esme with everything she desired once this matter was finally done. 
 
    Esme shuddered a little as Hilga stroked a pair of fingers down the side of her cheek. “Very well, my sweet girl, I’m not heartless. Perhaps we can come to a mutual agreement?” 
 
    “Anything, Your Majesty!” Esme whimpered. “Anything, please!” 
 
    Hilga actually chuckled and gave a smirk. “Well, first of all let’s address this ‘Your Majesty’ business, darling. It really is a tad formal given the position we find ourselves in,” Hilga gave a little thrust of her hips for emphasis and Esme gasped at the pulse of pleasure that it invoked.  
 
    A wicked gleam appeared in Hilga’s eyes. “I really think it’s high time you started calling me Mother.” 
 
    Esme’s eyes widened in surprise as a thrill of pleasure shot through her at the word. The wicked tabooness of it. She hesitated for a moment, but then began to rationalise. It was just a word and there was no blood relation between her and Hilga. She had certainly never seen the woman as a maternal figure. What did it matter what she called her? 
 
    Taking a little breath, Esme spoke in barely a whisper. “Yes Mother.” 
 
    Again the word brought on a wicked shiver of pleasure that seemed to go straight to her cunt, still clenching itself tightly around the gold penis embedded deep within. An intense look filled Hilga’s eyes, clearly as affected by the word as Esme was. Her voice was deep and lusty when she spoke again. 
 
    “Second, I think we need to lay out some ground rules going forward. From now on this body of yours is mine! I decide when it receives pleasure,” Hilga’s hands went to Esme’s cruelly bound breasts, fingers caressing her painfully engorged nipples. The girl gave a moan of pleasure that transformed into a whimper of pain as she felt Hilga suddenly pinch them, fingernails biting into the swollen nubbins. “And I decide when it receives pain. You don’t put so much as a finger on it without my explicit permission. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes Mother.” Esme’s voice was louder this time, deeper and lustful. 
 
    “Thirdly,” Hilga’s eyes gleamed with an intensity that left Esme breathless. “You may sit on the throne and call yourself the Queen, but you say what I tell you to say; decree what I tell you to decree. If you have reservations, you may share them with me in private and if I think they have weight perhaps I will consider them. In public though you will not oppose me or stand against me. Gallia has two Queens, governing together in perfect unity, just as its lords and ladies wish it to be. Step out of line even once, and I swear my darling I will have you locked back up inside that belt for the rest of your life!” 
 
    There it was, the real ultimatum. The real choice Esme was now facing. And it was a choice for her to make freely. For all Hilga’s threats, now that she had calmed somewhat Esme was beginning to suspect they were just a ruse. It went against everything Hilga shown to her so far, both in word and act. Looking up at Hilga’s unblinking eyes, Esme felt herself torn. Could she trust Hilga with her kingdom? Could she trust her with her heart? 
 
    Esme forced herself to put aside all of the preconceptions she had built up of Hilga over the years. Hilga the foreign Teton. Hilga the queen regent. She made herself instead consider Hilga the woman. The one person in her life who had ever expressed any sympathy for the torment she had endured from her belt. How she had inspired both pleasure and pain that combined to create an ecstasy within her young body that she had never imagined possible. How when she held her she somehow was able to calm the whirlwind of frustration that had been her ever present companion for her entire adult life, letting her feel safe and at peace. 
 
    Decision made, Esme let out a long breath and answered. “Yes Mother.” 
 
    A look of delight filled Hilga’s eyes and she suddenly swooped down and planted her lips on Esme’s in a fierce kiss. Esme eagerly returned it, parting her lips so their tongues could lewdly dance together. 
 
    Breaking the kiss, Hilga smiled lovingly at the younger woman. “And now, my sweet Queen, let me give you your reward.” 
 
    Bracing both her hands on the bed, Hilga slowly pulled back her hips till only the golden tip of the phallus remained inside Esme. Feeling strangely empty at its absence, Esme gave a little whimper that turned into a gasp of delight as the older woman thrust forward, once again sheathing herself within Esme’s sopping pussy to the very hilt. She’d had more than enough time to recover from the initial breaking of her hymen and this time there wasn’t a trace of pain, just a delightful feeling of friction that provoked the most delicious pleasure.  
 
