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 Introduction
 Defining what folk music actually is, is nearly as difficult as deciding what actually makes a story erotica rather than romance, horror, sci-fi or literary fiction. Is it the subject matter? The instruments it’s played on? The language used? While folk music tends to consist of songs which have been passed down orally for so many generations that their original composers are unknown (but bands like the Levellers are often described as ‘modern folk’), and erotica tends to have quite a lot of explicitly described sexual activity, the boundaries still blur. People tend to fall back on claiming that they’ll know it when they come across it.
 The eight stories that make up this collection are all, broadly speaking, erotica and the songs they relate to are all, broadly speaking, folk songs. Some are light-hearted bawdy romps; one is a gentle, almost traditional romance; a couple are dark, twisted and just a little scary. Authors were given free rein to choose a song that they reckoned fell into the folk category, and then to see what kind of story they came up with. So there’s a gloriously eclectic mix on offer: present-day realism, paranormal, historical, LGBT, heterosexual, kinky or vanilla.
 Vanessa de Sade picked the most contemporary piece of music: her story Widicombe Woods was inspired by Widicombe Fair, a modern take on the traditional ballad by Max Scratchmann and Michael Dyer, where a maiden has good reason to take drastic action rather than be married off to an unsuitable man.
 My True Love’s Ring, by Zak Jane Keir, gives a BDSM-style makeover to a song variously known as Sovai, Sovay, Cecilia or The Female Highwayman, in which a woman who doubts her lover’s commitment decides to put him to the test with a spot of cross-dressing.
 An unsettling and memorable reworking of King Henry, one of the Child ballads, pits Henry I against the terrifying dark goddess Erecura in Janine Ashbless’s More Meat, while Lord Bateman, a tale of an imprisoned crusader and the woman who sets him free, was sparked off by Jim Moray’s version of the old song with the same name according to Slave Nano.
 Probably the best-known song drawn on for this anthology is Clementine, whose unfortunate heroine was chosen by Aishling Morgan for some 21st century full-tilt filthy fun. Elizabeth Coldwell offers a story based on Heer Halewijn, one of the earliest folk songs in existence. The original is in Dutch, and there is an English song on an identical theme known as Lady Isabel and the Elf Knight. In Halewijn’s Song, a resourceful heroine outwits a murderous elf-lord but only after she’s had her fun with him.
 Broadstairs Bloke Week, by Helen J Perry, not only has its roots in The House Carpenter, sometimes called The Daemon Lover but also makes affectionate mention of the thoroughly real Broadstairs Folk Week. Finally, J M Kaye picks another Child ballad, Alison Gross, as the starting point for The Wyrm, featuring an overly arrogant young man who gets more than he bargained for when he wanders into the path of a witch with evil intentions.
 Child ballads, it’s perhaps worth mentioning, are not specifically for or about children, but are a hugely comprehensive collection of folk songs amassed and published by one Francis James Child over a century ago. I must also mention that the original idea of doing an anthology based on folk songs came from Slave Nano and to him and all my other authors I extend my thanks.
 To you, dear readers, I extend an invitation to slip between these pages with a song in your heart, as soon enough you should have your hand in your pants as well.
 Sallyanne Rogers



 Widicombe Woods
 By Vanessa De Sade
 William
 They had been set to clearing the winding path to Widicombe since daybreak, he and Caleb, the farrier’s son. The August sunshine was turning the hedgerows fecund and creating unruly growths which slapped at the perspiring faces of passing pilgrims and grabbed at their sandaled feet; and though the boys’ limbs ached and their throats were parched it seemed that there were many miles yet to coppice before they could rub down their tools and head wearily homewards for the day.
 “Aye, ‘tis a fine progress we have made thus far, William,” Caleb said now, straightening up painfully and leaning on his scythe. “But I fear were we to cut until the Devil comes to claim his own we would not clear this path today and I posit that we stop until the long shadows cross the path before recommencing our task with renewed vigour. For the Steward, our master, sits wagering at dice with recalcitrant pilgrims in the taverns of Widicombe, and it is only God who sees that we pause momentarily in our labour, and does not the Preacher tell us that even the Good Lord Himself rested on the seventh day of creation?”
 “’Tis a poor day’s labour we seem to have done, right enough,” William agreed, surveying the neat piles of cut ivy and stripped yew all along the winding road behind them. “And yet I’m sure that my father, the Squire, will curse me for a knave when I get home and chastise me once again for forsaking my college education to take up this life of husbandry in his woods that he knows I so love.”
 “Then come, good friend, and let us partake of an hour’s respite, for we are cursed as scoundrels whatever the outcome, and Widicombe pond is but five minutes’ hike from the path, and promises cool shade and clear water to sooth our aching joints,” Caleb replied, laying down his scythe.
 ***
 Eleanor
 It had been a long and arduous trek through the woodland to the tiny cottage of Eleanor, the witch’s daughter, and Rosalind had been obliged to keep to the overgrown drover’s path lest people see her and question her business with the wicked one.
 “How now, Rosalind, what ails thee, friend?” Eleanor said, spying her. Her face was full of concern as she watched her companion emerge from the dark of the forest and make her way up the winding path through her herb garden, the sun glinting like bottle glass on her flaming red hair.
 “For your skin is as pale as fresh-fallen snow and I fancy your cheeks are streaked with tears.”
 “Ah, Eleanor, woe is me,” the redhead replied, wiping her face with a fine lace handkerchief. “For I bring bad tidings on all fronts, my father’s ships are lost at sea and we are ruined!”
 “And is there no solution to be had, no lender who will help the good Burgher regain his status and his wealth?” Eleanor enquired as she took her friend into her arms and inhaled her scent of fresh sweat and scented soap. The musk of brushed undergrowth was still new upon her clothes as Rosalind nuzzled closer than she had ever publicly dared before. “Ah, there is indeed a solution,” Rosalind sighed, holding Eleanor tight and feeling all the familiar, forbidden, sensations as she laid her face in her friend’s ebony-black hair and drank her in. The peasant girl’s creamy skin was pearlescent in the warm afternoon sun, her eyes as sapphire blue as the cloudless August sky. “For my father has signed an agreement with the Squire who has a renegade son that no nobleman will consider for his daughter and, therefore, I am to be betrothed to some wastrel boy who toils in the forest like a common labourer in exchange for gold, even as was our Lord sold for a mere thirty pieces of silver...”
 “Then, come, come away with me,” Eleanor whispered urgently, holding her close, oh so very close. “For we have known that this day would come eventually. So come, Mistress, let us away. I have some small amount of money and I see that you still wear pearls. We would not starve and would eventually find some employment, as you have your letters and can keep a farmer’s accounts in some distant county...”
 But Rosalind shook her head sadly, her long, luxuriant red hair falling over her sad face, her hands tight on Eleanor’s hips. “The Squire is impatient for the nuptial ceremony to be carried out at the morrow’s Fair. Coins have already changed hands and the banns been posted. And his bailiffs would pursue us and drag me back and perform God knows what atrocities upon you should we flee, and I cannot allow you to sacrifice yourself thus on my behalf. So come, let us bathe in Widicombe pond once more before I go to meet my fate...”
 ***
 William
 They had splashed around and cooled themselves in the emerald green waters of the hidden pool and now sat quietly, naked like beached seals sunning themselves on the rocks, letting the warmth of the high sun dry them and caress their aching limbs before they were obliged to once more recommence their labour and clear the winding Widicombe road in time for tomorrow’s fair.
 But the afternoon heat was soporific and William found himself getting drowsy as he lay there, showing no inclination to rise as Caleb stood up and stretched himself like a lewd statue of a satyr. His long muscular legs were covered in a down so thick it was easy to imagine they sported cloven hooves, not to mention the heavy cock which hung over his fat balls like a grinning gargoyle in the cathedral, its head bared at birth, as was the custom of his family when blessed with a boy child.
 He had seen Caleb naked many times before, of course, but he was always aware of an unnatural, and certainly ungodly, sensation coursing through him each time he beheld the other’s sinewy body, the bone-white skin so covered in hair like a forest beast, that patch of thick down upon his chest knotting its way to a thorny vine all the way to the cock that sat in its own thicket of fur so dense that William fancied it would be fragrant, like dried leaves ready for the fire.
 And, of course, though he would not whisper it to a single soul, when he lay in his bunk late at night and... touched himself, it was Caleb he thought about, thought about his friend’s big and heavy prick and imagined it rising up like a sapling branch, the fiery red head inflamed and slick with moisture as he brought his shameful mouth down upon it and swallowed it all up, massaging that big ripe plum with his tongue while his fingers cupped the heavy balls and revelled in their heat...
 “Why, William, what forbidden dreams of comely wenches pass through your sinful head that your cock rises up before you like a Lothario’s prick?” Caleb’s voice suddenly intruded into his filthy reverie, and he looked down in horror to see that his own, not insubstantial, organ was as stiff as a frost-kissed reed and standing out in front of him like a ship’s figurine.
 “I’m so sorry, Caleb...” he stammered, his face crimson and his hands flapping as he tried without success to conceal the monumental erection that seemed to defy his frenzied fingers, but Caleb laughed and laid a restraining hand on his shoulder.
 “Why, hush now, friend, do not concern yourself, for you have a fine cock and it looks most handsome, up so erect and proud in all its glory. Why, I even fancy that my own poor Toby appreciates its majesty and is rising up to accompany yours, for it is well known that the sight of hardness breeds hardness and I would be a poor friend indeed if I did not permit you to feast your eyes on my arousal as I have gluttonously gorged myself on yours...”
 Even as he spoke, William saw that his friend’s cock was indeed stiffening, and he slowly let his own frantic hands relax and lie at his side as he gazed openly at Caleb’s prick towering out from his jungle of bush like some obscene obelisk erected by a heathen civilisation.
 “You’re so big,” he whispered in a voice so low it was practically inaudible. “And your naked cockhead reminds me of a ripe damson oozing with sap, yet as hard as if it had been hewn from glittering pink granite or some crimson jade from the distant Orient...”
 “Then come, let me denude the cranium of your own fine beast so we may compare dicks,” Caleb whispered as he sat down beside him, his long, thick cock so erect that it curved upwards like a woodsman’s bow. Reaching for William, he inched the soft chamois of his foreskin down to expose his aching prick in all its naked glory, the little ejaculation slit open like a mouth and leaking crystal clear pre-come like sweet glycerine, the purple-red of the exposed bell-end a stark contrast to the soft, old parchment colour of his long and veiny shaft.
 “Can you wrap your fingers right around me?” William managed to groan, not quite daring to reach for Caleb’s cock and touch it as he did in his dreams. “Can you wind your fingers round my shameful nakedness and draw my sinful seed?”
 “Like this?” Caleb breathed, his own cock so taut it was jumping. He man-handled William’s stiffness with a firm grip, jerking his rigid prick roughly up and down, once, twice, thrice and then gasping with pleasure as his friend began to climax, his thick white jism shooting up and out into the warm summer air, like the pictures of erupting geysers in the Parson’s library, soaking everything in sight with the hot and salty liquid.
 ***
 Eleanor
 Some boys were lying on the rocks at the other side of the lake when they arrived, but even from this distance Eleanor recognised them as the estate steward’s apprentices and knew that they would soon depart. Sure enough, even as she watched, they quickly dressed and stole back into the woods. Guiltily, she fancied.
 “Come, Mistress, we are alone,” she called quietly to Rosalind, beckoning her to emerge from the trees. “And may now enjoy the pleasures of the water in relative solitude.”
 “Then cover your eyes while I disrobe,” her friend whispered from the greenery, unlacing the front of her bodice and slipping off her gown, her thick stubby nipples erect from the summer breeze and prominent under the fine silk of her chemise. “For it is bad enough that God and all his angels may gaze upon my nakedness without your sinful eyes devouring me also...”
 “My eyes are covered, Mistress, you may enter the water secure in that knowledge,” Eleanor lied, watching through her parted fingers as Rosalind wriggled her under slip up over her head and stood naked before her, her breasts pert and pointed with big upstanding nipples of so pale a pink that the areolas were almost invisible; white skin that resembled the first kiss of frost and her long slim body and ample hips like all seven of the wonders of the world rolled into one, the jewel in her generous crown being the flame of thick red hair that emblazoned her proud cunt as she ran quickly from the shelter of the woodland to the safety of the placid waters of the pond.
 “Ah, you wicked girl,” Rosalind chided as she splashed into the water, her long red locks turning the colour of dried blood as they clung to her pale shoulders. “For without proof I know that you opened your eyes and gazed upon the full moon of my waxy-white bum as I ran naked from the cover of the forest!”
 “Ah, no, Mistress,” Eleanor replied with a wicked smile. “For in truth I parted my fingers a crack and gazed upon your wondrous flame-plumed fanny as you denuded yourself in the trees and I drank in your nakedness from the moment you bared your body before me.”
 “Sinful hussy!” Rosalind spat in mock disgust, splashing water at her friend. “’Tis a wonder that the Lord God does not strike us down for sinners where we stand...”
 “Perhaps the Almighty is busy elsewhere and has no time for gazing at our poor pussies,” Eleanor whispered as she unfastened her gown and stepped out of it, her body clad in nothing but what she was born in. She was a tall girl of but one-and-twenty, with a sheaf of thick raven hair and skin like alabaster, though her face and forearms were caressed a light golden brown by the sun and the areolas on her heavy low-slung breasts so dark a crimson as to be almost black.
 “I made a vow that I would never again run my fingers through the slippery and forbidden places of your pussy or let you touch my own fecund slit in return,” Rosalind whispered, her breasts rising and falling as she ate up Eleanor’s nakedness with her hungry eyes. “And yet you wantonly parade your unclothed cunt before me like some sleek black panther from a dark and rugged continent and my resolve falters in the face of your bewitching nudity...”
 “Then if we be damned for our Sapphic yearnings, let us not hold back but take our love to its sacred climax together before you must sacrifice your hymen on the alter of some indifferent buck’s half-hearted lust,” Eleanor moaned as she strode into the water and took Rosalind in her arms, raining hot kisses down the redhead’s cool swan’s neck.
 “Why, mean you to fuck me, Madam?” Rosalind teased, her own hands already busy on Eleanor’s full rounded buttocks and pulling her lover’s hips against her own as she kissed the other’s cheeks and face.
 “Had I been blessed with a cock I would already have penetrated your glistening wet oyster, but instead the dexterity of my poor fingers on your hot and hard clitty will need suffice...”
 “Then pleasure me as I will you, oh love of my life,” Rosalind breathed in surrender, letting her friend touch her at will. “For when the sun sets on Widicombe Fair tomorrow evening I shall be a married woman and you and I ne’er more can meet...”
 “Perhaps not,” Eleanor moaned between kisses. “For perhaps I can make a deadly potion that might end this deadlock and free you from your life of servitude.”
 “Fie, what black witchcraft do you offer, Madam?” Rosalind groaned as she felt Eleanor’s fingers enter her and begin to explore the fleshy orchid of her cunt.
 “One of the whitest kind if you will but trust me...” her lover replied, but Rosalind had already begun to climax and her cries of ecstasy masked any sensible reply as she bucked and arched in Eleanor’s strong and loving arms.
 ***
 William
 The sun, which had shone brightly all day as drunken farmers cavorted along the winding road to Widicombe Fair, now threw long shadows as the two of them stood in sombre silence, heads bowed, in the dappled shade of a secret clearing in the woods. Nestled unseen beyond the church hill, though near enough to be within earshot of the matins bells, it was far enough away to still be deemed unconsecrated ground.
 Before them on a rustic bier lay the cold cadaver of the Lady Rosalind, her plaited red hair like a dying flame in the fading light, and her still body clad simply in a dress of Lincoln green with no ornamentation save for a fine Nottingham lace collar hand-stitched around her long swansdown neck; a funeral lily the clean blue-white of early-morning milk placed in her cold dead hands, her simple coffin draped with fresh-picked forest flowers and herbs. Rosemary for remembrance, wild pansies for her tender thoughts now stilled, confections of fennels, columbines and rue.
 Neither the lady’s father or his own had deigned to stand at the unholy graveside, but he and Caleb had resolved to honour the memory of his tragic wife-to-be and stood proudly as the witch’s daughter sang an ancient dirge. Then they nailed her simple coffin shut and let the damp earth swallow up its own, the tiny blue-glass phial of poison discovered at her side this morning concealed in a pocket of her gown, a simple string of pearls around her neck to pay her way in the Godless afterlife of the suicide.
 ***
 Eleanor
 The midnight moon waxed red and bloodied, and a universe of stars formed a canopy of phosphorescence above her head, as she glided through the sleeping woods like a shadow, her footsteps inaudible above the screech owl’s cry and the hungry vixen’s plaintive bark. The thwarted bridegroom had returned to the humble cottage of the farrier’s son, and even now the strapping lad consoled his fellow in way that no priest would condone, while in the town the Burgher and the Squire gamed for the lost gold of a dowry not now honoured.
 But Eleanor cared little for the fates of others as the quicksilver blade of her keen spade glinted with the cold light of the watching moon, and she dug into the still-warm blanket of the springy green turf and the protective earth beneath, uncovering the wilted flowers and freshly planed wood of Rosalind’s humble coffin, buried so lonely out here, away from the prying eyes of the church and the beaky noses of its raven-like wardens.
 And, hark, did she hear a sound, a subdued gasp, as she wrenched out the fresh steel nails of the rustic coffin lid? Or did some unholy being utter a cry as she cleared the earth and dragged Rosalind’s lifeless body to the surface and laid her in the baptismal dew of the long damp grass?
 “Not much longer, love,” she whispered into the deaf ear of the corpse as she felt in its pocket for the translucent blue poison phial, with its neatly engraved skull leering from the indigo beaker.
 “Come back to me,” she beseeched as she ground fragrant herbs and distilled their essence into the tiny cut-glass bottle, mixing the deadly potion with fresh life, parting the cold blue lips and letting drop after drop of devilry trickle down and work its magic, feeling the first stirrings of a pulse, hearing the quick intake of breath as sensibility returned once more and the good red heart buried deep within that white marble breast began once more to beat.
 “Eleanor?” Rosalind’s eyes flickered open as she spoke the word.
 “Yes, love...”
 “Eleanor, I have had such a long sleep. Did all go well?”
 “Aye, love, all went well, indeed. The Lady Rosalind is no more and you are free to live the vagabond life of a witch’s daughter...”
 “Then let us away, lest the sun rises and finds us still in this cursèd county where some may know us and unmask us for shades,” she beseeched, sitting up and reaching for the peasant clothing which her lover had brought.
 “Aye, let us away indeed,” Eleanor replied, taking her into her arms. “But the smiling moon still hangs high in the darkling sky and the stars do shine with the arctic brilliance of the magnificent aurora borealis, so there is time, I think, for one fond kiss, or maybe two, before we sinners must, indeed, be on our way...”
 And Rosalind did not reply with mere words, though she did employ her full red lips.



