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The Old Man & The Queen

Editor's Note: Ideally this will be an ongoing series about a busty Queen dealing with a perverted old man. It will eventually involve significant adultery, and I put it in the Loving Wives category for that reason. If that doesn't float your boat, you don't have to read it! This is the intro chapter that has no sex, just sets the story in motion. Happy reading and respectful comments or feedback (both good or bad) are always welcome and appreciated. ~ SE

*****

King Erik held the scroll with trembling hands, his voice cracking as he read the words to the small trusted group assembled in the 'war room' off the Great Hall, "The Kienan Lineage will end with Erik, for his Queen will be assassinated the night of the Feast of Eden. Should he re-marry, he will only succeed in guaranteeing the death of another beautiful little minx. Fear the Rats, for we are everywhere," he paused before adding, "And it's signed with a bloody outline of a rat."

The room was silent as the 28 year old young king put the scribbled note on the table, looking around the room that grew steadily more uncomfortable by the minute. There were only four others - his Uncle Jaime, his personal bodyguard Viktor, his father's old advisor Walter, and his older sister Nayli. 

"Bloody Fookin' Rats," his Uncle finally blurted out, breaking the silence, "This is what they do, fear-mongering at it's finest. It's bullshit Erik, you know that," he scoffed.

Nayli looked perturbed, "Uncle Jaime he can't just ... ignore it. They threatened to kill Elena!" she remarked, referring to her brother's gorgeous wife who had been strategically left out of the secret meaning. "We have to protect her at all costs."

"I swear I'm going to kill every last one of them bastards. T'hell with them and their lame ass name," Viktor seethed, angrily rubbing his burly hands together as his scarred face took on a look of pure hatred.

"Well one thing's for damn sure, that letter doesn't leave this room," her Uncle noted with a foreboding tone in his voice. "One little rumor gets out and all of Synia will be buzzing for months. We better double the guards on duty for the Feast of Eden Festival and call in the Royal Palace reserves just in case." The older man had been serving the Kingdom of Synia ever since his brother had taken the throne nearly 40 years ago, and he and Walter were the senior voices at the table.

Erik looked around the small table where he stood, feeling the tension in the air as the enormity of the decision weighed on him. Synia had been at peace for over a decade, though lately there were little signs and issues that had been springing up all over their lands for the past 18 months, ever since his father had passed on and he had taken the throne. Notably, the Rats - the self named underground clan of degenerates that held allegiance to no one - had been doing just enough mischief to become a nuisance for Synia and the neighboring kingdom of Elyria. From rumors that they set the main port on fire to cause untold economic damage to allegedly sabotaging jousting tournaments to screw with the nobility's favorite pastime; they were a cult that believed in chaos and disorder and a warped vision on how to bring back power to the lower class.

For the next twenty minutes the group debated the proper course of action as well as trying to determine how someone managed to either break into the palace in secret or pay off someone in the castle to sneak into the Royal Bedchamber to toss the scroll on Erik and Elena's bed. The young King noticed that Walter had been silent for most of the discussion, as he often was, choosing to listen and think rather than voice the first thought that came to his head. His mannerisms and appearance often led him to be seen as wise, though the old man certainly had his share of skeletons in his closet. The advisor to Erik's father, the late King Charles, he had survived through numerous political scandals that gave Erik subtle uneasiness about his loyalty. Still, he valued his judgment in situations such as this one as he often had a different point of view. 

"Walter, how do you think we should handle this," Erik asked him bluntly. 

Walter gazed back at the young man who was 40+ years his junior, casually stroking his grey sideburns with his thumb and ring finger. "While doubling the guards would help, it wouldn't prevent Elena's murder," he said, his voice somber as the mention of the Queen's death created a sense of darkened urgency. "There's at least one person, if not more, on the inside. No typical Rat from town would have the ability to get that scroll past the guards and up the tower to your chambers Erik. Whomever it was knows too much and has seemingly unrestricted access. Your wife isn't safe within the castle walls."

The mood of the room seemed to shift from anger to fear, and for his part Erik nervously shifted in his stance. While strong and proficient in battle, he wasn't the most confident of Kings when it came to strategy, politics, or major decision making. "Agreed, but it's not like I can just leave with her to go to stay with one of our allies, especially with the festival coming up," he said, knowing that he couldn't afford to appear weak to his people. 

"No, and I wouldn't trust your allies any more than your own Kingdom," Walter responded.

"This is just so horrible! She's not safe here and she's not safe somewhere else," Nayli said, shaking her head and feeling terrible for her sister-in-law. "What are we supposed to do?"

Jaime looked over at Walter, "What are you saying Walt, she needs to go into hiding?"

Viktor, who usually didn't offer much of an opinion as he was simply the King's personal guard said, "I know a few remote caves and abandoned huts. Not sure the Queen would like them too much though."

"Thank you Viktor, but the Queen needs food and a real roof over her head," Walter said and Erik breathed a sigh of relief. He didn't like the thought of his gorgeous wife out on her own fending for herself, "but yes, going into hiding is what I'd recommend. Specifically, taking on a new identity in one of the villages on the outskirts of the Kingdom where she'd be less likely to be noticed. She could stay there until this whole mess is figured out and we uncover the traitors." 

"It's not a bad idea," Jaime said, thinking out loud as he rubbed his balding head.

"But ... but I won't be able to see her and make sure she's alright, the furthest villages are a two or three day ride form here," Erik said, sounding more like a boy than a man at the moment. His thin frame hunched over the table as he put his hand down on the edge to support himself, his head hanging low before looking back up. "How will I know she'll be protected? What sort of identity would she take? She's not exactly used to ... village life," he said, referring to the slightly haughty noble side of his voluptuous wife.

Walter shrugged as he looked up at the young King, "That's why she'll need to be 'married.' Fake of course, but instant protection," he said as if it was the most normal thing in the world.

"WHAT?!? Married? I will not have the Queen betrothed to another man," Erik said, standing up rigid at the suggestion. He shook his head and looking quite flustered. "Plus there's no chance she'll ever go for it. Literally no chance."

"Relax," Walter said in a condescending tone, daring to talk down to the King a bit. "This isn't about your feelings Erik, this is about the Queen's safety. You want her unhappy or you want her fucking dead?" he said, pausing for dramatic flair. Erik remained silent, his eyes narrowing as the words took effect, before Walter continued, "I said fake marriage, it's only a guise - we have her live with someone we can trust is all, and the only way it will seem normal is if everyone thinks they're married."

"I just don't think ..." Erik began before Jaime cut him off, "The plan has merit Erik. There are times that call for tough choices and this is obviously one of them. How would we explain her absence?" he asked, as if it were a foregone conclusion.

"The Flu's going around ... could say she got a bad case of that and is bedridden for a few weeks or a month," Walter replied nonchalantly. 

"A month?!?!" Erik said, flummoxed as he felt his world slipping away from him. Despite not being the best lover himself, he loved Elena dearly. Nayli put her hand on her brothers arm, his blonde sister giving it a gentle squeeze. "I know, it's awful Erik but it's not the worst plan. Think how much safer she'll be in a remote village. I highly doubt many Rats are farmers - they tend to be in the bigger towns, right Uncle Jaime?"

"Yeah, good point Nayli" her Uncle replied. "the Rats have no issues with common folk either, so she'll be safer there," he said.

"We just need to make sure it's someone we can really, really trust," Nayli said, stressing the point. "Who do you have in mind Walter?"

"I have an old acquaintance who lives out there. Owes me more than a few favors. He'll expect to be paid handsomely, of course. But I trust him. Harry Jones."

"Ha, Old Harry, the Trader?" Viktor chimed in.

"Yeah, know him?" Walter asked, raising his eyebrows suspiciously. 

"Never met him, but a couple other guards traded with him back in the day whenever war broke out," Vik responded. "From what I gather he's an ... interesting guy, travels all over, but drives a hard bargain."

"Right, have to in that business," Walter responded nonchalantly. "He gets his wares from all over the Six Kingdoms and beyond. Wouldn't be too much of a stretch to imagine he picked up a 'wife' on one of his journeys. That's where we'll work Elena in." Erik sat down in a chair, slumping in it as the reality of the situation was starting to sink in. He sort of listened distantly as the group worked on the remaining details of the plan, already loathing the upcoming confrontation with Elena. 

____________________________________________________________________________

Tanned, bare long legs extended out of the in-ground tub, crossing at the ankles above the bubbles, feminine feet with perfect curved arches resting on the side of the tub as a silver anklet dangled from her left leg. Slender fingers held up a chalice filled with wine, supported by a svelte arm and lightly toned shoulder. Erik gulped as he let his eyes travel from her French pedicured feet down those long smooth legs, tapering into fuller thighs with just the slightest hint of muscle that disappeared below the water. He lifted his gaze, as his wife's incredible bust came into view, the ripe melons showing off her succulent cleavage as droplets of water sprinkled the top half of her breasts while her lightly darkened nipples sat below the water's surface. Full, high, and wonderfully rounded, he drank in the sight of those magnificent breasts that were so often the talk of the Kingdom and were the fantasies of boys and men alike, knowing that this might be the last time he'd see them for awhile. 

Finally his eyes reached her stunningly beautiful face, her long, wavy, jet black hair contoured around it. Lively, big brown eyes with an intellectual depth to them gazed back at him, her full lips parted as she reached out a finger, curling it to him and beckoning her husband to join her as she slowly parted her legs. Erik felt a pang of arousal shoot through his groin, but he was focused on finally breaking the news to her. It wasn't the first time he had disappointed her in the arena of lovemaking. 

"Sweetie, we have to talk," he said softly. Elena's expression changed, her seductive look turning to slight concern as she heard the worry in his voice. 

"What's going on?" she asked, her voice having a regal yet refreshingly sweet pitch to it. Although Erik was the King, it was clear to any who knew the couple that it was often Elena that did the decision-making for them. It wasn't that she was headstrong, it was simply that her husband could be indecisive at times. She, on the other hand, had a natural way of communicating that didn't ruffle many feathers, but still got her point across. What's more, Elena was fairly used to getting her way.

"I found a scroll on your bed that said you're going to be assassinated," he blurted out, "It was from a member of the Rats. You need to leave the castle and go into hiding."

"What?!? Erik are you serious?!" she gasped loudly, standing up suddenly in the tub, the water cascading down her voluptuous naked body. Erik watched as her full thighs and wide hips came into view, and even though she was facing him he could see the side outline of her meaty ass. He was always amazed that such curves could be on a woman with a tight waist, which made her figure even more pronounced. The term 'hourglass' didn't even do her justice. "Why ... how?"

"Elena I'm so sorry," he said, walking towards her, "Someone - we don't know who - broke into the tower and left the note. I .. I me with Uncle Jaime, Walter and Nayli ..."

"You already had a meeting without me?! Erik, what did I tell you about this?!? We make decisions together! When did this happen? Did you check with all the guards?" she said, her mind moving a hundred miles an hour as she processed the stunning news. The color had gone from her face as she looked around their spacious bedchamber that was filled with all sorts of luxury and vivid art, hating the fact that it had been corrupted and invaded by some unseen force. She grabbed a towel and shot her husband a look of contempt for his secrecy as she wrapped it around her body.

"I'm sorry, I just ... I didn't want to alarm you until I came up with a plan. We found it late this morning, right after we hosted Sir Daniels and his men for breakfast. I just got done meeting with them ... and, honey we have to be so careful. They said the assassination will be during the Feast of Eden Festival. You're not going to like this but everyone thinks it would be best if you took on a new identity as part of the plan to go into hiding. They want you to go stay in a remote village on the outskirts of the Kingdom, under the guise of a wife to an older man," he said, barely able to believe he's saying such things to her. Erik could feel his head become lighter.

"His wife? Who ... what kind of a plan is that? Did Walter come up with this?" she asked sternly, never trusting the older advisor and immediately suspecting that it was his plan given the unusual nature of it.

"Yes but .. everyone agreed, even Nayli. They think it's the best way for you to have protection without raising anyone's suspicion. Elena believe me, this is the last thing I'd ever want! The thought of not having you by my said, of not seeing you every day, it's killing me. I just don't think we have any other choice until we find these traitors."

Elena put her hand on her hip, shaking her head as she turned from him and fully stepped out of the tub. "Ugghh, I can't even ... this is ridiculous Erik!" she said with her back to him crossing the floor to look out the window that was open to the Kingdom below. She glanced down at the world she had known for as long as she could remember. "I can't just leave the Palace .. everyone will know," she said, trying to remain calm. 

"We're going to say you're very sick and can't leave your room. They want to sneak you out under the cover of darkness ... tonight," Erik said softly, coming up behind her and putting his hands around her waist, lovingly. 

"How could you agree to this without even consulting me first?" she said, glancing back at him, her face a mixture of emotion and, for the first time, genuine sadness. 

"I ... you know I would never force you to do anything Elena. But I don't want you to be killed for goodness sake! But it's ... it's your choice," he replied, hating this feeling of distance between them even though he was holding onto her. 

For the next few hours they discussed it, her attitude slowly changing from disbelief to questioning the strategy after they had weighed the other options, none of which had much merit. Nayli eventually came up to join them as well, helping to console Elena and offer her thoughts and insight. Finally, with a sort of reluctant sigh, the buxom Queen turned to her husband,

"And just who is this old man I'm supposed to be married to?"


The Old Man & The Queen Ch. 02

Editor's Note: This story involves significant adultery ... don't read it if that's not your thing! Still no penetrative sex yet, but we're close! I promise (maybe) that it will be worth the wait. I could put this into 'fantasy' or 'reluctance/nonconsent' or the 'loving wives' category, but at the end of the day it spans multiple genres and so frankly, my dear, I don't give a damn. All the negative comments about how I should 'go away,' - I love you! Much thanks as you've inspired me to write more often just to piss you off. All of the 'please more' comments as well as all of the other respectful feedback, you guys are the best and help me to try to adhere to a standard of providing quality and a story that comes to life. To the comment about professionalism, I don't use a proof-reader, although I may consider in the future ... and yes, I realized I switched her eye color, don't kill me. Happy reading to all and (I truly mean this!) respectful comments or feedback (both good or bad) are always welcome and appreciated. ~ SE

*****

Erik stood at the window of the Royal Bedchambers, gazing out into the night and watching the nondescript carriage heading down a dimly lit path under the cover of darkness. They had hurriedly prepared the contents Elena would need, although her escort got off to a much later start since the Queen had insisted on taking all of her scented oils, lotions, and additional beauty products. Walter, along with 3 of the most trusted guards had gone with her; the goal being to call the least amount of attention to the group as possible and keep it small. 

"This is a mistake. I shouldn't be letting her go," he whispered, gripping the windowsill as he watched the horse-pulled caravan lumber down the road, taking his wife further from him. 'What king can't protect his queen in his own palace?' he thought, questioning every step to lead him to this dreary, sullen night. Erik was beyond frustrated with himself, but there was nothing the 28 year old King could do now, and he wondered just what her life would be like these next couple of weeks. Elena wasn't exactly the type of woman that would agree to just sit around cooped up in some strangers house, and that worried him. He could get her out of harms way, but he just wasn't sure if he could protect her from herself. Erik knew better than to try and tell her what to do, however, and he sighed as he watched the silhouette of his wife's carriage slip into the darkness and out of his life temporarily. The King vowed to figure out the 'Rat' problem as soon as humanly possible as he turned and walked toward his bed, realizing that he would be sleeping alone for the first time in nearly 5 years.

