
        
            
                
            
        

    
 


 


THE CRUSADER


BOOK
I:


THE
ACCURSED
TOWER


 


 


John Cleve

 



  

 


© John Cleve 1974 
 John Cleve has asserted his rights under the Copyright, Design and Patents Act, 1988, to be identified as the author of this work. 
   
 First published in 1974 by Dell Publishing Co. 
   
 This edition published in 2018 by Lume Books. 
 



  

 


Table of Contents


 


Chapter One – The Night-Stalker


Chapter Two – The Night Visitor


Chapter Three – Bride of the King


Chapter Four – Mistress of the King


Chapter Five – Luisa’s Mouth


Chapter Six – The Copper Tower


Chapter Seven – A Woman for Guy


Chapter Eight – Geldemar the Bastard


Chapter Nine – Hero’s Reward


Chapter Ten – Into Rosamonde


Chapter Eleven – The Noble Slut


Chapter Twelve – The Accursed Tower


Chapter Thirteen – A Saracen’s Slut


Chapter Fourteen – Punishment for a Spy


Chapter Fifteen


Chapter Sixteen – The Girl in the Palace


Chapter Seventeen – A Prize for the Conqueror





 




 


Chapter One – The Night-Stalker


 

 The moon hung round and white as a buxom maiden’s breast over the stable. A gentle breeze rustled through tall pines and cypresses standing about the building like dark sentinels. 
 Within were a man and a maid, playing the ancient game of love—though between these two the term was lust, not love. The man was red of hair and brawny of build, and his big body covered hers fully. She writhed in pleasure, a sun-bronzed country girl who was still partially clothed. Her moans rose along with sighs and gasps, accompanied by the sound of the hay rustling beneath her. 
 Neither of them knew that they were being watched. 
 Outside were two men, one’s presence unknown to the other. One, helmeted, armored, armed—set to guard his liege-lord and commander while that fortunate rogue tupped the fullblown peasant in the stable. But the guard was remiss in his duties; he was watching the couple through a crack between two of the planks forming the stable’s outer wall. At his hip, his great Norman sword hung unused, unneeded and forgotten. 
 But the guard, too, is being watched. 
 The third man, his presence unknown to any of the others, is but a few feet behind. He is darkly dressed, cloak muffled. His feet are shod in soft-soled leather boots and make only the faintest whispering sounds as he moves forward, slowly and quietly and with great care for sound and shadow. The little breeze murmuring in the trees plucks at his dark cloak. He moves another gliding step forward, his eyes on the back of the helmeted guard. Even seen from behind, the negligent sentinel’s activity is obvious, and a sneer twitches the black mustache and twists the full lips of the skulking stalker. 
 Another slow gliding step, foot planted carefully. Now he is but two paces behind the entranced guard, who continues stripping his shaft with long firm strokes, oblivious to all but the sight before his staring eyes—and the sensation in his guts. 
 From inside the dark cloak of the man behind him steals a pair of hands, dark gloved. The left is empty, leathered fingers curling restlessly. The right is fisted, and the moon strikes a silvery glint from the long dagger enclosed in that leather-gloved fist. 
 The moon watches, uncaring. The wind sighs and tickles the leaves of the guardian trees . . . while the real guardian is no more watchful than a tree, staring. The stalker draws a slow, quiet breath. His right hand rises, measuring, upper arm held well out from his body, forearm curved in from the elbow, the dagger held horizontally. His left is similarly poised, gloved fingers spread. 
 “Ah . . . ah, sweet Savior,” the girl’s voice comes from within the stable, in sighing little cries. “Ah, oh, oh my lord . . . ah, ah!” 
 The unguarding guard has one fleeting instant’s awareness of movement beside him, the sudden manifestation of a shadow on the building behind him. All in one brief hurtling instant, never to be repeated. Then everything happens at once. 
 Something harsh, a leather-covered vise, whips around his neck from behind, coming from leftward, and clamps hard and coarse over his mouth and chin. At the same instant it yanks, snapping his head up and back until he is looking at the stars with bulging eyes. 
 And still more fills that crowded moment, for there is a swift icy sensation across his throat. It becomes a stinging pain. 
 Then his severed jugular vein begins to spurt great fountaining streams of thick warm scarlet. The same thick red fluid flows over his leather-covered chest and the hand he slapped instinctively over his throat—and jerks away, for the sweaty fingers sting the raw gaping second mouth he has been provided with. 
 The negligent guard sags, growing weaker and weaker and less and less aware of sensation, visual and auditory and tactile. There is only the spreading, deepening mist before his eyes, and the humming in his ears, inside his skull. Pain fades. He has stood his last watch. He is past resistance or outcry, and his killer lowers him carefully and quietly to the ground. There must be no thud to alert the womanizing foreigner inside, no clank of arms or armor against the ground. 
 The man becoming corpse is still twitching while the murderer wipes his blooded dagger on the long homespun smock that covers the other man from collar to knee. 
 The night-killer crouches there, listening, ears and eyes straining, attuned to every sound. The wind . . . a barking dog . . . the soughing of the wind in the trees, leaves stirring . . . the tenor bleat of a tit-hungry lamb . . . the nearby sounds of a woman and the grunts of a man. Nothing out of the ordinary. All is peaceful. None suspects his presence. Life is cheap, and another is gone, and none the wiser, and soon another will pump out its blood, and then the night-slayer will return to his employer to collect the other half of his reward, paid in good German marks. 
 Dagger cleaned and again gleaming, he rises and draws his cloak around his dark-clad form as he steps across his victim. And replaces him, peering through the crack into the hay-piled straw where the foreign invader lies in adulterous embrace with a local blowze, all too delighted to yield her squirming body to the new conqueror of her island people. 
 The night-stalker’s lip curls in a sneer as he peers in at them. Her he will soon send off to hell without recompense or remorse, and right gladly! But not now; they are still making the beast with two backs, and he watches and listens. 
 The giant of a man was panting, his breath hot and harsh on her face and his chest pressing down with each swift breath on her heaving bosom. She could only groan gratefully at the inner sensation of that great flesh-spear from across the waters. 
 What a man! He had been thus making love to her for many long minutes, to her delight, one turn of the glass perhaps, an entire hour. Could it be true? Could this great man be so fantastically vigorous—or had it been only a few seconds, a few minutes perhaps? 
 Of course there was this: he had been married less than a month, and perhaps his pot of love’s juices was kept constantly emptied by his new wife’s newly-initiated lust. Perhaps, the girl thought smiling. In which case I thank thee, Mother of God, for my great and food fortune.

 “Now,” he said abruptly, almost growling. 
 But she did not understand him, and he had to slide his big hands under her and exert an upward pressure to convey his meaning. She smiled then, and hoisted herself high. 
 Then: “Ah—ah!” he gasped, and at last it was happening. 
 Outside, the night-killer smiled. Soon, now.

 Inside, the red-headed giant flopped limply off the sighing, gasping girl. He slapped a big hand down onto one of the massy melons juddering on her chest. He squeezed it callously, in a way that brought a sudden squeal from her lips. 
 “Ah, by Holy Rood you are a good tumble, girl! Now get you back to your scullery and pray that your belly grows fat with my seed!” And he turned her over, landed a smack on her broad round backside, and thrust her forcefully away. 
 The girl rose, tugging her bodice back up over her breasts. Her skirt fell down over her legs. She smiled down at him, then dropped a curtsey to the sprawled, grinning giant. 
 “Thank you, milord,” she said, smiling and bobbing her head, and then the girl turned and hurried from the stall and then from the stable, smiling brightly. 
 Her heart was full, not of love, but of joy, for after all, how many poor peasant girls of tiny, unimportant Cyprus could even dream of being topped and tupped by— 
 Her thoughts and her life were swiftly shut off as one gloved hand clapped over her mouth and another drove a razor-honed and needle-pointed sliver of cold, cold steel into the roundling bulge of her left breast. The slender blade slid into her as easily as into a ripe pear. 
 Then the night-killer gave his dagger a swift, back and forth twist, deep inside the resilient flesh . . . and inside the heart that pulsed beneath. 
 She died, like the guard. 
 The dark-cloaked night-slayer slipped swiftly, ever silently into the stable. Behind him, a leafless crimson flower bloomed ever larger on the bulging cloth covering the sprawled girl’s bosom. Her eyes stared at the sky. The moon stared back. Neither saw. 
 The night-stalker stood in the dark aisleway that ran between the stalls, but he was not interested in the mingled scents of leather and manure and hay and the heavy, sour odor of horse sweat. His interest, with his gaze, was focused on the open doorway of the stall that contained no animal but was rather half filled with hay. On the broad shelf a few feet below and to the left of the square hole through which the hay was dropped from the loft above, a lantern flickered. 
 The lordly lover could afford such luxuries; he had conquered Messina because Sicily’s King Tancred had offended him—and then sold it back to Tancred for two and a half thousand pounds of gold! 
 Now he lay sprawled on the hay, still limp and leaden, swathed in the peaceful aftermath of his orgasm. His feet looked small from this position; the night-stalker was looking at the crown of the supine man’s carrot-haired head. Just beyond, the twinned plates of his massive athlete’s chest were plainly visible, rising and falling, very evenly. Very visibly—and very temptingly. 
 A perfectly superb target, by God’s blood, the night-killer thought. The great left pectoral. That chest would be heavily layered and banded with muscle, of course, for the man was one of the most powerful warriors of his time; of any time. A hard-swung, crossover blow, striking straight down into that left chest lobe—and into the heart that throbbed inside. 
 The assassin hesitated, chewing a few hairs at the right edge of his drooping mustache. Within his glove, his fingers sweated as they clutched his dagger. Perhaps, if he waited, the big man would drift off to sleep. How much easier that, killing a sleeping man—particularly such a man! 
 But . . . on the other hand, he might well rouse himself at any second and rise, and then it would be too late. The night-killer must then either flee—and fast, and far—or die, for he knew he could not stand up against this conqueror of Messina and Cyprus, this man who had secured his own estates by warring with his brothers and battling with his own father—and even the King of France—and had, one way or another, bested them all. 
 No. The night-stalker dared not chance it. He had to strike, and as soon as possible. There, beside the resting giant and near to hand, was his great sword. If the dagger in the chest failed to end it, then, another swift movement would: the whoreson invader would die by his own broad blade! Aye, by heaven! With his own blood-crusted blade!

 And then, slowly and carefully, mindful of hay that might hiss or crackle underfoot, the night-killer began moving forward to claim his third victim—the one for which he had already received good silver coin and would soon be paid more, in the very hand now holding the dagger, the hand that had already drunk twice of the rich red juice of life. 
 Up, up rose the arm that wielded that thirsty blade of steel. The night-killer steadied himself and prepared for the swift, hard downward blow. . . . 
 . . . and down from the loft dropped him who had been still another unseen watcher of the royal fuckery, down with his wooden pitchfork clutched before him in both hands. The tines drove several, inches into the lower chest of the night-killer with a terrible chunking sound that came as one with the sound of the stable boy’s feet striking the hay-strewn floor. 
 The red-headed giant on the hay was on his feet and had sword in hand before his would-be slayer was fully down, with blood bubbling up around the three pitchfork tines buried in his entrails. Burning hawk’s eyes took in the dark clothing, the gloved hands, the dagger. A swift warrior’s brain recalled that he had heard nothing of this man’s entry, while the other, the muscular youngster, had obviously dropped from the loft above. 
 Their eyes met, youth and naked, sword-gripping man. 
 “Now by God’s balls—that whoreson hen’s piss meant to slay me, did he?” 
 “Aye, my lord,” the young Cypriot said, nodding nervously. He was nothing; before him stood one of the greatest knights in the world. No less formidable because of his nakedness, and holding besides his great broad sword. The young man wondered how many souls that sword had separated from their earthbound bodies. 
 “Well, lad,” the naked knight said, “ye seem to have saved my life. Some would not thank you for such an act, but I assure you I look kindly on it and deem it a great service, indeed! Oh—just lean on that three-pronged lance of yours a bit, won’t you? The blood bubbling up from his mouth flows as if he yet clings to his stinking life.” 
 The youth did, impressing the man with his lack of qualm in leaning on the pitchfork with both hands, and giving it a slow twist before he wrenched it free to liberate the night-stalker’s blood. It flowed freely forth to stain the hay, and the assassin’s eyes glazed. 
 The naked man, almost a giant and more powerfully built than most men even in this age of necessarily great physical strength, gazed at his youthful savior. Boys were men at twelve or thirteen, because they must be. This one might have been that or a bit older, but what a youth! He was rising six feet in height already, and must have weighed full seventy or more pounds over a hundred, without an ounce of fat anywhere on him. Not only big, but stout and strong, and loyal enough, withal, to slay a would-be hired murderer. Pursing his lips under his orange-red mustache, the even taller and thicker man nodded thoughtfully. 
 He smiled. “And what might your name be, who has saved my life this night of treachery?” 
 “Guy, my lord, son of Peter of Messaria.” 
 “And know you who I am, Guy of Messaria?” 
 “Aye, Sir. Ye be Richard, him who is called the Lion-Hearted, King of England and Normandy and now ruler, too, of all Cyprus.” 
 Nodding, King Richard chuckled. “Aye, all of Cyprus,” he said, and Guy knew for certain what he had begun to realize of late: that Cyprus was but a flyspeck on the surface of this broad world whose boundaries were measured—and fought over—by men like Richard coeur-de-lion. 
 “I owe you much, Guy,” King Richard said, “and I have need of strong men about me, and aye, of a squire—especially, by God’s balls, one who is so swift to defend and obey his lord!” 
 Thus began the long and adventurous career of Guy of Messaria, The Crusader. 


 




 


Chapter Two – The Night Visitor


 

 “Shit!” Richard the Lion-heart said, straightening up from the would-be assassin. “Sometimes I just do not think. The whoreson is dead, and us without knowing who sent him. Philip of France . . . Saladin . . . Isaac?” He shrugged his massive shoulders. “No, surely not. Well, come along, lad. I feel in need of a tankard of ale at very least, and I’ll warrant you’d not turn one down, eh?” 
 “My lord—” 
 “Yes, yes I know, so you’ve never set foot in a castle. Come along anyhow, Guy of Messaria. The King commands it!” And smiling, Richard ushered the young cypriot out of the stable. 
 A few moments later he was cursing, having discovered the bodies of both his recent paramour and his supposed guard. Guy noted that the King showed far more concern over the loss of the man-at-arms, which was only natural. Swords and arms to wield them, after all, were valuable; women were easily come by and as easily replaced. 
 Guy stood by, impressed and more than a little nervous, while the Lion-heart cursed and railed at an assortment of men, sending them down to the stable in the night to do something about the bodies, telling them in no uncertain terms what a bunch of incompetents they were and how he thanked God and the Mother of Jesus for the valor of a Cypriot stable-boy. And then Guy followed him into the great pile of stone that was the castle, receiving odd looks but no lip, for he was, after all, with the conqueror of Normandy, of Sicily, of Cyprus, of the hearts of all his followers; Richard coeur-de-lion, third son of Henry of England but King anyhow, with both older brothers and his father now mouldering below ground. 
 They sat alone in high-backed chairs at a long trestle table, served mulled ale by a page of twelve or so, a boy in what Guy considered magnificent garb. Noticing the Cypriot’s fascination with the boy’s outfit of crimson and yellow, Richard laughed and ordered the page to bring Guy some clothing, and to make sure it was of sufficient size. 
 “My lord King,” Guy began when the impressed page had left. 
 Richard’s blue eyes twinkled at him. “Aye, I understand, Guy of Cyprus. But now ye’re entered into my service, and you must needs be better attired than you are. Tell me, what think you of your former king, Isaac Comnenus?” 
 The King of England saw the youthful face tighten, its beardless lines arranging themselves into an expression of distaste. A line appeared on the smooth young forehead beneath short-cropped hair the color of a bay horse. A new darkness, almost an ugliness, appeared in the brown eyes. And Richard nodded. 
 “Ye need not answer, then, for I see in your face you bore him no love. Drink up, then, Guy of Messaria, and tell me a few things I’d fain know.” 
 So the King asked questions, and the stable boy answered them as they sat in the great empty castle room sharing warm, mulled ale. 
 The page returned. He was a young noble, apprenticed to Richard or one of his knights, until such time as, at age fourteen, he became a squire, which was the beginning of the long training for knighthood. The boy carried clothing: woolen under-tunic and short pants of linen, and hose, and a woolen outer tunic of scarlet wood, its hem and short sleeves cut so that they formed a series of deep-rounded scallops. The page was dismissed; Richard of England sat and watched while Guy, with little discomfort after the first few moments, donned the clothing. It was only squire’s garb, but still the richest that Guy, son of a hard-working peasant near Messaria on little Cyprus, had ever worn. 
 He was even more astonished and impressed with the room the King put him into. This was beyond all expectations, nor could he even imagine how this little room had remained empty, what with the Earl of Leicester on hand, and the Bishop of Salisbury, and others who were traveling with the English monarch or had come here from the Holy Land to urge him to join them. The King laughingly assured Guy that this indeed was not to be his room, but only for tonight, or the rest of it, for he had, after all, saved the king’s life and deserved comfortable rest. 
 Then the King left, bidding his new friend not to be wasteful of the little oil-lamp. Guy, afraid that he was already asleep and would soon awaken back in the stable, was far from wasteful. He put the light out immediately. The weather was not cold, and there was light from the room’s tall slitted window, although it was dim. When a wall is a nine-foot thickness of solid stone, not a great deal of light filters in, day or night! But the moon was full, and Guy could see well enough. He was soon crawling onto the pallet. 
 The room had no bed as such; beds were not common, and Guy of Messaria had never slept in one. But the straw-stuffed pallet of thick cloth, covered with more cloth, was more comfortable than the hay, and had he not been so excited he’d have been asleep in seconds. 
 Instead he lay there and stared into the darkness, barely able to discern the great beams overhead. 

I am a subject of the King of Cyprus, he thought. He has always been my lord, and him I owe fealty. But this night I have saved the life of his enemy, the great king from over the sea. Is that treachery? But did he not become my lord and sovereign the moment King Isaac surrendered to him? Richard of England now rules Cyprus. Therefore haven’t I saved the life of MY king?

 It was a thorny problem that kept him awake—that and his excitement. Thus he heard the opening of the door. He put his hand automatically on his dagger. Widening his eyes and trying hard to see into the darkness, he stared as the door swung in. Something very like a ghost entered, and the door was closed. The ghost began floating soundlessly toward him. 
 But it then spoke, and it was not a ghost at all, or if so it possessed the voice of a young woman. A girl. Coming to him in the night. 
 “Squire Guy?” 

Squire! Guy grinned in the darkness. Squire! Richard had made him his squire, and now someone was calling him by that great title! A servant to a knight—to a king! 
 “Who goes?” he demanded. “I am armed.” 
 “I am not,” she said, very close now to his pallet against the wall, and she proved it by doffing the long white garment she wore. Even in the dimness, it was not difficult for him to see that she wore nothing beneath it—except for the dark mass at the base of her belly; her pubic patch, just visible against her pale skin. He could see, too, that her hair was worn loose and that it was long, rippling down nearly to her waist. 
 “So I see,” he said, and let go his dagger. But now another shaft was manifesting itself, a hard and hot one that stirred against his thigh and began moving across his leg as it grew and hardened. “Am—am I stealing your pallet?” 
 She made a slight giggling noise. “Oh no. I sleep elsewhere—usually. But the King—the English king, I mean, not our monarch who proved so puny—came and told me about you. Is it true that you saved his life this night?” 
 “It is,” Guy said, hearing something in her voice and already gaining some inkling of a woman’s response to power, and valor, and fame. 
 He smiled, lying there on his side, while over him and his comfortable pallet stood a naked young woman. A girl, sent to him by the king himself! Probably a girl that the king himself had . . . had. . . . Guy’s cock lifted its head still more, long and hard as iron now, and seemingly ready to crow like the fowl it was named for, with the erectile red comb on its head. 
 “God keep and bless you,” she murmured. “The savior of a King!” Then, after a pause, she said, “He—he has made mention to me that you might be . . . cold, sleeping alone in this place that he calls a miserable excuse for a castle.” 
 Cold? Guy was far from cold! Not only was it a warm night, he was getting warmer by the second! 
 “No, but you must be chilly, standing there without clothing. Come, I’ll show you how warm I am.” 
 She came, right gladly, first kneeling and then coming onto the pallet with him, pressing her young body against his so that he could feel the pressures of her firm, almost hard young tits, the brush of her pubic hair against the extremely sensitive head of his erection. Her hand slid over his hip, slowly, and it was indeed cool against his warm skin. He pressed her to him, and their hearts pounded together. 
 “It is very late,” she said softly. 
 “Very,” Guy said, feeling dizzy as his cock pounded against her naked little belly. 
 “I have no desire to keep you awake, Squire, who have done so much this night. You must be tired.” 
 “I am strong,” he assured her, realizing that she was very young, and that while he felt the hardness of her breasts there was not a great deal to them. But he loved their pressure anyhow, and of her whole body against his, so that he pulled her tight against him. “But I have no desire to keep you awake either . . .” He paused, then asked, stroking her long hair and letting his hand slide down onto the beginning of the twinned bulges of her buttocks. “What is your name?” 
 “Irene,” she said. “My mother has worked in the kitchens here many years.” 
 “It is a Greek name,” he said, stroking and stroking, feeling her mouth now, against his shoulder. 
 “You are so big,” she murmured, then, “aye, we have always been here. Always . . . uh, ummm. That feels so very nice!” 
 “This will feel nicer,” he assured her, this girl who now had a name, and he pressed against her, so that she turned easily onto her back and he lay half-atop her. 
 Then he learned that she was neither shy nor diffident, for her hand slipped between them and found his hard, huge phallus, and she gave it a squeeze. 
 “Oh,” she sighed, letting her thighs steal open. “You are big everywhere!” 
 Yes, he was, and she was not, he learned as he tucked the sensitive head of his hard-throbbing prick against the soft hair of her vulva and pushed, and felt the springy tightness of the warm crack there. But she was big enough. 
 The distended tip of his erection nudged open her soft, soft labia as he rolled sinuously onto her, fully onto her, and pushed with his hips. His incoming prick pushed the lips aside, and she groaned and shivered as it went sliding into her. It turned her little cunt into a wide-stretched slit and touched bottom in an instant. Each of them released a long, deep sigh. He could feel the entire length of her wet tunnel clinging to his shaft. 
 Delicious sensations burned through her in a rosy glow of lust, and the well-pleased girl pumped strongly upward to meet his charging hips. Certainly the savior of a king needed no further invitation or titillation. 
 He pulled swiftly back, plunged in again to make her cry out in a tiny voice. Shivering, pounding, wedging in, he buffeted his sweltering prick up the hot sticky hole of her pussy. 
 His thighs slapped hers with the dampness of sweat every time he ran himself in and out of those tender inner tissues. She was bobbing and bucking as he delighted her with the pounding he gave her smooth, flat belly and the red-lipped pocket of her sex. 
 She clenched her own buttocks beneath her while her hands wandered over his tightly-clenched ass, squeezing, stroking, caressing his flesh, urging it in its bobbing motions. Both of them could hear the squishy, gushy sounds as his prick stretched her soft furrow out of shape, into a new and larger shape. 
 “Ah,” she gasped, “ah—ahhhh, oh my love!” 
 He smiled in the dimness, barely able to make out her face in the shaft of wan moonlight reflecting in the deep window. She loved what she was getting, and he decided to give her more. He pounded hard and fast, slapping her flesh with his. 

Are there no limits, he thought as he plumbed hers, to the gratitude of a king?

 His passion overpowered her with its intensity until she was squirming, wildly thrashing in a frenzy of lust longing to be sated. 
 Her voice was thick with sensual longing. “Do it . . . do it . . . fuck . . . me hard . . . make me . . . c-commmme. . . .” 
 Her mouth moved ceaselessly then, but without coherent words as he responded with hard, jolting strokes up her belly. Youthfully tight inner flesh gripped and sucked his cock. She murmured passionate sounds that were without the forms of words. The insistent pounding of his prick, vibrant with life and maleness, drove her steadily up the heights. Her cunt was gaping open now, slobbering in lust, as she pushed back furiously to meet his strong humping strokes. Rich inner oil flowed from her, out around his iron-hard shaft and down her thighs. 
 “Gahh,” she gasped, flailing her head. “Ah—ah—ohh-unnnnggh . . . oh God yes . . . yes . . . YES MY LOVER!” 
 Then he was groaning, going all stiff and shuddery as it happened. She felt the unmistakable jerking of his mighty cock within her, and then a hot stream surged into her spongy, humid depths. 
 A new transport of ecstasy took her and shook her as his spermatic passion flowed into her vagina. His twitching tool continued ramming it home, filling her with his seed in warm forceful injections of spurting fluid. 
 “Oh, you are strong, my man,” she cooed, enwrapping his sagging body with both hands. 
 But Guy no longer felt strong. He was drained and it was late; it had been both a busy day and night. His limpened staff was still within her cuntal clutch when he fell asleep. 
 She was not there when he awoke in the morning, but he was sure that he loved her. He was wrong, of course, for this was only the first of many women who could not resist Guy of Messaria. 


 




 


Chapter Three – Bride of the King


 