    Again Hilga slowly withdrew and then slammed back into Esme, provoking a loud, throaty moan this time. The older woman settled into a steady rhythm, pounding Esme again and again with thrusts of her powerful hips. The sound of sweaty skin slapping against sweaty skin filled the air. As Hilga’s pace began to quicken the sound was soon joined by a steady stream of moans from the bound young woman. 
 
    Esme strained against the chains binding her limbs, not seeking to free herself but instead to arch up and meet the thrusts of Hilga’s golden penis. As her pleasure built, her eyes were glued to Hilga’s face, framed by little wisps of butter blonde hair that had come loose from her now very messy braid. Openly panting through parted lips, her face had turned a slight shade of red from her efforts, little beads of sweat running down her face. 
 
    There was an almost feral look in Hilga’s eyes now as she panted and grunted away, rutting Esme like an animal, no rhythm of any kind now to her wild thrusts. Esme was mesmerised by the sight as she fought with everything she had to eke out every inch of motion her tight bonds allowed her despite the protests of her exhausted limbs. She could feel the delightful wave building in her and soon once again felt herself at the peak of climax as the wave began to crest. 
 
    Feeling her inner walls starting to clench in anticipation, Esme pleaded through breathless moans. “I’m about to cum…I’m cumming…please Mother may I cum?” 
 
    A moment passed that felt like an eternity and Esme didn’t dare let herself hope, prepared for Hilga to deny her yet again. Then she heard what sounded in the moment like the most beautiful words to ever reach her ears. “Yes, my sweet Esme, you may.” 
 
    With one more powerful thrust from Hilga’s golden phallus, pleasure unlike anything Esme had ever felt exploded within her through every inch of her young body. As she shuddered in ecstasy her head tipped back and she let out a howl of wild delight. Moments later she felt Hilga’s lips pressing against hers and her cries were stifled by the other woman’s tongue as it roughly forced its way inside her mouth.  
 
    As Esme shuddered through the last traces of her orgasm Hilga broke the kiss. Looking down on Esme, a possessive smile appeared on her face that made the young woman’s insides tingle. “That was glorious, my darling, a sight well worth the wait. In fact I think I simply must see it again.” 
 
    Pulling her golden cock free from Esme’s pussy, Hilga quickly kissed her away down the younger woman’s torso and stomach. The girl gasped as she felt her stepmother’s mouth on her clitoris. 
 
    There was no teasing this time, Hilga immediately fastening her lips around Esme’s little bud. She sucked on it so strongly that Esme felt her clitoris pulled out from its protective hood and into the warmth of Hilga’s mouth, her silky tongue slathering over its entire length. Still overly sensitive from her recent orgasm, the feeling was almost overwhelming at first almost to the point of pain, but Esme revelled in it nonetheless, moans that verged on screams slipping from her lips. 
 
    The intensity of the delicious sensation was so strong the young woman’s eyes threatened to roll back into her head and she struggled to keep her eyes locked with Hilga’s, for some reason unable to look away from the almost predatory look in the other woman’s eyes. Within minutes Esme found herself right back at that wonderful edge again. 
 
    “I’m about to cum…I’m cumming…please can I cum?” She pleaded between breathy moans. 
 
    Hilga’s only answer was to suck and lick away at Esme’s pussy even stronger than before and again the young woman felt the pleasurable wave crash over her body, different than before but just as strong. Crying out in delight she shuddered and felt her cunt gush, juices squirting out of it. Hilga continued to suck away, her own moans of delight stifled against the lips of Esme’s slit as she swallowed every drop. 
 
    Drained, Esme went limp, so exhausted she didn’t think she could move if her life depended on it. Hilga sat back on her haunches, a look of smug satisfaction on her face as she daintily wiped the last of Esme’s juices from her face and licked her fingers clean. Reaching down, she unclipped the chains from the bands of silver links around the younger woman’s ankles then crawled up the bed to do the same to the ones at her wrists before lying on her side next to her. 
 
