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Sex in those times


by Jack Faber © 2021




Most manuscripts about King Arthur were writ­ten about 1000 to 1500 A.D. The au­thors nat­u­rally brought in the moral ideas of their time, had to bring in es­pe­cially the moral ideas of the strength­ened church but also of the rul­ing no­bil­ity. That it at the time, in which the leg­ends played, in the Bri­tan­nia of the 5th cen­tury, com­pletely dif­fer­ent moral con­cep­tions gave, is a safe as­sump­tion.
.

Un­for­tu­nately, there are few manuscripts that give re­li­able ac­counts of that pe­riod. Some can be found be­tween the lines in the Mabignon­ion, also in the manuscripts of Gildas there are pas­sages that re­port about the time of post‐Celtic pa­gan­ism, which was not long ago at that time. Gildas was a Chris­tian monk in the 9th cen­tury and gave a far from friendly ac­count of his pa­gan an­ces­tors. In the ear­li­est Welsh pe­riod records, which date from some time af­ter the Arthurian pe­riod, there is also some ev­i­dence of the pa­gan pe­riod. The Chris­tian­iza­tion of Britain oc­curred from the end of the 6th cen­tury, so it can be con­fi­dently as­sumed that Arthur and his con­tem­po­raries – if they ex­isted – were Celtic pa­gans and Chris­tians were a nu­mer­i­cally in­signif­i­cant mi­nor­ity.


The nar­ra­tive about the pure maid, the un­touched vir­gin, and the vir­gin mis­tress, whom the knights loved in a purely pla­tonic way and for whose honor they fought, is a courtly in­ven­tion of later cen­turies that gained promi­nence in the con­text of the doc­trine of the vir­gin mother of God. In pa­gan Britain of the 5th and 6th cen­turies, one can con­fi­dently as­sume oth­er­wise.


Based on well‐doc­u­mented pa­gan cul­tures of more re­cent times, it can be as­sumed that vir­gin­ity was of im­por­tance pri­mar­ily to the no­bil­ity and the wealthy classes. Af­ter all, it was a mat­ter of mar­ry­ing off the higher daugh­ters as prof­itably as pos­si­ble, i.e. in a way that would bring them prop­erty. The fact that the bride was un­touched was due, on the one hand, to the man’s se­cret fear that the bride would know more about sex­ual mat­ters than the groom. Sec­ondly, there were no pre­vi­ous lovers on the part of the bride who could force their way into mar­ried life or make de­mands. Third, it had been ob­served for a long time that young women could fall in love with their first lover in a last­ing way and were more likely to be phys­i­cally faith­ful to their hus­band. In the less af­flu­ent classes, how­ever, there was no rea­son to be a vir­gin. On the con­trary, girls with ex­pe­ri­ence were more likely to hold on to a wealth­ier man.


That knights went on trips from time to time may have been true. Sit­ting around in your own house can wear you down. Go­ing on a ride and get­ting to know more than just the neigh­bors may have been a good rea­son. But some will also have gone on raids — in­creas­ing one’s pos­ses­sions is in man’s blood. 



The idea of the knight in shin­ing ar­mor is com­pletely wrong, such ar­mor ap­peared only from the 11th cen­tury on. To hunt one went lightly dressed and avoided all ac­ces­sories that could make noise. For fight­ing they wore an­i­mal skins and hides, some­times re­in­forced with small pieces of bone sewn into them. Wolf skins were very com­mon, as there were many wolves and the wolf skin pro­tected against cuts and stings bet­ter than other skins. Hel­mets were at best tin pots or made of leather sewn sev­eral times, the fan­tasy hel­mets made of an­i­mal skulls were in­vented by il­lus­tra­tors of the 19th and 20th cen­turies. Chain­mail could be af­forded only by the su­per‐rich, as it had to be im­ported from the Ori­ent, but passed from van­quished to vic­tors. To cap­ture a chain­mail in bat­tle was the ab­so­lute jack­pot.


Rov­ing knights de­pended on the hos­pi­tal­ity of oth­ers. Hos­pi­tal­ity was food and drink, but also a safe place to stay overnight. In Eng­land, au­tumn, win­ter and spring are cool or cold. Peo­ple lay in bed in groups snug­gled close to­gether and warmed each other. Only the mas­ter and mis­tress slept to­gether and warmed each other. The guest was alone and yet needed some­one to keep warm. Know­ing that the guest pro­vided suf­fi­cient fi­nan­cial sup­port for the bed­mate in the event of preg­nancy, and that re­ceiv­ing a bas­tard brought no shame, it was con­sid­ered quite nor­mal to lie with the guest. The wealth­ier a guest was, the more the daugh­ters or maids tried to lie with the guest and fuck him. If a guest was un­usu­ally ugly, he of­ten had to freeze mis­er­ably if he was un­able to sub­due one of the ser­vants by more or less force. If, how­ever, the guest was hand­some, mus­cu­lar, and ra­di­ated viril­ity, then it cer­tainly hap­pened that the lady of the house would lie down in his bed her­self. De­pend­ing on wealth and sta­tus, the host tol­er­ated it shrug­ging his shoul­ders or the mis­tress had to be­come in­ven­tive. A well‐de­scribed ex­am­ple may be the Jack of all trades of Isolde Weißhaar, who se­cretly put her vir­gin maid Bran­gaine into the bed of old King Marke, so that the king could de­flower his pre­tended bride and fuck her af­ter­wards if nec­es­sary, while the clever Isolde lay with her Tris­tan.



The pa­gan Celtic so­ci­ety did not let the Ro­mans in­ter­fere in their sex­u­al­ity, they ducked and de­spised the many re­stric­tions the Ro­mans im­posed on them. But as soon as the Ro­mans were gone, their sex­ual ideas and rules came to life again. Of course, only a small part of the time was ded­i­cated to sex; one had to take care of hunt­ing, gath­er­ing wood, har­vest fruits, till­ing the fields and cook­ing. The Ro­mans’ idea of shame­ful­ness went with the oc­cu­piers; the Celts did not know the con­cept of shame­ful­ness. We cer­tainly could not com­pre­hend how shame­less, per­mis­sive and ob­scene sex­u­al­ity was lived out in pub­lic at that time. Fuck­ing or mas­tur­ba­tion were some­thing quite nat­u­ral that one did not have to hide or con­ceal. If one came into a cham­ber, in which straight two screwed, one sim­ply looked on or went his  way. This had noth­ing to do with voyeurism, nor with ex­hi­bi­tion­ism. The rules re­gard­ing sex­u­al­ity will prob­a­bly have been set by men, but they were ac­cepted by all and lived in ev­ery­day life. (More on this later.) The pop­u­la­tion was very thin, so at­tempts were made to en­cour­age preg­nan­cies so that the peo­ple would grow. Preg­nant women were given priv­i­leged treat­ment. The rules did not dis­crim­i­nate against women, they too be­lieved that chil­dren pro­moted the strength of the peo­ple. In­fant mor­tal­ity was high, many women died in child­birth or in childbed fever. Women rarely lived past 40, so there were many wid­ow­ers with much younger wives. Sex was en­joyed with­out re­straint and shame­lessly open, be­cause it was one of the things avail­able to ev­ery­one. Men tried to screw as many women as they could and women were equally in­ter­ested in sex. Ap­prox­i­mately in such a way one must un­der­stand the strongly sex­u­al­ized so­ci­ety and its open, per­mis­sive and in all pub­licly prac­ticed sex­u­al­ity.



 ▪︎ ▪︎ ▪︎








Young Maid  Guin­e­vere


by Jack Faber © 2021




Bran­gaine be­came Guin­e­vere’s maid when she was 9 years old. Guin­e­vere, who had no sib­lings, clung to her with all her senses and was over­joyed to have her as an older sis­ter, so to speak. At last she was no longer sleep­ing with the chil­dren of the ser­vants, but with a young adult woman in her early twen­ties. With­out much fuss, she soon slept as naked as Bran­gaine and and snug­gled com­fort­ably against her beau­ti­ful, naked body. Care­fully she ca­ressed her maid and ex­plored her body. Bran­gaine had beau­ti­ful, full breasts that she en­joyed hav­ing ca­ressed. Guin­e­vere ex­plored Bran­gaine’s body, soon know­ing ev­ery curve and dis­cov­er­ing the strange trimmed hair bush be­tween her legs. Sigh­ing, Bran­gaine opened her thighs and whis­pered that she might touch and ca­ress her there. Guin­e­vere obe­di­ently fol­lowed and Bran­gaine’s sigh­ing grew louder. Bran­gaine’s fin­gers stole to her cleft, she rubbed the clit for min­utes and came to the end trem­bling. The other maids and chil­dren in the bed­cham­ber held their breaths in ex­cite­ment, then all fell asleep. Bran­gaine was the only pa­gan in the bed­cham­ber who faith­fully fol­lowed the rules of the Old Peo­ple and who sat­is­fied her­self openly, the oth­ers did it se­cretly or not at all, be­cause es­pe­cially in the courts of the no­bil­ity rem­nants of Ro­man be­hav­ior and life ac­cord­ing to the rules of the Old Peo­ple were at log­ger­heads. The per­mis­sive na­ture of Bran­gaine in the tra­di­tion of the Old Peo­ple pleased Guin­e­vere more and they of­ten talked about sex. Of­ten Guin­e­vere put her fin­gers over Bran­gaine’s fin­gers and quite quickly un­der­stood how this game went. Nev­er­the­less, it took weeks be­fore she would im­petu­ously nes­tle against Bran­gaine’s body while em­brac­ing her af­ter mas­tur­ba­tion, and she did so un­til Bran­gaine touched her cleft while stroking her. In­stantly she opened her legs and pushed her ab­domen against Bran­gaine’s hand. Thus it came about that Bran­gaine mas­tur­bated her ev­ery night. The maids and chil­dren held their breath un­til Bran­gaine had mas­tur­bated her­self, sigh­ing and moan­ing, and held their breath again when she pulled Guin­e­vere onto her hot body and mas­tur­bated the young girl. Guin­e­vere, ly­ing with her back on Bran­gaine’s stom­ach and spread­ing her legs as far apart as she could, kept her eyes closed and made no sound, her hand rest­ing on the maid’s busy fin­gers. Silently she en­joyed the shocks of cli­max and pressed her hand on Bran­gaines when her ab­domen ex­ploded. She didn’t care that in the dim light ev­ery­one was watch­ing and could see ev­ery­thing. Be­fore she fell asleep, she lis­tened to the tiny sounds of some maids al­most in­audi­bly and qui­etly mas­tur­bat­ing them­selves in se­cret. Of course, the cli­max was more or less au­di­ble in each one. She soon knew which of them were plea­sur­ing them­selves. She un­der­stood that the maids kept mas­tur­ba­tion se­cret and that few would whis­per to her about these se­crets. They nar­rowed their eyes and an­swered Guin­e­vere’s ques­tions hes­i­tantly. Nev­er­the­less, Guin­e­vere man­aged to elicit even the most se­cret se­crets from them. 


It did not take long for Guin­e­vere to mas­tur­bate her­self, usu­ally af­ter Bran­gaine had mas­tur­bated her. Grad­u­ally, Bran­gaine got her to mas­tur­bate her­self at the same time. Guin­e­vere laid on Bran­gaine like a lover cunt to cunt, the busy fin­gers soon learn­ing to fin­ish at the same time. Af­ter a short break, Guin­e­vere did it again, press­ing her hot cleft onto Bran­gaine’s large, warm cunt in cli­max. How nice it was when Bran­gaine fin­ger fucked her dur­ing her mas­tur­ba­tion, there cli­max was much more in­tense. Bran­gaine had de­flow­ered her with a fin­ger with­out hes­i­ta­tion af­ter they talked about fuck­ing one af­ter­noon and her maid said that women could also do it to each other with their hands. Guin­e­vere was ea­ger to ex­pe­ri­ence it and said that she was al­ready eleven, had her pe­riod and was a full‐fledged woman.


Guin­e­vere’s cu­rios­ity was in­sa­tiable. Bran­gaine could not re­sist her pres­sure and ar­ranged for Guin­e­vere to watch from the next room, through a knot­hole in the wall, the next time a guest vis­ited her. Bran­gaine had known the guest, Sir Cad­wynn from Wales, for a long time and knew what he liked. Guin­e­vere’s heart beat to her throat as Bran­gaine un­dressed the guest and gen­tly washed him from top to bot­tom with a rag. Breath­lessly, Guin­e­vere watched as the man’s cock grad­u­ally lifted and Bran­gaine slowly rubbed and stiff­ened it. She and the man word­lessly com­mu­ni­cated, Bran­gaine lay down on the bed and with one hand in­serted the cock into her vagina. The guest fucked her slowly and de­lib­er­ately. She sighed and moaned as she cli­maxed and then lay mo­tion­less while the man con­tin­ued fuck­ing and thrust­ing vi­o­lently into her vagina. Guin­e­vere had seen ev­ery­thing abun­dantly clear from a short dis­tance away and felt a fierce urge to mas­tur­bate her­self. Mean­while, Bran­gaine very slowly and gen­tly stroked the man’s balls and cock, tak­ing her time. Guin­e­vere came to the end when Bran­gaine lay back down and of­fered her vagina wide open to the man. Guin­e­vere felt the fierce urg­ing in her ab­domen and con­tin­ued to sat­isfy her­self as the man gen­tly and re­spect­fully fucked her maid. Guin­e­vere could see that Bran­gaine was ex­pe­ri­enc­ing a vi­o­lent cli­max. He paused and Bran­gaine pulled out his cock. Skill­fully and gen­tly she sat­is­fied the man with her hand, which Guin­e­vere saw for the first time. The maid slowly and in­creas­ingly quickly pulled the man’s fore­skin over the glans. The glans jerked up and be­gan to squirt. Bran­gaine con­tin­ued to rub re­lent­lessly and let the se­men splash onto her belly. Guin­e­vere shud­dered and cli­maxed quickly at the sight of the squirt. Bran­gaine hugged and cud­dled with the man, rub­bing the se­men on their bod­ies and grop­ing for his cock. Again she gave him time, af­ter some time the lance rose un­der her stroking. Guin­e­vere could not help but stroke her­self as well. When the cock was fully stiff again, Bran­gaine made the man lie on his back and sat on him. She in­serted the cock into her vagina and rode the man. Guin­e­vere watched her fuck­ing and couldn’t stop. She saw both gen­i­tals unite, closer than ever, more de­tailed than ever. The cock dis­ap­peared again and again in the hairy pu­bic, Bran­gaine pressed her vagina rhyth­mi­cally over the stiff cock.
Bran­gaine’s ass cheeks fucked fast and faster, trem­bling in cli­max, her vagina clutch­ing the cock. She re­mained very still and mo­tion­less as the cock fucked up from un­der­neath her, and a few min­utes later spurted la­bo­ri­ously in her vagina. Guin­e­vere could see quite clearly the shaft jerk­ing and thrust­ing as it spurted into her vagina. Sir Cad­wynn was com­pletely ex­hausted and fell asleep, Bran­gaine took her dress and scur­ried into the next room to Guin­e­vere. Bran­gaine was quite tired and no longer felt like mas­tur­bat­ing, but they con­tin­ued to whis­per about fuck­ing for hours and Guin­e­vere sat­is­fied her­self un­til she too was ex­hausted. At dawn, Bran­gaine crept back to her guest. Af­ter re­liev­ing him­self in the pot, he fucked the maid for prob­a­bly a good quar­ter of an hour. Bran­gaine clutched the good man’s ass in supreme ex­cite­ment as she raced from cli­max to cli­max. When he had squirted, she re­mained twitch­ing and trem­bling with her pu­bic open un­til it sub­sided. The two girls whis­pered about the fuck­ing for weeks af­ter­ward. When­ever Bran­gaine in­dulged in a guest, Guin­e­vere was al­lowed to watch se­cretly from the next room. She soon learned that most men could fuck only once and were per­fectly sat­is­fied with that. Bran­gaine never cli­maxed with these men with weak cocks, but she never touched her­self in their pres­ence, as it was not proper at court.


Guin­e­vere learned quickly and thor­oughly, was flu­ent in Latin, British and Welsh, read math­e­mat­ics, Cae­sar and ar­chi­tec­ture, and had read ev­ery­thing there was to read about the build­ings, fight­ing ma­chines and mil­i­tary strate­gies of the an­cient Ro­mans. At night she sat­is­fied her­self as of­ten as she needed to at Bran­gaine’s, adopt­ing her pa­gan at­ti­tude to­ward shame­faced­ness and not car­ing one iota that ev­ery­one in the com­mon room lis­tened to her clenched breath­ing or watched breath­lessly in the dim light as she mas­tur­bated her­self. More and more of­ten she whis­pered to her maid that she des­per­ately wanted to fuck with boys. Her maid was very con­cerned and at least got her to wait to fuck and only get in­volved with boys step by step. Bran­gaine was al­ways there when Guin­e­vere got the boys to ex­pose them­selves and let her feel their cocks. Bran­gaine never left Guin­e­vere alone and the boys lost all shy­ness in their horni­ness even though she was present. Guin­e­vere made the boys rub and squirt them­selves. Af­ter a while she took the ini­tia­tive and rubbed the cocks, mak­ing them smile and gur­gle as they splashed into the grass. Bran­gaine usu­ally had to in­ter­vene be­cause Guin­e­vere got too wild and the se­men threat­ened to splash on her spot­less shirt. Usu­ally it ended with Bran­gaine grab­bing the boy’s cock and rub­bing it un­til it squirted into the grass. Guin­e­vere smiled know­ingly, as Bran­gaine al­ways got very horny while rub­bing. Bran­gaine was al­ways at­ten­tive and watch­ing ev­ery­thing, but she couldn’t stop Guin­e­vere from let­ting a boy fuck her for the first time. Bran­gaine had dis­ap­peared only briefly be­hind a bush to prick, when Guin­e­vere sud­denly pulled the boy on top of her and stuffed the erect cock into her vagina. The boy im­me­di­ately fucked her. Quickly, briefly and hastily and in­stantly squirted into her vagina. When Bran­gaine re­turned, he was in the process of emp­ty­ing his seed into Guin­e­vere with wild thrust­ing. Bran­gaine’s re­proach­ful look was re­turned by Guin­e­vere with an in­dif­fer­ent shrug. Bran­gaine an­grily pulled out the spurt­ing cock and rubbed it un­til the last droplet was squeezed out. She did not stop rub­bing un­til his ten­sion was re­leased and the cock dan­gled limp and de­flated be­tween her fin­gers. This was quite in keep­ing with the cus­toms of her pa­gan cul­ture. There were plenty of places in the gar­den where Guin­e­vere could play squirt­ing with the boys un­ob­served, but fuck­ing there was far too risky. Bran­gaine knew of a se­cluded closet to which she had the only key. Bran­gaine sighed and taught Guin­e­vere not to let the se­men squirt in, but to make the boy squirt with her hand at the end of the fuck. Guin­e­vere liked to be obe­di­ent as best she could, but she al­ways al­lowed the se­men to squirt into her vagina. Bran­gaine in­creas­ingly had to pull the boy’s cock out of her charge’s vagina and make the boy squirt with her hand. Guin­e­vere al­ways left it to her to pull the cock out in time and watched with a smile when the maid gave the boy the hand­job, be­com­ing un­mis­tak­ably horny and hope­lessly aroused. Bran­gaine pressed her fin­gers on her own clit un­der her skirt to hide her horni­ness. If Guin­e­vere had be­come horny and fierce while fuck­ing, the maid usu­ally came too late and timidly held the cock with her fin­gers un­til it had cum in its en­tirety in the vagina. She was a pa­gan and very su­per­sti­tious, you could not in­ter­rupt the act of squirt­ing for fear of a mis­for­tune in any case. She held the cock very tightly and pushed it deep in­side, that alone brought good luck. She rubbed the squirter quite firmly, rub­bing it to the last drop. Gasp­ing with ex­cite­ment, she con­tin­ued to rub her own clit and cock un­til the cock was com­pletely flac­cid; only when she was very aroused did she keep the flac­cid cock in her hand and rub the clit un­til it cli­maxed. Still, she scolded Guin­e­vere for be­ing so un­rea­son­able and for be­ing much too young to get preg­nant. Guin­e­vere smiled mys­te­ri­ously and told her maid that the god­dess had ap­peared to her sev­eral times in a dream and an­nounced what the gods had de­cided, eter­nal sex­ual ap­petite and life­long child­less­ness. Bran­gaine be­lieved in the power of the gods and gave up pulling out the cocks be­fore squirt­ing.