 The King of England stood at the slitted window of a Cypriot castle, looking down at the noisy courtyard full of English, Normans, Cypriots, and Greeks. Beside him, far shorter than his six feet and three inches, was his dark Spanish bride, Berengaria. And on his left, as red of hair and blue of eye as Richard, stood his sister Joanna, widow of the King of Sicily. All three heads wore crowns. 
 Their eyes were on the strapping young man below. He was “playing” at quarterstaffs with one of Richard’s men-at-arms, Edwin Long-arm. 
 “And what is his name again, Richard?” Joanna asked, smiling as Guy caught a vicious blow on the thick wooden staff he clutched in both gloved hands. 
 “Guy. From Messaria. And Mother of God, look at the arms on the lad!” 
 “Fantastically developed,” Joanna nodded, then gave her brother’s arm a squeeze through its tight undersleeve of bright blue. “Nearly as thick and muscular as your own, Richard.” 
 “And still a boy,” Richard marveled, shaking his head. “Oh, he’ll be good, he’ll be good, ladies! The lad’s had no valet or squire training, but he says he’s been practicing with the quarterstaff since he was eight. See you the size of that branch he wields? Most quarterstaffs are slightly longer than my height, true. And just under two inches thick, with iron-loaded ends. His is a full half-inch thicker, in God’s name, and without loads at all—but just as heavy as yon Edwin’s!” Again the conqueror king wagged his fiery-haired head. “Oh he’ll be good, good . . . by Our Lady, I shall give him a sword!” 
 Below, Guy and Edwin used their two-handed staves in stout efforts to force each other off their makeshift bridge: across two flat, carved stones seven inches thick had been laid a broad balk of timber, designated to replace one of the beams in the castle. The air was filled with the rap and thwack of the quarterstaffs, their loud cracking together, the grunts of effort and occasional pain of the two duel-lists. Too, there were the cries and jeers of the onlookers; pages, squires, a servant, several of Edwin’s fellow men-at-arms, and two knights, including the English Earl, Robert of Leicester. 
 Each combatant held his long thick pole with both hands, which constantly shifted as they strove to strike and nudge one another with first this end and then that. Aiming above the neck was expressly forbidden by their mutual lord, and both opponents were mindful of this and the fact that they were not really enemies. Edwin still wore his little smile. Guy showed neither smile nor scowl; the young Cypriot was all alert concentration. He grunted when he took a hard blow on his left forearm, but instantly pushed with the right to force Edwin back a pace. 
 “Enough!” Richard bawled, and the dark young woman on his right jerked as if she’d been struck. He leaned forward, an arm around the waist of each women, his sister and his bride from Navarre. “ENOUGH, you two! I thought ye were going to tumble him heels over head in the space it takes to say two Paternosters, Edwin?” 
 Sweating only a little, Edwin turned his jowly face upward, looking rueful. “My lord King, I—” 
 Richard laughed. “Aye, aye, perhaps it’s the younger generation, eh Long-arm? Or perhaps you’ve been too long idle; certainly we weren’t hard put to best Tancred and Isaac, eh? Well, Guy of Messaria, I am nearly as impressed with your ability with the quarterstaff as with the pitchfork, eh?” And the king roared out his huge laugh, a laugh as big as he was. So, Guy had heard, were Richard’s rages. 
 Guy bowed. “My thanks, lord king,” he said, very quietly, for he was still out of his element and hardly comfortable. 
 “Well, he claims skill with a bow, too, Edwin. Mayhap someone can fetch him one so that he can prove it.” 
 “An it please your Grace,” Guy said a little nervously, “I prefer my own bow—” 
 “He speaks up to a King!” Richard called. “Note that, all of ye—and think who it was saved my life last night whilst all of you were in your cups, or snoring, or tumbling local maidens! Less backtalk to a king, Guy,” the King went on to the young man, who looked desolated, “but aye, fetch your own bow, and we shall see how compares it with the good longbow that served my great grandfather, William the Conqueror, in such good stead! Where lies this bow of yours, Guy Kingsaver?” 
 “In . . . in my room, sire . . . in the loft, I mean, where I sleep.” 
 The men surrounding the youthful Cypriot laughed in scorn, but Guy only tightened his face and glanced up again at the royal face smiling down from the narrow window. 
 “By your leave, Sire,” he said, and Richard nodded, and Guy hurried away. 
 “Bears that quarterstaff at rest like a knight’s lance,” Richard chuckled, and, still with his arms about Joanna’s and Berengaria’s waists, he leaned back into the castle room. 
 “And think you to make a knight of that stable boy, my lord brother?” 
 “I’ll let him make of himself whatever he can, Joanna—saving only King in England! Aye, by Holy Rood, I will!” He squeezed with both hands. And—” 
 Berengaria gasped. “M-my lord . . . you’re . . . hurting me. . . .” 
 The giant king seemed to freeze, staring straight ahead. Then he jerked back his arm from her with such suddenness that she tottered. He stared down at her bowed black tresses, which, now that she was a married woman, she no longer wore loose and streaming past her waist, but braided with interwoven ribbons of cloth-of-silver. 
 “Ah, my poor fragile wife,” he said. “It’s what comes from refuting my childhood betrothal to the sister of the King of France, Joanna, and marrying this sister of my old friend Sancho, for her beauty. She cried out and bruised on our wedding night—and that was before I broke open her maidenhead!” 
 “Richard!” 
 “Perhaps we shouldn’t have done it, my lady wife,” the king went on, ignoring his sister. “But we did, and we have, and we are. I shall try to accommodate you by keeping my rough soldier’s hands off your so-fragile person . . . and you in return can remember my needs as a man—and understand when I come not to you with them.” 
 “Oh, Richard!” Joanna gasped, in a lower voice, truly shocked now, and feeling both embarrassment and sympathy for the tiny, shy bride of this huge bluff man. Still, it was true; from all she’d seen and heard, Berengaria of Navarre would have made a better nun than wife. Or she should have wed someone like that rather foppish Humfrey of Toron, husband of the heiress to Jerusalem’s throne. 
 Richard’s steely blue eyes left his wife’s bowed head and turned toward his sister. He looked her up and down, sighed. Joanna was tall, still slim after twelve years of childless marriage to dead William the Good, a woman who still looked young and bore more than a little resemblance to their mother, surely the most knightly of all females: Elinor of Aquitaine. 
 “What a woman you are, Jo,” the King said quietly, rather wistfully. “What a pity you’re my sister.” And he left the room. 
 Walking along the corridor, Richard reflected upon all the trouble he’d brought on, in his determination to make the raven-haired daughter of Sancho the Wise his bride. 
 He gave his head a rueful wag. The blood had been bad enough between his father and the young King Philip of France. But there had been attempts at unity—Richard’s arranged betrothal to Philip’s sister, for instance. But he had seen Berengaria years ago, when she was but fourteen rather than her present one-and-twenty. And he had wanted her. Too, with Navarre the neighbor of his beloved Normandy, and he and young Sancho such good friends. . . . 
 Then Philip’s sister had made it all easy. Not only had Richard’s intended bride become the mistress of his own father, she’d borne him a child! 
 On their way to free Jerusalem and its Holy Sepulchre from the infidel Saracens, Richard and Philip had met to winter together in Sicily. First there had been the trouble with the usurper king, Tancred—now there was a man who was a bastard both by birth and by nature! He had made Joanna a virtual prisoner, along with her throne, her own personal plate, and the 20,000 ounces of gold her late husband had bequeathed to Henry of England—and thus to Richard, for Henry was at last in the ground and Richard wore the crown. 
 King Tancred had tried to pull one trick too many, and Richard had been forced to defeat him—easily. Tancred had returned Joanna, her possessions, and the weighty bequest. He had also indicated that the ugly little French monarch was plotting against Richard. That, and word of Philip’s sister’s fuckery, had enabled Richard to get out of the betrothal, and that handily! (A good thing too; Richard’s mother was already collecting Berengaria to bring her to him in Sicily!) 
 It had not been a pleasant winter. Not even with Joanna about, not even considering that Richard had sold Sicily back to Tancred for 2,500 pounds of gold! Not even with Joanna’s cooperative and so discreet lady-in-waiting, Maud, to keep him company on cool nights. . . . 
 Then had come March at last, and Philip and his French army had sailed on to the Holy Land, in hired Genoese ships. And only a short time later Berengaria had arrived, even more beautiful than Richard remembered, and he’d got into his head the romantic notion that they’d be married in the Holy Land, in Jerusalem itself, once they’d wrested it away from the Turks. So— 
 “My lord king, the knights of the Temple are arriving.” 
 Richard jerked his thoughts back to the present and the long-robed man before him: Hubert Walter, whom Richard had first made Bishop of Salisbury and then commanded to accompany him on this, the third Great Crusade. Hubert was losing his hair before his time, and showing a bit of paunch, too. But that mattered not at all to a churchman, and a brilliant and well-educated one at that. Walter’s head was designed for thinking, not wearing a helmet; Walter’s hands were for wielding a pen, not sword or ax or lance. 
 “My thanks, Hu—Your Grace. I’ll attend them presently.” 
 Walter’s pale brown eyes twinkled. “You needn’t correct yourself, my lord King. I am ‘Your Grace’ because you made me so, and I am the same Hubert as always.” 
 Richard smiled. “Tell the Knights Templar I’ll be along shortly, my lord Walter, and I hope they brought their money-bags with them.” 
 “I shall tell them approximately half that, Sire,” Bishop Walter smiled. 
 Richard grinned and nodded, and the robed genius rustled swiftly away. The king smiled fondly after him. Thank le bon Dieu for such men! Knighthood was bad enough, being third son of a king was bad enough, being Duke of Normandy was bad enough—with both the French and one’s own brothers anxious to steal one’s lands—but this kinging was a very difficult business, indeed! Richard preferred warfare, by far. 
 The Templars had arrived! A little smile tugged at Richard’s lips as he turned into his room and called a page to try and do something about his shaggy red-gold hair. Years of crushing it beneath the tight, chain-link hood of his mailcoat had pressed it into ridiculous waves and would-be curls that Richard the Lion-hearted liked not at all. 
 How nice, he mused, of Isaac to give him something to offer the moneyed Templars! Isaac . . . 
 A storm had staggered and scattered Richard’s hundred-and-six ships, and when it had at last quieted and he had been able to gather his fleet for the reckoning, his two most valuable ships had been missing. One of the big lumbering dromonds carried Joanna and Berengaria; the other had all his money aboard! 
 But he had found them, a-wallow in the shallows off the Isle of Cyprus. Some of his men had gone ashore when their ship had broken up, and by God’s balls if little King Isaac hadn’t imprisoned them, stolen their possessions, and put them on bread and water! Then, using a menacing ring of his own galleys, he had held the rest of Richard’s storm-driven ships as prize—including the dromond with the two women aboard. 
 King Richard grinned. He had sailed in to find a barricade thrown up on the beach, under “Emperor” Isaac’s purple banners. With his usual swiftness to act, Richard had immediately and angrily led an attack on one of Isaac’s “guardian” galleys, taken it, and then raced straight into the harbor. Richard had himself rushed in, leading the attack with his huge ax swinging, and Isaac and company had fled within one turn of the glass. Richard had then to land his horses and see to Berengaria and Joanna. 
 Next day, he’d set out in pursuit. That was on Tuesday; by Friday he had found Isaac, defeated his chicken-coop army, and regained his own goods—as well as many of Isaac’s. The self-styled “Emperor” fled to Nicosia. 
 That same weekend, Richard and Berengaria were married in a Cypriot temple. Immediately after the ceremony, Richard went out to meet Isaac in one of Isaac’s own handsomely embroidered tents. There in a cool grove of fig trees they parleyed, treated, agreed, and exchanged the kiss of peace. But then Isaac learned that he was a prisoner. Richard returned to his bride—and a very bad night. God’s holy blood, what a fragile, squeaky little pea-hen of a woman! 
 Why wasn’t there another Elinor of Aquitaine in the world? 
 Knowing he was a prisoner, Isaac cut through the tent that same night and galloped off on his fabulous horse, Fauvel. 
 The Lion-heart was not displeased. Wenching was what one did between plotting. Plotting was what one did between battles. Battle, riding, war; these were what a man was for. And now Isaac had kindly given him a chance to do what he liked best—and to get away from soppy little Berengaria. 
 Next day, the king of the island called England set out with pennons flying and harness creaking and jingling. For fifteen days he chased the king of the island called Cyprus—incidentally taking every town and castle as he went. 
 In fifteen days, Cyprus was Richard’s. 
 On the sixteenth day, Isaac was. He rode quietly in, alone, dismounted his magnificent bay, and gave himself up. In the name of God and of Holy Mother, he asked only two boons: his life, and that he, in his purple imperial tunic, be not put in irons. 
 Richard smiled. And nodded. 
 “Having been grossly insulted by you,” he said, “having been most grievously and treacherously attacked by you, having, in self-defense and for my honor and that of my people, conquered you and all your . . . empire, Isaac of Cyprus, I, Richard King, do in all mercy and in the spirit of chivalry grant you both that your life shall not be forfeit, and that you shall not be placed in irons.” 
 “Your pardon, Sire,” the young Earl of Leicester had said that very night as they sat with their cups, listening to the silvery voice of the minstrel Blondel. “But . . . this Cypriot king were better in irons, for our future well-being. There is some evidence—I am far from convinced that King Isaac is not in league with Saladin!” 
 “Nevertheless,” Richard said grinning, “my promise had been given, Rob, and it is a royal bond. He will not be placed in irons. But he will be immobilized.” The king chuckled. “You’ll see,” he had added, and then he had joined in song with the minstrel of the pale, pale hair, for they sang well together, and Richard knew many chansons. He had himself written several, and did love to join with Blondel in singing the king’s own composition, “Red Was His Sword.” 
 Thinking about it now, as the page pronounced his thick red mop as decent and orderly as he was able to get it, the tall king chuckled again. 
 “Good then, and get ye hence and tell milord Bishop of Salisbury and the men with him that a matter of import has arisen and claims my attention, but that I shall be with them ere the sands can trickle through a glass.” 
 “Aye, lord king.” 
 “And on your way, just stop and tell Lady Maud of Le Bourg that I need her aid with something here.” 
 “Aye, lord king,” the boy said again, and then departed after waiting a moment to be sure there was no more. 
 Smiling in anticipation, Richard loosed his hose from his short leggings and stripped them off. Bare of leg beneath his knee-length tunic of brown-bordered yellow, he walked across the rush-strewn floor to stand gazing out a tall, slitted window, one hand behind him, the other in front, up under his tunic’s hem. 
 “My lord king,” a soft and very familiar voice said from behind him, “seems to have lost his breeches.” 
 He chuckled. “Aye,” Richard said without turning. “I had to be rid of them, my lady Maud. I am plagued with this terrible swelling, and these tights chafed it abominably.” 
 He heard her little giggle. “What a pity! I’d best secure this door, then, and see if my, ah, physician’s skills can do aught to relieve Your Grace’s swelling.” The door closed. “And might one guess at the area in which this troublesome swelling has risen?” 
 “I think you can guess, Maud. Get both hands down on my sea-chest and your ass up in the air.” 
 “My lord,” she pouted. “So abruptly? Am I not even to be kissed, and fondled a bit?” 
 “The Templars are waiting, Maud, and time is short,” the king said, still without turning. “Now do you want to avail yourself of a swift fuck or return to your tatting and women’s talk?” 
 He heard her little giggle. “I have just left Milady Joanna, and her Grace the Queen of the English . . . and I shall enjoy returning to them shortly with smugness in my heart and your hot broth in my bowels! Come and plug me up, Rick!” 


 




 


Chapter Four – Mistress of the King


 

 The King of the English turned, looked, smiled. Maud had done as bidden, and now stood with her hands planted on his huge sea-chest, which served not only for storage and transport but as sometime bed, table, and chair. 
 Her legs were well parted and she had left nothing to him but the stoppering of her bung; her blue and yellow skirts were furled and tucked up on upthrust buttocks in a soft roll of fabric, just at the dimples. Thus her rather thick legs, very white, and her strangely small but nicely rounded arse were well framed and displayed by the dangling front of her skirts. Too, she was affording him a spectacular and totally obscene view of the black-tufted, sensuously bulging purse of her pink-lipped cunt. 
 It was slightly sprung open by her position, spraddle-legged and bent from the waist, so that he was granted a clear and enticing vision of her red inner pussy. It was moist already, he saw, curled and folded and moist like a ripe oyster. Smiling, he carefully tucked his tunic up into his belt as he strode to her. 
 With one hand on her left buttock, he passed the other swiftly in between her thighs, feeling the ardent heat of her loins and the wet slit nestled there. She quivered, sighed, and her upturned arse rippled in a quick quake of pleasure when she felt his hand on her intimate flesh, gliding between the parted lips. Then she bobbed her butt saucily back at him. 
 He slapped one pink hindcheek. “Ah, my darling slut, you’re ever ready to be reamed, aren’t you?” 
 “Ah, my darling stud,” she said with a giggle in her voice, “you’re ever ready to ream, aren’t you?” 
 “Bitch, what a way to address the king!” he said, and, bending his knees slightly while guiding his throbbing pole of a cock with one hand, the king speared it straight up into the open cunt of his sister’s lady-in-waiting. 
 The bent Maud made a gurgling noise in her throat, lurched forward, and came half erect. Then, shivering, she slapped her hands back down onto the chest and parted her legs even more, offering him her most intimate depths with her thighs in a great inverted V. 
 He stood and caressed himself in her liquid channel for several seconds, smearing his organ from the hot running slit of her hole. She wagged her tail to stroke him inside her. 
 Maud of Le Bourg’s husband was a knight of considerable strength and skill, a man to whom she’d borne three children in less than four years of marriage. She was, she said with regret, a born breeder, and sometimes she suspected that all a man need do was look at her and she’d become promptly pregnant. Certainly it would not do for her to turn up in that condition, with her lord husband in the Holy Land all this past year! Yet she and Richard had become fast friends and frequent bed-companions in Sicily this past winter, and had adopted a simple and effective course for keeping her vagina empty of seed. 
 He only greased his cock in its copious flow. Now, that effectively accomplished, he pulled out and let the big sword of hardened flesh slide up the shiny crease between her pretty buttocks. Setting it against the puckered entry to the humid little hollow between her parted, flaring cheeks, he pushed. 
 “Uh,” she gasped, feeling the sudden, well-known pressure. 
 With his hands on the outer curves of her squirming buttocks, he pushed with his hips. Slowly he forced the swollen crown of his prick into the tight ring and, oozily, up the long heated tunnel to her bowels. 
 She groaned and shivered, taking that hard thick erection up her tiny, tight rearward channel, willing herself to relax within, willing her inner tissues to open and flow easily along his incoming penis. 
 Then she had it all, and she was full of cock, and he was still for a time, sunk deep up her clutching asshole. 
 Slowly, he began pulling back, watching the oozing, reluctant emergence of his big straining tool from the dilated hole in the center of her fragrant rearward valley. 
 “Ahhh,” she gasped. “Slowly, slowwwly, my love—ummm . . . oh! Now back into me—ungh! Oh sweet Jesus, but you’re hard and thick and bullish this morning—guhhhh! OOh, it flows—ah—easily now, doesn’t it?” 
 “It flows easily, slut,” he said, knowing she loved to be called that. “Your hot asshole has an infinite capacity for cock!” 
 “Ahh . . . ah God, how I do love it—uh! Oh . . . oh yes, oh yes Rick darling Rick . . . in and out, love, in and out of my ass . . . ah, ahh! Oh fuck me bold, darling, fuck me deep, fuck my ass!” 
 He did, fucking hard, whipping his driving staff in and out of her anus, jarring her with his lurching body, flattening the softness of her rear cheeks with his rocking, slapping groin. She too was jerking now, rocking. Her buttocks caressed him with her voluptuous sways and squirmings. He ground in, pulled, rammed again up that tight hot burrow, squashing its flanking cheeks with his hairy, sweaty groin. 
 The tight and humid walls opened more and more, relaxed and become more and more receptively soft and accepting, sighing aside as he sluiced his prick rapidly in and out between them. 
 He stepped up the tempo of his lunges, shocking her constantly with his hip-slapping thrusts between her flaring, trembling buttocks. Now he was cruising in and out of her with ease. Having turned her anal canal into another open, receiving cunt, he drove in with a reckless rhythm, seeking to fill her up with the rising sap of his semen until she could feel the strain well up in her intestine. 
 He rammed in and out of her with an almost blurring speed, fucking her well-used ass as if it were a whore’s flaccid cunt. 
 Then he came, in a wild delirium of joyous release, groaning and straining against her. He hurled the bubbling froth of his semen deep into her expanded rectum and made her groan with the hard-spurting intensity of his ejaculations. 
 Spent, he lay partially over her back for a few moments, with his arms around her and his big hands fondling her tits through her clothes, while his emptied length of penis shriveled in her sperm-slick anus. 
 At last he straightened from the sighing woman, tugging his penis out of her and watching his own liquid seed overflow her clenching sphinctre-ring in dribbling streams. 
 “Ohhhh,” she sighed, straightening and unconcernedly allowing her skirts to drop over her semen-stained legs. “Ohh, that was lovely, my noble lord!” 
 She turned, glowing, to find the king, having wiped his prick on her inner skirt without her knowledge, pulling on his linen under-breeches. Maud hurried to him, bent to kiss the crowned head, and departed without a word. Such was the relationship between king and mistress. 
 Then the King of the English left the room and went down the hall to his important meeting, without a thought for either the Lady Maud of Le Bourg or his unsatisfactory wife Berengaria. 
 Three men awaited King Richard in what had been Isaac’s audience chamber. First there was Hubert Walter, Bishop of Salisbury, in black cassock with short mantle of scarlet, and wearing his peaked cap, the mitre. Each of the other two men wore plain white surcoats over their leggings, with a single cross emblazoned in red on each, and both were very short of hair indeed. One was mustached; the other wore mustache and beard as well, the latter rather pointed in Saracen style. 
 Knights of the Temple of the Holy Sepulchre, then. Aye, and this dark, Saracen-bearded man was the new Grand Master, the previous head of the order having only recently been captured by Saladin’s forces and beheaded. Templars paid no ransom, and, too, Saladin hated the sword-girt monks who knew more about his people and their ways than any of the other Westerners. 
 “My lords,” Richard said, entering, and he was as formally greeted, and they sat down to talk of Cyprus and of money. 
 The Normans and Englanders laughed and hooted when Guy returned to the courtyard with his bow and quivers. The bow was of his own design; it was far longer than usual, as tall as he, and banded with tight-wrapped steel wire. He had donned a long leather protector for his arm, too. 
 “What’s this, Cypriot?” a scarlet-clad English archer asked, approaching. “A Saracen bow?” 
 “The bows of the Saracen are curved,” Guy informed him equably, “and even double-curved. And short.” 
 “Short! Devil take me, all bows be short compared with that—that stringed stave ye carry, boy! Why, we English call ours ‘longbows,’ but that—” He broke off, wagging his head. 
 Guy stiffened. “It is serviceable,” he said quietly. He glanced around. “Where be the targets then, Englander?” 
 A man just beside him laughed. “Target! Are ye sure ye can pull that bow, Cypruser?” 
 Guy turned a calm, brown-eyed gaze on the man, who was as beardless as himself, and strong looking. He was amply aware of the rather sneering smiles of the men gathered around. He felt himself growing hot, but again his voice was quiet and seemingly calm. 
 “Aye, I can pull it. And string it. Can you?” 
 The English yeoman scowled darkly. “Why you—ye challenge me, toad’s spit?” 
 “The Cypruser boy challenges Will of Cumberland!” someone called out, and there were shouts in return, and laughter. More men came crowding up, even those who were beating at fixed staves with their quarterstaffs in grunting practice. 
 Guy blinked about at them, frowning only a little; an athletically-built young man coming on for being six feet in height and no less broad of shoulder or thick of arm than battle-seasoned warriors of five-and-twenty summers. 
 “I see your bow is not yet strung, Will of Cumberland,” he said. “Here, do you take mine and I yours, and we will render each other this little service.” 
 There were cries of “Aye!” and “String the stripling’s one-man catapult for him, Will,” and worse. Now Guy and Will were the focus of a circle of thirty or more other men, all excited and ready to jeer the “Cypruser boy.” 
 The yeoman from English Cumberland glanced about, smiled, and accepted the proffered bow. He handed his own, equally unstrung but hardly as long, to Guy. It was what the English called a longbow, made of the good wood of the yew tree; still it was nearly two feet shorter than the Cypriot’s. For a moment the two men looked at each other, the Englishman of six-and-twenty who had sent feathered shafts into many a target, including human ones in defense of his lord, and the young Cypriot stable boy who had saved that same lord from an assassin’s dagger. 
 Then they set themselves to the tasks of bending each other’s bows sufficiently to slip the noosed cord over the tip and into the waiting groove. 
 A few seconds later Guy had done so and stood in the center of a silent crowd of staring men. Will o’Cumberland was unable to bend the islander’s bow enough to string it. Guy held out his hand; Will drew away and tried again. Guy waited, watching the man’s face tighten and his biceps bulge and quiver. Then, angrily, Will thrust Guy’s bow back at him—unstrung. Surrounded by deadly silent foreigners, the young man set the tip of his bow against a stone at his feet, and pushed. His arm corded, quivered, the bow quivered, bent, and he slipped the string into place. 
 There were many murmured exclamations; they amounted, all in all, to “Body of Christ! He’s strong as the King!” 
 “Now,” Guy said to Will and the first man, “shall we choose a target?” 
 And they did, and they began to shoot. 
 Just under an hour later a man raced off after Will Four-finger, the yeoman chief. The man brought him out into a courtyard full of men who showed either consternation or anger or respect or a combination of all. 
 “It isn’t just that he sends his arrows accurately, Will, for he does,” his lieutenant said breathlessly. “It’s the distance he’s able to send his shafts. He’s outshot every—look! Now he draws string against Alf the Small’s crossbow!” 
 It was true, and shocking, and nigh ridiculous as well, for the list gate was open and the “target” was visible only when pointed out to Will Fourfinger. Even then it was but a spot of white he could blot out with a little finger held before his eye at arm’s length. He stopped, staring, as Alf the Small wound up his crossbow, laid the bolt in the groove, and glanced at the tall, broad youngster beside him. He nodded. Alf, too, nodded, looked toward the target, glanced back at the boy, and drew sight. 
 With a deadly metallic thunnnng, the bolt vanished amid a nasty bee-whizzing sound. 
 “Now by Christ’s holy blood,” Will Fourfinger muttered, “there be no way to equal that shot. No bow drawn by man can send an arrow so far as Alf’s crossbow! An yon lad lofts his arrow, it must drop far short. An he tried to speed it straight to the mark, it will long since have lost its velocity and—” 
 But “yon lad” was already drawing the string of his overlong bow back (and back, and back, past the cheek, Will noted frowning), and tilting the arrow upward, and with a heavy fngg sound, the bowstring snapped straight and the three-foot shaft lofted on its way. 
 Will could not accept the shouted word of the two men down by the far-off tree where the target was fixed. He strode out across the courtyard, the others falling away before him, even a squire all knew was but a few days away from knighthood. For when the irascible Will Fourfinger walked, he strode with all the certain swagger of the king who respected him so highly, and no man barred his way. 
 He went no farther than the gate, for from there he could see that the crossbow shaft had just grooved a bit of white cloth at the edge, while the stable boy’s arrow had pinned the cloth to the tree in what was obviously a slightly better shot. 
 Will swung around. “All right, you rascally spawn of nightly-whoring piss-drinkers, what in the devil’s name d’ye think you’re doing? Playing at games, and with the gates of the castle open for any passing army to swoop down on us like vultures on chicks! Get about your business!” He was striding toward them as he spoke, or rather yelled, the skirt of his scarlet tunic flapping about his short legs. “Here you, Alf, Will of Cumberland, you, Cypruser—come with me. BACK ABOUT YOUR BUSINESS, THE REST OF YOU DEVIL’S SONS—AND CLOSE THOSE DAMNED GATES!” 
 “Pardon, Will Fourfinger,” Will o’Cumberland said, “but the King himself ordered the gates opened, saying that only old women and yearling children fear aught here!” 
 Fourfinger never so much as slowed down. “You talk too much, Cumberlander,” he growled, and, more loudly, “LEAVE OPE THE GATES AS OUR LORD KING COMMANDS!” 
 Then he had stridden past, heading castle ward. Cumberland and Alf the Small and Guy exchanged looks, then hurriedly followed. 
 * 
 “Then it is settled, my lords,” the Bishop of Salisbury said. 
 “Aye,” the new Grand Master of the Templars said. “And I’ll set the seal of our Order to it, your Graces, and you will have the money within the month. And we shall take good care of my lord Isaac at our castle at Margat, until my lord Richard is ready to leave the Holy Land.” 
 “Or longer,” Richard growled, but he was glad, for he had not only sold all Cyprus to the Templars, and at a good price, but had arranged for Isaac’s imprisonment as well. 
 It was then that they heard the commotion outside the door, and after a few moments the king bellowed, and in trooped Will and company. Soon King, Bishop, and slack-jawed Templars were hearing the incredible tale of Guy Kingsaver of Messaria, the Human Crossbow. 


 




 


Chapter Five – Luisa’s Mouth


 

 “It’s too bad,” Richard muttered at dinner that evening, “that we don’t know who hired and sent that assassin.” 
 “But my lord . . . the King, in the stable, and at night?” the tiny brunette beside him asked, in her shadow voice. (Joanna had mediated between them, and Berengaria was where she belonged, at her lord’s left hand, sharing his platter and jeweled goblet of beaten gold.) 
 “Ah-um, lady wife . . . ’twas a conference,” the King said, “and we deemed it best to hold it there in utmost private. And for the time I cannot tell even you.” 
 “Oh I understand, my lord,” Berengaria said meekly, dipping into the platter for a wing Richard definitely did not want. 

So do I understand, Robert of Leicester thought, my noble lord was rooting in some little Cypriot doxy’s hospitable cunt last even!

 “But I’ve rewarded the lad with the horse and arms and boots and a very handsome long cloak of dark blue woolen, all the property of the would-be assassin he slew so handily.” 
 “It would appear he is receiving another reward,” Joanna said, with a smile in her voice. She was seated to her brother’s right, and she shared her silver platter with no one. 
 She referred to the fact that the Cypriot hero, wearing a hastily-found tunic of red-bordered green, was seated but one chair below the salt. It was a place of honor indeed for a mere lad without an ounce of noble blood, but he was the hero of the hour. Just above the salt, next him, sat the young widow Luisa. Her knightly husband had been slain a year ago in the Holy Land, leaving her with nothing. She was known to be a woman whose life was centered solely about the opposite sex—the kind of woman not popular among other women. 
 What the nobles at the cross-placed head table were unable to see was that Lady Luisa’s left hand was in the lap of the young man on her left. She had engaged Guy. in animated conversation immediately they sat down, and kept his attention from the young woman on his other side—a knight’s daughter Richard had deliberately caused to be there, knowing she was . . . available. 
 That young woman was being quite totally ignored. For many minutes past, the Lady Luisa had been playing with the growing and now-great bulge beneath Guy’s new green tunic. 
 And certainly she was affecting both his equilibrium and his appetite! He was aware not only of her hand and the pressure of her warm leg against his, but of her lovely mouth and the way her bodice jutted well out to shadow her little belly. Hers were large, round, formidable breasts, and her yellow over-gown clung to that formidable burden as if it knew the enviable importance of its task. 
 How he wanted those shapely globes bare and quivering to his gaze, and to his hands and lips as well! Agitatedly pondering his problem (a knight’s widowed lady and a squire who was only yesterday a stable boy!), he did not of course hear Joanna’s words to the king: 
 “I wonder if our young Guy is stout enough to handle that man-hungry Luisa?” 
 The king snorted, gaining him a swift look of distaste from his gentle bride. “Stout enough to hold his own with quarterstaff against Edwin Long-arm, and to loft an arrow from his giant’s bow as far and more accurately than the reach of a crossbow! I think he can handle her right enough—and she looks as if she needs handling!” 
 Joanna and the young Earl of Leicester laughed. But Berengaria gazed at her plate. The poor girl, she was thinking, for all Berengaria of Navarre knew of sex and the way of a man with a maid was that she hated it. She cared not how many bastards big gruff Richard spawned, so long as he left her alone! 
 “Too,” Richard said, “Will Fourfinger, my Chief of Yeomen, fair ordered me, then begged me to give him the lad to incite and excite the other archers—and devil take me if that Templar didn’t sit there and try to persuade Guy to join his monkish crew!” 
 Guy, meanwhile, was far from feeling like a monk or considering such an existence. Half mad with desire and the maddening activities of Luisa’s hand on his thick erection, he at last reached down, seized her fingers, pressed them hard against the great bulge, and then moved her hand from his crotch. 
 She turned her pretty face toward him with a disappointed look. “Oh, but Guy,” she said, “it feels so good. You’re so big, and so virile . . . you’re not going to deny me that knightly lance are you?” 
 “Only for now, my lady,” he said. “Right now I can’t stand what you’re doing. Later . . . there are places my hands would like to be, too.” He gave her big breasts a pointed look. 
 She shivered, ran her moist pink tongue over the lower lip of her wide mouth, and fixed him with her eyes. “Yes!” she hissed. “And in Jesus’ name stop calling me ‘my lady,’ Guy Kingsaver. I am a woman, and my name is Luisa, and you do not make me feel like a lady!” 
 “I’d rather make you feel like a woman,” he assured her, his confidence soaring as he released her hand and rubbed her smooth thigh through her gown. She pressed it against him, and he wondered at her age. Though widowed like so many others by the Crusade, she appeared less than twenty. 
 But now the minstrel Blondel de Nesle was coming forward at Richard’s call, bearing his four-stringed vielle. While the guest of honor turned deep red, the handsome young man with the nearly white hair played and sang a new lay of his own devising: the Ballad of Guy Kingsaver, the Human Crossbow. 
 The hall came alive with applause and merriment when Blondel had reached the end of his chanson, but Guy’s embarrassment was soon assuaged, for Richard now gave them all still another surprise. Rising, he called out that King Isaac be brought in, and he signaled, too, to his Squire of the Body, Reynald de Poitou. Reynald nodded and hurriedly departed the great room. 
 There was some murmuring when two men-at-arms escorted the defeated Cypriot king into the room, for Isaac no longer wore the imperial purple, or a crown, but only a long, sober tunic of dark blue over leggings of a slightly paler blue. Just behind him came Reynald, carrying something wrapped in a silver-broidered purple cloak. He bore it before him in both hands, as if it were a crown. Richard arose and the hall fell silent. 
 “My lord Isaac,” Richard said in a loud voice, standing very tall. “But two days ago I granted you two requests. The first was that your life be spared; I do not covet its termination. The second was that you be not placed in irons; I agree that such would ill become a king, much less an emperor. Know you that you are now to be the guest of the Templars, whom certainly you can trust, at their Margat Castle between Antioch and Tyre in the Holy Land. Too, your island shall be theirs, and its revenues—to pay for your upkeep, you see—for a period of one year at least, beginning now. As to your bonds—behold! Squire!” 
 Young Reynald, moving swiftly around Isaac’s left escort, stepped before Isaac and whipped open the folded cloak he carried. King Isaac of Cyprus stared down at them: newly-forged, gleaming chains and shackles—of solid silver! 
 And, amid considerable laughter, he left, wearing not irons, but shackles and clinking chains of flashing silver. 
 As the defeated and humiliated Isaac left the great hall, Squire Reynald handed Richard the cloak. Stepping back from his place at table, the king swung the silver-decorated purple mantle about his shoulders in a swishing swirl of pure silk. And stood before them, a tall and broad-shouldered man with carrot-colored hair and beard, wearing the golden crown of England and the violet cloak of Cyprus. 
 Instantly men all around the huge banquet tables were on their feet, crying out their approval, and fealty, and love. 
 But one among them hurried around the long leftward table, and up the center of the rush-strewn floor toward the head table, and went to his knee with bowed head. He remained here, while Richard gazed at the top of the brown-locked head. 
 “Do you offer fealty, Cypriot?” the king called out. “Aye, Sire.” 
 “Wilt thou, Guy of Messaria, recognize me as thy King and lord, and be my man?” 
 “Aye, Sire.” 
 A slight murmur from the assemblage, but Richard’s voice rose over it: “And wilt thou be my squire?” 
 Amid a louder murmur, this time of some astonishment, Guy replied as before, but with a bit more vehemence: “Aye, Sire!” 
 “And wilt thou, Guy of Messaria, Squire, go with me to the Holy Land, there to free the True Cross and the Holy Sepulchre from the hands of the infidel Turks?” 
 This time Guy’s voice blared out in the banquet hall: “AYE, SIRE!” 
 This elicited many cries of approval, and the Crusaders’ cry of “God Wills It!” and then all were milling about, cups in hands. 
 Too many minutes passed before Guy and the widowed Lady Luisa were able to quit the noisy room. But in short order they were entering the castle room she shared with other ladies-in-waiting . . . all of whom were below in the banquet hall. Luisa secured the door after them and turned, smiling her invitation. 
 Luisa’s and Guy’s coming together in embrace was certainly mutual. Their bodies slammed together. She sighed and clutched him when his mouth crushed down on her moving lips, his teeth hard and sharp on them. She thrust her wriggling, wagging tongue into his mouth and clutched him close. Her body moved lewdly against his. Feeling the fruity pressures of her more than ample tits, he thought what fine cushions they’d soon make for him. 
 His hand ran over the opulently full, narrowly-spaced bowls of her broad rump . . . and urging them to him, so that their loins kissed as did their months. 
 Their passion was high and fiery, and both of them were high, too, with the heady thrill of his recent applause and renown, even having become the subject of a new song by the king’s own minstrel. Now all of it fed into lust, each of them for the other, and in seconds Guy and the dark-haired Luisa were naked and he was drawing her to the bed. 
 He sat on it and tugged at her wrist. But the brunette lovely held back, standing naked before him. Good; he was glad for the opportunity to study her, to drink in her sensuous loveliness. Good womanly hips, a waist less than girlish but supple and indented above a luxuriantly furred cunt. Her tits were as he’d expected, large and firm and tight-skinned as new pears dangling unpicked from a sun-warmed tree. And her eyes . . . they were fixed on his crotch with the same fervid gaze he gave her breasts. He had never had a woman stare at him, at his organ, the way she was now. Lustful as a man, this woman was! 
 “Oh it’s beautiful,” she gasped in an excited, throat-thick voice. “God, how I love the beautiful things you men have for us women!” 
 Then she surprised him. In one fluid, breast-jouncing movement, she went to her knees before him and thrust both hands in between his thighs. He gasped. Then he let out a long sigh when she pressed and fingered his long hard shaft and the furry agates beneath with her fervently loving hands. Her eyes were fixed, bright as a bird’s, on the deep-red plum that tipping his upstanding prick. 
 He was just starting to lean forward, to place his hands on her inviting breasts, when she surprised him still again—and gave him a new experience. 
 While Guy’s experience hadn’t been great, he was no virgin. Nor had he been yesterday, either, before last night’s visit by Irene. But no woman had ever expressed love for the male organ before, to him. No one had ever knelt before his erection either, like a priestess at worship in a phallic temple. And no one had ever put her mouth on his big pole of lust before either, as Luisa now did. 
 While he watched in breathless disbelief, she opened her mouth to extend . . . her tongue! He stared at the moist pinkness of it, watched it approach him. Then that supple tongue touched the bulbous head of his cock, tasted the stickiness there. 
 He groaned and shivered. The sensation was exquisite, and it was heightened by this young, highborn lady on her knees before him, paying loving respect to his large erect tool with her lovely and clever mouth. His body trembled in rising lust as her sweet, moist tongue slithered over the thick slab of his penis. 
 She licked it a long while, tongue-loving the hardened shaft, while her cool fingers slipped in under his tight bag of balls and tickled them gently, seemingly weighing them as she pressed them gently upward against the veiny base of the throbbing red pole she lapped and tongue-prodded. 
 Oh Jesus, he thought, Oh Mother of God, it was so good, so exciting, her sweet flicking tongue and busy fingers making wet love to the hard thick tool and the bulging eggs that tightened and tightened beneath its broad base! 
 Then she opened her mouth wide. Sliding her wide, ovaled mouth over his cockhead, she sucked until she had the whole of its broad- and thick-swollen head inside her face. 
 Her eyes as avid and lust-hot as his, she surrounded more and more of his virile staff in an oral cave of hot moistness. He could not help the forward shifting of his hips that sent his cock probing even farther into the pouting moist sweetness of her mouth. 
 She accepted that, trembling, and rolled her eyes up at him. He was not able to read what was there, other than a mirroring of the lust he knew glowed in his own brown eyes. How could it be otherwise, when he was sitting here on her bed and watching her, the lady Luisa, kneel so submissively before him, sweetly mouthing his cock? 
 She was enclosing it in a vise of voluptuous suction, lavishing her need and her love of the manly organ on his thick tool, letting it slither even farther into the fervent hollow of her mouth. And still her hands caressed and toyed with the warm globes that were slung beneath it, full of the fiery fluid she seemed to be seeking. 
 The kneeling woman began moving her head slowly, letting his churning cock slip wetly in and out of her luscious mouth, big-knobbed cock filling the chamber of her face with throbbing, hardened flesh. 
 He groaned and trembled. The soft pink lips moving up and down the full length of his broad and bulging penis sent a rush of passion gushing through him. It was almost unbearable in intensity. And he hadn’t yet so much as touched those beautiful swaying milk bags of hers! 
 The mouth that had looked wide was now small, and wet, and tight and hot, and his pulse pounded while his prick tightened still more in the sensuously wet softness. 
 He had to move. He had to have more of it. He had forgotten his desire to solve the mystery of her fluffy-furred cunt by slipping into it. He actually feared her ending this marvelous mouth-worship of his penis, and he pushed in even more of the swollen tool, spearing her head with it. 
 Sighing around her mouthful of maleness, she hunched forward until her full breasts batted his legs. Feeling the nudging warmth of his balls nestled against her chin,-she tightened her lips even more about his hot bludgeon of flesh. And she sucked. 
 He gasped, feeling her tickle all along its underside with her fluid tongue. 
 Then he groaned, and lurched, and his hands leapt out without his even thinking about it, to tangle in her soft brown hair while he began emptying his aching scrotum into her face in short, hectic spasms that were almost painful. 
 His cock jerked spasmodically in her mouth, squirting out a white river that bloated her cheeks. Gasping and swallowing, clinging happily to his spouting hose, the cock-loving darling gulped it all down until it was totally emptied and shrinking rapidly. Only then did she take leave of his spent prick with a last fleeting dart of her cunt-pink tongue. By that time she was groaning and hunching, moaning, and he realized with amazement that she was having her orgasm, brought on by sucking him to his. 
 Then she joined him on the bed, her bed, and he played for a very long time with the luscious fullness and ripeness of her breasts. He continued with that delightful activity, pressing her tits, squeezing them, thrusting one pink-white mass against the other, while she wriggled around until her face was again in his crotch. 
 “Oh, oh Guy you’re so virile, so manly,” she told him shortly, for once again his youthful organ was growing. Its crown was like a great bud about to bloom into a bright, deeply-pink flower. 
 He sank his fingers into the ripe flesh-masses of her tits, making her sigh and writhe in obvious pleasure. He watched the way she involuntarily hunched the curly mass of her luxuriant lovenest. 
 “You make me so,” he told her, tugging. “And I want to push it up inside you, this time.” 
 “Uh . . . um, love . . . please . . . will you promise to pull it out when you start to spurt? Will you?” 
 She was looking at him with eyes as anxious as her voice, her hand wrapped around his thick cock shank. 
 “It will be hard,” he told her truthfully, “but . . . yes. You’re fearful of a baby?” 
 She shuddered, “I am a widow. For me to . . . to grow big with child would be . . . terrible! I’d be excommunicated, driven away. . . .” 
 “I promise,” he told her, and rammed into her. 
 She squealed and hurled wide her legs when, with an enthusiasm born of desire to possess every pore of her sexy, sex-loving beauty, he plunged into her until the head of his prick batted into her cervix. 
 “Ah—ah, so good, oh, Jesus but I need that!” she wailed, jerking violently and instantly starting to hump him, fast and furious. 
 Her legs thrashed and jerked in paroxysmal ecstasy at the feel of the big knob that slithered and bit into soft vaginal walls that needed it so, that had been so long without the violent penetration and manly drubbing she so wanted and needed. 
 It was a long fuck, and a superb climax that left him enervated and dizzy. He spent the night there, and the cock crowed all too soon for Guy Kingsaver of Messaria. 