 My True Love’s Ring
 By Zak Jane Keir
 She’d got most of the clothes off eBay over the last couple of weeks: the leather trousers and waistcoat, the second-hand bike boots and the peaked black leather cap. They’d been hidden in the locker under the bed, along with the other items, until tonight. Until it was time to put them all on.
 She began, of course, with the main attraction. The harness fitted snugly over her hips, and the new silicon prick was held securely in place. Syl ran her fingertips over the length of it, admiring her reflection in the old, speckled mirror on the back of the door. Naked apart from the strap-on rig, Syl was a tall, slender woman with short, light brown hair and muscles kept toned by regular swimming. She’d always been content with her body, and tonight she was even more so: her body was the type best suited for what she was about to do. If she’d had a different body, one with big, bouncy tits and curves, it might have been more difficult.
 But if she’d had a different type of body, would she be in this position in the first place? Syl pushed that thought away: things were the way they were and that was all. Syl loved D, D loved Syl and everyone else could just fuck off with their finger-pointing and their anxious whispered questions and their clammy-handed fake concern. People just didn’t like you to get out of the box they’d put you in, even people who made a big deal about how open-minded they were.
 Syl put her hand on the dildo again. It was the first time she’d ever worn one as big as this, or as carefully sculpted, and she liked the way it felt. D would like it too, she was sure. She pictured him on his hands and knees, his bare arse marked from a good sound thrashing, turning his head to look over his shoulder and beg to be fucked. She gripped her cock, squeezing it, and a little soft groan escaped her. Thinking of D was turning her on, as it always did: her nipples had stiffened into peaks and there was a juicy, tingling heaviness in her cunt. The base of the dildo was rounded, with a little protrusion that was designed to tease the entrance of her snatch, and as she rocked her hips back and forth, pulling on the artificial prick, she felt herself opening, getting wetter and wetter, imagining D underneath her, D yielding and opening, calling out her name as she plunged inside him. She backed up against the bed and flung herself down on it, jerking the toy against herself, tugging on the shaft of it while she thrust two fingers into her now-soaking channel, suddenly desperate to come, letting out a series of passionate gasps and moans as the orgasm overtook her, wanking her cock as well as her cunt and almost surprised when the shaft in her fist didn’t spurt hot liquid over her hand.
 She wiped her fingers on the crumpled bedding and got shakily to her feet. Perhaps she’d better have another shower before she got herself dressed. It wouldn’t do to smell like a woman.
 D was propping up the bar, only half-watching the dancers as they stomped and swirled around. It had been an OK night so far, but it probably could be better. Kane and Tommy and AJ had been their usual lively selves, buying him shots and dragging him onto the dancefloor every time some 90s classic that they all knew the words to came on - and no one had actually said a single word about whether he knew what he was doing. He hadn’t really expected them to, though. Syl was the one who worried about other people’s attitudes, but then Syl was the one who was getting most of the stick over the fact that the two of them were getting married in less than a week. It was harder for women, in general, to go against convention: D knew all about that. Or maybe it was just easier for a man to care less about what other people thought. He knew one or two of his ex-partners had been making remarks about how it wouldn’t possibly last, but he thought it was more likely jealousy talking. And anyway, all the people who really mattered seemed to understand: he and Syl were really in love. The boundaries they had set worked for them and that was what counted.
 Someone was looking at him.
 Someone was definitely looking directly at him: he could feel a concentrated, focussed gaze from somewhere. He picked up his bottle of beer, sipped from it and slowly turned away from the bar, keeping it casual, trying to make it look like he wasn’t bothered, hadn’t noticed... and there. Over there, near the staircase, was a seriously hot-looking dominant type in full leathers, peaked cap and shades. OK, shades indoors was a bit of an affectation but D wasn’t going to object to that when the overall vibe was so exciting.
 Maybe the night was about to improve.
 He straightened up and feasted his eyes, not bothering to pretend he wasn’t paying attention this time. If Traditional Leathers actually hadn’t been looking his way - it being just a little bit difficult to tell when someone was wearing sunglasses - it didn’t matter. His own prolonged gaze might be enough to draw the other’s interest if it wasn’t already there. D was small and just a little bit on the chubby side, but well aware his chubbiness remained cute rather than porky. It wasn’t just Syl who sometimes referred to him as a little bad angel.
 The hot top was definitely looking at him now. The guy had his thumbs hooked into his belt loops, feet apart, and D could see an impressive bulge tucked into those black leather trousers. D felt his mouth start to water. A little bit of fun on what was, sort of, his unofficial stag night: what could be the harm?
 The club was, these days, more about the dancefloor than the dungeon, or so D had told her, but Syl had checked the whole venue within minutes of arriving and the dungeon was still there, even if it was only the back third of the upstairs bar with a set of stocks and a couple of whipping stools on the sticky carpet. Syl had been thinking about it ever since D had mentioned that some of his mates wanted to take him for a night down the Back Door Boom Bar before he actually got himself married. She’d been to the place herself, in the past: it wasn’t exclusively male, just predominantly so. She’d been there with D, as part of a big merry group, once or twice, back when they were still trying to convince themselves they were friends and nothing more.
 She looked at D now, and saw he was looking at her. He wasn’t seeing her, though, he wasn’t seeing Syl. He was seeing a tall, tough, leather clad male, an embodiment of several of his favourite fantasies. She was sure of it. She leaned back against the wall, thrusting her groin a little further forward, and waited for him to come closer.
 The whole slightly furtive, slightly shameful vibe was turning D on even more. While the dungeon space was there, it wasn’t much used these days, and rarely for a session such as the one he was having. They had started on one of the few chairs set in the furthest, darkest corner of the room, just over the knee, his pants peeled down to his knees for a hard, lengthy hand-spanking. He’d had the vague impression of other people wandering in and out of the room but hadn’t cared, too busy losing himself in the sensations as his arse was steadily heated up and he squirmed on the leather-clad lap, feeling the firm bulge of this mysterious stranger’s cock pressing against him. His own cock was rigid and, he suspected, beginning to release a little wetness from its eager head.
 Abruptly, the spanking ceased, and a strong, long-fingered hand was caressing his burning buttocks, spreading the heat, massaging his flesh.
 “Like that, do you?” It was a harsh whisper, only just audible above the music.
 “I love it.”
 “You love it. You’re a dirty bastard, aren’t you? Do anything for a nice, hard cock...”
 “Almost anything,” D muttered, but quietly: he wasn’t sure if he’d been heard or not.
 “Are you going to thank me for giving you what you deserve, you slutty boy?” The words were hissed directly into his ear, and accompanied by a hard squeeze of his arse-flesh.
 “Yes. Yes, I will, thank you. Thank you, Master. Or Sir, whatever you prefer.”
 “I expect more than that. I expect you to show me your gratitude.”
 D’s prick throbbed, and he tried not to squirm too much.
 “Do you want me to suck you?” He licked his lips, reflexively. He hadn’t sucked cock in a while, and the thought of closing his lips around the impressive tool he knew was tucked into the stranger’s leather pants was beginning to make his mouth water.
 “Oh, I bet you’d do that. I bet you’re a good little cocksucker. But maybe I want more.”
 The hand moved a little lower and the fingers delved between the cheeks of his arse, seeking out the puckered entrance to his rear.
 “Maybe I want to fuck that dirty hole of yours.” The finger began to probe, slowly and deliciously. “I’ll fuck you till you scream, fill you right up and you’ll still be begging for more.”
 He couldn’t speak. His mind was suddenly full of Syl, of her whispering similar words to him in her candlelit bedroom while she eased a vibro plug into his bottom with one hand and gripped and stroked his aching rod with the other. Oh Syl, I promised, didn’t I? And I won’t break my promise, darling, my darling Syl.
 The silence, or at least the lack of any spoken response, had gone on a bit too long. His arse was slapped again, quite hard, and he yelped.
 “So, are you going to give me your ring? Little virgin meat, shall I fuck you till you can’t stand up?”
 “I’m sorry.” He wriggled, felt the hands withdraw, wriggled again and almost fell from the new master’s lap onto the sticky carpet. He managed to get himself into a reasonably respectful kneeling position, even with his black latex shorts still halfway down his legs and beginning to bite in uncomfortably. He kept his head bowed as he knelt and said ‘I’m really sorry, I should have made it clear.”
 Once he’d begun, it was amazingly easy just to say the words.
 “I’m with someone. I mean, we have an arrangement. We both like to have fun, but the arse-fucking thing. We don’t do that with anyone else, that’s just between us. So it’s kind of a hard limit.”
 “Then you’re no further use to me, are you?” Leather Pants got up abruptly, and walked away. D felt a bit foolish, a bit guilty, and a bit put out at the other’s rudeness, all at the same time. He pulled his shorts back up, got to his feet and did his best shot at a nonchalant stroll towards the bar. He’d have a quick single brandy, if they had any, and then it would be time to head back home.
 ***
 Three days before the wedding, D was round at Syl’s place. All his own possessions had already been moved into the new house but Syl’s tenancy wasn’t up till a week after the ceremony, so she was still finishing off her packing and D had been helping her get it done. Now they were in bed together, moonlight streaming in through the uncurtained window as they lay side by side, each with a hand between the other’s legs and engaged in a relaxed and leisurely mutual masturbation. Syl was, mostly, feeling good, but her conscience was still niggling at her over the deception she had perpetrated. She was wet and open to his clever fingers, but she couldn’t quite relax into her enjoyment.
 “You never said much about your stag night,” she said, almost surprising herself. “Did it go OK?”
 “It was all right,” D said cautiously. “I did, um, get a good spanking.”
 “Just a spanking?”
 “He wanted to do me up the arse and I said no. I told him about us.”
 Syl let go of D’s cock, rolled on her side, took his face in both hands and kissed him very, very hard, thrusting her tongue in and out of his mouth and flinging her leg across his body. His arms came up and locked round her, pulling her closer against him and the kiss went on for several minutes.
 Eventually, she raised her head and said, “I know you did. I know what you did. Because it was me.”
 “It was you?” D flopped back limply on the bed. “Christ, it was you! No wonder it felt so good. I nearly came all over your fucking trousers when you were spanking me.”
 She found herself torn between laughter and tears, so did neither, but pulled him into her arms again, pushing her face against his shoulder and gently nipping his neck.
 “It’s you, Syl,” D said quietly. “You’re the one I love. It’s going to be fine.”
 The relief and joy were still too powerful for her to speak; all she could do was hold him.
 It wasn’t just the joy and relief that he honoured their agreement. The same emotions were hugely intensified by the discovery that he wasn’t angry at her deception. It was as though they had both passed a test together, and all her doubts were blown away.
 “Hey, Syl!” He began to roll his hips against her, slowly but sensuously. “Was that a new cock you had in your pants? If it was, do you fancy giving it to me tonight?”
 “Oh yes, love,” she said, hoping she could remember where she’d packed the strap on and the harness. “Oh yes, love, your ring is mine.”



 More Meat
 By Janine Ashbless
 Normandy: 1106 AD
 Once a man submitted to you, thought Henry, King of England, somewhat sourly, he thereby gained a perverse and unexpected power.
 He could see it in the faces of both men as they rested their horses; William, Count of Évreux, thirty years his senior, and previously pledged to his brother; Alan, Duke of Brittany, who would make any alliance whatsoever if it was against Normandy. They’d vowed their troops to his cause in this invasion. In return he’d feasted them, honoured them, and taken them out on grand hunts in the woods and fields to demonstrate his generosity as their liege. Now they watched him with narrowed eyes.
 “A witch?” he repeated, not sure that he’d even heard right. “Truly?”
 “A most loathly hag,” Évreux said gruffly, “of frightful mien and dreadful power.”
 “She has cursed the vale before us and suffers no man to hunt there or to gather wood, on pain of death,” Brittany added in his strange Breton accent. “Or so it is said. We have heard the story, even if it has not yet reached the shores of England.”
 Henry looked about him once more. The lush and well-managed woodland they had been riding through all day stopped here, at a moss-coated monolith. Beyond that the forest dropped away into a valley, a tangle of fallen deadwood and uprooted trees beneath the green canopy. Clearly no serf had exercised his right to gather by hook or by crook there, not in decades. Dead branches hung rotting and precarious, and the ground was thick with logs. As a consequence, any mounted chase down there was impossible. The land was likely swarming with deer and boar, maybe even aurochs still, but it was clear that the local nobility could not hunt it on horseback.
 The only, and obvious, route into this green wasteland was a narrow path that plunged downhill from the standing stone. Like an invitation.
 Or a challenge.
 “So you will not enter for fear of her?” Henry had seen several witches accused by the Church, and all of those had looked nothing more than men and women confused in their wits and scared half to death.
 “We will follow you, my liege,” Évreux answered. “Naturally.”
 “But it’s doubtful we’ll find good sport in that thicket,” Brittany added smoothly. “Your Grace.”
 There it was: the trap. He could read it in their watchful, expectant eyes. They were waiting for his decision, and they would not argue or mock if he chose to bow to their superstitious fears. But word would get out. The huntsmen and dog-handlers waiting on foot in an arc around them would all know. Word would reach Robert, Duke of Normandy, and his remaining troops faster than smoke climbing to Heaven: Your brother Henry is afraid of witches. He did not dare trespass on their land.
 Henry’s jaw tightened. Avaunt that, you dogs, he thought. As the invading warlord, he could not afford any reputation for cowardice. “I’ve never quailed from any woman, you know that,” he said, lightly though, and saw the Duke of Brittany grimace in amused approval. Henry’s fame as a man of many mistresses had reached across the English Channel to these lands. “Does this path lead to her house?”
 “She invites unwary travellers to stay the night, but any who dare are slain and eaten before dawn,” said Évreux darkly.
 “Really?” Henry wheeled his stallion to approach the path. “How do you know?”
 “My liege?”
 “If they all die, and none escape, how does anyone know their fate?”
 Évreux did not answer, but Henry heard Brittany snort. He didn’t wait for further discussion, but put heels to his chestnut’s flanks and urged it downhill. The horse shied a little as it passed the standing stone, then cantered on.
 ***
 “This is the house of the witch, I assume?” Henry asked, feeling his heart sink a little but determined not to let it show in his voice.
 “I would imagine so, Your Grace.”
 “She must have been a weary time building it.” The house was like no other structure he had ever seen: a huge tower, oval in form and completely windowless, built of narrow black slates whose edges looked unmortared. There was nothing homely about the building. There was, in fact, nothing about it that suggested the human, except for the single square doorway that faced them, which was of a size to allow two men to pass abreast. Within that doorway lurked deep shadows. The trees that ringed this clearing leaned inward, but they could not overtop the steep and forbidding walls.
 “Your Grace?” Brittany sounded puzzled, and Henry glanced over at him.
 “What is it?”
 “That is no house. In my domain there is a mound like this on the isle of Gavrinis. Some do say the fay dwell inside it, but most claim that it is the tomb of one of the giants they wrote of in the Bible.”
 “A mound?” Évreux growled, and Henry could understand his confusion. “I see a great timbered hall. What are you talking about?”
 “Timbers?” asked Henry and Brittany almost simultaneously. The three men stared at each other, and back over at the house of the witch, and back at each other.
 “My liege,” Brittany said in a low and wary voice, “I see before us a great turf-covered barrow, ringed by menhirs.”
 “I see a timbered hall with deep eaves,” growled Évreux. “The roof is rotted and sagging.”
 “I see a stone-built fortress,” finished Henry, wondering if he had turned as pale as the two other men.
 For a moment there was silence while they digested this uncanny portent. Then from behind them came a yelping of hounds and a big brown hare shot across the grass, almost at their horses’ feet. Henry reined his chestnut in smartly and saw the hare reach the empty doorway of the monstrous hall, and pause for a moment, its long, black-tipped ears upright over round, black eyes, before vanishing into the darkness within.
 Witches, he thought; witches take the shape of hares.
 An instant later the even larger and leggier form of a greyhound sped past in pursuit.
 “Meleager!” Henry yelled, recognising the fawn-coloured coat of one of his favourite hunting dogs. “Stand!”
 Meleager, being a greyhound rapt in the joy of the chase, did not hear. He charged straight at the doorway.
 Damn him, said Henry to himself, abandoning his cynicism: what if the witch...
 Then Meleager turned aside, skidding to a halt. He wheeled and sniffed at the doorway and cast about, and looked as puzzled as any hound losing a scent trail. Except that greyhounds hunt by sight, not scent. It was almost as if he could not see the doorway, and could not imagine where the hare had gone.
 Jumping off his horse’s back, Henry strode forward to capture the dog, just as his whole hunting retinue began to emerge at a jog into the clearing - men with boar-spears, men with hounds, men with hawks on their wrists - and come to a halt, breathing hard. Henry wanted to shout at whoever it was that had let Meleager slip, but he didn’t want to spook the animal before he had leashed him again. He grabbed at Meleager’s collar.
 A crow burst out from the doorway, causing both man and dog to flinch. It rose into the air, circling the clearing, flapping and cawing harshly. “Henry! Henry! Henry!” it croaked, to the king’s unutterable dismay.
 One of the royal falconers threw his arm skyward, releasing the jesses of the goshawk on his wrist and casting it off.
 “No!” Henry barked, but it was already too late. The grey bird hurtled toward the crow, which jinked sideways in the air and thrashed frantically away. Corvid and raptor tumbled out of sight over the high wall of the tower and vanished together. “Damn it!” Henry roared. “Call her back! Call her back!” He watched anxiously as the surprised falconer - Dickon of Smithfield: he remembered the man - whistled and swung his lure. But to no avail. The goshawk did not reappear in the cloudy sky, and the trees seemed to lean in around the clearing and sigh.
 The hawk, it seemed, had made its kill and was not inclined to return.
 “Who let the hound loose?” Henry demanded, dragging Meleager back to the milling cluster of men. “Who did it?”
 “Your Grace,” said a kennel boy timidly, stepping forward. “There was a hare-”
 Henry shoved him so hard in the chest that the youth fell flat over backward. “Stand still, all of you!” he roared, glaring at them. “No one gives chase to so much as a flea until I give the order here!” Then he stooped, grabbed Meleager’s leash from the lad’s hand, and secured the dog so that he could march back to where Évreux and Brittany sat on their horses. They both looked ashen.
 “We should leave now, my liege,” said Évreux, through gritted teeth. “This place is not safe.”
 Brittany looked around, as if expecting the witch to leap out of hiding. “It’s unhallowed ground. Did you hear that bird? We should go before she discovers us - “
 “I must retrieve my goshawk,” Henry cut him off. “She’s the finest in my mews. And I will not run.”
 The duke and the count stared at him.
 “I will go in there and see if there is a way onto the roof. Who will accompany me?”
 They didn’t answer. It was as if they were frozen in their saddles. Henry smiled, careful not to let contempt show in his expression.
 “Then wait here for me. Keep the men quiet, and don’t let them kill anything else.” Leading the compliant greyhound, he strode off to the fortress - or the barrow, or the longhouse, or whatever it was behind its glamour - and stooped to pass through the door.