Guin­e­vere com­plained that she did not cli­max when she fucked. Bran­gaine had no prob­lems with this her­self and knew no ad­vice on the spur of the mo­ment. Since Guin­e­vere al­most al­ways came close to a cli­max when get­ting fucked, the con­spir­ing girls de­vised a plan. Guin­e­vere should fuck with sev­eral guys in a row, it should work. No sooner said than done. They chose three se­cre­tive guys and ini­ti­ated them. They had their se­cret cham­ber and Guin­e­vere let her­self be fucked by all three in a row. Bran­gaine di­rected, while one came to squirt, she rubbed the cock un­til it went limp. At the same time, she rubbed the next one’s cock and im­me­di­ately in­serted it into Guin­e­vere’s vagina. Bran­gaine rubbed the cocks tire­lessly, get­ting ev­ery­one to fuck Guin­e­vere a sec­ond time. But it didn’t work, Guin­e­vere didn’t cli­max even af­ter be­ing fucked six times.  They had to give up. Bran­gaine had be­come ter­ri­bly horny while rub­bing the cocks and af­ter send­ing the boys away, she still sat­is­fied her­self while stand­ing. The vi­o­lent, twitch­ing rub­bing of the clit forced her to squat, where she con­tin­ued un­til she was re­leased. Guin­e­vere watched her smil­ing as she mas­tur­bated her­self.


Bran­gaine, greatly dis­tressed by this fail­ure, pon­dered a so­lu­tion for a long time. The next time Guin­e­vere fucked a fa­vorite, Bran­gaine se­cretly stole a fin­ger on Guin­e­vere’s clit and trig­gered Guin­e­vere’s cli­max with the fin­ger be­fore the boy came to squirt. Guin­e­vere ex­pe­ri­enced the squirt­ing in a frenzy of vi­o­lent con­vul­sions and cathar­tic trem­bling, cry­ing and writhing moan­ing with eter­nal hap­pi­ness. Bran­gaine thrust the squirt­ing cock very deep into Guin­e­vere’s vagina and con­tin­ued to rub it firmly, al­low­ing the boy to con­tinue thrust­ing for a long time be­fore he went com­pletely limp af­ter a few min­utes. Bran­gaine was still pant­ing from the ef­fort when Guin­e­vere hugged her over­joyed. They had fig­ured it out. Bran­gaine just had to be very care­ful, be­cause it was con­sid­ered very un­seemly at court for a girl to touch her cli­toris or sat­isfy her­self in the pres­ence of a lover. Bran­gaine knew that this could quickly ruin Guin­e­vere’s rep­u­ta­tion. Bran­gaine did know that some women did it in the pres­ence of their hus­bands, but they were rare ex­cep­tions. Most men had no idea that girls and women could mas­tur­bate them­selves at all.


Guin­e­vere loved this new way of be­ing fucked. Bran­gaine man­aged to trig­ger her cli­max be­fore he squirted and she ex­pe­ri­enced his fi­nal thrust­ing and squirt­ing in a frenzy of hap­pi­ness. Bran­gaine rubbed her lover’s cock in her vagina with great de­ter­mi­na­tion, even though she was pant­ing with horni­ness and ef­fort. When Bran­gaine could not give her­self to a guest for a long time, Guin­e­vere would let her fuck the lover, for she sensed very well when her maid was tor­mented by lust and arousal. The boys were usu­ally 10 or 12 years younger than the maid, but they proved to be splen­did young lovers and gave Bran­gaine at least one, some­times two cli­maxes. The boys were al­most burst­ing with pride; who but they were al­lowed to fuck first the king’s daugh­ter and then her pretty maid? Guin­e­vere would put her fin­gers on her maid’s clit through­out the fuck­ing and smile when she felt the romp of cli­max in the maid’s pu­bic area. Of­ten she was sim­ply wan­ton and trig­gered the maid’s cli­max again and again with her fin­gers, de­light­ing in her lust‐filled ag­o­nies of love. The boys had to fuck Bran­gaine for a very long time on their sec­ond pass and Guin­e­vere loved to join in. She trig­gered Bran­gaine’s first cli­max with her fin­gers, then knelt be­hind the boy, let­ting their bod­ies thrust in uni­son, bob­bing and thrust­ing from be­hind. She pressed her pussy against the boy’s but­tocks and fucked Bran­gaine in uni­son as hard as she could. Bran­gaine moaned and squirmed with love lust and Guin­e­vere reached around the young lad’s hips. The lat­ter loved it when Guin­e­vere rubbed his cock hard as he thrust. Guin­e­vere con­tin­ued the fuck­ing and rub­bing, rub­bing the cock fur­ther as it squirted and then pro­vid­ing the con­tin­ued stiff­ness to pro­long the fuck­ing as long as it could. She con­tin­ued to hold the flac­cid cock for a long time as she watched Bran­gaine’s fad­ing love‐mak­ing as if in a trance. The more time passed, the more of­ten Bran­gaine was al­lowed to let Guin­e­vere’s lovers fuck her. Soon it was a given that af­ter Guin­e­vere, the boy would also fuck Bran­gaine.


Guin­e­vere wanted more. She be­sieged Bran­gaine and de­manded to fuck Sir Cad­wynn. He came to visit two or three times each year and in­sisted that only Bran­gaine warm his bedroll. Bran­gaine re­cited the or­der of her young mis­tress with low­ered eyes. The guest thought long and thought he was not the man to im­preg­nate the daugh­ter of his friend and king. Bran­gaine as­sured him that Guin­e­vere could not be­come preg­nant af­ter a rev­e­la­tion from the Great Mother. So she came with Guin­e­vere to Sir Cad­wynn. While wash­ing her mas­ter’s womb with a rag, Guin­e­vere pal­pated the mas­ter’s sur­pris­ingly large thing, paw­ing at it with cu­rios­ity as it grew. She care­fully pulled back the fore­skin and ex­plored the chunky glans. Af­ter wash­ing, she lay ready, will­ingly opened her thighs, and the mas­ter pen­e­trated her very gen­tly. Bran­gaine had to as­sist with her hand be­cause Guin­e­vere’s vagina was very small and very tight. Bran­gaine kept her hand on Guin­e­vere’s clit to re­lease her in time. But he got into fuck­ing the tight hole mas­ter­fully and to Bran­gaine’s amaze­ment Guin­e­vere got a nice, vi­o­lent cli­max. Bran­gaine’s hand was still on her clit and she got the twitches and con­vul­sions quite clearly. Sir Cad­wynn im­me­di­ately let go of the young girl with­out squirt­ing and pen­e­trated Bran­gaine. The gen­tle­man fucked her de­li­ciously and poured him­self in­side her. The girls gave their lover a break and gen­tly stroked him un­til his cock re­cov­ered. Guin­e­vere then rubbed him very hard un­til he was stiff. That night they fucked twice more, Guin­e­vere got her vi­o­lent cli­max and he con­tin­ued fuck­ing Bran­gaine un­til he had cum. They slept close to­gether un­til dawn and Guin­e­vere let her­self be fucked for a very long time af­ter she woke up. Her cli­max came late. The gen­tle­man fucked like out of his mind and squirted vi­o­lently thrust­ing into the girl. He squirted his soul out, he could not con­trol him­self any­more and squirted all his se­men into young Guin­e­vere’s vagina. Bran­gaine grasped her lover’s cock with her fin­gers and rubbed it vig­or­ously so that he could con­tinue thrust­ing firmly. Tears glis­tened in her eyes as she pushed his cock deep and deeper into Guin­e­vere’s vagina. It took a very long time, he gasped and thrust at the top of his lungs, un­til Guin­e­vere came. Guin­e­vere whis­pered later that it was the first time she had cli­maxed while fuck­ing. She or­dered them both that she wanted to fuck them ev­ery time Sir Cad­wynn came. She was tall and al­ready had the air of a queen used to com­mand. They obeyed and re­peated this beau­ti­ful fuck­ing as of­ten as they could. Guin­e­vere’s body quickly learned to cli­max while fuck­ing. 


Sir Cad­wynn was very sad, for he had lost his wife and child in child­birth. They em­braced their lover com­fort­ingly and made love un­til sun­rise. He told that he had cap­tured his wife in one of Arthur’s cam­paigns. She was a fair‐haired Dane, not 16 years old, and had a roundish fig­ure and but­tocks. How­ever, she had very beau­ti­ful, thick breasts and she en­chanted him from the first mo­ment. She had a nat­u­ral, ex­tremely grace­ful sex­ual charisma. He took her vir­gin­ity on the wed­ding night. Al­though she re­ally wanted it and full of de­sire, she was not aroused at all while be­ing fucked. Af­ter will­ingly let­ting her­self be fucked sev­eral times in a lov­ing em­brace, she mas­tur­bated her­self af­ter­wards. She did it quite nat­u­rally, as was their cus­tom. They were mar­ried for two years and she let him fuck her as of­ten as he wanted. But she got the cli­max only by mas­tur­ba­tion, ev­ery night. Af­ter the first few weeks, she ex­plained to him how she liked it best. She wanted to have his cock in her mouth dur­ing mas­tur­ba­tion, he had to squirt deep in her throat and she wanted to swal­low his se­men. Bran­gaine and he si­mul­ta­ne­ously made a dis­mis­sive hand ges­ture against evil, be­cause it was dis­gust­ing and per­verted to take the man’s cock in her mouth. He never found out how she had de­vel­oped this per­ver­sion, only that un­mar­ried Dan­ish women sup­pos­edly all did it that way. He hes­i­tantly con­fessed that he had squirted down her throat as many times as she wished and her love for him be­came very deep and very pas­sion­ate. She loved the sun­light, ly­ing naked in the sun when­ever she could and sat­is­fy­ing her­self in the warm­ing sun­shine. He con­fessed that soon there was noth­ing more beau­ti­ful and ex­cit­ing for him than watch­ing her mas­tur­bate. The per­ver­sion that she took his cock in her mouth, he bravely en­dured and let her rub him un­til she swal­lowed his se­men.  Still, he fucked her vagina day af­ter day and she soon took up the habit of mas­tur­bat­ing her­self while he fucked her. He kept silent and cried in his sor­row. But the girls com­forted him and made love to him un­til sun­rise. Guin­e­vere soon got the hang of it and goaded him into wild, fu­ri­ous fuck­ing. She loved it when he lost con­trol en­tirely and thrust and spurted wildly like a bull. In­wardly tri­umphant, she felt the warm se­men spurt into her vagina in bursts. She en­joyed it very much that Bran­gaine had to hold the cock firmly rub­bing stiffly and thrust the jets rhyth­mi­cally into her vagina. Usu­ally Guin­e­vere would pause briefly be­fore rub­bing the cock stiff again so that he could bravely and mostly al­ready tired mount Bran­gaine and fuck her gen­tly and lov­ingly. Now that it was no longer a se­cret to him, Guin­e­vere hand‐sat­is­fied Bran­gaine with­out se­crecy, let­ting her soar from cli­max to cli­max. 


The girls loved each other with all their hearts, they could keep ev­ery­thing se­cret. Bran­gaine con­fessed one day to ac­cept­ing Sir Cad­wynn’s courtship and be­com­ing his wife. When Guin­e­vere asked if she was jeal­ous, she just shrugged sadly. Guin­e­vere now only fucked the Welsh no­ble­man harder, for one day he would be all Bran­gaine’s. Guin­e­vere blos­somed, the beau­ti­ful fuck­ing with very few se­lect fa­vorites and the nightly mas­tur­ba­tion made her body very wom­anly. Her breasts were in no way in­fe­rior to the breasts of adult women, she re­mained slim and slen­der, she grew and soon sur­passed Bran­gaine by head length. She was now 15 and her par­ents be­gan to look for a good hus­band.
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Young Princess Elaine


by Jack Faber © 2021




In her last year on her fa­ther’s es­tate, her cousin Elaine had come to live with them. Elaine had grown up very shel­tered, since her no­ble par­ents no longer lived by the pa­gan rules of the Old Folk. She had no idea about sex at all. They wanted to find hus­bands for both girls, and the court of Guin­e­vere’s fa­ther, King Leode­grance of Cameliard, seemed pre­des­tined for that. Ev­ery year King Leode­grance en­ter­tained the young High King Arthur and his knights. Elaine was al­most as pretty as Guin­e­vere, but a bit chub­bier. While Guin­e­vere’s raven curls and dark green eyes would turn the head of any Welsh, Scot­tish, or British man, Elaine’s light blond hair and pale gray eyes re­vealed that a lit­tle Dan­ish, Frisian, or Saxon blood flowed in her veins. Elaine, un­like Guin­e­vere, was a self­ish, gos­sipy, and en­vi­ous child. While Guin­e­vere al­most al­ways wore only a floor‐length white shirt with noth­ing un­der­neath and this al­most translu­cency caught the imag­i­na­tion of men, Elaine preened her­self like a queen. Guin­e­vere didn’t let on how much she de­spised this point­less com­pe­ti­tion.


Elaine picked up on ev­ery­thing to do with Guin­e­vere, lis­ten­ing to ev­ery­thing that was whis­pered. She was only 13, but wanted to do ev­ery­thing like Guin­e­vere or outdo her. When she heard that Guin­e­vere un­abashedly in­dulged in mas­tur­ba­tion ev­ery night in the com­mu­nal cham­ber, she had one of her ser­vants ex­plain and show her how mas­tur­ba­tion even works. She locked her bower and told the ser­vant to strip naked and lie down on the bed. She pulled a stool very close to the ser­vant and looked at her closely. The ser­vant was de­voted to her, strictly fol­low­ing the tra­di­tions of the an­cient peo­ple and guid­ing her 13 year old mis­tress along the an­cient pa­gan paths. Sex­u­al­ity was beau­ti­ful and had to be passed on from the old to the young. Only a few things were for­bid­den, un­seemly or per­verted. Same‐sex love was not con­sid­ered un­seemly, and it was the duty of the older women to teach the young girls ev­ery­thing sex­ual and pre­pare them for mar­i­tal du­ties. It was not un­usual for the el­ders to teach their charges about sex­u­al­ity in prac­tice. The ser­vant was al­ready old, in her mid‐for­ties. Like her 13‐year‐old mis­tress, she had a chubby bot­tom; she was oth­er­wise of slen­der build, but her breasts were small and wrin­kled. Elaine un­abashedly reached out im­pe­ri­ously and pulled her legs wide apart. The ser­vant had com­pletely shorn off her pu­bic hair and had a huge, pink shim­mer­ing cunt.


Nat­u­rally, Elaine had thor­oughly ex­am­ined the crevices of her peers dur­ing her weekly bath in the creek. In most of them the vagina was closed by the hy­men as in her­self. Some of the larger ones, how­ever, no longer had a hy­men, and Elaine ex­plored their vagi­nas with her fin­ger. One wanted her to pen­e­trate with her thumb and showed her how she wanted to be fucked with her thumb. The oth­ers stood in a cir­cle around the two girls, gawk­ing as Elaine thrust her thumb vig­or­ously into their vagi­nas. The boys’ dicks rose up and stiff­ened. Fi­nally, the girl took her own thumb and fucked her­self un­til she ex­ploded and her ab­domen clenched. Drip­ping from the boys’ tails, the girls scram­bled to rub their cocks. One af­ter the other let the se­men splash into the grass in a high arc. Elaine just watched cow­ardly and never touched a lit­tle cock.


Cu­ri­ously, 13‐year‐old Elaine pal­pated the 45‐year‐old ser­vant’s pu­bic and cunt. Huge, jagged labia framed the cunt, above her huge hole she saw the small clit. Elaine wanted to know if all women had such a big hole and the ser­vant nod­ded, most of them. The hole gets big­ger when you are fucked of­ten, the ser­vant said, and Elaine im­me­di­ately asked if she was fucked of­ten? She used to, the ser­vant sighed. Elaine swal­lowed be­fore ask­ing fur­ther. The ser­vant thought, then said, it must have been much more than 200, much more! But when your fa­ther or­dered me to your care, he for­bade me any screw­ing as long as I am with you. She sighed and added, I haven’t screwed in a half year and that’s very hard! Elaine brought up mas­tur­ba­tion again, how of­ten does she do it? Ev­ery night, said the ser­vant, like all the maids in the com­mon sleep­ing room. But each one only for her­self, one could only hear the heavy breath­ing of the maids and on bright moon­lit nights one could ob­serve ev­ery­thing closely, the busy fin­gers in the crevices rub­bing the clits, but one did not talk about it. How many times to do it in one night was Elaine’s next ques­tion. Un­til one was sat­is­fied and ex­hausted. She usu­ally did it twice in a row. Yes, how many times can you do it? The ser­vant thought and replied that when she was a young girl, she once spent a rainy day with the sheep on the hill and did it all day, more than twenty times. Elaine asked if she could show her? The ser­vant sighed, lay back and quickly mas­tur­bated.  Elaine told her to do it now very slowly so she could see ev­ery­thing clearly. Elaine bent over very far while the ser­vant did it very slowly. The ser­vant worked her clit very slowly and con­torted her face be­fore cli­max­ing. Her ab­domen be­gan to move grind­ingly, her legs went up and bobbed up and down. The fin­ger raced on the clit and the ser­vant gasped softly as the cli­max set in. In­ces­santly she con­tin­ued to rub the clit, harder and harder for sev­eral min­utes, fi­nally press­ing her fin­ger firmly on the clit while her pelvis twitched and quiv­ered with­out ceas­ing. She did it a few more times and Elaine cu­ri­ously pal­pated her pu­bic area. At last she put a fin­ger into the huge hole and felt the mus­cles there work­ing as she cli­maxed. Af­ter a few demon­stra­tions, they agreed to con­tinue the next af­ter­noon. Over the next few days, she watched her ser­vant and learned. It be­came slip­pery hot in her pu­bic, she in­creas­ingly ex­pe­ri­enced a pre­vi­ously un­known ex­cite­ment. She touched the maid’s throb­bing clit af­ter she cli­maxed and rubbed very gen­tly un­til the ser­vant cli­maxed again. For a few days she just watched the ser­vant or brought her to cli­max, then she lay naked on the ser­vant’s thighs and let her mas­tur­bate her. They re­peated this ev­ery day un­til she tried it her­self and af­ter a few days she could do it. She in­stantly fell for this plea­sure, for she was al­ways cheer­ful and re­laxed af­ter­wards. 


