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Eleanor

She was so young, perhaps too young and maybe that was the problem. He looked at the Queen openly judging the woman sitting before him. He looked up from where he knelt on the carpeted stone floor, his expert mind already assessing the challenges ahead. Everything from the fact that she expected him to kneel before her throne to the way she had her hair up, done in the conventional way typical of the olden days, a style much better suited to the old dowager Queen was important to him. What he saw filled his mind with information that was then dutifully filed to be used when her training began. 

She was a beautiful woman and by the effect she had on him he knew how profound any men’s affection for her would run, especially her husband’s. 

Consequently, he could only imagine the frustration the King felt at her coldness in the Royal bedroom. Sir Manfred had learned to ignore whatever political reasons his employers had in hiring him and chose instead to concentrate on the immediate concern. The King was probably worried about the rumors that had inevitably started circulating about the frigid Queen and her inability to provide him with an heir to the throne. People did not care that she was still only eighteen and barely grown enough for her body to support bearing a healthy child. Churchmen and laypeople alike only clamored for assurances that only a proper and orderly succession to the throne could guarantee. Nobody wanted a new civil war in England. Brother Manfred, on the other hand, didn’t want to cloud his mind with the various angles of their politics. He knew full well that policy was beyond his control and never to his liking anyway. 

The Black Friar was also aware that it was this intentional obliviousness on his part that most of his wealthy and influential patrons secretly admired. 

Kings and lords spent virtually all their waking hours worrying about potential unrest and riots. What they wanted from him was to teach them how to forget about it all at least in the privacy of their chambers. 

“Your Majesty, I’m your humble servant,” he said looking at the Monarch’s broad open face. Brother Manfred could see that the problem the Queen had with her King was not an issue of his unappealing physique. King Henry III was a handsome man indeed. Thick curls of lustrous black hair neatly trimmed at his ears wonderfully added to his robust and brave face

delightfully drawing attention to his blue-green eyes that shone like sparkles of the sunshine upon warm tropical waters as the Monarch looked down on him. 

“Please stand, Sir Manfred,” the King said waving his hand encouragingly. 

“We appreciate the promptness of your arrival here at Westminster. It is our understanding that your journey was very long indeed. You came all the way from the East.” Manfred noticed the king’s apparent displeasure at the identity of his previous employer. He could not blame the man. It couldn’t be easy for the King of England and Protector of the Catholic faith to swallow the fact that he had just retained the services of a man just previously employed by none other than the heathen Sultan of the hated Turks. Even now despised Muslim troops were intent on destroying the last crusader redoubts in the Holy Land. Manfred suppressed a shrug. Too bad people chose to spend so much time and energy fighting with each other instead of devising ways to better worship themselves and the world around. Manfred considered himself a disciple of something much more elevated and pure than the various dogmas preached by whatever religious figurehead happened to occupy the seat of St. Peter in Rome or the throne of the great Caliph of Baghdad. 

“I departed the very same day I heard of your wish to see me, Sire,” Manfred bowed again. “I can only hope I have not kept your majesties waiting too long. The Almighty was merciful and blessed my journey with clement weather.” The King shuffled uncomfortably in his ornate chair, his eyes traveling almost as if of their accord to the slight figure of his Queen seated to his right. Suddenly conscious of Manfred’s judgmental eyes, he immediately looked back at the monk. He cleared his throat, and Manfred took this to be the signal that it was time for him to lay out what had to be done next. He chose not to wait for the Monarch to speak, knowing from experience that in a delicate situation such as this, no matter the importance of the elevated patron, it was the discomfort that ruled the audience. 

“Sire, if I may be so candid, perhaps now would be a good time for the noble Lords and Ladies to leave the room.” Dressed in the garb of a black Benedictine monk, Manfred found pleasure in the obvious affront this request caused the various nobility who until now had been standing or sitting around coolly observing his odd appearance. He wondered how many of them knew

the real reason for his presence here. No matter, he was here by order of the king himself. They would have to be good little acolytes and shuffle out. A Lord standing to the left of the king made to protest, but the King raised his arm silencing the silver-haired knight. 

“You heard the man,” the king bellowed. “Sir Jeremy, as captain of the knights of my personal guard, make sure everyone exits and stays a good distance from the doors. You can stand to watch on the outside until I call you. Brother Manfred has traveled a long distance and is an emissary of the Pope himself.” Hardly the truth but the king’s words had the desired effect evoking an audible gasp of awe from the assembled audience. “The Queen and I need a couple of hours to pray in the presence of this holy man.” 