 Inside, there was more light than he had expected, although it took a while for his eyes to adjust. The roof of the hall had partially collapsed some time ago and, though there had been an upper floor to this place, the timbers had fallen and now hung at crazy angles. The grey light of the overcast day seeped in past the shattered boarding and made puddles of deep shadow beneath overhangs. The whole place smelled of wet stone and dank earth.
 Deserted, he told himself hopefully. No one lives here.
 Somewhere, very faintly, he thought he heard a bell tinkle.
 I am king. I must be undaunted, even by witches and glamour.
 Step by cautious step he made his way deeper into the interior, past half-walls that might have been byres, and the blackened columns of wooden pillars whose surfaces were carved with spiral designs and starkly delineated faces. In a pool of light in the centre of the earthen floor, he spied a small, shifting huddle. The goshawk, her dark wings mantled to defend her prey, was crouched over the body of the crow and plucking the feathers from its bloodied breast.
 Henry felt a flare of relief that made him only more uncomfortably aware of how tense he was. Looping Meleager’s leash over a beam, he stepped forward and gathered up the bird onto his gauntlet. The jingle of the little bells on its anklets sounded eerily plaintive in here.
 “You have terrified my whole company, grey girl,” he murmured, slipping her a tidbit of raw meat from his belt pouch to compensate her for the loss of the crow.
 “Henry, beauclerc,” whispered a woman’s voice.
 He whipped round, straining to see in the cluttered gloom. Meleager whined softly, his ears tucked back.
 “That’s what they call you, is it not?” continued the voice, though he couldn’t see where it originated. Perhaps above him, he thought. Definitely a woman’s voice, though with a rasping rough edge to it. “You write as well as you make war, Henry, King of England. They say.”
 “I would greet you by name too,” he answered, addressing the shadows. “If I knew it. You are the chatelaine of this domain, I take it?”
 A chuckle sifted down from the roof, like a fall of soot. “So polite, Beauclerc. My name is Erecura.”
 The name meant nothing to him, but he inclined his head. “My lady.’”
 There - up in the rafters. A face amongst the shadows, and the suggestion of a bare arm stretched out against the deeper darkness. As if she nested up there like a spider.
 “Your bird slew one of my own, King Henry. You owe me bloodgeld.”
 “I am sorry. It was a mistake. I will pay you.”
 “That you will. Give me the goshawk.”
 Henry felt his heart sink. The bird was the finest of her breed in the royal mews: strong, swift, easy to handle. He’d brought her with him across the Channel because he loved to fly her. He glanced down at her round, bright eye and she blinked, tilting her head. “I would give you gold instead, willingly, my lady.”
 “But I want the bird.” The shadow-veiled woman began to sink down toward him, through the snarl of broken beams, and at first his eyes couldn’t understand what it was they were seeing. He thought she might be descending on a rope, but there was too much movement going on in all sorts of places at the corners of his vision, so he took a step backward - and then suddenly another one as her torso came into view in a shaft of grey light and he saw... He saw... He saw her.
 “Mother of God,” he said, his right hand falling on his sword hilt, almost too numb to grasp it.
 She was not a witch. He’d been braced for a mere witch. She wasn’t human at all, though her gaunt face might have resembled an old woman’s, if only there had been fewer and smaller teeth. It swam in a sea of grizzled hair that moved in waves as if it were alive. Skin grey as a goshawk’s back. Torso thin as a famine corpse - he could count every one of her ribs, if he chose - with arms disproportionately long; her hands clawed, her eyes milky white and luminescent. Worst of all, she had no legs: at the split of her bald crotch her body bifurcated into two great scaled tails that stretched away God knew how far, coiled around beams to suspend her above the earth.
 He thought his own heart was going to choke him, it was pressing so far up his throat.
 She grinned at him, her face full of daggers. “What is it, Your Grace? Have your sweet words deserted you? Am I not fair? Do I not stir you to gallantry?”
 The only thing about her that was even bearable to look at was her breasts, incongruously lush and heavy on that bony frame, but tipped with leathery, puckered nipples black as charcoal. He wrenched his gaze back to her terrible face. “You’re no witch,” he ground out between clenched teeth. “What are you?”
 “I am... old. I was here when this land was Neustria, and before that. I am the earth beneath the forest roots, I am the blood seeping beneath the skin, I am the maggot under the fallen apple. I am the winter mulch of fallen leaves, and the darkness beneath the stones, and the pale questing tips of the new grass. I am here, always. I will be here until the end. Whereas you... Do you know what you are, King Henry? You with your steel and your gold and your crucified Roman god and your Norseman blood and your borrowed French? You are trespassing.”
 The goshawk flared her wings, agitated, flashing her pale barred belly.
 “And,” Erecura added, her black tongue flicking between her snake-sharp fangs, “I am hungry. I want meat. Give me the bird.”
 She has the right, the tiny cold voice in his head told him.
 Gnawing the inside of his cheek, he nodded once and held his gauntleted left arm out to her. She moved so fast he hardly saw: a clawed hand shot out and there was a crunch of a snapped neck - not even a shriek - and then he saw his proud goshawk flop into the gape of her impossibly distended jaws.
 She spat feathers and one detached wing out onto the floor.
 “My debt is paid, I hope,” he said in a voice he hardly knew as his own. “My lady.”
 Erecura shook her skull-like head slowly and rubbed her hand across the concave of her belly. “More meat, King Henry. Give me the hound that chased my hare.”
 He could feel the sweat running down his spine. “No harm was done to the beast,” he said. “You have no claim.”
 Her laugh was not kindly. “What would you do to a villein found with hound and weapon within the bounds of one of your own royal forests?” she asked. “What do the laws of England say to that?”
 “The dog is forfeit,” he whispered. “And the man must lose his fingers. For a first offence.”
 “Then I am letting you off lightly. Give me the dog.”
 For a moment he shut his eyes, and in that moment he drew his sword and swung and struck - clean and clear and true. Meleager died without knowing it.
 Erecura stooped over the body. Henry could not watch. He walked away as he cleaned the blood from his blade, wishing that he could block his ears and not hear the slurping or the crunch of bones.
 “Are we done, my lady?” he asked, as the sounds of feasting ceased and the long dark serpentine coils of her lower limbs slid and lapped to either side of him. He turned, and she was standing in front of him - if ‘standing’ were the word for her monstrous pose. Even at floor level she overtopped him by a head. Her long hair eddied like seaweed in a tide-pool. He cleared his throat and raised his voice. “Are we done?”
 “When you give me the men who let slip the hawk and the hound.”
 His blade was still bare in his hand. “They came with me from England. They hunted at my command, and did not know the land was yours.”
 “I want more meat, King Henry.”
 He shook his head, once. “Those men are mine. So I will pay their debt, my lady. Take it from me, if you must.” He eased his feet subtly into a defensive stance, and the muscles in his sword-arm tightened.
 She laughed, with a noise like breaking sticks. “You’d provoke me to a fight here, in my own house?”
 “The burden of hospitality lies upon you, my lady - you are the landholder. But I’m not afraid, if it comes to that.”
 “Liar.” She licked blood off her lips. “But you are braver than most. I like a man with courage in his belly and fire in his blood. Are your balls as big as you’d have me believe, I wonder?”
 “Come find out.” He didn’t give much for his own chances against a monster whose trade was illusions, but he would give it his best try.
 “You’ve fathered enough bastards, I hear. Despite being wed to that fair Scots lass.” Her sly grin was full of knives. “You’ve bollocks enough to have brought half the maidens of England to a shameful state.”
 “Hardly.” Henry couldn’t stop the heat flushing to his cheeks. “And I brought no shame. Every one of my natural children I’ve acknowledged as my own, and provided for. Every one of my paramours I’ve seen wedded well.”
 “Then you won’t scruple to lie with me, will you?”
 He inhaled sharply and tried not to pull a face.
 “What? Are you hesitant? Do you not find me beautiful, Henry, my sweet?” She cupped the heavy orbs of her breasts mockingly. All around him in the shadows the coils of her serpent limbs slithered an expectant susurrus.
 “You are... formidable,” he rasped, stalling for time, “in your femininity.” Demons were renowned for their sinful appetites, he reasoned; it should not surprise him that one, even one as ancient and horrific as this, should wish to wallow in carnality. And she was so foul to look upon that there was a kind of fascination to her.
 “Heh heh. I want meat, King Henry. Your meat.” Erecura cocked her head. “Pleasure me and your debt is paid. I’ll let you and your men, your hounds and your horses and your hawks, all go.”
 A bargain, he thought, if it came from the lips of any human woman. If I can trust her word. If... I can perform. In Christi nomine - can I even get a cock-stand for such a one as that? He dropped his gaze to the lavishly mounded orbs of her breasts. If they weren’t grey as ash they’d be luscious. He’d want to bury his face in them. Henry only wished the rest of her were that alluring.
 Maybe, if I just keep my eyes on those. Or if I keep them closed...
 “Have we an understanding, my sweet?”
 “It would be,” he said through gritted teeth, as he wondered how on earth to lay hold of a body that size, how to overbear her and bring her to yielding, “an honour and a pleasure, my lady.”
 “Then cast off your clothes, Beauclerc. Don’t keep me waiting.”
 He raised his eyebrows. He was not used to being ordered about, and it occurred to him that this might all just be a ruse to make him lay his sword aside.
 “Shall I promise not to hurt you?” she hissed, seeing his anxieties very well. “Are your nuts shrivelled in their shell after all?”
 Damn you. Fixing her eyes hotly with his own, he sheathed his steel and dropped his sword-belt to the side. “Don’t doubt me, my lady,” he growled.
 Amusement bubbled at her thin lips. “And the rest.”
 He clenched his jaw and, with jerky motions of his hands, stripped himself of his clothes: the short outer tunic he’d worn for hunting instead of his usual robes, the tight-fitting inner tunic of linen, his shoes and long hose and braies. He stood before her naked, shoulders back and chest full, feeling the damp air of the ruined hall tickle through the hair on his chest and belly and groin. God be praised, anger was standing in for desire for the moment, and he was not shamed by the length that hung between his thighs.
 She surveyed what he had to offer. “Not the worst I’ve seen,” was her cool judgement.
 Henry balled his fists. Never in his life had he been appraised so critically by a woman. Never had he been forced to undress under threat and stand there like a serf awaiting the approval of his liege. The novelty made strange sensations chase across the skin of his back and thighs, and caused unfamiliar muscles to knot inside him. Goose-flesh caused the hair of his forearms to fur up, and his nipples to harden.
 “Turn around. Let me see that warrior’s arse.”
 Domine da fortitudinem.  Too much! How could she expect him to obey? If he turned, he had no chance of defending himself - and a soldier never gave such an opening to his enemy. But it was not just the making himself vulnerable. It was the humiliation. The submission to her.
 He was a king.
 He was a man.
 And now she was looking at him like he was a piece of meat, like something to devour, as if the thought of sinking those awl-like teeth into him was making her belly groan with appetite. She could eviscerate him with one bite.
 And she was ordering him to yield himself to that.
 The thought made his heart pound. Turning his back on the hag was the most uncomfortable thing Henry had ever done in his life.
 “Open your legs. Spread your feet.”
 Please, no, God. Despite the chill air, sweat was running down his spine now. He forced his locked, hard thighs apart. Then he felt her. Not her hands - not at first - but the cold caress of her breath on his shoulders and the silky soft brush of her long hair. Her hair was moving. It slid around his throat, coiling with the strength of a thousand slender serpents. Henry swallowed while he still could but his mouth was dry. The strands tightened, constricting his breath.
 Ah - there was the touch of her hands at last. Those big, clawed hands on his thighs and arse cheeks. He felt her nails score his flesh, slowly, slowly. His skin cried warnings to him as it wept tiny pinpoints of blood, and he lifted his chin as if seeking Heaven’s aid.
 Then she reached between his spread thighs from behind and cupped his ball-sac with those terrible fingers. His balls were already clenched into one hard knot. At her touch, his cock kicked up as if trying to escape, deserting its brothers. Henry groaned out loud, unable to stop himself. With mock-tenderness, Erecura weighed the purse of his captive scrotum in her hand. He could almost hear her considering whether to emasculate him with a single tug, and he knew his manhood would not even be a mouthful for her. Sweat was running off him now - slicking the crack of his arse and dripping off his balls into her palm.
 Then, just when he thought the sick dread could grow no worse, she moved her other hand in and he felt the prod of a single talon at the tender clench of his arsehole. His cock jumped again, a reflex spasm, as her tresses tightened about his distended throat.
 “Poor Henry,” she crooned. “Poor Henry.”
 Without warning, one of those great snake-tails lashed in from the shadows. Caught by the throat and balls, he couldn’t dodge, couldn’t even recoil. In moments it had circled his torso, lap after lap, squeezing and lifting. Her hands and hair vanished. Henry found himself being hoisted into the air as the hag pulled herself into the rafters, hauling his body with her. The world tipped and spun as he was whipped about the beams, into and out of darkness, but then all of a sudden he was in a lighter space and he could see a kind of platform, like the eyrie of an eagle, right under the slates of the shattered roof. A mound of animal pelts made a rough bed. Henry was tossed down, the air oofing from his lungs, onto the thick and stinking fur of a bear pelt.
 One-handed, she flipped him onto his back. He was still speechless and voiceless and staring as she slithered forward astride his shoulders, her serpentine thighs parted, her open sex overshadowing his face. “Please me, Beauclerc,” she hissed, poison glistening in her milky eyes, as she pressed her split down toward him. The scent of her was wild and sharp and acid.
 His cock surged with new interest.
 He liked that, he thought wildly. He had always loved the smell of snatch, and often kissed his mistresses between the thighs, particularly in the first days of dalliance. But he was lost here. A woman’s sex should be thick with wiry hair, a thorn-bush of cloaked secrets to be sought by touch; yet this one was as bald and grey as a newborn rat, its wet slot darkly pinker, and its startling folds crinkled and blown like a rose blooming too long in the hot sun. He had no idea what he should do with it. Her weight pinned his shoulders and her snaky coils trapped his arms and legs, so that he couldn’t get near her with his prick. That member languished forgotten, like a disgraced courtier left to kick its heels outside the door of the royal chamber. He had only his mouth, if that was what she wanted, and he didn’t know what to do with that.
 Clumsily he craned his neck and kissed her, rewarded by a sigh and a shift of her hips. She was soft - far softer than he had expected - no bristling feminine mess of hair but soft like goose-down, like sifted flour... soft against lips and chin and nose and tongue.
 Oh, that’s not... that’s not terrible. Strange, but not terrible.
 She slid further up, settling over his face. The taste of her was crushed sage and rank may-blossom, hunger and darkness and waiting. He tried to thrust his tongue into the depths of her well, reasoning that it must stand in the place of his cock, however inadequately. But that meant he was pressed so deeply into her flesh that he could hardly breathe. Her wetness made a seal about his nostrils and blue lights flashed behind his closed lids. His tongue burned at the root as he sought to plumb the depths of that tightly-muscled portal, jabbing the point in.
 Then his blood seemed to curdle in his veins. Dear Jesu - those are teeth in there! Not sharp points like the ones in her jaw, but blunt little chisels. Teeth that could easily sever a tongue-tip.
 “No,” she growled, heaving herself an inch beyond his reach. “Do you know naught, King Henry? Have you never pleasured a woman?”
 “Often,” he gasped, shakingly grateful for the respite and the air. “Not yet that way, though.” Nor any woman like you.
 “This is what you must seek.” She spread her petals of flesh with her claws, displaying her gape to him. “There, the omphalos : the hill and not the combe. Lick that. Suck that.”
 He saw what she meant. The size of his thumb-tip, it glistened like one of the polished carnelians in his royal crown. When he wrapped his lips about it, thinking At least I can breathe, it felt red hot beneath the slither of his tongue, the first warmth he’d detected in her reptilian flesh.
 Erecura groaned and writhed her hips. From this angle he could see nothing of the horror that was her face - her head was thrown back, her spine arched. He could see only the stretch of her belly and the quivering jut of her big breasts. From here below they looked wonderful. He could almost imagine her human.
 Good? he wondered, half panicked. Yes? This is what you want? The mews and sighs she uttered seemed to confirm that, and her sex ran wet with her juices, slicking his beard. He could feel the entrance to her passage grinding down on his chin. He could feel it opening against the press of his jaw, and the hard nubs of those other teeth - those vagina dentata - denting his skin. He pictured her witch sex unfurling and stretching to engulf the whole of his face. She could bite it all off. She could engulf the whole of his head in her monstrous gash, and bite it off at the neck.
 Then Erecura reached one hand behind her and grasped his flailing cock, and he felt the seed surge in his stones as she squeezed him. Her caresses were brutal, but his swollen prick felt no fear. It welcomed the touch. It welcomed the scrape of her nails. It thickened and thrust like a beast with a mind of its own.
 Jesu! Henry thought as she tugged harder and writhed upon his face, bucking and grinding, soaking him in her juices like a witch’s baptism. Jesu Christo deliver me!
 His prayer was answered.
 ***
 When Henry wallowed up out of unconsciousness, it was dawn and the ruined hall was full of mist. He knew the time of day because he could hear birds singing in the trees all around. Pushing himself up from the nest of furs, he looked blearily down the length of the bed. Dried semen itched in his belly hair.
 She was sitting near his feet. Erecura - but not. Her hair was tawny now, her skin tanned like a field labourer’s, her hips lush and her waist a slim but shapely curve. He only knew it was her because her snake-legs still coiled in lazy heaps about the bed-heap, but those were golden in colour. She rolled her head to look over her shoulder at him.
 “Your men are asleep,” she said. Even her teeth looked normal. Her face was piquant and young, not beautiful in any courtly sense but incomparably fairer than her former visage. “I made them sleep. They are unharmed.”
 “You’ve changed, My Lady.”
 “I’ve eaten well.” Suddenly she rolled round and slithered up the bed, swift as an adder, straddling his thighs and looming over him. She smiled, her eyes tilted and narrow and somehow still witchy. “You pleased me, Beauclerc. Do you prefer this aspect?”
 He swallowed. “You’re beautiful morning and evening.” He couldn’t hide the reaction of his body though; the cock that crows to greet the sunrise was already stretching out its long neck.
 “Heh. So polite. I will grant you a favour.” Leaning in, she gazed into his eyes and murmured, “Lay siege to the town of Tinchebray. Your brother, Robert, will bring his army to meet you there. If you field your knights on foot, not on horseback, then you will defeat him and be King in Normandy as well as England. Remember: on foot. The earth beneath them. I am the mistress of this land. You, Henry, will be my royal consort.”
 He gasped out loud as she gripped his erection and fed it to her tight wet slot. He could feel her inner teeth sliding down that length all the way to the root. He fell back onto the pelts as she began to rise and sink upon him, her hungry snatch sucking and mouthing at his hard flesh. He pictured her biting his cock clean off and swallowing it up into her ravenous sex, and the thought made him groan and surge even more than the physical sensation.
 “More meat, King Henry,” she crooned with delight, her cheeks already flushed with her gathering passion. “Oh yes. Give me more meat.”



 Lord Bateman
 By Slave Nano
 Lord Bateman would have plenty of time for reflection; months, years, perhaps until the end of his days. He could not say.