 




 


Chapter Six – The Copper Tower


 

 King Lion-heart spent but a few more days on Cyprus. All the talk was of the Holy Land and a place called Acre. The deposed King of Jerusalem had begun its siege long ago, and had since been joined by the forces of the Archduke of Austria, his knights, archers, and men-at-arms, as well as by many other lords and their forces. More lately, of course, Philip of France had also joined that long siege. But the well-fortified seaport city had held out for nearly two years. 
 Now it was time, Richard said, that Kings Guy and Philip and Archduke Leopold and Marquis Conrad of Montferrat and those other idiots were shown how a city of infidels was reduced! 
 During those last days on his island home, Guy spent much time practicing with arms, and with Luisa. By the time the great ships were being loaded, she had prevailed upon both Guy and an understanding Joanna. Joanna accepted Luisa as her lady-in-waiting in full knowledge that the woman she thought of as a slut wanted to be with the younger man she had so captivated. 
 On board one ship went King Isaac’s big bay horse, Fauvel. The beast had carried Isaac out of his reach so many times, Richard said, that he had proven his great worth. Hereafter, the animal would be Richard’s own first mount. 
 As before, Richard put the women on one of the big ark-like dromonds, separating them from himself on his scarlet galley, Trenchmer. Too bad for Guy, who had looked forward to more of Luisa’s mouth and body on the brief Mediterranean voyage southeast to the west coast of Syria. 
 But as the fleet of war-galleys and transports set sail, Guy gazed back at his homeland and felt a stinging behind his eyes. 
 A week ago, he had been a stable boy in a conquered land. Now he was a squire—a lesser one, true, and with bow and quiver, strange equipment for a would-be knight!—and on the right shoulder of his tunic Luisa herself had sewn a cross of red woolen worsted. 
 He was a Crusader, and more, he was on the personal ship and in the personal service of the man who was certainly the best knight of his time, one of the greatest warriors of all time. A Cypriot, serving a King of the English, who commanded an army consisting mainly of men not from England but from his favorite possession: Normandy. True, the young Cypriot could brag—but did not—of a well-born mistress from Vermandois. There were so many duchies and kingdoms and counties and marquisates and earldoms! Nations did not exist; how could nationality? 

Farewell, Cyprus, he murmured, his voice heard only by the wind that filled the leopard-blazoned sails of the mighty English-Norman fleet. Farewell, and God keep you-and me! 
 He glanced over at the vessel bearing the women. 
 Aye, there was Luisa, gazing not at Cyprus as he had been, but at him. How much he had learned from her! How much she’d taught him about love—about sex! Now he knew about the little lump just inside a woman’s slick groove, which made her writhe and groan in orgasm, and about the sensitivity of his own nipples, and about the value of an occasional application of tenderness to a woman, and about rearward fuckery or “dog-tupping,” and about how a woman could ride a man, breasts and hair flying, and . . . so many things! He thought himself quite the lover, and he was right, for few women were so natural and talkative about sexuality as Luisa. And few men would listen as Guy had to her, and act on her suggestions and requests. 
 But now a swift breeze was carrying them over the sea, and there were more things to learn, different things; the subject was war. They all practiced, with sword and staff and even bow and clothyard shafts. Guy’s long practice and skill with quarterstaff served him in good stead; he handled his sword well. 
 Then they could see it: land. And smoke. Eventually, as they drew closer and closer, they saw, too, the mile-long walls of Acre, and the tents and far bigger tents, called pavilions, of its besiegers, and . . . they could smell it. 
 In time Guy grew accustomed to that stench, or nearly. But not at once. Oh Holy Mother, the stench!

 Acre was an important seaport, built on a headland that jutted into the sea from the Syrian coast. The fortified city’s high walls crossed the neck that connected its location with the mainland, forming a sort of L. Certainly that L did not stand for lustre!

 Insects rose in clouds that competed with the eddying smoke from flaming arrows and smouldering missiles and what they were soon to learn was the worst weapon of the Saracen. Dogs and flies, bred in corpses, hung about carts that Guy could see were piled with the naked corpses of slain men, some of them already belly-bloated with the gas that follows death. 
 Death. That was the stench, that was what he smelled, with his stomach roiling and quaking. 
 Death; blood and cruor and rotting corpses, mixed with the lesser odors of animals and rotting food and shit and fire. And even had those odors been somehow dispelled, the air would have been rank with the smell of sweat, new and old. He saw many men, all in armor, and noted that many of them wore long white surcoats that he was told both reflected the sun and helped to prevent rust in the armor; in this horrid frowning sun good chainmail could grow too hot to touch! Wagons he saw, too, and a few bright pavilions, surrounded by many tents that looked ready to collapse into tatters too ragged and worn and rotted to be used even by scullery maids. 
 “There be a sort of dry moat,” Alf the Small said beside Guy, “a ditch along the walls. We were told that the Crusaders are dumping in the bodies of both men and horses, to fill it up. That explains what offends your nose, lad. You’ll grow used to it, I warrant.” 
 “Body of Christ!” Guy exclaimed, and felt gooseflesh rise beneath the close-fitting scarlet sleeves of the tunic he wore under a short-sleeved shirt of chainmail—a “shirt” that fell nearly to his knees and was not, like the long-sleeved ones of the knights, slit fore and aft to enable the wearer to ride the saddle that was his home. “But Alf, why naked!” 
 “Armor and arms are valuable,” Alf said succinctly. 
 Then they heard the growling voice of an angry King Richard. “Why, God’s balls, the devil-plagued IDIOTS! They’re too far from the walls. No WONDER this ridiculous siege has taken them so double-damned long!” 
 “It’s what we’ve been telling you, lad,” Alf muttered. “Siegework is close work. You want archers and engines as close to the walls as you can get ’em, a constant menace to their archers. That way the engineers—ugh, what a job that is—can get at the walls with rams, or sap them . . . dig under until the wall collapses. Then it’s in we go, and there’s an end to it! The King is right.” 
 “Then why are the lines so far back?” Guy wanted to know. 
 “Damn me to perdition if I know,” Alf said. “It’s those Frenchies and Austrians and the like, I suppose. They’re just not that good, see Guy, and no one knows so much or’s as brave as our Lion-heart.” 
 Strange; it was as if Alf’s proud and chauvinistic words were a signal, a cue to those on shore. More likely they saw the red-painted, gilt-prowed galley and the pennons and sails of Richard: the triple leopards of Anjou, now the arms of England. For from the thousands of dirty, weary men on shore came the repeated shout, rolling out across the water to the incoming fleet: 
 “COEUR-DE-LION! COEUR-DE-LION! The LION-HEART! The LION-HEART!” 
 And then came the mingled sounds of drums and pipes and timbrels, of swords clashing on shields in the old Norman—Norseman—fashion. Guy glanced proudly around. Such a greeting for the man who was his liege-lord! 
 After nearly two years of bloody and frustrating siege, a new hope had been injected into the hearts and weary arms of the heat-plagued, fly-stung, sweat-blinded, fever- and dysentery-staggered men before the vital Saracen coastal city of Acre. And the Lion-heart commenced landing. 
 Then came the work, and Guy immediately knew how oppressive the heat was, and how heavy armor could be. They unloaded Richard’s great fleet. Engines and horses and arms and wagons, stores and lances and food and arrows and more stores, all these and more had to be unloaded from the ships and got ashore and then worked into the sprawling Christian camp that followed—at a distance the king cursed—the long line of Acre’s walls. 
 It was the eighth day of June, in the Eleven-hundred ninety-first year of Our Lord, and Guy’s education was entering a new phase, his life changing—and beginning. 
 The education came quickly, and little enough of it was pleasant. The besiegers were also besieged. No Turk could escape Acre, nor get in, by land or sea. But the Crusaders, too, were held in place. For well behind their fortified lines, golden pennons topping their striped tents and huge domed pavilions, was the army of the man who had unified the Turks of Syria and taken Jerusalem and thus brought about this Crusade, the chosen of Allah, Salah ad-Din; Saladin. 
 His men had been unable to get past or through the Christians—all of whom the Turks called “Franks”—to give aid to the people in Acre, but they kept the Western army hemmed and ever on its toes. 
 Some men lay down in their tents at night, Guy learned, and did not see the sun again, for Saladin’s stealthy Saracens were wont to steal down into their very camp and slit the throats of sleeping men. Others woke ill, victim to this or that Syrian ailment, and spent their time alternating between shivering and pouring feverish sweat. 
 The fever had slain thousands. Men came across land and sea to fight for Holy Mother Church, only to die to no purpose, of a disease. Hardest hit were the Norse. Thousands of proud men had come from Norway and Sweden and Denmark, and but a couple of hundred survived. So, too, had died the mutual cousin of Kings Philip and Richard, the Count of Flanders, but a few days after his joyous arrival here. And so had died thousands of others, come to swelter in heat they never knew existed and to die of ailments the physicians could not treat. 
 And, while Richard doubtless railed at Philip and the other nobles on the same subject, Guy learned why the army lines were so far removed from the tower-studded walls of Acre. 
 “We’ve lost a score and more engines, catapults and mangonels and trebuchets, to their infernal firepots,” a friendly Flemish archer told Guy. 
 “Firepots?” 
 “Aye, lad, it has to be seen to be believed! The infidel swine hurl out these great pots, made of copper they are, and shining in the sun like the very fires of hell. And by’r Lady, they burst into flame once they strike the ground . . . or a man, or our engines.” 
 Guy stared askance at the short man from Flanders. Had the heat got to him? 
 “Aha, I see your disbelief in your eyes, Cypriot! Well, you’ll see! Greek Fire, it’s called, and it be Satan’s invention sure, for our sweet Jesus would never countenance such horror!” 
 The story, Guy discovered, was true. The Turks did indeed have some ghastly secret, and now there was only one hope of besting it. The awful liquid fire was hurled from the city’s high, smoke-darkened walls in copper pots. Accordingly, the engineers of King Philip were constructing the grandfather of all wheeled siege towers, and they would cover it with plates of copper. . . . 
 “Over there,” Will Fourfinger bellowed to his assembled men, Guy included, “is the Accursed Tower. Tallest tower in Acre, it is, and from its top archers command every inch of the walls and the ground below. A dozen engines and thousands of men—thousands, aye, shudder, lads and check your bowstrings—have died trying to gain its top, or smash it down to open Acre like a turtle’s shell to expose its soft belly. And, lads, mind me now, WE WILL DO IT!” 
 A shout went up. Guy joined in. Aye, aye, we will! 
 “See how it towers over us all,” Will shouted, and they quieted, “yon tower of Beelzebub! From its top them frogpiss Saracen believers in some false god can see our entire camp. Let a man stray too close, and down he goes, with a Muslim arrow in ’im. All right lads. Our job, now, is to keep their stinking bastardly heads down, up there!” 
 Well, it was a job, at least. Something to do, and there was little enough else for a low-on-the-list squire to do here, other than take care of his lord’s horse and harness, and that Guy did well. He ignored the japery, those who said that he had returned to his former occupation. He even elected to sleep in the separate wagon-enclosure that housed the horses of King Richard and Robert of Leicester and Richard’s other high-ranking nobles. And it was there, in one of the supply wagons, that Guy wallowed with Luisa, for though she was quartered in a pavilion, a great tent such as one saw at trade-fairs, so were seven other women, unhappily for lovers and loving. 
 There it was that he let his sensually searching organ run up her belly, whilst he felt her enwrapping him with long, silky legs; there in that rocking wagon did she writhe and flail her head in carnal deliriums as, with a long-stroking, youthfully powerful and belly-smacking rhythm, he tupped and tupped that libidinous lady; there, while the nearby horses stamped their feet and swished their tails and whickered now and again into the night air, she went at him with plucking fingers and greedy lips; there, contracting the muscles of her mouth around the column of hard flesh she adored, she sucked him off. . . . 
 She was a strange woman, who flirted with many but none below the rank of knight, although it was a baseborn squire who met her sexual needs. 
 Guy knew that this could not last, for he had nothing and was nothing, and here beneath the towering walls of a Saracen city he was again only an archer, and again tending to horses, and this woman was ever alert for a man to provide both sex and security for her hungry body. 
 He thought about it, without wanting to, even when he was thrusting strongly in and out of her, running in again to pierce the sighing woman beneath him in the wagon, deep between her thighs and into her arching body. She responded with her usual fantastic enthusiasm. Ramming up with uncontrolled abandon and pure sexuality and deep need, sighing and gasping and grinding her crotch up against his throbbing hardness. 
 Her legs were quivering, rigidly tensing with strain. Her hands pawed and clawed at him. She moaned and sighed and whimpered in lust and joyous acceptance of his deep delving up her belly. 
 The vigor of his strokes rocked the wagon, rocked the full length of her lithe nakedness, and increased the flow of her cunt’s warm juices until he was bathed in them and his gliding cock made slurping noises with every partial withdrawal from the sexy haven of her belly. 
 The tight white vise of her thighs kept him close. Her movements beneath him seared every nerve of his body. She humped and hunched him. Her hips thumped his thighs. He could feel and hear the rhythmic bouncing together of their naked bellies, making lewd sweaty sounds, and fierce tingling sensations gripped his swinging balls. 
 He knew when her frenzied craving rose to a powerful crescendo, and she came in a flood of vaginal juice and a flurry of snatching contractions all around his cock. He was ready, and that sudden juicing series of contractions was the final catalyst he needed to hurl him over the top. 
 The hot milk of his balls poured from him in swift, violent spasms of his ejaculating prick. Liquid sperm poured in to increase the sluicing wetness of her tender recess. Shooting into her, he ground down on her, groaning and making her groan, his flowing into her sending exquisite sensations through her. 
 Then she had to return to her fancy pavilion, and he remained there in the wagon, beneath a thrown-up shelter, to sleep until the new rise of the hot Syrian sun. 
 They continued that way, speaking little but rocking the wagon night after night in the throes of passion, concentrating on their grinding bodies and united genitals. . . . 
 Until the inevitable took place, for they were not lovers but only fuckers: some lordly follower of King Philip, a knight banneret no less, caught her eye and walked and talked with her, and found her a tent for her very own . . . provided she would share. And she would. 
 Guy was suddenly womanless, and very aware of his status, for the fame of a hero is short of life, and he was only a yeoman-squire, and a horse-tending one at that. 
 But The Crusader’s career as warrior and womanizer had scarcely begun. 
 Queen Joanna gladly released Luisa from her service, not without a tongue-lashing. The fickle slut was now on her own, and good luck in her husband-hunting! And there was an end to it. Guy’s glorious interlude with a knight’s lady was at an end. 
 At least Richard’s forces had better food than the others, since they had brought their own. Their compatriots seemed to be subsisting mainly on an unappetizing daily fare of cabbage and the stringy meat of camels. And even dogs . . . which were not above snarling and snapping over the choice prize of an occasional uncollected human corpse. . . . 
 King Philip Augustus of France, youthful but short and unfortunately swarthy and homely as a miller, was showing definite signs of the fever—The Fever. But he was of good cheer when his men finished their enormous wheeled tower, from whose top French archers would direct their shafts down on the defenders of Acre. 
 It was a fantastic structure, extremely tall so as to overtop even the Accursed Tower, all of wood and yet, as it was trundled noisily and creakily forward, gleaming and flashing in the hot Syrian sun. The movable tower was covered all over with copper plates in hopes of thwarting the terrible Greek Fire. As it was rolled forward, all other activity in the Christian camp ceased while the massed thousands watched hopefully. 
 Then it was that Saladin launched his Saracen charge from behind. 
 The Sultan of the Turks had seen the great structure, and sought once again to break through. His swift-riding, bow-armed cavalry had to be repulsed. Shower after humming shower of arrows met them from the Crusader encampment, and the charge failed once again. Once again, the white-surcoated Saracen galloped away toward their distant camp. 
 By this time they halted when they were just out of bow-shot. French and English archers cursed and ceased loosing their shafts as they watched them drop impotently in front of the Muslim horsemen. From there, on the heat-shimmering plain, the followers of Mohammed and Saladin shook their fists and their swords while they screamed maledictions on the foreign invaders. 
 Until . . . Guy Kingsaver drove a straight and slender arrow across that impossible distance and into the face of a shouting man! The Turk went over backward on his mount, skirts flying, and thence to the ground. Then it was the Christians’ turn to jeer and yell their taunts and curses, as the other Saracens, amazed and confounded, wheeled their swift Arabian horses and retreated considerably farther. 
 Then, shivering because he knew he had killed, Guy turned to watch the progress of that enormous, ungainly tower. As did everyone else watch, hopefully, gnawing lips and mustache-ends. Those knights who had the newer, all encompassing helmets like iron kettles removed them to see the better. A strange silence descended on the sprawling camp, and in it nearly all of them could hear the creaking and rumbling of the moving tower. 
 Closer trundled the mobile castle full of French yeomen, and now from the city came that which had so long struck terror into Christian hearts. 
 The feared firepots came soaring over the walls. 
 They struck the copper-armored tower noisily, shattering in a splashing spatter of some nigh-colorless liquid that trickled down the gleaming copper. Every man held his breath; many prayed with a new fervency and dedication to the God that had seemed to frown on their activities to rescue the land of His son’s ministry. 
 But this time there was no fire! 
 Here and there men cheered; others still held their breaths. Thousands of mailed and helmeted men, standing amid their horses and their wagons and their striped tents, staring at that single great hope. A few foolish souls now even wasted their arrows on the unseen defenders of the Accursed Tower. But those besieged Turks were visible only when they bent over the battlements to loose their arrows, and that they were not doing. 
 “Those French bowmen are getting themselves soaked with that stuff,” Will Fourfinger muttered, and Guy nodded. 
 He wondered what the liquid was, and what the Saracen expected of it. But there was no fire, at least, and he found himself wishing he were with them, rather than standing here so useless to God and King. Gripping his long wire-wrapped bow, he glanced hopefully over his shoulder. 
 No, Saladin had given up for now. There were no targets. Guy was disappointed. 
 The tower rumbled and creaked forward; the end of the long siege of seacoastal Acre? 
 More and more pots came rushing out to crash and break against the crawling tower. These, Guy realized, were pots of clay, not copper. Why? Filled with . . . what? What was that liquid sluicing down the sides of the French scaling tower? 
 By now more and more men were cheering, and the French bowmen in their seemingly invulnerable tower-on-wheels were shouting out jeers and ugly threats while they were pushed closer, and closer and closer . . . and closer still. A mighty cheer rose when a Saracen archer appeared in a crenel between two merlons of Acre’s Accursed Tower—and came hurtling earthward, wearing a feathered French shaft in his throat. The dark-skinned body struck ground with a sound like the bursting of a hurled melon. 
 “God’s blood!” Will Fourfinger grunted, starting violently. 
 Guy’s eyes jerked and flared and he too started when the new strangeness came: a huge tree truck, hurtling over the city wall and down, trailing flame and sparks and dark smoke, for it was all of a flame. With a tremendous, eye-searing burst of sparks and a clanging thumping noise, it struck the rolling tower. Then it fell to lie, crackling like a fiery Yule log, at its base. 
 Then did the cheering stop, and a great groan rise, for in an instant the entire siege-tower was enveloped in a roaring sheet of flame! 
 Inside, men were instantly blinded, choked by smoke—and burned alive. Their screams wafted across the Crusader camp, mingled with the awful odor of roasting human flesh. Others were dying in desperate, mindless leaps from the mobile tower that had become a funeral pyre. Bows and bodies hurtled down through the air, accompanied by arrows spilled from their upended quivers. But the flame-wrapped tower was too high for such escape, and those poor men were mangled and crushed on impact. Not one survived. 
 Guy’s stomach lurched and he sank down into a sitting position. He had bow and arrows and dagger, and now a short archer’s sword, and he was ready to fight. But how could a man fight an enemy who remained behind unscalable walls and hurled liquid fire down on all attackers? There was no answer in the wrenched brain of Guy of Messaria, The Crusader. 


 




 


Chapter Seven – A Woman for Guy


 

 Guy’s ardent tongue left behind a glistening swath of saliva as it gloated over the panting globes of the girl’s white, white breasts. 
 Writhing, humming out her agitated happiness, squirming and twisting, the French lovely moved her shoulders to screw her nipples into his mouth. Her hands clutched at his shoulders, his head, his neck. Exquisite little thrills surged electrically through her as his mouth sucked furiously at the cheeky cherry sprouting from her excited breast. 
 His finger, meanwhile, was imbedded in her, running juicily in and out of her pale-furred slit, which he could feel heating up more and more, coming to vibrant life all around his tickling, cock-imitating finger. 
 Her name was Rosamonde, a girl of seventeen French summers who had accompanied her father here—and been orphaned by a Saracen arrow. She was very blond and her hand was very warm, sliding up and down his veined cock that stood so tall, its big knob glistening with dew. 
 “Umm,” she moaned, “that feels so good! But this would feel so much better, in me.” She squeezed his tumescent flesh. 
 He agreed, and he pushed her back onto the blanket Leicester had provided him, along with this tent. Her legs, so pale even in the darkness, opened lasciviously wide in a welcoming V. What a magnificent sight, a ready and randy woman, breasts heaving, face bright with lust, her legs flung obscenely open to part the soft juicy portals of her blond-curled cunt. 
 He went into it, shoving his swollen cock forward with a flexing of his hips. She was moist, and hot, and open to him as he hunched and drove to sink his tool all the way into her glistening pink vulva. She groaned happily as she took it, feeling her inner flesh dilate and expand to accommodate his thick organ. He stretched full length on her creamy nakedness with his prick buried in her, letting her feel the weight of his big frame. 
 Then he began pumping hard. He stroked in and out and each time sank his cock in her to the furry balls. She took it happily, listening to the squishy slurping slippery sounds of his long fleshy lance steaming in and out of her. Her bright eyes stared fixedly up at his face. 
 “Ah—ah . . . oh I think you’re . . . t-turning me into a new size and shape, inside!” 
 He grinned. “I’m going to tear this tight hole apart,” he threatened, but there was no fear in her eyes, only pleasure. 
 She groaned and gasped through helplessly parted lips as he shoved and crammed hard, skewering her deeply and sending her into a heavenly rapture of sensuality. The resilient, wetly elastic lips of her snug pussy flowed apart before the hard rod of flesh he shoved up her, all the way to the hairy hilt. With each thrust he slid his sexual weapon up her heated scabbard, slithering as deeply as possible, striking for her very womb. 
 Moaning and flailing her legs, she clutched and grasped mindlessly at him, an intensely sensuous girl full of cock and joyous surges of sheer lust. She swayed and rocked, wildly agitating her slippery belly against his with constant violent movements. 
 He wanted more, more of her. His fingers slid beneath her, gripped her warm, pumping asscheeks and dug into their hot crack. She groaned. The sleek crevice between the well-fleshed ovals was sweaty with her efforts. 
 “Up your cunt,” he gasped, “and . . . up your ass!” 
 Her eyes dilated as his finger came oozing up the soft, tight pulpiness of her anus. 
 He pushed her upward with it while his engorged cock stroked deep into the wetly sucking depths of her cunt. She moaned, and moaned . . . and then began to relax as her violated anus accepted the invasion and reported back to her brain that it was delighted. 
 Sighing, smiling, she sprawled languorously and obscenely with a vagina full of cock and her little asshole dilating around his stiff index finger. 
 His pumping organ matched the upward jerks of his hand, setting up a counter-tempo inside her that made her weak, yet helplessly eager for more of the intense dual reaming. Her thighs rose high on either side of him, giving him more freedom with both her contiguous holes. 
 His body drove in a new frenzy, pounding against her, crushing her under him. 
 His finger slipped in and out of the delicate, humid little cavern of her rectum. It was driven forcefully up into that warm, sheltered grotto by the downward pistoning of cock into cunt. The swollen meat pumped her pussy and his lower body ground into her fleshy, ripe mound as he strained with his toes against the blanket-padded ground. 
 “Come,” she chanted, “come, shoot, come!” Her eyes were hot and bright, her voice hoarse with passion and need. She wanted his sperm. 
 He sought that goal, pressing in with hand and cock to stretch the mouth of her cunt and her anus and to dilate the squirming inner walls of each channel with a searing, joyous pain. He could feel the hardness of his own finger against the sensitive undersurface of his erection, separated only by the thinnest of membranous inner folds. 
 “Ah—aggghh . . . now, you beautiful . . . French witch . . . take it—alllllll!” 
 Then his passion burst far down in his balls and he was shooting warm liquid seed into her in miasmic jerks. Her clasping vagina took the seething sperm with continued milking squeezes and she groaned and clutched him, for his orgasm acted as a catalyst to her own inner contractions. 
 She sobbed aloud as the fierce burning jets sent her over the edge, too, and they lay like long-time lovers in each other’s arms. 
 “Let me stay with you,” she whispered at last, feeling his prick slowly shriveling in the canal it had sprayed full of Cypriot seed. 
 And Guy wondered. Could he squeeze her lovingly and agree? Was this tent his to keep, or merely the loan of a night? He thought of how it had come about, his being here with this girl who had been a stranger only a few hours ago. . . . 
 After the failure of the copper-plated tower in which he had such high hopes, a despairing King Philip had taken to his bed with the fever that had struck so many. Leopold’s arrogant Austrians had spent a great deal of time dicing and looking for trouble among their fellow knights. The few remaining Scandinavians went about looking frightened, trying not to believe that they might at any moment feel the fever that had slain most of their comrades. Hugh, Duke of Burgundy, was busy with his engineers and advisers, trying to work out a super mangonel that would hurl huge stones at Acre’s stubborn walls from a safe distance. The Norman and English knights fretted and argued, anxious for action and accordingly short of temper and long of bragging. 
 King Richard was spending a great deal of his time taking advantage of Philip’s failure and the obvious need of a single strong leader for the disheartened Crusaders. When his powers of bluster or persuasion proved not enough, he used trickery, and bribery. He had spies everywhere, reporting on Burgundy and Leopold and most of all, on Philip and his knights. 
 Already the Lion-heart had spent much of Tancred’s money to bribe several hundred sailors from Pisa to join him under his triple-leopard banner, and he had settled a huge loan on his nephew, Henry of Champagne. Richard’s engineers, meanwhile, were constructing a heavy, many-man shield to protect miners in the next attack on the Accursed Tower. 
 Guy watched Alf the Small come down with the Syrian sickness, which both weakened the eyes and produced a fever so high that Alf’s skin sloughed off. Then Guy was advised of the time-filling archery contest scheduled between the yeoman of England and France. He participated happily. 
 At first the French archers made fun of his great bow; then, after he had loosed a brace of arrows with fantastic accuracy, they changed their tune and objected to its length. Guy and Will Fourfinger magnanimously offered to let any French archer use the bow. One tried. That ended the problem. The burly fellow could drag the string back no farther than the elbow of his left hand, with which he held the wire-bound bow. 
 After he’d loosed his shaft, one more bulls-eye, Guy glanced at the onlookers. There were many, and there was much betting, for all were in need of some recreational change from the frustrating siege. As his eyes swept the clot of excited French spectators, Guy’s gaze passed a pretty blond girl—and swung back. Aye, she had smiled, and she did so again, showing him fine deep dimples in her freckled face. 
 The French lost the match (which some called France against Guy the Human Crossbow). Both Robert of Leicester and Roussel of Marseilles addressed the noisy spectators, assuring them that they were all allies, that the enemy was the godless Turk, and that this friendly tourney was only to keep them in good practice. 
 Suddenly one of the Norman ladies surprised everyone by hurrying onto the field. In the spirit of brotherhood, she draped her kerchief over the bow of the French archer with the best score. Dropping to one knee, he tilted his bow to her as if it were a knightly lance. 
 In the laughter that followed, Guy strode to the French side of the field. Two noble ladies smiled invitingly and displayed their kerchiefs, but he affected not to see them. He went straight to the darling little blonde with the smile and the dimples. He dipped his bow to her. She, laughing happily and seemingly without embarrassment, tore a strip from the hem of her orange underskirt and wrapped it around the end of his long bow. 
 Guy immediately gave her a kiss, eliciting laughter and cheers. “The rear of Leicester’s pavilion,” he muttered swiftly, “after compline.” 
 Then, amid applause, he returned to his own fellows without a backward glance at the girl whose colors he wore on his bow. 
 “Well done, Guy Kingsaver,” the Earl of Leicester said, beaming and nodding significantly at Guy’s “standard.” 
 “Thank you, my lord Robert. I hope ye’ll mind not, my lurking about your pavilion this evening—I asked her to meet me there.” 
 Leicester chuckled. “I’ll not mind, and if ye’ll allow me to borrow that handsome standard, Kingsaver, I’ll see it flies over a tent behind my pavilion!” 
 Thus it was that, after supper at compline—eleven hours past sunrise—a smiling Guy of Messaria waited leaning on his bow. He was watching the careful approach of a hooded woman who picked her rather dainty way along in the moonlight. Suddenly she came to a full stop, staring at the smallish tent near the huge brown-and-gold pavilion of Leicester, and at the strip of orange cloth at the top of its centerpole. 
 “Milady’s colors; milady’s tent,” Guy said, with a sweeping bow. 
 She giggled, coming forward. “I be no lady, Lord Archer, but only a girl brought here by her father, a man-at-arms dead these six months.” 
 “My sympathies for your father, and God grant him peace,” Guy said. “But no Lord Archer am I, but Guy Kingsaver, of Messaria.” It was the first time he had called himself “Kingsaver,” but it seemed a good idea, with an attractive female to hand! 
 “I am Rosamonde,” she told him, now but two steps away, “and you are a tall one, Guy K-Kingsaver? A family title?” 
 “My own,” he said, chest out. “Now if milady Rosamonde will consent to enter my humble castle, I shall be glad to tell her about it.” 
 She showed him her teeth and dimples again: “Methinks you’re a little addled, Guy, but I like such madness. ‘Milady Rosamonde’ indeed, and me with but one dress and no meat this se’enday!” 
 In “his” tent, she said, “Now—as to this great title of Kingsaver. Is that how it is that a yeoman has his tent so close to that of a mighty English lord?” 
 “Perhaps,” he told her, “but here . . . please.” And he handed her a rather soggy piece of trencher bread, smeared with gravy and two large pieces of potato and two larger ones of meat, neither camel nor dog. 
 “Oh, my sweet Lord,” she said fervently, with tears in her eyes, and never had Guy seen food snaffled up faster. 
 A few minutes later, she had been in his arms, and they had undressed hurriedly, with their hands all over each other, and now they lay in that same borrowed tent after their mad love bout, and she asked if she could stay with him. 
 “He began lamely, “Well, ah—” 
 She giggled. “Oh be not afraid,” she said, squeezing him fondly. “I did but jest. I earn my bread—and that’s all I get—by doing for the Lady Margaret, knight’s widow, whom King Philip . . . keeps.” 
 “Philip has a mistress?” 
 She chuckled. “Aye. And she outweighs our spindly king by many pounds, I assure you!” 
 “Then you cannot leave her and I cannot keep you,” Guy said, thinking swiftly. “But I can tell you this, Rosamonde: there will always be a bit of meat, and a bit of love, and a lot of me, here, of nights.” 
 And she pressed herself warmly to him again, and his fleshy shaft was soon again piercing the raw pink flesh of her loins. 
 * 
 Leicester called him out in the morning, smilingly asking how Guy had enjoyed his evening. Guy answered truthfully, then went on quietly about a few other little matters, and soon he and the Earl were striding to the great scarlet pavilion of Richard the King. They had not to wait long. Inside, Richard greeted his baron and his savior rather distractedly, for he was poring over maps of Acre. 
 But the King soon came alive when they began to talk. 
 After that Guy had to advise Rosamonde that his tent had been moved, over behind that of the King of the English, and he had both plenty of food and even ale. Too, someone else took over the chore of tending the horses. And each day Guy reported to his king all he had learned about Philip of France and his mistress Margaret, from their delighted servant who did so love both to fuck and to talk. 
 By week’s end she had a new dress, not a fine one for that would never do before her mistress, Lady Margaret, but a handsome and serviceable one, nevertheless. At first Rosamonde wept, but after that she rewarded Guy by taking his cock into the soft, hollowing nook of her mouth and sucking, at the same time bobbing her head and running her serpent-like tongue delicately over his prick’s sensitive lower surface. Nor did she stop until his tortured balls erupted in shattering white flashes of liquid fire; he shot his hot sticky fluid into her face, deep into her mouth in such copious quantity and with such force that she gulped and gulped and still dribbled semen out over her quivering lower lip and onto her jiggly, pointed breasts. 
 Guy felt a bit guilty, having become a secret agent and being so gloriously and passionately rewarded by the girl he was using in the service of his lord. But all was fair, Richard had pointed out sagely, in war and love, and was not this a combination of both, for Guy Kingsaver, secret agent of the King? 