Manfred suppressed a chuckle at the words. He hardly considered himself holy, but they would be praying soon enough for sure. 

“As you wish, Sire.” While the eminent men and ladies of the court slowly filed out of the spacious hall, Manfred looked back at the Queen resuming his appraisal of the young woman. 

Queen Eleanor of Aquitaine hadn’t spoken as of yet. Her only acknowledgment of his arrival had been a gentle nod in his direction, but her pale lips remained tightly pressed together. Manfred made a mental note to instruct her chamber maids about how best to apply the queen’s makeup. 

They would have to change up a little the way she did her hair. He could tell that she had a long graceful neck, high cheekbones and lovely ears that would all benefit from being properly displayed. 

It was important that the king’s consort be put on the pedestal she deserved. 

Even from the short amount of time he had spent in her presence, brother Manfred could feel her naturally timid nature. Submissiveness in a woman was a genuine blessing, but a Queen sometimes also had to know the fine art of domineering as well. The striking beauty of Eleanor’s appearance would go a long way towards intimidating the court and thereby helping foster a sense of awe toward their king. 

The last person had just left the room when the Queen spoke. She got straight to the point. “Surely the king of our realm would not tolerate that another man is allowed to lay hands on his queen.” Manfred found a deep sense of

admiration fill his heart as he heard the young woman’s quivering but sonorous voice. She pressed on. “Your presence here, brother Manfred, might be made out to be an affront not only to his highness but also the stability of the kingdom,” she added. 

She was smart indeed and had clearly heard of brother Manfred’s methods. 

He could not disagree with the risk of having the rabble know that their young queen had been in the presence of another man, especially not before being with child by the king. Such news was sure to cast a deep and irredeemable suspicion over the legitimacy of her offspring. 

The King nodded his agreement with the Queen. Manfred cleared his throat. 

His line of work frequently brought him face-to-face with conundrums such as this. On the one hand, he was brought in to reignite or even just plain set light to the fires of passion in the love life of a rich and powerful couple, while also, his mere presence could often cast a shadow of suspicion on their chastity. When it came to dealing with somebody almost virginal and young as the Queen, the risks outweighed the potential benefits. The only way around it would be for the king to stay and do his bidding. 

“Her Highness is correct in her concern, and I would not have accepted the honor and responsibility of answering your highness’ summons if I wasn’t sure that we would all be able to guarantee your chastity, and if I may so say so, sanctity even, your Highness.” Manfred could see that his words had a somewhat calming effect on the young queen. Until that moment, she had been sitting on the edge of her throne and looking down on him with obvious trepidation. Now she relaxed back in her seat obviously thinking that her concerns had been all for nothing. So gentle and naïve, thought Manfred. It was precisely the innocence of youth that he found most appealing of all human qualities. For hadn’t Christ said that children are nearest to God? He knew the young queen was headed for a somewhat harsh awakening. 

“I am here merely as your counsel, your highness,” he said looking at the king. “What we say and do here shall remain forever sealed by the sanctity of holy confession. However, for me to be able to help with your predicament, I will need to do away with some of the formalities and constraints of etiquette. 

In fact, I shall need your permission to dispense with all formality. From now on, until we’re done here tonight, I will address you both as equals. This

means that for tonight at least, your Highness will be simply Henry,” he bowed deeply towards the king. “And you my Queen will simply be Eleanor.” He bowed even deeper, his brow brushing against the carpet in the Queen’s direction. “When we are all done, we can all return to our worldly duties and resume the lives God has so wisely bestowed upon us.” 

Manfred looked up questioningly at the King. From experience, he knew that now was the moment of truth. Many an Earl or Duke had changed their minds and this point. It was difficult for a man accustomed to his title and position to relinquish it even if for the duration of a couple of hours. It was even harder for them to come to grips with the experience of being ordered about by a mere monk. 

The dark monk saw the queen visibly pale, but her full lips remained tightly sealed as she looked over at the king. Manfred was taken aback with the speed with which the king replied. 