____________________________________________________________________

Elena swallowed into a perfectly flawless, dry taut throat as the tendons of her neck flared their subtle beauty, watching as the outline of the Castle she had been raised in grew smaller and smaller as the click-clacking of the horses' hooves separated her from the King with every step. She felt a pang of regret for not treating Erik better in their last few hours together, although she still wished she had been invited to the initial meeting with his advisors. Deep down she knew that her husband's personality had, in part, been sculpted by an usual environment growing up. As sole and only heir to the Kingdom, he had been raised by a generation much older than him, often secluded from other boys, which caused him to be bereft of social skills and decisiveness that came with normal, everyday interaction. This lack of development was sometimes masked by his intelligence and physical skill sets, and so went unchecked in the early years of childhood. Such talents were products of endless studies and training, so he was able to still hold conversations on a myriad of subject matter as well as take part in the usual physical male activities typical of palace living. 

Elena wondered if she could have helped her husband out a little bit more in the areas of negotiation, reading people, and other social skills, rather than always just suggesting what he should and shouldn't do, perhaps adding to the problem. These mixed feelings seemed to tug at her and she promised herself she'd work on creating more of a mutual union between them where he could strengthen his weaknesses when she returned. As she looked on, Synia Castle slowly evaporated into the night's air, the voluptuous Queen finally turning from the rear-view vantage point to focus on the adventure in front of her. 

The journey took two and a half days with Elena mainly keeping to herself in the concealed carriage while the guards talked amongst themselves, stealing glances every now and then at the Queen's hefty bust that would jiggle and bounce with each rut they hit along the way. A couple of times when they stopped for breaks, she overheard them snickering to themselves about how much they'd kill for her to be one of their 'wives,' but she did her best to ignore them. 'They're uneducated hired muscle, and muscle is expendable,' she told herself. Even Walter was acting fairly distant with her. 

Many of the places they passed by she hardly recognized, realizing just how little of her own Kingdom she had actually seen. Most of the events of Synia occurred in a few larger towns, and so there wasn't much need for the members of nobility to travel to the far away villages. The exotic and stunningly gorgeous 23 year old understood then just how lacking her knowledge was of where she was going - not sure of what to expect from the people or even the look of the village. She had been informed that they were headed to Edge Landing, a small village set against the backdrop of a large lake at the base of a mountain. The few questions she did ask about it were met with a "You'll see when we get there Your Highness." It felt like she was more of a prisoner than the actual Queen, and her mood had visibly soured by the time she heard Walter announce that they had arrived. 

Elena peered out the slit of the caravan, taking in the sight of the village. They had passed by a few houses that were few and far between, separated by quite a bit of land. A part of her wondered what it would be like to have such privacy and not a hundred people around every single day tending to the most inconsequential minutia. Ahead of the them, further on down the road she could see half of the small village where a few stores, an inn, a church, and a couple other buildings dotted the main road through town. Beyond it was the large lake which surprised her with it's sheer size. A couple of smaller fishing boats and what looked like a sail boat completed the landscape. 

As they passed by another house, Elena wasn't prepared for what met her eyes. "Ohh!" she heard herself gasp in shock as she had to do a double-take. Perhaps a 100 feet away on the porch of the nearest house was a man and woman in a clear state of passion. The woman was bent over the wooden railing as a man behind her was plowing her from behind, rutting like wild animals without a concern for privacy. Although they weren't very close, it was still obvious what was taken place as the woman's dress was bunched up around her waist and her body bucking against the man behind her. 

Walter chuckled loudly, "Not exactly palace living, is it Your Highness? Welcome to the countryside, my Queen," he said, clearly enjoying her discomfort as she quickly drew the slit shut, her cheeks flushed. "Is that ... normal?" she asked, hearing the other guards snicker a bit. 

"Sure is. I'm sure you'll get quite the education on village life in these parts," he said sardonically, "things aren't very civilized on the outskirts of the Kingdom. You'll get used to it though. Ahh, here we are, left here," he instructed the one guard who was steering the horses. 

Elena tried to process this odd change in her assumptions of village life, and wondered what exactly Walter meant by 'education.' She assumed things would be more primitive here, but certainly not more crude. The prim and proper Queen couldn't dream of ever having sex where someone else could see her. As they pulled up the path to the house, she realized it was the one right next to the neighbors who were screwing, though she was pleased to see that some trees mainly blocked the view between houses. 

"All ashore," Walter said, instructing the young Queen to finally get out, "I would have let you put a stop to that, but figured you didn't want to blow your cover," he said smirking at her. Elena realized right then that the first thing she would do when she got back to the castle was to tell Erik to think about firing his 'trusted' advisor. Walter clearly didn't seem to be worried about her at the moment and instead was taking delight in her situation, which he had authored from the beginning. The guards stayed back at the carriage as he and Elena walked up to the house. 

She was dressed in a borrowed peasant's light green dress that swayed gently as she moved, the fabric falling all the way down to her ankles, revealing her generic beige sandals with each long legged stride. It was the type of dress that had a wide circular neckline that stretched to rest just over the top corner of each shoulder, showing off her smooth bare skin while still almost completely covering her plentiful breasts. In a fashion that was customary of the times, Elena had a thin beige sash that tied into a bow to her upper waist with the two ends of the sash hanging down from it. Naturally, the problem with the typical attire of such a villager was Elena's incredible curves, and her fantastic bust looked even bigger given how the sash affixed to her thin waist, tugging the dress inward to make it evident just how large her succulent bosom was underneath. So too did the sash reveal the wide, child-bearing hips of the Queen, though the long flowing material mostly hid just how round and plump her ass was below the surface. Before they knocked, Walter turned to her with a tone of warning in his voice,   "Perhaps I should have told you more on the way out here, but this experience is going to be ... different than what you expected. Make no mistake though, Your Highness, the entire Kingdom is counting on you. So don't blow this, ok? Old Harry knows what he's doing and knows these parts better than anyone, so listen to what he says, even if you may not understand it. Got it? Wouldn't want this to all be for nothing. And ... try not to think like a Queen until you get back."

She looked at him incredulously and hated the feeling that he was talking to her like some prissy child. "Watch your tone Walter," she hissed, "I hope this will be the last time I have to remind you who you're talking to," she said, enjoying the subtle threat that may have indicated that he wouldn't always be her husband's lead council. "You can't influence me as easily as Erik. I'm sure I can handle dealing with a few common folk. What's more, if you even think that ..." she stopped, as just then the door opened and they both turned to see Harry Jones. 

Elena groaned inwardly as she saw her 'husband' for the first time, thinking that no one would believe a woman like her would marry such an old, pudgy geezer. 'He has to be pushing 70,' she thought to herself. Balding on top with grey hair on the sides, his gut seemed to be the a permanent storage system for many pints of ale, though the rest of his frame wasn't quite so large. Fat lips, and lively yet beady little eyes were the defining features of his face. Well, that and the wart on the side of his nose. His smile was his only redeeming quality, though even it had a hint of seedy mischief to it, and Elena assumed it helped during his bartering sessions for his wares. 

"Harry Jones," Walter said, turning sideways as he opened his palm toward Elena, "May I have the pleasure of introducing you to her Majesty, Queen Elena." She reached her hand out, bare feminine fingers pointing down, expecting the top of her hand to be kissed, but not even wanting to go through with that formality. 

"Buaahhh hahaha," Harry bellowed, as he stepped forward, his stocky build seeming to have some power behind it as he playfully slapped her hand away, "By golly I don't shake hands with my wife, Queeny!" he roared, swallowing her up in an unexpected hug and breaking the touch barrier immediately for the taken-aback Queen, feeling her exquisite breasts press into his upper chest, just below his face, savoring how her enormous bust felt against him. He planted his chubby lips against her cheek, and she flushed immediately as he finally stepped back.

"Well, shiii-ittt, you weren't kidding Walt," he said, slapping his friend on the shoulder. "With tits like those, your darn-tootin' she'd be spotted in the bigger towns for sure! Can't hide those royal puppies for spit," he said, staring at the Queen's oversized melons. 

Elena was beside herself, caught completely off guard by his behavior and attitude as she found herself flushing and trying to regain a sense of proper regal formality. Rather than scold him, she was distracted by something he said and she turned to Walter, "Wait, you told him about me Walt? When?" she asked suspiciously. 

Before Walter could respond, Harry chimed in, "Got his courier letter yesterday afternoon, tis faster on those royal thoroughbreds of yours than the 'ol wagon," he said, pointing to the carriage. "Walt here knows I'd do anything for him and the King and Queen. He wrote that you and King Ethan needed help - an' that you were a real looker. Daggumit, that young whippersnapper is truly a lucky boy, if I don't say so myself," he said, referring to her husband. "So o'course I said I'd help out and be your husband," he remarked with that devilish grin, this time looking her up and down unabashedly. "Criminy! Where's 'me manners. It's truly an honor to meet you, your Majesty," he said, finally covering his tracks and addressing her properly. 

"Thank you, even out here the throne should be respected," she said, knowing it was a little bold of her to say, but wanting to get her point across that she wasn't going to be talked to like some common wench, "Wouldn't want to have to have the 'whippersnapper' of a King send more guards your way," she added a bit haughtily but then flashed a sweet smile as she looked at him to soften the force of the comment. Harry and Walter exchanged looks and then Walter cleared his throat. 

"Ah Harry, we'll need to unload the Queen's possessions before anyone walks by and gets suspicious," he said, switching subjects.

"Righty Ho! Let me show you yer new home while the guards unload your things," Harry said, turning and grabbing her hand, tugging her along and into the house while talking over his shoulder, "Did Walt tell you how things are in Edge Landing? Folks are mighty different here. You might be flabbergasted at first, what with all your mannerly Palace living, but you just follow ol' Harry's lead and you'll be alright," he said with one of his salesmen-esque smiles.

"Well I ...umm ... got a little bit of a taste from your neighbors," she said softly, allowing herself to be led into the house by the old man and cursing herself for ever agreeing to this plan. She couldn't possibly imagine spending a month with him and marveled at how the pudgy trader was already taking liberties with how he touched her and tugged her hand. 'What is it about old guys that makes them think they can get away with anything?' she thought to herself.

"Ahhh, saw a little hanky-panky from Louise and Logan, did ya?" he asked, referring to his neighbors. "Perfectly normal, perfectly normal. I swear they tucker themselves out daily on that porch of theirs. I'm sure you and King Ethan do the same though, right yer Highness?" he said glancing back to study her face. 

Elena looked away, brushing her long brunette hair over her shoulder, embarrassed by not only the question, but the sad answer to it. The unfortunate reality was that middle-aged country folk were having much more passion in their lives than she was despite being married to a fairly fit 28 year old King.  

"I'd uhh, rather not discuss and reveal the intimate details of my relationship with my husband Mr. Jones," she said formally, pausing to look into one of the rooms where she saw all manner of unique items along with some antique objects. 

Harry winked at her, "You already have, Me' Lady," though he gave her a sort of remorseful look after as if to indicate he felt sorry for her situation, "And please, call me Harry or ol' Harry even." He showed her the good graces of changing the topic as he pointed to the room, "That's just the overflow of my goods from my store in town," the old trader explained, proud of being one of the few villagers to own a separate store. "I can show it to ya if you like, though not sure if yer willing to dare to venture into town. Yer more than welcome to just spend your time here," he said, almost goading her on. 

Elena was pleased to switch the topic of conversation away from her lackluster sex life to something more adventurous, and she sort of chuckled, her suspicions that the old man viewed her as an uppity Queen seemingly proving accurate. "I'm sure I'll be fine. I can more than hold my own," she said, continuing to move through the house. The Queen noted, to her displeasure, that there was only one bedroom in the house, as what would have been the guest room was turned into a makeshift office. She put her hand on her chest as she studied the bed, trying to calm herself and wishing she had worked out more of these details before agreeing to this regretful 'plan.' 

"By golly did ya bring the whole Palace with you?" Harry suddenly asked, watching the guards bring in a couple massive chests with her belongings moving through the house to find a place to put them. "You'll stick out like a sore thumb if you try wearin' any of yer fancy castle garb around town Your Highness," he said, though added with a wry grin, "Though feel free to show ol' Harry any skimpy nighttime attire you might have," he added with a dirty smirk.

The big-titted Queen rolled her large light green eyes and decided now was as good of a time as any to set the record, and expectations, straight. "Listen ... Harry," she said, stepping towards him and holding up a finger and putting her other hand on her wide hip, "I think there's something you need to understand: there will be NO funny business. No sex. Nothing physical whatsoever between us. I'm just here for as long as it takes until the castle is determined to be safe and we're rid of those ... annoying Rat informants," she said firmly. She hated to be scolding the very man that was offering her his house and hospitality, but she had always found out that life was easier the sooner you set everyone's expectations.

"Well tickle me Pink! Isn't that just a bunch of horse-puckey," he scoffed. "Ya mean to tell me that I open my home to you on a moment's notice, cancel not one, but TWO lucrative trading trips, agree to take you as my wife and have to give up whorin' in foreign towns and now you're saying I ain't even gonna get a feel of those big fun-bags?" he asked crudely. "What a doggone, unappreciative shame," he said, turning away from her, though the corners of his fat lips turned up in a sneaky smile that she couldn't see. For good measure he added, "And here Walt said you'd be more than a willing participant," making it seem as if he was the one that had been duped by Walter. 'Of course he did,' Elena thought to herself, feeling instant guilt and realizing that she was only looking at things from her side up until that point. 

"I .. I'm sorry, I didn't mean to sound that mean about this. Walter didn't exactly explain to me what he told you. It's just that - I'm married and I could never cheat on my husband. I hope you can understand," she said, remaining solidly committed to her marriage despite the guilt as she thought 'And especially not with an old geezer like you.' 



Harry turned back to her, this time a frown covering his normally jovial face, "Well, have it yer way, BUT you can sure as shit bet that if you ain't gonna act like my wife under my own roof, I'm not gonna act like your husband outside of it. Royal decree or not," he said, leaving his comments open to interpretation. 

"I wouldn't expect you too," the curvy Queen responded, almost laughing inwardly at the thought of her wanting him to 'act' like her husband in public, "I know how to handle myself." 

Old Jones simply shrugged his shoulders at that, "Fair enough, but don't go sayin' I didn't warn you and don't come crying to me and make a fuss if ya get into trouble," he said, somewhat ominously. Before she could respond he added, "See to it the guards put yer stuff where you like, I'm going to have a little chat with your friend Walter," as he left her standing in the house, clearly perturbed as he sauntered off to talk to Walt. 'Well at least he knows where I stand and that I'm off the market,' Elena thought as she began looking through the house to help the guards position her things.

Outside, Harry Jones walked over to Walter, making sure they were out of earshot as he crossed his arms, his posture visible from the house, although his genuine grin wasn't, "Hell of a job Walter m'boy. Holy Mackerel if she ain't the randiest little tart this side of the Great Sea then I don't know who is! Never seen bigger tits with wider hips in my whole damn life," he said, shaking his head and marveling at Elena's beauty as he let out a long whistle. 