 This adventure began so well. He remembered the excitement of those early days when he took up the cross and pledged his allegiance to King Richard for his crusade to recapture Jerusalem from the Infidel. Like many, he was driven by faith and loyalty to a cause he believed to be just. He recalled fondly the camaraderie of his fellow knights as they made their triumphant procession through France, feted by the cheering crowds who came out to greet the crusaders. They threw flowers in their path and held out offerings of food. He remembered the pride he felt in the gleaming helms, chain mail and crisp white tabards of the Red Cross.
 Driven by faith and duty, and with God on their side, he believed they would sweep through the Holy Lands in a wave of all-conquering victories to claim their prize. He dreamed this crusade would bring him glory and his own piece of heaven on this earth.
 When did it all start to go wrong? That was hard to say: the crusade was beset with frustration from its early days. The armada of ships was struck by a violent storm as it sailed to the Holy Land, with the consequent loss of men and the treasure needed to fund the crusade. The Christian princes quarrelled amongst themselves over the spoils of war and who should rule over Jerusalem, if it was taken. The crusaders were stricken by dysentery and typhus, more dying from disease than combat. And despite their military successes, the successful siege of Acre and the triumphant capture of Jaffa, there was the final frustration of being forced to retreat to the coast by inclement weather when they were so close to their goal, Jerusalem. Finally, facing a stalemate, King Richard was forced to agree a truce with the Saracen leader, Saladin.
 These experiences taught him that it was naïve to think military campaigns could be conducted without such vicissitudes and hardships. And then there were those atrocities he witnessed he would rather not think of; the savagery he had been part of which he buried deep in the recesses of his soul.
 He set sail from the Holy Land soon after King Richard and Saladin made their treaty and just a couple of days after the King himself. He sailed for Cyprus, where he hoped to join his Lord, but his boat was blown off course and wrecked off the coast of Anatolia in the southern extremities of Byzantium.
 He survived, washed up on the shore only to be captured by the ruler of a Byzantine Sultanate and taken to his fortress. The tabard of the Red Cross, now worn and weathered, instantly betrayed his allegiances. It was clear from his knightly attire, his crusader’s sword and the bejewelled golden rings on his fingers that he was of noble birth. Consequently, he was spared the fate of his companions, a slaughter by beheading which he was forced to witness. Perhaps this Sultan believed he could be ransomed; that he was landed and wealthy and had family who were prepared to pay handsomely to secure his release. That appeared to him the only explanation for his life being spared.
 And that was how Lord Bateman ended up in this prison.
 He was incarcerated in a stone cell, his ankles in chains and secured to a huge iron ring on the wall. His gaoler, a fearsome turbaned warrior with rippling muscles, reminded him of the bulky combatants in the wrestling matches he’d witnessed in the Holy Land. He would not be overwhelmed easily and he always carried his curved scimitar tucked into the belt around his baggy pantaloons.
 In his cell there was one barred opening affording him a glimpse into the outside world. At a certain point of the afternoon, the rays of the sun would filter through the bars and cast shadows on the prison floor. If he stood by the opening he could look out onto a courtyard with a stone pool shaded by an olive tree. This tiny window and its view was his solitary pleasure as he wrestled with his isolation. Given his predicament, he was not treated badly; he was fed well and given water to wash and shave with. The worst aspect of his confinement was the monotonous routine which cast him into a depression.
 Lord Bateman had lost track of the number of weeks he had been incarcerated when, one morning, he heard voices in the courtyard, speaking in the local dialect. One he recognised as belonging to his gaoler, but the second was an unfamiliar female voice.
 He heard the iron key turning in its lock and then the door swung open. Before him was a dazzling sight. Perhaps it was a trick of the mind from having been confined to the gloom of his prison for so long, but it was as if a light as bright as the midday Holy Land sun had entered the cell, radiating a shimmering halo of yellow rays. He blinked, allowing his eyes to adjust, before discerning the feminine figure emerging out of the sunlight.
 It was a woman dressed in silks of a subtle brown and rusty hue, embroidered with silver thread, her head wrapped in a turban. Resting on her forehead was a glittering jewel and around her neck hung strings of pearls and silver discs. Her face was hidden behind a thin silk veil but above this were a pair of chestnut brown eyes highlighted by finely sculpted and expressive eyebrows. They gazed at him from across the prison for a moment before looking around to take in his austere surroundings.
 “I am Sofia, daughter of Abdullah al Benjani, the Sultan of Anatolia,” she announced in clear but accented English. “I was curious to meet a crusader knight from the far-away northern lands and my father has acceded to my request. You are of high and noble birth?”
 “My Lady, it’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance and to hear a human voice, especially one so warm and welcoming.”
 Lord Bateman did not exaggerate his delight. The beauty of this lady Sofia was dazzling but, more than this, the sound of her voice was a joy to hear. He would do anything to encourage a discourse with her and break the loneliness of his captivity.
 “Yes, it’s true,” he replied, “I am a lord of high degree. I own a castle and lands covering much of Northumberland in the northern reaches of England, the country of my origin.”
 “I would like to hear of your homeland. I’ve never travelled outside of Byzantium, yet I hear tales of the north lands from merchants and travellers. Tell me, what is your country like?”
 “Oh, my lady, it is a land of rolling hills, dense forest, exposed moorlands and sweeping coastland. Some might call it bleak, but I would rather the lush green of my lands to the heat and dust of the Holy Lands any day. It has its own majesty and beauty. My favourite pastime, my lady, is to take my most favoured mare onto the beach and ride along the sands in the wind and spray.”
 Her eyes were closed through Lord Bateman’s description, as if she was trying to conjure a picture of it in her mind.
 “Yes, I can imagine a wild and wet landscape, so different from my home. I can tell from the passion of your speech you must miss it greatly.”
 “Yes, my lady. What I would give to feel the icy blast of the northern winds on my skin.”
 “Such is the fate of soldiers and adventurers,” she commented. “And yet you deserted it for the heat and dust to subdue the Infidel?”
 He searched in the cadences of her voice for any hint of malice or irony, but could find none. Her voice was calm and even. She stated it merely as an observation and, of course, she was right.
 “Yes, I came from England with the crusading knights to fight the Saracen, as you say, and to recapture Jerusalem for the Holy Church. I believed that by taking the cross I could find some taste of God’s kingdom on earth.”
 “And did you find it there, in the Holy Land?” she asked, serenely, with no hint of judgement.
 With those few quiet words Sofia exposed a raw truth for him.
 He gazed into the brown pools of her eyes and sighed, “No, in truth, my lady, I did not. Do you hate me and my kinsmen for what we have done?”
 She shrugged, “These crusades have lasted many years. I hear the tales passed down of marauding and murdering crusaders and the slaughter that follows in their wake in the name of their God. And I also hear of the vengeance taken on them by my own people. Yes, I understand the savagery of war. But, tell me, do you see hatred in my eyes?”
 “No, I see only a spirit of nobility in your heart,” Lord Bateman replied.
 Sofia nodded, “Your words are generous, crusader. I would speak with you again. I seek my solace from stories, poetry and music. I love to hear tales from far-away places. You must surely have stories from your homeland. We must exchange some.”
 “I would dearly love that, my lady. I would sorely desire to break the tedium of my imprisonment and it would be a pleasure to share my time with one so wise... and beautiful.”
 She bade him farewell and departed, leaving traces of her exotic scent hanging in the dank air for Lord Bateman to cling on to. In those brief minutes, Sofia had made an indelible impression on him; those luminous eyes expressed such beauty and her voice was mesmerising. She exuded serenity and inner peace, showing generosity to one who did not deserve it. He could not explain his feelings, yet his heart raced at the thought of another visit from the Sultan’s daughter.
 And sure enough, Sofia did return the next day. And this time, because she did not want to be confined to the darkness of Lord Bateman’s gaol, she got permission from her father to allow him into the courtyard. He was to remain in chains but was allowed to sit alongside her on a stone seat, set in the wall of the pool, in the shade of the olive tree. He was overwhelmed by this act of kindness. How good it felt to be in the light and warmth of the sun again. And how his heart melted as the beautiful Sofia sat next to him in her silken gowns and golden bangles, smelling of exotic scents like an Arabian garden.
 “There will be no talk of religion and wars today. My great love is for story-telling. I spend my time in the halls of my father’s fortress reading stories. I seek a companion to share them with, and so lighten the burden of your imprisonment, whilst my father deliberates on your fate. I shall begin and then, if it pleases you, you must tell me a tale from your green, wind-swept country.”
 Lord Bateman happily agreed to her request. He sat in silence, captivated, as Sofia recited an exotic tale of a fisherman and a genie trapped in a jar he’d caught in his net and how he was rewarded with magical fishes which he presented to the Sultan. The story ended happily with the fisherman’s daughter marrying the Sultan’s son. Lord Bateman let Sofia’s mellifluous tones enchant him as he became absorbed in her story.
 When it was his turn, Lord Bateman thought carefully about what he could tell that would match Sofia’s magical tale. Luckily, he was well read in Norman romances and able to respond with a story of courtly knights and unrequited love. Sofia was touched by the elegant and sad beauty of his story.
 She returned at exactly the same time, the next day and each day afterwards. They would sit in the shady courtyard telling stories to each other. Sofia would tell Lord Bateman tales of exotic Arabia with sorcerers, genies, ghouls and magical animals. She would tell of Sultans and their proud sons and beautiful daughters and of their loves and losses. Lord Bateman would respond with legends from British history, of the battles between Roman and Celt and also of sea monsters, dragons and prophecies. He had tales of brave knights and maidens and courtly love and, every so often, he would recite one of the ribald stories he had picked up from the local fishermen.
 Lord Bateman loved more than anything to gaze into Sofia’s eyes and listen to her sensuous voice as it transported him to worlds beyond his imagining. And over these stories shared, a respect and affection was nurtured between the crusader knight and the Sultan’s daughter.
 On one occasion, before Sofia started her tale, Lord Bateman resolved to take a great liberty, which he hoped would not cause offence.
 “Sofia, as you recite your magical tale today, I would love to watch your lips as you speak.”
 She gestured her compliance in his request, so he gently unhooked her silk veil and pulled it back. Now he could admire Sofia’s exquisite features; her brown skin, her pert nose and a pair of luscious ruby lips which parted in an enigmatic but inviting smile. As Sofia recited her tale he looked on mesmerised by the erotic movement of those lips and the sensual lilt of the voice that came from them.
 After Sofia finished her story, Lord Bateman could not restrain his desire. He took her face in his hands and planted a gentle kiss on those lips. Her welcoming response encouraged him to let his kiss linger. She tasted delicious, like ripe exotic fruits.
 When she departed at dusk and Lord Bateman was returned to his cell, he reflected on the afternoon, the beautiful Sofia and that kiss.
 As time went on, the stories they exchanged became more explicit. They would include sexual innuendo or openly describe the courting and love-making of their characters. On one occasion Sofia recited a lewd and humorous story about three prostitutes in an Arabian brothel who used their wiles to trick their clients out of golden coins. Lord Bateman told a story of knightly love in the court of King Arthur, but on this occasion did not hold back from describing the pleasure Lancelot took in taking Arthur’s Queen, Guinevere.
 After this story telling session, Lord Bateman resolved to ask another liberty of Sofia. He asked if she would remove her turban so he could touch her hair. Sofia obliged. She removed her headpiece, shaking her locks of luxuriant chestnut hair over her shoulders. Lord Bateman gathered a bunch of her thick hair in his hand and stroked it. It smelt of jasmine.
 He gathered it in his hands and pulled her face towards his. They held each other in a clench and kissed each other again, this time with passion. Lord Bateman could feel the swelling of her breast against his chest. Their lips only parted when they heard the gaoler waking from his mid-afternoon, wine-induced, slumber.
 On one occasion their discourse turned back to Lord Bateman’s adventures in the Holy Land, “Tales of the atrocities of the crusades spread quickly here, passed on by the merchants who trade along the coast of Byzantium,” said Sofia. “There is a sadness about you, my Lord. I would find its source and release you from it, if I could. I suspect you have carried out acts of great cruelty.”
 She said this serenely, without passing any judgement on him. But her observation was perceptive nonetheless.
 “Yes, it’s true. I’ve done things I’m not proud of, though at the time, I believed they were done for the glory of God. I was at the siege of Acre when King Richard’s men executed its defenders. Thousands of bound and defenceless Saracens, including women and children, were put to the sword. We flung ourselves at them and massacred them with sword and lance in cold blood. It was a hysteria that came over us and, with our hearts blinded with hatred, anger and frustration, we behaved like butchers. Yet, sitting in this courtyard, listening to the tales from your world and receiving your kindness and generosity, I would seek to repent of my actions.”
 Sofia reached out her hand and touched Lord Bateman’s cheek in a tender act of sympathy, with a forgiveness he felt he barely deserved.
 She sighed and shrugged, “Such is the fate of men who take up the sword. I neither condemn nor condone, my spirit merely tells me that whether Saracen or Frank, Muslim or Christian, there are greater things that bind us.”
 With that she leaned over and planted a kiss on his cheek.
 Sofia beckoned the gaoler over and, with a knowing glance, whispered a few words in his ear and handed him a silver coin. The gaoler withdrew to leave them alone; he would not deny the Sultan’s daughter’s desires.
 Sofia took Lord Bateman’s hand and led him back into his cell with its rough bed stuffed with straw.
 Lord Bateman smiled, gesturing to the corner of the prison where he slept, “I wish I had a bed of goose feathers we can lay on, but this is all I can offer.”
 “It’s all that’s needed, my love,” she whispered.
 Lord Bateman could scarcely believe what was happening. Was the gentle Sofia really going to offer her body up to him? - With all the risks that entailed if her father discovered his Mohammedan daughter lay with a Christian crusader?
 His doubts were answered by Sofia’s actions, as her turban was tossed aside to release waves of her dark brown hair. And then, to Lord Bateman’s delight, she started to untie the fastenings on her dress, pulling the material off of her shoulders and letting it slide onto the prison floor. He gasped with surprise and amazement at seeing Sofia stood before him, naked. Without the layers of heavy silks she looked so delicate. Seen in the gloom of her prison her brown skin glowed. She was a glorious vision of beauty and mystery. When she spoke, it was her voice, that intoxicating voice that had so tantalisingly captivated him with its tales of desire, love and loss, which aroused him.
 “Come here, my love. Take me into your arms,” she murmured. “Don’t think about what we are about to do. Don’t worry about consequences. Forget the barriers of religion and race that divide us. Live for this moment, my Lord. Let us imagine we are characters in a story and we are capable of anything, anything we desire in our hearts.”
 Lord Bateman could hold out no longer. He swept her slender frame into his arms, buried his face in her hair and then kissed her with a passion fuelled by months of pent-up desire. When their lips parted, she wasted no time in whipping off his tunic from over his head and pulling down his pantaloons. His clothes were thrown carelessly onto the stone floor of the gaol.
 They collapsed onto the straw. They revelled in the pleasure of their bare flesh against one another, oblivious to the discomfort of their surroundings. They explored each other’s bodies with touch, Sofia’s fingers straying to Lord Bateman’s erect cock. Was her knowledge of how to arouse him learnt from erotic manuals from her father’s library or had she taken other lovers? Not that it mattered to him if he was not Sofia’s first lover. All that mattered was that Sofia wanted him now.
 “Come inside me, my lord. I need you,” she gasped.
 “I love you, Sofia, and I want you.”
 “I want to feel your cock in me,” she pleaded.
 Lord Bateman rolled on top of Sofia and pushed his fingers into her cunt. She arched her back and moaned with pleasure. Her sex was wet and ready. He eased his cock into her.
 “Oh, yes, my love,” she moaned. “Push it deeper.”
 Lord Bateman took her face into his hands and they stared into one another’s eyes. Her nails dug into his back as he thrust his cock into her.
 Sofia gasped, “Fuck me, my love. Fuck me.”
 Encouraged by her enthusiastic demands, Lord Bateman drove his hips to push into her.
 “I love you, Sofia,” he grunted as he approached his climax.
 “I want you inside me. I want your seed inside me.”
 Lord Bateman could not hold back any longer. All the desire he felt for her finally found its release as he came into her.
 “Oh yes,” Sofia panted. “That feels so good.
 They spent the rest of the afternoon in a tender embrace, exchanging endearments, joking how they were now like the lovers they described in their tales and how theirs was a story of love consummated and fulfilled.
 Their time together was short but precious. It would not be long before the gaoler returned. Reluctantly, Sofia dressed and they exchanged one final, tearful, kiss before she had to part, leaving Lord Bateman chained in his cell.
 ***
 It was night, and Lord Bateman lay sleeping. Suddenly he was woken by movement. It was Sofia. It was a strange time for her to visit; never before had she come to his cell after the sun had set. She carried a flagon of wine, two goblets and some bread.
 “My Sofia, what an unexpected pleasure,” Lord Bateman exclaimed, hoping she had been able to sneak away from the palace to make love with him again.
 “Share this with me. It’s my father’s wine,” she said pouring some out into the goblets, “Let us make a toast.”
 “But what are we toasting?” Lord Bateman asked, concerned at the melancholy tone of her words.
 “I invite you to drink a toast to our parting. For tonight I will set you free. I have smuggled the keys for your chains from my father and I have sent the gaoler away. There is a boat waiting for you at the harbour. It will take you to Constantinople and from there you’ll be able to find a passage back to England, and your beloved Northumberland. I have a bag of silver coins for you to help pay your way and some fresh clothes for you to change into.”
 Lord Bateman was torn asunder. He had long desired his release and, of course he wanted his freedom again, but at the risk of never seeing Sofia again? He could not now imagine a life that did not include her.
 “But, Sofia I want to stay here with you. If escape means never hearing your voice again then that’s a bitter freedom for me.”
 “No, my Lord, you must trust me in this. You cannot stay. If you do, then my father will execute you, I’ve no doubt of that.”
 “But what’s changed? Why the sudden urgency? Has your father found out about us? If he is angry with you, then flee to Northumbria with me, Sofia.”
 “No, my father has said nothing. I cannot leave, my Lord, not because I don’t want to. Trust me when I say I can’t. Please, drink with me and then I’ll accompany you to the dock side so we can say our farewells.”
 Lord Bateman held her in her arms, pulled back her veil and kissed her.
 “This is so sudden, Sofia. What will I do without your tales and poems to sustain me?”
 “Do not despair. I promise you, there is no cause to despair.”
 Between them they finished off the flagon of wine. Sofia unlocked Lord Bateman’s chains and he changed into the clothes she had brought. Sofia led him out of his prison, down a stone passage and then through an iron gate onto a set of steep steps that wound downwards through the rocks to the harbour side. The moon illuminated their passage and, in the distance, Lord Bateman could see a waiting boat bobbing by the jetty.
 They stood on the dockside for their final farewell. Sofia embraced him and they kissed.
 “I promise I will come to you. I will not marry for three years and you must promise to do the same. If I have not come to you by then, you are free to marry another. I’ll think of you always and imagine your wild wind-swept hills calling to me from across the seas. Be patient, my love, I promise I will come to you.”