“Brother Manfred, your reputation preceded you. I knew of your methods well in advance. Unlike my beautiful queen here, I have had ample time to come to terms with their unusual nature.” A thin smile now crossed King Henry’s lips. “I might be remiss if I did not admit to looking forward to some of them.” At his words, he looked over at Eleanor, who sunk back petulant and obviously disappointed in her seat. “You are hereby relieved, Manfred, of the requirement to maintain any decorum, at least until we’re done here tonight. I am firmly convinced that the importance of our goal tonight negates any concerns about propriety. We will have no problem even if you ask us to undress completely.” The King lifted an imperious arm in the direction of his young queen silencing her protests. “Also, in the interest of time, I had the royal physician bring out a number of the items I know you will need.” The king motioned over at a low table placed in a corner of the room covered with a blanket. This time, Manfred could not suppress the big grin that blossomed across his face. 

A loud gasp escaped the queen’s lips at that moment, and he looked to see her pressing a hand against her mouth in shock. He nodded and then bowed deeply. This was going to be much easier than he had initially expected. Now let the fun begin. 

“Then perhaps I should explain to Eleanor the reason for my visit here today.” The King nodded his agreement, and Manfred continued. “Henry has asked me to help you find your passion, my dear.” A deep blush rose in the cheeks of the youthful queen and progressively intensified with every word he said. 

“As I’m sure you are aware, your subjects are anxiously awaiting that you bare an heir to the throne as soon as possible. For this to happen, God has made it necessary that your body has to accept your husband’s seed, Eleanor.” The way he said her name made the Queen’s head shoot up as she stared dumbfounded at the monk. 

“In his letter to me Henry told me how difficult adapting to married life has been for you, my Queen. It is a sign of his deep unfettered love for you that the king searched and found a true expert on the matter. You apparently have heard of my reputation ahead of time, but I shall still add that at least until today, God has blessed me with consistent success when it comes to kindling the passions of a wife for her rightful husband. I am a firm believer that God has shown us the path to finding honest and genuine love. The challenge for us simple mortals is mere to accept it such as it happens to be for it is different for every individual. We are to learn to recognize these differences as God’s will.” 

“I will teach you both how to open up to receive life’s energy of pure love. 

By the end of tonight, you will both awaken and learn to surrender completely so that no love is left ungiven.” As he spoke, he delighted seeing the Queen’s face change from an expression of pure horror and disbelief to one of idle curiosity. 

“What is more,” he continued, “as we progress and you learn to do the exercises I teach you, you will be able to conceive and bare many healthy sons and daughters who will carry on the line of both your illustrious lineages. I can promise you that more than that, you will find immense personal joy in each other’s company. The knowledge that you are fulfilling your destiny and making your husband, your master, happy will make you feel whole again.” 

Manfred knew the deeply entrancing effect of his well-trained voice and

could already see the first telltale signs of dreaminess come over the young queen’s big beautiful brown eyes. 

He walked over to the low table where the King had pointed earlier and lifted the blanket that had been draped over it and smiled. All the instruments were here. 

“Now, before we start, I will need you both to undress all the way.” Manfred turned and saw the Queen shrink back almost as if trying to make herself disappear. “Henry perhaps you first. This shall set a wonderful example for your innocent young wife. It is important for her to see and understand who is the real leader, not only in your kingdom but also your bedroom.” The King stood and with trembling hands commenced fumbling with the ties holding up his mantle around his broad shoulders. 

Manfred could clearly see how taken with emotion the young monarch was. 

His fingers trembled as one after another the items of his clothing tumbled down on the floor by his sword and boots. He could see the Queen’s attention turned from him to her young husband’s body as it was slowly unveiled before her eyes. Manfred was familiar with the customs of the kingdom and knew well that even now, after almost two years of marriage, the young couple had probably still not seen each other fully disrobed. He smiled when he saw the hard royal cock spring like a small tree trunk from between the king’s thighs and the delectable blush that christened the queen’s gentle skin. 

“That is right, Henry, show your queen your might. Make her see with her own eyes the proud manhood she is to take into her body again and again later. Dear Eleanor, see how beautiful Henry’s cock is. Proud and strong it is throbbing for you. It is longing, hurting for the embrace of your folds.” 

Manfred spoke slowly making sure to take his time and enunciate every word piercing the young couple’s consciousness with its meaning. 

Finally, the king stood naked and proud before his Queen. 

“Now, Eleanor, I want you to stand up and disrobe. I want you to forget about me and concentrate on your husband as he sits back and resumes his throne expecting you to submit yourself to his will.” 