"You have at least three weeks, hopefully a month or more though," Walter said, not looking amused as he remained business-like in his tone, "Think that's enough time? She's not gonna be easy Harry," he said, looking down the road and anxious to get the carriage back to the castle and out of sight.

"Obviously a month would be better to guarantee it, so do what ya can," Harry responded, his grin turning slightly more serious before it flashed back again, "Don'tcha worry, ol' Jones has it taken care of ... and can't say I won't be enjoying every last second of it," he chuckled, the features of his face slightly distorted from his laugh. 

"Nice job on the docks by the way, a little overkill though. Was that you personally or did you have hired help?" Walt asked, referring to the fire at the port a few months ago.

"Shit I told them dimwitted chaps to go easy on the bloody torches. Damn near got two of 'em killed in the process. Got the job done though," Harry explained, "we tossed in a charred dead rat through the Harbormaster's window for good measure."

"I'll say. Erik and his Uncle bought the entire thing. They're practically paranoid of Rats these days. Anyway, I'll send word after the Feast of Eden Festival and let you know if you need to be on the look-out. We best be heading back while there's plenty of daylight left," he said, reaching out his hand. Harry looked at it for a second, then gave Walt a wink and pointed his finger at him for dramatic effect as he turned on his heel, Walt giving him an odd glance in return and then finally calling the guards to turn back to the castle.

Elena watched the display with piqued interest, trying to read the body language of the two older men as she hid out of sight behind the nearest window curtains of the front room of the house. She needed to see for herself just what sort of men she was involved with and whom, if anyone, was credible. She wasn't nearly as trusting as her husband and, although it was a low bar, was certainly more observant. The Queen smiled slightly to herself as Harry turned on his heel, not shaking Walter's hand and stormed towards the house. She was pleased to see that he was equally as distraught with Walt's misinformation and manipulation, and part of her couldn't blame the old trader for not wanting to 'protect' her given that he wasn't getting anything at all out of this deal. Relieved that the two men weren't in cahoots together, she turned around and pretended to be surveying her contents when he came back into the house. 

"They're about to take off," he said without the typical bounce to his step, looking frustrated, "I'mma head into town for a few hours and grab an ale or five. You can ... sit around here and get comfortable Your Highness," he emphasized her title as if indicating he wasn't happy with the whole situation. 

"No, I'll go with you," Elena quickly responded, holding her head and chin up a bit defiantly. 

Harry Jones raised his thick, hairy grey eyebrows as he paused, seemingly to think it over. Finally he shrugged his rounded shoulders and said, "Suit yerself, just remember it was you who didn't want to be my husband," he said, the comment once more hanging in the air suspiciously.  

"I know I know, don't worry Harry. As the King can attest, I'm quite the handful," she said with an elegant chuckle, "I'll be fine and I'm actually looking forward to seeing the village."

Harry gave a casual snort, "As ya wish, we'll leave in half an hour," he said, walking over to the antique room to grab an old, generic engagement ring and put it into his pocket.

__________________________________________________________

The twenty-five minute walk to the village seemed to do both the Queen and the old man some good, having been united by their mutual annoyance at Walter who had left with the guards after bidding Elena adieu. Her mood appeared to perk up a bit without the presence of her husband's stern advisor and his leering guards. The voluptuous twenty-three year old actually found herself laughing for the first time since the day she left the castle, allowing herself to smile and shake her head at Harry Jones' sharp wit and his way of phrasing things. The elderly trader certainly toed the line of inappropriateness, but he could get away with it due to his comical facial expressions combined with his old age. 

As they ventured into town Elena began to notice the villagers walking around the street and going about their daily routines. To her untrained eye they seemed 'normal' enough; from the couple that was walking hand in hand, to an old woman selling odd-looking beads, to the three farmer men behind them who were had been walking in the same direction towards the tavern. However, upon glancing over again she noticed that with the couple, the man had his hand directly on his partner's ass, squeezing it as they strolled the streets. Elena raised her eyebrow, but said nothing. Harry led her up to the building, as the chubby old man pointed to the sign, 'Pourin' Pete's' as he said, "Pete's a good guy, owned the tavern for years," as he pushed the double-doors open and waved to the bartender.

"Peter m'boy! What's a fella gotta do to get a drink around here? Make it two of my favorite" he said with that characteristic grin, as he walked up to shake hands with what seemed like an old friend. Harry raised his hand toward Elena and said, "Let me introduce you to E ... to ughh, 'Lina," as he gave the Queen a subtle nod, clearly trying to protect her name from recognition. Elena wasn't sure what the proper protocol was for such an introduction so she merely gave a subtle curtsy and smiled at the mid-40's looking barkeep. 

"Charmed. A lovely tavern you have here Peter," was all she could think to say as Harry chimed in and put his arm around her, his chubby fingers resting for a moment on her opposite shoulder as the tavern-keeper eyed her incredible hourglass frame. 

"Yep, picked 'er up wayyyyy down south near Sword Point," he remarked, naming the town on the edge of a peninsula that was shaped remarkably similar to a sword. It was in the Kingdom of Dynesus, the southern most of the Six Kingdoms and a place he knew very few people would ever set eyes on in the course of their lives. Elena, knowing this information as well, breathed a sigh of relief, for it was a well-chosen place that would help protect her identity. 

"Sword Point you say? In Dynesus? Hell if I've ever met someone from down there, let alone who's visited," the tavern owner said, and then gave a wink, "Well your money's good here at Pete's just as it is there, and if everyone in Dynesus looks like you Ma'am, well, I may have to move my business!" Pete laughed at his own joke, and although his livelihood was helped by paying his customers compliments, Elena appreciated it nonetheless, even if his eyes never left her tits.

"Me and Pete are gonna talk a little wares and trade now sweetie," Harry informed her as Pete poured two tall mugs of ale for them. "You go on over to the side room and I'll be back in a bit to join ya," he said, pointing to the extended room off of the far corner of the bar that Pete had added earlier in the year. Elena nodded and grabbed her ale. She wasn't much of a beer drinker at all, preferring wine, but she didn't want to be rude. She walked down the length of the bar, her ass swaying naturally with each step, as the three men behind them on the main road entered the tavern and ordered drinks as well. The Queen looked around as she stepped into the side room that had just a few tables and chairs, setting her mug on one of them as she sat down, crossing one leg over the other under her dress and looking around the room at some of the unique art and odds and ends that decorated it. 

Elena vaguely overheard the chatter at the bar between Pete and the three other men, but didn't pay them much attention. That was, of course, until a whistle brought her out of her distracted perusing of the walls.

"Whoooo-eeeee. Now this ain't something you see every day in Edge Landing, is it Jenkins?" one of the more muscular farmers said as he entered the room, his boots clacking menacingly on the wooden floor panels. Elena almost turned her head around but instead she told herself it would be best to ignore them and continued to pretend that she was looking at the artwork on the far wall.

"I reckon not Leon. Certainly one without a ring on her finger," the tallest, lanky farmer noted, pointing to Elena's barren left hand. The Queen inwardly cursed herself for at least not pretending to be married in that moment by wearing a fake wedding ring. She had taken off the massive rock Erik had given her and left it under the protection of the castle - knowing it would be impossible not to draw attention if she had kept it on. 

"How 'bout you, Josh?" the man named 'Leon' asked the last farmer, a shorter man of average build who didn't respond but just shook his head, a pair of glasses resting on his long nose that made his eyes look even larger as he stared at the side profile of Elena sitting at the table, his gaze fixated on her large bust. 

"Well it's unanimous then Missy, you's out of place in this here neck o' the woods," Leon continued, grinning evilly as he pulled up a chair and flipped it around backwards right next to Elena and straddled it, leaning over the back of the chair with crossed arms as he sat down. "Problem is, it ain't nice to be stealing things when you're new in town. 'Specially not from One-Eyed Albert at Water's Edge Inn." Elena looked aghast as she finally turned to address the muscular farmer who appeared to be the leader of the three person pack.

"I'm quite sorry Sir but you must be mistaken, I just got into town just a few hours ago and this is the only establishment I've visited. I'm sure you just have the wrong person," she explained truthfully.

"Sadly, I'm 'fraid not ma'am. I can prove it was you. And I can prove you was there. What kind of a hussy steals pillows from a nearly blind man though?" he asked, raising his eyebrow as the two other farmers gave a couple snickers as they stood on either side of Elena. The Queen, meanwhile, remained perplexed.  

"I'm sorry .. pillows? I swear I haven't even been to the Inn!" she said, her heartbeat racing a little faster now, uncomfortable with how the men were surrounding her.

"S'right Missy. Couldn't be more obvious. Two pillows stuffed right into your dress! What a crooked little scheme," Leon continued, his friends chuckling at the joke. "Ain't no way them 'baps' of yours are real," he said, reaching out a hand slapping it lightly on her chest overtop of the dress. Jenkins howled in laughter. Elena's eyes went wide, her light green iris's seeming to expand around dilated dark black pupils.   

"Why .. why you heathen!" she said, "How dare you touch me like that!" though her voice didn't carry the accusation with as much confidence as she would have liked. "Harry! Please come here," she called out to the old man, needing him to interject before it got any further out of hand.

"You ain't alone?" the man named 'Jenkins' asked, "Is she with that Jones fella, boss?" he added, looking over at Leon.

"Well it sure seems like it, ya nitwit," Leon spat back, "We only just followed them in here a few minutes ago," he rolled his eyes before turning back to Elena. "What's a top-heavy tart like you doin' with the old man anyway? You another one of his whores?"

"What .. what's your rates ma'am?" the short, nervous farmer named Josh finally said, speaking up. 

"I'm not a prostitute!" Elena exclaimed, putting a hand over her chest, offended by the allegation.

"The hell you ain't! We knows Harry's whorin' reputation," Leon scoffed. "Besides, no big-titted broad who ain't married and looks like you would ever be in this town they wasn't turnin' tricks in." 

"I .. I swear it!" Elena said, her forehead becoming hot as she felt herself begin to perspire, not at all liking the feeling of losing control. "Ask Harry. We met and we, uhmm, I wanted to travel with him and see places and Kingdoms I haven't yet," she said, swallowing as she brushed her wavy black hair over her shoulder in a sort of nervous-tic type movement. The Queen realized that she had no back-up plan story if she wasn't going to be using the 'married' alibi. She knew how ridiculous it must sound that a single woman would voluntarily travel with an older man, and how out of place it would appear for traditional village life, but she couldn't come up with anything better on the spot.

"That don't add up Boss," Jenkins said as if discovering a hidden clue.

"No shit it don't add up Jenkins," Leon replied, "You fuckin' go to yer Auntie's dummy school to figure that out?" he added, giving his friend a personal zing for his family's faltering business. "So here's what we're going to do, Pillow Thief," Leon said, raising his upper lip towards his nose like a dog before an attack, "Yer gonna yank that cute little dress down and show us all that you ain't a thief .. and that somehow those are real flesh and blood breasts under that dress. OR ... we're gonna have to strip search you ourselves," he said, "but don't you worry yer pretty little head, we pretty good at strip searchin' and finding ... things on a person," he said, Josh rubbing his hands together excitedly, "Your choice Missy." 

Elena felt like she could crawl into a hole right then and die, the archaic world of the outskirts of her Kingdom becoming all too real in that moment, caught in a vivid nightmare. She knew she had to do something to get out of this situation, and in a panic stood up quickly and screamed, "HARRY! These men are accosting me!"

"This wench definitely ain't from around here. Listen to that prissy little accent," Leon said, looking up at her, "You go on, call your 'travel partner' he said, pinching her on her large ass as he slowly stood. "We know yer his whore you fat ass slut," he snarled, "Is the ol' man's nickname really accurate honey? Is 'Tomato Sack Harry' just as big in the flesh?" 

"Tomato sack? How many ales have you had?" she said in obvious frustration and fearful anger as she spat back at being called a 'fat ass slut," her skin crawling and blood flowing with tension-mounting adrenaline. Despite her fear she longed for the ability to call a Royal Palace guard to put a stop to their licentious remarks.

"Yeah, they say his nuts are as big as tomatoes in that wrinkly sack of his. Does he make ya suck on them too?" Jenkins asked with a lewd grin. Elena scrunched up her nose at that mental image and figured they were just vulgarly teasing her on purpose. Just then Harry Jones walked into the room, as casual as could be, leaning against the doorframe as he casually sipped what looked to be his second mug of ale. 

"Well Jiminy Cricket, ain't you a popular one today Lina," he smiled over to the Queen. "Fellas, good to see ya again and hope the harvest is as plentiful as Lina's chest," he said with a chuckle, keenly aware of the debate. "I got a hunch that there seems to be a problem back here. How can ol' Harry help?" Elena looked at him incredulously. 'Is he mocking me on purpose to take the side of the farmers?' she wondered. She squinted her eyes for a second, perturbed, and turned her head diagonally before proceeding to explain. 

"They ... they accused me of stealing pillows for goodness sake! How ridiculous. Then they want me to ... to reveal my chest to prove I'm ... real. Finally they threatened to strip search me," she said, highly embarrassed by the situation and losing her typically assertive tone as the pressure of the situation mounted.

"Ahh I see, well if that isn't quite the pickle!" Harry laughed, "Seems you boys want first-hand evidence, eh?" he asked, addressing them before glancing back at Elena, "Can't say I blame them though - ya are a little top-heavy honey," he smirked, an odd sort of darker grin flashing over his face for a second, "Tis a cryin' shame you don't have a husband who could defend your honor fer ya!" he finished with a twinkle in his eye.

Elena felt her jaw drop, her full luscious lips parted at what the old man was implying and perhaps even suggesting in the moment. Had it really come to this? Was he really using this twisted opportunity to prove his point? "You ... you're not going to let them, are you?" she asked, time slowing down as she cautiously awaited his answer, and hating that her sexual fate was in the hands of some strange older man she had just met a few hours ago. That a royal journey of a noble Queen was being pre-determined by a lecherous commoner. 

"That ... my dear, just so happens to be out of my hands," he grinned, clearly enjoying the schadenfreude of the moment and the Queen's precarious situation, "... and is entirely up to you." Elena knew that she would either have to proclaim herself his husband, or suffer the scary proposition of being left in the clutches of the perverted farmers. 

"Sounds like Old Harry ain't gonna protect you Missy," Jenkins said, taking a step closer to the buxom brunette, and quick as a flash Leon withdraw a shiny dagger he had kept hidden and sheathed into his back trousers. The sharp tip was suddenly pressed to the lower neckline of Elena's dress, obviously ready to cut the fabric with a flick of the wrist from it's owner. The Queen's eyes went wide in fearful shock, her breath abandoning her in the intense moment.

"It's time we got ourselves a look at what all you be hiding under this here dress of yours. Don't you worry though, we won't hurt you ... well ... not as long as you can take some big cocks in ya!" Leon said with a lust-filled snarl, raising his elbow and turning the blade, a few seconds away from slitting the dress.