 “Sofia, I promise I will not marry. I will love no other but you. I will wait for you and when you come, my lands, half of all Northumberland, will be yours in return for releasing me, and for the love and kindness you have shown me. I’ll remember every moment in the courtyard, under the olive tree, listening to your magical words of imagination that have illuminated my life.”
 “You must go now, my Lord, whilst you have the chance, before the boat sets sail.”
 They had one more tearful embrace before Sofia was forced to push him away and urge him on to the end of the docks to the waiting boat.
 As the boat parted Lord Bateman stood on the brow of the boat looking back at his beloved Sofia standing forlornly on the harbour. He was overcome with sadness and loss.
 ***
 “My ship docks here in London, my lovely. You want to go north? I suggest you get a collier up to Newcastle, get off there and continue the journey on horse-back. Where is it you’re headed for?”
 “Northumberland. To the castle of Lord Bateman.”
 The mysterious eastern girl and her entourage, a maid and a fearsome bodyguard with his scimitar, had shared a cabin on his merchant ship all the way from the crusader port of Jaffa. He had seen the chests of coins, the rich clothing and exotic jewellery. She could buy the whole of Northumberland if she wanted to, he reckoned.
 “Look, leave it to me, I’ll arrange a passage to Newcastle for you. There are always ships going up the coast from here.”
 He knew it was worth his while; she would pay handsomely for the favour. And he’d grown fond of her. On the passage he often went to her cabin and listened to her stories of Arabian myths and he told his own, more ribald ones, of sailors’ adventures. She had told him why she was sailing to England. The sea captain hoped for her sake that, after nearly two years since seeing her love and travelling such a distance, she wasn’t going to be disappointed.
 As Sofia rode the final stage of her own pilgrimage, she felt she was returning to a home that existed in her imagination and memory. These were the lands described to her in that courtyard in her father’s fortress in Anatolia, in stories that gave her a window into the soul and humanity of her crusader knight. She was excited. In her heart she believed he would be there for her. She knew he would keep their promise.
 She took the bridleway along the coast and, as she rode, Sofia fell in love with the rough seas. She pulled her silks and wools around her to protect her from the bitter wind and pressed on. They came to a point in the cliffs where, in the distance, she could see a magnificent castle on a rocky promontory and below it a bay of sweeping sands. This was the place where he loved to ride, and she could see why. She yearned to see him galloping along the beach to greet her, but it was not to be. Never mind, she would reach the castle before nightfall.
 She came to the castle gates and found them locked. Sofia knocked on them. It was hard to believe her slender figure could make such noise to rouse the castle. The porter slid a hatch in the gate open and gazed out. There stood Sofia in all her beauty and finery. In the fading sunlight she was cast in a golden hue that matched her silk gown and her glittering adornments.
 “Is this Lord Bateman’s castle? Is his lordship here within?” Sofia shouted.
 “Yes, oh yes,” the young porter cried, “pray tell what news I may give to him.”
 “Go tell him, send me a cut of bread. Go tell him, send me a cup of wine. Go tell him to remember his fair lady who did release him when he was confined.”
 The porter, from the stories his master told him of his time in the Holy Land, realised this must be the Sofia he had spoken of, and rushed off calling for his master.
 “My Lord, Lord Bateman,” he shouted. “It’s she. It’s Sofia. She’s come from across the sea.”
 Lord Bateman, disturbed by all the commotion, rushed out to meet him.
 “Is it true? Can it be true? How do you know it is her?”
 The porter replied, “She has rings on every finger, and on her middle one she wears three. She’s got enough gold on her person as to buy Northumberland from you. She says, bring her a cut of bread and bring her a cup of wine, and tells you to remember your lady from across the sea.”
 Lord Bateman flew through his castle to the gates and flung them open. He embraced Sofia with tears rolling down his cheeks. He knew she would come to seek him out. In all the time they had been parted he never doubted her.
 She laughed with joy and then smiled, an enigmatic smile, “I haven’t come to buy Northumberland from you, my love. I’ve bought greater riches from the east than gold.”
 Her maid passed her a bundle in a woollen blanket and then wrapped in golden silk. Sofia nestled it lovingly in her arms before passing it to Lord Bateman. It was a sleeping child, a beautiful brown-skinned girl. And then Lord Bateman realised. There was a single afternoon when they consummated their love for each other in that dark prison in Anatolia and, in that one time they had lain together, he had planted his seed inside her.
 Now he understood why Sofia helped him escape for, if her father had realised she was pregnant with the child of a Christian crusader, he would most certainly have beheaded him and, if Sofia had come with him, such a dangerous crossing would have put the baby in her womb at risk.
 “She’s ours?” he laughed.
 “Yes, she’s ours, my love. And as she grows up, what tales we will be able to tell her.”



 Clementine
 By Aishling Morgan
 “Oh my darling, oh my darling, oh my darling Clementine...”
 Will stopped singing as he reached the window of the jewellers. He was smiling as his gaze sought out the engagement rings in the display, his mind full of thoughts of the girl he would be proposing to later that day. Clementine, beautiful, innocent Clementine, a vision of slender elegance and cool, refined femininity. Clementine the virginal, Clementine the pure, unkissed, untouched, the girl who had kept herself for the right man. For him.
 She deserved the best: a ring to set her little heart fluttering with delight and make her eyes and mouth go round in the beautiful way she had, a way that invariably set him thinking of the yet more delightful moment to come, when she finally opened that same sweet, full mouth to take in his erect cock. The thought was almost too much. Will winced and made a hasty adjustment to the set of his trousers before returning to his inspection of the rings. It was certainly going to have to be an expensive ring, not only because Clementine deserved the best but because her father, a highly successful mining engineer, had bought her up to be well aware of her value.
 The prices were able to make him wince as much as the thought of Clementine sucking on his penis, but they were not beyond his reach. Ten minutes later he had selected an oval-cut, one-carat diamond set in platinum, taken his credit card to within pennies of its limit and started back for his car. As he drove he was smiling again, his mind flicking over the details of the last few months as he’d carefully manoeuvred himself into a position in which she would accept his proposal.
 He’d been fascinated from the moment he saw her, and as much with her shy, slightly aloof manner as her perfectly proportioned figure and long, ash-blonde hair. All his life he had found it difficult to cope with the idea of any woman he was with having had any previous experience. It didn’t matter how long before it had been or even if his rival was long gone from the scene. Just the thought of another man’s lips pressed to hers or his hands caressing her flesh was enough to make him grit his teeth with jealousy, while it was impossible to enjoy sex without the image of another man’s penis inside his partner battering at his senses.
 Clementine was different. Compared with the other women he’d known, she was like a fairy-tale princess. Educated in a convent, sheltered by her wealthy and protective father, proud and disdainful of men yet clearly vulnerable underneath, she had stayed pure. It had been hard work to get her to acknowledge him at all, but a series of expensive presents had gradually thawed her icy exterior, until she’d finally allowed him to take her out. Even then, it had been clear from the start that there would be no sex, but Will had been delighted, if frustrated. Now though, it would all be different. He would be her fiancé, and she had also made it clear that a fiancé deserved certain little privileges.
 By the time he reached her house he was grinning again, his head now full of pictures: of her breasts, perfectly round and slightly upturned, as if taunting him, and which he’d never been permitted to so much as squeeze, let alone look at bare; of her neatly turned little bottom, like a ripe apricot, and the impudent wiggle of her cheeks as she walked; of the secrets between her thighs, the plump, split fig of her cunt, no doubt as perfect as the rest of her. Soon it would be his, all his and nobody else’s. He was singing again as he approached the house.
 “In a cavern, in a canyon, excavating for a mine, lived a miner, forty-niner, and his daughter Clementine. Oh my darling, oh my darling...”
 He stopped, feeling that the following lyrics were more than a little inappropriate in the circumstances. Besides, he had reached the gates and he wanted to be sure the next few minutes were as perfectly romantic for her as they should be for him. As always, he’d planned his every move. He knew her parents were away, and that meant she would be alone in the house, with the possible exception of her little sister, but as he came in at the gates he saw that two vans were parked in the drive. Both were white, one decorated with a ridiculous picture of a pig wielding a toilet plunger and the other with scuffed lettering to show that it belonged to an electrician. Obviously there were workmen in, but they would no doubt be going about their business, and Clementine was scarcely the sort of girl to pay attention to such people.
 As Will approached the house he noticed that the curtains of the music room were partially closed, which seemed curious. The room was an extension, almost a wing, originally built as an exceptionally large conservatory but now converted to a music room lit by high, arched windows, with a polished woodblock floor and a magnificent grand piano in one corner. It was also one of Clementine’s favourite rooms and he wondered if she was there, perhaps practising her scales with the curtains pulled to shield her from the vulgar gaze. There was no music to be heard, but he changed the angle of his walk, hoping to surprise her as he peered in where he could see through a gap in the curtains.
 Clementine was there, but she was not practising her scales.
 His mouth came slowly wide as he took in the scene. Clementine, pure, innocent Clementine, was being used by three workmen. She knelt in the middle of the floor, her knees on a rolled up coat, her bottom pushed out to make a perfect ball in her skin tight designer jeans, her top pulled up to show off a lacy black bra, her mouth wide, her little pink tongue lapping at the shaft of a massive, heavily veined penis that thrust out from the fly of a man in greasy blue overalls. Her hands were busy too, both curled around a straining erection, one long and pink and skinny, the other fat and black and obscenely large.
 For a long moment Will could only stare in horror, trying desperately to tell himself that his darling was being forced, but the expression of happy satisfaction on her face told a very different story. Still it was hard to take in, that the sweet, shy, rather precious girl he knew could give herself over to three grubby workmen, not even one at a time but all together, working on their cocks like some come-hungry little slut. Again he tried to tell himself that she’d been tricked into it, or blackmailed, or made to drink so much she didn’t know what she was doing, anything but the obvious truth, which was that she was completely in control of the situation and having a thoroughly good time.
 Then, with a single, sharp motion she had pulled up her bra, spilling her breasts out into her hands. He gave in, accepting the awful truth in a wash of jealousy and anger, yet completely unable to tear his gaze away from the window as she took one plump, pink globe of girl-flesh in each hand, massaging them gently and stroking the stiff little buds of her nipples. The two men she’d been masturbating had pushed close when she let go of their cocks, to rub themselves on her face and in her hair, while she’d taken the heavyset man in overalls into her mouth, sucking eagerly.
 He came almost at once, and her eyes were popping as her mouth filled with spunk, a sight that left Will staring in mingled disgust and desire, both feelings that grew abruptly stronger. She’d done her best to swallow, but it wasn’t enough, a thick white mess of come and spittle exploding from around her lips to plop down over on her top and across naked breasts, soiling both and making a filthy, slimy puddle in her cleavage where she had the lovely orbs pushed together. The man wasn’t finished, either: another jet of semen erupted from the head of his cock as she pulled back to catch her breath, to lay a long, white trail across her face from one eye to her neatly pointed chin. A third eruption followed, and a fourth, the man milking his erection into Clementine’s mouth and over her face to leave her a soiled, sticky mess.
 Will was sure she’d be disgusted by what had been done to her, but to his horror she not only seemed to be enjoying it but obviously wanted more. The instant the man who’d come on her pulled back, she turned her attention to the others, taking the younger man with the long thin cock in her mouth as she once more began to tug on the black man’s shaft. Her free hand went back to her breasts, stroking them and pinching her nipples, rubbing the first man’s spunk into the smooth pink flesh, deliberately jiggling them up and down to make the mess in her cleavage froth up into bubbles of spunk.
 The young man was fascinated, his mouth slack as he took in the obscene display she was making of herself, but she was sucking on his cock with what looked to Will suspiciously like well-practised skill and his expression had soon changed to ecstasy. He came, grunting as she was given a mouthful of spunk for the second time in a couple of minutes. Like his friend he had plenty to give, not just down Clementine’s throat but in her face. Now that he was actually coming he had regained some control, and he was laughing as he deliberately soiled her, aiming gout after gout of spunk into her open mouth and across her cheeks and eyes, into her hair and down her front, leaving her skin slick and slippery and her top and bra sodden with filth. Yet she was laughing too, and took only a brief moment to get her breath back before accepting the black man’s cock in her mouth.
 He was already on the edge, panting as he fucked her lipstick painted mouth, his fat cock shaft in grotesque contrast to her delicate beauty. Despite the size of his cock and the vigour of his thrusts she seemed to be coping with him easily, putting a hand to his balls, tickling them for a moment before taking hold of what little of his cock was available to briefly masturbate him into her mouth, then sliding one long, elegant finger back under his scrotum. Will’s face screwed up in disgust, and not a little envy, as he realised she was teasing his anus, but he was still unable to look away.
 Clementine let go of her breasts to give her full concentration to the man in her mouth, one delicate hand now squeezing on his massive, wrinkled scrotum while with the other she probed deeper into his bottom. He was grinning, his teeth showing, his eyes fixed on the junction between her beautiful and spunk-splattered face and his monstrous cock, apparently no longer in a hurry. She clearly was, gobbling on his erection with an obscene greed Will could never have believed possible, pushing deep in up his anus and jerking him into her mouth.
 Finally it was too much. The man grunted, called Clementine a dirty little bitch and snatched his cock free of her mouth to finish himself off with a furious tugging motion. He came, jet after jet of spunk erupting into her gaping mouth, over her face, into her beautiful blonde hair and down her chest. For one moment Will could see the pool of slippery white slime on her tongue, and then she tried to swallow, choked and went into a fit of coughing. Spunk burst out from between her painted lips and exploded from her nose, falling into sticky blobs onto the floor beneath her face as she struggled for control, with the men now laughing and congratulating each other for the filthy state they’d put her in.
 She stayed down as they began to tidy themselves up, filth dribbling from her open mouth, but if the men were done, Clementine was not. Even though he could no longer deny the pleasure she was taking in her own degradation, Will had imagined she’d want to run for the bathroom as soon as the last of them had given her the full content of his balls. Instead she suddenly rocked back on her heels, her fingers tearing at the button of her jeans, to jerk it open and allow her to push them down, her panties too, laying her bottom bare behind. Her knees came wide, her belly pushed out and her fingers were snatching at her greedy, sodden cunt, shameless, filthy and utterly abandoned as she began to masturbate.
 Will’s eyes stayed locked to her body, flicking up and down, barely able to take in what she was doing. Her face was a mask of slippery, glistening spunk, her eyes closed, her mouth full of it, viscous strands hanging from the tip of her pert little nose and her ears, her hair splashed with long, sticky streamers. Her breasts were filthy, smeared with blobs and streaks of come as well as glossy with what she’d rubbed over herself in her excitement. Her belly was squeezing to her ever sharper breaths, her muscles already in hard contraction, while her bottom was pushed well out to flaunt not only the mouth of her ready cunt but the pale star of her anus, which had begun to squeeze to a slow, lewd rhythm.
 Clementine came, bringing herself to one screaming orgasm after another in front of the now awe-struck men, utterly indifferent to the display she was making of herself or, more likely, enjoying it. Even when she was finally done she made no attempt to cover herself, but simply knelt there, the mess sliding slowly down her face and breasts, apparently lost in a moment of pure bliss. Will remained frozen, watching as the blob of spunk hanging from Clementine’s nose detached itself, to fall in among the mess clogging her cleavage, while with every breath she was blowing spunk bubbles from her nose and mouth. With that sight the song he’d been singing so happily earlier came back to mind.
 “Fell into the foaming brine. Ruby lips above the water, blowing bubbles soft and fine, but alas, I was no swimmer, so I lost my Clementine.”
 It was true. After what she’d done he could no longer propose to her. Even if she did accept, he knew he would never be able to make love to her without thinking of how she’d looked as she serviced three grinning, grunting tradesmen with her mouth. Worse, he could never, ever feel that she was his. And yet he still wanted her, desperately. His cock was rock hard in his pants and had been since he’d first seen her, springing to erection in moments at the sight of her playing with other men’s cocks.
 He finally managed to get up, staggering slightly as he stepped away from the window, his mind a whirl. Driving was out of the question, and yet he dared not confront her, not with the three men still in the house. He had a nasty suspicion that she would simply laugh at him anyway. Every moment of their relationship now seemed false, and he realised that she had simply been trying to be kind to him when in practise she preferred very different men. Nor was she innocent, far from it, and yet despite his need to dismiss her as a filthy, worthless slut he knew deep down that she had simply done with others what he would have liked her to do for him and him alone.
 All he could think to do was slink off into a corner of the garden, where a rhododendron hedge hid an old swing. He sat down, his teeth gritted in an agony of fury and of frustration, his hands clenching and unclenching and yet, despite all, his cock was still painfully hard, so hard that he dared not touch himself at all for fear of coming in his pants. To do that would have been the final humiliation, but his hands were shaking with need and the images of Clementine sucking and wanking the three men or finishing herself off in a pool of their filth were burning in his brain. Only the sound of somebody approaching made him hold back.
 He looked up, expecting Clementine and trying to work out what he could possibly say, but the girl who stepped from between the bushes was younger and if anything more beautiful still; slender as a wand, her hair falling below the level of her waist in a sheet of ashen blonde made paler still by the bright sunlight. Her expression rather gave the lie to the delicacy of her appearance: bold, almost taunting, but she was smiling and her eyes sparkled with mischief.
 “Did you enjoy the show?”
 Will made a face, unable to find words.
 “You’re the rich one Clemmie’s been taking for a ride, aren’t you?” the girl asked. “I bet you got a shock, didn’t you?”
 He shrugged, once again unable to find words.
 “I saw you,” she continued casually, then giggled, her huge blue eyes now fixed to the bulge in his crotch. “Would you like me to help you with that?”
 Will found himself unable to resist, watching as she tugged her loose summer dress up and off, revealing high, pert breasts and a pair of miniscule panties lying snug over slender hips. She gave a brief twirl, showing off her tiny, pert bottom, each egg-shaped cheek tight beneath thin white cotton. Then she sat herself down on his lap with a teasing wiggle. Her hand went to his crotch, quickly freeing his penis, and as she began to tug on his shaft her mouth sought his.
 So he kissed her little sister and forgot his Clementine.



 Halewijn’s Song
 By Elizabeth Coldwell
 I heard his voice before I ever saw his face, floating on the drowsy air of a summer’s night. Lying in my bed, unable to sleep, I listened to that seductive song and wondered what angel might be capable of producing such beautiful music. It seemed he sang for my ears alone, and I couldn’t help but slip a hand down to the hot, wet place between my legs and touch myself to the strains of his gorgeous melody.
 “Who are you?” I cried, in the moment before I reached my peak.
 His reply came back as a whisper, so close I could have sworn he was in the bed beside me. “They call me Halewijn. And I will take you for my own...”
 The words stayed with me long after his song had ended, and the next morning I was still mulling them over as I ate my breakfast porridge.
 “You’re looking very pleased with yourself,” my sister commented. “If I didn’t know better, I’d say you didn’t sleep alone last night.”