A small gasp escaped the Queen’s lips. She stood and for a moment looked at him with a baleful stare but seeing his remorseless expectation proceeded to fumble with the myriad ties along her bodice. Manfred waited patiently knowing that the elaborate gown of the Queen and the seemingly hundreds of little items that made up her attire will take some time for her inexperienced hands to release. As a Queen, she probably had at least two and maybe even more chamber maids assisting her every morning and evening with her garments. But he also counted on her tremulous and uncertain movements to elicit the natural protective response from her husband thus solidifying his lust for Eleanor. 

In the meantime, the monk occupied himself and studied the various implements of chastisement displayed on the little table in front of him. The King had outdone himself in ordering the implements. The number of flogs, whips, chains, leather straps and even pliers, went well above and beyond anything brother Manfred would have typically needed tonight. 

The old monk smiled to himself realizing that by the number and variety of implements the King had selected, he had clearly displayed his inner desires. 

This was perfect. The union of Henry and Eleanor had to have indeed been made in heaven, at God’s behest, because how else could one explain the fortuitous and wonderful pairing of a naturally passionate and willful man with a genuinely submissive young woman such as Eleanor. 

Manfred looked at the young queen as, tremulous and uncertain, but unquestioning and silently obedient, she was shedding her garters. Yes, she had tried to negotiate a protest earlier, but Manfred was more than willing to bet that it had all been a result of her upbringing and the expectations she felt required of her chastity. The young girl probably even now felt deeply conflicted at having to do this strange man’s bidding and would have vehemently protested were it not for her king’s command. But it was precisely the readiness and eagerness with which she had jumped to comply that bespoke her true nature. Manfred knew without having to check for himself that even now she was probably moist between her thighs. He took a deep whiff and felt he was right. 

Manfred’s attention was reclaimed when he heard the King gasp. Eleanor had just shrugged off the last item of clothing and was standing naked, demurely

straight at the small podium before her king as she tried to innocently cover her breasts and pubic mound with her tiny hands. 

“Put your hands by your side, child, and let your husband see you. Don’t be bashful but let him admire your body, the temple with which you shall serve him and worship him.” 

He could clearly see why the young queen had so captured the soul of her King. It wasn’t just her obvious beauty. She was enticingly thin with long, firm thighs and heavy, perfectly sculpted breasts. Her hips where seductively wide and he could tell she would have no problem delivering the king’s offspring. Her face was not only pleasant but would have easily made an Italian sculptor pine for her affections. Her beautiful lips were full and when drawn together formed an appetizing little pout. Her hair was dark brown and hung down her back like a mane. Her eyes appeared neither too light nor too dark but were the perfect shade for the youthful complexion of her radiant skin. 

“Very well my dear now go kneel by your husband’s throne and kiss his feet.” He almost laughed at the Queen’s expression. By now she was probably in the process of truly loathing the monk and therefore not speaking to him. Her look of indignation seethed with hatred and Manfred counted himself lucky that those big beautiful brown eyes couldn’t in fact cast daggers at him. 

The monk deliberately ignored her and instead moved to rearrange the carpets and furs on the ground making a comforting warm alcove corner at one side of the room. Luckily there were plenty of cushions, draperies and furs lined all across the chairs and tables that he collected and went about spreading. As he was doing that, he instructed the couple to gaze into each other’s eyes in silence. It took him a few moments before he considered the coverings plush enough for the Royal couple to lay upon. 

When he came back to them, he found them looking upon each other’s faces, a thin smile crisscrossing their lips. Eleanor had her hands gently resting on her husband’s knees. 

“Let us play a game of make-believe,” he said. “Let us pretend that you

Henry and you Eleanor have just met mere hours ago. You have never met before but came upon each other, oh I don’t know, say in a barn. Henry is a violent and remorseless country bandit, while you little Eleanor are the farmer’s chaste daughter. You whimper and shiver with fright as you kneel at his feet begging him to spare your life, but more importantly, that he preserve your honor.” 

The couple who had for a moment been distracted by the monk’s presence again looked at each other and Manfred was pleased to see a gentle frown of anxiety cross the girl’s lips. “Henry, you to lick your lips as you feel your cock, and you pump it with your fist. You know that you will not spare this wench today. She is simply too alluring to pass up. Who knows when fate will catch up with you and the hangman’s noose will tighten its just grasp around your throat. You are a desperate man with no remorse. You leave your ax and shield and undress naked for you want to feel the girl’s body against your skin. You have a few questions for her, don’t you, Henry?” The King looked from Manfred to the girl kneeling at his feet, her small hands gently holding onto his ankles, her eyes moist with tears. 