"WAIT! DON'T ... he's ... he's my husband!" Elena cried out in desperation, seeing no other way out of the perilous situation. The voluptuous Queen squirmed in place and felt a defeated mentality creep over her, yet decided nothing could be worse than being forced to submit to three nefarious farmers who apparently would stop at nothing until they claimed every inch of her body. "I ... I swear it," she said, lip quivering as she publicly gave testimony that she was old man Harry Jones' wife. 

"Bullshit," Josh finally spoke up again, not believing it as he looked over to Harry for confirmation. The elderly trader with his characteristic gut had a sort of smug, clairvoyant look on his face, the master chess player seeing three and four moves ahead of time. 



"Aye! 'Fraid tis true boys, and newly wedded at that. She's been a bit of a handful though. Won't even wear her ring at times," he said, fishing his hand into his pocked and chucking a small golden band with a similar sized diamond on it through the air; it landed loudly with a 'cling' as it bounced on the table before Leon snatched it in the air to exam it. Harry continued, "So I brought her into town to teach her a lesson," he said casually, as if any other husband wanting to teach his wife a lesson would do the same. Harry eyed Leon, who lowered the dagger a couple inches away from Elena but still held it up.

"Something's fishy about this Jones. Why'd you take a wife anyway? We know ya like whoring and sampling broads from all corners of Earth on those trips you take," he said, not trusting the situation as he handed the ring to Jenkins to examine it. 

"Yeah, and who's to say you just don't want her for yourself and not letting us have our fun?" Jenkins added, holding up the ring as if he knew what he was talking about before sliding it back on the table. 

Elena was breathing much heavier, her mighty bust rising and falling as her fate hung in the air. She reached down carefully to pick up the ring, thinking it would help her cause to put it on. Harry nodded. 

"That's an easy question Leon - you see 'er body? You ever see tits like those or an ass so fine and round? 'Course I wanted her for myself!" he added, looking over at Jenkins, "An' by jove, the only way to get a woman like her is through a daggumit marriage," he said, laughing a little to lighten up the tension. For good measure, he continued, "And I'm sure you know the laws here about meddlin' with another man's wife. Wouldn't want you three to have to be locked up for a month durin' harvest season and all," he said, that last part clearly striking a nerve as the three farmers appeared to lose a bit of their self-assuredness. Leon, however, was still wanting to put up a fight as he pointed the dagger towards Jones.

"Well then she sure as hell better prove she's your wife. That could be anyone's ring and she wasn't wearing nothin' on her fingers when she came in," Leon said, not letting up just yet. 

"Suit yourself Laddie, I'd be doing the same thing in yer position too," Jones remarked, and then glanced over at Elena, "Guess you'll have to come give yer ol' man a kiss with those pretty lips of yours and show these boys we really are married. And, just a hunch Lina, but one little peck ain't gonna cut it, so ya better make it good," he said with a wry grin, "Wouldn't want them to think their theory is accurate." 

Elena looked around the room as four pairs of eyes studied her, waiting to see what she would do. Deep down, she knew that now wasn't the time to play coy; there was simply too much at stake. She had already admitted that they were married, so now she'd have to own it. More than that, the curvy Queen was desperate to get the hell out of there with a semblance of her dignity intact. She forced herself to smile and adjusted her tone of voice, pretending to be the old bastard's wife, "Why ... why of course sweetie. I'm sorry, you were right all along. I should have trusted you before and now I'm glad that we are married," she forced herself to say as Leon lowered the dagger completely to give access to walk over to where Harry was standing. 

As she approached him, the big-titted wife of the King saw the conquering grin on the old man's face, knowing that she was reluctantly sealing her own fate with him as she now stood toe-to-toe and looked into his beady little eyes. She drew in her breath after a long pause and put her arm up and placed her feminine hand at the back of his neck, her full, soft lips parted just a bit as she gently placed them on the 70 year old man's fat ones, tasting the ale on his lips.

The room was silent other than a 'Mmmm' sound from old Harry Jones who had slid his hand around the Queen's waist, pulling her body to his and feeling those luscious large mammaries pressed to his chest. He opened his mouth and let his chubby tongue slip past her delectable pert lips, invading her personal oral space and finding her tongue. Elena knew better than to pull away, and Jones used it to his advantage, his slimy old tongue dancing with hers as his free hand reached up to grip the exotic black hair, holding her steady as the make-out session continued before the other farmers. 

"Damn," Josh said, the quiet farmer looking on in jealousy as the gorgeous beauty before him was passionately kissing a man old enough to be her grandfather. He gave a groan as the wet sounds of kissing filled the room.

Elena was beside herself, her cheeks flushing from making out with a stranger that she had only known for a few hours, forced to wear his ring, rather than her husband's. She tasted his copious saliva that coated her teeth and lips, his tongue was exploring her mouth like a snake slithering into a hole. Finally she broke the kiss and wiped up a strand of spittle from her beautiful lips and chin, "Satisfied?" she asked with a haughty tone.

"Still don't prove shit," Leon rebutted, unmoved, "You did that just to get off the hook," he said with lusty eyes, obviously not ready to give up his chance with her. 

"Yeah, we need more proof than one measly kiss," Jenkins chimed in, anxious for the show to continue. 

"But ... we're in public," Elena replied hesitantly. Her years of debating and palace courtyard conversations having little use out here in such a primitive world. Harry leaned in, his fat lips touching her earlobe as he whispered,

"They want ya to blow me Queeny," he said, pausing for effect as he let her process the words as well as have her mind consider such a lewd visual. The Queen's color drained from her face at the thought of having to suck his dick so publicly. "Don't worry, I won't make ya do it in front of 'em but yer gonna have to play along. We have to give 'em something and ya ain't gonna like it, but ya gotta trust me." With that he turned her around to face the men as he glanced over her shoulder at them. 

"Seems you boys don't trust ol' Trader Jones for diddly squat," he said, referring to himself in the third person, "I'm offended, quite frankly, but I got a hankerin' to set my good name straight. I reckon a man doesn't much like when his wife's wrongfully accused o' stealin' property either, so I suppose it's time to kill two birds with one stone," he said. As he spoke he reached both hands up to Elena's shoulders, his index fingers overtop of the neckline of her green dress. "Lina here does have some mighty big knockers," he continued, sliding the neckline of her dress in opposite directions towards the edge of her shoulders. "Hell, Kahunas like these could damn near kill a man, so I can't say I fault your curiosity."

"Harry no, please, let you wife do this in private" Elena said softly, loud enough for the other men to hear as she stared down at the ground near her feet, incredibly embarrassed. She almost raised her hands to her chest to put a stop to it as he tugged the fabric down her arms, revealing a hint of her incredible cleavage, but she held back, knowing it would indicate she wasn't the submissive wife to her husband that she had indicated. 

"Quiet Elena, I'm trying to clear both your name and mine," Harry responded firmly. "Gentlemen, tis' with great honor, and proof of my claim, that I present to you my wife's glorious titties," and with that he pulled the dress down with a tug as Queen Elena's huge breasts were revealed to three common farmers and an old man in all their bare magnificence. "Ta-Da!!" Harry said with a loud laugh, "Ain't no pillow thief magic here! No Sir-eee! Just the biggest fuckin' rack in the West," he said with a toothy grin, the farmers staring in pure lust at the Queen's splendid, oversized bust.

"Holy shit those things are enormous," Jenkins said, shaking his head in envy. 

"Well damnnit all to Dynesus. Apologies Missy, seems as if we was misinformed," Leon said, licking his lips as he studied the sumptuous tits, while also covering his tracks in case of an accusation. "Didn't think they could be real." 

Harry wasn't about to let the opportunity go to waste as he reached up from under each arm, his upturned palms cupping the Queen's hooters, "Oh, these melons are all too real Leon m'boy!" He grinned, giving both breasts a squeeze simultaneously, his chubby fingers digging in to their soft, full flesh. "And sensitive as hell too! She cums like a fountain when I squeeze these puppies when we're fuckin,'" he said, releasing one of Elena's breasts as it dropped a bit, jiggling in place before he slapped his hand back up to grip it again, sounding almost like a smack, "Ain't that right sweetie?" he cooed, making her have to say it publicly. 

Elena was aghast at the whole situation, biting her lip in shame. The 23 year old gorgeous Queen could barely fathom how she had gone from a cozy, if not monotonous, palace life to suddenly being forced to be topless in front of strange men. The nape of her neck had turned a pinkish hue to match her embarrassment. Still, she knew she had to respond or perhaps face worse consequences. "That's ... that's right. I like when he squeezes them when we're ... making love," she said, unable to look the famers in their eyes. 

"Baahahaha, making love! Shit, like they're going to believe we make sweet tender love Lina," Harry chuckled, raising up his fingers to pinch her nipple and pull it away from her breast for a second, "Cute though," he said, kneading her other breast more openly as he felt the stunning fullness of her bosom roll and contour to his hand. Harry weighed them in his palms, and couldn't help but picture just how hot they'd feel in his fingers when he'd be pounding her from behind. 'Shit she's perfect,' he thought to himself, beyond ready to fuck her into tomorrow. 

Josh finally blurted out, "You ... you got a sister?" as the other three men laughed at his bashful comment. 

"Sorry to say, but she don't Josh, unless she's pretending again!" Harry said, "Now then, our last item of business is her punishment for pretending like she wasn't my wife." Elena perked up, raising her head,

"Punishment?! Harry .. honey .. I've done what you've asked," she said, trying to dissuade him yet still sound like his wife. 

"'Fraid not sweetie. Ya didn't trust ol' Harry from the beginning and these fine farmers called ya out on it. Can't have a wife of mine waltzin' through town without a ring on her finger - pretending like she's single," he said as Elena felt her heart drop. 

Harry continued, "I trust you boys will consider this here dispute today to be completely resolved after witnessing her punishment?" he said, dangling the carrot out in front of them if they wanted to see what he was talking about.

"Sounds fair," Jenkins said, "... don't let her cover her tits though," he added lewdly, essentially acknowledging Harry was in control. Elena noted it too, and despite her embarrassment, was partially relieved that the old man had wrested the power from the three farmers. Of course, she still was disgusted by him for how he had done it. Even Leon didn't put up much of a fight. 

"Serious allegation, pretending not to be married," was all he noted. 

"Damn straight it is Leon! So Lina here is going to tell you guys exactly what she's going to be from now on, and what she's going to do for me, isn't that right sweetie?" he said, giving her breasts one more final squeeze as he whispered in her ear once more, "Everything you say from this point forward WILL happen and I'll take it as your own personal permission. This is no longer 'acting' Elena. I warned you, and this is the price. If you want to get out of here, then you WILL be my wife, and all that entails, for as long as you're in Edge Landing, ya got that?" he said, making it perfectly clear what he was after. Elena swallowed into a dry throat, knowing the full weight of that statement and what it implied. 

She slowly nodded, knowing she had no choice, despising her 'savior' in that moment, especially because he had warned her it would come to this point and she had stubbornly said she could handle herself, making it that much more embarrassing. "I ... I understand," she said. Harry smiled. Finally, he had her exactly where he wanted, and he would savor every single second of it! 

"Ohhhh!!" Elena yelped as she felt his hand on her neck and his foot inside her ankle as he pulled down on her. Quick as a flash he had sunk down to sit on the nearest chair, using his body weight and his positioning to bring the Queen down with him, her body falling over his lap perfectly in the middle. Despite his portly old frame, the dirty lecher had some power to him. Harry pushed back as the chair slid a half foot backywards, giving the farmers a better viewing angle as the huge breasts of the old man's 'wife' hung over his leg, her stomach on his lap. 

"If ya think her juggs are somethin' ... wait til' you boys see 'er ass!" Harry Jones chuckled, thinking to himself 'I can't fuckin' wait to see it too!' He reached over and began fishing the green fabric of the dress up over her legs and thighs, revealing the beautiful shape of her toned, fit legs that tapered into a bit thicker thighs that helped support such a round derrière. 

"Harry please ... I've learned my lesson. I'll be a good wife from now on darling," Elena pleaded as the old man used both hands to yank the dress all the way up, multiple gasps were heard around the room as the Queen's perfectly rounded, scintillating ass cheeks came into view. 

"Yer damn right you'll be a good wife from now on!" Ol'Jones roared, his eyes marveling at the exquisite sight of her beautifully plump, curved rear before him. He put one hand on her shoulders, keeping her in place as he gave her cheeks a gentle, loving, patronizing pat. 

"Son of a bitch you's a lucky man Jones!" Leon whistled. Jenkins, still standing, had unabashedly begun rubbing his cock through his pants. "Hot damn, that's a juicy ass," he said under his breath as Harry tugged down Elena's panties, her thicker booty now bared for the men to see. 

The old man then ran his hand over her nude flesh, jiggling her cheeks and enjoying their meaty, but still somehow soft curvature; the perfect blend of doughy, yet sculpted flesh. Elena's ass felt even better than it looked and he dipped his pudgy fingers between her thighs, lightly brushing her bare clit. Dry. He gave a sort of arrogant glance at her body, thinking to himself, 'We'll just see how long that lasts.' The fact that the busty wife of King Erik was still clinging to her morality exhilarated him, making the chase all that much more enjoyable. 

"Seven spanks, I think, should fit the crime. Seven's a lucky number and ya can sure bet I plan on gettin' lucky tonight!" he laughed, enjoying his own joke, before continuing. "Lina here wants to tell you guys something after each one," he said as the farmers looked on, not sure what he meant by that. Harry grinned as he continued to follow the Queens' ass, nearly delirious in his power over her. Harry whispered in her ear as Elena cringed, her shoulders tightening up nervously as she put one hand on the floor to balance herself, the other was trapped between her side and Harry's profound beer gut. "ONE!" he called out a second before impact.

SMACK. "AGHHH!" Elena squealed.

The hand came down hard, the sound of palm-on-ass-flesh ricocheted around the room, and when Harry lifted his hand a red outline of his palm was perfectly viewable on her far round cheek. "I ... I'm sorry for teasing you boys by pretending I was single," she said, and Harry quickly responded. "Louder next time!" before leaning down and again whispering in her ear what he expected her to say next. 

WHACK. "TWO!!"

"Ugghhh!" the big-breasted Queen cringed. Elena wiggled her ass, trying to spread the pain of the spank to other areas of her skin as he connected with her other cheek, "I ... I only belong to one man ... H...Harry, my husband!" she said, feeling like she was being completely adulterous by saying those words of infidelity, despite being essentially blackmail into it. 

"This is so hot," Josh pointed out, sitting down into a chair as he tugged on his crotch. 

"Yeah! Look at her ass jiggle with each spank, Boss!" Jenkins remarked. 

Leon didn't even mock him this time, "No shit, fuckin' unreal ass," he said.  

THWACK

"THREE!" Harry yelled, bringing his open palm down near the first spot into a skin-on-skin spanking sound.

"Aiyyyyyeee," Elena grimaced but continued, "I am his loyal ... sss... submissive wife," she said, hesitating but finally uttering the 'word' submissive, hating how it brought a sort of taboo sense of intriguing shame to her mind. With Erik, she had never for a second been submissive, and in fact, had never been in a relationship where she didn't have control. Harry, it was obvious, would be completely different, as he continued to whisper to her between slaps.