 




 


Chapter Eight – Geldemar the Bastard


 

 The King of the English was ill. 
 More than just the English and Normans were worried; as the news spread about that the Lion-heart had caught the Syrian sickness and was shivering in fever, many men of many lands bit their lips and frowned and offered up swift prayers. All placed their hopes in the skill of the physicians and in Richard’s enormous strength. 
 So did the king. His big “turtle” or “cat” was finished: a movable enclosure that would hopefully protect his miners from the arrows and horrible fire from above while they began the tedious process of undermining the foundation of the Accursed Tower. Rather than take to his bed and his tent as Philip had done, the red-headed Richard had a special shelter constructed for himself, within bowshot of the Accursed Tower itself. There he lay or sat propped on his pallet to supervise his men’s work. Close at hand was his loaded crossbow—and Guy of Messaria, with his own huge bow. It was only meet that the best of the Lion-heart’s archers should be the personal bodyguard of the king. 
 Beneath the shelter protected from the Turkish flaming naptha by vinegar-soaked hides, Richard loosed an occasional bolt at someone on the walls above, and Guy both kept the crossbow loaded and himself sent more than one sniping Turk off to hell with a rushing arrow. 
 The miners, meanwhile, slowly dug out a great hole at the base of the towering bastion. They shored up their own work with huge timbers, and many, too many of them lost their lives to stones, firepots, and arrows sped from above. But the hole grew, and so did the tunnel, as a steaming June slipped into a burning July. 
 Despite the king’s shivering seizures, his bawling out orders or castigations to his workmen and his occasional loosing of a crossbow bolt at the defenders, he and Guy were able to talk. Their friendship grew, as did Guy’s knowledge. Eventually, he understood why they were here. 
 It was in this same steaming month of July, nearly a hundred years ago, that the members of the First Crusade had at last conquered Jerusalem and set a Christian king on its throne. The Second Crusade, nearly fifty years later in 1147, had been an utter disaster, but Jerusalem remained in Christian hands. King succeeded king as years passed, while elsewhere future kings such as Richard and Philip were born. 
 The pattern of history in the Holy Land was the same as nearly everywhere else in the world: constant warring, the taking and retaking of the same pieces of real estate, time and time again. Here the warfare differed only in that it was usually Christianity against al-Islam while elsewhere Christian men fought each other. 
 It was in Acre that Sibylla, daughter of Jerusalem’s king, and her husband Guy of Lusignan were crowned. This Guy was the son of a man who had joined an earlier crusade as an adventurer and seeker of fortune. There were many such on the Crusades, men who were second or third sons, or born out of wedlock, and thus landless and untitled and . . . seeking. 
 The ascension of Sibylla and Guy took place at an inauspicious time for any Christians in the “liberated” Holy Land. A great Muslim conqueror had united the Turks and was determined to retake all Syria: the Sultan Salah ad-Din Yusuf. 
 Saladin. 
 The Islamic conqueror won his greatest victory at a little walled city called Hattin. There his force defeated the entire army of Jerusalem—wiped it out. At the same time, the Saracen captured King Guy. A Saracen writer said that their god, Allah—both religious-warring sides believed in one god, presumably the same one!—had sent victory down from heaven to those who were faithful to his Law here below. He granted this favor, the Saracen believed, to those who did their duty in the jehad, or Holy War. 
 That this statement resembled something uttered by a Christian priest, Guy kept to himself, unsure what Richard’s reaction might be to such a comparison. It did underscore the horror and the ridiculous aspect of the Crusades. Each side called the other “unbelievers” and “infidels”; each called the other’s god “bloodthirsty and false.” 
 The Saracen took so many prisoners at Hattin that the price of slaves in Damascus dropped nearly overnight, to a paltry two dinars. Christian heads, it was said, were as plentiful as melons. 
 After imprisoning King Guy—as a king, not a convict—Saladin moved on Jerusalem. He had taken the extremely important Mediterranean seaport Acre in June, defeated the Christian King on July Fourth, and had conquered all the other coastal cities by September. Now, on September twentieth, he laid siege to Jerusalem, the final bastion and a tremendous symbol to both the Christian and Muslim faiths. 
 The army had already been annihilated and the king imprisoned. There were no defenders in Jerusalem, and the few people within the walls of the Holy City capitulated after a siege of only fourteen days. Saladin had then showed himself far more chivalrous than his foemen, who, when they had first taken Jerusalem back in 1099, had murdered most of its inhabitants so that the streets ran with blood as if after a scarlet rain. 
 Saladin set ransom terms, and all who could pay were allowed to depart. (Learning this from Richard, Guy was astonished to find that Saladin was kind, chivalrous, and courteous, one of the most merciful victors the world had ever known. Even Princess Sibylla was kindly escorted to join her husband. Guy Kingsaver accepted the news that they were opposed by an honorable man with bad grace; all one’s foes should be black-souled varlets!) 
 After nearly ninety years of Christian rule, the Muslims were once again in possession of Jerusalem, which they called al-Kuds, the Holy. 
 Saladin did not rest on his victor’s laurels. His banners and drums now advanced on the ancient city of Tyre. Its nobles had but recently placed their city under the leadership and protection of a newly-arrived Italian, the stern and autocratic Conrad, Marquis of Montferrat. 
 Conrad not only mounted a superb defense of beautiful old Tyre, he sent word to Europe: “Jerusalem has fallen! The Holy City and the Holy Sepulchre, the tomb of Our Lord, are in the hands of the infidels! Mount a Crusade; come to our aid; Dieu le veult!” In Europe, others took up the cry for the Third Crusade. And Saladin was not able to take Tyre. 
 Two years later, the new crusade had still not been launched. But in that year of 1189, Queen Sibylla persuaded Saladin to release her husband, King Guy. Then came the shameful: Conrad refused them both admittance to Tyre. Guy of Lusignan, despite his promise to Saladin, marched along the coast and undertook the siege of Acre. Then reinforcements arrived, under Henry of Champagne. The following year, Sibylla died, shaking the claim of Guy of Lusignan to the throne of Jerusalem. But he remained beneath Acre’s walls, and now at last here too were Philip, and Richard—and Guy of Messaria. 
 “There is something I want you to do for me, Guy,” Richard the King said one day, rather weakly and squinting, for fever and burning sun were affecting his eyes, and Guy was more than nervous about his lord’s sight. 
 Guy listened without speaking; the King needn’t be told that the former stable boy would do anything he was asked. 
 “You’re a big brute of a lad, and I do swear you have grown another inch since first we met in Cyprus,” Richard said, blinking and blinking. “Too many people now know that I am ill, curse the word!—and I fear the Saracens’ trying to take advantage of the fact. Now you are to come to my tent this night, and in the morning. . . .” 
 Guy listened, his eyes growing wider, and then he sought to make resistance to the king’s wild plan. But Richard was Richard, and he brooked no resistance from anyone born. So it was that night Rosamonde slept alone, and Guy slept in the King’s own pavilion. 
 At dawn, a big-eyed page, sworn to secrecy on pain of losing his “Balls, arms and buttocks,” as Richard put it, was helping Guy of Messaria into the armor of the King. 
 First there was the underclothing, tunic and light trousers and hose, and then a quilted jerkin, and then the leggings of interlocked steel rings, and then the long, split-tailed coat of the same, adding forty or fifty pounds to Guy’s weight and making him have second thoughts about this knighthood business. A leather-padded hood of chainmail was attached to the mailcoat, and this was tugged up so that it covered Guy’s head to the eyebrows, cheekbones, and chin, leaving visible only his face. Now he had to slip a long white surcoat over the armor, and when he looked down and saw the great red cross of the crusading knight on his own chest, he caught a breath and glanced nervously at this smiling king. 
 “Excellent,” Richard said, nodding. “You wear it as if you were born for it. All right, Yves, now go out and prepare Fauvel.” 
 “The—the king’s horse too?” the page asked disbelievingly. 
 Richard stared. Yves the page fled. Richard laughed, and then poor Guy learned that he was not yet bearing all the hot weight he must. First there was the belt, supporting sheathed longsword on the left and the dagger of mercy on the right—and then came the iron helmet. Heavy it was, and close and hot within, with only slits for the eyes and a cluster of small round holes below, for ventilation. Like a kettle, it rested on his shoulders, being higher than his crown. 
 “Now you look like a knight,” Richard rasped, his voice a bit shaky, for he was having another of his shivering seizures. “But on Fauvel, and carrying my lance with the leopard pennant, you will look like the King, Guy, and see you remember it. And remember you this. You are merely to make a show, riding about the perimeter of the camp—and nothing more—so that all our people and those lurking watchers of Saladin’s, too, can take sight of you. The first will be reassured, and call out, and remember that you acknowledge only when you wish, and then by raising your chin, not bobbing your silly head. Do you understand?” 
 Guy wasn’t certain whether to nod or lift his heavy-helmed head; he did neither, but said “Aye, my lord King. But—” 
 “But me no buts, devil take you for an arrogant Kingsaver!” And Richard’s carrot-colored mustache and beard writhed in a little smile. “As for the Saracen camel-shit—they’ll not be reassured, but they’ll doubtless cancel any plan they might have to swoop down on the camp, with both Philip and me down with their Satan-spawned fever!” 
 “I shall ride about the camp, close to its rampart, and do my best, Sire, to make them believe I am both taller and greater by far than I am.” 
 Richard nodded. “Well spoke, Guy; you can do no more—and see that you don’t try!” he added, with flashing eyes and a sudden spurt of his old self. Then he took a deep breath, and bellowed Yves’ name with such strength that he sagged and broke off coughing. Starting to bend over his liege lord, Guy learned very swiftly that the helmet was heavy, and that he must allow for its weight, as well as that of his armor and heavy sword, or topple like a rotten tree. But Yves came hurrying in. He stopped short, staring open-mouthed at Guy. 
 “Well?” Guy snapped, his helmeted head snapping up. “What are you staring at, you mealy-mouthed spawn of Beelzebub?” 
 Richard broke into helpless laughter. “Now by my faith, ’tis Richard himself, Yves, and now buckle on his badge of knighthood!” 
 Then, standing taller because he felt he must, Guy was still while the page buckled about his ankles the golden spurs that only a knight could wear. 
 “Mind you keep a tight rein, and use not those spurs, Guy,” the king said. “Fauvel is a fine animal, and he thinks he is an antelope, I assure you. Nor does he like the spurs. A bit of slack in the rein and he’s likely to move off like a shot from a catapult!” 
 “Aye, Sire.” 
 “How do you feel?” 
 “I—hot, Sire. And trembly of leg.” 
 Richard fixed him with a gaze from blue eyes gone cold as Nordic ice. “See you don’t show it! Now, be off, and serve your King in the best way you can this day, by impersonating him and striking terror in the hearts of his foemen and joy into those of his followers!” 
 Walking carefully and trying not to show it, Guy tramped outside, after Yves. Squires and pages stared. A yeoman saw the tall mailed and helmeted figure beside the page, and cried out. Others looked, and grinned, and yelled. Shouts of “the Lion-heart!” filled the air. More and more men swung or hurried to look. 
 Guy’s mounting of the great bay warhorse was perhaps a little less than knightly, but after all he was supposed to have been weakened by the fever. Then, jeweled reins in hand, he stared at the shield Yves of Anjou proffered. 
 It was scarlet, and on it were the three crouching snarling leopards of Richard of the Heart of the Lion. Guy accepted it with hands suddenly quivering in their mailed gloves. Somehow he slid the thick strap over his head and let it rest on his right shoulder, so that the shield was on his left. And now, with a hand that trembled even more, he accepted the ten-foot shaft of iron-tipped ash that was Richard’s lance. From a point just beneath the evil-looking tip fluttered a silken pennon; again, scarlet, and bearing the three evilly-grinning leopards, one above the other. 
 Sweat poured down his sides, and not all of it was from the early morning sun that began to turn his helmet into a kettle, indeed. But he sat straight and tall in the high-backed, tall-horned saddle while Yves led Fauvel through the camp. Men and women flocked all around, calling out and dancing, smiling and nodding happily at each other. The Lion-heart was well; the Lion-heart was armed and armored; the Lion-heart would soon be standing in Jerusalem itself; God was good! 
 The entire encampment was surrounded by supply wagons, several deep, as well as with stones that had been dragged and rolled up to stand outside them, against the menace of Saladin’s army to their rear. There were two gates, heavily fortified and well guarded, and to one of them Yves led Fauvel. The gatemen stared; Guy waited, at last jerking up his head and gesturing impatiently with his lance. 
 The gate was opened, posthaste. For the King! 
 And Guy of Messaria rode forth in a king’s armor and bearing his arms, the sun flashing off his helm and the jewels of Fauvel’s bridle, the silken banner atop his lance fluttering gently in the stirred air of his own passage. With his head up, his shoulders squared, his back almost stiff, he paced the restless horse along the line of the ramparts. 

And if the army of Saladin charges now, he thought, what shall I do? Flee, and disgrace the name of Richard? Stand and die, for I am no knight, no Richard-and bring horror and new despair to every Christian here?

 Fauvel paced on, tugging at the rein Guy held firmly. The gate was now well behind him, but he durst not look back. He paced, and he heard the cries, and occasionally he glanced in their direction. And he thought, cudgeling his brain for the answer. He had it. He knew what he must do if an attack came. 
 But of course, he thought, that was totally ridiculous. Saladin was too far off, and he would not mount a charge against the lone knight who was so close to his own encampment, and so well covered by the bowmen who were clustering happily and hopefully against the wagons. 
 And Guy was right. Saladin planned no attack that morning, nor did he order one on the obvious challenge of the lone horseman. It was obviously the Inglisi, Richard Lion-heart, and Saladin cursed and wondered how he had offended Allah, that the stricken king among the unbelievers had recovered so swiftly, despite Saladin’s prayers for his death! 
 But within the city of Acre . . . 
 Consider Acre. Besieged for two years. Short on arrows, short on food and even firepots, short on hope and dreadfully short of defenders; no more than four thousand remained of the thirty thousand original defenders of the city, and many of those were wounded or ill or both. Now a new foe had appeared, and he and his own archer, certainly a son of Shaitan with his great bow and his strong-sped arrows that could fill a man’s own throat with his own chainmail, lay mockingly beneath the walls and directed what the Turks of Acre knew was the sapping of their walls. The work continued, too, despite all their efforts to smash and destroy the Frankish engineers. 
 But the Lion-heart knight-king was ill, and most of the attention of the others seemed to be focused on the work of his men at the base of the wall, and perhaps, just perhaps . . . 
 It was no more than coincidence—along with Richard’s own military genius and understanding of the desperation and ferocity of besieged men—that brought it about. For on the morning that young Guy of Messaria rode around the perimeter of the Christian camp and was readmitted within its precincts through the gate facing the city’s own mighty gates, they opened! 
 Cymbals clashed and drums rattled and boomed. Horns blared. Men yelled hatred and war-cries while their mounts squealed under the spur, and from Acre came trotting a desperate sortie, a band of fifty armored and well-armed Saracen, intent on beating their way through the Christian camp to reach their Sultan; Saladin must be advised that they were at their last breath! 
 No one was prepared for such a mad sortie, for the trotting horses that were already lengthening their strikes into a gallop, for the sudden appearance along the city’s walls of archers bent on covering the desperate charge of their knights. In all the Christian camp, but two men were so much as mounted, and many not even armored as yet, for the sun was but an hour into the sky. One was Geldemar of Wertheim, knight of Archduke of Austria, who had decided to arm and armor and give his horse Geschwindhase a gallop. 
 The other was . . . Richard the Lion-hearted? . . . even now pacing in at the gate for which Sir Geldemar was headed? 
 Fauvel’s head jerked up at the sound of the Saracen charge. So did that of Geldemar’s coal-black mount, and the Austrian knight’s head, wearing the old style open-faced helm with noseguard rather than the newer head-encompassing pots, swung round to stare at the charging Turks. The knight glanced again at Guy, then tugged leftward at his horse’s rein, swinging the gleaming black animal around even as his rider couched his lance. 
 “DIEU LE VEULT!” Geldemar bawled, for all knew the Crusaders’ war cry in its original French form, cried out all over Europe nearly a century ago by Peter the Hermit: “God wills it!” 
 And Geldemar was off like a bolt from a crossbow, with squires and yeomen and other knights and dogs and men-at-arms scrambling desperately out of the way of a moving castle of iron-coated muscle. Turf and sand flew from beneath the flashing hooves of Geschwindhase, and Guy loosened his own mount’s reins. 
 Fauvel, superb war horse that he was, bolted forward with such velocity that Guy nearly went off backward. 
 Through the camp and onto the plain to meet the fifty attacking Saracen galloped the two knights, one with leopard pennon streaming, the other with a two-tailed gonfannon whipping from the end of his lance, a forked strip of bright blue silk bearing two white stripes—and a slanted stripe of black. That stripe crossed the armorial bearings of Sir Geldemar’s father, for the young Austrian knight was born to the daughter of a kitchenmaid. 
 The Turks sortied from their walled and besieged city, and were met by a landless Austrian bastard and a youth who but two months before had been a stable boy on Cyprus. 
 The horse beneath him seemed to rush forward like the wind. Guy heard its whistle, felt its tug at his banner and at his skirts, felt it whipping in the slits and breathing holes of his helmet. In twenty paces Fauvel had overtaken the horse that a hopeful Geldemar had named after the fast-moving Austrian hare, and in twenty long flowing paces more the big bay had passed the other horse, so that the Turks found themselves not only challenged, but charged, by a single knight! 
 But behind him came another—and Allah knew how many others! The Saracen commander’s ululating warcry of “al-al-alallahuakbar” broke off into a cry of consternation: “Allah! Ya letif!”

 His hand twitched; his horse, seeing the other animal bearing down on him, gratefully accepted that as a signal and swung to the right. Desperately his master swung him back, but already his men behind him were swinging away, too, and streaming along the plain parallel to the Christian camp, whence came a screaming hailstorm of arrows and crossbow shafts that sent man after man lurching and sagging and toppling from his saddle. 
 There was only one course to take now, and the Saracen commander took it: he sawed his rein hard, again to the right, and went galloping back toward his city. 
 Having lost his lance—and nearly his seat in the process, saved only by the high back of his saddle—in the shoulder of a screaming Turk, Guy was unthinkingly galloping in pursuit, tugging out the five-foot length of double-edged steel that was Richard’s broadsword. Closer and closer came the rearmost Saracen; closer and closer loomed the walls of Acre and the gaping mouth of its hurriedly-reopened gate. 
 Eventually he became aware of the yells he was hearing, and that they were directed at him. 
 “SIRE! STOP, STOP! My lord RICHARRRD—STOP, STOP!” 

My God, Guy thought as if waking from a drugged sleep, I’m galloping straight into the city. They’ll tear me to pieces and swear it’s Richard they’ve got!

 Desperately he tugged at the rein of the racing horse; reluctantly Fauvel swerved off to the left, then left again, and then, as arrows whirred down at them from Acre’s walls, Guy and the shouting Geldemar sent their mounts galloping back to the encampment. Not until they were within it and the yelling throng of their congratulatory compatriots did Guy realize that the three blows he had felt in the back, had been arrows, and that the little shock to the head and the accompanying loud clang had been . . . arrows! 
 He had been struck four times. Richard’s armor had saved him. For the first time in his life he had rushed into combat, for the first time in his life he had thrust spear into man, and for the first time in his life he had been the target of arrows, and hit! 
 But he was mostly aware of intense excitement and intense heat. 
 All around him men were shouting, in several languages, and dancing up and down in gleeful admiration; from tents and tall pavilions came women and maidens who greeted him with smiling faces and doubtless wet vaginas; at his immediate right was the man who had accompanied him in his unwitting destruction of a clever Turkish plan and charge that might well have changed the outcome of the Third Crusade. For had the sortie broken through, they would not only have succeeded in warning Saladin and surely bringing down an enormous attack, they’d have slain dozens on their headlong way through the Crusader camp. 
 But Guy thought of none of that, as he again twitched the reins of the responsive Fauvel and paced through the camp in the direction of the pavilion topped off by the leopard pennon of Richard of England. 
 Instead, he was thinking of how hot he was, and how he dared not take off his helmet before he was again inside that great palace of a tent, for none must know that it had been he and not the king who had turned the Saracen sortie. It was a pity, for he was the greatest hero of the Crusade, but he must keep it to himself, for none must— 
 Then he was nearing the English-Norman encampment, and men were screaming and yelling and bobbing up and down like children at his approach, and there beside the scarlet pavilion were two men, the Earl of Leicester and another, each of them helping to support the big man who towered over them both, even on feverish legs: Richard the King. He was gazing at Guy. 
 There was no secret. The King was standing there, and all knew that this was not Richard on his horse, and soon every man and woman in the camp would know, and doubtless both Acre and Saladin’s army would know, too. 
 Guy was just tiredly reaching up for his helmet when Richard spoke in a bellow that carried for many furlongs. 
 “GUY! DAMN YOUR BEARDLESS CHIN, IF THERE’S A SCRATCH ON THAT HORSE I’LL HAVE YOUR HEAD ON A TRENCHER!” 
 But the King was smiling at Guy of Messaria, The Crusader. 


 




 


Chapter Nine – Hero’s Reward


 

 The celebration in Richard’s pavilion went on long into the night, with both Guy and Geldemar the Landless being hailed with cup after high-lifted cup, and kissed again and again, even by Joanna, the smiling king’s crowned sister. Fifteen Turks were dead from Christian arrows, and four wounded, including the one Guy had lanced. Their armor and weapons had been collected and brought to be laid before the two heroes. Guy had to ask Geldemar about protocol in dividing their spoils. At last they decided to leave the matter up to Richard and Leopold (who had also been invited and had come to the triumphal feast). The King of the English kindly deferred to the Archduke of Austria. 
 Leopold then chose a beautifully colored surcoat from some noble Turk and a dagger that, with its jeweled hilt, had probably belonged to the same man. Geldemar, he magnanimously proclaimed, was to have, the rest of his half for his own. The mustached young man with the dark blond hair bowed and thanked his lord. 
 But Richard proceeded to show up Leopold: waving a hand, he told Guy that all the remaining booty was his and Geldemar’s; Richard wanted nothing. Leopold gave the king a dark look, badly outdone and made to look avaricious. Rumor had it that he referred to Richard in less than complimentary terms, and this was Richard’s minor revenge for minor wrong. 
 Guy, whose head was ringing, suggested to his new friend from Austria that they worry about the spoils-division on the morrow. At the same time, Archduke Leopold mentioned his swollen head and the fact that sunrise came all too early. He departed, Joanna and Berengaria had already departed to the former’s pavilion; Richard was not sleeping with his wife. Bishop Walter and several others were asleep in their places, and Robert of Leicester was simply drunk. 
 Guy and Geldemar had been granted a large tent for their own, its owner having been slain two days previous. Now they pleaded weariness and begged to retire. 
 “More like drunkenness,” Richard smiled, “for ye both ride to the attack with far more valor than ye drink. Be off—with a king’s thanks.” 
 Leaning on each other for support, the two heroes left and went to their tent—where they began swiftly to sober up. The tent had been well stocked. There were sleeping pallets, and even blankets, as well as more ale than they could have disposed of had they quaffed nothing in a sevenight, and food, and . . . two women, or rather girls. 
 Both were blonde, and pretty. They wore gowns that were of some diaphanous Turkish stuff and allowed a fascinating view of their nipples and pubic bushes. Both were smiling, waiting. The two young men stared at their prizes, until at last Geldemar slapped Guy’s shoulder. 
 “Dieu le veult!” he said, in the language he and Guy shared, and he chuckled. 
 “God wills it,” Guy echoed, and they held out their arms. 
 The girls were determined to undress the heroes they’d been (willingly) recruited to serve, but they complicated and lengthened the process by their wandering hands. They were Ida and Constance, and Ida was equipped with a pair of breasts like melons in a good season. 
 “Built like a milch-cow,” Geldemar muttered, squeezing a big tit so that its owner grunted in surprised pain. 
 “A bit delicate for my taste,” Guy muttered, running his hand over a gauze-clad backside of scant proportions. 
 The two men looked at each other, nodded, and exchanged women. 
 Fondling a pair of large oval hindcheeks that were far more to his liking, Guy glanced over at a suddenly naked Geldemar. His brows rose. Guy had recently measured his erection against a seven-inch dagger, and found their difference in length not worth noting. But Geldemar, who was several inches shorter than Guy and considerably less thick of shoulder and arm and thigh, possessed a cock like a quarterstaff! The slimmer woman who uncovered that big organ bit her lip in nervousness. 
 But Guy’s charmer paid no attention to the longer, slimmer prick of the other man. Ida was on her knees before the thick hard stick of Guy’s sex, and she smiled at it in appreciation and anticipation. 
 “Oh, Guy the Lion-heart, what a man you are,” she said, and with her hands crowding his thighs as she cupped his balls, she kissed the slitted tip of his standing erection. Next instant it vanished; she encompassed the swollen head with her soft lips. 
 Instantly his entire body went hot with lust and his hips quivered. The gentle activity of her pretty pink mouth on his big reddened prong sent want stabbing into his very soul. 
 Guy did not know her. She was an unknown woman named Ida. She was here for his pleasure, for he was today a hero. He did not love her, nor she him. She expected only to provide pleasure, to be used by the hero and current power-symbol she admired. So Guy used her. He fucked her face. 
 Her lips were forced wider and wider before the thrusting power of his throbbing, engorged organ and she accepted the strong pushing of it until half his penile length was out of sight in the warm, engulfing cavern of her mouth. The big staff speared from his brown-furred crotch to vanish into her clasping lips as though they were the furry lips of a thirsty cunt. 
 He shoved into her throat, gagged her, drew back, paused while she gasped, and rammed her throat again. 
 Gripping her blond head between both hands, disregarding her gagging discomfort, he stood there and sawed in and out of her mouth, fucking her flushed face and listening to her little gulping smacking sounds as the slippery meat cruised in and out of her mouth, in and out, thick and hot and long, face-fucking her, happily using her mouth as a masturbation-hole for the aching shaft. 
 A sloppy, wet sound escaped her impaled mouth with the partial withdrawal after each slick inward thrust of his longing cock. 
 He did not know who she was. She was someone named Ida. He cared not what else, or from where. He might never see her again. She was his. His lust a liquid heat in his vitals, he fucked her face. The pliant flesh of her big soft breasts was a constant warm, exciting caress over his legs. 
 It occurred to him that they’d make fine silken cushions for his naked ass. 
 Glancing over at Geldemar and Constance, he saw that they were engaged in the same pleasant pastime. The swollen head of the long Austrian prick was clasped firmly in the slender girl’s mouth, ensnared wetly and warmly in that saliva-filled chamber. Licking and slurping salaciously, the kneeling girl began to bob her head over it. Guy could see her nostrils flaring with her strong breathing and knew she was inhaling the heady aroma of his friend’s genitals. 
 “A wager, Sir Knight!” 
 Geldemar looked over at him. “Don’t call me Sir Knight, my friend. I am ever Geldemar to you. What be the wager?” 
 “That you spurt your juices before I do.” 
 The blond man snorted. “Ha! I have iron control, Cypriot! And what are the stakes in this ill-advised wager?” 
 “From our spoils, the beaded, embroidered Saracen belt with the buckle like entwined serpents?” 
 Geldemar nodded. “O ’course I remember it. But ’tis too narrow for either of us—that infidel swine must have had a waist like a maiden!” 
 “Exactly,” Guy said, undulating his hips to run his cock in and out of the capacious mouth of his big-bosomed fellatrix. “The belt goes to the woman sucking the man who first spurts!” 
 “Done!” Geldemar said, winking, seeing at once that the wager and its stakes would act as a strongly motivating spur to their two women. 
 “And the loser?” Guy suggested. 
 “The losing man . . . gets the flat of a sword across his arse,” the Teutonic knight said thoughtfully, “and the losing woman . . . rather more of a similar punishment, from her man!” 
 “Aye!” Guy of Messaria nodded, grinning. “In that event I shall no longer fuck this lovely face, but let her do it.” 
 “With mouth alone,” Geldemar said, as Constance slipped her hand up to cup and handle his rather pendulous bag of balls. 
 With a little whimper, she dropped her hand and began thrusting her slender blond head back and forth. The wet, warm hole of her pretty face slithered slipperily up and down his big stalk. Looking down, the mustached Austrian watched the way her soft, luscious lips splayed wide around his glistening joint, like a curved horn goring her face. 
 Guy stared, shivering, down on the enchanting naked body that knelt before him, a beauteous sensuous nymph who would make a bishop horny. And who, monk or bishop or Pope himself, could resist the way she was nibbling lustily, chomping on the hard ramrod of his aching tool? 
 The women had been put in a strange position, indeed. She who first made her man come into her mouth won the belt—but caused her lord to lose the match and wager! She who lost, on the other hand, then had to submit to a butt-walloping from the man she had caused to win! Both of them, though, worked for the belt—and to avoid the whipping. 
 Guy shivered at the feel of her sweet tongue swiping about his meat, making the hard stalk jerk inside the closeness of her mouth. Working at gobbling him deep down her throat, Ida smiled at his helpless response; he was jerking in the grip of total sensual enjoyment. 
 Sure she was going to bring him off and thus win the marvelous belt the two heroes spoke of, she rammed and crammed herself with that big throbbing cudgel, shoving her face rapidly back and forth, slurping, helplessly drooling to wet the swollen nut-sac that rapped repeatedly at her chin. She put her heart into it—and her mouth, and her tongue, and her throat. 
 Guy stood there and tried very hard to put his mind somewhere else. Anywhere else. Cyprus. The stables. The smell of hay and manure and stale horse sweat. Saladin. This morning’s incredible activity. (Her hot little mouth kept his cock buried to well below the knob in the squelching haven, while she ran her warm wet tongue provocatively over the swollen, lip-encased stalk.) Guy thought of Acre’s towering walls, of the report the king had got just this morning: the undermining was moving nigh to completion. The city and its tower must soon fall. Soon. Soon. Into Acre, on to Jerusalem, to liberate the Holy Sepulchre, Christ’s resting place. . . . 
 He groaned and gasped. The sensation of being both sucked and licked was intensely delightful. The wet heat of her mouth made his cock lurch and his balls tingle. He shivered from head to toe, feeling the gentle drawing of her lovely, rosy lips. 