When she heard Guin­e­vere was do­ing it with young boys, she or­dered one or the other boy to join her and cu­ri­ously ex­plored their cocks, of course in the pres­ence of her ser­vant. They had to show her how they squirt and she soon learned to rub the boys cock and let the se­men splash on the floor. Her ser­vant had to ex­plain to her in great de­tail how to fuck boys. The ser­vant had to fuck men in front of her and demon­strate how to do it. The ser­vant whooped with grat­i­tude as she was fi­nally fucked ex­ten­sively again. The ser­vants were very em­bar­rassed to fuck com­pletely naked in front of the cu­ri­ous eyes of the mis­tress. Elaine pal­pated the pri­vate parts of both dur­ing the en­tire act, she was es­pe­cially ex­cited by the rhyth­mic squirt­ing at the end. Her faith­ful ser­vant had to fuck dozens of men and Elaine pressed her hand on the ser­vant’s pu­bic to wit­ness their cli­maxes first­hand. Al­though the maid was quite old, she still en­joyed sex very much, prac­ticed ev­ery night with mas­tur­ba­tion and could eas­ily get two or more cli­maxes while fuck­ing. Elaine gave in­struc­tions whether they had to fuck very slowly or in nor­mal speed. Es­pe­cially when fuck­ing very slowly, the ser­vant got one cli­max af­ter the other. Elaine ex­cit­edly grasped the thick shaft, which the ser­vant obe­di­ently pushed in and out very slowly. She felt ev­ery shiver and twitch of the labia and hole with her fin­gers. The ser­vant was grate­ful be­cause Elaine usu­ally or­dered a very slow fuck­ing. Es­pe­cially be­cause it al­lowed Elaine to feel the squirt­ing from start to fin­ish. Elaine put her face right in front of the pri­vate parts and watched up close. She felt the labia and clit of the old ser­vant through­out the act, or clasped the cocks with her fin­gers dur­ing the act and the squirt­ing. Once she pulled out the cock just be­fore squirt­ing and rubbed it quickly in front of the hole. This way she could see very clearly how the se­men squirted into the hole in jets. As soon as the ser­vant left, she lay down on her ser­vant’s naked ab­domen and pressed her cunt against her ser­vant’s aroused wet cunt. She then mas­tur­bated her­self un­til she was ex­hausted.


Af­ter a short while al­ready, Elaine let her­self be fucked by a ser­vant, too, when he had de­tached him­self from the ser­vant. At first, her ser­vant had to su­per­vise the pen­e­tra­tion and make sure that the cock was in­serted very care­fully dur­ing the de­flo­ration. She felt only a tiny lit­tle sting dur­ing her de­flo­ration, when the ser­vant tore the hy­men with her sharp thumb­nail and fi­nally de­flow­ered her with a few quick jerks of her thumb. Then she in­serted the hard‐on of the male ser­vant with her hand. The ser­vants, how­ever, were never al­lowed to squirt into Elaine’s vagina and al­ways had to fin­ish with the old woman and cum in her hole at will. A few younger ones were afraid of the old hand­maid’s big hole and asked Elaine to make them cum by her lit­tle hand. Soon Elaine let the ser­vants fuck her in turn, but the ser­vants had to fin­ish fuck­ing and cum­ing with the old maid. Elaine got her cli­maxes just watch­ing while the ser­vant and her old maid fucked. She lay be­tween their naked thighs while they fucked and mas­tur­bated. Mostly the fucked old maid sat­is­fied her­self at the same time, and of­ten it turned into a com­pe­ti­tion who came first. The clever and smart hand­maid al­ways let Elaine win. They both didn’t care if the male ser­vant was there watch­ing. 


Slowly Elaine found out which boys were fuck­ing Guin­e­vere — or she be­lieved they were. She or­dered each one in­di­vid­u­ally to her bower un­der the su­per­vi­sion of her de­voted maid and all three stripped naked, Elaine wanted them to do so. The ser­vant knew that she had to sit with her legs spread above her mis­tress so that the young boys would have to stare di­rectly at her naked cunt, jagged large labia and di­rectly into her large hole as he fucked Elaine. Teas­ingly the maid played with her­self, rub­bing her clit with a horny ex­pres­sion on her face to turn the boys on. Usu­ally there was enough time to rub the clit to cli­max, of­ten twice. The boys would tear their eyes open and pause when the old woman squirmed and tensed in cli­max. But she went on again even be­fore her cli­max had sub­sided.


Elaine al­ways guided the cock into her vagina with one hand, then fucked them very briefly for as long as the maid al­lowed her. She kept look­ing up at the old woman, who was work­ing her clit quickly. The ser­vant made sure that the young gen­tle­men be­haved re­spect­fully and did not squirt their se­men into Elaine’s vagina. Not in­fre­quently, how­ever, she was so cap­ti­vated by her mas­tur­ba­tion that he squirted in the 13‐year‐old’s vagina be­fore she could pull out his cock. Oth­er­wise, she was al­ways there in time to pull the cock out. With most of them, she quickly in­serted the cock into her own hole long be­fore they squirted, be­cause she knew the boys well and knew which one pre­ferred to squirt in the hole rather than on the floor. Most were al­lowed to fin­ish fuck­ing wildly in her hole and fi­nally cum. While they stared long­ingly at Elaine’s naked, open cunt with the tiny lit­tle hole, they fucked the old woman full of wild­ness and squirted their souls out. 


The de­vi­ous maid made Elaine fuck shorter and shorter, forc­ing her to stop as soon as the fuck­ing had just be­gun. So that he does not squirt into you and im­preg­nate you, she jus­ti­fied her ac­tion. She grabbed the boy her­self and he had to fuck her to his heart’s con­tent and squirt in­side. Se­cretly she laughed at the spoiled brat and got the plea­sure as she wanted. It was al­ways her who did most of the fuck­ing. Elaine was re­ally too naive to see through the sly maid. With each one, how­ever, the maid took the cock in her hand af­ter­wards af­ter fuck­ing. Usu­ally she con­tin­ued to rub the flac­cid one gen­tly for a few min­utes to find out if it was still good for an­other pass. If the boys be­haved well and the ser­vant thought them ca­pa­ble of the pas­sage, they were al­lowed to fuck the good old ser­vant again to their hearts’ con­tent. She was ex­pe­ri­enced enough to make the dicks stiff again. Most of them had to fuck her un­til their se­men was com­pletely emp­tied. As long as he could still squirt, she wouldn’t let him out of her hole, no mat­ter how long it took. When she was in a good mood, she would let the de­flated boy fuck Elaine again for as long as they wanted. When a boy squirted while fuck­ing, he squirted dry, and Elaine loved to be fucked as long as pos­si­ble. Of­ten the maid mis­judged and the boy squirted his seed into Elaine’s vagina as of­ten as he could. The maid never no­ticed her mis­cal­cu­la­tion, but pat­ted the boys ass cheeks com­pla­cently as he squirted. She liked to rub the cock stiff again when he wanted to keep fuck­ing. The maid some­times thought mis­chie­vously that she fucked much more of­ten and longer than the stupid, spoiled brat.


Elaine usu­ally lay down di­rectly in front of the vagi­nal en­trance of the ser­vant and em­braced the boy’s pe­nis. She al­ways found it horny when the slen­der pe­nis ef­fort­lessly pen­e­trated the old woman’s large, craggy cunt and du­ti­fully sawed in her huge hole. The hole was re­ally so big that she could in­sert a fin­ger next to the pe­nis into the big hole and let him squirt over her fin­ger­tips. Quite hap­pily, how­ever, she rubbed the cock vig­or­ously and made a laugh­ing sound when she had rubbed it to squirt. When the boy had fin­ished squirt­ing, she sat­is­fied the faith­ful old woman, who was at most a lit­tle ex­cited by the boys, with her hand. She was not shy at all to mas­tur­bate the ser­vant or her­self with her fin­gers in the pres­ence of the boys. The boys felt it a great priv­i­lege when they had fucked the girl and also the old ser­vant in one af­ter­noon. They felt an eerie sense of plea­sure when they watched the girl mas­tur­bate, or when Elaine had brought the ser­vant to some cli­maxes with quick fin­ger play. She knew her ser­vant well enough to know when she needed more than one cli­max for her re­lease. 


Guin­e­vere and Bran­gaine let them­selves be told in great de­tail how things had gone in Elaine’s bower. If any­one claimed to have watched Elaine mas­tur­bate or how she fin­ger‐fucked the ser­vant, Guin­e­vere would de­mand that they show her on the spot. The boys tried their best, but she laughed at them for be­ing too clumsy. Only Bran­gaine suc­ceeded ev­ery time, and the boys beamed with pride as soon as her ab­domen wrig­gled with plea­sure and her legs con­vulsed or flapped open and closed. It made the rounds and the boys heeded the call, mak­ing Bran­gaine squirm and quiver. Only one, her fa­vorite, was able to gen­tly and lov­ingly bring Guin­e­vere to cli­max with his fin­gers. She soon ended the ex­per­i­ment, leav­ing only her fa­vorite fa­vorite’s gen­tle hand on her clit. 


Guin­e­vere and Elaine, like their faith­ful ser­vants, en­joyed sex all year un­til the three‐day visit of King Arthur and his knights was an­nounced. 



 ▪︎ ▪︎ ▪︎










The Jour­ney to the King
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King Leode­grance did not let his guard down and re­ceived king and knight­hood with all hon­ors. From the first mo­ment Arthur had eyes only for Guin­e­vere, never had he seen a more beau­ti­ful and fas­ci­nat­ing girl. She was of tall, slen­der stature and ra­di­ated the charisma of a queen. Her only cloth­ing, a floor‐length white shirt was so sheer that the king could clearly see her beau­ti­fully rounded breasts and the small cleft of her sex. With a proud ges­ture, she had grace­fully twisted the gold‐knit belt so that the droop­ing ends did not do their job of con­ceal­ing and her pu­bic cleft was clearly vis­i­ble. Like most women of the time, she shaved away the del­i­cate fuzz of hair on her sex, for the men of the Old Cus­toms loved the com­pletely naked pu­bic, which re­minded them of youth­ful­ness and young girl­ish­ness. She knew that she had only this one chance to im­press the young king. A smile graced her lips as she be­came aware that the king had briefly sur­veyed all the women and girls, af­ter which his gaze rested only on her, and for a long time on her ex­posed body.


At din­ner at the lat­est, Arthur be­came aware that his best friend, Sir Lancelot, was de­vour­ing Guin­e­vere with amorous looks. He slapped him am­i­ca­bly on the shoul­der and said that this one would be his queen. Lancelot nod­ded and replied that he loved her too. They had grown up to­gether, both had proved them­selves in bat­tles and had taken many wives, maids and maid­ens to­gether. They of­ten lay in pairs with the girls and rarely sep­a­rated. Lancelot, only a year younger than Arthur, was one of the most feared war­riors at Arthur’s side, of­fered a toast to his royal friend and wished him a life­time of Guin­e­vere warm­ing his bed and giv­ing him many sons. At the end of the ban­quet, Arthur with­drew with Guin­e­vere, he in­tro­duced Lancelot to the be­witch­ing Bran­gaine, and Sir Ywain re­ceived Elaine for the night. Elaine, let it be clearly recorded, was very dis­ap­pointed and yel­low with envy be­cause the hand­some king had cho­sen Guin­e­vere.


Arthur had Guin­e­vere un­dress him – as was the cus­tom in those days. She had dropped her dress be­fore he was washed and moved un­abashedly in com­plete nu­dity be­fore her king. She washed him care­fully from top to bot­tom. Mean­while, the king ques­tioned her and was pleased be­cause she had be­come very ed­u­cated and a no­ble young woman. She care­fully oiled him with a fra­grant oil all over his body. Pleased, she looked at Arthur’s cock and was very pleased that the king looked cu­ri­ously at her naked­ness and his cock rose greed­ily. He pon­dered for a long time what he ex­pected from his queen. She care­fully oiled his tes­ti­cles and cock. She lay down next to him, cud­dled up close to his body and gen­tly rubbed his cock. She sat res­o­lutely on top of him, in­sert­ing his large and bulky cock la­bo­ri­ously and with some ef­fort into her small, tight vagina. Arthur thought that was why it was so hard, be­cause she was still a vir­gin. He held her by the hips with her eyes closed so that she could not ride him. Af­ter a few min­utes he gen­tly stroked her but­tocks, shook his head and said he was too tired for that. She could do it to him by hand, he would be hon­ored. Guin­e­vere nod­ded and, sigh­ing and trem­bling vi­o­lently, pulled out the big cock that had felt so good in her small, tight vagina. She re­mained seated on his thighs and rubbed his cock, speed­ing up un­til he cummed high into the air. Mind­ful of the rules of the Old Folk, she con­tin­ued to rub gen­tly, lis­ten­ing to her mas­ter. His cock did not weaken for a mo­ment, and Guin­e­vere lis­tened to her lover as his cock grad­u­ally be­came hard as a board again. Busy and much longer than be­fore, she rubbed his cock and brought him the re­deem­ing squirt. She cleaned him off and lay down next to him, her face against his. She lis­tened in­tently as he elab­o­rated for over an hour on his world­view and his ideas of a fu­ture to­gether. He asked her di­rectly, af­ter their long con­ver­sa­tion, if she wanted to be his queen? Yes, I do, she whis­pered, but I must tell you, she whis­pered, the Great Mother had ap­peared to her sev­eral times in dreams and an­nounced that she would not have chil­dren. Arthur’s body stiff­ened; this was not a good thing. But then he calmed her down in his au­thor­i­tar­ian way and said, we will see.  His seer Mer­lin had pre­dicted that his own son would bring him death. He was con­vinced of this, be­cause the seer had al­ways been right so far. They were silent for a while and Guin­e­vere said that she was no longer a vir­gin maiden and had of­ten slept with boys. The king had a thick lump in his throat and asked her in a rough voice to tell him about it. Com­pletely unashamed and filled with trust in him, she told ev­ery­thing truth­fully and from the be­gin­ning. Arthur lis­tened with closed eyes and seemed to have fallen asleep. Guin­e­vere ex­tin­guished the wick and dreamed of fuck­ing him. It be­came so in­tense that she put one hand on Arthur’s cock and sat­is­fied her­self with the other un­til she was ex­hausted. Arthur, of course, had not slept and em­braced her as she rubbed her­self. He pulled her close to him while she gasped and breath­lessly rubbed the head of her clit. She pressed against him in love, rub­bing her clit as fast as she could. Still, it took a long time be­fore she groaned and ex­pe­ri­enced the ex­plod­ing cli­max. She con­tin­ued to rub the clit even more gen­tly as she went through the con­trac­tions of her ab­domen and grad­u­ally calmed down in his em­brace. He kissed her face again and again, whis­per­ing softly that he loved her with all his heart, re­ally loved her. The next morn­ing, af­ter piss­ing, she knelt down in front of him and had his morn­ing wood rubbed. He splashed hap­pily and was in good spir­its all day, ne­go­ti­at­ing the up­com­ing mar­riage with King Leode­grance with good re­sults.


Lancelot, in ret­ro­spect, was grate­ful to Arthur for bring­ing Bran­gaine to him af­ter the rev­elry. Bran­gaine proved to be a per­fect bed­fel­low and they fucked half the night to ex­haus­tion. Lancelot asked her about Guin­e­vere, want­ing to know ev­ery­thing about her, and Bran­gaine hes­i­tated only briefly be­fore telling him about Guin­e­vere’s wom­an­hood and her love life in great de­tail. In the end, she said that he could not get his hopes up, since Arthur had ap­par­ently suc­cumbed to Guin­e­vere’s charms. Lancelot laughed and replied that the king and he would surely be­come lovers. Smil­ing, he re­ported that they had of­ten taken a maid to­gether. Old and young, mar­ried and vir­ginal, no­ble as well as vir­ginal peas­ant girls, slen­der and buxom alike. Bran­gaine laughed at the top of her lungs when­ever Lancelot’s re­port be­came bawdy or hearty. They also started the new day with good fuck­ing; Sir Lancelot du Lac al­most missed the morn­ing ser­vice be­cause of the happy fuck­ing.


Elaine’s jeal­ousy al­most spoiled her night with Ywain. She asked Ywain with sus­pi­cion what he thought of Guin­e­vere? She ex­pected his con­fes­sion of love. Sir Ywain might not know any­thing about Latin, Greek or math­e­mat­ics, but he in­stinc­tively knew about jeal­ous girls. He thought dis­parag­ingly that Guin­e­vere was a scrawny bean­pole and would prob­a­bly screw the grooms in­dis­crim­i­nately. Ywain was very glad she was only 13, for he loved young girls, es­pe­cially the Dan­ish 
blood young ones. Elaine was wor­ried, she had never seen such a big cock. Ywain asked her to strip naked be­fore wash­ing him. This blood young girl might be chubby, but her skin was flaw­lessly pure, her round hips sug­gested sex­ual pas­sion, her breasts were girl­ish and beau­ti­fully rounded. In her hair­less pu­bic re­gion were glo­ri­ous labia swollen with joy­ful ex­cite­ment. She shook her blonde curls de­fi­antly, no, she would not be a maid any­more and had given her­self many times. Ywain palmed her body as she washed, ex­pertly ex­plor­ing her pu­bic area. She stood stock‐still when he touched her clit. As­ton­ished, she spread her­self as he rubbed her clit full of sen­sa­tion. She spread her cunt will­ingly, rest­ing her face on his chest and gasp­ing be­fore her cli­max ex­ploded. He was well ac­quainted with the ways of the lo­cal hea­then and gen­tly stroked her clit un­til she calmed down. He laid her be­side him, arous­ing her with long French kisses and as­sur­ing her he would be care­ful. Ywain wet her vagi­nal en­trance and his cock with saliva and gen­tly pen­e­trated the small, tight vagina. She cli­maxed af­ter a short while and re­mained mo­tion­less and stiff as a board with em­bar­rass­ment, while he be­gan to thrust quite wildly, spray­ing her full of warm se­men. 


Ywain stated that she had no idea how a woman has go­ing to work fuck­ing the man. He was a hope­less voyeur, how­ever, and urged her to mas­tur­bate in front of him. Dur­ing the mas­tur­ba­tion, Ywain leaned for­ward enough to watch her rub­bing at point blank range. In­stantly as she rubbed her clit to cli­max, he pen­e­trated her. She could no longer stop rub­bing her clit while his huge pony­tail fucked her. She didn’t stop rub­bing her clit un­til she cli­maxed, af­ter rub­bing her clit harder and faster than ever be­fore in the fi­nale. The cli­max con­tin­ued un­ceas­ingly dur­ing the fuck­ing and she cried with hap­pi­ness when he fi­nally cum. Al­ready af­ter a short break she had to mas­tur­bate again, again he pen­e­trated be­fore the cli­max and she rubbed the clit as fast as she could to cli­max. She con­tin­ued to rub the clit now even af­ter the cli­max and jumped from cli­max to cli­max while be­ing fucked. She whooped when he had cum and her cli­max faded out. A few times Ywain forced her to keep rub­bing right as she cli­maxed and only pen­e­trated her af­ter her sec­ond or third cli­max, for his seed was soon ex­hausted. When he could squirt no more, he pen­e­trated her one last time and re­mained mo­tion­less. He or­dered her to con­tinue to mas­tur­bate with­out ceas­ing, smil­ing when he felt her tremors with his cock. Elaine had a sore clit and a sore fucked vagina in the morn­ing, which her ser­vant had to rub with heal­ing oint­ments.