    Tired as she was, Esme felt suddenly overwhelmed by a need for contact, a burning desire within her to feel Hilga’s naked body against her own. Rolling onto her side, she snuggled up against the older woman, nestling her face against her large breasts. Hilga obligingly wrapped her arms around her, one hand cupping the cheek of her bum possessively as the other softly stroked her long, blonde tresses. 
 
    “You were glorious, Esme. I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything so beautiful as you cumming just now. Keeping you locked up in denial all those years was a crime. They’ll be no more of that going forward.” 
 
    Raising her head from Hilga’s breasts, Esme looked at her wide eyed and said in a hesitant little voice. “Promise?” 
 
    A loving and reassuring smile appeared on Hilga’s face. “I do, dearest.” The smile turned wicked and she gave Esme’s still so sensitive bum a little pinch that made the girl squeak. “Though I may make you wait for it a bit. After all, you must admit that as frustrating as what I put you though was, it only made the eventual release all the sweeter.” 
 
    The wicked look in Higa’s eyes intensified and she stood up on the bed, the golden phallus hanging heavily between her legs. It was slick with Esme’s juices and streaks of blood from her broken hymen and the sight made the girl’s heart suddenly race. “And now, my dear Queen, I believe my golden sceptre is dirty. Be a good girl for me and clean it up and perhaps afterwards I will let you ride it.” 
 
    Esme’s pussy pulsed with renewed arousal at the words and newfound energy suddenly filled her, her exhaustion gone. Eagerly she rose from the bed onto her knees. Impulsively, she crossed her wrists behind her back as if they were bound then parted her lips, tongue slipping to slowly lick them. 
 
    Hilga’s hooded eyes darkened at the sight, clearly affected by it. With something near a growl, she raised up the golden shaft with one hand and ruthlessly forced it between Esme’s lips into her mouth. The younger woman suppressed an urge to gag but made no attempt to resist as the phallus pushed itself into her throat and she began to suck.

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    Esme sat upon her throne, trying with everything she had to keep the look of boredom off of her face. She had been holding court for hours now and not for the first time was wondering how it was that Hilga had managed to do this day after day for all these years without going mad. The older woman was seated next to her on her own throne, her consort’s face looking as impervious as ever but also attentive, as if the petitioner before them was the very first to speak and not the latest in a very long number to come before the throne. 
 
    Esme did her best to mimic the other woman. One hand idly traced itself along the unadorned hilt of the dagger King Hostig had gifted her weeks ago. For some reason she found its presence against her hip reassuring and had taken to wearing it. Esme was certain this had not gone unnoticed by the lords and ladies of court, but frankly she did not care. 
 
    The current petitioner before the court was Count Artin. His handsome face schooled into a look of haughtiness as he droned on and on. It felt like he had been talking for hours. Esme could hardly believe there had been a time she had actually been considering him as her royal consort. Out of the corner of her eye, she admired Hilga’s beautiful face and felt a little shudder of arousal go through her. 
 
    Shifting on the seat of her throne, Esme tried to make herself comfortable. As uncomfortable as it had been to sit while wearing the belt, even weeks later the absence of it felt strange. Equally new, though far more enjoyable she had found, was the sensation of wearing bloomers. Today she had chosen a lacey set dyed light blue with golden bows and the silky, cool feel of them against her bare vagina was truly delicious. The feeling also reminded her of the way Hilga had touched her just the night before; she felt herself suddenly growing damp at the memory of the teasing caresses of the older woman’s fingers and lips and tongue. 
 
    Fingers clenched tightly around the handle of the dagger at her hip, as Esme fought to suppress a shudder as memories of the night before filled her mind, Count Artin and his incessant droning completely leaving her. Practically every night in the weeks since her coronation Hilga had taken her to bed. She made Esme scream in pain from her whip and her crop and various other toys she had introduced her to, then scream even louder in pleasure from her lips and her tongue and her skillful fingers. Some evenings Hilga would rip orgasm after orgasm from her until she was pleading with the older woman to stop, on others she cruelly teased her and would deny her even one no matter how desperately Esme begged. Yet always when it was over and Hilga untied her from her restraints, Esme found herself wrapping her arms around the other woman, revelling in the feeling of peace and safety and love that she found from her embrace. 
 