“What’s your name, wench?” The King growled. 

“Eleanor, my Lord,” the young queen responded in a small voice. 

“Stand up, wench. Stand up and turn around for me.” Almost immediately the young woman stood uncertainly and then turned her face blushing. The monk took a step back and crossed his arms over his chest. Clearly the King had known about his methods and had been prepared to slip into the part he needed quite easily indeed. Manfred was enjoying this charade immensely. 

He felt, however, he needed to give them one last instruction before he allowed nature to take its course. 

“I want you both to be honest about the feelings you would feel if you were indeed in the situation we are pretending you are. You, Eleanor – give in, surrender yourself to your mind-numbing fright. And you Henry – do not hold back but lash out if you feel you have to. Go on now, don’t dawdle.” 

“Yes,” they both said almost in one voice making Manfred smile with satisfaction. The couple was naturally responsive, and he was now sure they

would take well to his training and conditioning. 

“You have a pretty ass, wench. How old are you?” growled Henry. 

“Eighteen, my Lord,” she said red-faced squirming where she stood in front of him. Henry sat forward, and his hand came down between her legs and squeezed between her thighs and then he gave her maiden lips a tough squeeze. 

“That’s nice,” the King grinned. “So tight and very wet. Tell me wench are you a virgin?” Manfred saw Eleanor’s eyes briefly flick in his direction and then she looked up at her King. She mumbled something and looked down at her feet. Her small cute toes were curling and then curling like little fists against the cold stone floor. “I asked your question, wench! Are you a virgin?” 

“No, my Lord,” she whispered. 

“Say it louder.” 

“No, my Lord,” she said looking at Henry bolts of lightning in her eyes. 

“Then surely you must be a slut,” Henry glowered. “For how else can you explain to me why your cunt is sopping wet like that? A proper chaste woman would know only to get excited by her husband’s presence. Isn’t that so?” 

“Yes, my Lord.” Her voice was so tiny that for a moment Manfred actually felt sorry for her. 

“Repeat it!” the King growled swinging her by the shoulders and making her look up at him. 

“I am a slut, your H-, my Lord.” She kept her eyes demurely centered on the floor as her King took a step back to admire his wench. His eyes took a long moment to feast on her naked quivering breasts which Manfred saw, were covered with an enticing sheen of delectable sweat. He was glad for that, for now, his eyes could feast on her flesh without being captured by her enticing glare. 

Her firm breasts with her dark nipple-studded aureolas beckoned the King. 

The sight of her pale skin, the flashes of sweat gleaming off of it almost made him swoon. In some ways, he knew that feeling of vulnerability. In his case, it was caused by his ardent desire for his betrothed. Henry was the most powerful man in his kingdom, the King himself, and yet, somehow she bewitched him with her presence. When he turned his attention to her loins, he saw the gentle glittering of a drop of liquid perched on her quivering lip there, poised to drop down between her feet on the ground. 

In that instant, brother Manfred’s keen eye saw the shadow of a dark and very naughty thought cross the young king’s mind. 

Travelers had brought back news to the king of the ways of the rulers in the far east, a country called China, where the Emperors were known to use jewelry threaded through the lips of their concubines’ nether lips thus guaranteeing the preservation of their loyalty. They would imprison the labia with heavy steel locks thus proclaiming their ownership over the ladies of the court. At special gatherings, they would dole out the keys to men they trusted as a reward given for their service in time of need. Oh, how fun it would be to do that to Eleanor. Henry cast a glance at the monk who had taken a step back and was leaning on the wall in the shadows merely observing them now. 

He wondered if he could be of any assistance with this idea. Henry decided he would ask him later. 

“Then tell me wench why are you always so wet? If you are a slut who needs to be taken, how come your husband doesn’t please you?” Eleanor’s silence dragged on for long minutes before she spoke. The King’s hand never stopped moving buried between her legs, like an animal burrowing deep in there. The young Queen’s knees were visibly shaking now. 

“When we are in bed,” she said, her voice barely audible in the large stone hall, “he is so very gentle with me that I feel I might cause him dishonor if I acted out my lustful thoughts, my Lord.” 