No, he thought. The wager . . . my idea: Cyprus against Austria! No no, think about something el—

 “Hu-unnnnnnnghhh!” 
 At the sound of that deep-throated grown, like a man being stabbed in the belly, Guy jerked his head swiftly leftward, in time to see Geldemar the Landless of Wertheim jerk, shiver, and start coming into the slender, pretty face enveloping his cock! 
 The jerking body of the naked Austrian creamed the glutinous liquid of his balls in hard spurts down Constance’s throat to splash into her belly. And the kneeling winner sucked on, pulling it from him with all the power of her clamping, sucking mouth. She swallowed in desperate spasms—and sucked for more. 
 Slowly, while a transfixed Guy watched her bulging eyes and distended mouth, semen began to ooze from her face in a soft, slimy rope that slid over her lips. It dribbled down onto her diminutive tits, and that sight was too much for Guy Kingsaver. 
 “I . . . win!” he groaned, and then filled Ida’s mouth with a torrent of sperm. He shivered and groaned aloud in the almost unbearable ecstasy of voiding into her pretty face. 
 She drank it down, every drop of his foamy broth. And sat back on her haunches with a sigh, sniffing, looking proud . . . and fearful. For she had lost. She had failed to suck off her man, and the belt would be awarded to Constance. 
 Constance, too, showed ambivalent emotions, for though she had won the cocksucking contest, she had made her dark blond man lose, and now he and Ida must pay the consequences. The two kneeling girls glanced at each other. And smiled. The world was good. They were in a comfortable tent, with two heroes, one of whom had already saved the life of the English king and was talked of as the best archer in the entire combined army. 
 “My lord,” Ida said quietly, swaying to her feet with much jiggle and jostle of her fully thrusting breasts. She turned and bent slightly forward. “My backside is yours.” 
 Before Guy could speak, Geldemar said, “and the hole between its cheeks, Ida?” 
 A long shiver ran through her, and rippled the bulging buttocks guarding the hole he mentioned. “Aye,” she said in a tiny voice, “if my lords wish to . . . use it.” 
 Guy shivered and felt a twinge in his crotch, as if the firming rod there had no notion that it had just emptied, sprayed down her limpet’s gullet. Just the thought of it; something new. Something deliciously forbidden. The sin of Sodom. Into the unbelievably tight and grasping hole between her full hindcheeks. He shivered again. 
 But first there was the wager, and its payment. 
 The naked Geldemar bent, turning up the hairy, tight-looking pads of his butt. The man braced himself with hands on knees, while Guy took up his own sword and took aim, with both wide-eyed girls watching. He swung. 
 Whack! 
 The flat of the broad blade struck both cheeks with a loud noise, then rebounded, for Geldemar’s cheeks were as tight and muscular as they looked. The knight straightened up and turned, putting back a hand to rub his behind. 
 “Now, by my faith, I didn’t think ye’d try to knock me over!” 
 Guy returned the other man’s rueful smile. “Had I sought to knock you asprawl, my friend, you’d be lying there beside Constance!” 
 After a moment, Geldemar chuckled. Then the two men laughed, with Geldemar nodding. The women exchanged a look. Constance was still on her knees, sitting back with her small buttocks resting on her ankles and the backs of her too-slim claves. 
 Constance asked about the belt. Both men laughed, Geldemar telling her that her reward was in the king’s pavilion, but that they kept their word and she’d receive it on the morrow. Ida, meanwhile, awaited her punishment, looking none too happy about it as she eyed the sword in Guy’s hand. But she waited; accepting. And certainly that full and curvy backside of hers was a tempting target! 
 But Guy saw no reason to beat those twin white bulges with the unyielding steel “paddle” formed by the flat of the sword. No, he knew that he would enjoy using his bare hand on her bare arse, raining slaps on her flaming, tormented buttocks until she was gaping and gasping like a freshly-landed fish. So, alive with a tingle of anticipation, he seated himself on a sleeping pallet, and beckoned. 
 The others watched while the naked Ida knelt, her large breasts jiggling restlessly, then bent forward to drape her voluptuous form across Guy’s thighs. 
 He gazed excitedly down at the pair of tight white mounds that stuck up brashly at the very tops of her thighs. It was not a girl’s ass, but a woman’s, full and well formed, made for a hard-swung hand. Accordingly he swung up his arm and brought his palm rushing down with a resounding SMAKKK! Both halves of her pretty bottom heaved and shuddered as they absorbed the fiery sting of that swat. A groan gurgled in the throat of the voluptuous woman and her entire body twitched. 
 “Uh, oww . . . please, a bit less hard, my I—” 
 But another stinging hand-splat interrupted her anxious plea, as he brought his splayed right hand down for a direct hit on his victim’s juddering bottom. The large cheeks grabbed each other, tightly, as if seeking mutual solace. 
 He slapped again, and then again, until the satiny globes had turned from pure white to rose red and she was quivering, seemingly teasing his eyes with her wildly-gyrating ass. The marks of his fingers were now printed glowingly across both soft, creamy ovals. 
 Constance and Geldemar watched with bright eyes. His hand was on her naked bottom, while she was toying with his heavy genitals, quite unaware of what she was doing. Her gaze and her attention were riveted on that bouncing, swaying, well-slapped arse. 
 Guy’s last slap connected with a very loud smack, flattening the left buttock it landed on, sinking into the pillowy flesh and crushing and grinding her blond-furred vulva down onto his upper thigh. By then he knew that she was as aware of his reaction as he; his sex was swollen up thick and rigid and violently pink with lust, its hard-beating length throbbing up against her belly. 
 “Enough,” he said, rubbing the gorgeously reddened, impudent swells of her well-spanked buttocks. 
 She sighed beneath the caress and accepted it gratefully. Then she began to back off his thighs, her large soft breasts trailing titillantly across his skin. And she pressed her face down to his crotch with her tongue slicking out to lap the quivering droplet of warm fluid from the head of his upstanding cock. 
 She licked and sucked gently, warmly, letting him know she was a properly conquered woman in love with him and this strapping symbol of his virile maleness. Every nerve-ending in his body seemed to tighten and pulse rawly in response to the strong sexual stimulus she applied to the steely bar standing before his belly. Her tongue larruped the sensitive sensual flesh. She sucked until it seemed that she intended to swallow it whole. 
 A nearby groan brought Guy’s head up. It came from Constance—or, in truth, perhaps from Geldemar. The slender young woman was bent forward with her hands on her knees. Her legs were planted well apart and her little bottom turned up. The naked knight from Austria stood behind her, gazing down at the silky-slick bottom rubbing so ardently against his groin. His hands were around the slim girl, her small breasts balanced in their palms, nestled roundly and warmly in his gentle grasp. 
 From her sighs and ardent movements, Guy was sure the man’s long cock was plugged into her normal receptacle, despite Geldemar’s previous mention of buggery. 
 Abruptly Guy realized that he wasn’t really interested in that strange form of fuckery, either. His day had begun early and his early morning’s activity had taken a great deal out of him. He was tired. Too, he felt the effects of all the ale he had swilled down, as well as the orgasm he had already reached this night. 
 So he fell back and lay supine on the sleeping pallet, gazing up at the girl who lifted her face from his groin. She looked questioningly at him. 
 “Ride me,” he bade her. 
 She grinned lasciviously, flashing good strong white teeth. “You do not desire the thing he mentioned?” she asked, indicating Geldemar with a jerk of her blond head. 
 “Ride me.” 
 Smiling, she scrambled to obey. The fine round muscles of her calves bulged outward in excitingly bold relief as she bestrode his thighs, each of which came close to the size of her waist. Above his standing flesh-lance poised her body’s core. Her wide-parted legs forced her open, so that he could see her red nether lips gaping to receive him. 
 Smiling down at him, she rose up, tweaked his cock with her fingers while she held it in position, and sank down onto his loins. 
 “Ahhh,” she gasped, and he too sucked in a swift audible breath at the kiss of her vulva’s furry softness on his cockhead. 
 Down she came, stuffing herself up the middle, swallowing his prick up her slash until the distended cavity was tight and tight-crammed, fully and thoroughly impaled by standing masculine horn. With another sighing little moan, she came all the way down, until her buttocks splayed out over his thighs. 
 After resting there and smiling at him for a time, she began sliding herself up and down, up and down. 
 Guy loved it. The rosy lips of her cleft formed a moistly throbbing collar about his hard prong, sliding along its shank as it burrowed up into her. He loved watching the way the big balls of her tits bounced and jiggled, seeming to tug her down onto him; loved watching a sensuous and sensuously-aroused woman working hard to fuck her own wet pussy on him. 
 With each downward movement she engulfed every inch of his throbbing spike of lust. Her cunt was a soft hot vise that clutched and clamped and juiced around him, along his staff. Her buttocks made slapping sounds as she bounced up and down on his pelvis, slapping him with the soft hot cheeks of her spanked bottom. Each time she descended, her distended labia nestled firmly into his pubic bush. 
 Tightening his own ass beneath him, he began surging upward to meet her downward drives. 
 His cock glistened on its partial emergences, going wet with the fluids emerging from her sexy cavern of love. His hands leaped up to seize the dangling, bobbing gourds of her breasts. Mashing them one against the other, he watched the luscious flesh bulge vertically and grow even whiter than her normal pale complexion. 
 She sighed, smiled, and threw back her head. Her tensing calves and fleshy thighs jacked her up and down with even more force. Her breasts lengthened every time she ascended, then flowed over his clutching hands again on her downstrokes. His thumbs moved, found the darker nipples set like jewels in the precise center of each of her fat tits, and tensed against them. He pushed them back into soft white flesh, while she squealed and jerked and writhed. Then he felt a flood all over his totally encompassed erection, and he knew she had peaked. 
 He did soon after, hurling semen up into her, and then he ended his hero’s day without knowing or caring how Geldemar and Constance fared. As well, presumably, as Guy Kingsaver of Messaria, the Lion-heart. 


 




 


Chapter Ten – Into Rosamonde


 

 The burning, enervating sun rose daily in a sea of fire, and beat down up on the camp—and upon the lofty bastion called the Accursed Tower. It stood tall and proud and seemingly insuperable, a constant sneer at the Crusaders and the power of their god against that of the Saracen. 
 The besiegers neither knew nor cared aught of the state of the besieged. The Frankish army had its own problems. Bootless wranglings and strife wracked the Christian camp; constant arguments, shouting matches, and actual clashes were daily occurrences. So, too, were they plagued by the interminable buzzing and stings of swarms of corpse-born flies, and by the diseases that laid them low, more demoralizing than—and just as deadly as—Saracenic arrows and the Muslims’ seemingly magical control of fire. 
 Priests prayed and preached and pleaded, physicians bled their patients, prescribed foul regimen and draughts for them, plagued them with their astrological questions and surmises. Sweat darkened the ground beneath the blazing sun that was constantly cursed in a dozen languages and dialects. 
 Nights were little cooler and little safer. Men were still murdered as they slept, and more than one couple was found dead outside the wagon-and-stone ramparts of the sprawling encampment, slain as they engaged in their illicit lovemaking. There were systematized night raids, too, in which a collection of tents or one large tent containing a number of men was actually attacked, silently and viciously, by small bands of stealthy Saracen. 
 It began to appear as if these night-raiders from Saladin’s camp knew just where to enter and where to strike. The leaders of the Christian force met to discuss the situation, the possibility of one or more spies, and the number of night-sentinels was doubled. 
 Philip kept to his bed, within his great pavilion. Richard kept to his pallet, too, in the main, but he continued to supervise the slowly progressing work of his engineers. Many, too many, of them were slain by arrows, great stones, and boiling oil launched from above. The arrows of Will Fourfinger’s men were only partially effective in protecting the miners. 
 Men still died of strange diseases, apparently peculiar to Syria . . . and so did women. Richard’s mistress Lady Maud died after an illness lasting but one day, on the evening after the Feasts of Sts. Peter and Paul, the last day of June. 
 Within a few days the king, his own condition considerably improved, was telling Guy how lucky he was, and asking him about his near-nightly rendezvous with Rosamonde. Guy was saddened, but he felt powerless: what could one do for an envious sovereign affected with a case of the horn? He realized that a king was not really as free as most thought. Richard could not just call in a woman for his pleasure—and his need—particularly on a battlefield with his wife nearby! Nor, obviously, could the King of the English go out to one of the infamous ships and their “dancing girls.” . . . 
 Well out into the harbor, unhandsome old ships rode ignobly at anchor. They contained women, a special sort of women, brought hurriedly by merchants of flesh who, like those in all times and places, find profit in war and rush in to take it. 
 Some of the women were the products of a brisk but seldom-mentioned slave trade. Some were poor and desperate, with but one way to earn their bread and keep, but not so fortunate as such as Luisa and Rosamonde. Others had been tricked (though some were volunteers), and still others were professionals at the trade of selling their bodies one piece at a time. 
 Their clients grew more and more numerous as the inactive days of the frustrating siege dragged on. The men of the stalled Crusade were not deterred from the friendly arms and welcoming cunts of the army of whores, neither by the blandishments nor the pleas nor the orders nor the threats of their priests and bishops; nor of their leaders, Kings Guy and Philip, Archduke Leopold, the Duke of Burgundy, nor the King of the English himself. 
 Well-escorted, Humfrey of Toron and his wife, Princess Isabella of Jerusalem, came down to parley with the Crusader chieftains. Slim Humfrey was still at peace negotiations with the Saracen whose language he spoke and understood, but Richard bade him cease. Time enough to negotiate, Richard said, when Acre had fallen, and they could talk from strength. Humfrey would have argued, but his mettle was tested: the Lion-heart ranted lionishly. Humfrey, a well-educated, handsome but over-mannerly and rather effeminate man, yielded to the warrior king. 
 There was a rumor that Humfrey was impotent. There were rumors, too, that his royal, and very attractive, wife Isabella distributed her favors elsewhere. There were even rumors that she lay with Richard. But few believed that last; No, Guy told Rosamonde, even though he knew that his liege-lord was in need of a woman. 
 (Reconciliation with Rosamonde after Guy’s night with Ida was a simple matter. With Constance girded by the handsome Turkish belt she had won with her mouth and throat, the two women departed next day for Tyre, whence they came. Richard had caused them to be brought down from the city that was only thirty miles up the coast from Acre. Geldemar, at Archduke Leopold’s command, returned to the Austrian sector of the camp. Guy continued entertaining a properly respectful Rosamonde in his new tent. And gaining information from her.) 
 Conrad of Montferrat—now of Tyre—came down the coast too, but he conferred mainly with the ailing Philip and Duke Hugh of Burgundy. Richard was short with Conrad, and deliberately held an extravagant reception for King Guy, the aged monarch of Jerusalem, while Conrad was in the camp. 
 Now Guy Kingsaver began to realize the politics of the Crusade, that the army was not an army at all, but a collection of armies owing allegiance only to their barons who were rivals, and only nominally allies. 
 Certainly Philip and Richard were not friends; their personal and family differences went back more years than they had lived. Burgundy clove to Philip, and thus was no friend to Richard. Henry of Champagne, nephew of both Philip and Richard, worked hard at staying within the good graces of both. Arrogant Leopold could not stand arrogant Richard. Autocratic Richard could not stomach autocratic Conrad. 
 And the sailors from Pisa and Genoa hardly spoke the same language, much less got along. 
 “There will be trouble,” Rosamonde told Guy as they lay in his tent, “once Acre has fallen and they have to decide on a king of Jerusalem.” 
 “Decide?” Guy asked, frowning. “My ‘namesake,’ Guy of Lusignan, is King!” 
 She sighed. “Was. But he lost the Holy City, you see.” 
 He lay back with his head on her bare thighs, enjoying the softness of her pubic hair against his cheek. “You know a lot.” 
 “I hear a great deal,” she said, running her fingers caressingly through his hair, “in the tent of my lord King Philip’s . . . friend, Lady Margaret.” 
 “Umm. I suppose.” Guy reached up to tweak an enticing nipple. “Well, and what has the Lion-heart to do with this king-choosing in Jerusalem?” 
 “There was a long-ago king in Jerusalem from Anjou,” she told him, “and when his line died out, the throne reverted to Richard’s father, Henry Second of England, who was originally lord of Anjou. So—” 
 “So King Richard will make that claim and will have some say in the matter!” Guy nodded vigorously; this he had not known. “Then it is settled, for he favors Guy of Lusignan.” 
 “Have ye so high an opinion of the Lion-heart, and so low of my lord Philip Augustus, King of the French?” 
 “Yes.” 
 Rosamonde sighed. “Well, ’twon’t be easy. Now listen. This man from Anjou died, and then Amalric succeeded, in the one thousand, one hundred and sixty-second year of Our Lord Je—” 
 “I know all that history,” The Crusader said. “Just come down to the present.” 
 “Very well, I—ummm! Leave my nipples alone, if I am to talk!” 
 “You really want me to leave them alone?” 
 She bent, trailing her hair over his face as she kissed him. “No-o,” she moaned out, but she went on: “You know that Conrad took over Tyre, and that it was he who called for this new Crusade, and that he is a relative of Philip Augustus.” 
 “Ah,” Guy said, as he saw things coming together. “And two years ago, Queen Sibylla persuaded Saladin to release King Guy.” 
 She nodded. “My lord Philip Augustus says Saladin let the king go because he was old, and defeated, without throne or army, and Saladin thought him powerless.” 
 “Old lions have teeth,” Guy commented, squinting at the lovely jut of Rosamonde’s left breast. It was slung slightly lower than the right, and he wondered why. His right testicle hung lower than his left; perhaps there was some sort of connection, if anyone cared to study the phenomenon. 
 “Aye, so they do,” Rosamonde agreed, “and so King Guy proved! First he and Queen Sibylla went to Tyre, for most of the surviving nobles were there. But—well, this I think is shameful. They were King and Queen of Jerusalem. But Conrad refused them entry into Tyre!” 
 “Protecting his own little nest,” Guy chuckled. “Clever, sensible, but it doesn’t lead to one’s loving him, I’ll grant! And then King Guy came down here, to Acre.” 
 “Aye, probably out of desperation, a king without a kingdom—or even a home! He collected what small force he could and laid siege to this seaport-stronghold . . . the most important one. The walls of Acre are a mile long. He must have stretched his little force very thin!” 
 “He may be old and nigh toothless,” Guy said, “but he be no coward!” 
 “No. And then the sad part: in October of the following year—just last year—Queen Sibylla and both her daughters died. So Guy of Lusignan, ‘king’ of a city he no longer possesses, still wears a crown, but has no claim to the throne whatever. And neither has Conrad. The heiress to the throne of Jerusalem is Sibylla’s sister, Isabella . . . and thus Humfrey of Toron. His father was Constable of Jerusalem.” 
 “Ugh! I can’t see ‘Poor Humf’ as King of Jerusalem!” 
 “Neither can King Philip. But he can see Conrad of Montferrat on the throne. He’d like for it to be the Duke of Burgundy, but he knows that would never be accepted.” 
 “Huh!” Guy snorted. “Hardly! Both King Richard and Archduke Leopold would scream! But . . . Geldemar and I would be fighting side by side, at that. But hmm . . . What needs be done is for Guy of Lusignan to marry Isabella!” 
 “She’s already married, to Poor Humf! Besides, she is a lovely woman, only two and twenty years of age, while ‘King’ Guy is . . . sixty, or more!” 
 Guy’s eyes narrowed. He had a little thought, but that was for the future, and he was here and now, with Rosamonde. And they were already naked. This history talk had gone on long enough. He reached for his woman. 
 Tugging her down until her breasts were at his face, he sucked their delicate little nipples in and out of his lips, letting his tongue swoop over them and adore the sleek, satiny feeling of the swells they adorned. She sighed and bent lower, feeding more breast into his mouth. With another sigh she closed her eyes, feeling her swollen buds develop a sensual heaviness that seemed to strain into prodigious dimensions. How fast this man could stir her! How her breasts loved his attentions! 
 Her hand found his winsome organ and slipped up it, the foreskin peeling back to reveal the shining, bulging glans. She ran her thumb teasingly over the little slit in its tip, the source of life itself, while he clutched one sweet breast-globe in his hand, running his thumb over its twin until both seeking nipples jutted forth in seeming eagerness. She bent far over him, veiling his head in her hair, toying with his cock and enjoying the feel of his shoulder against her crotch. 
 “Guy?” 
 “Mmmm-mmm?” 
 “I love you.” 
 He said nothing; he knew it, but he also knew that he was not in love with her. He loved her, yes. But that was different, and it was not what she was saying. He would not lie to her. He sucked, moving his head, using his tongue to scoop her nipples into his mouth, one by one. 
 “Guy?” 
 “Grmmm?” 
 “Fuck me.” 
 A ripple of great pleasure shivered through him at those words, and he pulled her down hard against him, crushing her breast against his face and biting the succulent flesh until she was jerking and whimpering. 
 As he pulled her down beside him, he felt her stretch swiftly out to be in position. They lay side by side, facing each other, with the head of his suddenly-anxious cock pulsing against the silky softness of her pubic fleece. 
 Anxious to be stuffed with his meat, she reached between them to grab it. Then she snapped her pelvis forward and pulled him into her. The swift invasion of that big prong vibrated through every fiber of her trembling body and she squirmed lewdly, delightfully, feeling it drive in and smack at the inner walls of her warm burrow. 
 His hands reached around and under her to clamp the firm rounds of her butt. She tightened them and hunched as he pulled. Bending his head to cover her nipple with his mouth again, he pulled at it while his big cudgel went deeper and deeper into her belly’s hungry little wet mouth. He pushed hard with his hips, so that her buttocks were jammed harshly back into his hands. 
 “Ummm,” she gasped, “aggg . . . oh, you’re in  deep!” 
 Aye, he was, and swinging his pelvis back and forth now, sinking himself deep into her again and again and rapping her with his heavy balls, which bounced warmly against her excited flesh with each of his swift hard lunges against her. Her well-furred, bulging sex-mound was hot and firm against his plunging groin, a fleshy, silky cushion for him as he strove to pierce her very womb. 
 She panted. She hunched. Her fingers dug and gouged in a sexual fever into the beloved flesh of his sweating body. She had so much freedom this way, on her side, and she loved it—and yet she loved, too, the weight of him upon her and the security it brought, and she was not getting that now. 
 She made little chirping noises, wiggling and whipping her sinuous body like a snake’s, as he plied his long spike of rugged flesh in and out of her yearning cunt. 
 She moaned when he suddenly pulled out of her, but it was only to turn her swiftly over, lift her topmost thigh, and plunge back into her churning wet cuntal vault again, this time from behind, ramming in with such force that his loins and hips paddled the firm swells of her bottom cheeks. 
 “Umm, ummmmMMMM!” she sighed happily, thrusting at his sleeping pallet with both hands and crushing her ass back against him. 
 He felt the strong, twisty grip of her pussy all around his prick. His flailing balls banged warm, hungry flesh in a grinding frenzy of desire. He kept pushing until he was flattening her butt and the whole of his poking, rutting cock was buried within the pulsing walls of her cunt. In and out, slam and slap, he tamped his meat home, harrying the mucous membrane with the vicious, virile ferocity of his thrusts. 
 He moaned a little in delight. God’s balls, what a marvelous sensation it was, the cushioning pads of her squirmy ass pressing so firmly into his crotch! His breath hissed between his teeth. He could hear his thick prick sucking in and out of her flowing pussy, his pubis slamming into hers with loud squelchy noises. 
 He reached around her to paw her shivering breasts roughly, their pulpy, fleshy swells like malleable white clay to be moulded in his sculpting hands. His cock ran juicily in and out of her. His crotch slapped her springy ass cheeks again and again. He gripped her soft tit-globes, agile fingers running over the firming tips until, small and erect and hard, they were thrusting out wantonly. 
 “Oh,” she sighed, jerking, barely able to voice her words. “Oh, oh yes, yess, ye-e-essss, do that, do that—hurt them, fuck me, make me feel all small and—ahhhhh!” 
 He had obeyed instantly that welcome urging, cramming her cunt with all his might and gripping both red nipples firmly in his thumbs and forefingers. 
 Her mouth dropped open as she squirmed and hunched, and her working throat could emit only a piteous whimpering. He made it happen to her very swiftly, ravishing her breasts and vagina both so chaotically: a swift burning spasm surged through her abdomen and she jerked without control at the setting off of frenetic contractions deep inside her cunt. 
 He didn’t slow his activity, but continued jerking his hips in rhythmic motions so that his cock pistoned its relentless way into the seething cauldron of her cunt. 
 Then she sagged, temporarily enervated by her gushy climax, her shattering ecstasy, and she moaned again, thrusting desperately, when he again robbed her grasping gash of his meaty staff. But he was pulling, tugging at her, and she was loose, allowing her soft, sweat-damp body to flop over onto its back. She made sure her legs were sprung far apart, and smiled up at him as he loomed over her. 
 “Gunnnnnnnnhhh!” she groaned, as he rammed into her with all his strength, like a raping barbarian. 
 Already she felt a new interior tremor, a tightening that presaged the beginning of another climax. Far up inside her straining belly, she could feel the huge flaring head of his cock. Her hands slid over his back, gripped and tore at him in an ecstasy of lust and its fulfillment. Ah, ah, she loved it this way, with him on top and in her all the way, the pressing weight of his big body crushing down onto her gently-rounded belly. 
 The constant slicking in and out of his mighty organ spread a flood of rapture all through her. Her hands slithered over his sweaty hips and pounding buttocks, pulling at him. She wanted more and more burning cock up her gulping hole; she wanted his very balls up her vagina, if she could somehow force them between the soft, burning labia. 
 He apparently sought the same ferocious need, sending his big bone skewering far into the deeps of her yawning, yearning cunt. His hard pelvic bone rode the taut, swollen bowl of her mons veneris with a heavy sensual pressure. The constant movements of his body on hers, the drilling of his hugely dilated cock in the satiny interior of her deep, slippery pussy, the grinding and thumping of his pubic bulge on her sensually fat pussy mount, all filled her with a flood-tide of sensuous passion. 
 Another orgasm rose in her, and she ground up to him, hard. 
 The bulging taut staff ground around inside her, against the walls of her palpitating inner canal. The pink lips of her cuntal crack flowered around his big organ every time he lunged forward, shockingly hard, against the bulge of her furry mount. 
 Her heightened passions sent sensuous quakes through her softly-rippling body. She groaned, stiffened, flung her head back and forth, and came again in a quaking, nerve-searing orgasm that left her drenched with sweat, sighing softly and mindlessly in a delirium of delight. 
 The molten grotto he filled so marvelously drooled all around his cock, oiling the big turgid piston. He pumped hard and fast into it, with shattering lunges. He sent a hand swooping beneath her, slipped it into the sweaty crack of her ass. He found her loose and open, totally relaxed after her second orgasm, and he pushed his finger up into her with oozing ease. He felt it rub against his own cock, with only a thin flesh-wall separating prick and finger. His prick rammed in and his finger, anchored just beneath in her hot tight asshole, also slithered in, then out, and in . . . and out . . . and in—and his balls blew up like a Saracen firepot inside her. 
 His semen flowed in torrents into a wet sucking hole that continued its long, tugging contractions, milking his prick to the last drop of its hot fluid. 
 They curled up and slept in each other’s arms, warm and loving and comfortable and sated, the spent young Cypriot and the French girl who was the first to say that she loved Guy Kingsaver of Messaria. 


 




 


Chapter Eleven – The Noble Slut


 

 Beneath the sweltering sun, the work at undermining the Accursed Tower dragged on. So did the constant attack from above on the miners, and Guy was glad he was not a king and commander of men. He did not like the terrible toll taken of those men who were not even fighting, but digging in the earth like moles—and dying for it. 
 The raids by night continued, too, though a few such were thwarted by the increased numbers of all-night sentinels. If there were a spy in the Christian midst, he was not discovered among their teeming thousands. 
 Late on the evening of July fifth, Guy learned that his king had devised a plan for gaining wood. Much was needed, both for shoring up the excavation beneath the tower for the miners’ safety, and for the construction of new siege engines. Richard supplied three knights and their squires of the body, then bullied Philip and Burgundy into providing a knight each, as well as ten mounted yeomen. With them went thirty stout men with axes and adzes. The little band was led by one of Richard’s knights from Aquitaine, Stephen de Coucy. 
 The party left the camp late at night, and with all stealth, a few at a time so as to avoid detection by the ever-watchful Saracen army encamped a half-mile or so away. 
 Guy had asked to go along on the furtive expedition, but had been refused; his bow was too valuable to the camp. Certainly his stars and his God were smiling on him, for but one of the fifty men was ever seen again. 
 Sir Stephen’s squire, Raymund of Lezignan, came galloping back to the camp just before sunrise. He had taken a sword-cut in the leg and was bleeding at the cheek where he had been grazed by a Saracen arrow. To a Richard whose face was red with rage, Raymund panted and sobbed out his story. 
 “It was an ambush, Sire, nought else. They were waiting for us. Even caltrops had been strewn in our path through a narrow divide, to cripple our mounts. Sir Stephen’s horse was the first to scream and be lamed! Nor were the devils bent on taking captives, my liege; the screaming Saracen sought only to slay, even the woodcutters!” Tears rolled down young Raymund’s face and he broke off. 
 “The Saracen arrows fell and fell,” he went on, “in a dreadful sleet, and men were screaming and groaning and dying all around me. Sir William charged them directly, but the Saracen gave way before him. Then arrows and lances came at him from all directions. I saw an arrow quivering at his face, standing forth from his mouth, and still he fought—oh God, my liege!” 
 “Treachery, by the living God, treachery!” Richard stormed, and he bent a silver goblet in his big right hand. “And how came you back, Raymund?” 
 “At the gallop, my liege, all the way! I had got to Sir Stephen to give aid, but he was dying, and knew it.” Raymund choked back a sob. “‘Tell the King!’ he said, Sire, and those were his last words this side of eternity. I knew all was lost, and that you should know, my King, else I’d have stayed and fought and died. But—they were waiting for us!” 
 The king ranted and raged around his pavilion, and his meeting with Philip and Hugh of Burgundy was stormy indeed. But to no avail; the Saracen had somehow known in advance of the wood-seekers, and had annihilated it, and . . . what could be done? Here was an army of near thirty thousand, with women as well, not to mention the sailors and merchants and whores. Greater watchfulness, that was all. And harder work at the base of the Accursed Tower. 
 The Crusaders’ arrow and crossbow-bolt attack was particularly vicious next day, and the engineers reported great progress in their digging. One tower defender who poured boiling oil down onto a screaming miner from Poitou died himself seconds later, Guy’s bow having driven an arrow not only through the Saracen armor but halfway through the body of its wearer. 
 That same evening Rosamonde came to him, but she was in her courses, and irritable, and they were soon quarreling. She left early to return to the tent of her mistress Margaret. Guy was feeling very alone and put upon when the flap of his tent was drawn back. 
 He looked up into the smiling face of Luisa de Vermandois. 
 “Hello, my handsome love,” she said throatily. “I’ve been waiting for your little peasant doxy to leave, and thank God she did so early.” 
 “My little—what in the name of Christ are you doing here?” he demanded, lashing her with voice and angry eyes. 
 She had come into the tent, and now she cocked her head on one side and pursed her lips in a little pout. “Guy! Is that a way to greet your errant but returned love?” 
 For a moment he was speechless. First she had deliberately enticed him, attached herself leech-like to him, got herself conveyed here on one of Richard’s own ships, and then abandoned him. And now—he took a deep breath. The fantastic, unconscionable, arrogant gall of the bitch! 
 “Nay,” he said quietly at last, “and if my love does return it’s a different greeting she’ll get. But as for you, my lady, I but greet you as I must . . . since I cannot say to a woman of noble blood what I am minded to say.” 
 “Oh, Guy, my sweet love! How can you? I’m but a girl, you know that,” she said, humbly lowering her pretty face. “I’m sorry, Guy, my strong handsome Guy. I . . . I just succumbed to the lure of a set of golden spurs and a coat of arms. Perhaps you’d like to be . . . a bit . . . a bit rough with your penitent Luisa?” 
 Guy stared incredulously at this woman Joanna had called a fickle slut. He shook his head in disbelief. This was a noble, a lady, and she dared call Rosamonde a “peasant doxy”! His hands quivered, and he was careful to keep his eyes from the flagrantly thrusting knobs of her nipples under her thin dress. Probably fingered them herself, he thought, before she came in here!