 “The strangest thing happened to me,” I replied, pausing with my spoon halfway to my lips. “A man was singing to me, Alida. Words of love such as you’ve never heard, so seductive...” I left out the details of my reaction, not wanting to let her know how avidly I’d pleasured myself to his tune. “When it was over, I asked his name and he said Halewijn.”
 “Oh, sister.” Alida’s face had gone pale, and she plucked at the sleeve of her gown. “Have you never been told of the curse of Halewijn’s song?”
 “Curse?” I laughed, thinking she spoke out of envy. Alida was older than me by a couple of years. She should have had a suitor by now, but it seemed men only saw her clumsy build and plain face and didn’t look beyond that to the kind, generous person beneath.
 “Halewijn is not a mortal man, Isa. He’s an elf-lord. They say he uses that song to lure young maidens to their doom. Once they’ve heard it they’re compelled to follow it - follow him - wherever he chooses to lead them. No girl who has gone to him has ever returned.”
 “Oh, that’s nonsense.” I resumed my meal, wanting to finish my porridge before it went cold.
 “Is it? Remember the miller’s daughter, Griet? She left her bed on the night of the full moon and was never seen again.”
 I didn’t believe in curses or tales of vengeful elven folk. If the milk soured, it was because it had been left too long in the sun, not because a spell had been placed on the cattle. And there had to be a rational explanation for Griet’s disappearance, despite Alida’s claims. “She probably went sleepwalking, slipped on the bank and fell in the mill stream.”
 “If that’s the case, why did they never find a trace of her? I know you don’t believe me, but Halewijn will call to you, and you’ll go.”
 “And if I refuse?”
 Her expression was grim. “You won’t.”
 ***
 For three more nights after the first, Halewijn’s song drifted into my bedchamber. Each time it grew more insistent, more demanding, and in response my fingers danced faster on my clit. Powerful orgasms racked my frame and each time I came I called out Halewijn’s name, begging him to touch me, to fill me with his beautiful cock. Although I was still a virgin, I knew all about what men and women did in bed together, and I dreamed of all the ways my lover would take me.
 Throughout the day, I longed for the moment when I would slip between the bedcovers once more. Working on my tapestry, I would let my needle fall idle, picturing the man I’d never seen but who seemed to know me so intimately. No matter what my jealous sister said, Halewijn meant me no harm, I was sure of it.
 Then came the night of the full moon. Cold, pale light shone through my bedchamber window. I strained my ears to hear Halewijn’s song but heard nothing. Not even the call of a night bird broke the silence. Had he forgotten me, or had he grown bored and found someone else? So much for Alida’s claims that the elf-lord would never stop until he had me.
 I rolled over on my side, pulling the covers tight around me, but sleep proved elusive. My body ached for him. Maybe Alida had it wrong, and not hearing Halewijn was the real curse.
 “Isa...” At first I thought I’d imagined the word. ‘Isa, my love.’
 Halewijn. I sat up in bed. Was he here? Had he come for me?
 “Halewijn, where are you?” Though I looked around, I saw no sign of him.
 “Come to me. I’m waiting for you, in the meadow on the far side of the woods.”
 I knew of the spot, though I had never ventured there. The forest was dangerous enough by day. Only a fool would travel through it at night, even with the full moon to guide them.
 “Can’t you make your way to me?” I asked, even though I already knew the answer. Despite the threat of danger, I knew I would follow Halewijn wherever he led me.
 I put on stout boots and pulled a thick woollen cape over my nightgown. From my chest, I took the little dagger I kept hidden amid my underwear. I hoped I wouldn’t have to use it but I’d heard so many stories of the wild animals and murderous rogues who roamed the woods it was better to be safe.
 In the moment before I left the room I snatched up the little necklace Alida had given me. The morning I’d confessed to hearing Halewijn’s song for the first time she’d told me she would offer me what protection she could. You had to know your enemy, she said. The undead could be kept away with the aid of water taken from the baptismal font. Were-creatures feared silver. Elves were sly beings, trickier to deal with. You needed to cast a spell more powerful than one of their own, defeat them with their own greed and vanity.
 What she handed me did not look impressive. A little piece of polished flint with a hole drilled through it, threaded on to a thin length of leather cord. Marks had been scratched on one side of the stone - three horizontal lines, running parallel to each other.
 “Wear this,” she said. “When the time comes, you’ll know how to use it.”
 I wanted to tell her she had nothing to worry about. I could look after myself. But I’d taken the charm from her anyway. Now, I fastened it around my neck and strode out to meet my destiny.
 No one saw me leave as I crept out into the night. The hunting dogs, curled by the fireplace, stirred in their sleep as I passed but did not wake.
 “Isa...” Halewijn’s voice, low and seductive, echoed in my ears as I hurried down to the edge of the woods.
 “I’m coming, my love,” I whispered.
 As I passed the mill, I recalled Alida’s story about poor Griet, who’d vanished from her bed, never to be seen again. The water here was dark and silent, more than deep enough for someone to drown. What other explanation could there be for her disappearance? Halewijn had nothing to do with it, I told myself firmly.
 As I walked deeper into the woods, the trees closed above my head, their bare branches twining together like grasping fingers. I picked my way through the wet, rotting leaves and clods of muddy earth. Something howled in the distance and I pulled the hood of my cape over my head. Hardly aware of the action, I ran my fingers over the hilt of the dagger.
 If I died here, how long would it be before anyone found my body? They’d realise I was missing when I didn’t appear for breakfast. I pictured a frantic search; my father and brothers calling my name, the dogs on their leashes, straining to follow my scent...
 “Isa...” Halewijn’s voice was louder now and I hurried towards it. Knowing he was close gave me the courage I needed to set aside my fears. Nothing bad would happen to me, not with him to guide me.
 Soon, the trees thinned and I found myself on the edge of the meadow where Halewijn had told me he’d be waiting. In the midst of the lush green grass stood a circle of stones, their surfaces weathered and covered in moss. A man, tall and fair-haired, leaned against one of those stones. I clutched the little charm around my throat and walked on.
 Halewijn greeted me with a smile. “Isa, my love. I knew you would come.”
 My heart thumped, my palms grew sticky. Never had I seen a man quite so handsome as the one who stood before me. Well built, with long, lean limbs and a broad chest, he had the nut-brown skin of someone who toiled in the fields but the bearing of a noble. His eyes, the blue of a summer sky, twinkled with mischief.
 I longed to let my gaze slip down to his breeches, to see whether the cock lurking there matched up to the one in my fantasies, but I restrained myself. There would be time enough for that.
 Halewijn held out a hand, beckoning me close. As if in a trance, I crossed the last few inches that separated us. A strange little thrill shot through me as our fingertips touched, like lightning sizzling across the sky.
 He pulled me into his arms and kissed me, tracing his tongue across my lips. His mouth was soft, tasting of spice, and I returned his kiss with all the passion I possessed. My eyelids fluttered shut. His body pressed against my own and I felt his hard length, every bit as big as I’d imagined, poking into my belly.
 For long, delicious moments our tongues twined and we explored each other’s mouths. I traced my fingers along the line of Halewijn’s strong jaw, hardly able to believe this was finally happening. If only this moment could last until the end of time.
 He broke the kiss. As he stepped back, he brushed an errant strand of hair away from his face. In that instant, I caught a glimpse of his ear, unmistakeably pointed on its upper edge. Fighting my instinctive urge to recoil from the sight, I issued up a silent apology to my sister. She’d been right. Halewijn was an elf-lord, every bit as devious as the rest of his kin.
 “I wanted to meet you here,” he said, “because this place is very special to me, just as you are.”
 “Am I the first maiden you’ve kissed beneath the full moon?” I tried to keep my tone light, not wanting him to know how frightened I was. He meant me harm, I knew it.
 “Oh, there have been others, but none quite like you. No one I was so sure I could truly give my heart to.” His words were designed to flatter, to seduce. And they worked. I was growing just as wet and needy as I did whenever he sang that siren song. My nipples were tight points beneath the fine lawn of my nightgown and heat had risen to my cheeks.
 Halewijn rested against the standing stone again and for the first time I looked at it properly. A shaft of moonlight cast the angles of the thing in sharp relief, and I saw in them a beaky profile I recognised all too well. Griet, with her long nose and sharp cheekbones. Now I knew what had really happened to her, and all the other girls who had disappeared. Halewijn had lured them here, seduced them, and when he’d had his fun with them he’d turned them into stone, an eternal monument to his many conquests.
 Casting a glance around the circle, for the first time I noticed it was incomplete. Eight stones, with room enough left over for a ninth. Now I knew why Halewijn had called me special. I was to be the finishing touch of this evil construction.
 Well, that wasn’t going to happen. Armed with Alida’s charm, I knew I had the power to defeat him. But not just yet. Not when Halewijn had begun to take off his shirt, displaying his taut belly and the sprinkling of fair hair on his muscled chest.
 Once he’d removed the garment he threw it to the ground, which gave me an idea.
 “Do you want to play a game, my lord?” I asked innocently. I knew he wouldn’t be able to resist the thought.
 “What did you have in mind, sweet Isa?”
 “I have always heard tell that when a couple make love it’s exciting for the man if his hands are bound. It lets the woman do whatever she wants to him...”
 He quirked an eyebrow. “And who might have been sharing such secrets with a sweet thing like you? But I’m willing to try it if you are.” The way he spoke made me think he had more than a little experience of such dark pleasures.
 Halewijn held out his hands, his fingers laced together, in front of him, and allowed me to use his discarded shirt to fasten his wrists together. My fingers were clumsy, the knot loose, and I suspected he could free himself if he wished to. But he didn’t even test his bonds; just stood with a smug grin on his face and let me strip him of his leggings. He wore nothing beneath them and his cock rose up to greet me, stiff and proud.
 I couldn’t help myself. I reached out a hand to touch him, marvelling at the velvet softness of the skin covering his shaft. It slipped back easily when I stroked it, revealing the hard core within. So powerful, so beautiful. The thick rod pulsed in my grasp as I ran my fingers from base to tip.
 “Aren’t you going to get naked for me?” He was trying to sound nonchalant, but I knew it had to be an effort for him. With his hands free, he could have torn the clothes from me, then thrown me to the grass and fucked me hard and fast. That held a certain appeal but I wanted this to be on my terms.
 I kicked off my boots then let the cape drop to the grass. From the manner in which the nightgown clung to me Halewijn must have known it was all I had on. He licked his lips as I gripped the hem of the gown in my hands and started to remove it.
 Even though the night was cold, I didn’t feel the chill as I bared myself to him. It seemed as if some spell had been cast over the stone circle, warming the air. Or perhaps it had something to do with the heat Halewijn and I had generated between us with our kisses and caresses.
 At last, I stood naked before him. “Do you like what you see, my lord?”
 He gave a little nod, appraising me from head to toe. “Your beauty is truly breathtaking, sweet Isa - those full, luscious breasts, that sweet cunny. And to think I am the first man ever to see you like this...”
 How could he possibly know that? Fear shivered down my spine again and I dropped my hands to my sex, seeking to shield it from his gaze. Then I recalled the charm around my neck and the protection it offered, and my resolve to avenge the maidens who had been tricked by Halewijn’s siren song grew stronger.
 “Lie down, my lord,” I commanded him, gesturing to where my cape had spread out on the turf. “Make yourself comfortable.”
 He obeyed, wriggling his arse against the coarsely woven wool. With his hands bound and his cock at full stand, jutting up from the sandy curls at his groin, he looked strangely vulnerable, submissive even. But I would have been foolish to underestimate him. I could still have turned and run, even now, but I feared he would use his powers to cut me down as I fled. And besides, although I knew his true nature, I desired him more than I had any man. I yearned to have him inside me.
 Without another word, I straddled his thighs, taking hold of his shaft and guiding it to my entrance. He was so big, so virile, and I feared I would never be able to fit him in my tight, untried hole.
 I spread my dewy folds wide with my fingers and sank down onto him. There was a moment’s sharp sting as the domed head breached some barrier within me. It faded as I took more of him, a little at a time, slowly growing used to the sensation of being filled.
 Soon, I could take no more, even though a goodly portion of his length still remained outside my channel. I was spread wide around him, feeling a delightful tension if I shifted even a little way. When I ran a finger over my aching bud, pleasure almost overwhelmed me.
 Halewijn looked up, no doubt watching the play of emotions on my face. If he had been able to, I’m sure he would have reached up to grasp my breasts. I did the job for him, cupping the firm globes in my hands and thumbing my nipples.
 “Oh, that’s it,” Halewijn murmured. “You know just how to arouse me. Truly you were made for me, Isa...”
 I tried not to listen to his words, sure he’d spoken like this to all the other girls he’d brought here. They would have fallen for his lies, rendered helpless by his charm, his handsomeness, the feel of his gorgeous cock, and only when it was too late would they have learned what he really had in mind for them.
 I stroked my nub again, as much for Halewijn’s benefit as my own. If he wanted to watch me pleasure myself then I’d give him a show he would never forget.
 As I reached my crisis point I shifted faster on his rod, feeling the beautiful waves of orgasm beginning to ripple through my centre. My vision grew hazy; my inner muscles gripped around Halewijn’s shaft. Throwing my head back, I called out as I came
 Beneath me, Halewijn bucked his hips, seeking to push more of himself into me. I knew it wouldn’t be long before he spent all he had. The last thing I needed was an elf-child growing in my belly. I eased myself off him and used my fingers to coax the seed from him, watching in fascination as the droplets arced out to land in a creamy pool on his chest.
 He smiled at me, his passion spent. He was at his weakest now, and I only had a moment to act.
 I spun the charm around so the marks on it faced him. Halewijn looked up, and it was clear he recognised the meaning of those lines. The affable expression faded from his face and I caught a glimpse of the true, craven evil that lurked within him.
 “Isa, what are you doing?” He tried to rise to a sitting position. “You can untie me now, we’ve had our fun.”
 I shook my head, wanting him to know who was in control now. “As you would do to me, so I will do to you.”
 “Please, my love...”
 Jerking the cord so sharply it snapped, I tugged the charm free of my neck and pressed it to his bare skin. He let out a scream that died in his throat.
 The transformation was swift. One instant Halewijn lay there, the next he was gone. In his place was a flat stone, the length of a man’s body. I smiled to myself. It was a fitting fate for him, to remain there, frozen in place, till the world ended.
 I dressed quickly and left the meadow without looking back. In time, I would find another man to sing to me, one whose song held no trickery, but for now I walked on, relishing the silence of the night.



 Broadstairs Bloke Week
 By Helen J Perry
 “I’m going to have to make a move. Sorry, guys, but I have a train to catch in ten minutes.” Amber put down her empty glass to punctuate the announcement.
 Goodbyes are often awkward moments. Goodbyes need some kind of physical gesture. Between men, a handshake might do the job but, in this context, it would seem too formal and completely weird. At this point she might have stood up or put on a jacket, a familiar part of the farewell ritual, but we were already standing in the packed pub, and who brings a jacket with them when they go out in August? Moving in for a hug and air-kiss, however, might have been too familiar as we’d only been talking to these guys for an hour.
 “I need to leave, too. I’ve an early start at Folk Week tomorrow.” I couldn’t really stay, not with two strangers, no matter how attractive these men were. Kieran and I were the same age and had grown up in the same street but I didn’t know him, I didn’t even recognise him. It was only when we got chatting that we worked out the connection. I went to an independent primary and then grammar school, and he didn’t, so it’s not as if we were old school friends, just neighbours.
 The men looked at each other and I was sure I could see an almost telepathic communication going on between them.
 “We’ll walk with you.” Blond-haired, blue-eyed Nick looked like he’d walked out of a modelling studio. I wouldn’t have minded seeing him modelling swimwear, I thought. As it was, he’d told us he was unemployed.
 “Thanks,” replied Amber, before I could say, you don’t need to. I’m pleased Amber got her words out first, although she really was catching the train from the station across the road, for her five-minute journey to Margate. She had to be up at ridiculous o’clock for her job at the post office.
 My early start was just an excuse. As a volunteer, I might roll out of my house in the yellow T-shirt labelled Work Force at some time approaching ten, whereas in term time, as a schoolteacher, I’d be out of the house by a little after seven. Volunteering at Folk Week every summer had become a habit that began when I returned home from university to stay with my parents for the holidays. My parents’ home also became a popular free destination for my impoverished, man-mad friends when they discovered the delights of a seaside town. The area heaved with foreign language students all through the summer, and then there was Folk Week.
 What next? I wondered if I was going to hang out with these two men, or just go home. It was still awkward. It takes next to no time to walk to the station from the Crampton Arms, it’s just a case of crossing the road, so I didn’t have long to contemplate my next move.
 “Where to, Emma? Want to join us for another drink or can we walk you home?” asked Kieran. Since when did the boy I vaguely remembered playing in the street turn into such a hot guy? A drink was tempting but, let’s face it, I was not about to get off with the man who grew up two doors away from me and still lived at home with his parents. At our age that just wasn’t right!
 As for his friend, he’d be OK for a one-night stand, in that “ what happens in Broadstairs stays in Broadstairs” sort of way but he was staying the night with the boy-now-man, from almost next door. I preferred my one-night stands with the unemployed to be considerably more anonymous, to be guaranteed to not come back to haunt me.
 “I’m going home, but you don’t need to walk with me, you know it’s not far.” I shivered. Even in August, any time after nine at night is usually too cold for bare arms, due to the sea breeze.
 “Of course we’ll walk with you. After all, it’s not far,” said Nick. “You look cold, how about we cuddle up to keep warm?” Without waiting for a reply, he put his arm around my waist. I must have left the fierce independent feminist that lives within me at my home in Reading, because I practically swooned. Perhaps he was cold, too, and on this very short walk I’d get to feel that body of his. I hooked my arm around his waist.
 Unemployed he might be but he looked good. I’d been admiring him since Amber and I first spotted this couple. We had actually followed them into the bar! Both of them were perfectly proportioned, tall slim men wearing hipster jeans with toned muscle under skimpy, tight T-shirts. Up close like this, Nick smelt good too, with a faint, not overpowering smell of cologne.
 “Good idea. No need to get cold on the walk home when we can share body heat.” Kieran looked at me with a smile, as if he thought his friend was making good progress. To my surprise, he then joined us. Taking to my other side he put his arm around my shoulder.
 Goodbyes are awkward but so is walking along the street with your arms around two men. You have to coordinate your foot motion, which was not easy as my legs were shorter than theirs and my stride was smaller. On the positive side, they kept me from falling flat on my face, which would have been highly likely in those shoes, the not-suitable-for-school footwear. Practically propping me up, keeping me warm, the men escorted me home. And, let’s face it, it feels really good to have not one sexy man on your arm but two, one on each side. Who wouldn’t feel good about that?
 “When did your folks go away?” asked Nick.
 “Today. They always go before Folk Week starts, while you can still park within half a mile of our house. How do you manage with work?” I aimed the question at Kieran as we were now walking past his home to get to my door. We passed his tradesman’s van and that of his dad, both carpenters. Like father like son.