SPANK

"FOUR!" the old codger said with glee, smacking down on his wife's delectable butt and gripping her luscious ass, jiggling it for good measure. Elena was practically gyrating now on his lap, attempting to avoid the pain or reduce it's impact as multiple handprints were evident now on each asscheek. 

"UGHH!" she panted, her ass feeling warm to his touch as she proclaimed, "From now on I will do exactly what he says!" she said, beyond embarrassed at what he was making her say. 

"You's the luckiest man on Earth," Jenkins proclaimed, unzipping himself and now stroking his 6 inch boner with vigor, unable to stop. 

"Bloody hell Jenkins!" Leon said, looking over at his friend, then to Josh, who was doing the same, "Shit, you too Josh?" he said, amused that the shy Josh was actually slightly longer and thicker than the bolder, though less intelligent, Jenkins. 

SCHWLAAPPP

"FIVE!" the stocky old trader yelled. "EEIYYYYAAA" Elena gasped, her feet moving up and down in mid air alternatively as her legs responded to the powerful spanking. She closed her eyes, not wanting to say the next line he gave her. 

"I ... I love his c... cocck and huge... b... balls!" she called out shamefully, and by now she could feel a not-so-subtle hardening under her stomach. Harry knew that because of the angle and because she was already lying on him, that his cock wouldn't fully be able to press up into her, which was fine with him since it slightly masked the size of his impressive dick. 

"Can we .. can we watch them fuck," Josh blurted out. He was yanking his bare cock now rapidly, his glasses fogging up as he breathed awkwardly through his nose. 

"This bitch is too timid," Leon said, "but damn that would be fun."

"Yer a smart young whipper snapper Leon!" Harry exclaimed, "We tend to keep our tender love-making to private sessions," he said, purposely calling it 'love-making' as the other men snorted in response to the joke. He leaned down to whisper again, and Elena visibly squirmed at what he said.

"FWACCCKK

"SIX!" he yelled out. "UNNGHGHH!" the Queen groaned as the fat hand met her curvaceous rear, the red handprints now turning white on her lighter tanned-backside as her juicy ass rippled from the powerful spank.. 

"I .. I'm .. I'm going to fuck him so good tonight," she said softly, hanging her head in shame as she knew she was foreshadowing their night together. Harry reached over with both hands and shook those mouth-watering ass cheeks between his fat fingers, watching them wobble as he manipulated his 'wife's' posterior. 

SLAAA-AAAPPP!!

"SEVEN!!" Harry chortled, this time reaching up with both hands and landing them, fingers spread, loudly on Elena's fat ass, keeping them there. "AIYYEEEE" she responded, her lips quivering as she had to deliver the last message. 



"And I'm ... so wet thinking about it!" she blurted out, just as Josh let out a "HnnGHH" as his cock lurched, spewing his spunk right onto the table over multiple thick ropes of cum. 

Harry grinned, watching the scene unfold perfectly as he slowly and gently crept his chubby hand back down between the Queen's scandalously thick thighs, finding the bare lips of her sacred married pussy once more. This time, to his delight, there was a slight, though evident moist wetness to them, to the point that it basked his finger in a thin layer of shiny wetness. The old men held up his finger proudly. 

"Guess my sex-hungry wife ain't a liar at all, eh boys?" he said, showing them his wet finger as Jenkins groaned and spunked all over the floor with a dutiful, "Ffffuck" as Elena blushed in embarrassment, mentally begging King Erik for forgiveness. 

"It's time we got you home for the real fuckin' show sweetie," Harry said, his 70 year old cock harder than it had ever been in his life.
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The walk back from the village of Edge Landing started off silent. After the events in the tavern, Elena half expected Harry to grope her all the way back home, but instead the chubbier old man left her to her own thoughts, content to keep her on her toes and never know what to expect from him.

Inside her mind, however, was anything but quiet. Elena cursed old Harry Jones mentally, beyond disgusted at how the situation had unfolded with him and the perverted farmers. She also was annoyed with herself for being deceived into such a perverted encounter and not heeding both Harry and Walter's warnings earlier in the day.

More than anything, though, the breathtaking 23 year old Queen felt both ashamed and mystified that she had gotten wet from being spanked, bare-bottomed, in front of three complete strangers. 'What was I thinking? How ... how is that even possible?'  she asked herself, frustrated that her body could betray her at the most humiliating moment of her life. An assortment of mixed emotions coursed through her, trying to rationalize how it could even happen, finally telling herself that it was her lack of sex-life combined with the sensitivity of her curvy body that were the main culprits. That, and the sudden unexpectedness of being touched so lewdly.

Elena shook her head, not feeling that the explanation sufficed, and feeling even more pent-up guilt at her embarrassing response. In many ways, she felt like she was somehow cheating on Erik, despite being forced into the situation, and that if only she hadn't been wet then she could have dealt with her emotions on a much more even keel. She glanced over with a scowl at Harry as they walked, feeling that it was all his fault in the first place.

"I'm sorry how things went down back there," he said, finally breaking the silence, and the touch barrier by putting his hand over her shoulder. Elena was surprised to hear his apology, but it didn't alter her mood at the moment.

"No, you're not. And don't touch me," she said icily, brushing his hand off and taking a quicker step forward to walk in front of him, "you tricked me."

"Tricked? I think ya mean I warned ya exactly what would happen, and ya blew me off Queeny."

"I didn't blow you off ... I just didn't believe you."

"Rubbish. Ya acted like I didn't have the first dang clue of what life was like in my own town," he said. She frowned, knowing that much was true.

"Well, either way things could have been different from how they happened," Elena continued, clearly unhappy with how he handled the situation.

"I'll say! Could have gotten ugly. Ya should be thankin' ol' Harry," he grinned, turning the conversation back at her.

"Thanking you? Thanking ... YOU?" she scoffed, snapping her head towards him as her long, wavy black hair whipped around and over her far shoulder, baring the delightful bare skin over her clavicle.

"Darn tootin'! Whattaya think would have happened had Harry Jones - the one and only hero - not come to your rescue, eh?" he exclaimed, enjoying the banter. Elena turned her head away from him, and kept walking as they resumed the same pace together now.

"Honestly, what do ya think they would have tried to do?" his tone slightly softer now as he prodded her, wanting her to admit the truth.

She paused, but finally said, "Probably tried to rape me."

"Not probably. WOULD have raped you," he said, letting that sink in. "Lickity-split they would have stuff every pretty hole of yers and there's not a cotton-pickin' chance it woulda happened any other way."

"Uggghh, you're so vulgar. I don't want to talk about it anymore," Elena said, the tendons on her feminine slender neck flaring as the gorgeous brunette Queen was forced to relive the moment.

"Ya think Pete would have saved you? Those three are amongst his best customers. Boulderdash if you think differently."

"Well, you didn't have to spank me! You're a foul lecher," she blurted out, needing the insult to help make herself feel a little bit better, though certainly not feeling 'regal' and Queenly as she resorted to it.

"I never claimed to be a saint," he chuckled as Elena gave him a disappointed look. "Well, at least someone thanked me," he winked.

"Who? No one thanked you," she said, her voice dripping with annoyance.

"Yer pussy did," he said matter-of-factly.

Her eyes went wide, and she slapped his face suddenly, "Harry Jones! You're talking to the Queen of Synia!" she said, as if he hadn't already made her say much worse things back at the tavern.

"And I'm telling the Queen of Synia, that her tender little tight pussy gave my chubby finger a nice little wet kiss!" he said, ignoring the quick slap and laughing as his belly rolled. "Glad one of ya is romantic," he added, laughing harder at his own joke.

Elena's face had returned her bright red hue as the dirty old man brought up the one subject matter that embarrassed her the most. A tear formed in her eye. "You're such a pig!" she exclaimed, but her voice dropped lower, along with her head, as she tried to explain, "Don't make anything of it. That was ... that was ... I didn't like it at all. I don't know how that even happened" was all she could muster.

Rather than rub it in any more like she assumed he would, Harry instead gave her a sympathetic glance and shrugged, "Bah. Don't ya worry about it, I just wanted to show those boys my finger to make Jenkins and that weird Josh whippersnapper cum so we could get the hell out of there. Every now and then I use the old bean to cook up some Cockamamie scheme that somehow works."

Elena gave him a surprising look, relieved he wasn't digging into her further, and giving a little snort at his word choice. "Yeah, he was weird," was all she offered, still annoyed but at least pleased to change the direction of the conversation away from how her body had reacted.

"Probably was the first time the poor chap has seen a nipple," he said playfully. "Surprised he lasted that long. Shoulda called him 'Jizzing Josh," he winked again.

Elena couldn't help but roll her eyes and chuckle a little, though instantly regretting it. "Don't make me laugh."

"Why? Your face looks so pretty when ya do," he said genuinely.

"Or give me nice compliments."

"That kinda removes a lot of options to talk to ya, Yer Highness," he said with a returned chuckle. Despite feeling a little more light-hearted with the most recent exchange, a dark look crossed back over Elena's face.

"Well good, because you still want to rape me."

"Blimey. Ya don't have the foggiest, Yer Majesty," he said, shaking his head as he scratched the back of his neck. "Last thing I want is to force ya."

"So are you saying we won't have sex?" she asked, her eyebrows raised as they walked, drawing a bit closer to his house.

"I didn't say that. I said I don't want to force ya. I do, however, hold people to their promises," he said with a sly grin. Elena was about to respond when Harry cut her off, "But this was the only way I could be with ya. Heaven knows an old codger like me would never have a chance with a majestic creature like yerself. I swear you're the most beautiful woman I'll ever seen in all of tarnation." His sweet words sounded so unusual coming from the mouth that could be so foul. 

"I said no compliments," she said, holding her ground though and not wanting to let the feeling of her beauty being appreciated take root in her brain. "So you admit you tricked me?" she questioned.

Harry shrugged again, "I gave ya a warning. I would have let ya stay cooped up in my house for a month and not forced myself on ya, but instead I gave ya a choice and let you decide your fate," he said casually, though it was obvious it was a plan he had formulated for awhile. "Sure, it's a little tawdry and I'm a bit of a soddy rascal for givin' ya a choice of me or the farmers, but I ain't regretting it."

Elena sighed at the realization he wouldn't let her out of the 'deal,' "Well at least we can agree you are a bastard," she said truthfully.

"Bahaha, ya have no idea Your Highness. A bastard in more ways than one!"

She looked at him quizzically. Despite the horrible thought of having to have sex with him soon, she couldn't help her curiosity, "What do you mean? From royal lineage?"

"Ayy, 2nd bastard child of King Lewis," he said, referring to the old King of Prodere, 5th of the 6 Kingdoms, who passed away a decade earlier. If there was a rival Kingdom to Synia, it was Prodere. Elena cocked her head to the side as she thought for a second.

"And yet you moved and now live in Synia on the outskirts of our Kingdom?" she asked, pressing him for more. "Why here?"

"'Outcast' is probably a more accurate word than 'moved,' Your Highness," he said solemnly, looking far off down the road as if envisioning the day that it happened. "Figured Synia was the last place they'd look for me. Elena rubbed her arm, wondering if Erik knew this information.

"So that is why Walter trusted you? You felt betrayed by your Kingdom? And by Lewis, your father?" she questioned, trying to put the pieces together. Harry snorted in disgust.

"Tis a shame that he died since I always swore I'd be the one to kill 'em; the pompous prick. Hell, I wasn't even good enough to be the first bastard haha," he laughed, his belly jiggling once more at the dark joke. "Though I only found out about my half brother a couple years ago," he explained.

"We've heard such rumors of King Lewis' ... habits," Elena said. The legend of 'Lusty Lewis' and his sexual conquests were not exactly Prodere's best kept secrets. "Though it appears the apple doesn't fall far from the tree," she added with an incriminating look towards Harry.

"Guilty as charged, M'Lady!" he said with a crooked grin, "Though most whores tend to really like Ol' Harry's experience and my ... trouser-snake," he said with a twinkle in his eye, changing the subject and obviously not wanting to explain in further detail. "I'm sure you will too!"

"Ugghh, the male ego knows no bounds," she grunted, her eyes looking sarcastically skyward at his comment, still astonished by his colorful commentary. "And are you implying I'm a whore?" she asked, trying not to let her mind form a visual of his 'trouser-snake.'

"Poppycock! A whore has a set price that men pay to sample her goods, Yer Majesty. Ya couldn't be a whore if you wanted! By the dickens there ain't enough gold in Synia to make a fair price for ya. I reckon any man would sell everything he had for one chance to lay with yer pretty voluptuous self," he smiled genuinely this time, the comment crude, but complimentary. 

Elena couldn't help but blush at his descriptive compliments, trying to remember the last time Erik had told her how beautiful she was ... but she quickly scolded herself for even thinking about it. "You're not really good at following rules Harry," she said, not knowing how else to respond, and certainly not wanting to say 'thank you,' to the man that was manipulating her into adultery.

"Criminy. Right, right, the compliment thing? Would ya prefer I tell you how much you'll like squirmin' on this cock of mine?" he said, gripping his crotch as they arrived at the path in front of his house, reverting back to his lewd form. 

"Sorry to burst your bubble Harry, but the more a whore acts like she's enjoying something, the more money she gets in tips. It's not real, and I'm sure you'll be disappointed when you're finally with someone who doesn't want to be with you AND isn't getting paid," she said, talking like a mother might to a boy. Ironically, Elena felt a bit remorseful at telling him how little she'd enjoy sleeping with him.

"You speaking from experience M'Lady?" Harry said, with another twinkle in his eye. "Tell ya what, since yer so confident you won't enjoy me, I'll make yer pretty little royal self a deal."

"No thanks, I'm done playing your stupid games," the Queen rebutted, as they reached the door, Harry unlocking it, "I've learned my lesson once."

Harry opened his palms and lifted his shoulders as if to say 'Your loss,' before telling her, "If I can't make ya orgasm in this first week, we won't have sex for the rest of the time that you're here in Edge Landing," he said, opening the door like a butler who was allowing an esteemed bride into a honeymoon suite. "Ya have nothing to lose," he said with a toothy grin.

"Are you serious? What's the catch?" she added in disbelief. Shortening the amount of time she'd have to stoop to his licentious level had certainly piqued her interest. 

"No catch ... other than if ya do orgasm, from then on ya have to try and let yerself go and just enjoy it. No more ice-cold miss prissy Queen," he said, laying his trap. "And of course we keep having sex for as long as yer here, like we would be doing anyway."

Elena raised one eyebrow as she noted that even his 'catch' was fairly tame. She had to sleep with him either way and she was about as certain as could be that a 70 year old lecher wouldn't be able to turn her on in bed, let alone bring her to orgasm. There was just simply no chance she'd ever allow herself to cum from the sexual acts of a geezer like him, she told herself. It wasn't exactly hard to believe either; on top of her lack of attraction to Harry, she almost never orgasmed with Erik - a man she loved and did find attractive, so Elena figured this deal was truly a no-lose situation. She felt that she could stomach one week with the old man, and the prospect of having a light at the end of the tunnel was exhilarating. A month was such a long time, a week seemed so short in comparison.

"You're on Harry," she said, putting out her hand to shake it after she entered the home, "and I'm sorry but I'm not even attracted to you," she said as he took her hand and shook it vigorously.