Slowly, as if mesmerized, the King reached out with his right hand and took hold of his wife’s left nipple. Her body gave off a slight shiver as he gently stroked it. When he pulled on it, the girl took a sharp intake of breath and her teeth bit down slightly on her lower lip. Henry reached out with his left hand

and encircled the nipple on her right breast. He pinched both nubbins and gave them a gentle pull. He saw the little wench’s body shift and her knees spread wider. 

Inside her roiling thoughts, Eleanor chastised herself for the wantonness of her response to the manipulation of her breasts. What would her husband think of her now? How could she possibly explain it away? What neither he nor the odious monk realized was that the genuine reason for her inordinately chaste behavior in bed stemmed not from her frigid nature but quite the contrary. Ever since she had been a young girl, Eleanor was always aware of the ease with which her womanly nature took over under proper ministrations making her forget appropriate dignity and discipline. Even in her own marital bed, Eleanor was mortified by the risk of appearing to act as a common slut before her husband. He was the King of England, after all, and the very last man she wanted to offend. She truly loved Henry with all her heart. When that morning she had been faced with the inevitability of the monk’s visit, she had made up her mind that whatever happened, she would later plead that she had been under some dark magic spell cast by the nefarious Manfred. But now she was beginning to doubt that Henry would believe her. Would he accept the excuse that she was just acting because the monk had told her to do so? Was Henry acting too? She had never before seen him be so crude and beastly with her, but the effect of his behavior was making her so very weak at her knees that she couldn’t help shaking. What was it about tonight that made her so very excited? That was not how her mother had told her she ought to behave. A proper queen was supposed to lie demurely with her husband and Accepted his attentions without seeking them out like a common whore. But you can stop herself from acting that way. And the worst of it all was that the more lewdly she behaved, the harder her King got. The questions in Eleanor’s mind swirled and swirled chasing around like rabid rabbits. 

“Spread your legs,” Henry growled, and she complied immediately. 

Somehow even though he had never laid a forceful hand on her before Eleanor was already too afraid to do anything but obey. Afraid and excited. 

Again the King took hold of her sex and gave it a gentle squeeze. 

“I think you have to be punished, wench,” the King said his voice preternaturally quiet. “A beautiful wife, beautiful and voluptuous as yourself, should not presume to know what is best for her husband. She should not

hide from him any aspect of her body and mind even if she thinks it is inappropriate and lustful. If her nature offends him, it is his duty to set her straight. Not the other way around. Do you understand little slut?” He accompanied his question with a vicious squeeze that almost made the young girl be herself with shock. 

“Yes,” she hissed pain making her heart gallop threatening to burst out her small chest. “XXXX!” She whimpered when he increased the pressure between her legs. 

“Yes my Lord,” she corrected herself still facing the floor. Finally, he let go, and she was able to breathe a sigh of relief. She didn’t look up but listened to his heavy footfalls as he walked over to the low table with the implements of torture he had selected for the night. She knew that when he came back, it would be time for her punishment to begin. A tiny shiver ran through her body. She trembled almost wishing that the ground opened up and took her away hiding her eternal shame. Again, a significant part of her soul craved the tension that her husband’s attention brought. “Kneel to the floor,” Henry ordered. “Put your backside against your heels and press your forehead against the stone. Put your hands stretched out in front of you and kept that position until I tell you otherwise.” Had he done that before she wondered? 

His instructions were so very evil and precise. She had never before been whipped in her life. She was the queen of England! And precisely because of that here she was naked and alone about to be punished by none other than the King himself. A side of her wondered if she ought to scream for help, and another part of her thought that she actually deserved to be punished. In the back of her mind, she realized that she would put on a good show for this man who had wedded her and made her his queen. She heard an involuntary whine escape her lips and pressed them shut as tightly as she could, determined to keep her screams silent. 

Henry looked down at the naked form of his young queen. Flickering light from the torches along the walls made shadows dance all over her slight body. His cock had never been so hard before. He thought about asking the monk to administer the punishment but decided against it. He didn’t want anybody to come between him and the woman he so craved. A gentle keening whine escaped her tight pursed lips, and his cock twitched. Henry

looked up and saw the monk. The old man was grinning at him from the darkness beyond. The King smiled back and reared the whip high up in the air and then brought it forward laying the very first kiss of pain across his queen’s graceful pale back. 

Her voice echoed off the stone walls of the throne room reverberating for a long time before her body jerked and quaked and she sobbed herself silent again. When the second blow crossed her back slightly lower from where the first had fallen her voice came high and shrill. Again Henry raised his arm back for the third. Eleanor’s mind went into convulsions with the intense tendrils of pain her flesh was sending piercing straight through her mind. 