    Esme felt a slight blush appear on her face from the memory. Suddenly she realised there was utter silence throughout the court and refocusing her attention on Count Artin she saw him standing silently with an expectant look on his face. It seemed while she had been caught up in her delightful recollections the man had finally reached the end of his speech. 
 
    Mentally cursing herself for allowing her attention to lapse, Esme prayed to the Four that she had not allowed too much time to elapse. Raising her hand, she waived dismissively. “Your petition is denied, my lord.” 
 
    A flash of shock appeared on Count Artin’s handsome face, followed quickly by one of anger. “Your Majesty, I must protest. My request to have the traditional custom tolls and trade fees restored to my county is only just. Surely you will reconsider, especially given I was led to believe -” 
 
    “You were led to believe wrongly!” Esme cut Count Artin off, springing to her feet. She was practically shouting, covering for the offputting feeling at having been almost caught daydreaming with a show of anger. Her hand was clenched around the handle of her dagger so tightly her knuckles had turned white. “I must apologise, Count Artin. Clearly you are one of those who has been misled by rumours that myself and my beloved stepmother, Queen Hilga, are at odds and my ascension to the throne shall mark a departure from her previous course of action as regent. Let me be clear to you today. No such discord exists.” 
 
    Esme turned to briefly look at Hilga. The older woman’s face was impassive, but there was an intense look in her eyes as they met Esme’s that made the girl quiver. “All that Queen Hilga has done has been for the good of our kingdom. She has given Gallia peace and prosperity, certainly far better than my own late father did.” 
 
    “It is for the good of Gallia that I forgo custom duties and tolls simply because the ships that transverse my waterways hail from the Queen Regent’s - oh my apologies her titles do change quickly - the Queen Consort’s homeland?” 
 
    Turning away from Hilga, Esme recalled how the older woman seemed able to make even the bravest men quiver with even one hard look and did her best to mimic it on her own face. Count Artin didn’t quite quiver, but his face did seem to pale slightly and he certainly did shut up. 
 
    “The Teton kingdoms are the shield behind which not only Gallia but this entire continent shelters. Through their blood and valour, our lands are guarded from the rampages of the barbarian hordes of the Steppe. In return you come to me complaining about such petty things as custom tolls and river fees?” 
 
    The assembled lords and ladies applauded, and Esme felt a rush of satisfaction surge through her veins. Count Artin, clearly seeing he was beaten, bowed and slunk back into the crowd behind him.  
 
    Hilga rose from her own throne to stand behind Esme, raising one hand to call for silence and the applause almost instantly stopped. “We’ve heard enough petitioners for the day. The court is dismissed.” 
 
    Her tone was cool and as the assembled lords and ladies of court filtered out of the chamber Esme could not help but feel a tingle of apprehension run down her spine. Had she done something to upset Hilga? 
 
    Then a terrible thought occurred to her. Her impromptu little speech just now had very much not been the response Hilga expected her to deliver to Count Artin’s petition. She remembered the warning the other woman had given her weeks ago on what the consequences would be should she ever step out of line in public. Surely Hilga wouldn’t consider what she had just done as that.  
 
    As the doors to the now empty chamber closed with an ominous thud, Hilga turned to face Esme, her expression on her face neutral and the same intense but unreadable look in her eyes as earlier.  
 
    Panic beginning to rise within her, Esme opened her mouth to apologise. Her words were stifled however when Hilga closed the distance between them, her mouth crashing up against Esme’s own. She gave a muffled squeal as the older woman roughly forced her tongue between her lips and eagerly met it with her own.  
 
    Hilga pulled back, her eyes still intense but also now clearly tinged with lust. “That was beautiful, my darling girl. You were a sight to behold just now, all filled with righteous anger. I think we shall have to let you do that more often. Allow the people to see the steel underneath that pretty exterior of yours.” 
 