"Ya will be honey," he responded, smiling as he closed the door. "Ya will be. Now go put on something sexy for yer old man and I'll make some tea."

Harry busied himself in the kitchen while Queen Elena disappeared into the bedroom. It was still light out outside, but Harry lit some candles anyway and began grinding a few exotic herbs as he lit a fire to boil water. He grinned as he added libido-enhancing root herbs he had picked up on his distant travels. He knew he didn't need them for Elena, and only used them when he was about to sleep with unattractive whores, but he wanted to be sure to give her an extra special performance. She took quite a bit longer than he expected in the bedroom and by the time the bedroom door opened Harry Jones had two full cups of the enhanced tea. 

"Holeeee-shit!" was all he could say, his eyes nearly popping out of his skull as he watched his curvy 'wife' come out of the bedroom. 

Elena was dressed in nothing but a thin, semi-transparent, light blue negligee that showed off an incredibly healthy amount of flesh-filled cleavage, the tops of her breasts wobbling with each step. The nightie hug to her waist but expanded back out over her wide hips, though it was cut short enough that it only just barely covered her provocative ass. Beneath it bared her completely nude, long smooth legs, with only her favorite silver anklet on one ankle. She stood in the doorway, one hand on the doorframe as she leaned into it, looking provocative. 

"Let's get this over with," she said, as unromantic as possible, her words completely contrasting with her attire. Elena's goal was to get the old man to orgasm as soon as possible so she could get to bed and forget this twisted day ever happened. But she certainly didn't have to 'act' enthused in order for that to happen. She figured with the way she was revealing her body that the dirty lecher wouldn't last very long no matter what she said. And, in a way, she was being as 'loyal' as she could be to Erik by not being a verbally willing participant ... at least that's how Elena rationalized it in her mind.

"How romantic of ya to say so," Harry chuckled, though despite her lack of enthusiasm he felt his cock lurch in his pants. He had already taken off his boots and socks, and walked up to her as his eyes studied every inch of her hourglass frame.

"I never promised romance," she replied.

"Ya certainly didn't! Most wenches don't before the hanky-panky stuff happens with Ol' Harry," he said, standing in front of her now, just a few inches from her face. "After though, they get all lovey-dovey on me and can't get enough of me thick snake," he gave her a wink. "Course, I don't expect a moral Queen like yerself to be like that Your Highness," he said, choosing his words carefully, "Now give your loving 'hubby' a kiss."

"You're right Harry, I won't get romantic with you," she said, agreeing with his comments. Elena sighed and took a deep breath, forcing herself to lean forward so that she could get through with the ordeal. She placed her full, lively pink lips on the old mans, and lightly pressed them against his fat lips.

"Mmmm, that's nice," he said against her lips, reaching his hand up to clasp the back of her hair to control her head movement. His other hand slipped around her taut, incredible core and drew her in, feeling her curvy physique against his chubby body. "Tongue me," he commanded.

Elena scrunched up her face at the command, but finally swallowed and parted her lips, feeling the old man's strong hand on her black hair as he held her possessively. Harry had slid one leg between her thighs, and any semblance of personal space was gone as she felt her full, ripe breasts press into his chest, her tongue finding his fat slimy one, and allowing them to twist and tango together. Their lips moved together, saliva passing between their mouths as Harry kissed her passionately. Elena tried to think about other thoughts and not enjoy his kiss, but she had to admit he was a surprisingly good kisser. 

'Don't get turned on, think of Erik,' the Queen told herself. Harry, meanwhile, nibbled on her full, lower lip, pulling it towards himself lightly as the hand around her waist travelled down to her perfectly rounded rear, cupping it with his chubby fingers and giving it a gentle squeeze. 

"Now bite on my lip, and suck on it," he instructed, "Blimey, I know how hard this must be for ya Elena - not being at all aroused by me. 'So I appreciate yer effort; yer actually quite talented with your lips and tongue," he said, purposely telling her she wasn't aroused to make her continually think about trying not to be turned on. The seeds of reverse psychology would be sewn over and over. 

The beautiful 23 year old Queen put her lovely feminine teeth against his fat lower lip, biting gently and mimicking his earlier action as she pulled on it, tasting his old mouth. She lifted her head slightly to suck on it, feeling the soft manly lip between her own. Harry's beefy tongue then snaked forward to invade her mouth, licking and sliding over her own. 

Elena gave out a soft whimper, hating the sound that had suddenly slipped from her lips. Harry grinned at that, his hand on her neck had dropped down to join the other hand that was squeezing her meaty ass. Taking both delicious cheeks in his strong, tubby hands he pulled her even tighter to his body through her pronounced backside, his fingers enjoying the doughy curves as he fondled and groped her perfect rear while they made-out and kissed.



"By George, I swear ya have the sexiest, most lovely fuckin' ass. I thought ol' Jones was a titties man, but ya may have me changing my coordinates!" Harry chuckled at his joke. "I could squeeze this fat ass of yours all day. Tis a real shame a loyal, loving wife like you has no ability to enjoy a lil naughty business outside of yer marriage," he said, goading her on some more. 

"I just .. I love my husband and I vowed to always be faithful, so I couldn't enjoy it even if I wanted to" she said properly, fighting for her dignity though her body was squirming slightly from his sensual touch, waging a war with her mind.

"Truly a lovely homage M'Lady," Harry said, faking admiration, lifting one hand off her big ass and reaching up to cup her large breast over the nightie, "Most women eventually give in to the sins of the flesh and passion, but not yer pretty Royal self!" he grinned, rolling his thumb over her nipple, "I'm honored to call ya my Incorruptible Queen."

"Ohh stop, no one is incorruptible, we all have our faults, including me," she said softly, biting her lip as he tugged on her nipple between two fingers. Harry grinned as he felt the bud begin to harden.

"Not you, Yer Highness. I can see why women all over the Kingdom look up to you, a woman as pure as she is beautiful," he said smoothly. "Her body a fortress of committed fidelity."

Elena swallowed. 'Ignore his fingers, think of Erik,' she said, trying to control her thoughts.

"Even the Queen's nipples resist my touch," Harry went on, despite knowing they were hardening, "It's so inspiring that you're not aroused by an old man groping yer lovely nips," he said, giving her ass a sudden spank with his other hand, her round derriere rippling from the slap, "I'm sure Erik would be proud."

"Ahh!" she jumped from the spank. "Well .. I .. I was raised with good morals," Elena said feebly, her mind racing now, shouting at her body to stop reacting to this dirty old man, her hips moving to the side in response to the spank. 'Don't give in, be strong. He's an ugly bastard and you're the Queen of Synia," she told herself.

Harry spun her around, pressing his chubby lips to her bare neck as he pulled her gorgeous jet black hair over her opposite shoulder, kissing and sucking on the nearest tendon as his fat lips left a wet trail of saliva on her neck. For whatever reason, Erik rarely kissed her there, and a tingling sensation spread down her spine as the invisible hairs on her neck stood to aroused attention. 

He lifted the nightie up slowly, looking down to watch the sculpted nude ass of the Queen slowly come into view. He whistled as he gave it a spank-and-grope grip with his right hand, cupping the luscious flesh as a pouty "Ahhh" sound escaped from her lips. His chubby lips whispered into her ear, before nibbling on her earlobe.

"Take off yer nighty, my esteemed, devoted Queen, and show your new husband all of yer naked loveliness."

"Please, let's hurry up with this," Elena pleaded, wanting to end the sensual torment as fast as possible, not wanting to subject her body to more licentious delight. She reached back, gripping the light, expensive fabric and pulling the negligee up and over her head slowly, revealing the full rotundity of her ass as it contrasted to her tight, tapered lower back. Her bare upper back was supple, the indented line of her spine looking exquisite as her back blended up into slender shoulders and arms. The light blue negligee fell softly to the floor. Meanwhile, Harry had unzipped his pants and underwear and stepped out of them quickly, tossing off his long-sleeve shirt as well to join the Queen in complete nudity.

"Dagnammit, Yer a sight for sore eyes ... or any eyes for that matter! Now, reach back and feel 'Ol Harry's cock," he said, reaching a hand up to turn her neck towards him so he could see her eyes when she felt his thick meat that was a bit over 8 inches when fully hard. "I'm sure it can't compare to the King's, but I haven't had many complaints," he said, his beady little eyes lighting up, guessing that he was bigger than the King.

Elena swallowed and hesitated, but finally reached her right hand back towards his body, first connecting with his pudgy belly and then dropping it lower. The Queen's piercing green eyes suddenly went wide in shock, "Ohhh!" she gasped when her slender fingers found the thick 'trouser snake' of Harry Jones. He felt ... huge. And quite heavy. Much bigger and thicker than her husband.

"That's it, clasp those pretty little manicured fingers around it Queeny. Most of my whores can't afford French manicured nails like yours," he said, before asking the question she didn't want to hear. "So how much bigger is the dreamy King Erik than poor Ol' Harry?" he asked wryly. 

"That's ... that's none of your business," Elena said, blushing as her feminine fingers gripped around the old man's girth, barely able to get halfway around it. "It ... it feels so warm," she blurted out, desperate to change the subject.

"Ayy, it's just trying to get it's core temperature up fer when it sinks into that hot pussy of yers M'Lady," he teased. "That's right, go on, stroke my one-eyed monster," he instructed crudely.

Elena closed her eyes, trying to wish herself away, back at the castle and in the privacy of her own bedchambers with her husband. Anywhere but here. Anyone but .. this codgy old man with his thick cock. Her hand slowly stroked down the shaft, feeling the hard bumps along it that seemed to match the wart on the side of his nose in their firmness. 'This is disgusting,' she told herself as she felt up his powerful prick, scrunching her nose as she felt it begin to harden under her feminine touch.

"That's it you gorgeous thing, bring Ol' Harry's cock to life with yer magic touch. Now, how much bigger is 'Endowed Erik?'" he asked again, chuckling at his fake pet name for the King.

"He .. he isn't," Elena finally admitted in a whisper, hanging her head while her hand slowly pumped up and down the length of the geezer's shaft that was much bigger than the King. She felt it begin to take shape as it had a slight upward curve to it, as well as thick, mini-speed bump like veins that stood up, pronounced on the clammy, old skin.

"Well sheee-it! Aren't you just a bloody dignified Saint then!" he responded, reaching up and around her to place is chubby hands on her glorious tits once more, slowly, sensually kneading them from behind as she stroked his large member.

"What .. what do you mean?" she whimpered, her breathing heavy as she let out little pockets of air that were close to pants, struggling to control her body's response to this lewd act.

"Only a truly loyal and moral Queen would be able to control her arousal for a bigger cock Yer Highness. Only a devoted wife could cast aside feelings of passion that she knows a big sausage like mine could give 'er. Your fidelity to yer husband's small wiener is noble Your Majesty, noble indeed!" he said giving her breasts a slap as she gasped, "Ohhh!"

"Please, don't mention Erik any more," she begged, hating how her nipples were now standing proud on her chest, pushing into Harry Jones pudgy fingers. 'He's saying these things on purpose, just ignore it. He's a dirty old man,' she told herself. It was impossible to do that of course, when a 70 year old man was groping and ogling her full, tremendous tits and she was running her palm up and down is now fully erect cock.

"It's almost time Ol' Harry's python buried itself in his new 'home' for the week," he said, taking her hand off his cock and guiding it between her thick thighs. He didn't try to enter her, just positioned himself so that his hot shaft slid provocatively between her full, toned thighs. The bulbous head of his angry dick poked out on the other side of her legs, the length lodged right up against the soft tight folds of her pussy. "Ahhh," she moaned as Harry grinned, "Tis a shame my ol' stiffy is going to reach places inside ya that the King has never experienced," he said, ignoring her request not to mention her husband. 

"You're a vile bastard," she hissed, trying to wrest back control of her thoughts by insulting him, though her labored breathing juxtaposed with her tone of voice. It only caused the scene to feel even more taboo.

"You know me so well M'Lady," Harry grinned, still fondling her mighty breasts and now pinching at the nipples. "Walk with me to the bed," he whispered, moving one foot outside hers as he took a step. Elena complied, biting her lip to stop from moaning as his heavy cock pressed and teased against the puffy gates to her pussy. Harry gave a satisfied groan as he could feel the Queen's wetness on his shaft as the moved in tandem. The act of walking caused her toned yet soft inner thighs to caress his veiny old length, his dick teasing against her tight slit. 'Shit this feels phenomenal!' he thought to himself. 

Each step was an exercise in stimulation to her nether region, that fat cock rubbing and stroking her flowery lips as Harry waddled behind her, dick thrust between her full sculpted thighs. With each stride he'd feel her scintillating ass roll against his hips while his chubby hands squeezed and palmed her enormous breasts. The old man's massive ballsack was swinging between his legs, and the Queen could feel it brush her thick thighs when the walked, though not truly being able to appreciate its size ... yet. 

Step. "Ahh." Step. "Ohh." Step. "Mmphh," were the short gasps coming from the Queen as the steps brought the naked pair to the bed. Harry turned her and unceremoniously pushed at the same time, causing Elena to fall back onto the huge bed with a squeal. "Spread those phenomenal fuckin' legs for me," he commanded. 

The dark haired beauty complied, her long, toned legs looking heavenly as she spread them for him, her cute French pedicured toes curled - a picturesque fantasy beauty all for himself. Harry shook his head in amazement, "Hot damn yer the bees knees. And I can't wait to get m'self in that honeypot of yours! Fuck, you're perfect," he said, stroking his rock-hard shaft as he climbed up on the bed between her thighs. Elena gripped the fancy bedspread with clenched fists, bracing herself for a violent entry and closed her eyes.

Instead she felt a wet, slimy appendage press to her tight lips, and looked up. Rather than seeing his cock the Queen saw Harry's balding head between her thighs, his chubby tongue snaking along the tightly pressed crease of her pussy lips. "No, don't," she insisted, as the tongue explored her folds, lapping at the puffy bare lips that were as beautiful as the rest of her. 

"Mmmm, such a lovely tasting little punani," Harry said, delighted as his tongue curled up between the folds to find her slightly swollen clit, tonguing it passionately. Erik had rarely done this with her, and when he did his tongue just zig-zagged like a drunken sailor all over her mound. Harry, in contrast, expertly sought out her prized nub, gently lapping at it as the Queen arched her back, hating the pleasure he was sending to her core in electric volts with each light swirl over her untested clit. "Please ... that's enough," she moaned, knowing how wet she was becoming and cursing her body. 'You hate him. This is wrong. Stop it Elena!' she yelled at herself mentally, desperate for the old man to remove his tongue. She couldn't orgasm, she just couldn't, and she was about to roll away from him to prevent it.

For once, however, Harry complied with her request. "Then ask me to jam it in your honeypot," he toyed with her. As much as he'd enjoy bringing her to a writhing orgasm right there and seal her fate for the month, the old lecher wanted her first time to be with his big dick buried in her snatch. He slid up between her spread legs, his thick old dong literally pulsing in anticipation as it pointed right at her, as if signaling she would be its next conquest. 

"Promise .. promise me you won't ... orgasm inside me," she said, her mind still sharp despite her arousal.