 “Not my Luisa, my lady, and no, I’ve no wish to be either rough or tender with your ladyship.” 
 “Oooh Guy, oh valiant Kingsaver! I know you want to sulk, my poor dear, and I know I deserve your wrath, too. But please, darling, be not so cruel with your tongue. I but meant that perhaps you’d like to be . . . rough, with these big breasts of mine that you love so much,” she cooed, and with her eyes fixed on his face, she hoisted her skirts. 
 First she showed him her lovely white legs, and then her bulging mount with its soft chestnut hair, and then the well-remembered belly . . . and finally, quivering and swollen of nipple, the lustful bulges of her massy tit-cones. 
 Guy stared, swallowed, felt the stir in his loins. Then he lifted his cold stare to her face: “Did he throw you out, Luisa?” 
 “Oh, darling,” she said in a chiding voice, “how can you ask such a question of me?” 
 “I did. Answer. Why are you here, Luisa?” 
 “To be with you,” she sighed, giving him a soulful gaze. “To stay the night, to stay . . . perhaps to slip these soft lips over your beautiful big quarterstaff of a cock and suck, and su-u-uck. . . .” 
 The fleshy quarterstaff in discussion jerked wildly within his clothing, and began to throb viciously. Oh yes, how he’d love that, and to maul the delectable mountains of her bosom, and to pierce— 
 He jerked his head as if coming awake from a dream; perhaps he was. “It cannot be done this way, Luisa. I know you. Try honesty, my lady.” 
 She blinked, then: “Stop calling me that! I remember your name for me . . . ‘titsy wench,’ remember? What happened to that term we both chuckled over?” 
 “I ceded it,” he said in a steady voice, “to a middle-aged Frenchman with a beard, the golden spurs of a knight and the squared pennon of a banneret, and a tent . . . remember? What of him, Luisa? Another woman who was not so vain of her body and so arrogantly confident of its value in trade?” 
 “Don’t you talk to me like that!” she flashed. 
 “Very well, I won’t.” 
 And he fell silent, and the silence lengthened. Then she began to weep and sob, mumbling about his Christian duty to a woman in distress; at least she didn’t refer to herself as a damsel! He saw tears on her cheeks and reinforcements in her eyes, and he wondered: Could she control even her tears? 

Oh Luisa, he thought in a confusion of anguish and desire and memories of their time together, why did you ever tempt me that first time?—And why did you leave me? 
 But he well knew both answers. To the first: because she had been lonely on Cyprus, and he a hero, savior and favorite of a king, and subject of Blondel’s ballad . . . and so available for a woman who needed a man, who loved cock, and who had perfected her wiles as a warrior perfects his skill. And to the second question: well, they’d discussed that. A banneret, a coat-of-arms, a tent. The possibility of marriage with another knight. 
 He stared at her, and then he decided, with an inward smile that would not have been pretty to see had it touched his lips. When he spoke; it was coldly: “Strip.” 
 Giving him a lascivious grin, she doffed bliaut and chemise to stand naked before him, lips and legs parted, the full thrusts of her lovely pink tits swaying and quivering with her breathing, which was designed to set and keep them in motion, he knew. 
 He rose to his feet and gazed levelly at her. “Now strip me.” 
 Swaying at once to him, she began to do so, with many soft caresses and sensuous brushes of her hands and body against his. And then he was naked, and there it was, the damned treacherous thing, sprouting from between his legs like the solid branch of a yew tree, the blood-gorged head so swollen that it shone. 
 “Oh . . . oh Mother of God, look at the beautiful thing. Oh, I must have him. But pretend now that you don’t want me as much as I do you, my massive-pricked darling!” 
 He tried to ignore the hand that wrapped itself lovingly around his big cock and the fingers that tweaked his nipples, though they generated a heat that licked up through his loins and blazed through his guts. He steeled himself. 
 “You want it?” he asked, clamping his hands to her breasts. His fingers dug ruthlessly into the resilient balls of silky flesh. She sighed, her eyes rolled feverishly, and she made choking noises as her body was shaken by erotic thrills. 
 “Ah . . . yes, yes, hurt them if it pleases you, my love, they’re yours . . . oh yes, yes, I want it, Guy, Guy, I want you!” 
 He tugged downward at each creamy half of her bosom, watching her tits lengthen under his callous pulling. 
 “Kneel, then, my lady Luisa of Vermandois!” 
 The sensuous and fickle beauty went immediately to her knees, wincing and choking back a groan when he maintained his iron grip on her tits, stretching them painfully and grotesquely upward into sausage shapes. Then he released them. Now she did groan, when they plunged downward into their natural conformations, in a tumbling rush that bounced and jiggled their heavy masses wildly. 
 But he gave her no time to dwell on her chastised tits. Sliding his hands into her hair, he tugged, and at the same time hunched his fiercely-throbbing erection at her face. 

“Swallow it.”

 Without hesitation she obeyed again, opening wide and thrusting her head forward so swiftly that he nearly missed the extremely titillating sight of his cock vanishing into the deep cock-loving crevasse of her face. He saw her eyes flare wide, heard her gagging, gulping sound. Her patrician nose was twitching, tickled by his pubic hair, so deep into her face had she taken his cock. 
 Letting a little of it escape her lips, she gasped, then began a heavy, drawing suction. Her little gagging noises of discomfort pleased him; she seemed to ignore them and their cause. 
 His pulsing tool went deep and his every nerve-ending sang like taut-stretched bowstrings, ready to snap. He shuddered at the building pressure within him, trying to disguise his pleasure-filled excitement from her. 
 “Let me feel your tongue.” 
 She did, swiftly, flicking his saliva-encompassed organ with her sensual, lively tongue as she clasped it deeply in her mouth. Again she shuddered. The kneeling noblewoman’s mouth looked ready to burst. His balls felt ready to burst. 
 Working at him with all her skill and love for what she was doing—and whatever her other motives were—she sucked and licked and ran her head up and down his lengthy staff of hard flesh. 
 He was trembling, luxuriating in exquisite rapture, gazing down at her swift-moving head through glazing eyes. Now he had to erupt into that lewdly sucking mouth, sperm off into it like a hot cunt, his cock a desperate thing that ached to shoot off its hot load, to make her suck and gulp and swallow until she had a bellyful of his balls’ gushing hot flood. 
 The thought made his tightly swollen meat ache and jerk inside her mouth, tingling sharply with lust for the depths of her gasping throat. Then he felt that final tightening in his scrotum, the generalized tautness throughout his body, and he moved swiftly. 
 He whipped his slick-glistening prick out of her clasping mouth just as it began jerking out jets of syrupy cream. 
 The first arcing spurt splashed onto her lower lip, and though her tongue ran swiftly out for it, it began to ooze down her chin. After that he stood there and drenched the twin-rounded masses of her big tits with long hard spurts of seething sperm that splattered onto her flesh in a gushing torrent. 
 She knelt there shivering, while semen oozed in sticky, shiny trails along the steep curves of her breasts. One little rivulet of cream-colored fluid ran down onto a deeply pink nipple-point, whence it dripped in an elongated droplet that looked as if she was leaking milk from the nipple of that fleshy tit. 
 She gazed up at him in silence for a long moment while her tits ran semen. “Did that give you pleasure, Guy?” 
 His reply was firm, definite: “Yes.” 
 “May I wipe it off now, darling?” 
 “I will,” he said, and he did, using his hands and making her breasts jump and flop. He fed the slimy juice of his spent penis to her by rubbing his hand over her lips, then bidding her suck each finger. Submissively kneeling, she obeyed like a slave, the naked noblewoman at his feet. 
 “Ummm,” she said, lasciviously licking her lips. “Thank you, my love. And now—” 
 “And now, wipe yourself dry, and wait,” he said, flinging his dark blue cloak about him. 
 He left the tent, ducking and then striding half around the big scarlet pavilion of his king. The two men-at-arms before the door challenged him but with smiles, and one turned to call within in a low voice. After a moment the head of Yves the page appeared. 
 “The King bids you enter,” he said. 
 Guy went in, saw that Richard and Reynald de Poitou were at a game of chess, and stopped, frowning. In another corner of the great tent, the King’s wiry squire of the body and shortish squire of the bedchamber were employed in quiet conversation with Raymund of Lezignan, whose thigh was without leggings and wearing a large bandage. Blondel sat nearby, strumming tremulous notes from his vielle. 
 “What is it, Guy?” the king asked. 
 “Uh . . . my liege . . .” 
 Richard tilted his head a bit to one side. “Something very private, methinks.” He smiled, raised his voice. “As ye all know, this man is my valuable spy. Perhaps ye were better off not hearing what he has to say, lads.” 
 The squires left swiftly, not without glances of mingled envy and disgruntlement at the cloak-swathed Guy. 
 Once they were out, Guy swiftly told the king of the return of Luisa, and what she’d said and near-demanded. He failed to make mention of the fact that he’d condescended to let her suck him off and then spermed all over her outsize breasts. 
 “Why that scabby bitch,” the king said. “I know why she’s come begging, Guy . . . that lordlet she attached herself to died yesterday. But I’ll warrant she wears no white veil of mourning!” 
 “Nay, Sire, she wore no sad clothes at all, but a right rich dress. But in truth, she wears nothing, now. Sire, your pardon if I o’erstep, but this I know: your Grace is in need of a woman, and scabby bitch or no, the Lady Luisa is a woman, most definitely.” 
 The king laughed. “Aye . . . but . . . hmm.” He decided against turning down his valorous subject’s offer, but now there was the matter of logistics. “She cannot be brought here; the squires, the sentinels—” 
 “My liege, in a nearby tent awaits the, ah, subject of my report. Now were you to deem that report of sufficient import that you wished to accompany me, to corroborate—” 
 The king’s face arranged itself in a smile. He stood in one swift movement, an athletic and powerful man who had nearly shaken off the fever that had gripped him. “Aye!” 
 A few moments later, men-at-arms and squires having been advised of the necessity of their king’s accompanying Guy on a matter of the utmost importance to the Crusade, the two men stood before the flap of Guy’s tent. Richard laid a big hand on the Cypriot’s shoulder. 
 “My friend, I’ll not forget this service any sooner than the others ye’ve rendered your king. Now do you go and advise my lord of Leicester that you require hospitality this night. He will understand, and you’ll not be locked out of your own demesne more than this one evening. Oh, and know this, for your mental pleasure: the Lady Luisa is about to be fucked up her fickle arse.” Richard broke off with a thoughtful frown. “No, by’r Lady, wait!” he said, his eyes alight. “The fickle slut will be reamed both up the ass and cunt at once—by two men! Come, Guy of Messaria; your king needs a fucking companion!” 
 Luisa waited naked, and her eyes grew large at the sight of the King of the English, and at his words. But she was incapable of arguing with such a lord. She begged for lubrication; received royal spit in her rear crack, then more, which he poked well inside her squirming anus with a big blunt-tipped finger. She moaned and quivered, but Guy’s lips and hands on her breasts gave her something else to think of and be moved by. Her hands meanwhile, were busy at the work Richard had ordered: fondling both his cock and sperm-filled bollocks, and Guy’s. The latter soon had his second cockstand of the evening and was ready to lose it in a wet warm nook. 
 “Oh God’s mercy, Sire, surely not both of you at once,” Luisa squeaked, when she’d been ordered to seat herself on Guy’s tool, and then bend-forward. 
 “Aye, dear lady, you came here seeking sex and shelter, and it’s both you’ll get. Otherwise, well, ye may leave now, if ye wish, and we’ll just keep your clothing as . . . ransom.” But Richard did not smile. 
 Guy was already stretched on his back, and Luisa quickly bestrode his outstretched legs. Taking his hard tool in her fingers, she eased herself down, smiling nervously at him. He felt the tickle of her fluffy brown pubic hair at the tip of his cock, and then it was slipping past the dainty flanges of her cunt. 
 It went all the way up and into her, into heat and wet clutching inner flesh like slippery silk, and her buttocks came down onto his thighs. She rested there a time, squirming her milk-smooth rump over his hairy thighs in a slow caress that clouded his brain with sexual desire. 
 She rose partway up, came down again, her pussy riding wetly, lovingly down the thick hot staff she rode. 
 Then she squeaked and her eyes went wide as Richard brusquely “aided” her to lean forward. Her big breasts were soon swinging pendulously over the body of the man beneath her, while the naked king stood directly behind her. 
 Guy watched her gasp, saw her squeeze her eyes shut and bite her lip, and knew that his “fucking companion” was introducing his royal staff to the puckered portal between her upturned buttocks. 
 “MMM—ahh, e-easy my lord, please, slowly—let—ah!—let me . . . accustom myself to—unnnnnnngghhhh!” 
 Resilient flesh of a tiny canal loosened and dilated before the steady pressure of his big organ, and then the head was inside her, her anal muscle giving way, and she groaned and chewed down onto her lower lip. 
 Guy seized her dangling tits in both hands and began squeezing and fondling them, directing her attention and her senses elsewhere. The other man continued his slow, steady pushing into her snugly squeezing nether crevice. More and more stiff prick slid into her asshole. 
 Then he was in, shivering and groaning at the magnificent sensation of her tightness around him, and Luisa was impaled both fore and aft, wearing magic wands of hard male flesh up both her cunt and her ass. 
 Soon all three of them were on their sides, Richard and Guy forming a Luisa sandwich. They timed their strikes, Guy slipping his tool back out of her cunt as the other man pushed up her anal slot, and then, when the king began a slow withdrawal, Guy began shoving in to her straining vagina as deeply as he could jam the throbbing head of his penis. 
 She moaned constantly, and pain was still writ on her face from the royal invasion of her rectum, which she avowed had been virginal before this night of the twofold attack on her body. Laughing, Richard reached around her to squeeze her breast roughly, telling her that no one would ever believe it, and to tell her, too, that he could feel the other man’s cock through the thin skin-wall separating her two plugged holes. 
 “Ah . . . ah, Mother of God . . . sweet Saint Seraphia, help me!” 
 Guy wondered if the virgin martyr Seraphia, who had been raped before being slain, had taken cocks in both her orifices at once. 
 Now Guy could hear the other man’s groin slapping against the quivering cheeks of her backside as the king fucked hard into her ass-crease, driving hard to assuage the devouring hunger of his lust. His massive surges jarred her entire body, and thus Guy’s. 
 He began to skewer and hunch her jarred, quivering body the same way, throwing it to the lascivious lady with a savage rhythm, whipping in and out of her as if trying to batter her cervix to a pulp. 
 She was moaning and sobbing—but responding, perhaps without knowing it. 
 Her hands began clawing at Guy’s back, spurred by the electric, searing presence of his cock in her purse-lipped cunt, rubbing against the thick staff of the other man who was reaming her vastly dilated anus. Her big tits jiggled and joggled and their hardened tips scraped over Guy’s sweaty skin. The feel of her smooth-planed stomach heaving against his hot, slapping belly sent warm surges flashing through him. His head went light, and he hunched hard, hard, ramming with all the strength of his hips and tight-clenched asscheeks. 
 He was fucking her in camaraderie with his King, and the sexy witch was writhing in erotic bliss at the three-way carnal coupling, and what greater pleasure or higher tribute could a man ask? 
 None of them stopped until she was wallowing and groaning in orgasm, squeezing her own grandly globose breasts and leaking semen out of ravaged pussy and contracting, squeezing asshole. Guy gave not a damn whether she stayed or not. Without his king’s permission, Guy Kingsaver of Messaria went to sleep. 


 




 


Chapter Twelve – The Accursed Tower


 

 On the following day Guy once again became womanless. 
 A new tent was set up that morning beside that of the King of the English, and in it was ensconced Lady Luisa of Vermandois. For the king’s pleasure. 
 Later in the morning, Rosamonde found Guy and apologized for their argument. Then she told him sadly that her Lady Margaret had caught the Syrian fever. Rosamonde must nurse her, stay with her. There would be no nightly visits to Guy’s tent for awhile. Sadly, Rosamonde hurried back to her lady’s big tent. 
 Guy gazed sadly after her, but he could not moon long; there was work to be done. He took his long bow and went to do it. 
 A group of supply-wagons had been drawn up on the barren plain between the Crusader camp and Acre. In the shelter of those wagons, Guy and scores of others maintained a nigh-continuous barrage of arrows and crossbow bolts, trying to pin down the anxious defenders of the Accursed Tower. Below, the tunnel under that great bastion grew hourly deeper, while the amount of dirt and sand and rock brought forth from the gaping wound in the earth grew. 
 Guy was weary enough not to miss feminine companionship that night. 
 In his tent so close to Richard’s, he hummed along with the sound of Blondel’s voice and vielle, but not for long. He slept, and returned to the same hot, tiring activity next day. It was a day on which he came close to the end of all his days; an arrow struck and glanced off his hemispherical archer’s helmet, and Alf the Small told him that it had struck no more than an inch above the Cypriot’s sweat-shiny forehead. 
 That same day there was a skirmish on the opposite side of the camp. Twenty knights met a force from Saladin’s camp. The Crusaders were as usual outnumbered, this time by seven or eight to one. But that was ever normal; they were mounted fortresses of steel, skewering with their lances and forcing open a broad swathe around them with sword and mace and ax. 
 The Turks circled and swerved and loosed their arrows until they stood out from the Frankish knights so that some of them resembled hedgehogs. But they fought on, coats of interlinked chain and quilted, padded jerkins absorbing the arrowheads. As for those Saracen who came in too close with the foe rather than waste their arrows: they died, to a man. Nowhere else in the world, throughout history, was any single warrior worth so much, so nigh-impregnable, able to fight so many foes, as the Western knight. Only another knight was his match. 
 One knight was wounded and another slain, because his horse stumbled over a fallen Arabian steed and broke a leg, grounding his master. But when the remaining Saracen galloped back to their camp, three-and-twenty of their swarthy number remained behind. Two became captives; the others were dead. Guarded by the knights, men-at-arms collected over 500 arrows. 
 More days passed, draggily, in torrid heat and showers of arrows and skirmishes that accomplished naught but to lessen the enemy’s ranks. But on the evening of ninth June a dirty, sweat-wet engineer reported to King Richard that they had gone deep enough beneath the all-important tower. 
 “Tomorrow then, by heaven!” Richard exclaimed, his eyes visibly brightening from their enfevered lackluster. 
 “Aye, Sire. Tomorrow.” 
 The leaders of the Crusade met in ailing Philip’s tent for the announcement of the most welcome news since the Lion-heart’s arrival. 
 Mindful still of the possibility of a spy in their midst, the kings and barons decided against spreading the word. Once the wall was breached by the tower’s toppling, the gap must be entered by men on foot, anyhow. Those men must then fight their way to one of the gates which, when opened, would admit mounted knights, and that would end the long, long siege. 
 “I shall call a drill,” Richard said. “Thus my yeomen and men-at-arms will be ready to rush into the breach. But, the moment that tower falls, my lords, do you send your men swiftly to follow!” 
 “And why should the initial force not be mixed?” Leopold asked, chin high. 
 Richard gazed levelly at the archduke. “Because, my lord of Austria, it’s I who will have breached that Goddamned tower!” 
 “This is a holy Crusade, my lords,” Henry of Champagne said quietly into the tension. “We are all here as Christians performing their duty to God and Holy Mother Church, and our efforts are joint. All of us have contributed to this long siege.” 
 The Lion-heart stared at his cousin as at a traitor. “Henry, Henry, ever the calm-voiced mediator and pacificator! Henry the Liberal! Well, aye, it be true enough we all be God’s men, and have all contributed to the siege. And ’tis true, too, that ye’ve been here far longer than I.” 
 “Now aye,” King Philip said, blinking, for he had not recovered from the fever and his eyes had been affected. “Well spoke, and I am glad to hear such admission from your lips, my lord Richard.” But there was darkness in his eyes, for Richard’s smile was not an open one. 
 “Though in truth you were here but a month before I myself.” Richard reminded the French king. “And your efforts came to naught, save a great waste of copper and a great needless raising of hopes!” The King of the English thrust himself fluidly to his feet to stand over the others. “And I have done more in one month than has been accomplished here in two years!” 
 “Now by my faith!” Leopold growled angrily, also rising; a burly man, thick and broad, with a broad and thick mustache and a hairline moving rapidly back so as to heighten his forehead. 
 “Unworthy, my lord,” the Duke of Burgundy told Richard, and now it was their hooded eyes that locked gazes, and the argument began. 
 But at last the rival lords decided: were the tower to fall on the morrow, the Normans and English would be the first into the city. If another day passed, the first into the breach would be the French. 
 “And I first of all!” Philip’s commander, Sir Aubrey, called excitedly. “I shall LEAD our men into this devil-spawned city, lord King!” 
 Philip waved a hand, listening to Burgundy and Leopold. They had begun to bicker anew about which of their soldiers would be the first to enter Acre if the wall stood yet another day, until the twelfth. 
 “That,” Richard the Lion-hearted said, “is bootless talk, my noble lords. The tower comes down tomorrow!” 
 * 
 So it was that the sun beat down next day on the drawn-up soldiers and yeomen of Richard of England, armed and armored and sweating in their thousands. The king had proclaimed this a drill, and himself reviewed them and their barons in his full armor. But every man suspected that on this day the mole-men would complete their job of sapping. They waited. And sweated. 
 Hours passed. 
 By now all would rather have been fighting, even running, rather than waiting nigh-motionless beneath the flaming sun of Syria. The long shadow of the Accursed Tower afforded no cool, but only reminded them of the mockery of its continued looming presence. 
 And then the men called moles came rushing up out of their burrow. Guy and the other archers, wagon-protected between wall and their camp, loosed their volleys thick and fast to cover the miners running toward them. From the tower, too, came arrows swarming like bees with deadly stingers, as well as stones and boiling oil. Full a third of the fleeing miners died without ever seeing the result of their long labor, for the Turks were ferocious in their attempts to kill those who might well have doomed them. 
 Now wisps of smoke emerged from the cavernous hole beneath the great tower. The wisps thickened, became billows, and then great belching clouds. Each hour, as they progressed in their digging, the Christian miners had shored up their cavern with stout timbers. Now, deeming their hole deep and long enough, they had used straw and cloth and oil to light a fire behind them. As they fled, the flames grew and spread. The dry timbers caught. Flames crackled and licked out of the excavation; smoke rolled heavily forth. 
 Soon the tower was totally obscured by the roiling, rolling clouds of ever-darker smoke. 
 Drawn up in full battle array on his big bay, Richard squinted and growled, shading his eyes in an effort to pierce the vast billows of smoke. Beside him were his chief squire Reynald and his Templar-adviser, Anselm Mesnil. Near at hand, too, was Bishop Walter, with a cross on a long lance. His lips moved constantly. 
 “Hear you aught of rumbling stones, Guy?” Alf the Small asked. “The fever has left mine ears less good than they were.” 
 Guy shook his head sadly. “Nay, but the timbers aren’t burned out yet—look! Smoke even curls up from out the ground itself!” 
 “The heat of the sun, and now of the fire, have opened fissures,” Anselm was telling Richard. 
 “It looks like the fires of hell, seeping up to us,” Reynald said, in an awed voice. 
 “’Twill be the fires of hell for the accursed infidel garrison,” Richard growled. “The signal, Reynald: men-at-arms forward to me!” 
 And, while the entire camp gazed at the smoke across the ravaged, grassless plain separating them from the walled city, the English and Norman soldiers came marching out, along with the rest of Richard’s archers. 
 “There must be fearful men in yon city this day,” Guy said quietly. “And I can feel the heat from that fire, Alf!” 
 Alf coughed. “Your imagination, lad! How could one feel more heat in this terrible furnace of a land where I’ve come to die?” 
 Another crossbowman laughed. “Ye’ll not die here, Alf. Soon down will come that thrice-damned tower, and in no time at all we’ll all be shoving our cocks up the black-haired splits of those Saracen women!” 
 “I wonder if they be pink inside,” someone else suggested. 
 Guy chuckled. “Look at yourself, man! All of us be as brown as Turks, under this sun!” 
 “All save Richard and his sister,” Alf murmured. “They only freckle!” 
 “Listen!” And they strained their ears. 
 Just behind them, Anselm chuckled. “Cock your ear, my lord, and you will hear a rumbling of stones that sounds the funeral bells of Akka!” Having been in this land since he was eighteen, Anselm spoke Arabic, and called Acre by its Arabic name. 
 “Aye, by the living God!” Richard said, almost in a whisper. 
 He glanced around. The field was now aglitter with the helmets and the ready arms of his soldiery. Now came Leicester, cantering from the camp with his squire. The earl carried not his own pennon or his lord’s, but the Crusader Cross of England: an oblong white banner split into four equal quarters by a broad red cross. Richard frowned; behind Leicester came another knight, and his lance was tipped with a scarlet pennon divided by a cross of white; the Crusaders’ Cross of France. 
 “Ready, my liege?” Robert of Leicester asked, reining in his spirited sorrel. 
 “Aye, and more than ready,” the King said. “But who be this trailing ye?” 
 “Aubrey, Marechal de France,” the Frenchman said, removing his helm. Philip’s military commander spoke urgently: “I beg your Grace to suffer my entering with you, when—” 

“Listen!” Leicester hissed. 
 “Look!” Alf cried, and behind him the Templar called out, “Behold!” in a smiling voice full of portent. 
 A pallid breeze was huffing in off the Mediterranean, and the smoke was being dissipated, and now all with eyes could see the mighty structure rising over the long-besieged city. And they could hear it: the rumble, the grating of stone upon stone, the sifting and shifting of earth and sand. 
 The tower was moving, as though it were a willow wand in a gale! 
 It swayed, stone grating upon stone and the cavern beneath it trying to swallow the forefront of its foundation. Richard leaned forward over Fauvel’s maned neck, his hand half raised, ready to give the signal for the charge of his men-at-arms. All were poised, quivering in their desire to charge and at last end this long, enervating siege. 
 With a terrible granite groaning, the Accursed Tower quivered, swayed, seemed to lurch drunkenly. It tipped forward toward the watching Crusaders. 
 And then the tower was still. 
 “God’s balls, Fall, damn you, FALL!” Richard the king urged, and he sounded ready to weep. 
 “Fall!” Leicester commanded. 
 “Fall, fall!” Reynald whispered, staring with bright eyes. 
 “Tombez!” Marshal Aubrey cried, and then the nobles were echoed by the cries of thousands of men-at-arms and archers in two languages: 
 “FALL! Fal-l-ll! F-A-L-L!” 
 But the Accursed Tower, though leaning toward them, had achieved its equilibrium, and a new position. It stood. Tall as ever, stubborn and seemingly sneering as ever . . . and more accursed than ever. 
 They waited, breathless, poised to rush forward. Minute after frustrating minute dragged by. Then it came: the chorus of triumphant cries from within the walls of Acre, and the great shower of arrows from the Accursed Tower. 
 “Ah God,” Richard groaned, and then, “AHHHH GO-O-O-O-ODDD!” the Lion-heart roared, at the top of his lungs. He shook his fist-gripped lance at the tower that now, more than ever, seemed charmed. Then: “MINERRRRRRRS!” he bellowed. And the King swung his horse with a vicious wrench of the rein, and galloped at full tilting speed back to the camp. 
 The others waited, wondering, as, in the camp: 
 “Two pieces of gold,” King Richard cried from atop his great bay horse, “to the first man who brings me a stone from that hell-devised tower!” 
 Bedraggled and dirty miners glanced at each other, at the tower they had so long sought to bring down, at gleeful Turks along Acre’s walls. They licked their lips, looked at their king, glanced again at one another. But they were weary, and discouraged, and far too many of their compatriots had died beneath that horrid pile of smoke-darkened stone. 
 They stirred restlessly, but no man moved. 
 The King stared at them, clenching his teeth. Then he hurled his helmet to the ground with a great clanging thump and a continued clangor as it rolled. 
 “FOURRR pieces of SOLID YELLOW GOLD!” he roared, and some said later that sparks showered from his eyes. 
 A moment of silence followed that lion-throated shout from the Lion-heart. Then a man with matted hair and dirt-smudged face and filthy clothes lurched forward, clapping on his helmet. 
 “Aye!” he cried, and ran forward. “Aye, my king!” And pick in hand he went racing from the camp, out onto the plain, toward Acre. 
 Soon he was followed by another, then others, and then scores of yelling men armed with shovels and picks and prise-bars. Dirty, sweaty miners went running across the plain. They flowed past Leicester and Aubrey, then past Guy and the crossbowmen. All were shouting as they raced for the Accursed Tower, and its first loosened stone. 
 “Volley!” Leicester suddenly shouted. “Volley, and volley again! Archers forward; every crossbowman at the barricade to be replaced by another!! Guy, you and the others in need of rest, back to the camp and take it, lads! It’s rest you’ll want, for tomorrow—tomorrow ACRE DIES!” 
 Already, though, miners were dying, falling to Saracen arrows sped whirring from the walls. Now, amid the heavy twang of crossbows and the swishing of their shafts, a swarm of English and Norman arrows went rushing upward to sweep the walls. And again. And again. 
 Returning to the camp, Guy turned and walked backward a few paces. 
 “Fall!” the tower was commanded, by Guy Kingsaver of Messaria. 


 




 


Chapter Thirteen – A Saracen’s Slut


 

 As the shadows of evening encroached on the long Syrian day, the priests and bishops accompanying the Kings’ Crusade held services throughout the camp, praying for the souls of the dead, and for the fall of the Accursed Tower. 
 The souls of the dead. 
 The dead. 
 Guy Kingsaver of Messaria sat staring at nothing, alone in his tent, in which he’d been granted rest. 
 The dead. 
 Shortly after his return from the naked plain before Acre, Guy was approached by a grinning Yves Know-naught, page to the King and someday surely to be the world’s most stupid knight. 
 “Well,” Yves said, “the day had not been a total loss . . . have you heard about King Philip’s mistress?” 
 “What of her?” 
 “Dead, dead of the fever. They say Philip is beyond consoling. He’s been slipping his royal prick to her ever since he arrived here, finding her widowed and available. But he went to her this morning—she’s had the fever, she and her nurse as well—and found her . . . Guy?” 
 Guy’s head had jerked up. With fiery eyes he stared at the boy, and with one clamping hand he gripped his arm. “Her nurse? What of her? What of her NURSE, Yves?” 
 “Only a peasant,” Yves said, wincing, glancing at the big hand enwrapping most of his arm like a vise. “Beautiful name, Rosamonde, isn’t that lovely? But anyhow, King Philip went into their little love-bower this morning and found them both dead and already cold, Lady Margaret and Rosam—oww! Guy! Guy?” 
 But Guy was lurching away, his deep tan faded, for he’d gone all pale beneath it. 
 Rosamonde was dead. And he could not even to go her, for Philip must not know of their meetings, that Guy had been both lying with and . . . using the girl, gaining information from her for Richard. A vision of her naked body being dumped into a wagon to be carted to that great ditch flickered through his mind, and he shuddered. No, no! 

I could have told her I loved her, at least.