    Relief surging through her, Esme eagerly returned Hilga’s kiss when the older woman brought her soft lips to her own once again. Her hands burned to touch her stepmother, but obediently stayed by her sides, knowing very well what the consequences would be if she did so without permission. To her delight, she felt Hilga’s own hands on her waist, pulling her body flush against her own. 
 
    Even though the layers of both their dresses, Esme could feel something hard against her leg and her eyes widened in shock as she broke the kiss. “You’re wearing it?” 
 
    Hilga gave her a smile that could only be described as wicked. “I was waiting for the best moment to surprise you, my darling Esme, perhaps by pulling you into a random storeroom and bending you over one of the tables. After seeing you just now in all your glory I simply couldn’t wait any longer.” 
 
    Esme felt Hilga’s hands go to the laces at the back of her dress and couldn’t help the slightly incredulous tone that entered her voice. “Here?” 
 
    Hilga’s smile grew even more wicked. “Where better to crown my golden sceptre with your Royal Jewel than here in the throne room. Of course, if you're not in the mood…” 
 
    Esme’s hands immediately flew to the laces at the back of her dress, almost ripping them as she frantically untied them. It had been three days since Hilga had last allowed her an orgasm, the longest stretch she had kept her in denial since she had been released from her belt. Her pussy was aching from the thought of Hilga burying her golden phallus deep inside of it. 
 
    Laughing at the young woman’s eagerness, Hilga turned her attention to her own clothing and soon was standing before Esme in nothing but her tall riding boots and stockings, and of course the long gold rod that hung between her legs. Esme hungrily stared at it as she pulled down her own dress. 
 
    To her surprise, when Esme went to remove her bloomers Hilga stepped forward and grabbed both of her wrists. They were pulled behind her back and held securely by one of Hilga’s hands as the other slipped underneath the hemline of Esme’s lacy bloomers to cup her sex. She moaned aloud as she felt the older woman’s fingers run themselves through her wet folds. 
 
    “Darling, you are positively soaking,” Hilga’s voice washed over Esme like a caress. “Is it from the thought of me taking my big golden penis and burying it to the hilt between those lovely legs of yours? Is that what you want, my sweet girl, to feel my lovely cock ram itself into your royal little cunt?” 
 
    “Yeeeees,” Esme moaned hotly. Hilga’s eyes narrowed slightly in irritation and Esme let out a protesting little whimper as she felt her fingers cease their caresses.  
 
    “Is that how you should answer, my dear girl? I could swear you left something out.” 
 
    Esme’s cheeks reddened, knowing what Hilga wanted to hear. Even weeks later she still felt embarrassment grip her whenever she said the word aloud, somehow more from the effect saying it seemed to have on her than from the word itself. 
 
    One of Hilga’s fingers lightly stroked itself up Esme’s sopping slit, and the brief flash of pleasure it brought was enough to crack her resolve. “Yes, Mother! Yes, I want your gold cock inside of me! Please Mother, let me have it!” 
 
    As always a shiver of pleasure ran down Esme’s spine at the tabooness of what she had just said. It clearly affected Hilga as well, her eyes darkening in delight as she leaned forward to touch her forehead against the younger woman’s. Her voice was barely above a whisper when she spoke. 
 
    “That’s not all you want though, is it? What is it you truly want, Esme?” 
 
    She blushed even deeper, biting her bottom lip between sharp teeth as she tried to work up the resolve to say the words. Hilga renewed her caresses and when Esme felt one of her finger’s ghost over her clitoris she groaned deeply. “I want to cum! Please Mother, I need to cum! Please let me…” Her voice trailed off in a little whimper. 
 
    Hilga chuckled darkly. “Well my sweet, you have certainly been a good girl for me and after that wonderful performance just now you do deserve some reward. Yes I think I shall let you cum.”  
 
    Delight surged through Esme at those words, but she whined in dismay when Hilga ceased her ministrations and withdrew her hand from her bloomers. Giving another chuckle at the younger woman’s protestations, Hilga lewdly licked her fingers. “On your knees now, my darling girl. Position yourself for me.” 
 
    Esme needed no urging. Pulling down her bloomers, she turned and got down on all fours, arching her back to present herself. 
 