"Aww, wouldn't want a chubby little horny Prince with a double-chin runnin' around yer Kingdom, huh? Can't blame ya Yer Highness," he chuckled.

"Promise .. please. I need to hear you say it."

"Alright, as hard as it will be my first time in ya ... I promise," Harry said, choosing his words carefully.

"Thank you. Thank you," Elena exhaled, relieved and truly thankful.

"Alright, now ask me. Ask ol' Harry to stick his fat cock in your tight, wet pussy," he demanded, kneeling between her and reaching down to slap his heavy shaft against her lips. SLAP SLAP SLAP. 

"Ahhh! Ok Ok!" Elena groaned, squirming under the slapping as the sounds of their skin connecting caused her face to blush once more. "Uhh ... can you, put it inside me?" she asked softly, biting her lip, her face a picture of adorable beauty filled with so many mixed emotions. 

"That's not good enough," Harry said, running his cock up and down her tight slit, tormenting her body as his purple head pressed against her lips, not yet parting them. "Ask me how I want. Make me believe you want it M'Lady," he said with a grin. 

Elena flushed a brighter red as she looked down at the mighty prick that was about to make her an adulteress, feeling her body's unwanted arousal, her green eyes studying the taboo scene before her. She paused for a second, the only sound was her breath as her magnificent breasts rose and fell on her chest. She closed her eyes again, telling herself it was better if she didn't watch as she said the words, 

"Please .. please stick your fat cock in my tight, wet pussy Harry!" 

"That's it, that's my good little busty Queen. Old Harry's gonna fuck you nice and deep and you're not going to orgasm, because yer a good, loyal Queen," he grinned. Just then she felt a searing pain in her nipple as he pinched it hard and she opened her eyes in shock, "Oww!"

"Keep your eyes open, I want you watching this," he said. Elena gripped the bed harder, ready for him to just thrust into her with all his might, thankful at least, the end was near as she looked down to watch the veiny incursion on her marriage.

Harry adjusted himself so that he could place the oversized angry discolored cockhead at her heavenly entrance, pressing lightly between those delicious lips of the Queen. They resisted for a second, before the soft, wet petals opened reluctantly to spread over his purple-ish tip. 

"Ohh fuck," he said as the lips kissed around his mushroom tip, feeling their slick tightness as he pressed himself down slightly. The old trader knew she'd expect him to just pound away like most men, but he wanted her squirming in tormented bliss instead. He wanted her to be fucked in a way she couldn't imagine from an old man like him. 

He wanted ownership.

Elena watched as the bulbous tip spread her lips, while the full lips on her face parted from the sensation as she tried to stifle a moan. He slid further, watching as her flowery petals were spread wider than ever before as his menacing head disappeared with a 'pop' inside her. 

"Ummph, dammit it's so thick," she gasped, reaching down to put her hands on his hairy thighs. She looked up at him, for the first time taking in his body - that hairy flabby chest and that pasty, pudgy gut that hung over her exotic tanned body. The hair on his belly was a bit more sparse and thin, but still evident, especially the thicker line that reached from his chest down to his belly button and on further to his significant bushy pubes. 'He's so ugly, you're not aroused, just get this over with for Erik,' she told herself, relying on positive self-talk.

Harry pushed further, sinking a couple inches into her as she breathed out, "Ohhh." His hands reached out, planting themselves on her juggs as he brought his knees forward. He withdrew slightly, and then pushed forward again, feeding another couple inches into her. 

"Ahhhh," Elena moaned. His progress was so slow, and as each inch of his thick cock pressed into her warm, tight tunnel, the Queen could feel her inner walls expand to accompany him, feeling like he wouldn't be able to ever get it out with how tight she was around him. 

"Tell me who's bigger Queeny, Ol Harry or Erik?" he asked, withdrawing again as his old cock was now greased with her semi-transparent white wetness, smiling as he saw her royal pussy coating his shaft. He loved that her body was responding to his dick, and knew that this was just the beginning. Harry wondered how wet she could truly get.

"Ahhh ... Please, don't say his name," she said, adding an "Mmphh" as he pressed forward again, sinking another inch into her. 

"Then say mine. Who's bigger, your husband or Harry?" he said, moving his hips as he raised back up, ready for her response.

"I don't want to admit that!"

"Then we'll just wait here, my big dick nestled in yer glorious married slit," he said, daring her to prolong it. She relented and began to answer.

"H... Harry ... OH!" she said as he sank forward, more of his cock filling up her tight, married love tunnel, close to bottoming out. 

"Yes, that's right my big titty Queen," he said, squeezing her mighty knockers as he pulled back, once more, ready for the final hilting of his shaft. "Who's been deepest in yer soppin' wet cunt?" 

"H ... Harry! ... AGHH!" she cried out as with one final thrust he sheathed his entire warty old cock into the Queen of Synia's royal socket. Elena's eyes went wide as that enormous ballsack of Harry Jones swung forward with a SMACK, like two construction wrecking balls meeting their target simultaneously. "EEEEEIII!" she squealed.

The target was the Queen's tight little star of an anus, the sack completely dwarfing the entrance as it rested against it; his significant ball hair tickling her darkened anal hole. Elena could feel not only their size but their heavy weight nestled partially between her ass cheeks.

Harry held himself there for a moment, just basking in the glory of being completely embedded in Elena's beautifully tight, wet pink pussy. His fat meat was pulsing with unknown desire, pre-cum leaking into her married slick fortress. Those big balls resting and subtly moving up and down as they kissed against her asshole.

He kneaded her ripe melons as he slowly drew back that tremendous thick length, his angry oversized head preventing him from pulling all the way out as it acted almost like a knot. He paused, then slowly sank back down. That huge wrinkled hairy sack rocking forward again. SHLAP. "Mmmphh," Elena's fingers dug into his thighs.

Again he withdrew, and again he pressed his body weight slowly forward, bottoming out. FWAP. "Aghhhhh!" she gasped. 

"Who's fucking you?" he demanded, retreating for a second, then lurching forward just a bit faster this time, but still with a tormenting, sensual rhythm. His sack swung back into that little puckered hole. Harry found his pace as he continued his deep, scintillating rutting.

"OHHH ... you are!" she cried out, her full lips looking pouty on her face, her breathing labored as the 70 year old was filling her up so sensually, the bed creaking softly with his measured hip moments.

"My name!" he said with a low growl, "Say it."

"Harry. Harry's fucking me!" she obeyed, moaning louder, feeling his fat thighs between hers. 'You're not turned on. You're not. They're just words he's making you say. It doesn't mean anything,' she told herself desperately. The more she tried not to think about his dick and how it made her feel, the more her mind went there.

"Put your legs around my waist," he instructed, angling to get deeper yet as she complied. Elena wrapped her legs as far around his fat waist as they would go, thighs and knees spreading around him. 

Her feet were as beautiful and feminine as the rest of her legs; pink cute toenails pointed skyward, her toned arches forming two incredible curves to her soles. The visible tendons of her foot pulled towards her to cause her toes to flex around his back. The vision of the exotic, busty Queen with a fat 70 year old geezer on her was as out of place as her lewd whimpers. His beer gut pressed to her taut core; his old man fat against Elena's svelte, toned abs. 



By now Harry was rotating his hips slightly with each pussy-filling thrust as he hit her vaginal basement, making sure the full extent of her pussy was stimulated from every angle. Elena watched with growing concern as one particular wart, dead in the middle of his shaft, was teasing her clit each time he sank down into her. Rub, bump, caress. Over and over on her wet little nub. The stimulation was building. Each thrust an assault on her arousal. The other warty bumps wreaking havoc on her puffy wet shiny lips. His words put a special touch to her depravity.

"Yer still not aroused, are ya Queeny?" he ribbed her.

"N..No," she panted.

"Still not all hot and bothered by my old geezer dick, are ya?" he asked, stuffing her more, slightly faster.

"Noooo ..." she continued to lie, not wanting to admit it as she felt those huge, hairy balls salute her anus after each thrust.

"Yer pussy's still not soaked from my fat, 70 year old cock is it?" he pinched her nipples.

Her cheeks flushed as she saw just how much of her juices were coated onto his fat meat, made more embarrassing by the 'schlick, schliickk' wet sounds that her pussy was announcing as he hilted her. Elena couldn't take it, she knew she was in danger of being sent over the top.

"No ..." she said biting her lip, both of them knowing it was a lie.

"If it's true - Tell me, m'Lady. Tell ol' Harry yer married pussy ain't soaked for his fat, 70 year old cock," he teased, her feet bouncing and heels hitting his chubby back with each thrust.

She groaned. "My marr .. my married pussy isn't soaked for your ... fat 70 year old cock!" she cried out, the words sounding so awful and dirty and full of lust as they passed over her lovely lips. It somehow caused an opposite reaction, making her feel even more hot and on edge. The perverted language creating a mounting lust within her. Growing into a twisted desire. She had to do something!

"Please! Pull out and cum ... cum on me!" she cried out, never expecting her first fucking with an old man to be so erotic. Harry grinned. He knew why she was asking. She could probably mentally cope with some hard, passion-less fuck. Like the ones Erik gave her. But not this. Not this barrage on her senses. He squeezed her enormous juggs, his fingers digging into the full, delicious breasts. "Why?" 

"Just do it!" she pleased, feeling an orgasm building in her loins and needing to avoid it at all costs. 'Don't cum, don't cum!' she screamed at herself mentally.

"A gentlemen always let's a lady cum first Queeny. 'Specially a married, big-titted one with her adulterous little pussy bathing my dick in her horny juices." With that he pummeled his hips forward, his chubby face moving towards hers as Elena suddenly found herself in a hot, passionate kiss with the old man, his slithery fat tongue in her mouth with his rock hard cock buried in her tight little tunnel.

Harry humped with deeper, hip-driving force, tongue and cock lodged in her holes as he felt the Queen's scandalous thighs begin to quiver. Then tremble. Then suddenly her entire body shook with an erotic fury, her wide hips driving up into him as she moaned out into his mouth.

"NNNNNNNNOOOOOOOOOOoooooooooooooooo," the orgasm rocking her to the core as her cute, pink toes curled in unwanted bliss above his back. Her pussy flooded his thick, warty snake and she saw stars as the rolling waves of orgasm crashed through her body, momentarily losing consciousness. 

*******************

Elena came to with a vision of Harry's balding head near her chest, the wetness on her nipple informing her he was slurping on it greedily as he looked up at her. Her thighs were still twitching from the orgasm. 

A few minutes passed as she regained her breathing, while the weight of the situation crashed down all around her.

"Ohh my gosh, I ... I can't believe I let that happen!" she exclaimed. "I'm such a horrible person. And wife..." she said, her lower lip quivering at her own indiscretion, hating what she had done.

"Because of what, exactly?" the old man asked, lifting his head up, greying eyebrows arching with his warty cock still buried in her, unmoving.

"Because I ... I allowed myself to ... orgasm with you," she said, mortified, turning her head.

Harry shook his head, "Allowed? Bullspit! Ya did nothin' of the sort! Ya had no other choice but to sleep with ol' Harry. And once it happened, ya can't control yer body. Cumin's like breathin' m'Lady - if ya haven't had any oxygen in awhile, the lightest breath feels like the sweetest thing," he said, sounding modest for once. "And ya don't strike me as the kinda woman that's had 'pure' oxygen in quite some time."

"But I've ... I've had sex before, obviously," she said softly, her large mammaries rising and falling on either side of his pudgy face.

"Not recently, and ... probably not good either," he said, more gentle this time as he twirled a finger around her nipple almost like a lover, knowing it was a sensitive subject.

Elena flushed. "Well, Erik always cums with ... "

Harry gave her a look. "He cums, yes. Do you?" He knew the answer before he even asked the question.

The Queen frowned. "That's ... that's private, I told you," she said, not answering his question directly. Harry's cock twitched just then as he enjoyed the knowledge. The movement of his dick caused the Queen to glance down.

"Ohh my goodness!" she gasped as if realizing something.

"What?" his eyebrows arched.

"You .. you didn't orgasm."

"Ahhh, that's 'cause of the pace. Slow like that an yer 'hubbie' can go for a country mile," he said, confident in his own abilities, his cock giving another little jerk in side her, indicating how much more life it had in it.

"Ohhh ... well, it already felt like forever!" she said, amazed. Suddenly her face changed, "But ... but we shouldn't even be talking about this!"

"Yer right," he winked, lewdly smiling from ear to fatty ear, "Plus ya need to fulfill your bet."

"My what?" she said, gasping as her hand went over her mouth, remembering what she had agreed to with the seedy old bastard.

"Ya promised to try and enjoy it my young, curvy wife," he said, reminding her of what she committed to.

"But I .. I can't," she whispered.

"Oh yes, I think ya can, m'Lady of Synia. In fact I think yer body's begging for it. And being the truthful, trustworthy Queen ya are, I'm sure you'll cooperate." 

"I ... don't think I can wrap my mind around thinking like that," she admitted honestly.

"I'll show ya how. And a bet's a bet M'Lady. Yer honor owes it to me," he said, reaching

over to the wooden table by the bed, handing her a cup of water that was resting on it. "Drink up, yer gonna need it," he said as she put it to her lips letting her drink, the tendons on her long neck flexing with her gulps. Harry put it back when she was done. 

"Ready?" he asked. Elena nodded, her eyes exhibiting a hint of watery emotion as she felt like she was betraying her Kingdom. He rolled to the side slightly to grab one of her legs and lifted it up, then rolled to the other side and did the same thing, pinning the Queen's full thighs to her chest and placing her dainty feet on either side of his head on his portly shoulders.

He rested with his thick cock still buried inside her, lifting one foot and placing her cute, feminine toes to his fat lips. Elena watched in a sort of horror as her pink toenails disappeared one by one into his mouth, the old man's tongue slithering and lathering his saliva around each one. 'He's such a dirty pervert! Erik never does anything like this,' she thought.

Harry started to shift his hips forward while he washed her foot in his saliva, sinking in and out of her tight regal snatch. His beady eyes danced as he sucked on her toes like only an old lecherous bastard would, pulling it out of his mouth and tonguing along her sole before kissing her high arch that made her foot look beautifully athletic and toned. "Such fuckin' sexy little feet and toes," he grunted.

He placed it back on his shoulder and warned, "Ya might want to hold on," as he leaned forward, looming over her and rocking her body back. She was close to being bent in half, her full rear end raising off the bed and looking even rounder in that position. Chubby hands slid under her to palm the doughy half moons of her ass cheeks. Fearfully Elena clasped her hands around his neck and held on. 

"Now it's time fer ya to really be fucked." Harry lifted his fat ass up, her pussy closing as it was mostly freed of that thick veiny girth for a second. He hovered over her with just the tip buried in her tight slit, crouching over her but also leaning on her so that only his feat were on the bed, knees on her thighs. Elena's wide hips, full thighs and glorious ass were just perfect for the mating press position. He looked her straight in the eye.

"Tell ol' Harry to fuck the Queen, Elena," he insisted.

Her green eyes found his, biting her lip as this time she held his gaze, "F..Fuck the Queen, Harry Jones," she cooed softly.

Like an anvil he dropped down into her. SCWAPP. 