Silly, I had no way of knowing she would . . . that she was going to . . . to die. If I had, I’d have told her a thousand times that I loved her, for what is love, and didn’t I love her when I was with her and inside her gentle body?


But I did not love her, her thought. Certainly I cared . . . and had I but known, I’d have told her the little lie, that she might have been happier as she . . . as she died.

 Staring at nothing, he thought about her, and about himself, and about God, and Syria, and the fever. And about death, and sorrow . . . and guilt. As Richard’s secret agent, Guy had used her, and she was dead. 
 He knew that he would come out of it, but not now. She, after all, had gained greatly, receiving comfort and loving and his warmth—oh yes, and food. But . . . 
 There wasn’t even anyone to blame. No Saracen had killed Rosamonde, not any man at all, but an illness. Who was there to blame for her death? The father that had brought her here? The king who had sent him? No, not he. The Pope, who commanded the Crusades from his safe seat in Rome? As well blame Jesus! They were all here because it was the land of His birth and ministry and death, and His new and continued life. 
 So she had died for her Faith? It would be nice to be able to think so, and to remind himself of that. 

Nonsense, he told himself. She died because people die. That’s what life means, and that’s what death is. God doesn t care. Death is something that happens. 

I shall live, Guy of Messaria vowed. I shall live every day, all my life, and if it is short, then by my faith I shall have been here!

 But none of it helped his present mental state. That would require time, and activity. Hopefully, the activity would continue, increase, and speed the passage of time. Meanwhile, he knew he had no hope of sleeping, and so he rose and left the tent to walk. 
 The moon had moved well across the sky before he seemed to come awake. He realized that he had been wandering, aimlessly and disconsolately, for hours. He glanced around, got his bearings, and turned back in the direction of Richard’s pavilion. The camp was quiet, at least in this area nearest the sea, with most of the soldiers out on the plain either covering the miners or waiting, like the king. 
 He had nearly reached the sprawling scarlet pavilion when he saw the person slip from the tent beside it, hood drawn up on the long cloak of green. Guy knew the cloak. It belonged to his king. But that was not Richard wearing it, for he was outside the camp, waiting for that first stone from the tower’s base. The cloak-muffled figure emerging from Luisa’s tent had to be Luisa. 
 But where was she going, at this time of night? 
 Guy glanced around. Then he stepped back, between two large tents. From there, in the deeper dark of their shadows, he waited. She passed, moving stealthily, darting swift glances this way and that. 
 The long cloak rustled only slightly as she went on. When she was well past, heading seaward, Guy moved to follow. He felt a bit ridiculous skulking from tent to tent, following a woman who was very likely merely on her way to another lover. Merely!

 Then she was out of the tents, which came to an end just above the tide-line. She was actually walking through the water now, he saw, and he waited beside the last tent. From inside came the adenoidal sounds of stentorian snoring. He saw that Luisa’s cloak swept the water behind her. It looked very strange, as though she were a shorter woman, walking on the water. 
 Now Guy saw that she was making for Devil’s Head. 
 The huge chunk of weathered, water-washed dark stone rose higher than a tent, with a girth that could not be spanned by twenty men with locked hands. Frowning, wondering, Guy waited. 
 What could Luisa’s business be, down here at this hour? Not only by the sea, but in it! 
 The instant she vanished around the pavilion-sized rock outcrop, Guy was again moving, following. He wore boots of leather, but they were not high and his feet were soon sloshing within them. He was glad that his leggings were of cloth, not mail. The water was not deep enough to reach the hem of his mail-coat—to which rust was a constant danger—but he had long since removed it anyhow. It was rolled up in his tent, along with his bow and quiver and his archer’s short sword. 
 Silently as he could in the surf, The Crusader moved out toward the huge-looming chunk of rock. And to the point at which she had vanished. 
 He peered around. He saw nothing. 
 Frowning, he considered advancing, decided against it. He began to circle the great rock, in the opposite direction. Aye, here was a place it could be scaled. He went up carefully, slowly, with his heart thumping and his feet squelching in low boots full of water. More than once he slipped, and once he slipped down two heart-stopping feet. For a moment he hung there by his hands, while his feet felt about for a purchase. He found it with the left, rested for several deep breaths, and went up again. 
 Then he was over the edge, atop the mighty natural monument. On his belly, he inched across the rough surface, mindful of possible noise from his belt buckie. He had no idea what he might find, but had he been offered five guesses, he’d not have chosen the sight that widened his eyes when he extended his head cautiously over the seaward edge of the enormous rock. 
 A few feet below was Luisa, her hood back as she talked quietly with a man. Talking, while both of them sat on a little ledge just above the tide level. Talking, while his hands roamed about within her cloak. 
 He wore a surcoat of pure white and a chainmail skullcap; beside him on the ledge rested a round helmet that was drawn up to a point on top. He was dark, with a long thin nose and a curling hair of jet black, and a short bi-forked beard. There was no Crusader’s cross on his surcoat. 
 He was a Saracen. 
 They talked in French, his thickly accented. Guy, noting the man’s horse a few feet away, heard Luisa of Vermandois tell the Saracen from Saladin’s camp about the day’s activities, about the tower’s failure to fall, about Richard’s shouted offer, and about the feverish work in progress, even now. 
 “An excellent time for an attack,” the man said in a throaty voice. “I shall so advise my lord Saladin . . . after this.” 
 Suddenly thrusting his face forward, the man made Luisa moan and sigh as his tongue dipped and curled over the upsurging swells of her breasts. Guy saw her twitch her shoulders, making those big tits he knew so well thrust themselves hard against the man’s face. He licked and sucked, while he cupped both full thrusts in the warm palms of his hands. Guy stared down at the contrast, Luisa’s panting demi-globes so white against the dark Saracenic hand. 
 Guy considered. He could swing over the edge of the rock, drop over and down past the ledge into the water, dagger out and ready to plunge into the Turk. But there were too many possibilities of something’s going wrong with such a plan. He might well slip as he went over, with his wet boots. There might be a chunk of rock or a sinkhole where he would need to alight, and that would be that; he’d be slain while he fought for balance. 
 He waited, thinking, wishing he had his bow and quiver. 
 “Ah,” she sighed, leaning back and holding the dark curly-haired head with both hands. “Uh-umm . . . Farouz . . . put it into me, please!” 
 “I must ride back to warn Saladin and start the attack,” he told her, and Guy knew then that he must risk his original plan. 
 “No—no, no, wait a while . . . a few minutes cannot matter . . . in me, my darling, my darling Farouz . . . a lady in distress needs you.” 
 Guy trembled and gritted his teeth. He had heard words like those before! 
 “Quickly,” Farouz said at last, “lie back then!” 
 Guy prepared to duck back, but realized that the peculiar structure of the rock just below his head would prevent her seeing him, looming out over the stone above them. He could not see her face as she lay back, which meant that he was just as invisible to her. 

I shall drop straight down on his back, he thought, with a little smile. That will crush Luis a beneath us both and close her mouth–while I close his forever with my dagger!

 But first he would allow the man to reach the point at which he lost interest in what went on around him, concentrating on his Turkish tool! 
 But now he saw that the man was not stretching out, and he remembered what he had been told about these Saracen; they fucked in a squatting posture no Westerner could achieve, save as a child! 
 Squatting between Luisa’s white, white thighs, Farouz got his white surcoat and dark leggings out of the way, while he delved with a dark finger into her pouting-lipped slash. She grunted, shivered, and began anxiously fucking herself on his inflexible finger. Swiftly her inner fluids flowed, rushing in to aid and oil the welcome invasion of his thick finger. 
 Then the Saracen moved forward, and Guy saw his swollen dark cock, poised throbbing between her pale, pale thighs, its peeled head aimed at her open cunt, which remained gaspingly open even after he slicked his finger out of her. 
 Then, squatting, he shoved in. Relentlessly, lustfully, he rammed the entire length of his dark pistoning prick into her squirming guts. Guy’s belly quivered. The milky perfection of Luisa’s tits wobbled and shimmied as she threw herself forward and up, skewering herself deeply and loving every second of it. She sighed joyously and her hands leaped to his shoulders. 
 Guy watched Farouz revel in the gyrations of the sex-hungry woman writhing lewdly on the rocky ledge, abrading her soft buttocks while she was spitted on his penile skewer, so excited as to be half lost in sheer ecstasy. Undulating pussy walls caressed the deeply imbedded shaft as he worked it around in her with twitching rocks of his hips. 
 Guy began worming backward. 
 Below, the liquid softness of inner fleshy walls squirmed pinkly around the big dark-hued pole that drove into her from between her lover’s legs. He stroked it in and out, skewered it around and around in her wet soft hole, fucking her with a lust-driven exuberance. 
 Out of their sight, Guy rose, swung, and hurried along the top of the huge rock. He reached the edge, picturing to himself the way Luisa was sighing and jerking and grinding her tits up against the man who fucked her; the enemy agent who fucked her! 
 Guy swung over the leeward face of the rock, lowered himself, swung, inched down some more, and was once again standing in water. Trying to make no sound in the lapping tide, he moved as quickly as possible back toward the beach. Then he was there, and he paused only long enough to remove his short boots and dump out the water. Then, cramming his feet back into them, he ran. He sprinted to and through the camp as he had never run before. He’d have run no faster had he been unarmed and with twenty knights charging him with lowered lances. 
 Quite unaware that she had been seen, Luisa twisted and churned, her fingers pressing tightly into the naked grinding asscheeks of her Muslim lover. The feverishly writhing noblewoman grunted and strained, as he impaled the open mouth of her crotch with his big tool. 
 It was so good, so deliciously good, the monstrous hardness of his big cock stuffing her completely, and gazing maddeningly over the sensitive neck of her cervix. She could never get enough of this, she thought, lying there in pure ecstasy, moaning, while he rooted in her, she’d never ever get enough cock, God oh God how she loved to be prick-stuffed! She threw her smooth white thighs even wider apart to open herself utterly to him. 
 He rammed and crammed, his dark hands mauling her exciting white Christian tits, digging in, for he enjoyed hurting the highborn slut he had made his own—for his sultan and his god. 
 She met him stroke for stroke, with her hips grinding and twisting in the rapture of voluptuous desire. How glorious it would be, she thought happily, once it was all over, her own foolish invading people overthrown and hurled back into the sea, and Farouz kept his glowing promise to ensconce her in his magnificent white-walled home in Damascus! She groaned and sighed and hunched. The jabbing prick was liquifying her hot little cove, and it drenched his meaty flesh with her inner fluids. 
 Then she groaned aloud and clutched him close, dragging him down so that his mail-shirt bruised her breasts, for now he was inundating her needful vaginal deeps with hot thick streams of seminal cream. He groaned and shuddered as he came, pumping her full of hot semen from his jerking, ejaculating cock. 
 A few moments later Farouz ibn-Ali was rearranging his clothing, sinking his mahogany-colored fingers one more time into the white, white flesh of her Frankish tits. 
 “Soon,” she whispered, squirming and deliberately thrusting the milky balls into his hands. “Soon, darling.” 
 He smiled and nodded. “Soon,” he said, and then he slipped off the ledge and waded swiftly through the water to his horse. 
 In a moment he was in the saddle and reining the strong Arabian steed around. He would be well rewarded, well rewarded again! For in minutes he would be telling Saladin that all attention was fixed on the city, that the Lion-heart was on the opposite side of the camp, also watching the city and the nocturnal work on its finest tower. Then would come the charge of Saladin’s masses, and at last they would be in the camp of the accursed Frankish dogs, hacking and swinging and sending their heads rolling, fucking their women and holding for ransom their greatest leaders! 
 Farouz set heels to his horse and started for his own encampment. 
 Then he saw the man who was running to intersect his course, a single Frank on foot, and not even a knight at that but an archer with a ridiculous long bow! 
 Grinning, Farouz couched his lance, booted his horse, leaned forward, and charged the foolish Unbeliever. 
 “Praise be to Allah!” he cried, galloping, running down the bowman who now paused to face him like an idiot, the ululating cry of “’lhhamdulillah!” ringing in his ears. 
 Farouz’s domed, pointed helmet gleamed in the moon-light. His horse was like a wind beneath him, hooves pounding and hurling sand and earth. And still the idiotic Frankish yeoman stood his ground, arrow nocked to bow. 

Release your arrow, then, Farouz thought, for it will merely wound my horse or be turned by helmet or mailcoat, and then you will be skewered like meat over an open fire, most foolish of the Unbeliever dogs!

 Then, with the thundering, hurtling horse only a few feet from him, the Crusader yeoman sprang aside, light on his feet for such a big man. It would take the sword then, Farouz thought cursing. He glanced sidewise at the Christian even as he careened past, already starting to saw his reins to pull his warhorse around and charge the Unbeliever again. 
 Then the string twanged and a three-foot shaft was driven with incredible force into Farouz’s mouth, with such force that the head of the arrow smashed bloodily out at the back of his head. The impossibly powerful shot slammed that arrow into the Turk like a club, and Farouz was hurled sidewise out of his saddle by its impact. 
 The horse galloped on. The Crusader hurried forward, slinging his bow across his back. He carried a bundle of cloth, and moments later, after a swift chop of the great curved scimitar he drew from the dead man’s own sheath, he was carefully wrapping the severed head of Farouz ibn-Ali in the cloth he had brought for that purpose. 
 Then he turned and trotted back toward the Christian encampment, bow on back and Turkish head in tow: Guy Kingsaver of Messaria, The Crusader. 


 




 


Chapter Fourteen – Punishment for a Spy


 

 Despite the hour, Guy went through the camp and out onto the plain before Acre. From the base of the Accursed Tower came the chunking sounds of picks and axes against stone; the clang of heavy hammers on prise-bars. And the groans and screams of those workers who were struck by the arrows of the Saracen defenders. 
 Guy went straight to the king, whom he found awake and staring morosely at Acre. But within minutes, he was hurrying back to the main encampment with Guy. Entering his pavilion, Richard ordered lamps lit, ordered Yves to fetch the Lady Luisa to him, ordered the great tent cleared, except for Guy. 
 A few moments later, Luisa entered, swathed in a long cloak of pale blue. She was followed by Yves. 
 “Now, Yves lad,” the king said, “return to her tent and fetch me the green cloak I loaned the lady.” 
 “My lord,” she began, “it is soiled, let me cl—” 
 “Fetch it, Yves!” 
 Luisa stood nervously, waiting, her eyes shifting from Guy to their king. Her hair was down for sleeping, a wavy waterfall of brown down her back and over her shoulders. 
 “Remove that cloak, my lady,” Richard said. He sat on the chair he had caused to be brought into his pavilion, that he might appear more the king, even in a battlefield tent. He did not need it. His size and height and the color of his hair were enough to cause him to stand out in any company, with or without the six-peaked gold circlet he wore on his head. 
 “My lord, I was asleep . . . I am unclothed under the cloak.” Luisa darted a swift glance at Guy. 
 Richard waved the big freckled hand at the end of his mailed arm. “No matter. By God’s grace, woman, both of us have seen you naked!” 
 “But my lord—” 
 Richard’s arm shot out and a thick finger pointed at her face, leveled at a point directly between her eyes. “By God’s balls, woman, STRIP!” 
 Luisa drew herself up. Guy saw the swell of her full, curvaceous breasts beneath the cloak, the smaller bulges of her nipples clearly outlined. But then she decided against defiance, and he was looking at those richly developed tits in the flesh, a great deal of flesh, as the cloak dropped in soft blue folds to her heels. She stood naked before her king in the flickering light of three lamps. Her chin, though, was held high. 
 Yves returned with the long green cloak. The page’s eyes grew large as he saw that the Lady Luisa stood naked before their mutual lord. 
 “Pay no mind to the nakedness of the lady, Yves,” Richard the King said with a restrained smile. “It . . . be her natural state.” 
 Luisa’s face burned. Again she glanced in Guy’s direction. He maintained an impassive face. The king, meanwhile, was examining the cloak he had loaned his most recent mistress. He looked up. 
 “Why, this is all wet at the hem, my lady.” 
 Guy saw the shudder that ran through the naked beauty, saw how she tightened the jutting full moons of her naked bottom, noted the way her shiver swayed her exquisite breasts. 
 “Time is short, my lady,” King Richard said, “and I had rather not hear your lies. Guy?” 
 Guy spoke emotionlessly, quietly. “The cloak is wet, my lord, because it dragged in the tide while the Lady Luisa walked out to the great rock called Devil’s Head. There she did mount a ledge, on the seaward side, and was in turn mounted by a Saracen she called Farouz.” 
 “Mounted?” Richard’s gaze did not shift from Luisa’s face as he spoke. “By a Saracen?” 
 “Aye, my lord. This was after she had told him that the Accursed Tower was nigh unto falling, and he decided to hurry back to Saladin to bring down a full attack on our camp tonight. But she persuaded him to hurry—” 
 “Ah yes, for a fuck—my lady does like her fucking, don’t you, Luisa?” 
 Trembling and deeply flushed, Luisa lifted her hands to expostulate. “My royal lord,” she said, ‘THIS IS RIDICULOUS! I was asleep when your page came for me. I have not left the—” 
 Then her voice rose to become a horrified squeal, for Guy opened the folded cloth he held, and the bloodstained head of her Saracen lover tumbled out to roll almost to Luisa’s feet. She cried out to God, her hands rising to her face as she stared at the head, which seemed to stare back with wide eyes fixed in death. 
 But she did not faint. With a screech of rage, she pounced at Guy. Her hands were up, fingers curved toward him like claws. “I’ll KILL you!” 
 Guy lost no skin to her clawing hands. Swiftly sidestepping, The Crusader thrust out a foot. At the same time, he slapped her twisting contorting face as she rushed by and tripped, and fell. This time her cry was of pain, as her satin-smooth breasts rammed nakedly into the rush-strewn planks of the flooring. She skidded abrasively along it. Moaning, twisting, shivering in pain and rage, she began to return swiftly to her feet, getting first to her hands and knees. 
 It was then that King Richard lurched from his chair and swung his right leg. He kicked up between her parted thighs from behind, driving his mailed toe straight up into the soft pink bulge of her cunt. With a hideous throaty sound of agony, she fell again, then rolled onto her side. She lay moaning and jerking, her legs drawn up. 
 “YOU are the spy!” Richard bawled out, standing over her. “It’s YOU who has been giving our plans to the enemy!” 
 “Ah . . . arrgh. My lord . . . m-my liege,” she moaned, shivering, “Please——please kick me no mo-ore . . .” 
 “Speak up, Luisa,” he told her coldly. “Admit your guilt, or by the Living God I will set my heel on your nipple and grind until the flesh breaks open like a crushed grape and the blood spurts forth!” 
 A violent shudder spasmed her foetally-curled body. “Oh—oh God no, spare me! It’s true, it’s true, I have been meeting Farouz for weeks!” 
 “Ahh! By the blood of Christ, woman! Because of you, Stephen de Coucy was slain . . . and the entire wood-gathering party ambushed and annihilated!” 
 “A-aye,” she stammered out, her body jerked by sobs, tears rushing down her contorted cheeks. 
 “GOD!” the king roared, and he whirled from her, staggering as if struck. “A Christian woman, a noble woman . . . aiding in the murder of her own people by those infidels! Oh by the holy risen GOD!” 
 Guy stood watching as the king stormed and staggered about the pavilion, flailing his arms and reeling as though drunk. Luisa lay huddled, still but for her shudders and the quakes of her sobbing. Then King Richard swung back to her. 
 “Why?” he demanded, almost in a whisper. 
 “Why?” she sobbed. “Because—because this insane Crusade is killing all our finest MEN! First my husband . . . then my lover . . . and thousands of others! And look at me, a noblewoman born, daughter of a knight banneret, forced to go begging for shelter to this—this baseborn Cypriot stable-hand!” She was shaken by violent tremors. “But if the Crusade failed, with all the men in despair—then no more would come, and we could all go HOME, home, and . . . and concentrate on sane matters!” 
 “Such,” Richard said tightly, “as fucking.” 
 She pounded the flooring with her fists. “Aye, aye, AYE!” 
 After a long silence, the king said, “Well, it’s time for fucking.” 
 Guy frowned, unable to understand such a remark at such a time. But he aided the king in binding the naked spy and slayer of a hundred and more good men. 
 First she was forced to hold her arms before her and grip each elbow, while her forearms were pressed together by being wound with yards of soft wool from Richard’s chest. Once they had done, her arms were inextricably joined. She was then forced to kneel. Richard himself passed a long length of rope over the back of her neck, then drew it down around her shins. Groaning and quivering with strain, she was forced steadily to assume a bowing posture while kneeling. Nor did he cease tightening that rope until her forehead was pressed to her knees and her heels punching up into the cheeks of her out thrust rump. 
 The two men then wound her with rope, until she was a tight little package, all folded up. She moaned softly, her mouth muffled against her own knees. 
 “Lift her and place her on my sea-chest, Guy,” the king said, “with her fat arse poking out!” 
 Guy did so, noting how the softly moaning woman’s fully-packed posteriors were sprung well apart in an obscene revelation of the valley between them and the puckered little amber hole in its center. Below, equally lewdly displayed, was her parted cunt, the soft thick-lipped pot of honey that both he and Richard knew so well. 
 Despite the non-sexual aspect of the situation and his revolt and contempt for her, Guy felt his cock coming up, the skin beginning to stretch tightly over the distending glans. 
 Deliberately tearing his hot gaze from Luisa’s helplessly proffered sexual complex, Guy turned to his king—and he stared. 
 He had heard the metallic jingling, but he had been too caught up in his lustful staring at the folded Luisa to realize its meaning. Now he knew; Richard had removed his armor, both the snug-fitting mail leggings and the loose, knee-length mailcoat. From the convenience-slit in the king’s underleggings thrust his prick—and it was erect. The silky skin-shaft stood out from his golded-red pubic hair, throbbing away in obvious desire to submerge itself in something warm and soft and cloying. The eyes of the King of the English were fixed where Guy’s gaze had been: in the shining valley between the cheeks of Luisa’s plump, alluringly shapely arse. 
 With sternly-held mouth and eyes like ice, he glanced at Guy. “Without lubrication,” the Lion-heart said, and he strode to the doubled and bound woman, his thick cock bobbing before him. 
 Bent, terribly uncomfortable and immovably rope-wound, Luisa was also blind to what transpired around her, her face pressed down to her own knees. She whimpered when the king’s big hands slapped her strainingly upturned butts. 
 “P-please, my l-lord,” she stammered, in a tiny voice. 
 “Oh, my dear treacherous spying Turk-fucking BITCH!” the king said. “I do hope you are dry, and all . . . tightened . . . up!” 
 Then her totally helpless body jerked and spasmed in her fruitless efforts to crawl, to hurl herself away, and she made ugly groaning, gagging sounds as Richard set his cockhead into the wide-stretched crevice dividing her asscheeks. They were fully, stringently parted, but the broad and flaring crown of his cock still looked huge in that delicate valley. 
 “NO! NO-O-O!” 
 “Aye,” the king said, and then she was shrieking in true agony as he prick-pushed against the tight sphincter of her dry, fear-tensed anus. 
 Ignoring her continuing series of involuntary groans and her agonized writhing, the big man gasped and arched his back in an effort to drive himself through her bowels. 
 “Ah, Sweet Jesus,” he groaned, “it hurts! Never have I felt anything so TIGHT!” 
 “AAAAAAgh—NO—N-n-o-o-O-OH!” 
 But she was powerless. She could do nothing but try to tighten up still more to hold him out, which was precisely the wrong thing to do. For the king was straining in, forcing open the crinkly little flesh-ring of her anus. 
 “AAAAAGH! You—you’re splitting me O-pennn!” 
 “I do hope so, my lady,” the big man behind her said, and he thrust strongly. The round, knobby head of his cock suddenly began sinking into her, and her shriek broke off into a breathless sob of pure agony. 
 His swollen prick started up the tight tube to her bowels, throbbing hard. She cried out and her body quaked as uncontrollable shudders surged through it. The feel of his mighty, inflamed organ sinking into that dry and tight hole was agony; red, throbbing, dizzying agony. 
 The smooth silken curves of her buttocks juddered and cringed, as he forced his blundering, bludgeoning way up her monstrously dilated asshole. 
 Now the big knob was completely out of sight up her tightest and most private passage. He could feel the hot, tight clasp all around his intruding probe. Straining with his big muscular body, he shoved between her bobbing buttocks to force it higher and higher up her ass, up her cloven back. He pushed on, in, skewering, plumbing the farthest recesses of her agonized rectal tunnel between the creamy, shuddering cheeks. 
 Having opened the pain-wracked woman all the way up the bowels, he began moving rapidly and strongly. He plunged it wildly into her, between the cringing cheeks and into the darling little slot he coveted. Ignoring her moans and cries, he watched the long thick poker vanish between the large ovals of her arse. He treated the tender channel like a cunt, fucked it hard and fast like a cunt, a very tight and only slightly moist cunt. Clutching her quaking, goose fleshed hips with gouging, bruising fingers, he drove his cock rapidly up and down the delicate tunnel to her bowels. 
 Guy watched the strong swift strokes of the king’s staff, watched the shiver and jerk of the flared cheeks, heard the splat of flesh on flesh. 
 Then the King was groaning, stiffening as he pumped his balls dry, writhing and shuddering in his orgasm, and totally inundating her violently expanding asshole with a jetting seminal enema. 
 The king lurched forward over her back, gasping. Then he wrested another cry from her as he jerked his spent prick out of her. When he turned to Guy, eyes bright with cruelty and excitement, there was blood on his cock. 
 “Fuck her traitor’s cunt!” 
 “My lord, I have no desire to—” 
 “It is not for her pleasure, Guy. She must be used, drowned in semen! Your king commands!” 
 Guy nodded and moved in behind her, liberating a throbbing erection that belied his words; he had much desire to fuck, after the excitingly violent scene of rearward fuckery he had just witnessed! Grasping her trembling hips and tugging her back onto him, he shoved his rugged flesh up into her, between the moist pink flanges of her vulva. 
 Standing erect behind the bound package of woman kneeling on the sea chest, he skewered and nailed her with all his might. He belted cock to her until an unbearable sexual tension became a seething pressure in his nuts. 
 She could only moan and squirm, feeling the torrid length of swollen flesh probing far up inside her until its base was firmly ensconced between damp pussy lips, and he was straining to get his semen-filled scrotum into her as well. 
 He failed in that, but gave her its contents, seeming to pump a gallon of his molten seed into the deep well of her vagina. When he stepped weakly back from her, it was to see his own creamy fluid trickling obscenely out of her convulsing, wide-open slash in whitish rivulets. 
 He was rather sickened by what the vengeful king did next; Richard stoppered the man-hungry spy’s cunt with sand and mud, wetted by wine. He tamped it into the stuffed hole until she groaned in renewed pain and utter degradation. 
 Then Richard called to him the chieftain of his men-at-arms, and the king and his Cypriot subject watched while the man obeyed the royal command: he pumped up his gnarly cock, then plunged it into the faceless woman’s anus. He slammed eagerly into her ass with his lunging groin jerking and smacking to crush the firm, milky masses of her buttocks. Low, animal grunts emerged from between her parted lips as her raw asshole accepted the huge shaft with pain-wracked muscles. 
 When the man had groaningly burst forth his seed, Richard gave his further instructions. The soldier nodded and left the pavilion. The king once again drew on his mail-breeches. 
 Soon his orders were being carried out; a long line of men-at-arms formed outside the sprawling royal tent. Despite the noise, the king retired to a corner of the pavilion and was soon asleep. Guy returned to his own tent. His sleep was rather long in coming. He was thinking about Luisa, and their previous relationship, and about spies, and the rights and fantastic powers of kings, and the almost total lack of rights of women. And about her bloodied rectum, and what was happening to it. . . . 
 Cock after baseborn cock plunged in to rape the traitorous noblewoman’s squirming rectum. Body after body jarred and pummeled her from behind. There were so many that the cheeks of her voluptuously upturned bottom were crimson, as though she had been beaten. Semen streamed from her to stain the chest and soak the obscene packing of the normal sex channel they ignored—at their king’s command. 
 The long parade of men continued to file in and out of the royal pavilion. 
 By the time the sun had risen to bake the camp in its shimmering rays, the Lady Luisa de Vermandois had been buggered by thirty-seven men, and was quite unconscious. 
 Himself cutting off her ropes—and nicking her soft skin in more than one place—the king then stepped back and watched while another man stepped forward. At his liege-lord’s command, the hard-peckered tailor sewed up the thick, soft lips of the unconscious woman’s stuffed cunt. He used a needle designed for sewing leather, a thick long sliver of steel that left her bloody. 
 A short time later, Saladin received a present from the Christian camp. Ten Christian knights came straight for his camp at full gallop. As Saracen archers bustled forward, the knights slowed to a trot, dumped something on the sand, and wheeled their mounts. The galloped back to their own sprawling encampment. 
 On the burning plain lay a naked Christian woman, leaking semen from her anus and blood from her sewn-up cunt. The leathern water bag dropped beside her contained the severed head of a Turkish emir, a face Saladin recognized with bitter eyes. 
 One of the Sultan’s scholars translated the Frankish letters on the bit of paper that had been pinned to the woman’s large right breast. 
 “Richard the King makes a gift to Lord Saladin of the mistress of his spy, Farouz.” 


 




 


Chapter Fifteen


 

 “It FA-A-A-ALLLLLLLLLS!” 
 The cry rose from a dozen throats, then a hundred, and then thousands. It bellowed throughout the camp of the crusaders, and carried across the plain to echo from the mile-long walls of Acre. 
 It was a victory shout, a cry of triumph for the Frankish force; a death-knell for the remaining few thousand defenders of Acre. 
 Next instant the noise of rumbling, grinding, crashing, toppling stones utterly drowned the human din. After a bloody, costly, frustrating siege of twenty-three months, the mighty bastion called the Accursed Tower crashed to earth. 
 The bodies of its defenders were flung out upon the plain amid a great cloud of dust and a volcanic explosion of huge chunks of stone. They bounded high, rolling and tumbling, as though they were but children’s toys rather than immense chunks of granite no man could lift. 
 A few of the Turks survived the fall of the tower they occupied and had sought to protect, but not for long. Their blood soon spurted from the wounds of arrows, lances, swords, and the flashing picks of the filthy but triumphant men who had at last brought down the great tower. 