 “I won’t come near Broadstairs for the next week because of the traffic and...” My neighbour was chatting away about his work as we stood outside my house.
 “Do you want to come in for a drink?” I interrupted. The words just slipped out so easily, it was not like inviting someone back for coffee when you mean something else, because it was too early in the evening, we were too sober and there were two of them. And did I mention that one of them was a neighbour?
 My escorts removed their supporting arms; I opened the door and led the way into the kitchen where I pulled off those ridiculous shoes.
 “Beer? Or what do you fancy?” Without waiting for a reply, I opened the fridge and pulled out some bottles of Europe’s finest. I was definitely going to have one and this was what they had been drinking earlier. I placed the bottles on the island in the middle of the kitchen for them to help themselves.
 “Beer’s good,” Kieran answered.
 I had stocked up the house in preparation for the week ahead and not just with beers: there were condoms and lube left out on the pillow of every bed, except mine. The essentials, an amusing but useful welcoming gift for my friends. Apart from donning a yellow Folk Week T-shirt every morning, I intended to party. My parents were away for the week and various old friends were due to arrive over the next couple of days. The rooms were ready for guests and we intended to go out every night, just as we always did when my parents were away. The area was heaving with musicians, folk singers and Morris dancers, but it was for good reason that we called it Bloke Week.
 “You.” Unemployment hadn’t battered his self-confidence, because Nick came right back at me, and to make sure there was no misunderstanding, he clarified. “We’d fancy you.”
 “We’d?” Did I hear that right? I had to make sure.
 “Yes. Both of us.” Kieran was nodding, he wasn’t shy, either. “If you’re not into threesomes, it’s no problem. But no harm in asking, is there?”
 No harm at all. When did they decide on this? I was very flattered but needed a moment to gather my thoughts so, playing for time, I had a sip of my beer and then asked a question.
 “Do you do this sort of thing often?” More beer.
 “No.” Nick suddenly looked very innocent, shaking his head, eyes darting between Kieran and I. “We never have.”
 “Never. The two of us, standing in a kitchen drinking beer with a woman, never. First time for everything.” Kieran grinned across the island at me. “What about you? Have you ever been with two men?” he asked.
 “No. Not at the same time.” Obviously we were talking about at the same time, but my brain was still whirring at the suggestion. It is usually easy to pull one man but not two, and for them both to be drop dead gorgeous isn’t something that you can just arrange to order. I figured I had better jump at the opportunity whilst it was there, in my parents’ kitchen.
 Nick, who was by my side the whole time, slid his hand around my waist. Firmly, thank goodness, because I’m ticklish. I felt the strong, tall body against me, I lifted my head to kiss him and he responded. He brought his head down towards mine. Our lips met and the kiss was surprisingly gentle: for several seconds we were lip to lip, only just touching. I smelt the very faint odour of, possibly, Calvin Klein.
 Our mouths opened and our tongues found each other. I felt myself opening up all over, as my whole body registered what was happening. My pussy was awake and damp. I moved closer turning to face him directly; I wanted to know if he had an erection, without actually looking or feeling directly for it. I wanted to feel it pushing into me through his clothes and know that he was as turned on by this as I was.
 He was.
 Face to face, body to body, kissing more deeply, but still tenderly, I pushed myself closer to him with my back arched and my head back, reaching up to him. His arms held me in place against him. The kiss went on for just a little bit too long, for a couple who were not alone. I’m not sure who broke away first but we parted and I was aware of Nick mirroring my move as we both turned to look at Kieran.
 He was simply leaning against the countertop with a grin on his face and an empty bottle in his hand. Perhaps he liked watching or was thinking about where this might lead.
 I felt just a little embarrassed. I don’t think I’m an exhibitionist.
 “Are you just planning to watch?” I asked.
 “That wouldn’t be too bad, but no. I plan on joining in,” Kieran replied. He placed the bottle on the granite countertop with an air of self-assurance, which complemented his stunning appearance.
 “Let’s go upstairs,” I said. No point in standing in the kitchen, pleasant though this is, I thought. “Follow me.”
 It was the same small bedroom I’d had as a child. A large mirror hung on the wall next to the door, to increase the feeling of space in the cramped room. A double bed took up almost all of the space. I had not lived here for seven years and very little remained of my younger self. My old wooden furniture, a wardrobe, a chest of drawers and a chair, had been painted white to give them a fresh look and help make the room a bit brighter along with the cream-coloured walls and carpet.
 I was the hostess, but this wasn’t my idea, and none of us had done this before so just who was going to take the lead here? How do you negotiate a threesome? I had often fantasised about two assertive alpha-male-types taking control in a similar situation but these guys were really very polite, reminiscent of those adverts about considerate construction workers. Far from being the uncouth ruffians that my prejudice and ignorance conjured, up the carpenter and the unemployed man were perfect gentlemen. That would be with an emphasis on perfect, as in the ‘perfect men in my sexiest dreams’ sort of way.
 Kieran had followed me closely and, when I stopped, he took me in his arms for a kiss tasting of beer and bristle as I stood, pulled close to him, at the foot of my bed. He held me in the same way Nick had, minutes earlier. From the corner of my eye I could see Nick removing his clothes. His body looked good and I was excited at the prospect of getting my hands on him.
 As we kissed, I felt Kieran pulling my top up above my bra. Nick scooted onto the bed next to us. Two set of hands moved across the exposed skin of my back and stomach, and over my bra, squeezing my breasts through the lace fabric. I gasped as Nick suddenly tugged at my skirt. This was it, the point of no return, I felt exposed, exhilarated and just a little embarrassed at how wet my panties were. No hands had ventured there so the boys did not know about that, yet.
 Kieran was still holding me. Nick moved again, and climbed off the bed to stand behind me. I could feel his cock, hard against my back, through his pants. His mouth treated my neck and shoulders to delicate kisses, nibbles and tickling hot breath.
 I was sandwiched between two good-looking men and, more importantly, between two hard cocks. One, squashed behind denim, was pushing against my stomach and a similar rod, covered by the flimsiest of cotton trunks, prodded my back. I felt so small and delicate between those muscular male bodies.
 All too soon they retreated, but only by a few inches, in order to remove my remaining clothes. Kieran lifted the summer top, that was screwed up to my armpits, over my head and Nick unhooked the bra. They worked well together as a team, but I took them at their word that they had not done this before.
 I wanted to remove my own soaked panties rather than have them think I might have wet myself. I slipped out of their grip to sit on the bed, I took off my knickers swiftly and kicked them aside. Then I shuffled backwards, wriggling my bum until I was against the pillows, where I reclined to get a good look at the two men.
 In fairness, I thought, I should give them something to look at too, so I parted my legs, just a little. Enough for them to see my mostly-waxed pussy, I was so pleased I’d got it done earlier that day, so now it had a narrow landing strip pointing to the pleasure area, swollen and glistening with moisture.
 The boys were standing like statues at the end of the bed, staring at me, each with a hand on his own crotch. They were not looking me in the eye but lower down. Admiring the view, as if I was a sex object, which was absolutely appropriate for the moment. Did I tell you I’m not an exhibitionist?
 I noticed Kieran had his right arm behind Nick, and I guessed the hand on his back was gently urging him to be the first to join me. I’d not seen Nick’s back but if it was like his front then it was perfectly smooth skin sculpted over developed muscles and not an ounce of fat. If I was right, then Kieran liked to watch: after all he still had all his clothes on.
 With one of my hands, I was rubbing and squeezing my breasts in the way I’d like these men to touch them. I gently stroked my pussy with the middle finger of the other. The digit dipped into the wet folds, prised them apart, moved down to the entrance and quickly back up to touch my sensitive, throbbing clit, which was aching to be licked.
 Whilst watching, Nick tugged down his boxers freeing his erection. My, what a dick, long and thick. I’d like to taste it, , I thought, but I’m sure it will hardly fit in my mouth and I know it will feel really good in my cunt. Men like Nick could give other guys an inferiority complex.
 “Are you going to take your clothes off?” I looked at Kieran: this was fun but I was expecting a threesome and not a voyeur. Nick didn’t take his eyes off me but I saw Kieran glance towards Nick, then down at the massive cock he was stroking. If Kieran wasn’t that well hung, seeing his friend like that could cause him to change his mind. He didn’t register surprise, though, and the look of lust didn’t leave his face. He took his clothes off.
 I was not sure which man to focus on. You really are spoilt for choice when, at the end of your bed, there is a naked man with the best body you have ever seen in the flesh, fisting his own cock and next to him is an equally sexy guy doing an erotic strip tease. Women would pay a lot of money for that at a hen party.
 Without a look at the other man, Nick made his move. He knelt on the bed, pushing my legs further apart, and moved his head towards my yearning crotch. I braced myself in anticipation. His hard tongue licked across the soft, hairless skin and seamlessly moved along my slit. He pushed his tongue in and out of my vagina then up to lap the length of my inner lips, until he reached the peak, lingering gently on my clit then he swirled his tongue around it. I moaned, almost unable to control my body: the heat was rising and longing was stirring within me.
 While all of this was happening, I fought against the urge to shut my eyes because I wanted to watch Kieran. There was no disappointment there. As I already suspected, he had a body to rival that of his friend. Unsurprisingly, his cock wasn’t quite so big but very few are, in my experience, and at least it would be easier to fit in my mouth. Memo to self, must not say that aloud. It was still bigger than average and as rock-hard as I wanted it to be.
 There was a reprieve from the ecstasy as Nick lifted his head to look at me. He glanced over his shoulder and back at me with an approving smile and a raised eyebrow. He asked, “Would you like to suck his cock?”
 “Mmm, yes.” I couldn’t just say yes, I was all moans, groans and big breaths at this point. Nick may have removed his mouth but his fingers had taken their place. There may have only been one or two inside me– I couldn’t be sure - but the way they were dancing was quite something. The digits of his other hand played so gently over the external surface of my pleasure zone. I didn’t think a man could be so light with his hands.
 “Yes,” I repeated, watching Kieran walk around the bed towards me, as if he needed encouragement. “Come here. I really want to taste your cock.”
 We all moved a little so there was space for Kieran to kneel on the bed next to my head, which was propped high up on several pillows. I turned to the side so I could be in control of his cock in my mouth. I loved sucking cock. My tongue licked along the shaft, around the edge of the head and then I opened wide to take him in, savouring the taste of man-skin and pre-come. One of my hands cradled his shaved, smooth balls, the other hand held his cock at the base, with my little finger pushed against a thatch of closely cropped dark pubes.
 “You look like you’re enjoying that,” said Nick.
 “She doing great,” Kieran moaned.
 “Tastes nice, doesn’t it,” Nick’s low rumbling comment was directed towards me.
 As if you’d know, I thought, but couldn’t speak as I had my mouth full.
 It is at times like that you realise that all those stomach crunches in the gym are worth it, I had the strength and stamina to blow him well, despite my position and the distraction going on between my legs.
 Oh my god. How hot is this?
 Nick continued to finger me and lick my clit. At such times, I’m always so pleased to be a multi orgasmic woman. If I could have been thinking logically I’d be hoping my orgasm didn’t bring these two men over the top with me, but my head was just filled with the thoughts of cock and clit as my body acted on impulse. The heat rose and I could feel the pulsing orgasm move through me. I pulled away from the cock in my face, I needed to breath and make loud noises and I signalled for Nick to stop. He must have felt it, anyway.
 Fuck, fuck, fuck.
 “I want you to fuck me.” I wasn’t sure who to direct this to. Just anyone in the room with a dick able to perform. I began to say, “There are condoms.”
 Before I finished speaking I saw Kieran was holding a whole strip of them. Not the brand I had stashed in the top drawer: the boys had obviously gone out prepared to meet women. He ripped one off, opened the packet and handed it to Nick. I thought it was interesting that there was no debate between them as to who does what, who goes first - had they plotted it out beforehand?
 Without asking my opinion, Nick put on the condom and then got between my legs, ready to move in for missionary. His hands were either side of me, biceps flexed as his arms took his full weight and he hovered above me.
 “Is this OK?” he asked.
 Much as I like being on my knees and taking it from behind, I thought this position might be best to start, when presented with a cock as big as his.
 “Yes, but I need to be lower.”
 Kieran pulled out the pillow mountain until I was flat on my back. Nick lowered himself, taking his weight on to his elbows, and expertly let his cock find its way in to my welcoming wet hole.
 I whimpered as it went in and he stopped. Don’t stop!
 “Is this OK?” He was perfectly still, genuine concern on his face. I guessed he was used to getting a reaction.
 “It’s better than OK,” I reassured him. It felt amazing.
 Nick brought his face down to mine and we kissed. Sealed together, the two of us in ecstasy. He did not flinch at the taste of cock in my mouth and I loved the smell of my pussy on his face.
 Now the thing about missionary is it really is a two-person party. There are things the third person can do, at the periphery, that add to the pleasure of the main participants but there wasn’t much I could do for Kieran, was there? To be honest, I could have made the effort. My hands were free but the feelings associated with a man on top of me, filling me and fucking me, overwhelmed me. Kieran’s turn would come soon, I thought.
 Nick fucked me hard and fast and I was sure he was about to come. I did, quickly, bucking and calling out without inhibition. It must have been quite a show for Kieran. Where was he? I looked round and he was just sitting on the bed next to us, watching and not trying to be a part of it.
 When I came back to my senses Nick was looking at me. Close and intense, as if we’d just shared something private, but of course, we hadn’t. I was so lost in the moment I wasn’t sure if he’d come too but I did not have that familiar feeling - you know the one - when a man goes to jelly after it all. He climbed off me and rolled over, taking the central position on the bed between Kieran and me. He stayed on his side with his back to Kieran, who rested a hand on Nick’s shoulder.
 “I want to ask you something.” He removed the empty condom and held it in his hand. Lying inches from me on my bed, naked and with an erection, Nick, who I’d met perhaps two hours earlier, sounded serious. I couldn’t guess what was coming: was it going to be a strange sexual request?
 “Go on?”
 “If we left now, would you be happy? Satisfied? Did you have a good time?” Nick blurted out the strange combination of unexpected questions.
 “Of course. I am happy but I’d like to see both of you come, too. I’d be bit disappointed if you left before that.”
 Nick’s hand went up to take hold of the one on his shoulder and the fingers intertwined, telling me something without the need for words. Things began to make more sense. These two at once would be my fantasy fuck, seeing the two of them together would a dream, too.
 “I’d like to watch you two as well, it seems only fair.”
 Two men, with lust in their eyes, grinned back at me.
 Kieran leaned forwards to kiss Nick on the cheek but Nick took that moment to roll over on to his back meeting the kiss with his own open mouth and with hands that cupped his partner’s face. Two sexy, naked men with each other on my bed was the most erotic thing I think I’ve ever seen. I may have told them I wanted to watch, but it was a lie. I was feeling hornier than ever now and I wanted to join in but I didn’t want to intrude on their moment.
 Without breaking the kiss, Kieran shifted to lie next to Nick, half on top, one of his legs pushing between Nick’s, and I watched as they continued to look into each other’s eyes, mouths joined together, Kieran’s palm running the length of the body beneath him, across chest, abs, hips to find the erect cock. My hand went to my pussy, too. I couldn’t have stopped it.
 Knowing my eyes were on them, Kieran looked up at me, with a grin like the cat that got the cream.
 “Is this the sort of thing you wanted to see?”
 I gulped. My breathing was heavy. Calm down!
 “I’d like to see you suck his cock, really.” I said what I was thinking, and I saw a smile on Nick’s face. He shut his eyes.
 “You liked his cock in you, didn’t you?”
 “Yes,” I replied. “Do you?”
 Kieran just smiled back at me, he kissed down Nick’s body shuffling down the bed and then looked up at me and maintained eye contact as he took that smile to Nick’s erection. He opened his mouth wide and took it all in.
 “Can I do that to you? Whilst you do it to him?” I asked.
 No answer but Kieran rolled round to give me easier access and I positioned myself so that I could watch this hot man-on-man action at the same time as taking part.
 The thrill of seeing two men together was so much greater for the fact that they had both seemed totally straight. I know gay men: I’m a teacher. I know many gay men, and I’d never have guessed it of these two. On reflection, I decided that I didn’t know any gay carpenters or whatever it was the unemployed Nick did when he was working. Were they gay or bisexual, perhaps they weren’t boyfriends, just fuck buddies. Does it matter?
 Nick turned to look at me, briefly. Our eyes met but he was so far gone that, his eyes snapped shut and he trembled. I felt Kieran’s cock twitch in my mouth and I could see from the look on his face that he was sucking up every last drop of his lover’s spunk.
 Just a moment later Nick reached out to pick up the shiny, unopened strip of condoms and tossed them in my direction. I thought Kieran must be near to exploding: I knew I was.
 “Do you want to lie back and let me get on?” I said to him, waving the condoms. He nodded, grunted and moved to lie down next to Nick. I put the condom on him and wasted no time in lowering myself on to his rod. I was sure he wasn’t going to last long but I didn’t need long. The erotic tension in the room ensured I’d been at the edge of another orgasm since my last one. I moved up and down with long, languid movements, and Kieran looked up at me and held my breasts as they wobbled above his face.
 “I’m going to come,” I told him, as if he might not notice! Warning given, I picked up the pace dramatically, letting out little screams on my panting breath. When I saw my partner shut his eyes, I let my body collapse on to him. I screamed, moaned, thrust and bit.
 Oh, he’s not mine to bite.
 But I bit in to his shoulder anyway. I could feel the torrent shoot through me and out of my cunt, both clamping on to him and pushing him away.
 He was thrusting, too. His hands moved from my breasts to my hips, where he held on and fucked hard into me. We came together. I felt an arm around me, Nick’s arm and as I lifted my head from Kieran’s shoulder, I saw Nick kissing Kieran. This truly was a threesome, all parties involved and satisfied.
 “How long have you been together?” I asked the boys, as we relaxed into post-coital chitchat.
 “A few years,” Kieran replied. “We were just about to buy a house together, then Nick lost his job when the shipping company went under.”
 “We don’t talk about going under in the world of shipping,” Nick interjected.
 “Our mortgage fell through but we had a buyer for our flat so we went ahead with the sale. We’ve just been staying with my parents for a few days.”
 “It’s very temporary, though, we won’t be staying there long.” Nick added, giving the impression that there might be a whole story there.
 “A couple of years together, and you’d not done this sort of thing before?”
 “Not with a woman, never,” said Kieran. “This is the first time.”



 The Wyrm
 By J.M. Kaye
 Lazar recognised the ugly face leering down at him as soon as he opened his eyes. It belonged to the kindly old woman who had appeared out of nowhere when he paused under a tree on his walk through the forest. She had offered him a drink of water. He would have preferred some food, as it had been a long time since breakfast. But it was a hot day, and he had accepted the water gratefully.
 It was the last thing he remembered before waking up naked, legs tied together tightly, arms bound to his sides with ropes. He was lying on his back, in an iron cage about two feet tall, three feet wide and six feet long. The old woman stood over him, her face transformed. Gone were all traces of kindness, she now wore an expression of hideous cruelty. A cloud of wild grey hair framed her gnarled features.