"Ohhh! So ... full!" she gasped, as she felt the girthy length return to its wet 'home.'

There would be no slow sensual bliss now as Harry reared up again, digging his fingers into her thick booty as he jackhammered down again. And again. And again. FWAP. WHACK. SLAAHHP. "Aghh, Ohhhh ... Harry!" she panted. That wrinkled sack and large, fruit-sized balls pounding down at her ass repeatedly, spanking her tight hole with his nuts. 

"Let go. Forget about yer castle. Forget about everything. Focus on the moment," Harry commanded, pumping his chubby hips up and down into her wetness. 

"Ohhh, uhhhh, AGHhhh," Elena panted, her mind still holding on, but inching toward the cliff with each intense piston of the hard, 70 year old prick jamming into her married pussy. Wet sounds of sex filled the room, the squeaking of the bed increasing greatly, whining in time to the old geezer's bottoming out into the most scintillating slit in all of Synia. Her ankles pressed down into his shoulders, her plentiful breasts knocking together between her thighs and squished under his chest.

"It's just you and me. No one can hear us. No one will know ya orgasmed all over Ol' Harry's cock," he said, leaning down and kissing her again, engaging her mouth in a sloppy, intense kiss. This time Elena kissed him back, tongue licking his slimy one. He squeezed her ass harder, loving the feeling of its wide, soft fullness in his powerful stocky fingers, the flesh of her derriere mashing between his digits, oozing around them.

"Mmphhh, ohh ... Harry," she panted, her conscience in the far distance telling her to stop, but not finding the words. Another part of her brain reminded her she had 'agreed' to try and enjoy it, so it was ok hold true to her commitment. The animalistic side was starting to win.

"Not a castle around for miles Elena. Just yer wet pussy and my thick cock." POUND. Her plump ass rippled.

"Ohhh! What about .. N ... neighbors," she moaned, the thought of no one hearing her acts of adultery helping her 'commit' to her promise, while making it seem even more carnal.

"Far away. Probably fucking anyway. Just like you and me," he said. THRUST. Her big titties rolling. 

"MMphhh. Just ... us?" she questioned in a groaned, lusty slur. 

"Just us. And all night long. Let go Elena. Roll your hips my horny little Queen, hump back on 'ol Harry's thick sausage." Elena obeyed, gently rocking up her soft thighs to meet his hips as the SMACK SMACK SMACK of wrinkled old man skin on beautiful smooth feminine skin increased. His middle wart strummed against her clit like a plucked guitar string with each forceful fucking motion. 

"Harry, ahhh!" she cried out, hands tighter around his neck, clinging to him as she pushed her hips up more rapidly, her toes clenching.

Each time their bodies collided his portly hairy belly would jiggle and roll on her tapered stomach, the sweat of his efforts rolling down his chest and over his hairy pot that rested on her core. Elena could feel his sweat on her skin, making her hotter in temperature as his frame pressed over hers, almost completely enveloping her in all of his lecherous existence.

"Feel those big ol' cum-filled balls on your ass you wet little minx?" he hissed.

"Yess, ohh my gosh their huge!" Elena cried out, succumbing more and more to his dirty talk. Yet still she held on and fought, "You ... you have to remember to pull out though!" she pleaded.

"You don't want Harry's thick ol' man spunk sloshing in that royal pussy of yers?" he asked. He was rearing up menacingly now, his whole body lifting before dropping his fatty physique down onto her, squashing her curvy body into the mattress, the bed groaning in peril.

"UGHHH, No ... not in Meee. Harrrrrry ..." Elena gasped, her thighs vibrating again as she panted, "I'M ..." she gasped, throwing her wide, child baring hips up to meet him. Harry felt his own balls churn. "I'm CUMMMING!" she squealed, clutching his neck and humping her whole body up to his. Her breasts, coated with his sweat squished against his hairy chest, thighs and feet hugging to his lard-encased back tightly. 

Harry felt the Queen orgasm for a 2nd time around his cock as they held each other in that lewd position, her trembling, steamy cunny convulsing and squeezing his girthy shaft. For what seemed like a full minute she ground her hips up, her body awash in the pleasure his 70 year old shaft had given it. Each hip-clinging rock of her body brought the old lecher closer to his release as she neared the end of her orgasm.

"Gonna ... cum!" he panted as her eyes looked up, green iris' widening in fear. 

"Pull OUT!" she cried out through the haze of her fading orgasm, enough focus left in her to concentrate on the important request. 

"Fuck." Harry felt his cock twitch as he suddenly unwrapped his hands form her ass and pushed back and away in one hurried motion, his cock lurching a split-second after freeing it from the tight confines of her vaginal walls as he roared in a lusty belch. "GRUHHHHHHHH" Thick, high-arching streams of cum erupting from his purple, pussy-smeared head, flying through the air and landing with a splatter on the Queen's enormous breasts. The second shot fired even more fiercely as it rocketed up to her chin and formed a streak from it, over her lips, and up to her nose. The third shot came out with less force, and connected with her stomach, his cock angling down as the fourth and fifth ropes painted her pelvis. 

He was panting, sweat running down his brow as he finally found the Queen's eyes. "See that? I'm a man of my word," he said, keeping his promise about not cuming inside of her. The old man continued, his face now turning more reflective and sullen, "Being a bastard myself, I swore I'd never create one personally."

Elena's eyes studied him back, her breathing still deep as those luscious breasts rose and fell gently. She didn't say anything for a while as she processed his actions and his words, her guilt mixing with relief and the slightest hint of admiration at what he just revealed. "I ... I was worried you'd try to. I appreciate that," she said, a sort of intrigued wonder in her eyes. Despite her forced infidelity, she was thankful that he was 'honorable' enough to heed her wishes about the riskiest thing they could have done. The Queen knew it could have been much, much worse. 

"Not many men would do that," she said truthfully. It was true, future consequences weren't exactly high on the priority list of most males. She had to admit she certainly had never met anyone like ol' Jones. 'Maybe he does just want lots of sex with me.'

"Well ... that's only cause I need yer delightful consent for Round 3," he said with a purposefully wry smirk, raising his eyebrows playfully, as if reading her mind. 

Elena couldn't help but smile at his remark and facial expression. It was a true, genuine smile. She rolled her eyes and grabbed a pillow and tossed it at him.

"Shush you old codger! No man can have sex that quickly after such a huge orgasm! Especially after how long we did it," she said, shaking her head. Then, the Queen's eyes dropped to his crotch. Harry grinned.

"Is that a fact, Yer Highness?"

"You're ... insatiable," she marveled, staring at the veiny old monster pointing at her.

"Now, that IS a fact," he beamed. 

'You're just acting, it's just because you lost the bet,' she rationalized to herself, knowing it was a lie. 'You promised you would try and enjoy it; you're only staying true to your word. He won fair and square,' her inner dialogue continued as Harry gave her a damp cloth to wipe up his excessive semen all over her body while he disappeared for a bit into the kitchen.

'He's right, you can't control your body. Besides, it's not Harry's fault you're in this situation, Elena told herself. 'The Council and Erik practically put you at his mercy. Just go along with it, a month isn't the worst thing in the world.'

*******************

Queen Elena was sucking on the slimy tongue of a 70 year old man she had just met that morning. Harry hadn't asked her to this time, she was doing it on her own. Both of her French manicured hands cupped the sides of his face as she moaned into his mouth. 

The kiss had gone on for a long time. Enough that during it a nearby candle dripped a few droplets of wax slowly down it's white shaft as the moon rose and drifted along into the night. During the entire time the Queen's alluring wide hips were slowing rising and falling in Harry's lap. He sat on the edge of his bed with his feet on the floor while Elena faced him, kissing and slowly humping her flexible ass onto his meat, her pink pedicured feet around his waist on the bed. Her engorged, wet lips were spread erotically over the shaft, 'sucking' on his dick each time she raised her rear up provocatively. 

As if her incredible pussy had been crafted for the sole purpose of fitting perfectly to Harry's 8 inch, slightly upturned cock, she sank back down on it, the warts like pleasure bumps to her slick love tunnel that was squeezing and slowly pulsing it's warm radiance over the heat of his aroused dick. 

Up and down she rode him like a woman who wanted to savor every inch. His chubby old fingers gripped and cupped her thick, plump ass, helping her with leverage and feeling the sensation of the incredible way her hips curved up and towards him and then back down to sink into his lap, bottoming out. Her entire inner corridor stuck tightly to his length. 

Just like the candle, liquid droplets of lust were sliding down Harry's shaft, The Queen's wetness greasing his hard pole as the cock shined under the flicker of the candle.

It was more than a mouth-watering grinding of her delectably juicy rear end, it was feeling the entire body of a lover who was in the heat of sensual bliss.

"Fuck, yer amazing," he said, breaking the kiss.

"Mmm, heaven forgive me, but it feels so good. I can't .. I can't help it," she said tenderly, this time rolling her hips when she bottomed out, swirling them around his lap as she gave his cock sensations that the best whores in Synia could only dream of providing. As her ass gyrated in lateral circles around his dick, her heavy breasts smushed against his chest.

"Holy shit! Holy fuckin' mackerel that feels incredible! I'm gonna fuck ya all night long, I swear I'll never get enough of this pussy," he groaned.

"I guess I don't have much of a choice, do I?" she cooed, pumping her ass up and down his girthy rod with sensuous zeal. Elena picked up her pace, dropping her booty down quicker now into his lap, her cheeks rippling lewdly with each cock-gripping ass plunge. 



"Uhhh, OHHHH, Harrrrry," she moaned, rocking her wide ass into his lap and grinding down at a faster speed. She leaned forward to kiss him again as she humped that big old dick.

Saliva escaped excessively from the corners of their mouths and dripped down their chins as they fucked, mostly falling on Elena's breasts. Neither of them cared.

Harry had enough of her being in the driver's seat and suddenly spanked her ass hard, the smack echoing around the room. SMACK. Elena squealed with glee as she felt her meaty cheek jiggle from the powerful blow. Their pace quickened as they began humping into each other with extra vigor, the old man's fat chubby lips lowering to her bountiful bosom, latching onto her hard nipple as he began thrusting into her.

"Yesss, ohh right there!" she panted, her arms now going over his shoulders, holding onto his somewhat hairy back. "Suck my breasts Harry!" she exclaimed, her huge melon rolling into his face as their pace became erratic as if both were trying to pleasure each other and fuck as deeply as possible. He kept suckling on her big teat and lifted one hand up to paw and grope the other. 

For a second Harry leaned back, slapping one of the Queen's pendulous breasts from the side, and then the other, knocking them into each other. SLAP SLAP SLAP. "AEIII! Harry!!" she shrieked, feeling the sudden pleasurable, harsh spanks to her tits.  

The old man then rocked forward, scooting even further to the edge of the bed as his hands returned to her ass. "Hold tight you wanton little slut."

"OHHH!! Harry, are you sur-AHHH!!" Elena cried out as suddenly like a man possessed the 70 year old sprung up from the bed, Elena still embedded on his shaft as he took two steps forward. The Queen clutched to his neck while he held her plump ass tightly, fingers creating 10 red marks where they dug into her flesh. Harry swung his hips back quickly only to slam them forward. FWAPPP!!

"AGHHH!" the married wife screamed feeling his cock pull back and then jam itself mightily back inside her tight wetness as she hung completely in the air in this standing position. SLAM. SHWAPP. PHLACK. Over and over the geezer's hips shot forward, the round ass of the Queen slamming back down to meet him, her cheeks undulating under the vivacious assault as the old man pounded his warty snake into her. His huge heavy sack was covering an insane distance as it swung back and forth to loudly smack into her meaty ass.

"Mmmm, yess ... OHH. Harry!" she moaned, her long legs and cute feet bouncing up and down past his sides with each lurch of his body into hers. THROP THROP THROP. The Queen was bucking on a man nearly 50 years older than her, her juices leaking down his shaft and sliding over those hairy balls, matting them in sticky liquid lust.

Harry slowed for just a second, only to viciously drill her with mighty entire-length spears of his bumpy python. "Tell me what ya want ol' Harry to do Queen Elena," he demanded between pulverizing thrusts.

"Ohhh, I want you to fuck me! Fuck my wet pussy Harry!" she begged, finally saying the words on her own without being told exactly what to say. The old trader grinned, lust in his beady little eyes. With a determined growl he turned, walking four paces to the nearest wall and slammed her against it; a framed landscape painting of Edge Landing knocking partially off it's hook from the tremor, hanging perilously at a diagonal angle from the corner. "OHHH!" the Queen squealed. 

"Take it, take it all my big titted royal slut!" he yelled, swinging his hips up furiously to bang into her with her plush ass pinned to the mall, his hands sliding down to hold her under her full thighs. THROP THROP THROP. 

"Yes! Pound me! Pound me with that huge old cock! I love it Harry!" she shrieked, gripping his back as her hips rolled and tried to grind into him with her curvy frame trapped against the wall. "Do it! Make me cum on that big fat monster!" The words shocked her with the ease with which they escaped her mouth, but she didn't care, her thighs were trembling and she was close to another massive orgasm.

SLAMMMMM!! CRAASSHHH! A ferocious thrust into the voluptuous Queen finally sent the painting on the wall to its doom, the vibration knocking it off the hook and crashing onto the floor, the frame splitting and tearing the canvas. Elena had never felt something so animalistic in her whole life, their barbaric mating sending her over the edge.

"AGHHH!! You bastard! Fuck me! FUCK ME!! AHHH ... HARRYYYY. I'm CUMMMMING!! I'm cumming on your huge COCK!!" she squealed her body humping up and down, big breasts sweaty and rolling on his chest, mashing into his flabby body. 

"AEEEIIIIII!!" she finally screamed, arching her neck, her head against the wall as sudden squirts escaped from her full lips and drenched his hairy forest of pubes. Elena's entire body was shaking, lost in the throes of passion, toes spread and ankles crossed behind his back as she tried to squeeze every inch of meat inside her as she came all over him. 

"Ughh. Close ..." Harry grunted, feeling the tingling in his balls as the sack lifted, ready to explode. "P .. out," Elena panted, not able to give him the full instructions as her beautiful tight pussy squeezed and clenched his thick shaft.

It was too much for Harry to take and he quickly lowered her to the ground as he backed out, her body slumping against the wall, eyes in a glaze. His chubby hand reached for his throbbing dick, aiming it directly at the Queen's face.

"ARRGHHHH" he groaned, back arching as two pumps of his shaft caused it to belch. A massive strand of ropey cum shot out like a cannon, finding its target between the queens glossy green eyes, causing her to finally shut them. With a 'splort' sound the cum splattered and droplets flicked onto her eyelashes and nose. String after string of old man seed bellowed forth from his darkened purplish tip, and soon the Elena's face looked like a bucket of unprocessed milk had been splashed on it.

"UGHH, Uhhhh ... Fuck," Harry said, coming down from his powerful orgasm, studying the beautiful Queen with her face full of his cum, her hair caked in it as well.

Slowly Elena opened her eyes, her big green irises finding his smaller eyes in the low lit darkness. A tongue extended out of her mouth, licking at the old man's cum, dragging it into her mouth and swallowing.

"That was the best sex of my life."

"It's gonna be a fun month, Yer Majesty."