The next two nights went about the same. Guin­e­vere rubbed her fi­ancé as of­ten as Arthur wanted to squirt, then curled into his em­brace and sat­is­fied her­self un­til she was fully re­leased. Lancelot and Bran­gaine didn’t talk much. The great war­rior fucked Guin­e­vere’s maid half the night un­til he was ex­hausted. Elaine and Ywain con­tin­ued where they had left off. Of course, she was sore again the next morn­ing, but she was happy and wouldn’t miss the ex­haust­ing fuck­ing with Sir Ywain for any gold in the world.


On the third day the king rode ahead at the crack of dawn; in Caer­leon he had many things to do with­out de­lay. He en­trusted Guin­e­vere to Lancelot’s care; they were to fol­low him with the sup­ply train and reach Caer­leon in about two or three days. He looked anx­iously at the sky and said that the rain would soon come, then he rode off with his knights. No sooner had the trek started than the rain came. Lancelot held ev­ery­thing to­gether and to­wards evening he sent mes­sen­gers ahead to the shel­ter. Ev­ery­one was soaked and Lancelot al­most could not take his eyes off Guin­e­vere’s body. The wet floor‐length white shirt stuck to her body and all who dared to look furtively ad­mired her naked­ness. Ar­riv­ing at his des­ti­na­tion, Lancelot did not miss the op­por­tu­nity to im­me­di­ately take Guin­e­vere to her room to re­move her wet shirt. Con­sci­en­tiously he rubbed her naked body dry and de­voted him­self in depth and for min­utes to her pu­bis, spread­ing her thighs and labia with his fin­gers to rub them, the cli­toris and the vagi­nal en­trance dry. He was pleased to see the labia fill with blood and her clit rise up small but perky. It would have been un­seemly if he had spent any more time with her sex.


Guin­e­vere did a like, with shy in­no­cence she un­dressed the wet hero and rubbed him dry. Lancelot was a mus­cu­lar gi­ant of six feet, his body scarred all over. Nev­er­the­less, he ra­di­ated some­thing that had an im­mensely erotic ef­fect on girls. Es­pe­cially when his an­gu­lar face fell into a thou­sand wrin­kles when he smiled. Guin­e­vere fell for him at the first friendly smile. Un­der low­ered eye­lids she looked at his cock and se­cretly looked for­ward to the night. They sat around the warm fire­place and ate to their hearts’ con­tent. When they went to sleep, Guin­e­vere did not miss the op­por­tu­nity to wash Lancelot’s whole body with clean wa­ter again. Guin­e­vere stripped off her shirt be­fore­hand and smiled ra­di­antly at him. The king had or­dered her to treat his friend like him­self re­spect­fully– and lov­ingly, she said. Lancelot’s cock ap­peared huge to her and had half risen, the dark glans only half cov­ered. The lit­tle hole in the glans was red­dened with arousal. She oiled ev­ery inch of his body with fra­grant oil. More and more of­ten she touched his cock and shud­dered as he reached for her and ex­plored and gen­tly stroked her but­tocks and labia from be­hind. She loved the way his hand touched her butt and cunt know­ingly. She con­sci­en­tiously lubed his scro­tum and cock, rev­er­ently rub­bing the oil on the glans un­til his cock was hard as a rock. Only now did she lie down with him, snug­gled into the crook of his arm and stroked his tes­ti­cles and cock as if in pass­ing, very gen­tly. He sighed deeply with ex­cite­ment, his cock was hard as a board and she could not stop ca­ress­ing him fur­ther and fur­ther. Af­ter a while she asked whis­per­ingly if he wanted it done by hand too? He was silent for a long time and said she was the mis­tress. I’m not a vir­gin maid, she whis­pered hes­i­tantly, I’ve fucked many, I hope that’s okay with you. Lancelot was silent, then he said she was his most lovely mis­tress and what was be­fore did not in­ter­est him. Well, she asked af­ter a while, shall I do the hon­ors with my hand? and she started rub­bing his cock in a hand­job. He kept silent, what could he say in re­sponse? She re­mem­bered how Bran­gaine did the hand­jobs and made Lancelot squirt in no time. She wiped his seed with her hand and mur­mured, the first seed is yours, my god­dess and Lancelot knew she was speak­ing to God­dess Epona. He took a deep breath as she con­tin­ued to rub him, cleared his throat and said, you are my mis­tress and de­ter­mine what will hap­pen now. She in­stinc­tively knew that the hand­job was out of place now and stopped. She took a long time be­fore whis­per­ing that he should cop­u­late her to the best of his abil­ity. Yes, Sir Lancelot, please fuck me to the best of your abil­ity! He em­braced her in­stantly and kissed her all over, he could kiss won­der­fully with his tongue and she was hope­lessly aroused af­ter a short while, burn­ing horny and ready to fuck. He mur­mured that he would be very care­ful and lov­ingly parted her labia with his hand be­fore pen­e­trat­ing. Guin­e­vere gasped for air as the pen­e­tra­tion was dif­fi­cult and hurt quite a bit as his mas­sive cock widened her small, tight vagina as best it could. He could fuck very well and they soon found the com­mon beat. Guin­e­vere thrust firmly and ever more ex­cit­edly to­wards his cock and breath­ing heav­ily, she cried out softly as she reached the ex­plo­sion of cli­max. As he con­tin­ued to pound into her, she thrust against him in uni­son un­til he poured into her womb hot and hard. They lay breath­ing heav­ily side by side, she hold­ing his cock with one hand and play­ing with her clit with the other. You have done me good, Sir Lancelot, quite won­der­ful! He kissed her ten­derly and in­ti­mately. I love you as I have never loved any­one, he whis­pered. He hoped that in the dim light of the cham­ber she would not see the tears rolling down his cheeks. She felt af­ter some time that her ab­domen was again aroused and his cock stiff­ened. They whis­pered to each other for a long time, ad­mit­ting to each other that they were in love. She whis­pered full of in­no­cent shy­ness if he could please cop­u­late her again? He nod­ded and she rubbed him briefly un­til the cock was rock hard. Her vagina was slightly di­lated and wet as a river so that he could pen­e­trate more eas­ily. They found the right beat again, and Guin­e­vere’s cli­max con­tin­ued un­til he was thrust­ing into her as if out of his mind, stop­ping only af­ter he had fin­ished  to cum. She had pressed her lips very tightly on his chest so that her lust­ful cries could not be heard.  Grate­fully, she kissed him over and over again, whis­per­ing how much she loved his fuck­ing, how in­tensely she felt his thrust­ing and squirt­ing. She whis­pered that it al­most never hap­pened that she cli­maxed while fuck­ing. Lancelot mum­bled un­in­tel­li­gi­bly, then lis­tened breath­lessly to Bran­gaine and Sir Ga­heris fuck­ing like mad be­hind the thin board wall. They heard Bran­gaine cry out softly again and again, and Guin­e­vere told Lancelot that she rec­og­nized Bran­gaine’s cli­maxes from this. Guin­e­vere lay across Lancelot’s chest, played with her clit and be­gan mas­tur­bat­ing. Lancelot reached out his hand and gen­tly ca­ressed her labia and vagina. Guin­e­vere mas­tur­bated for a long time, cli­max af­ter cli­max, and al­most couldn’t stop. Long af­ter Lancelot had fallen asleep, she con­tin­ued to sat­isfy her­self un­til she fell asleep ex­hausted. In the morn­ing she awoke to Lancelot pee­ing in the pot and had to pee her­self. She looked at his morn­ing wood and didn’t need to ask him to cop­u­late. They both smiled as they heard Bran­gaine gasp and squeal in plea­sure next door. Lancelot greed­ily grabbed Guin­e­vere and they fucked silently as they lis­tened to Bran­gaine’s plea­sure. He was on fire and did not in­ter­rupt her as she rubbed her clit ra­bidly dur­ing her cli­max un­til he had cum.


The trek moved on.


The rain didn’t seem to bother Guin­e­vere, she was steeled from coun­try life. Their eyes kept meet­ing furtively and they smiled se­cretly. When they reached their next des­ti­na­tion in the evening, it was like the day be­fore. When Lancelot rubbed the soak­ing wet Guin­e­vere dry be­fore din­ner, they found that her bed­cham­ber in the mid­dle was sep­a­rated from Bran­gaine’s camp only by a cur­tain. When they re­tired in the evening, it was at first em­bar­rass­ing to hear ev­ery sound from next door. Only when Bran­gaine’s pant­ing and fuck­ing could be clearly heard did they loosen up. Lancelot fucked Guin­e­vere only twice, then they had to pause. But Ga­heris was a very young knight and plea­sured Bran­gaine much more of­ten. They heard Bran­gaine mas­tur­bat­ing out­ra­geously loud dur­ing a lull. Lancelot peeked se­cretly through the cur­tain, watch­ing Bran­gaine mas­tur­bate made him ter­ri­bly horny. No sooner had Bran­gaine fin­ished than he closed the cur­tain and fucked Guin­e­vere with wild, rapid thrust­ing. So quickly had he cum that Guin­e­vere had not cli­maxed. Smil­ing, she lay down on the tired hero’s chest and sat­is­fied her­self un­til dawn. Both girls could hear each other and thus spurred their ex­cite­ment un­til they fell asleep. They knew each other’s sounds dur­ing mas­tur­ba­tion that they could just as well have been in the same bed. In the morn­ing, both cou­ples fucked at the same time, the men squirt­ing al­most si­mul­ta­ne­ously and the girls rub­bing each them­selves un­til they cli­maxed to­gether. At break­fast, all four grinned, but didn’t say a word about any of this. That would have been very un­seemly.


In the evening they reached Camelot, Arthur’s large‐scale cas­tle in Caer­leon. Lancelot placed Guin­e­vere’s hand in his king’s as they knelt be­fore him. The two friends ex­changed only a few glances; it seemed all was said. The king em­braced Guin­e­vere full of love and kissed her long on the mouth, then em­braced his friend just as warmly, but the men did not kiss be­cause it was not seemly. That night Arthur made love to Guin­e­vere for the first time, his man­hood enough to fuck her three times al­most with­out in­ter­rup­tion. They found the com­mon beat al­most in­stantly and Guin­e­vere’s ex­plo­sions made her cry out for a long time, her lips pressed to his chest. Breath­ing heav­ily, they lay side by side, talk­ing in soft whis­pers. She em­braced her mas­ter, cry­ing, and con­fessed to him that she had lain with Sir Lancelot the two nights be­fore. Just lain? he asked smugly, and she sheep­ishly con­fessed they had both dried and washed each other, in com­plete nu­dity like a fa­mil­iar cou­ple. Guin­e­vere swal­lowed hard. She had given him a hand job and let him cop­u­late her sev­eral times and at her own re­quest. Lancelot had been a gen­tle­man all around and had mounted her only af­ter she had specif­i­cally re­quested it. The king silently con­demned him­self for hav­ing been so smug and stroked her hot face sooth­ingly. Lancelot, he said, was his best friend; they shared spoils of war as well as hand­maid­ens. She was help­less in her feel­ings and stam­mered that she loved both gen­tle­men with all her heart and loved them both. She had en­joyed fuck­ing Lancelot as much as she had with him. The only dif­fer­ence was that she had many more and more in­tense cli­maxes with Arthur. Lancelot fucked wildly, but Arthur’s quiet way of fuck­ing her was much more prefer­able to her. Yet some­how she wanted to fuck both of them. Hor­ri­fied at her frank­ness, she slapped her hand over her mouth and kept silent, star­tled. The king stroked her and thought for a long time. It was per­fectly fine, he said, if she loved them both, he wouldn’t mind and would be happy to leave them in some­one’s care whom he trusted if he left them alone. If you feel like it, take Lancelot when­ever you want! You are my love, my queen and my life! There is only one thing I beg of you: there are plenty of poi­sonous, in­sid­i­ous tongues at court. The vipers and snakes will bite to death any­one who can­not hold his tongue. So keep ev­ery­thing dou­bly se­cret, never con­fide in any­one, not even your most trusted maid. It must never come to light, never, oth­er­wise I would have to ban­ish my best friend and pun­ish you, per­haps burn you at the stake! She was deeply fright­ened and swore to him in the face of the Great Mother. They talked about all this for a long time, and Guin­e­vere in­stinc­tively knew that she could trust him with­out reser­va­tion. She played gen­tly with her clit and the king seemed to want to sleep. She stroked his face and said, one more thing, my lord. I al­ways need it be­fore I go to sleep, maybe a few times, un­til I fall asleep. I know, my love, said Arthur, I know, and it is well. I want you to have it good all the time and to do good to you! She lay across his broad chest and gave her­self up to mas­tur­ba­tion. She fan­ta­sized de­bauchedly about Lancelot, Bran­gaine and Ga­heris and sat­is­fied her­self un­til she fell asleep.
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A few days later, Guin­e­vere spoke with Bran­gaine about her sit­u­a­tion. Bran­gaine was grate­ful to Guin­e­vere that she had been as­signed to Lord Lancelot. Lancelot had a lad who did all the day‐to‐day things, she was only there for her mas­ter’s bed. My ser­vice be­gins only af­ter the evening fire­side chats, I wash the mas­ter and oil his body care­fully, then my ser­vice ends only in the early morn­ing, Bran­gaine said with a wink. And, does he do you good, or does he ask per­verted things of you? Guin­e­vere asked, for she wanted to know all about him. Bran­gaine shook her head in the neg­a­tive and said that he al­ways be­haved as a gen­tle­man, was not per­verted at all, and could sat­isfy her won­der­fully like no one had done in a long time! Since I found out that he likes to watch me mas­tur­bate, I know what to use to ex­cite him! Guin­e­vere smiled know­ingly, this was her Lancelot. Do you want to stay with him? she asked. Bran­gaine thought for a mo­ment. He made it clear to me, in a very re­spect­ful tone, that he never wants to marry be­cause he loves only you with all his heart. I ac­cepted it with all re­spect. The man I want to be­long to is Sir Cad­wynn. Guin­e­vere promised to do what­ever was nec­es­sary and kept her word. 


A few days af­ter her wed­ding and coro­na­tion, she bid a tear­ful farewell to Bran­gaine, who had been like a sis­ter to her. Guin­e­vere had sent a Let­ter to Sir Cad­wynn be­fore­hand. She gave her four young knights to es­cort her, and some ser­vants led the mules with their gen­er­ous dowries. Guin­e­vere obliged all four knights with earnest words to warm Bran­gaine’s bed at the overnights. All four of you! And so that we un­der­stand each other cor­rectly, all of you shall fuck my dear maid might­ily, fuck her so prop­erly to scream in cli­max, prom­ise me that! The knights looked at each other sheep­ishly at first, but nod­ded in prom­ise, while Bran­gaine turned bright red up to the base of her chest. She usu­ally trav­eled on carts, as was cus­tom­ary in those days. But on this ride, she had to take turns sit­ting be­hind a knight rid­ing side seat. Al­ready be­hind the first bend she asked her rider if she could sit down like a man, she did not feel safe at all rid­ing side seat. He said that if she fol­lowed the cus­toms of the Old Peo­ple, of course she could. She had no idea of this cus­tom, but she turned deftly and now sat as se­curely as the man. The coarse blan­ket chafed, so she in­con­spic­u­ously slid a hand pro­tec­tively over her pu­bic area and her sen­si­tive clit. The rider caught on, sur­pris­ingly groped back­wards with­out los­ing sight of the path and felt the pu­bic area and her hand. He ex­am­ined in de­tail and for min­utes her labia, clit and vagi­nal en­trance and af­ter some time put her hand over her pu­bic again. He mum­bled, so it was usual, so it was good, the ladies had to pro­tect their most pre­cious! She said some­what snap­pishly, at least your hand has now seen ev­ery­thing there is to see! They both laughed hap­pily and she added that she didn’t mind him touch­ing her jew­els, he could touch them any­time he wanted. He hummed in agree­ment and nod­ded, his hand im­me­di­ately grop­ing back again. He took his time blindly feel­ing her out, his fin­gers ex­ten­sively ex­plor­ing her labia, vagi­nal en­trance, vagi­nal vestibule and the vagina it­self. With two fin­gers, he mea­sured the length and tight­ness of her vagina, nod­ding his sat­is­fac­tion time and time again. For min­utes he ex­plored the clit, which had stiff­ened as he felt it. He rubbed her clit un­til she gasped and moaned with arousal. De­spite his con­tor­tions, she came to a tiny lit­tle cli­max and bit him lightly on the neck as she re­leased the real ex­plo­sion with a brief rub. That’s enough, she gasped, that’s enough! He took his hand away and said with a grin, You are a fine play­mate, I’ll give you that! They rode on with­out a word. 


With her hand she em­braced the body of the rider and was slightly con­fused, be­cause she felt his stiff­ened cock pro­trud­ing from the short tu­nic. Well, she whis­pered in his ear, at least the naughty grop­ing has made you re­ally stiff! She cast a sur­rep­ti­tious glance over his shoul­der and took a long look at the beau­ti­ful cock and the shim­mer­ing pink glans, which kept break­ing through the fore­skin in time with the rid­ing. One rode slowly, at a rock­ing pace. At that time it was not cus­tom­ary to ride in the sad­dle, and the con­tem­pla­tive sway­ing on the warm horse­back eroti­cized both man and woman. Bran­gaine felt the arousal rise within her, she pressed her breasts against the rider and held onto his cock in front. Soon she felt his cock get­ting quite stiff, and be­ing the first to ride ahead, she bravely grasped his cock with a firm hand and the rider pushed his cock back and forth in time with her rid­ing. As she felt his ris­ing arousal, Bran­gaine rubbed his cock with a quick, stealthy move­ment, mak­ing him squirt hid­den un­der his tu­nic. He turned a lit­tle so the an­i­mal would not be stained. She didn’t let go of the horny wet cock un­til he soft­ened. Whis­per­ing ques­tion­ingly, she had her rider tell her that this was per­fectly nor­mal and that all mis­tresses did it with­out re­gard to their stand­ing. Look at the oth­ers, they all get a stiff cock while rid­ing. She looked around cau­tiously and yes, he had in­deed told the truth! The rider mur­mured that the cock usu­ally spurted on its own, and if it didn’t, they helped it along with their hand. Bran­gaine whis­pered that she had never heard of these things, but she was at­tached to the cus­toms of the Old Peo­ple and wanted to fol­low their rules. Her rider no­ticed her sex­ual ex­cite­ment and whis­pered that she should re­deem her­self, all mis­tresses and damsels do. The rider nod­ded with sat­is­fac­tion and told in a low voice that ev­ery mis­tress be­came aroused while rid­ing. Bran­gaine pressed her breasts to his back and her hot cleft to the rider’s bare but­tocks, qui­etly and se­cretly obey­ing his in­struc­tion. He reached blindly be­hind when she was al­ready about to ex­plode and helped ex­plode her clit with his fin­ger. The rider growled in sat­is­fac­tion as he felt her surge and her trem­bling twitches. When­ever she be­came aroused from rid­ing, he would ask her to rub her clit. She would obey and hold onto her rider, trem­bling and twitch­ing, and he would reach back with his hand and help. Mostly she held onto his cock while their ex­plo­sions shook her. It was the first time she held a cock in her hand dur­ing mas­tur­ba­tion and found it very stim­u­lat­ing. He told a schnurr. 