She had never experienced anything like this before. It was beyond anything she could have ever even imagined. Agony became misery as she found herself screaming as loud as she could holding nothing back. Henry waited for a couple of long moments to let her pain settle. He was in no hurry. He was the king. He was her master, and she was to learn to please him. Only that way would the world be set straight. The terrible King rained blows across his queen's graceful back in measured succession giving her enough time for the pain to grow and spread. She was in hell. He covered her from shoulders to rump crisscrossing along the tracks left before making her unsure as to where the next one would fall. She felt as if she had been placed in the middle of a bonfire and yet she felt she deserved it, like a heretic at the stake. Finally, Henry stopped. He was besides himself with lust and passion. 

He wiped the sweat from his brow with the back of his fist and drew himself near his sobbing victim poking her with his foot. 

“Stand up,” he commanded. “Stand up!” Eleanor heard the order but could not make herself comply. Shame, pain, and misery overwhelmed her. 

Suddenly she felt the long thin whip bite into her buttocks, and she screeched in pain. 

“Stand up!” This time despite her misery Eleanor struggled up to her feet. 

She was sobbing like a baby. She looked up to see her malicious master gazing down on her. She was not very tall, and he towered from where he stood. She saw in his eyes his deep satisfaction with her chastisement, and she knew immediately that what she had to endure it was merely a sample of the agony he was able to administer if he wanted. Eleanor decided she had

had enough. She would do anything to bring her torture to an end. If her husband wanted her to be a wanton whore in bed, she would do it. If he wanted her to writhe and moan like a bitch in heat, she would please him. Her pitiful moans and whines flowed freely from her lips and echoed off of the stone walls. 

Eleanor kept whimpering, venting her misery out loud for the King and his friend the monk to witness. She didn’t stop herself from crying out loud seeing through tear -soaked eyes the effect her misery had on her husband’s throbbing hardness. The young Queen found her lack of control liberating and the effect her body head on the man of her life empowering even though her mind was too far gone with pain to rationally appreciate her realization. 

Finally, he had had enough. “Silence!” Growled Henry. After a moment or two, Eleanor was able to rein in her pitiful expressions of misery. She closed her eyes and then opened them again to look upon her Lord and Master, the only one who could bring an end to her suffering. Somewhere from the back of the spacious room, she heard the voice of the heinous monk, “Eleanor of Aquitaine, do you beg forgiveness from your master, the King, for your sin of frigidity?” 

“Yes! Yes! I do!” She blurted out instantaneously and with no reservation. 

Deep down Eleanor realized she had indeed sinned, and she did long for her Lord’s forgiveness. 

“Beg forgiveness from your King!” The monk ordered. 

Her face smothered in tears, fires of pain still burning all over her shaking body, Eleanor looked at her King with pleading eyes and called out to him, 

“Please my Lord Henry, forgive me! Please forgive your wife’s timidity in bed! Please have mercy!” 

Henry’s face was impassive for a long moment, and she suddenly panicked that he would not grant her the forgiveness she so desperately craved. She cried and stared hopefully at the King. Her sobs echoed from the cold walls, the room silent as a tomb. 

“Fine,” was all Henry said, and the monk knew it was time to persevere. He

came up suddenly behind the Queen taking her hair in his fist making her look up at her master. “Do you beg to serve your Lord he asked her.” 

“Yes! Oh yes! I do, please!” Eleanor begged. He owned her completely. She would obey the King as if his word was spoken by God Himself. The monk saw Henry raise his hand and signal to him to spare his Queen more abuse. 

He would grant her plea to serve him. Manfred was pleased with his master’s decision and noted that the King’s hard manhood pointed straight up at the sky. All was going well. He knew Henry craved contact with his Queen’s flesh. 

He turned to the Queen. “Your master has granted your wish. Now, crawl to him and offer him your tribute. Use your mouth on his manhood and drink all that he offers you.” When she heard the news, Eleanor was overcome with joy. Her torture was at an end. When she felt the monk release her hair from his strong fist, her knees gave way, and she fell to the floor. It took her moment to gather her strength and she looked up and saw Henry’s face beautiful face contorted in lust for her. 