    Looking over one shoulder, Esme watched as Hilga crouched down behind her. One hand gripped the younger woman’s hip possessively as the other raised the heavy gold shaft. Feeling the tip prob at the entrance to her vagina, Esme gasped at the feeling as her clitoris throbbed in anticipation. 
 
    For one long moment Hilga did nothing, leaving Esme whimpering as she knelt on all fours. Then suddenly she gave one powerful thrust of her hips, her gold penis sliding deep inside the young woman’s cunt. Esme cried out in joy at the feeling as the shaft slid home, easily accommodating it inside of her and revelling in the sensation of fullness that it brought. 
 
    Hilga didn’t waste time on any slow build up, immediately beginning to ruthlessly rut away at the younger woman who could only moan in pleasure as she eagerly thrust her hips back to meet the powerful thrusts. Esme’s heavy breasts jiggled from her efforts and when she arched her back so Hilga could more easily ram her gold penis into her vagina her nipples brushed against the marbled floor, the cold tiles adding another delicious sensation to the mix. 
 
    Esme felt Hilga’s hands reach under her arms, rearing her up off the floor as she continued to pound away with her hips with even greater vigour. The older woman’s lips descended on Esme’s neck as she began to suck at a pulse point. Esme dropped her head back against Hilga’s shoulder and cried out in delight as this new angle allowed her stepmother to thrust deeper than ever into the hot tunnel of her cunt. She felt Hilga’s fingers on her breasts, nails digging into the sensitive flesh of the little nubbins as she pinched and twisted. Pleasure and pain combined into an indescribable sensation and Esme practically howled as it overwhelmed her. 
 
    Her orgasm was close, the pleasurable wave building inside of her, about to burst. Through breathless pants Esme begged. “Please…I’m cumming…I’m about to cum…Mother may I cum, please!” 
 
    For one long moment she heard nothing other than the sound of skin slapping against skin and her own pounding heartbeat as Esme waited in desperate suspense. Would Hilga let her have release or deny her? She never knew what the answer would be. The uncertainty only fed her excitement and she strained with everything she could to hold back the orgasm that she already felt her inner walls beginning to clench in anticipation of. 
 
    “Yes,” Hilga finally answered, the word the most beautiful Esme had ever heard. “Yes, my darling girl, you may cum.” 
 
    Esme didn’t think she could have held back for a moment longer, whatever the consequences might have been. Her orgasm burst through her, pleasure flooding every inch of her body as she cried out in ecstasy. One of Hilga’s hands left her nipples and flew down to the younger woman’s cunt, fingers reaching her throbbing clit and pinching it between them. The pain combined with the pleasure surging through her and Esme’s cry became a scream. 
 
    Hilga continued to rut away at Esme with her gold penis as she rode through the waves of her climax, arms holding her trembling body close. When at last her orgasm subsided Esme collapsed to the floor. The cold tiles felt so wonderful against her hot sweaty skin. Hilga gently lay on top of her, golden shaft still buried deep. The young woman clenched her inner walls around it, savouring the feeling and wishing that this moment could last forever. 
 
    As Esme lay there panting desperately for air, body still trembling slightly from the intensity of what she had just experienced, Hilga brushed her sweaty blonde tresses away from her face. Between quick little kisses along her neck and jawline she lovingly whispered, “My beautiful darling…you were so wonderful…my sweet Esme” 
 
    Turning her head so she could look at Hilga out of one eye, Esme took a breath and hesitatingly said, “Hilga…” 
 
    Hilga pulled away from Esme so she could look back at her, eyes wide in surprise. It was the first time the younger woman had ever called her by her proper name. “Yes, my darling?” 
 
    Esme struggled for a long second, wanting so desperately to say the words but afraid to at the same time. Finally she spoke. “I love you.” 
 
    A little gasp escaped Hilga and then a smile of pure joy appeared on her beautiful face. She took one of Esme’s hands in her own, fingers lacing together. “Oh Esme, my sweet, I can’t tell you how happy I am to hear you finally say it. I love you also, my beautiful Queen.”

  

 
   
    The End? 
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