Some time ago he moved with a large group from Britain to Wales, a bloody buxom maid, 13‐year‐old daugh­ter of no­ble house, be­hind him. The girl knew noth­ing at all about the rules, did not touch his cock, and be­came more ex­cited by the minute, but she bravely clenched her teeth. Even with good words he could not get her fur­ther than to pro­tect her cunt from fric­tion with her hand. She de­nied it, she had no idea of mas­tur­ba­tion. He now rode a good dis­tance ahead, turned around and sat­is­fied her with his hand. She had to pay at­ten­tion and learn well. Af­ter he had sat­is­fied her a sec­ond time, they rode on. Ev­ery few min­utes she breathed into his ear that she needed it again. So the three‐day trip went smoothly, she prac­ticed and prac­ticed un­til, groan­ing, she could get big ex­plo­sions too. Un­for­tu­nately, he fin­ished his story, there was no time to fuck the chubby lit­tle girl in the grass, al­though she whis­pered about it for hours, think­ing up all sorts of sce­nar­ios and would have loved to give him her vir­gin­ity. She got him to the point that on the last day he stopped and told the oth­ers they would fol­low. But they pre­ferred to take a break and camped in a cir­cle. So he put her in the mid­dle of the cir­cle and stripped her naked. She was a lit­tle em­bar­rassed to be fucked com­pletely naked in front of ev­ery­one. He aroused her with French kisses and his hand be­fore de­flow­er­ing her and fuck­ing her un­til he was com­pletely ex­hausted. — Bran­gaine laughed out loud at her rider’s de­light­fully raunchy and rather pig­gish talk. As time went by, Bran­gaine be­came bolder, soon sat­is­fy­ing her­self un­abashedly and with­out se­crecy, leav­ing the oth­ers to watch shame­lessly. Her rider con­tin­ued his re­con­nais­sance. If one was in a hurry, the mis­tress re­deemed her­self while rid­ing and also her rider with her hand. If one had a lot of time and rode alone with the lady, one paused sev­eral times, let the horse drink and graze, and the rider re­lieved him­self in the act with the damsel. This was an old pre­rog­a­tive of the rider re­gard­less of the so­cial po­si­tion of the damsel. But we are in a hurry and there are too many for one act. She un­der­stood and asked if that ap­plied only to ladies? He laughed out loud, then replied in a hushed voice, no, the sta­tus did not mat­ter, whether no­ble mis­tress or sim­ple peas­ant maid, if they all fol­lowed the Old Peo­ple’s Rules. The ladies all knew what to ex­pect and their mas­ters chose the rider ac­cord­ingly. Of course, there were also rid­ers who did not want to fuck and also ladies who no one wanted to fuck.


He told smil­ingly that he had brought some time ago a 16‐year‐old high no­ble maiden of splen­did fig­ure from Corn­wall to the far north, to Scot­land, to her princely fi­ancé. She knew the rule and had asked him not to make use of his priv­i­lege, be­cause her fu­ture hus­band wanted to re­ceive her un­touched, as a vir­gin, ab­so­lutely! He said it de­pended en­tirely on her. She held his cock with­out ceas­ing on the first day of the eight‐day trip and made him squirt as of­ten as she could. She only let go briefly when she was do­ing it to her­self or when he had squirted. She got aroused rid­ing him much more of­ten than he did and fre­quently let go to rub her clit to cli­max. Her lips bit down on his neck as she raced to­ward ex­plo­sion while rub­bing her clit. She rubbed his cock in­ces­santly on the first day, spilling his seed in rich jets. Her in­ten­tion was that he would be ex­hausted in the evening. Nev­er­the­less, at night­fall he was aroused again, af­ter she had un­dressed and washed him and her­self ac­cord­ing to cus­tom. She washed his tes­ti­cles and stiff cock quite con­sci­en­tiously and stopped be­fore she made him squirt. He watched her grace­fully part her labia and con­sci­en­tiously wash her pu­bic cleft, clit and hole. He bent down and spread her labia with his fin­gers, ex­am­in­ing her hy­men closely for min­utes. It was true, she was still a vir­gin, but there was a big hole in her hy­men. He pal­pated the hy­men, which seemed much tighter than he knew oth­ers to be. Her hy­men was much firmer and more re­sis­tant than those of other girls, which were quite thin and tore eas­ily. He had only de­flow­ered two vir­gins so far and those hy­mens had torn in an in­stant. This one, how­ever, seemed as firm as leather and the lit­tle hole could be stretched with­out tear­ing. He sensed her strong sex­ual arousal as he in­spected her hy­men. The sight of her ex­cit­edly swollen labia and hole drove him crazy as did her bla­tantly sex­ual aura as she cleaned her clit more con­sci­en­tiously than nec­es­sary for min­utes at a time. He watched her closely as she slowly rubbed her clit. She did not look at him, but de­voutly con­tin­ued to rub her clit with her in­dex fin­ger with an ab­sent gaze. 


Her eyes filled with tears be­cause he now ap­proached her with a stiff cock and thrust his glans de­mand­ing be­tween her labia. She grad­u­ally rubbed her­self a lit­tle faster, spread­ing her legs cov­etously on the one hand and hold­ing his stiff cock in her vagi­nal en­trance for min­utes on the other. She was past the point and couldn’t stop. She held his cock tightly as she grad­u­ally brought the clit to peak ec­stasy over the next few min­utes. She rubbed the head of her clit fran­ti­cally in cli­max, al­most push­ing his glans through the hy­men in her ex­cite­ment. She pressed the glans firmly into her vagi­nal en­trance un­til the cli­max had sub­sided.


She wa­vered be­tween her sex­ual de­sire and her vir­gin­ity. She let go of his cock, for in­wardly she had given up. His glans still touched her labia and gen­tly pranced in her vagi­nal vestibule. The 16 year old was trem­bling in­ces­santly with de­sire and at the same time cry­ing heart­break­ingly. Please don’t, no­ble lord, please don’t dis­honor me, don’t take my vir­gin­ity! He was a man of honor and would never de­flower her against her will. He ques­tioned her, but no cock was ever al­lowed to touch her pu­bic area, ex­cept when she her­self pressed the glans into her pu­bic cleft with her hand dur­ing hand­jobs, and al­lowed the lover to gen­tly squirt in through the lit­tle hole in her hy­men. He smiled in­cred­u­lously that this must be a fairy tale. She would show him, she re­turned flip­pantly. She grabbed his glans and vig­or­ously pushed it into her vagi­nal vestibule. She pressed the glans against her sturdy hy­men and in­serted it quite firmly halfways into the hole. She did a hand job with the cock firmly lodged in her vagi­nal en­trance. She rubbed it more and more vig­or­ously, mak­ing it squirt into her vagina with her eyes wide open. Tri­umphantly, she pulled out his cock and stuck a fin­ger deep into her lit­tle hole. He could see quite clearly that the hole was prob­a­bly big enough to let his glans through, but he kept that to him­self. She replied, a bit puz­zled, that she had done it ex­actly the same way with ev­ery­one who wanted a hand­job, ex­cept that the boys were much younger and had small dicks that fit eas­ily through the hole. She told me there were only a few boys, but they wanted to squirt in her vagina very fre­quently. No, she did not count, but in the last two years al­most ev­ery day and in the last months of­ten with sev­eral guys in a row, they knew each other and shared this se­cret. The hand­job she had of course done her­self with each, fuck they were never al­lowed! They were not al­lowed to touch her cunt nor rub her­self, she al­ways did that her­self. She only touched the slen­der cocks with two fin­gers and rubbed very quickly to make them squirt through the hole. He nod­ded, for she ob­vi­ously had very great prac­tice in this tech­nique.


But that was a lie. The guys with the lit­tle cocks that eas­ily fit through the hole in her hy­men were al­lowed to fuck her as of­ten as they wanted last year, of course, she later ad­mit­ted. The dicks had very soon fig­ured out what to do. She felt his move­ments in her vagina and got a lit­tle ex­cited, but she never cli­maxed. She never let the ones with the big­ger dicks fuck her, she was way too scared forher hy­men. They were only al­lowed to press the glans on the lit­tle hole when they squirted dur­ing the hand­job. Her mother, of course, knew what was go­ing on in her bed­cham­ber in the af­ter­noons. She ad­mon­ished her daugh­ter to watch out for her vir­gin­ity, be­cause that would be the only gold in her par­ents’ house.


She was some­what puz­zled, for the rider’s tail was firm and hard again only min­utes af­ter he had squirted. He mis­chie­vously said he would stay hard un­til he fucked, that was just the way it was. Again she burst into tears, she didn’t know what to do and kept whis­per­ing that he shouldn’t dis­honor her. She grad­u­ally calmed down and shyly sug­gested get­ting fucked in the ass, she had heard about it again and again lately. It was con­sid­ered very un­seemly, but she un­der­stood that his cock ab­so­lutely had to fuck, there­fore. She kept quiet, be­cause he had al­ready started to widen her ass­hole with his fin­gers, which ex­cited her a lot. 


She had to lie on her back as if to fuck and spread her legs high in the air, he lifted her ass, moist­ened the ass­hole with saliva and made a few fuck­ing move­ments with one fin­ger. He pen­e­trated her ass so gen­tly that it did not hurt her. Then he asked her to rub her clit so she could en­joy the im­pro­pri­ety. She whooped with plea­sure and spread her legs as wide as she could be­cause ass fuck­ing felt so ex­cit­ing and for­bid­den. It’s al­most like real fuck­ing, she whis­pered ex­cit­edly. As soon as he felt the squirt­ing com­ing, he took her hand so she could in­sert his glans into her vagi­nal vestibule with­out dam­ag­ing her hy­men. Again, she pushed it in so hard that his glans was al­most com­pletely in­side her hole. She ob­vi­ously knew how strong her hy­men was and that she could safely put his glans through the hole. He felt the fuck­ing move­ments of her pelvis and made only very care­ful thrust­ing move­ments. He was very care­ful, never thrust­ing, but mov­ing his cock and glans back and forth only mil­lime­ters at a time. She was im­pa­tient and wanted more, some­thing more. But he was not de­terred, did not move and left her to do it. Her ab­domen made def­i­nite fuck­ing move­ments and the edges of the hole, tightly en­clos­ing his glans, rubbed his glans firmly and rhyth­mi­cally. His ejac­u­la­tion came with all his might and he squirted quite hard, his se­men spurt­ing un­hin­dered into her vagina. 


She was so en­thu­si­as­tic that they had to re­peat the ass­fuck­ing ev­ery night un­til ex­haus­tion. Of course, also dur­ing the day in the open air when they took longer breaks. By now the hole was so di­lated that his glans went all the way through. She didn’t seem to no­tice or didn’t care. The hole widened more and more ev­ery day, she pushed the glans very deep through the hole. He was able to make very long care­ful thrust­ing move­ments and squirt. She looked at him with wide eyes and whis­pered hoarsely, it’s like real fuck­ing, while she fucked him. He re­mained rigid and stiff, leav­ing the fuck­ing en­tirely to the girl. She was able to ac­cu­rately gauge the dan­ger to her hy­men and fucked him as hard as she could. Her eyes widened each time he squirted in rhyth­mic jets. Her hy­men was ap­par­ently tight enough not to tear de­spite her vig­or­ous fuck­ing. To­wards the end of the trip, he thought he could fuck her prop­erly with­out tear­ing her hy­men, but he kept hold­ing back and just fucked her ass. He in­stinc­tively knew that her hy­men would tear if he fucked her prop­erly. He did not want to de­flower her at all, al­though she sur­ren­dered com­pletely and with shin­ing eyes al­lowed him to fuck and squirt in her hole very gen­tly. 


She got big, bul­let eyes as the graz­ing stal­lion’s cock swelled to arm’s length and dripped a bit. The an­i­mal ob­vi­ously un­der­stood what the two lit­tle hu­mans were do­ing there in the grass. The rider smiled mildly as she jumped up poo­dle naked, stroked the stal­lion’s head and let the an­i­mal ex­ten­sively sniff her naked, horny wet cunt. The stal­lion’s cock seemed to grow even more as she did so, twitch­ing, wrig­gling and drip­ping. She knelt down be­side the an­i­mal, rubbed the long tail vig­or­ously, and laughed hys­ter­i­cally as the stal­lion squirted a thick stream into the grass.


And, what hap­pened next? Bran­gaine asked im­pa­tiently, and her rider smiled. — I handed her over to her prince and the other day, when he had con­vinced him­self of her un­touched vir­gin­ity and taken her as his wife, he treated me with much re­spect. Her new hus­band was al­ready an old man and his small and weak cock did not man­age to take her vir­gin­ity on the wed­ding night. His small cock fit right through the lit­tle hole but could not tear the tight hy­men. He squirted in­stantly and squirted the re­main­ing se­men through the hole. All he got was a sym­pa­thetic hand­job while squirt­ing in the hole and her vague prom­ise that he would be al­lowed to watch her mas­tur­bate some­time. 




She could ac­tu­ally con­vince the sim­ple­ton that she was com­mit­ted by law and cus­tom to fuck the rider! How­ever, he made it a con­di­tion to be al­lowed to watch her fuck. She fi­nally agreed and early the next morn­ing she gave her vir­gin­ity to the rider. She ex­ulted in plea­sure and howled in pain when he fi­nally pierced her tight hy­men prop­erly and quickly con­tin­ued fuck­ing her. She changed the blood­stained sheet in one of the breaks to hide it in the mar­i­tal bed­room. Some good maid would dis­cover it and show it to the prince. They stayed in bed all day, fuck­ing and ca­ress­ing each other un­til An­gelus rang in the evening, him spurt­ing his seed into her in rich jets. In ev­ery break she whis­pered how beau­ti­ful it was with him and much, much more in­tense than the ass fuck­ing.


Her hubby didn’t come in un­til late af­ter­noon, sat down on the bed next to them and watched them fuck, much to the cha­grin of the rider. It was all right, af­ter all it was nec­es­sary ac­cord­ing to their cus­tom and be­sides, she wanted it her­self, she wanted it so badly. He took the right to be there for it, he had kept it that way with his for­mer wives when they wanted to fuck some­one mad with horni­ness. He let him­self be per­suaded to ac­qui­esce ev­ery time, the women ob­vi­ously needed the fuck­ing with big and strong cocks that lasted a long time. He couldn’t of­fer them that, his cock was only medium or too small and he had to cum af­ter only a minute. They let him watch them fuck ev­ery time for hun­dreds of af­ter­noons, they didn’t want to deny that to the beloved Peep­ing Tom. Watch­ing ex­cited him of course, his wives could en­joy their love­mak­ing for hours, spread­ing their cunt with their hands so he could get a good look at the lover’s squirt­ing or their twitch­ing cunt as they cli­maxed. He had his hand tucked un­der his robe and kept his cock stiff and ready with gen­tle rub­bing. As soon as the lover paused or was ex­hausted, he would pen­e­trate her vagina with his lit­tle cock and squirt af­ter a few min­utes. Usu­ally his wife’s cunt was still ex­cited from fuck­ing her lover or from clit rub­bing, so he could ex­pe­ri­ence the grat­i­fy­ing feel­ing of fuck­ing an aroused woman moan­ing with plea­sure. 


But the new woman did not want that, she had made that clear to him right away when he al­lowed her to fuck the rider the other day. She lis­tened to him with la­bo­ri­ously sup­pressed dis­gust as he told her about his wives fuck­ing other men. He de­scribed in great de­tail, ob­vi­ously aroused, how it had gone with his pre­vi­ous wives, that they had will­ingly let him watch them fuck and that he was al­lowed to fuck them in be­tween or af­ter.


Her dis­gust, how­ever, did not pre­vent her from lis­ten­ing to his sto­ries in the fol­low­ing weeks with more and more de­tail. On the one hand, she could tickle ev­ery­thing out of him in great de­tail and en­joyed de­li­ciously all the erotic go­ings‐on of his wives, it horned her up and she felt the ris­ing ex­cite­ment. She did not know un­til now that she could get so ex­cited lis­ten­ing to pig stuff. It was, af­ter all, the first time she had been told such smut. In the past, when she or her boys caught a cou­ple fuck­ing, they watched but didn’t talk about it much. She made her mas­ter de­scribe in great de­tail the pri­vate parts of his wives and kept ask­ing him un­til he had de­scribed ev­ery lit­tle de­tail to her. Her cunt and her ap­pear­ance, the size and tex­ture of the labia and vagi­nas and how they felt when fucked. The size and shape of the clits and their lit­tle heads, but also what the fold of skin that cov­ered the lit­tle head looked like. She also wanted him to de­scribe to her in great de­tail her method of mas­tur­ba­tion. He could de­scribe that in great de­tail be­cause he had watched them do it hun­dreds of times when they in­vited him to watch. But very of­ten he watched them se­cretly when they thought they were alone and un­ob­served. With one hand they very care­fully pushed back the fold of skin over the clit and ex­posed the lit­tle head. With the other hand they moist­ened the head with spit and be­gan to rub. In cli­max, how­ever, they were very dif­fer­ent. One closed her thighs very tightly and hud­dled to­gether as if in spasm, an­other con­tin­ued to rub her clit fu­ri­ously un­til the cli­max had sub­sided. The third spread her labia with both hands to show him ex­hi­bi­tion­is­ti­cally her twitch­ing and trem­bling cunt. But when the wife had not played with her clit for a longer time, her de­sire to be fucked grew rapidly. His young wife lis­tened quite at­ten­tively when he re­vealed his wives’ sex­ual pref­er­ences, habits and other pig stuff. On the other hand, she was pre­par­ing to do the same as his wives soon, he wasn’t get­ting any younger.


Now, how­ever, she thought long and hard about how she could talk him out of all this. Af­ter much ar­gu­ing, she gave in: Watch­ing yes, but in be­tween mount and squirt in: no! She did not want to be dis­turbed at all while fuck­ing with her faith­ful no­ble rider, she had said en­er­get­i­cally and in­dig­nantly.



There­fore, dull jeal­ousy un­der­stand­ably ate through his gut as his young wife, full of bliss and lust, clutched her thrust­ing rider and grad­u­ally raced to­ward cli­max. The old man sat on the edge of the bed, propped up on the rider’s bob­bing but­tocks, and bent down low to watch his wife’s pump­ing cock and blood‐red vagina fuck quite clearly. He was all ex­cited as the rider rhyth­mi­cally con­tracted the mus­cles of his butt to squirt. Af­ter the squirt­ing, the old man bent down very low to watch the se­men spilling out of the girl’s vagina again. This re­as­sured him im­mensely, she would not get preg­nant, the se­men did not stay in­side her, she heard him mur­mur and thought to her­self, be­cause I am al­ready filled to the brim with se­men! She gave her hubby a lov­ing smile while she fucked her rider with­out stop­ping and rubbed her clit covertly un­der her hand se­cretly. She cov­ered her pu­bic area with one hand so that her near­sighted hus­band could not see her clit while she was rub­bing it; she saved that for later. The old man’s eyes filled with tears of dull jeal­ousy as she moaned and groaned with plea­sure. Her hus­band was a lit­tle dis­ap­pointed and left im­me­di­ately. She sucked the rider’s glans in her mouth with rel­ish so that he quickly stiff­ened again and placed him in her vagi­nal en­trance with a gen­tle hand, then they fucked all over again, un­til evening.