 “What is the meaning of this?” Lazar demanded.
 “‘What is the meaning of this? ’” the old woman mimicked. “You’re a feisty boy, for one caught trespassing.”
 “Trespassing?” Lazar repeated indignantly. “All the lands hereabouts belong to my father.”
 “Ah, you’re one of the Baron’s sons,” the old woman replied. “How nice for you.”
 “My name is Lazar,” Lazar informed her. “And I demand you release me immediately.”
 “Pleased to meet you, Lazar,” the woman answered, ignoring the last part of the young man’s statement. “I’m called Alison Gross in these parts. I suppose you’ve heard of me.”
 Of course Lazar had heard of her; the villagers had warned him about the witch who lived in the woods. But Lazar had simply laughed at them; he was educated and did not believe in such superstitions.
 “You may call yourself what you wish,” Lazar said angrily. “But all I see is a demented old woman, one who has committed a grave offence. I advise you to let me go at once, before you find yourself in even greater trouble.”
 “It is you who is in trouble, boy. What were you doing, tramping about in my woods?”
 “These are not your woods,” said Lazar coldly. “But as you have the upper hand, I will answer: I am writing a book.”
 “What kind of book?”
 “A guide to the animals that live in this part of the world.”
 “What would be the purpose of such a book?”
 “To educate the people.”
 “Why must people be educated about what is front of their own eyes?”
 “It is what is not in front of people’s eyes, that they need to be educated about. My book will show that there are such things as rabbits, foxes, spiders, and lizards, and no such things as unicorns, kobolds, kelpies, or dragons. Or witches,” Lazar added.
 Alison shook her head. “The arrogance of humans is truly astounding.”
 Lazar rolled onto his side to get a better look at his surroundings. His cage was on legs that raised it about three feet off the floor. He was in a cavern of some kind, with earthen walls covered by a network of tree roots. The roots supported numerous cabinets and shelves, the latter filled with books and mysterious-looking objects. Bundles of drying herbs, as well as more arcane tools, hung from hooks. The floor was earthen as well, and in a corner was a stone fireplace. Even though it was summer, a fire was burning, and the room was very hot.
 “Madam, I have been patient enough to answer your questions. Please be kind enough to answer mine. What do you want with me?”
 “Money,” was the unexpected reply.
 “Money?”
 “Even witches need to eat,” Alison explained “and some things are still easier to purchase than they are to conjure, or steal.”
 Lazar felt tremendously relieved that the conversation had finally attained a context he understood. “My father will pay any ransom you demand. Just allow me to write-”
 “You misunderstand,” the woman interrupted. “I am not holding you for ransom. I intend to sell you.”
 For a moment, Lazar could only stare at her, blankly. Then he remembered that his family had enemies.
 “Good lady,” he said in a much more polite tone than he had used before. “Whatever they are offering, my father will double it.”
 “I will not sell you to any human,” Alison replied. “And certainly not in your current state.” Lazar was about to ask what she meant by that, but was distracted by a movement behind the old woman. A large snake came into view, a python, about twelve feet long and ten inches in diameter at its widest point. Lazar had never seen a real python before; he had only seen pictures of them in books. But in none of the drawings he had seen did any python have a human head.
 It took several seconds for Lazar’s mind to absorb what his eyes were seeing. Then he exploded into hysteria.
 “What is it? What is it?”
 “Stop screaming,” Alison snapped. “You’ll upset him.” Indeed, the strange creature had retreated before Lazar’s outburst and was now hiding behind Alison’s skirts. “He is my pet,” the old woman continued. “My little wyrm. And soon, you will be one, too.”
 Lazar shrank back, as far from the witch as the cage would allow. For she was a witch, there was no disputing that now. Everything Lazar thought he knew about the world was crashing down around him, unless...
 “It’s a hallucination,” he said hoarsely. “Something in that water you gave me. Either that or I’m dreaming.”
 Alison shrugged. “If such thoughts ease your mind, you are welcome to them.” She turned and addressed the snake-man. “Come out, precious. Let him see how pretty you are.”
 The thing that the witch had called a wyrm emerged, slithered toward the cage, and reared up. His head was that of young man, perhaps a few years younger than Lazar, with finely-drawn features, green eyes, and silken brown hair. The snake part of him was green-gold with black spots, except for his underside, which was ivory-coloured.
 Lazar and the wyrm regarded each other for a few moments, the former with bulging eyes, the latter quite calm. Then the snake-man dropped to the floor and crawled back to his mistress, as though unimpressed with what he had seen.
 Lazar’s mouth moved, but he couldn’t get any words to come out. At last he managed one syllable: “Why?”
 “You were in the wrong place at the wrong time, my dear,” Alison answered. “That, and your lovely dark looks.”
 Lazar shook his head, his voice finally coming back. “That wasn’t what I meant. Why create such a thing at all? What purpose does this creature serve?”
 “He serves to please me,” said the witch. “Shall I show you how?”
 Lazar most certainly did not want her to show him anything, but Alison was now hiking up her skirts and lying down on the floor with her legs spread. Her body was no more or less hideous than those of other old women Lazar had seen, and he had seen a few, having dissected cadavers while at University. It was what she did with her body that filled him with horror.
 The wyrm slithered between the witch’s legs and put his face to her crotch, lips and tongue working energetically. Alison moaned, arching her back. Lazar was paralysed, unable to look away as the witch jerked her hips back and forth, becoming more and more excited.
 “But that’s not all he does,” Alison gasped. “Show him, precious.”
 The creature stretched his full length along the witch’s body, turning slightly onto his side. It seemed an unnatural position for a snake, but Lazar soon understood its intent. The old woman reached down to a vertical fold of flesh about a third of the way along the length of the wyrm’s body, where his pelvis would be if the creature were still a man. From this pocket she withdrew a set of male human genitalia, the penis fully erect. Raising her hips again, she inserted this organ into herself.
 The wyrm undulated wildly between the witch’s thighs, looking very much like a man in the act of coitus, only much thinner and more flexible. Lazar was finally able to overcome his shock and look away, closing his eyes tightly. But with his hands restrained he could not cover his ears to shut out Alison’s harsh cries. Overcome with disgust, Lazar retched, spilling bile through the iron bars of the cage’s floor. Another convulsion ran through him, and he lost consciousness.
 He awoke dripping with sweat. It had all been a nightmare, of course. He had a terrible fever, which explained why he was so hot, and why he had dreamed such a hellish scene. He was back home, in his own bed.
 Then Lazar felt the ropes on him again, and fell back into despair.
 He opened his eyes. When the room came into focus, Lazar saw Alison sitting placidly on the floor with the wyrm’s head in her lap. Various grooming implements were lined up neatly beside her; she was now combing her pet’s hair with great tenderness.
 She was capable of love, it seemed. Lazar collected his thoughts, and decided to try reasoning with the woman.
 “Please listen to me,” he said, trying to sound calm. “I know that your people have been cruelly persecuted by the church. I know you have suffered, and have every reason to hate humans. But I am not one of their kind, I’m against everything they stand for. I am a scientist.”
 The witch snorted, set down the comb, and took up a metal pick. “First your priests try to kill us, then your scientists come along and say we never existed from the start. A most convenient way to absolve yourselves of murder.” She opened the wyrm’s mouth and went to work scraping his teeth.
 “But I can prove that you do exist,” Lazar argued. “I can write papers, books, explaining that your folk are not evil, that you are part of nature and have a right to exist.”
 It was the wrong thing to say. “So the mighty aristocrat is going to decree that I have a right to exist?” Alison sneered. “You pompous little shit. I’d turn you into a cockroach if I didn’t already have a buyer for you.”
 Lazar’s heart sank. “You already have a buyer?”
 “Oh, yes. Her name is Ophelia. If it’s any comfort to you, she is very beautiful.” Alison put down the pick, wrapped a piece of thin cloth around her smallest finger, dipped it into a basin of water and carefully cleaned her pet’s ears and nostrils. “I could be beautiful too, if I wanted to. But I’d rather be ugly.” She let out a malicious cackle.
 It wasn’t much of a comfort. “My father will triple whatever she’s offering!”
 “It’s more than money, boy. We witches are a competitive breed.” Alison took a sponge out of the water, wrung it out, and wiped the wyrm’s face. “Weren’t they impressed when I brought my little pet to the Midsummer Dance! Old Alison, who hadn’t had a new idea in a century, starting the latest fashion in familiars! The orders have been pouring in; I reckon a lot more boys and young men hereabouts will be disappearing in the future.”
 Lazar thought he was going to be sick again. “You won’t get away with it. They’ll catch you and-”
 “They’ve been trying to catch me for five hundred years, idiot. And now that you men of science have convinced the ones in power that witches don’t exist, the disappearances will be blamed on bandits, or press gangs.” Alison reached out and sponged the wyrm’s now flaccid organ, tucking it back into the fold of flesh when she was finished. “That’s all,” she said. “Only his human parts must be tended to, the rest of him just needs a good soaking now and then. Next year he’ll probably shed his skin.”
 “Next year?” Lazar repeated in a hollow voice. “How long do you expect him to live?”
 “As long as any snake, I suppose, or perhaps as long as a man,” Alison replied, indifferently. “I may destroy him when he gets too old, and make another. Now, I had best start my preparations, for it is a complicated spell, and Ophelia will be here soon.” The witch stood up, fed the fire, then went to a cabinet and pulled out numerous bottles and jars. The wyrm slithered after her; he didn’t seem to want to be away from her for long.
 “Does he have a name?” Lazar asked desperately. It appeared that there was nothing he could do to change the situation; all he could do now was distract the woman for as long as he could, slow her down, delaying his inevitable fate.
 Alison shrugged. “I suppose he had one once, but I doubt he remembers it any more. He’s just my little wyrm.”
 Her callousness was infuriating. “What was he?” Lazar demanded. “What was he doing before you... you...”
 “Goatherd, or swineherd, or something of that sort,” the witch replied, gathering herbs from the bundles on the wall. “Terrible waste of beauty, I thought. He’s much better off now. Isn’t that right, precious?” She addressed this question to the creature as she paused to stroke his head. “Isn’t this better than working yourself to death?”
 The snake-man looked up at his mistress with a besotted, worshipful look on his face. Lazar’s temper finally reached its limit.
 “Idiot!” he raged at the wyrm. “Stupid, illiterate peasant! You have no idea what -”
 In a flash, the witch pulled a silver wand out of her pocket and pointed it at Lazar. “You will not abuse my pet,” she barked. In an instant, Lazar became mute.
 “You talk far too much,” Alison declared, putting away her wand. “But the transformation will put a stop to that. You’ll still have a human mouth, but no larynx or vocal chords, and greatly diminished lung capacity.”
 It was bad enough not being able to move, but being also unable to speak during his few remaining moments as a human was unbearable. Lazar rolled over again, trying to keep the witch in his sight as she bustled about. After many frantic head gestures, he finally got her attention. She sighed, took out her wand, and pointed it at him again. “What do you want?”
 “May I make one last request?” Lazar asked gloomily.
 “What is your request?”
 “Something to eat. I’d rather not face this on an empty stomach.”
 “I am sorry,” Alison replied, and she actually did sound sorry. “This spell must be performed while you are completely empty, or it may kill you. You will be fed immediately after the transformation, I promise you that. Which reminds me, I haven’t fed this one today.” She stopped in her preparations and sat down in an armchair. The snake-man crawled over eagerly.
 “What does he eat?” Lazar asked, morbidly curious.
 “Mice and rats, when he catches them,” the witch replied. “He doesn’t have to,” she added, laughing at Lazar’s revolted expression. “I believe he hunts for the fun of it. He gets all the nourishment he needs from me.”
 Alison opened the front of her dress and pulled out a drooping, pointed breast. The wyrm took it in his mouth, and for a moment Lazar thought they were engaging in another perverted sexual act. Then he saw liquid dripping from the corner of the creature’s mouth, and realised that the wyrm was actually drinking.
 It was impossible that a woman of Alison’s age could be lactating, but the ordinary laws of nature clearly did not apply to witches. Lazar wondered why anything surprised him any more.
 “If I can’t eat, then let me walk,” said Lazar. “Let me use my legs just once more.”
 “My dear boy, the sooner you stop thinking about things like legs, the happier you’ll be, in time.”
 Lazar turned away in anguish.
 “Really, it will not be so terrible,” Alison said consolingly. “You will still roam about the fields and forests, just as you did before. You’ll sleep in the sun, swim in the rivers, and frighten the occasional villager out of his wits.”
 “I don’t want to do that,” Lazar protested. “I’ve dedicated my life to eradicating such irrational fears.”
 “Do the fears seem so irrational, now?” Alison asked.
 Lazar didn’t answer. Somewhere, a bell rang softly.
 “She is here,” said the witch. She kissed the top of her familiar’s head. “That is all for now, precious. I’ll give you more later.” The creature withdrew, and Alison stood up, closing her dress. She went to a wall that looked like all the other walls, but after the witch muttered a word, an opening appeared, growing bigger and bigger until it was large enough to admit the visitor. Lazar couldn’t clearly see the newcomer; she was only a silhouette against the bright sunlight outside.
 “Good afternoon, Alison,” said the woman in a melodious voice.
 “Come in, Ophelia, dear,” said Alison, gesturing for the other witch to come inside. “He’s right over there, have a look and tell me if he meets with your approval.”
 Lazar flipped onto his stomach, attempting to hide himself, but Alison reached through the bars, grabbed his hair in one hand and his elbow in the other, and turned him over for inspection.
 The witch called Ophelia was indeed very beautiful, with long, red-gold hair, bright blue eyes, and a small but voluptuous body. She looked at Lazar carefully, her gaze travelling from his face to his groin and back again. “Yes,” she said at last. “He will do.”
 Her face was soft, her expression gentle. Lazar thought that there might be a trace of compassion somewhere inside her. “Dear lady,” he implored. “I will do anything you ask, I will be anything you wish, there is no need for -”
 Ophelia burst out laughing. “Listen to him, trying to bargain with us.”
 “I’m afraid he’s a bit spoiled,” said Alison, going to the bookshelf and taking down a heavy volume. “But the obedience spell will put an end to such behaviour.” She brought the book over and propped it up on the cage; Lazar noticed with bitter irony that it was exactly the kind of book he had planned to create: a guide to animals. This one was about snakes.
 “You can have him with spots, stripes, diamond shapes, or in a solid colour,” Alison explained, turning the pages.
 “A solid colour,” Ophelia replied immediately. “I think red would set off his hair very nicely.”
 Alison shook her head. “I’m afraid I can only replicate snakes found in nature, and there are no solid red snakes yet known. However...” she turned a few more pages “there is one that is solid black with a crimson underside.”
 “I’d like that,” said Ophelia. “He will be very handsome.”
 “Good choice,” said Alison, closing the book. “Now, as you know, this enchantment has three parts: The physical transformation, the obedience spell, and the bonding. We might do the spell of obedience first, but it may amuse you to watch him fight the transformation.”
 “By all means, let us transform him first.”
 Lazar made one last attempt. “Don’t do this,” he pleaded as Alison took coals from the fire and placed them in a brass pan, which she then pushed it under the cage. “It’s wrong.”
 “There are no morals in magic, just as there are none in science,” was the reply. Alison threw a handful of incense on the coals. “Don’t be afraid, boy, it won’t hurt. At least, my wyrm didn’t cry out once during his transformation.”
 As a cloud of sweet-smelling smoke rose around him, Lazar noticed that there was one person in the room whom he had not yet appealed to. The wyrm had followed his mistress, as always, and now reared up again to stare at Lazar.
 “Help me,” Lazar whispered. “I’m sorry I said those things. If you can, please help me.”
 The sorrowful look on the creature’s face showed that he was unable to help, but would if he could.
 Lazar’s last emotions as a complete human were shame and deep regret. “I’m sorry. Forgive me.”
 Alison raised her wand, made an intricate twisting motion, and spoke some words in a strange language.
 The overheated room suddenly became very cold. Lazar looked toward the fire, thinking it had gone out, but it was still burning. The ropes chafing him became even more uncomfortable; Lazar looked down and saw that all of his body hair had disappeared, and was quickly being replaced by shining scales. He yelped and struggled, not because he thought he could actually free himself, but out of sheer panic. Miraculously, the ropes loosened; he thought he could almost slip out of them. They became looser still, and Lazar wriggled free joyously. All he had to do now was get out of the cage.
 But something was wrong. He couldn’t feel his arms and legs anymore. Lazar looked down at himself again and saw no limbs, only a pillar of flesh. For a moment he thought it couldn’t possibly be his own body, he struggled once more, and saw the snake-thing convulse. The transformation was complete.
 In a rage he threw himself against the iron bars, wanting only to get out, to bite, to kill. His mouth formed the words: Bitch! Cunt! but all that came out was a dry, hissing rasp.
 “He’ll do himself an injury,” said Ophelia in a worried voice.
 “You must perform the spell of obedience at once,” said Alison. “Fortunately, it is very simple. Wave your wand like this, “ she demonstrated an abrupt cutting motion, “three times, as you speak the words Obey only me, in the ancient tongue.”
 Ophelia did as instructed, speaking three strange words. Lazar felt no change, and with a new sense of hope thought that at least one enchantment hadn’t worked. He lunged at his captors again.
 “Now give him an order,” said Alison.
 Ophelia approached the cage. “Stop that immediately,” she said sternly.
 All at once, Lazar found himself unable to move. He was still seething, but could only glare at the witches, baring his teeth.
 Alison laughed gleefully and opened the door of the cage. “Come out, little wyrm.”
 Lazar felt no compulsion to obey her, but didn’t want to spend a moment more in confinement. He darted out, hit the floor and retreated to a corner where he coiled himself defensively, still giving the women furious looks.
 “And now, the bonding,” said Alison. “You have drunk the love potion?”
 Ophelia nodded. “Over an hour ago, yes.”
 “Then go ahead and feed him.”
 Ophelia moved to the centre of the room, sat on the floor, and unlaced her dress, revealing full, round breasts. She opened her arms. “Come here, sweetheart.”
 It was the last thing Lazar wanted to do, but nonetheless he slithered forward. As he did so, he remembered how hungry he was. He grudgingly took one pink nipple in his mouth, and then, hating himself for it, wrapped his body around Ophelia’s. She was warm, he needed her warmth.
 He suckled ravenously. As the milk ran down his throat, a grain of peaceful contentment formed inside him. The more he drank, the more the feeling grew. Something else was growing as well, the other human part he had been allowed to keep. It pulsed and hardened, emerging from its pocket of flesh. He rubbed it against Ophelia’s thigh, signalling his desire.
 “Yes, you lovely thing,” Ophelia murmured, stroking him. “We are going to be very happy.”
 “Remember,” said Alison “to take the love potion every day, at least one hour before feeding him. And then you must perform the obedience spell every month, I’ve found that the dark of the moon is the most effective time.”
 “I will remember,” Ophelia promised. She kissed the top of Lazar’s head.
 Lazar’s last coherent thought was a forlorn hope that she would forget.
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