 




 


Chapter Sixteen – The Girl in the Palace


 

 An enormous gap had been torn in Acre’s incredibly thick walls by the fall of the Accursed Tower, but it was choked with rubble and the jagged, teeth-like remnants of its base. Thus the racing knight who galloped headlong to be first into the breach was forced to dismount. He charged on foot, clambering over the rubble. A heroic figure in gleaming armor of laced links of steel chain, his snowy surcoat gallantly emblazoned with the Cross of his faith. 
 “Suivez-moi, Chretiens!” he shouted, standing for a moment in that gaping maw opened into the city. “Follow me, Christians!” And he whirled his shining sword above his helmeted head, an inspiration to every Frankish warrior. 
 Then he was totally enveloped in a swarm of Saracens. 
 Within minutes, his head was hurled out through the breach he had entered. For a few moments the Crusaders paused and looked down at it. He had wanted to be the first man within Acre’s walls. He had been. But Aubrey Clement, Marshal of France, had accomplished nothing. 
 One of his slayers waved a bloody scimitar and screamed out his defiance—then died, torn half apart by a wasp-swarm of crossbow bolts. 
 Men went rushing forward then, archers and men-at-arms and a handful of over-eager, dismounted knights. Christian bows twanged and long Christian broadswords swooped and swung and swept. Aubrey’s killers soon joined him in bloody death. The Crusaders were within the walls, part of which still rose about them as they stared down at a lovely city of white stone buildings, interspersed with trees and gardens. 
 It was more beautiful than anything any of them had seen in his own land. 
 Guy, ordered to remain behind with scores of archers to repulse a possible sortie, cursed. He’d been cheated! He would see no action, stuck out here on the heat-shimmering plain, while those men were— 
 —being suddenly showered with earthenware pots that shattered and splashed. 
 Guy leaped to his feet screaming. “COME BACK! RUN! RUN! NO—” 
 Too late. The pots were followed by a cascade of Saracen arrows, all trailing smoke from the flaming rags streaming from them. Instantly there was a great Whump sound, and yellow and white flame sprang up to encompass those men Guy had thought so fortunate. Screaming, they fell and rolled, wrapped in flame; they beat at their blazing clothing; roasted in their steel armor. A hundred died in seconds; hundreds fled; a hundred more were dead within the hour of their frightful burns. 
 The Accursed Tower had fallen. The wall had been breached. But Acre held, through what was surely the fire of Beelzebub. 
 By then it was nearly sunset. The long-faced leaders of the Kings’ Crusade decreed that there would be no further attack until morning. What had been looked forward to as a night of triumph and rapine became a funereal one in which men scarcely spoke to one another, but cast woeful glances again and again at the city that still seemed impregnable. 
 But it was not. 
 With sunrise came the great and joyous surprise. The great main gate of Acre opened. From the city a small party of mounted men emerged, holding high their flags of truce. They paced their horses well out from the city, but halted on the plain well away, too, from the camp of their enemy. 
 The truce party was soon met by a mounted and mailed Richard coeur-de-lion, flanked by five of his knights and their squires, along with the Templar Anselm and Humfrey of Toron. Both of the latter spoke the language of the Muslim Saracen, Arabic. 
 The Saracen story was brief. There had been thirty thousand defenders when the siege had begun two years ago; now there were only six thousand, and many of those were ill, or wounded, or both. Their firepots had been expended at last. Arrows remained to them but for another few days, and their food supply was running terribly low. At last they accepted that Saladin and his army could not come smashing through the besieging army and succor them. And now, with their great tower destroyed and their wall widely breached, they knew that they were done. 
 Acre offered surrender. 
 True, there were those among them who did not agree, but clear heads in Acre knew it was time to save their lives and those of their women, by surrendering. The old inner city stronghold of the Templars had been cleared, the Turks said. They could parley there. 
 “Bid your able defenders to come forth,” Richard said, with Humfrey translating his words to the Turks in their pointed helmets and pointed beards. “They have fought valiantly, and their lives shall not be forfeit. Your sultan will soon have opportunity to ransom all of you.” 
 The Saracen acknowledged those words with their strange bowing, fingers to forehead-lips-chest gesture to Richard. He vouchsafed them a short, stiff bow. The Turks returned to their city. 
 Unarmed, those defenders still able to walk emerged a short while later. They looked at each other as they became the object of a great cheering accolade; the Crusaders recognized valiant men, even foes who had caused them so much misery. 
 Under the noonday sun, Richard rode into Acre with a negotiating party: the Grand Master of the Templars, the Templar adviser Anselm, Bishop Hubert of Salisbury, Humfrey of Toron, and squires. They were accompanied by two hundred men-at-arms and as many archers. Among them was Guy of Messaria. 
 The King of the English looked up at the walls as he paced his big bay horse down Acre’s main avenue. “FOURFINGER!” 
 Will Fourfinger hurried forward to look questioning up at his liege lord. 
 “Call the rest of our yeomen from the camp,” Richard said. He waved his arm in a broad gesture. “Line those walls with archers” 
 While Will nodded and whirled away, Richard turned to his senior squire. “Reynald: ride back and tell milords Philip, Leopold, Henry, and Hugh that I am filling the city’s walls with our yeomen, and they must arrange their men so as to cover both the captives and the possibility of a rear attack by Saladin. Leicester and our knights are to be mounted and ready, should Saladin make a last-minute attempt.” 
 “Aye, milord,” Reynald said, and reined about to go trotting back through the open gates. 
 Richard rode on, paying absolutely no attention to the silent crowd of Turks lining the street, mostly women, children, and old men. His soldiery followed, gazing about with wide eyes. Here was beauty! And they had called these people godless barbarians? 
 “That huge domed building?” Richard asked, pointing. 
 “The Great Mosque,” Humfrey told him. “The holiest place in Acre.” 
 The king nodded. “We will station a guard there, so that it remains their holiest place. Ah—and the handsome building nearby?” He indicated a huge white building that gleamed and shone like ivory in the sunlight. 
 “The palace,” Humfrey advised. “All of white marble.” 
 Richard nodded, then turned. He turned to their Saracen escort. “The palace is ready for . . . occupancy?” 
 The thin man with the twin-pointed beard looked uncomfortable. His eyes were on Richard as he spoke, though only Humfrey and the Templars understood. 
 “My lord, he offers a thousand pardons and his embarrassment knows no bounds. But a small group of fanatics had occupied the palace and has vowed to defend it to the death.” 
 Fauvel grunted and tossed his head when Richard dragged on the rein. The column came to a dead stop. He glowered at the escort. “You cannot control your own people?” 
 The Turk spoke; Humfrey translated. “They are renegades, my lord, and none can control them:” 
 “Umm-hmm,” Richard growled darkly. “And how many is a ‘small group of fanatics,’ lord Afdal?” 
 Through Humfrey of Toron, Afdal of Acre advised that there were few more than a score of fiery-eyed diehards, determined to hold the palace, though its gates were open. 
 Richard nodded. “Vowed to defend it to the death, did they? Hmph! Ber-naaaart!” 
 The leader of the troup of men-at-arms bustled forward. “Lord King!” 
 “Do you pick a second, Bernart, and then do you take twoscore men and clear the palace. That shiny building yonder, of white. And do try to preserve the furnishings, Bernart!” 
 The burly man with the full auburn beard smiled and nodded. “Aye, my lord. And we thank you, my lord, for the chance to stretch our muscles.” 
 The king chuckled. “Take care, Ber—oh. Take also ten archers, among them my junior squire, Guy of Messaria. When the palace is secure, he and ten men-at-arms will remain there, while the others escort you to me with the news. We must all . . . take care here, Bernart. Civilians are not to be touched—but some may think it meet to strike a final blow for their god and their honor.” 
 “Aye, my lord.” 
 Richard turned in his high-pommeled saddle. “Guy Kingsaver! Go with Bernart and his men, and try to have the palace cleared of . . . vermin, by vespers.” Then the king turned, clucked to Fauvel, and proceeded slowly and regally along the Turk-lined street to the gray-walled building that had been the Templars’ once, and now would again be theirs. 
 Bernart walked among his men, tapping shoulders. He soon had his twenty soldiers, ten bowmen, and Guy of Messaria. The others, most of them disgruntled at not getting the chance to cross swords with the enemy who had so long remained out of sight behind his walls, tramped on after the mounted nobles. 
 “Look ye neither to the left nor right,” Bernart told his group. “Yet be ye ’ware the people. We go to take the palace for our king, and not to ogle or glower at these dismal-looking Saracen who line the streets to see what real men look like! Guy of Messaria; you other archers: nock arrows, but keep them armed at the street.” 
 Then the burly sergeant turned and walked toward the silent Turkish onlookers, walking on bowed legs with knotty calves. The people of conquered Acre moved swiftly aside. Guy followed Bernart, to the left of a short man with long, thick arms. Behind them came the others. All wore round helms, torso-protecting hauberks of either leather or chain—mostly the former, most sewn with metal rings for additional protection. Each man wore a sword and dagger, the sword sheathed on his left hip. The men-at-arms carried spears and shields; the archers their bows, with their quivers slung rightward across their buttocks. 
 In silence, staring with dark eyes that looked less malevolent than tired, despairing, and fascinated by these strange men with hair of several colors, the followers of Allah made way for the little group of foreign soldiers. Thirty-two men marched on the palace of Acre, a magnificent and sprawling structure all of white marble. 
 The windows were strangely shaped, like large keyholes, and cross-hatched on the inside with lattices of wrought iron. The Christians were forty feet away when, from one of the higher windows, an arrow whizzed down to strike down the man beside Guy. Instantly his own bow came up; Guy leaned into the shot, and his arrow swept through the window two feet above the sill, driving through one of the small triangles formed by the lattice-work. There was an immediate cry from within the palace; he had struck home with his hastily-released shaft. 
 “Richard and Normandy!” Bernart roared, and charged forward. Guy dodged aside, sending another shaft window-ward; this one was deflected by the lattice, Now the arrows of his fellow bowmen began arching up. 
 “Richard and ENGLAND!” another voice cried, and then the other soldiers were following Bernart, at the run. 
 Guy stood to one side, randomly peppering this window and that nearly as fast as he could fit arrow to string, draw and release, reach back to pluck another arrow from his quiver, and fit shaft to string again. 
 While the other yeomen emulated Guy in providing cover, the men-at-arms stormed into the palace. An arrow whirred past close by on Guy’s left, and he sent two shafts swiftly in that direction. The soldiers disappeared inside the sprawling palace. 
 “INSIDE!” Guy yelled, for there was no leader of the archers. But they obeyed instinctively, and once they were in the palace, he raced after them. 
 Trotting toward a great stairway, the others had dashed right past a closed door on their left. Just as Guy entered the long, cool corridor of the palace, that door opened. Out popped a bow-armed Turk, arrow nocked to drop the tail-most enemy in the back. Guy had never raised bow and drawn shaft so fast in his life, nor at a target so near. 
 The hurried shot took the Turk in his string hand, transfixing it so that the arrowhead burst out through his palm. The man grunted and his arrow angled weakly off to clatter off a wall. 
 “Behind us!” someone up ahead shouted, but Guy didn’t glance that way. The man he had wounded spun on him, wielding his bow like a sword, black eyes staring hatred. 
 For the first time in his life, Guy of Messaria was face to face with a man who sought his death. War had become personal. 
 Instinctively, he shifted his grip on his six-foot bow and caught it also with his other hand. He met the unconventional attack just as unconventionally, using his own bow as if it were a quarterstaff. The Saracen bow slammed down onto Guy’s; he pushed with his left hand to angle it off, then shoved forward and up with the right. His bow rapped into the chin of the surprised Turk, who staggered backward. 
 Swiftly letting go his wire-wrapped bow with his right hand, Guy reached across his waist for his sword. He thrust, hard, but the Turk’s mailcoat turned the point with a clinking, metallic grating sound. At the same time, he flailed with his bow. It glanced off Guy’s bowl-like helmet, and then the man who had an arrow through one hand lost the other to Guy’s back-whipping sword. 
 The Saracen staggered back against the wall beside the door, slid down it, and sat there, staring at the blood that shot in foot-long spurts from his handless wrist. 
 Then an arrow whipped through the doorway and struck Guy in the chest with a terrible blow that brought him up short with a grunt. He glanced automatically down. The arrow had torn through his homespun jerkin, but failed to pierce the short-sleeved tunic of chain mail he wore. 
 He hurled himself aside, dropping his sword and plucking forth an arrow. It was nocked in an instant. 
 For a moment he hesitated, conscious of the other archer and man-at-arms who had hurried back to join him; the others were rushing up the stairs, and he heard yells and whizzing arrows. 
 Then The Crusader set a foot against the shoulder of the sagging, dying Saracen, whose body-was fast emptying itself of its vital juice. Guy shoved with his foot. The dark man fell across the doorway; an arrow thunked into his back as the enemy archer loosed his shaft on full reflex; Guy swung around, facing into the room, arrow nocked and string to cheek. 
 The man inside, his new shaft just at the string, stared at his death—and took it in the throat. 
 But the building now rang with shouts and clashing steel, as Guy and the two with him plunged into the room to be sure it was secure. 
 None of them had ever seen such luxury. The floor was not strewn with rushes, but covered with a beautifully-wrought carpet. Low divans decorated the room, along with pillows of various colors, striped and tasseled. The walls were hung with tapestries in similar complicated design to the rug. Low tables rested near the divans—and there was a doorway to an adjoining room. 
 Guy and the other archer each sent an arrow through that doorway, then pounced in after. A wide-eyed Turk peered at them from behind a couch where he had ducked from their arrows. The Norman archer with Guy bounced an arrow off the Turk’s pointed helmet; the Saracen raised up with drawn bowstring; Guy drove a feathered shaft through the man’s leather hauberk and deep into his chest. The Turk went over backward with a grunt. 
 The very ornate bedroom was otherwise empty, and without door. But from behind a latticed divider, a narrow stairway ran up, and the man-at-arms charged past the two yeomen. He rushed upward, pike ready. 
 Guy and the Norman bowman followed swiftly; his name was Henri. 
 The three defenders of the sprawling, magnificently decorated and bed-filled room were armed, but not with bows. And two of them were women, young and slim, with waves of glistening black hair and strange dark eyes that seemed unnaturally large and long of lash. The woman with the leather hauberk on, the older one, sprang at the man-at-arms and in his hesitation he lost his life; he gurgled as her dagger flashed upward and vanished up under his chin, plunging into his mouth so that it gushed scarlet. 
 Guy thwacked her with his bow while she strove to regain her dagger, and she sprawled backward across one of the beds. The man, sword-armed, sprang at Henri, who parried with his bow, broke it, and met the next swing with his swiftly-unsheathed sword. Guy, meanwhile, was attacked by the other woman, who appeared no more than a girl. She wielded a curved sword of about three feet in length, the Turkish scymitar, shaped like their crescent-moon symbol. 
 She handled it as if she had never touched a sword before, and Guy sent it flying with one sweep of his bow. Swiftly he thwacked her in the hip on the backs wing. He whirled as she went down, and was in time to see Henri’s eyes bulge as the Turk buried half the length of his sword in the Norman yeoman’s belly. The Turk set his foot against his enemy to aid the drawing forth of his sword, and Guy plucked an arrow from his quiver. It was then that he discovered his bow had not been meant for use as a quarterstaff, not strung, anyhow. The string was broken. He let the arrow fall to the floor. 
 He glanced sidewise as he reached for his sword. The girl was crawling for her sword—and his was gone. Instantly he remembered that he had dropped it in the corridor outside the room downstairs. God have mercy, what a soldier I am—I’m not fit to be more than an archer, when I leave my sword behind to use my bow

 He pounced after the crawling girl, who wore some strange sort of ballooning leggings of a pale yellow stuff like cobwebs. She yowled and sprawled full length as he bow-struck her again, this time across the obvious target of her upturned arse. Then he whirled. The Turk, his sword freed from Henri and smeared with blood, was charging him. 
 Guy leapt onto one of the low beds—which he thought was far too soft—and bounced from it to another. The Saracen, his black-bearded, thin face twisted in a snarl, swung to follow him. Dropping off the bed, Guy ran, bent without coming to a stop, and snatched up the sword dropped by the man-at-arms. He bounded onto another of the ornately-coverleted beds and dropped off the other side. 
 The flashing, swift-moving body he caught from the corner of his eye was the first woman, diving at him from another bed with dagger in hand. Guy swung his sword even as he whirled. There was a terrible chunking sound, a wrenching of his arm, and then the woman sprawled on the floor, her ruined face slipping off the steel blade that had bitten half through it. Her eyes closed and she lay still, meaning that the shock had rendered her unconscious; the instantly slain, Guy knew, died with wide-open eyes. 
 But there was no time to think of that or anything else other than imminent death and escaping it. He sprang upon another bed, this one shielded from the others by diaphanous hangings of pale yellow and sky blue. One running step he took along it, and plunged off the other side to whirl. 
 The running Saracen with extended sword was just rushing through the space where The Crusader had been. Before he could slow himself he turned his face to stare viciously after his escaped foe, and then he swung to follow Guy across the bed. 
 The man sprang upward off his left foot; as his right came down onto the bed, the left failed to give him the support he needed; it slipped in a spreading pool of blood from the dying woman. The man pitched forward with extended sword. Skipping aside, Guy slammed his bow down on the wrist that held the sword. The blade sprang from lifeless fingers, and Guy brought the bow down again, this time on the back of the man’s neck. He went limp as his hand, half on and half off the bed. 
 The Crusader raised his head to meet the wide, staring eyes of the younger woman. She had regained her sword. 
 “Throw it away, woman,” he snapped. “I’ve slain two and you are all alone!” 
 She frowned; few understood Guy’s language, and he repeated his warning in French, although realizing that this was a foreigner, a Saracen, and she wouldn’t understand that either. 
 But she did! “Then I will die, too!” she cried, in French, and rushed him, waving the sword like a mounted knight. That made it very easy. 
 Once again discarding his sword, Guy used both hands to whack her across the midsection with his bow. She lurched over it and went down whoofing and gagging. Plucking her scymitar from her hand was a simple matter, and Guy used its flat to give her something else to think about: a hard blow across her buttocks. 
 Then he ripped down the draperies about the bed the unconscious Saracen half-occupied, and swiftly bound the man’s arms. Making sure the bonds were tight, he hurried the fellow across the room and dumped him down the steps. Guy had no care whether the Turk broke his neck or not. The girl was still on the floor, trying desperately to regain her breath, when Guy ran back. Using a coverlet snatched off one of the beds, he muffled the other woman’s bleeding head, lugged her over to the steps, and sent her bumping and sliding down. 
 The younger girl was sitting up, her back against a bed, but she was clutching her midsection with both hands and still struggling to breathe. 
 “May God have mercy on you, and welcome you as a true son,” Guy muttered, and winced as he released the body of the man-at-arms, down the stairwell. The other man, the fellow archer from Normandy, was more difficult for him. Guy knew his name, however brief had been their acquaintance. He was about to carry Henri’s body down, when he heard a shout from below. Stretching Henri on the floor at the head of the steps, Guy rushed back to the girl. 
 She was half on her feet, leaning on the bed she’d been propped against, and he caught a nasty scratch-down one cheek before he slapped her so hard her hair flew and she toppled backward with a tiny cry. He yanked down more of the muslin-like stuff and crammed a wad of it into her mouth, staved off another scratching attack, and slapped her again. Her eyes flared and rolled, went misty, and she sagged. Flipping her over, he trussed her wrists swiftly behind her back. 
 “Be quiet and still and you’ll be neither corpse nor slave,” he told her quietly. She wriggled, trying to kick him. With his hand wrapped in her great mass of long, wavy hair the color of moonless midnight, he jerked her over onto her back again and stared down into her face. 
 “I am Guy of Messaria, squire to Richard the King, and you are beaten and bound and my captive! Now be still, and be quiet!” Then he tugged her off the bed, using her hair and a hand in her armpit, feeling the pressure of her breast against his knuckles. Once she was on the floor on the far side of the bed from the stairwell, he dragged the blue-and-green-and-yellow spread off the bed and covered her with it. The miniature tent he had created rippled and jerked. 
 Guy ran to the stairwell once more, and bent to scoop up the body of Henri. 
 “GUY! Guy KINGSAVER!” a voice shouted from below, and then they quieted, staring at him as he descended the steps, carrying the archer’s body. There were a half-score men below, with Bernart among them. 
 “Mother of God, what happened up there?” he asked, looking from Guy to the three bodies at the young Cypriot’s feet. 
 Abruptly Guy realized that he had just defeated three enemies. Though two of them were female, certainly he should by all rights be dead; God was smiling on him this day. But he knew he could not tell them that he had done so much upstairs, whilst Henri and the dead man-at-arms had accomplished nothing. He hesitated, still holding Henri’s body. 
 “There will be a Saracen body in the corridor,” Bernart said. “Him we saw ye kill. There be another in the next room, with one of your arrows in the throat. Other side of yon couch is a third, also wearing one of your arrows. Now here be bodies of two more—one a woman—and of both men with you, ‘rest their souls. I’ faith, man, how many more are upstairs?” 
 “The rest of the palace?” 
 “Ours,” Bernart said in his throaty voice. “But I asked questions of ye. Ye’ve slain three, man, and how many more? And did these two do nothing at all?” 
 Guy sighed. “Of course they did, brave men both. The soldier was taken by surprise, slain by the dagger of this.” He touched the body of the woman with his foot. “Henri here killed her, the foul bitch, and another too. His body is above,” he lied. 
 “And he?” the sergeant asked, nodding at the limp body in Guy’s arms. 
 Guy sighed. “Henri was slain by the man at your feet. He be not dead—unless his neck was broke by my tumbling him down the stairs; I care not. I thought we might find a prisoner useful.” 
 “Damn me for a crawling snake,” Bernart said, giving his bearded head a jerk of a shake. “Ye accounted for four, then, man?” 

Six, he thought, but: “Aye, and I do thank ye for thrice calling me ‘man,’ not ‘lad,’” The Crusader said. 


 




 


Chapter Seventeen – A Prize for the Conqueror


 

 The Earl of Leicester and the Viscount of Ellandun were escorting Joanna and Berengaria, sister and wife to the king, to the palace of Acre. Cooks were already there, working, for there would be a victory feast presided over by Richard the Lion-heart, conqueror of Acre. The tall king was changing his clothing in one of the many palace rooms, all so beautiful as to astonish every Westerner’s eye, when Yves announced Guy of Messaria. Richard had bade the Cypriot to join him, once Guy had attired himself as befitted a squire to the king, rather than a common yeoman. 
 “Enter, Guy,” the king called, waving the page out. “Ah, now do you look as my squire should, Guy of Messaria! Now, my information is that you covered yourself with glory today here at the palace.” Richard was calmly stripping; certainly Guy had seen his sometime fucking-companion naked before! 
 “I drew a good bow, my liege, little more. There is something about the afternoon’s activity I wanted to talk with your Grace about, though.” 
 Idly scratching his carroty pubic hair, Richard gave him a look. “Talk then, my over-modest squire.” 
 Guy told him about the strange stairs, and the so-private room above, and the girl there. 
 Richard was grinning. “And she is still there? Not smothered to death by now, I hope!” 
 “I think not, Sire.” 
 “And ye’ve no idea who she is?” 
 Guy shook his head. 
 “A rebellious woman, who disobeyed her own lords by refusing to surrender, and who tried to slay you.” 
 “Badly, Sire—it was obvious she had never held a sword before.” 
 “Umm.” The king shook his head. “Guy, you have held back information and a perhaps important captive from your king. It was my intention that ye join your betters tonight in the great hall, in victory feast. But how can I have with me at table such a devious fellow as yourself? No, no, Cypriot. I fear I must punish you. It is my wish and decree that you go to kitchen and take away enough food and drink for one of your great appetite, you who eat like two, and repair in solitude to a certain private room in this palace, on the second floor. There you will remain until morning, and none will come for you to, converse with. Do you understand, Guy of Messaria?” 
 Guy fought his smile. “Aye, Sire!” 
 “Then get you hence!” And as the smiling young man left, tall and broad and handsome in blue and silver and scarlet, the King of the English smiled. “Extraordinary how the lad finds women,” he muttered. Then he stepped to the door and shouted for Yves, telling him that the two rooms to the left, just inside the palace, were to be reserved for his use. The page nodded, assuming that his king would occupy that little suite—with doubtless, some feminine companionship. Perhaps the king would even sleep with his wife! 
 Yves hurried to obey, and thus no one entered the first or the second room, much less found or ascended the odd little stairwell that led to but one room, and that bed-filled—the room to which Guy of Messaria ascended, carrying meat and drink sufficient for two—and his great bow. 
 Dropping his bow and setting his savory burden on a heavily carved table, he walked to the bed on the far side of which he had left the girl. With the cover off, she gazed up at him from large and extremely dark eyes, a soft deep brown, rather than a hard black. Drawing the wad of gauze from her mouth, Guy studied her while she licked her lips and long-dry mouth. 
 She was lovely, a small dark girl whose heart-shaped face was framed by her mass of wavy, blue-black hair. Her lips appeared more red than natural, and he realized that she had somehow enhanced them, as she had her eyes, which were surrounded by some dark substance. 
 Her first words, spoken softly in French, were far from what he might have expected from a girl whose backside had several times felt his wire-wrapped bow, and whom he had left here for several hours, bound. 
 “I see that you are indeed a squire as you said, else you would not be so handsomely clad.” 
 He nodded. “My name is Guy, I am from Messaria on Cyprus, and I am called Kingsaver. I am squire to King Richard.” 
 “He who is called the Lion-heart.” 
 He nodded. 
 “I . . . have had much time to think, while left here to languish and grow calm.” Her voice was soft, girlishly sweet. “You . . . are he who wore the armor and banner of the Lion-heart, and scattered our sortie?” 
 Gazing steadily down at her face, Guy nodded. 
 “Too, you made captive the man here, Imad, when you could have slain him. And you made me captive, too, when you could have slain me—who came at you with a sword. And now?” 
 “I’ve come to release you, and I brought food. But I am reluctant to release such a fierce warrior.” 
 She took him seriously. “My lord!” Her eyes sparkled. “I am Leila, and my father was an emir of Saif ad-Din of Mosul, slain by Saladin. You Franks have defeated us, and you have conquered me personally. I am yours.” 
 The Crusader accepted that news thoughtfully; then, turning her onto her side, he freed her arms. She sat up, chafing the marks of bonds on her arms. Then her slender little nose wrinkled. 
 “I smell food. Does my conqueror wish me to serve him now?” 
 Taken aback, Guy hesitated. Then he said, “Your . . . conqueror, Leila, is a bit nervous about your surrender . . . and his safety with you.” Straightening, he backed two paces to look down at the small woman seated at his feet. 
 “I did not surrender, my lord. I was conquered by those huge hands of yours. If you take me to your king, perhaps I’ll be sold. I had rather be slave to him who conquered me. But you do not understand Muslim women, who are taught from infancy to exist only for men. How may I show you that I am conquered, and your woman, with no threat to you?” 
 Guy considered. “First I must know that your clothing conceals no weapons.” 
 After gazing at him a moment, Leila rose gracefully and sinuously to her feet. Then she proved to him that she was weaponless: in less than a minute, The Crusader was looking at her naked body. She turned, showing him a mass of raven hair cascading nearly to jutting buttocks that were like round bowls applied to the tops of her taut-skinned thighs. Then she turned to face him again, just as he was wondering about the dark stripe across both her very round buttocks. 
 She was lovely, beautiful. Her waist was tiny, her hips womanly wide and her belly small, sweetly rounded. At its base, her pubic bulge was infinitely erotic and beckoning, shocking in its childlike hairlessness. But it was extremely womanly, that naked mound, because of its aggressive bulge and dark slit and the effect it had immediately on Guy’s genitals. Her breasts were high and bold, strangely conical, set well apart and so firm as to thrust nearly horizontally from her body, at slight angles so that they braced him with nipples that were so extremely crimson he knew they wore some cosmetic. 
 Softly she asked. “Is my lord Guy of Messaria convinced that I carry no hidden weapons?” 
 “Aye,” he said. But it was only partially true. Her weapons were not of steel; but no woman built as Leila was could be said to be weaponless! 
 “Then is my lord ready for me to serve him food and drink?” 
 “I am no lord, Leila.” 
 “You have conquered me. I have felt your bow on my bottom, and it made me desire you. Saw you not the stripe it left? I can feel it; I bear your mark as a brand! You are my lord.” 
 Guy had heard enough, and seen too much, and felt not enough. “Then we will eat later.” 
 She smiled. “My lord does find me attractive?” 
 Hoarsely: “Yes!” 
 “My lord . . . wants me?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “Then my lord is overclothed!” 
 Not for long; without taking his eyes off her, Guy swiftly joined Leila in nakedness. She watched with pleasure the revelation of his broad shoulders and thick, muscular arms and chest, then his nearly flat belly and at last the dark nest between the tops of his thighs. Her eyes widened a little, for he greeted her with a penis like his bow, thick and upright and curved up and back toward its heart-shaped crown. 
 “Pink!” she exclaimed. 
 “What?” he frowned, not understanding. 
 She looked demurely down. “Oh . . . some of us wondered, now and again . . . at the color of Frankish organs. Pink!” 
 He chuckled. Then he went to her. But she surprised him again; Leila pounced across a bed and fled. When he saw her pause and look challengingly, expectantly at him, he followed. She ran again, and he thought she was making for the steps until she paused and, in a flash of upturned buttocks, snatched up his bow. But that pause was her undoing. He ran and dived. She squealed as she was tumbled forward along one of the room’s eleven very low, richly-covered beds. 
 Snatching the bow from her, Guy brought it swiftly down onto the bold halves of her round bottom. She squealed. The firm cheeks quivered and bunched together. When he lifted the long bow, a dark line was imprinted across each of her tight-clenched buttocks. She squirmed, clutching at the bed and sighing. 
 Not groaning, he noted. Sighing. He frowned in thought. “I have felt your bow on my bottom, and it made me desire you,” she had said, and then fled him—directly to that same mighty bow! 
 With a smile, he caressed each cheek of her luxuriant, upturned rump, then brought the long bow forward and down across their very summits with a thwack sound. Again she jerked, writhed, and this time she whimpered, rather than squealed. Another sound bow-smack landed across her sweetly-curved cheeks. They jiggled slightly, tensed, tried to clamp together even more tightly. 
 She was moaning and sighing, panting, and the slow, unconscious twisting and flexing of her red-barred ass was an irresistibly inviting target. 
 Again the bow rose above her twisting body. Again it descended with a loud splatting noise on the shivering half-globes of her posterior. And again. He watched the rounded skin darken, knew it was burning and screaming out to be rubbed. But she kept her hands away. 
 Then, almost sobbing, she hurled herself onto her back with her firm-fleshed thighs enticingly wide. The sculpted turrets of her tits jiggled wildly, leaping up and down with her impassioned breathing. Her beautiful, hairless Venus mound swelled voluptuously, its moist-gleaming furrow parted like a vertical mouth by her lewdly forked legs. 
 Moist? No, he saw with surprise and lustful excitement, the cunt of this wild, abandoned creature was drooling, its pearly liquor glistening in the hollows of her thighs. She was writhing in passion and her eyes were lust-bright as she fixed them hotly on him. 
 He did not move swiftly enough for her. Her hand rushed out as if bow-shot, to wrap like a leech around the thick, extremely male thrust of his throbbing cockstaff. Her other hand leaped up his arm, very brown and tiny against the paler, rounded bulge of his shoulder. She pulled, hunching her body sinuously upward. 
 “Take your woman, my wonderful lord!” 
 Acre was conquered and its palace occupied. Leila was conquered, and The Crusader occupied her palatial cunt. Her well-opened vagina accepted him and swallowed his cock, all at once. 
 Every hard inch of his anxious prick ran all the way into that sucking scarlet slash. Groaning, the prurient little demon squeezed him down onto the squirming, writhing sleekness of her firm, redolent flesh. Wet inner muscles clamped hard around the entrenched column of male flesh between her thighs. Passion half-convulsed her, and her quivering legs jerked in to cradle his lunging buttocks. 
 He thrust hard and deep, while the darkly tan girl agitated her sweet form to masturbate him with the hot tube of her inner cunt. 
 His body was hard on hers, and heavy, so that her conical tits became flattened demiglobes that swelled fleshily outward under the restraining pressure. She responded to the deep interior drubbing of his prick with frenetic movements beneath him. Her deep brown eyes were wide and her scarlet mouth gaping, fighting for breath. 
 She sighed and crooned softly into the room’s growing dimness as he drove hard and fast and deep into her, shuddering and groaning in the grip of his imperious need. 
 “My . . . lord,” she sighed, smiling up at him. 
 He threw his meat into the distended flesh of her dewy labia with pulse-pounding energy and enthusiasm. Both of them could hear the obscene squishing sounds each time he drove the distended, rock-hard chunk of rugged flesh down her super-lubricated passage. His powerful thrusts made her belly writhe and sank him all the way into her juicy interior. 
 “Ah . . . ah!” She sighed rapturously. “Oh . . . oh fuck me, my lord, my master!” 
 Heated sensuality washed over her. She was his. She was a prisoner of his impaling cock. And his aching, pounding, terribly dilated organ was a willing prisoner of her searing cunt. 
 Jolts of permeating heat made her gasp and jerk wildly. Perspiration poured from her. She hunched and humped with her jerking body in a rhythm that matched his own. An orgasm popped loose in her, flooded her, and she continued hunching and jerking her hips. Sighing, she slapped her bow-reddened buttocks up and down on the low Turkish bed. Ripples of excitement ran through the enticing curves of her body as she enthusiastically aided the in-and-out darting of her conqueror’s thick staff. 
 “Take . . . it . . . deep,” he gasped, grinding her hips with his, and his cock exploded. Long pumping spurts of creamy broth gushed into the channel of her yearning trench. 
 Panting minutes later, she said, “I am yours, my lord. You will not sell me or take me to the terrible Lion-heart?” 
 “I would fight him for you,” Guy told her. 
 “Umm, my lord! And you will beat me?” 
 “Only when you need it.” 
 He received an arch look from deeply brown eyes. “I shall be certain to need it then, my darling lord!” 
 Naked, they ate bread and lukewarm meat and washed it down with lukewarm ale that made-her wrinkle her nose and gulp until tears rolled down her face. Then he became interested in the broad-based cones of her breasts, and soon she was sighing, with her soft, scarlet-painted nipples perking under his caressing lingual attentions. Writhing and moaning softly, Leila went over backward with his inflexible middle finger seeking to sound the depths of her slippery cleft. 
 He was again sliding his cock down her vaginal throat when they heard the loud cry from elsewhere in the palace: 
 “ACRE IS CONQUERED! LONG LIVE RICHARD OF THE LION’S HEART!” 
 “Leila is conquered,” the girl beneath Guy whispered, surging her loins up to his. “Long live Guy of the lion’s organ!” 
 “ON TO JERUSALEM!” came King Richard’s bellow, from below. 
 “On to orgasm,” the lovely Leila murmured, looking up bright-eyed at the man she hunched so strongly, Guy Kingsaver of Messaria, The Crusader. 
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