In the evening the Old Prince promised his tired wife to send a maid to the gen­tle rider ev­ery evening to warm his bed. He did not re­veal that he did not want to send any of his pretty young maids, but only the ugly north­ern women who scrubbed the floors or slaved in the cel­lar or ware­house. He wanted to pun­ish the rider a bit be­cause his young wife was so ea­ger to screw him. Yes, he was go­ing to get ev­ery­one that no other man wanted to fuck. The rider, on the other hand, was very pleased with the chang­ing bed­fel­lows, but all of them were older than him, some of them al­ready at the age of 40. He was a cheer­ful, op­ti­mistic per­son, who did not even no­tice the mal­ice be­hind it. For him, all naked women were beau­ti­ful; he had never seen an ugly naked woman. Com­mu­ni­ca­tion was of­ten dif­fi­cult, since all these maids were war booty from Arthur’s bat­tles with the Danes, Frisians and Sax­ons. Still, he was glad for the wel­come change; there re­ally was a dif­fer­ent north­ern woman ev­ery night. The ma­jor­ity shy as a vir­gin, oth­ers ob­scene and friv­o­lous. Thin and fat, pretty and not so pretty. Most he could strip off the dress right away and gaze cu­ri­ously at their naked­ness, oth­ers ini­tially wanted to cover them­selves shame­facedly with the sheet. They had bathed in the nearby stream just be­fore and made them­selves pretty as best they could, so that they could at least go to the young man clean. He in­spected their vagi­nas thor­oughly, and once he turned the maiden away, ex­plain­ing in kind words that he was afraid of her ugly rash on her cunt, vene­real dis­ease and in­fec­tion, she had to send him an­other maid. 


This one was small and very fat. When he stripped off her dress, he was sur­prised by her big and beau­ti­ful breasts. He im­me­di­ately over­looked her fat­ness when she showed him her naked body with­out any shy­ness and he ex­am­ined her cunt. Not only did she have con­sid­er­ably large labia, but also the largest clit he had ever seen. When he pushed back the fold of skin over the clit, he saw the large clit, which was al­most half the length of his lit­tle fin­ger and shaped like a small pe­nis. At first it ir­ri­tated him and he asked if she was a her­maph­ro­dite, but she laughed that it re­ally wasn’t a lit­tle dick, it was her clit. She knew that it was big­ger than other clits and shaped like a pe­nis, but she of­ten had tried but could not fuck an­other girl. She an­swered his ques­tions, she was much too young to be raped at the time of cap­ture and was still a vir­gin even though she was al­ready 24 years old. Yes, she rubbed her clit very fre­quently and loved the ful­fill­ing cli­maxes. Ev­ery night she would rub her clit un­til she fell asleep. She re­ally wanted to fuck him, she said, she would try her best to give him a nice ex­pe­ri­ence. She had three cli­maxes stand­ing up be­fore she swal­lowed his se­men dur­ing the third cli­max and quickly lay down with him. She opened her legs and cunt wide and hugged him ex­ul­tantly. As he de­flow­ered her, she smiled beau­ti­fully and, in­stead of a cry of pain, emit­ted only a sat­is­fied “Aaah!” That night was shap­ing up to be one of the most ex­cit­ing. She fucked along so grace­fully and ac­tively that he poured him­self in­side her three times un­til his seed was ex­hausted. Be­fore the third pass, he thought he could take no more, but she laughed coo­ing and got him hard again in no time. She turned him on his back and mounted him. He was rid­den as de­light­fully as he had ever been rid­den. He was re­ally very pleas­antly sur­prised, for he had not ex­pected her to be so lim­ber and to fuck him so well, de­spite her thick body.


Two things they all had in com­mon: prayer to the god­dess and blowjobs. Prayer had been drilled into them in their new home, though they never fucked. The rider was adamant that each maid wash him in com­plete nu­dity, for he did not ac­cept her shy­ness and wanted to feel her cunt as she washed him. He reached from be­hind be­tween her ass cheeks to bring her clit to cli­max with his fin­gers. 


He felt that the bod­ies of these north­ern women were a lit­tle dif­fer­ent from the bod­ies of the Welsh women. He looked at their clits very care­fully, be­cause as maids of the low­est cat­e­gory, the only thing left for them was mas­tur­ba­tion. He be­lieved that fre­quent mas­tur­ba­tion must make the cli­toris grow. A few ac­tu­ally had large clits, but most had medium‐sized ones. He had never seen such large clits in his pre­vi­ous ac­quain­tances. He ques­tioned them, but that did not help him. All of them mas­tur­bated them­selves be­fore fall­ing asleep, those with big clits as well as those with medium sized clits, with or with­out ex­plo­sions. It was im­pos­si­ble to tell at all from the out­side which clit was prob­a­bly well‐trained or lazily ne­glected. 


It had spread like wild­fire among the north­ern girls that the young gen­tle­man wanted to play with her clit to be­gin with. She washed her own cunt con­sci­en­tiously and stood ex­pec­tantly be­side his bed. As soon as he reached around her ass cheeks and stroked her pu­bic cleft, she stood with her legs apart and pushed her ass back very firmly so that he could reach her clit more eas­ily. With her eyes closed, she felt the grad­ual rise of her arousal and let the ex­plo­sions hap­pen. She only knew the ex­plo­sions from mas­tur­ba­tion, and it was new for her to stand buck‐stiff and spread‐ea­gled next to his bed­side and have him do it to her, and he was re­ally very good at it. She trem­bled to­wards the cli­maxes, moan­ing lustily or breath­ing words in a for­eign lan­guage. She re­mained un­per­turbed when she wanted to have more cli­maxes and stroked his cock only very gen­tly. The ex­cite­ment in her ab­domen in­creased each time and she de­manded more, even more. When her ab­domen burned with arousal, she turned to him.


She washed the youth’s tes­ti­cles and cock ex­ten­sively be­fore the hand­job. Aroused by his fin­gers she was un­fo­cused, he brought each to cli­max once more, be­fore or dur­ing the fi­nal swal­low of se­men. She shiv­ered stand­ing up when her own lust over­took her dur­ing the hand­job and the ex­plo­sion made her legs and ab­domen twitch. She said the prayer be­fore the fi­nale me­chan­i­cally, per­func­to­rily and with­out any con­vic­tion of faith that the first seed be­longed to the god­dess. Trem­bling in her cli­max, she put her mouth over his glans or the whole cock to com­plete the hand­job and swal­low his se­men. At first he won­dered, for all these north­ern girls, vir­gin or not, swal­lowed his seed, it must be an en­trenched cus­tom in their home­land. Some en­closed his cock tightly with their lips, oth­ers opened their mouths very wide with­out touch­ing his cock with their lips. They rubbed re­ally fast in the fi­nale and made him squirt in her throat. Many put his cock very deep in her throat and made his se­men cum down her throat. Oth­ers held his glans be­tween their puck­ered lips and let him squirt onto their tongues. But they all swal­lowed his seed, whether shyly and bash­fully or laugh­ing and coo­ing. His ex­pe­ri­ence in rub­bing made them ex­plode vi­o­lently at the same time, and he made them squirm and twitch for min­utes. She didn’t wait for her cli­max to fade, but kept the ex­cite­ment in her hotly in­flamed ab­domen as she lay silently, shyly, or full of an­tic­i­pa­tion to the mas­ter of this night. They were all still highly aroused from the last cli­max or still in the midst of it as they nes­tled against the youth whose fin­gers ex­cited them so beau­ti­fully.


All but a few had small, wrin­kled breasts, very tight vagi­nas and nar­row labia. Un­like the British women, they had no thick bush, but the sparse, light blond or red­dish pu­bic hair typ­i­cal of north­ern women, through which one could see their pu­bic cleft and labia. You couldn’t tell by look­ing at them that they rarely got laid. All the less pretty ones — and that was al­most all the maids — were amaz­ingly still vir­gins, even though they knew all about fuck­ing. It was very strange to him when these women, twice his age, looked at him shyly from be­low and whis­pered that down there they were still like bloody young girls. Yet he saw a fire of de­ter­mi­na­tion blaz­ing in their eyes. 


It was very strange to de­flower 40‐year‐old women, but they wanted it and were ac­tive. They opened their legs and spread their thighs as wide as they could. Some in­creased their ex­cite­ment and touched their clit. They nod­ded to him that it was okay for them now and closed their eyes.  Her lit­tle cry or her long drawn out scream the mo­ment his cock tore her hy­men filled him with pride. No one in their pre­vi­ous lives had ever seen her as erotic or sex­u­ally at­trac­tive, no one thought of fuck­ing at the sight of her. They wanted noth­ing more than to fi­nally be loved or at least fucked. He could not give the north­ern girls love, but could very well be gen­tle with them and fuck them re­spect­fully. Not a sin­gle one was re­pul­sively ugly or mis­shapen, and when they were naked, he was amazed to dis­cover the beauty hid­den un­der ragged cloth­ing of the un­pretty ones con­sid­ered un­fuck­able. Each Nordic maid pos­sessed a cer­tain per­sonal beauty in her naked­ness, each dif­fer­ent, each unique, each in her own way sex­u­ally ex­cit­ing in cli­max. He did not see their mea­ger breasts, but their nip­ples, which be­came pointed and stiff with ex­cite­ment and trem­bled slightly when fucked or in cli­max.


The vir­gins were full of an­tic­i­pa­tion so that he could se­duce them gen­tly and del­i­cately and de­flower them de­ci­sively. The Scot­tish gen­tle­men were too fine to screw en­slaved north­ern girls, pre­fer­ring to screw the mar­ried Welsh women or the se­duc­tive Irish no­ble­women. For blowjobs they were still good enough for them, a blowjob sucked so in­ci­den­tally was not sex, was it!? Some north­ern girls had not fucked for many years, not since their cap­ture, they made that clear to him stut­ter­ing, only for blowjobs they al­ways had to serve. They told halt­ingly that they had never been fucked since they were de­flow­ered dur­ing the bat­tles or their cap­ture, that ex­plained their ini­tial shy­ness. They told how they had been bru­tally raped and de­flow­ered while still on the bat­tle­field or in their burn­ing vil­lages. 


Some trem­bled with an­tic­i­pa­tion and let him arouse them with his fin­gers be­fore they closed their eyes ap­prov­ingly to the fuck­ing and took him shyly be­tween their thighs like vir­gins. Some clearly en­joyed be­ing fucked and slowly got into the swing of things, oth­ers ob­vi­ously wanted fun and hap­pi­ness and lust­fully par­tic­i­pated from the start. There was also one who let her­self be fucked list­lessly and had no fun at all, but she re­ally wanted to fin­ish her vir­gin­ity and fi­nally know how it felt to fuck and cum in her vagina.


They all, the vir­gins and in­ex­pe­ri­enced, let the se­men squirt into them, oth­ers only in the mouth, so as not to get preg­nant. They slid down silently and took his cock, which was com­pletely cov­ered with her vagi­nal juice, into their mouths with­out shy­ness and let them­selves be fucked in the mouth and squirt into it. Preg­nancy and a child made life dif­fi­cult for such maids, but he never thought of that for a mo­ment. If one missed the right mo­ment to take the cock in her mouth, he squirted in her vagina. 


They nod­ded in agree­ment when he wanted to fuck an­other round and took glans and cock in their mouths to make him stiff. He, at least, wanted to keep fuck­ing un­til his seed was ex­hausted. It was ap­par­ently the cus­tom among the north­ern women to make the cock stiff again with blowjobs, and if one over­did it, she swal­lowed the sperm gur­gling, they laughed mer­rily and some­how con­tin­ued with the semi‐stiff one. The con­tin­ued fuck­ing was en­joyed by most very much and a few rubbed their clits to cli­max as they did so. The oth­ers rubbed their clits af­ter fuck­ing com­pletely un­abashedly and with­out any shy­ness, as it was com­mon in their home coun­try. Es­pe­cially some older ones rubbed their clit to cli­max and at the same time drove one fin­ger into their hole, an­other into their ass­hole and fucked them­selves to cli­max. — The rider paused as Bran­gaine made her­self ex­plode.


He con­tin­ued: from then on, the rider and the young mis­tress fucked se­cretly in the maids’ bed­cham­ber in the af­ter­noon, but usu­ally only quickly and briefly. Af­ter all, he had al­ready fucked a Nordic maid with plea­sure or de­flow­ered a vir­gin dur­ing the night and was too ex­hausted for a longer fuck. The young girl ques­tioned him ev­ery day and he re­ported more or less ev­ery­thing from the pre­vi­ous night. She was an­gry that the mas­ter sent him only the ugly north­ern women and had a hard time un­der­stand­ing the rider’s point of view. They were all beau­ti­ful to him as soon as he stripped off their rags and their faces lit up af­ter each cli­max. She was very jeal­ous be­cause he wasted his seed on these uglies and left lit­tle for her. Un­sus­pect­ing, he told her that the vir­gins also made him squirt in two or three times. Mis­in­ter­pret­ing their whim, he strove to be even more ac­cu­rate, even more de­tailed about the bod­ies and the pri­vate parts, the de­flow­er­ings and the fuck­ing or the mas­tur­ba­tion of the maid­ens.


The old lord came into the bower to look for his new one, but his bad eyes did not no­tice the cheat­ing cou­ple, who lay mo­tion­less be­hind the cur­tain on the bed­stead, rigid with fright. He came back af­ter a while and now he no­ticed the bare asses on the bed, but ap­par­ently did not rec­og­nize them be­cause he could barely see. He couldn’t see their faces, they were just turn­ing their asses to­wards him. Did they see the new mis­tress, he asked into the dark­ness, and she dis­guised her voice, No, my lord! The old man leaned against the door and told them to go ahead. The rider al­ready felt the cold steel of the ex­e­cu­tioner’s sword against his neck. 


Keep go­ing, the old man mut­tered im­pa­tiently, so they kept go­ing. Af­ter all, the old man couldn’t see any­thing, two bare asses and a cock pound­ing in a cun­t­hole. The rider stopped af­ter a long pok­ing in the cunt and re­mained mo­tion­less. The dan­ger of death had not yet passed. Anx­ious min­utes passed, but the girl’s lust came back like a storm tide de­spite the dan­ger of death. She fucked her rider with fe­roc­ity and the old man’s head nod­ded along in time. She moaned loudly and rolled as she fin­gered her cli­max and he squirted af­ter her al­most in­stantly. Still cli­max­ing dur­ing his squirt­ing, she moaned ruth­lessly at the top of her lungs. Fine, fine, grum­bled the old man and left.


Some time later he spot­ted his young wife chat­ting in­no­cently with the kitchen staff down­stairs. He could see no sign that she had just come from fuck­ing, only his fine nose picked up the smell of se­men. He pulled her aside and whis­pered ex­cit­edly that he had caught a maid fuck­ing in a bower up­stairs. She smiled and said the maid had asked her per­mis­sion, that was fine. She had given the maids per­mis­sion for an­other to screw up there ev­ery day. Fuck­ing is beau­ti­ful and fuck­ing keeps the maids healthy, she fluted, and the sim­ple‐minded old man nod­ded, though he had never heard of it. 


In truth, she had for­bid­den the maids to en­ter this bower dur­ing the day. The other day — and on the fol­low­ing days — the old man came again. He would pull up a chair and watch them fuck for at least a quar­ter of an hour. What could he see? Two bare asses and a cock pound­ing in a vagina, soft moans and sounds of squirt­ing and clit rub­bing. 


The old man fi­nally made a fool of him­self when, sneak­ing past, he whis­pered to the stunned maids, screw­ing is good, screw­ing keeps the maids healthy! But each one blushed with ex­cite­ment when he chose her to spend the night with the rider. Smil­ing dream­ily, they re­called ev­ery­thing they had heard about the hand­some youth with strong loins. Many of them were very ex­cited be­cause they had prac­ti­cally never fucked or had not fucked for ages. If the old man was wrong and chose a maid for the sec­ond time, the maids cor­rected it qui­etly among them­selves, the new mis­tress had or­dered: a dif­fer­ent one ev­ery night! They had to in­clude north­ern girls from the crafts­men and sur­round­ing farms al­ready in the sec­ond week. Ev­ery night an­other!


And? urged Bran­gaine, who lis­tened cu­ri­ously and whose ab­domen al­ready burned again ablaze, what was next? — The old man told his wife ev­ery day that to­day al­ready an­other maid had fucked up­stairs and they agreed that it was all right. She asked him ev­ery time what ex­actly he had seen and he of­ten re­ported truth­fully, of­ten he in­vented pure fan­tasy sto­ries. Some­times the maid had a densely haired black bush and other days she was clean‐shaven. The lover was bearded or shaved. Some­times she was fucked in the vagina, some­times in the ass.  He squirted in the vagina or pulled out his cock to squirt on her ass cheeks. She gave hand­jobs or rubbed her clit. Es­pe­cially with the pre­cise de­scrip­tion of the clit rub­bing, it was clear that he was an ex­cel­lent ob­server. The old man’s fan­tas­tic de­scrip­tions ex­cited him so much him­self that he quickly dragged her into her bed­cham­ber to flip up her skirt, quickly pen­e­trate her vagina and cum. She stroked his hair and smiled good‐na­turedly as he rubbed his cock stiffly and fucked her a sec­ond time. He was re­ally try­ing hard and fuck­ing bet­ter and bet­ter each day.


Bran­gaine was about to ex­plode and gasped chop­pily for him to please con­tinue. — The happy fuck­ing ended abruptly as they were once again in mor­tal dan­ger. In­stead of watch­ing from afar, the old man shuf­fled to the bed, knelt at the edge of the bed, and palmed the shock stiff’s pri­vate parts with one hand. He stared my­opi­cally at the asses and pri­vate parts — he didn’t even bother to look at their faces. He pulled the stiff cock out of her cunt and felt it for a long time, cu­ri­ous and ex­am­in­ing. Then he care­fully felt the girl’s pu­bis, labia, clit, and vagina. He po­si­tioned the glans by the vagi­nal en­trance and mur­mured, “here we go again!” The rider started thrust­ing again and the old man mur­mured, not so fast, it’s still a long time un­til the An­gelus! He meant the An­gelus prayer be­fore the night meal. The deadly fright­ened  rider obeyed de­spite the in­ter­fer­ing hand and slowly pushed the mis­tress. Af­ter some time he spurted, the old man’s hand pressed him deep into the vagina and the old man mur­mured with ex­cite­ment: “Just in with it, my son, just con­fi­dently squirt it all in!” He waited pa­tiently un­til the rider had stopped squirt­ing, pulled the cock out of the vagina and now tapped his wife’s labia. “Now it’s your turn, with your fin­ger!” com­manded the Old Man. 


She un­der­stood and rubbed her clit, she gladly com­plied with this re­quest. Noth­ing rather than that, she had al­ready ex­pe­ri­enced the first cli­maxes with 6 years and rubbed her clit since then ev­ery night un­til she fell asleep. She was quite happy that the Old Man drove her to cli­max again. She groaned and moaned loudly on pur­pose in the dark­ness, the Old Man nod­ding his head along at her pace and dab­bing her cunt with his fin­ger­tips. He hummed in sat­is­fac­tion as she moaned and squirmed loudly in cli­max. Only now the old man with­drew his hand, stood up with a groan and left. 