She was only eighteen, and yet a precautious epiphany struck her in that instant. (From the Warlord’s Concubine volume 2)

“Your Highness, if I might suggest that next time when you do it you finish on her face and let it dry there for the night. I have read that in the East they have discovered that a husband’s seed when allowed to absorb into the skin of his woman not only brings about a healthy glow but also increases her love and resilience through the subsequent night.” The King nodded. I always meant to ask you, Manfred, how is it that a churchman such as yourself is so involved and knowledgeable with matters of the body, asked the King. 

Manfred smiled seeing as the King was finding it difficult to concentrate now that his wife’s mouth was eagerly ministering to his eager tension. “Some would even say that your methods border on the heretical.” 

Manfred bowed deeply. He would love to stay around and talk more with the king but his time was limited. He had another appointment booked with the king’s brother-in-law later that night. It was time to wrap things up here and leave the young Royal couple to do their business and ensure the prosperity of the realm. 

“Your Highness will be surprised if he only knew how many men in the higher echelons of church hierarchy have relatives who would rather burn at the stake than see me handed over to the Holy Inquisition,” Manfred smiled thinly. 

“And please remember Henry and Eleanor,” the monk looked pointedly from the one to the other making sure they not only heard his words but understood their meaning. “Whatever happened here tonight is sealed by the holy vows of confession. I expect to see the results no longer than nine months from today. Is that understood, my children?” 

They both mumbled something unintelligible — the King too far gone into the land of ecstasy, while his young Queen’s eager mouth was preoccupied with her labors of love. 

~

The end. 



Thank you for reading The Queen is Most Eager Now. I hope you enjoyed it at least as much as I loved writing it. 

If you had fun with this book, please consider more of my works at my Amazon Author’s Page. 

Probably the best way to contact me would be via Twitter:

@AlexCarlsbad

You can also find me on:

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/alex.carlsbad

Email: alexcarlsbad@gmail.com

Please click here if you would like to know about future release dates and upcoming promotions. 

Your reviews are greatly appreciated! I can only imagine how valuable your time is to you. Writing even a couple of lines in a review to this book will not only inform me of your opinion, but also inspire me to keep writing for your enjoyment. I love reading your thoughts, feedback, questions, comments and even concerns. 

My Submission to the Doctor

I am my Master’s lamb. 

I am his to use and guide. Like clay in his fingers, he will mold me into the perfect young submissive. I have no experience with men and all my life ahead to make up for it. Old enough to be my father, he will bend me to his will until I learn my place. 

Volume 1 of Lena’s Journey





Laura Meets the Sultan of Zandalar

Laura Hancock, the demure twenty-seven-year-old teacher has come a long way since she met Carter Garrett, the older domineering billionaire. She has agreed to do a lot for him and discovered a dark eroticism running deep in her own mind. But she still has a long way to go before finding the true limits of her nature. 

Could it all be a dream of a feverish mind, or does a secret society steeped in dark rituals and old traditions hold sway over the world for real? 

 This is Volume 6 of the Laura’s Submission Series

Pegged by My Boss: A Confession

Brian is stressed. He feels overwhelmed by his responsibilities at work but most of all by the ever unhappy and domineering Ms. 

Matthews, his boss. Will he be able to cope with a fast approaching deadline, save his job and keep the older woman happy? 





 This book contains sexually explicit situations and is meant to be enjoyed by mature readers at least eighteen years of age. 

Humiliating the Schoolgirl

Anna is an eighteen-year old high-school student that is struggling to manage her time between applying for college, submitting scholarship applications and her two jobs moonlighting as a cashier and bartender at a local strip club. 

She has also found it necessary to write and publish erotica novels that she sells to help support her ailing mother. 

Life is tough and joyless until she falls under the dark influence of Jake, a professional dominant Master who has found a secret Anna will pay anything to protect. 

8,205 words. 

Milked in London

Jennifer and Ben are happily married and working on building their young family. A financial crisis unfortunately rends their idyllic life asunder casting the young blonde mother adrift and shell-shocked in search of a way to help her family survive. 

Mr. Costas, their neighbor happens to be able to suggest a solution. 



Hopefully, Ben will not find out how suggestible his petite engorged wife turned out to be. 

Chastising the Innocent Teacher

When a pretty and impressionable young woman goes to work in the Middle Eastern Sultanate of Zandalar, she finds it to be everything she expected: Quaint, charming, friendly… and very boring. 

Luckily she has a vivid and very naughty imagination to fill in what the traditional conservative society does not allow. 

Soon she finds herself at the mercy of the severe court accused of lewdness and disrespect. 
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