The rider had fi­nally de­cided to leave, he didn’t want to end up on the judg­ing block. The Old Hus­band had got­ten much too close to them. The mis­tress was deeply sad­dened, they both cried be­fore they also left. At night, when the old lord was fast asleep, she came to the rider’s cham­ber for the last time. She told him what a fairy’s tale the old man had told her, but some of his fan­tasy was true. The horse­man was de­lighted when she told him that she was preg­nant and that he would be the fa­ther of the next prince. They fucked and kissed each other one by one, their bod­ies and their lips say­ing good­bye for­ever, all night long. They both knew that there could never be a fu­ture to­gether. The dawn re­minded the girl to re­turn to the prince’s bed.


The horse­man in­ter­rupted the nar­ra­tive as Bran­gaine again ex­ploded vi­o­lently as she had sev­eral times be­fore. Then he con­tin­ued, “When the rider set out again the other day af­ter six weeks, he was given a lauda­tory farewell by the hus­band in front of the as­sem­bled court and was princely re­warded. He had trou­ble keep­ing him­self on the horse, the nightly fuck­ing had com­pletely ex­hausted him. 


She had a heated ar­gu­ment with her old man a week af­ter the rider’s de­par­ture, see­ing that the time had come for her to be as­signed a loin‐strong fa­vorite to fuck dur­ing her preg­nancy. She flat­tered him that he had de­flow­ered her pow­er­fully and ex­cit­ingly — her ruse with the blood‐stained sheet had worked — and now she was car­ry­ing his child. Her height­ened sex­u­al­ity de­manded to be fucked by well‐en­dowed fa­vorites. The old man’s re­mark slipped out un­in­ten­tion­ally that he had known from day one that it was not her maids but she her­self who had fucked her rider in the maids’ bed­cham­ber; he had rec­og­nized her asses and gen­i­tals im­me­di­ately. Her heart al­most stopped. How­ever, he would rather watch her fuck than cause drama, so he kept his mouth shut and re­mained silent. She wasn’t fuck­ing just any­one, af­ter all, she in­ter­jected, but hornily and lust­fully fuck­ing her no­ble rider, which he had al­ready al­lowed them to do on their wed­ding night. He would have a hard time ex­plain­ing why his per­mis­sion should sud­denly no longer ap­ply. She kept silent, ashamed and hor­ri­fied, think­ing of all he could have wit­nessed dur­ing the six weeks. In any case, her hus­band wasn’t half as goofy as ev­ery­one as­sumed. 


Then they ar­gued some more, as she wanted to fuck a well­hung fa­vorite. She flat­tered him that he knew all his no­ble peo­ple and was surely able to as­sign her the best fuck­ers, one af­ter the other of course, va­ri­ety was to be for sure! Skill­fully she steered the con­ver­sa­tion from “if” to “who” and flat­tered his van­ity at the same time. He would have watched his wives fuck­ing, she purred, so he would know ex­actly which ones were good for fuck­ing at court. He was flat­tered and told with a trans­fig­ured look about the sex­ual es­capades of his for­mer wives. She again had the sex­ual ad­ven­tures of his wives told in de­tail, evening af­ter evening, for weeks. Sit­ting on the mar­i­tal bed in her night­gown, she got re­ally horny, se­cretly play­ing with her clit un­der her shirt dur­ing his telling of dirty se­crets. She took spe­cial care in the be­gin­ning that he could not look un­der her night­gown while she was play­ing with her clit. She sat down so that he could not see that she was play­ing with her clit at all. He tried very hard to look un­der her night­gown. Now and then she let him look a lit­tle when her fin­ger was rest­ing. As if un­in­ten­tion­ally, she spread her thighs in a semi‐re­cum­bent po­si­tion, spread her labia with her fin­gers and let him look at the open pu­bic cleft and clit un­der her night­gown. He was all the more ea­ger to tell his sto­ries in more de­tail and pig­gishly. 


Evening af­ter evening she be­came more re­veal­ing, giv­ing inches of her girl­ish body for him to look at. She liked him more and more ev­ery day and ac­cepted with a grin that he was a harm­less peep­ing Tom and cu­ri­ous voyeur. If that was his only fault, she could live with it just fine. With each well‐told story, she would flash her cunt as a re­ward be­cause, sit­ting across from him, she would lean back laugh­ing and await­ing the com­ing of the cli­max. Your story made me re­ally horny, she gasped then, as her cli­max came qui­etly. Af­ter all, she only made her­self very small cli­maxes that made lit­tle ef­fort on her part and of which she could have dozens with­out get­ting tired. She saved the ex­plo­sions for the night. She cal­cu­lat­edly showed her nu­dity and her cunt when she cli­maxed and pushed the night­gown up to her breasts, briefly spread­ing her thighs and let­ting her cleft and clit be seen for min­utes to his de­light. She stroked the cleft and clit with her fin­ger with rel­ish, pulling back the fold of skin over the clit very tightly and let­ting the lit­tle head twitch and nod un­der her fin­ger un­til the cli­max had sub­sided and she cov­ered her­self again. He couldn’t fig­ure out how she had done this magic trick, but he en­joyed the mo­ment and ea­gerly looked at her cunt to catch a glimpse of her stiff clit. Had she re­ally cli­maxed from lis­ten­ing to him? He couldn’t imag­ine how, but her fin­ger gen­tly rubbed the head of her clit, which twitched and nod­ded in­ces­santly. But she cov­ered her­self far too quickly. He was now telling more and more juicy and hearty, al­ways porky and ob­scene, be­cause ap­par­ently he could in­crease her sex­ual arousal with that. 


Soon she gave up a lit­tle of the se­crecy, she pulled both arms out of her sleeves so that she could touch her­self un­hin­dered un­der the long night­gown. She sat­is­fied her­self with gen­tle­ness and he could only guess from the slight move­ments of the shirt that she was play­ing with the head of her clit. By now she was in­dif­fer­ent to let­ting the shirt slide a lit­tle higher so he could see her in­ner thighs and fin­ger danc­ing on the head of the clit. As soon as the cli­max slowly rose, she pushed the shirt up over her breasts, pulled back the fold of skin over the clit very firmly with one hand, and rubbed the head of the tick­ler in fi­nale with the other. His eyes al­most fell out of his head, but she pulled her night­gown back into place af­ter a few mo­ments and quickly cov­ered her­self again.


By now she didn’t mind let­ting him watch very closely as she re­leased her lit­tle cli­maxes. She left the night­gown off and lay down on the bed stark naked. Let him watch her, af­ter all! She bent one leg to get bet­ter ac­cess to her cleft. He told juicy Tales and she stroked her labia and clit with­out haste. Your voice makes me horny, she whis­pered and ca­ressed one of her breasts. He paused as she sighed very deeply and per­sis­tently, ex­pos­ing the head of her clit with one hand. Del­i­cately, she rubbed the lit­tle head with her in­dex and mid­dle fin­gers, slowly at first, then faster and faster. Be­fore the fi­nale, she held her fin­gers still and pressed them on the lit­tle head. He watched her with his mouth open. More and more of­ten she thought that at some point she would have to let him watch prop­erly un­til the real, vi­o­lent ex­plo­sions, he was her hus­band af­ter all.


In the be­gin­ning she had not been en­thu­si­as­tic about him and cried at night about her fate of hav­ing been bartered away to the old man for purely po­lit­i­cal and wealth rea­sons.  Over the last few weeks she had grad­u­ally be­gun to like the old voyeur as he was, for he took great pains in fuck­ing, turned out to be an in­creas­ingly pleas­ant per­son and al­ways be­haved in a car­ing, re­spect­ful man­ner and like a gen­tle­man. She lis­tened to him care­fully dur­ing the day and got to know his good sides. The prince was a gifted leader from his youth, the clan–chief who united the chief­tains of the clans and drove the Picts from the west coast of Scot­land back to Ire­land. The women of the Picts were al­ways the last to flee. Most bat­tles ended af­ter a few min­utes un­til the Pic­tish war­riors ran away, then the vic­tors fought each other with fists for the pretty Pic­tish women, these were grabbed by the on­rush­ing Scots and raped on the spot. It seemed as if they let them­selves be raped on pur­pose, per­haps they were just try­ing to buy time for the men who were get­ting the boats ready for es­cape. The prince was a feared fighter and rode into bat­tle first, slaugh­ter­ing or wound­ing a few war­riors. Then he picked out the pret­ti­est Picts’ women, dis­graced them and fucked them, grin­ning, one af­ter the other, un­til he had no sperm left. Only a few Picts women were glad that he squirted af­ter a few min­utes and went to the next one. From a purely le­gal point of view it might be con­sid­ered rape, but the Picts women thrust their pelvises at him will­ingly and joy­fully, em­brac­ing and hug­ging him like a lover. They fucked along so ag­gres­sively and greed­ily–horny that many cli­maxed on their own as they fucked. He was proud and happy when they fucked them­selves to cli­max. It was quite ob­vi­ous that they liked to be fucked by some­one other than their hus­band, even if dis­guised as rape. He found that the Picts’ women fucked much more grace­fully, ac­tively, and greed­ily than the na­tives, who in­dulged much more pas­sively. The Picts waited pa­tiently in their boats, gawk­ing un­til the last Pict woman had screwed enough. Then they rowed off at a leisurely pace, while some time later the Scots­men ran pro forma to the beach, roar­ing and beat­ing their shields with the blades of their swords. Then the goat hoses came into play with the prince’s home brew be­fore they rode stag­ger­ing home. The prince led the clans from bat­tle to bat­tle un­til his eye­sight failed. Af­ter a good 25 years, he had had enough of fight­ing but still re­mained their leader. Now he was over 50 and held the clans to­gether with an iron hand. It was an ad­van­tage if his en­e­mies at court thought he was a fool be­cause of his poor eye­sight or be­cause three wives had run away from him. So he could pull the strings in the back­ground un­no­ticed.


In the evening, when she went to bed, she showed him her naked­ness un­self­con­sciously up close be­fore putting on her long night­gown. She de­lib­er­ately let him look at her naked for a long time af­ter wash­ing, and showed him her cunt and clit close up while clean­ing, since she knew about his bad eyes and wanted to give him a harm­less plea­sure. If he wanted to, he could kneel down di­rectly in front of her and touch her cunt. She then put one leg on the bed and pre­sented her open cunt. An ex­hi­bi­tion­ist shiver made her trem­ble when he touched her pu­bic cleft, labia or cli­toris. She had for­bid­den him to rub the clit af­ter he had been very clumsy. He was al­lowed to touch and look at her as long and as of­ten as he wanted. Later, be­fore fuck­ing, she ex­tin­guished the wick and pulled her night­gown all the way up, over her head, in the dark. She feigned arousal and pas­sion, he knew that, but she man­aged to make him cum more eas­ily. He tried hard to fuck bet­ter and longer ev­ery day, and her arousal was now more of­ten real and sat­is­fy­ing. She waited pa­tiently for him to re­ally fall asleep and gen­tly sat­is­fied her­self un­til he did. Preg­nancy was mak­ing her hornier by the day, never be­fore had she had such a sex­ual ap­petite to mas­tur­bate. 


She let him win gen­er­ously af­ter a few weeks of juicy pig­gery: he was al­lowed to watch the lover fuck and fuck her in be­tween. In truth, she had also won and got her lovers with­out hav­ing to play out her last atout: let­ting the old man watch her re­ally mas­tur­bate. The rider read her let­ters la­bo­ri­ously spell­ing be­cause he was not good at read­ing and laughed heartily at her re­port. It pleased him that she had made the best of her sit­u­a­tion. This was the young mis­tress he knew; she was smart, sex‐crazed, and up to no good.


 Bran­gaine breathed a sigh of re­lief and laughed that this had been a great ad­ven­ture and he had it fist­ful, the young mas­ter! He didn’t an­swer when she asked about the child later, be­cause he had made up or em­bel­lished a bit and any ques­tion­ing could de­stroy his heroic epic. They rode on in si­lence. In the next break she let the rider fuck her pro­fusely in the grass, he had earned that with his long tale. 


Af­ter some time they made a short break to let wa­ter and the horses drink and rest. One of the rid­ers, a lit­tle off, not only let wa­ter, but rubbed him­self and splashed off into the grass with re­lief. They rode on, Bran­gaine lead­ing be­hind a new rider. Af­ter only a short time, he reached for her hand and placed it on his rest­ing cock. Bran­gaine
felt that it was stiff­en­ing in time with the rid­ing and held it tightly. They were slightly ahead of the oth­ers and she pa­tiently rubbed his cock. Af­ter a while, she leaned over his shoul­der and watched as she rubbed and rubbed him un­til he spurted onto the path. He leaned his head back and thanked her softly as she con­tin­ued to rub him for a few more mo­ments. Then she looked around. Nei­ther this one nor the other rid­ers cared much; it was all nat­u­ral and ap­par­ently com­mon. The other rid­ers let their erec­tions peek out from un­der their short tu­nics, sway­ing to the beat of the an­i­mal and let­ting the se­men squirt as soon as it came of its own ac­cord. Bran­gaine, who was new to all this, watched the stiff tails with fas­ci­na­tion and smiled en­cour­ag­ingly when a rider squirted with­out fur­ther ado. 


Af­ter a while she lost her nat­u­ral shy­ness and ex­cited her clit with her skirt pushed up. When­ever one of the rid­ers rode next to her and was aroused, she would ex­pose her pussy com­pletely so he could look, grab the clit tighter, and let it ex­plode. If the rider was watch­ing, she would lean back tan­ta­liz­ingly and let him see ev­ery­thing. It was not un­com­mon for the rider to put his hand on his cock as he watched her rub her clit. It struck her that the rider only squirted once in a short stream, even when they were re‐stroking with their hand. She whis­pered to her rider, who con­firmed it. No man would be so un­rea­son­able as to empty him­self more than nec­es­sary; the day was still long, af­ter all. Bran­gaine asked if she was do­ing it wrong so far, and he nod­ded thought­fully. You are very ded­i­cated, dear mis­tress, but you squan­der all my se­men ev­ery half hour. Less is more. Bran­gaine, who was sat­is­fy­ing her­self more of­ten than ev­ery half hour, hold­ing on to her rider trem­bling vi­o­lently, un­der­stood what he meant, al­though she could sat­isfy her­self as of­ten as she liked when she was aroused by the rock­ing. As of now, she went easy on her rid­ers. She would some­times beckon a rider to ride be­side her, eye­ing his bob­bing cock cu­ri­ously. She laughed out loud when peas­ants stood by the way­side and watched her play with her clit with their mouths open. Play­ing with her clit in the warm sun­shine was pure qual­ity of life! The rid­ers grinned ap­pre­cia­tively and rode even more in­ti­mately in time.


On the last day Bran­gaine did what she had been do­ing all the time. She sat down in front of her rider in­stead of be­hind him, her face turned to­ward him. Sir Gar­ley’s eyes snapped open in amaze­ment, as did the horse, who had never ex­pe­ri­enced any­thing like it. Sit­ting up­side down!? Bran­gaine smiled mis­chie­vously and asked him to ride off. It took her quite a long time to sit prop­erly. She waited for some time un­til the rider’s cock was stiff. At last she man­aged to stuff part of the cock into her lit­tle hole. Then they rode on, and from time to time the rider would tear his eyes open, and Bran­gaine would smile with sat­is­fac­tion at the lit­tle bit of se­men he squirted into her vagina. All in all it was an or­deal for her, her back ached in this sit­ting po­si­tion. But she was stub­born and con­torted her­self even more as she let her­self sink way back on the horse’s mane. The full length of the cock now dis­ap­peared into her vagina, she moved against the rhythm of the horse and now it was real fuck­ing. Bran­gaine cli­maxed long be­fore her rider thrust and squirted quite wildly. She kept his cock in her vagina and from time to time rubbed her clit to cli­max. In her cli­max, she found that her rider’s cock was get­ting hard as a board. They smiled to each other and Bran­gaine clutched at his jerkin and let him watch her rub her clit. When they paused af­ter a few miles, she could barely stand be­cause of the pain in her back. She whis­pered to her rider that it could not go on like this. He smiled, “Madame, you are the most lust­ful and splen­did woman I have ever met, and I en­joyed the last stretch with you as never be­fore! Sit du­ti­fully be­hind me again, he con­cluded, mas­sag­ing her back. They whis­pered for a long time about the glo­ri­ous fuck­ing on horse­back. 


The knights took turns at the sleep­overs, fuck­ing Bran­gaine quite con­sci­en­tiously on the queen’s be­half, one af­ter the other, tire­lessly. They had, of course, squirted a lit­tle se­men dur­ing the day while rid­ing, but they all fucked dili­gently dur­ing the evening. Bran­gaine needed no mas­tur­ba­tion at night on this trip, the war­riors were sport­ing steel and ea­ger to fuck the queen’s pretty maid for as long as she wanted and to squirt their seed into her. She had told them all, by all means, to keep fuck­ing her re­lent­lessly even while she writhed and jerked in cli­max! They ad­mired Bran­gaine’s slen­der body, the del­i­cate curves of her back, small butt, and es­pe­cially her large, plump breasts. The knights got ex­cited watch­ing, and once one fell out be­cause his cock throbbed with an­tic­i­pa­tion and se­men be­gan to gush out un­in­ten­tion­ally. Bran­gaine had never seen this be­fore, but she smiled en­cour­ag­ingly at the poor man and in­stantly rubbed him with her hand, then al­lowed her­self to be fucked fur­ther. Bran­gaine even­tu­ally put a stop to them so she could sleep for a–two hours. She en­joyed those four nights full of the high­est plea­sures, the knights sat­is­fy­ing her night af­ter night, dozens of times, with­out ceas­ing. Her vagina was over­flow­ing with se­men and there was no end to it. When one came to squirt, the next one was al­ready ready to thrust his lance im­me­di­ately into the se­men of the pre­vi­ous one in her vagina. She had in­cred­i­bly long‐last­ing cli­maxes when one squirted dur­ing her cli­max and the next im­me­di­ately con­tin­ued fuck­ing her. She put a fin­ger on her clit the whole time, partly to feel the quiv­er­ing of her ab­domen, partly to trig­ger the cli­max at the right mo­ment with a brief touch. Af­ter a few hours, she ended the plea­sur­able pack hump­ing to sleep an­other one–two hours. She silently thanked her queen ev­ery night for this beau­ti­ful gift.


She ar­rived hap­pily at Sir Cad­wynn’s and was preg­nant be­fore the wed­ding. The Great Mother ap­peared to her in a dream and said that she had con­ceived her son from Sir Gar­ley, the hand­some and ex­traor­di­nar­ily strong‐cocked Welsh­man, on the jour­ney. Im­me­di­ately she con­fided in her mas­ter, then, with her head on fire, she told him in de­tail and truth­fully about the days and nights dur­ing the jour­ney, leav­ing noth­ing out. Only the ap­pear­ance of the god­dess in her dream and the pa­ter­nity she skipped; she did not have to tell ev­ery­thing. He raised his in­dex fin­ger jok­ingly and smiled, so this was the Queen’s gift? Yes, Bran­gaine an­swered se­ri­ously, she specif­i­cally wanted me to be screwed once more by this knights be­fore I be­came your wife. Sir Cad­wynn laughed at the top of his lungs as she told him how the queen had or­dered the knights, in no un­cer­tain terms, to do their duty, to fuck her prop­erly and to fuck her hard to scream­ing or­gasms. He em­braced her with a smile, say­ing it was very typ­i­cal of the en­er­getic Guin­e­vere he had come to know. Later he knelt down — he too lived by the rules of the Old Peo­ple — and swore in the face of the Great Mother to ac­cept the child as his own. They had a ful­fill­ing love life as he loved to watch her mas­tur­bate and then mount her just be­fore she cli­maxed, fuck­ing her cli­max for as long as pos­si­ble. She en­joyed it very much and when he squirted, just a brief touch of the clit was enough to get a vi­o­lent, big ex­plo­sion at the end of his squirt­ing. She waited pa­tiently un­til he was fast asleep, then it was time for real mas­tur­ba­tion. She sat­is­fied her­self ev­ery night un­til she fell asleep, let­ting her imag­i­na­tion run wild.


She brought or­der to his lands and busi­ness, in­creased his for­tune with en­ergy, rigor and ex­per­tise. She gave birth to three beau­ti­ful sons for her mas­ter, with­out pon­der­ing long about pa­ter­nity, be­cause she slept with a great many men. Af­ter all, she had agreed with Cad­wynn be­fore the wed­ding that she, in turn, could warm the bed of all guests and vis­i­tors, and he, in turn, could have all the girls and women of his king­dom at will. Cad­wynn was sure he had made a good bar­gain, for no guest had come to his farm for years, but he had fa­thered many daugh­ters and a few sons in the land from his youth. He rode tire­lessly around his lit­tle king­dom and lay with many women, their daugh­ters and maids. At that time it was still cus­tom­ary for the lord to mount the wife of the sub­or­di­nates at will, which was ac­cepted by all who fol­lowed the Old Cus­toms. How­ever, very few had a pretty and sex­u­ally at­trac­tive wife, mostly he stuck to the daugh­ters and maids, they were young and usu­ally some­what pretty.


Nat­u­rally, the sov­er­eign had the right to fuck the farmer’s wife, daugh­ters and maids at will. The lord sent the ser­vants out of the house to fuck undis­turbed. The ser­vants pressed their noses against the win­dows or the cracks in the wall. The hus­band sat on the edge of the bed and watched the lord’s fuck­ing of his own wife, his daugh­ter, or a maid with mixed feel­ings. The pres­ence of the land­lord was his right and his duty, lest the women be sub­jected to per­ver­sion or treated dis­re­spect­fully or roughly. Nev­er­the­less, most of the peas­ants bore it only with a dull feel­ing or se­cret dis­plea­sure. Only a few went out curs­ing and left their wives to the shame­ful do­ings of the land­lord. Of course, it was a spe­cial sex­ual thrill for ev­ery­one to watch their own daugh­ter or a pretty maid be­ing screwed, it made even the most cranky horny. And they saw their wife or daugh­ter be­ing fucked by a quasi‐stranger, saw the woman’s ris­ing arousal and heard her moan hornily and sigh con­tent­edly. Many ex­pe­ri­enced for the first time their wife be­ing fucked by some­one other than them­selves. Or that she rubbed her clit while they were fuck­ing, which they did sus­pect when their wife fum­bled around down there while they were fuck­ing at night. Hardly any farmer’s wife let her hus­band watch her mas­tur­bate, on the con­trary, only un­der the pro­tec­tion of the night she made sure she cli­maxed in the dark. But now he saw abun­dantly clear how she rubbed her clit while be­ing fucked to cli­max, some­thing he had never seen so clearly be­fore. The con­flict­ing feel­ings and sex­ual arousal that rose in them as they watched had to be re­lieved im­me­di­ately. Very few dared to mas­tur­bate them­selves while their wife was be­ing fucked. Most waited un­til the mas­ter took a rest and mounted the wife, maid or daugh­ter. A few quick thrusts and they could cum lib­er­ated.


Sir Cad­wynn was not at all both­ered by the pres­ence of the mas­ter of the house. He loved fuck­ing his own daugh­ters when they were al­ready good at fuck­ing. The daugh­ters loved him idol­a­trously and were happy to be fucked and some even im­preg­nated. Some­thing very spe­cial for Cad­wynn was to de­flower his own daugh­ters once they turned 13. First he un­dressed the girl, laid her out on his thighs, and spread her labia with his fin­gers to con­vince him­self of her vir­gin­ity. Al­most all of them were un­touched, only a few were not. He ques­tioned them in a highly em­bar­rass­ing man­ner and those that were no longer vir­gins he later fucked with some dis­ap­point­ment as well as their mother. His dis­plea­sure quickly dis­si­pated, how­ever, be­cause he loved to fuck bloody young girls. To his sur­prise, it was pre­cisely these girls who had learned to cli­max dur­ing sex. It ex­cited him im­mensely that the girls lay in their naked mother’s lap, be­tween her spread legs, when he fucked them. Af­ter the girl cli­maxed, he pushed the lit­tle girl’s body just a lit­tle higher to pen­e­trate her mother’s vagina. He kissed and ca­ressed the girl’s child­like body while he fucked the mother — of­ten af­ter many years had passed. He en­joyed these acts very much, al­though these daugh­ters did not give him their vir­gin­ity.


He res­o­lutely rubbed the cli­toris of all the vir­gin girls and ques­tioned them. Most re­luc­tantly ad­mit­ted that they had been ha­bit­u­ally mas­tur­bat­ing for many years. He rubbed and ex­cited the clits and was not sat­is­fied un­til it reached cli­max. He or­dered the mother to fon­dle the girl’s breasts. With ob­vi­ous dis­com­fort, she fon­dled the girl’s small, firm breasts and awk­wardly ex­cited the nip­ples; few of the 13‐year‐olds had larger breasts. He re­al­ized that the mother was get­ting her­self aroused do­ing this and watch­ing her clit rub and de­manded that the mother bring the girl to cli­max as well. Only a few had reser­va­tions, but most did it with­out com­plaint and rubbed the girl’s clit. Al­most all of the moth­ers were by now aroused be­yond mea­sure them­selves, slip­ping a hand un­der their skirts and try­ing to do it in­con­spic­u­ously and sur­rep­ti­tiously; they were es­pe­cially em­bar­rassed for the horny hus­band, who was shift­ing rest­lessly back and forth on his stool. But Cad­wynn watched her arm, looked un­der the skirt down the legs and in­ner thighs to the hair­less pu­bic cleft at the fin­gers rub­bing the clit. Many women could rub their clit and the girl’s clit at the same time, but at some point the hand paused on the girl’s clit. At this stage she for­got all cau­tion and rubbed her own clit vig­or­ously and quickly. He looked
— as did her hus­band — tensely and ex­cit­edly as she grad­u­ally rubbed faster, ex­plod­ing and pass­ing out in cli­max. She looked up un­cer­tainly af­ter­wards and he pre­tended not to watch. She was now pur­pose­fully rub­bing the girl’s clit, bring­ing her to cli­max. Few girls did not know mas­tur­ba­tion yet and cried with joy and plea­sure af­ter the first cli­maxes of their lives.


From the be­gin­ning, he had put his glans into the vagi­nal vestibule of the girl with­out dam­ag­ing the hy­men. He felt how his cock was moved along and co‐ex­cited by the mother’s rub­bing on the vir­gin clit. Or, if the mother was busy with her own clit, he would quickly stroke the girl’s clit and his cock with his fin­gers. Mostly, though, it was his mother’s vig­or­ous rub­bing that trig­gered his squirt­ing. The first seed is yours, God­dess Epona, he and the mother whis­pered si­mul­ta­ne­ously in awe, the god­dess touched his cock and he poured out pleas­antly in the sur­prised girl’s vagi­nal vestibule. 


Then he turned to the mother and gave his or­der. Most al­most passed away with em­bar­rass­ment at be­ing fucked in front of the daugh­ter and hus­band, so he had to in­sist. Very many were not at all pleased to fuck their mas­ter out of the blue and with­out any ro­mance af­ter such a long time; it was em­bar­rass­ing and un­pleas­ant for most of them, es­pe­cially since their spouse sat silently be­side the bed. The women, usu­ally no older than 30, had known the lord for a long time and by now de­tested his sex­ual ad­vances. How­ever, if they were maid­ser­vants who had been up­graded by the lord of the manor through moth­er­hood, they gave them­selves to him with plea­sure, or at least with benev­o­lent good na­ture. Cad­wynn loved it when she was shy and shame‐filled, and then com­pletely ex­posed her­self any­way. She al­ways had to spread her legs wide and touch her­self. He ig­nored her em­bar­rassed look to her daugh­ter and hus­band and de­manded that she rub her clit. He waited pa­tiently un­til she was quite ob­vi­ously aroused. He al­ways fucked the em­bar­rassed look­ing but from rub­bing ex­cited mother first and only when he felt the squirt­ing ris­ing, he pen­e­trated the girl and de­flow­ered her with a strong sin­gle thrust. He re­mained mo­tion­less af­ter that, wait­ing for the squirt. It came quickly, his cock re­mained im­mo­bile in her vagina and he let all his se­men squirt in jet by jet. 



How­ever, he han­dled them very del­i­cately, fuck­ing none fur­ther af­ter de­flow­er­ing them and in­stead telling them to snug­gle up to their mother’s chest and watch in­tently. The girl for­got the prick of de­flow­er­ing or that he had pumped his seed into her with a wide grin and gaped in­tently. Now he took out his wild­ness and pent‐up ex­cite­ment on the mother, in­sem­i­nat­ing her with vi­o­lent thrust­ing. But when she was aroused while be­ing fucked, she over­came all shame and gave her­self up to lust with­out re­straint. The in­no­cent and cu­ri­ous looks of the girl goaded him, he put the hand of the girl on the cunt of the mother and his cock, so that she could di­rectly wit­ness how the mas­ter fucked the mother one af­ter an­other un­til he had emp­tied all his se­men. She pal­pated the squirt­ing of the shaft with child­ish hands and nod­ded ex­cit­edly when she felt the rhyth­mic twitch­ing of the ure­thra as it squirted quite clearly. 


With great in­ter­est and child­like cu­rios­ity, the girl watched as her mother mas­tur­bated while fuck­ing and then wrig­gled end­lessly in lust­ful cli­maxes. Dur­ing his recre­ational pauses, the women for­got all shy­ness and shame and sat­is­fied them­selves with­out re­gard to the fact that the daugh­ter’s eyes and hand rested on her cunt. Of course, the girl knew that her mother of­ten mas­tur­bated se­cretly, but she had never wit­nessed her fuck­ing, not her un­bri­dled ex­cite­ment and not her obliv­i­ous mas­tur­ba­tion. She care­fully pal­pated her mother’s cunt as she cli­maxed, cu­ri­ously feel­ing the labia and cli­toris. The girl gen­tly touched the cli­toris vi­brat­ing af­ter the cli­max, be­cause that was fine, she knew from her own ex­pe­ri­ence.


Whether Sir Cad­wynn had re­ally made the bet­ter choice — ? 


Bran­gaine did not want to have any more chil­dren af­ter the third, dif­fi­cult birth and dis­cussed it with Cad­wynn. Three chil­dren in the first three years was sim­ply enough. While nurs­ing, she care­fully rubbed the skin of her breasts with tal­low and spe­cial oint­ments to keep them firm. She sought out the wise women and con­sulted with them. She had thought it over, of course the gods could take one of her chil­dren at any time, but she pushed those dull thoughts aside. The wise women gave her a very spe­cial devil’s root, which she had to drink as tea and eat raw. She was sick for a week like never be­fore, but she was back on her feet af­ter 8 days. Her men­stru­a­tion stopped com­pletely af­ter a few months, it was over. She would never get preg­nant again. 


Sud­denly Lady Bran­gaine’s guests in­creased when it be­came known how won­der­fully the slen­der mis­tress with the big breasts knew how to fuck. All those who brought small gifts were al­lowed to fuck her a lit­tle bit un­der her skirt. To those who brought large gifts and in­creased their for­tune, she gave her­self com­pletely naked and ex­tremely friv­o­lous and they were al­lowed to fuck her ex­ten­sively un­til dawn. In the breaks they were al­lowed to watch her mas­tur­bate. It be­came clear to all that they had to bring re­ally big gifts. If two or three guests came at the same time, they had to crowd to­gether on one bed­stead, but they were al­lowed to fuck her as of­ten as they wanted. If two wanted to take her at the same time, she would curse ob­scenely and mut­ter de­fen­sive in­can­ta­tions be­cause ass fuck­ing was a very per­verse and un­seemly prac­tice. No one was al­lowed to fuck her vagina af­ter ass fuck­ing, only the other way around; she made that clear to ev­ery­one from the start. Nev­er­the­less, she soon liked to do it be­cause her cli­max al­ways ended in huge, beau­ti­ful ex­plo­sions when she was fucked in the ass and in the vagina at the same time. Her rep­u­ta­tion how­ever never suf­fered, many of the oth­er­wise re­served guests let the sow out and fucked her in the ass. Bran­gaine en­joyed it very much, and for that she col­lected twice as many gifts.


She did not hoard the for­tune, but ex­panded Cad­wynn’s ne­glected farm into a beau­ti­ful, large and stately farm, hired maids and ser­vants and bought horses, lots and lots of horses. She had about 12 maids, up to 40 grooms, and usu­ally about 750 horses in the sta­bles. Peo­ple came from near and far to buy horses from her stud, this was her main source of in­come. She bred work­horses, rid­ing horses and hunt­ing horses, which were also suit­able for wars and bat­tles. Peo­ple liked to buy from her, be­cause she sold only the best qual­ity ones, the oth­ers went to the kitchen’s butcher. Cad­wynn of­ten took her in his arms and thanked her for her lucky hand. They laughed hap­pily when she added mur­mur­ing, not only the hand, but her cunt and butt had also hap­pily con­trib­uted….  She was nev­er­the­less very proud of her farm, her sons and her stud.


The men, in their male rounds, praised how ex­cep­tion­ally great she fucked, but most of all they praised her ass‐fuck­ing qual­i­ties. Her ass­hole would be tight like a vir­gin’s vagina, her ass round but not fat, and was god made for get­ting fucked. And to hold on to while ass fuck­ing she had big firm breasts. Her vagina was also praised, not least be­cause she got nice cli­maxes while be­ing fucked and she didn’t hide her lust or arousal. Ev­ery­one em­pha­sized her pas­sion­ate and hon­est de­vo­tion, which they missed in their wives. Bran­gaine would prob­a­bly have sunk into the ground at these loose speeches, but it only added to her fame and mar­ket value.


Bran­gaine wanted to grow stone old with Cad­wynn, un­til his much too early death she du­ti­fully fucked her mas­ter daily, had a life­time of arous­ing plea­sure with much mas­tur­ba­tion and over­all a very ful­fill­ing love life. She raised his sons con­sci­en­tiously, strictly but lov­ingly. With great nat­u­ral­ness she trained her boys with blowjobs. They were al­lowed to touch her naked­ness and had ex­plored ev­ery cor­ner of her body, her cunt. She showed them again and again how she rubbed her clit to cli­max and gave them hand­jobs so they knew how it was done. It wasn’t un­til they were 12 that they were al­lowed to fuck her for the first time. 


She had only one maid the age of her sons, a pretty lit­tle girl with a chubby body and hand­some breasts who was very fond of plea­sur­ing her­self and wanted noth­ing more than to be fucked. She ex­plained to her el­dest and the girl Gwen ex­actly how the de­flow­er­ing had to take place and su­per­vised it. She taught her sons not to lose con­trol while squirt­ing and spill the se­men on her pu­bic or in­ner thighs, pa­tiently press­ing on his ass cheeks to keep it deep in­side her vagina while squirt­ing. She taught her sons to rub the clit sen­si­tively, giv­ing Gwen supreme plea­sure. She brought Gwen’s clit to cli­max hun­dreds of times so her sons learned to do it, over and over. Of course, it took a lot of prac­tice for the sons to learn clit rub­bing, but Bran­gaine per­sisted, teach­ing them that women needed cli­maxes as much as they needed squirt­ing. When the sec­ond son turned 12, he and his 13‐year‐old brother fucked the girl in such rapid suc­ces­sion that Gwen got her first ex­plo­sions of get­ting fucked. Bran­gaine let her sons cum in­side the girl and watched her men­strual cy­cles closely. She was not go­ing to let im­preg­nate the girl and fol­lowed the ad­vice of the Wise Women on which days they were not al­lowed to cum in­side the girl. Gwen had to learn to be fucked in the mouth and swal­low the se­men on those days. The girl slept with the sons for four years, and they were al­lowed to fuck her as of­ten as they wanted. The younger ones were only al­lowed to fuck Gwen in the mouth un­til they were 12. When the boys earned a re­ward, they were al­lowed to fuck Bran­gaine as an ex­cep­tion. She wanted to keep it spe­cial for the boys as well as for her­self. She of­ten let weeks go by be­fore she let a son fuck her. But then she gave it her all and gave him a plea­sure like even the best pay­ing guests didn’t get. Gwen watched horny and in­ter­ested, learn­ing a lot about fuck­ing as she was al­lowed to fuck ex­clu­sively with the sons. Af­ter that Gwen re­mained the con­stant and only fuck part­ner for her sons un­til they were 14, from 14 on the sons ac­com­pa­nied their fa­ther to fuck the lovely daugh­ters of the coun­try. Bran­gaine never ques­tioned the law and the rule that the Lord and his sons got to fuck ev­ery woman, wife, maid or girl in his king­dom. — Bran­gaine would much rather have taught them the craft of horse breed­ing. 


Gwen grew up to be beau­ti­ful, Bran­gaine gave her in mar­riage to one of her young hunt­ing mas­ters with a very gen­er­ous dowry. Bran­gaine even had a nice cot­tage built on the edge of the farm, just a stone’s throw away, for she loved Gwen like a daugh­ter. Gwen had lain with her dur­ing Bran­gaine’s time of mourn­ing, com­fort­ing her with lov­ing words, con­ver­sa­tion, and phys­i­cal love. It was also a re­ward for him, for he was an ex­cel­lent hunter and re­li­ably brought large quan­ti­ties of meat to the farm. Un­for­tu­nately, it soon turned out that her hus­band was pas­sion­ate about fuck­ing but could not pro­duce chil­dren. 


Bran­gaine even went with him to the Wise Women and, af­ter they had drunk a spe­cial fuck­sup­port­ing tea, fucked him there naked on spot in their pres­ence, so that they would ex­am­ine his fresh se­men im­me­di­ately af­ter he squirted. He fucked for the first time with Bran­gaine and had a won­der­ful fuck­ing with the sex­u­ally very ex­pe­ri­enced mother‐in‐law. He never had such a hefty and de­mand­ing sex­ual ex­pe­ri­ence in his life, which braught him to squirt in thick, juicy jets of se­men in her vagina. They had to wait un­til the end of the ex­am­i­na­tion and fucked two more times in beau­ti­ful horni­ness, closely watched by the Wise Women. One of the Wise Women stopped him be­fore squirt­ing, grabbed his cock firmly and came very close by to watch his dick. She rubbed his cock firmly and in­serted it with her hand deep into the vagina, con­tin­u­ing him mas­tur­bat­ing un­til he squirted in very juicy jets in Bran­gaine’s vagina. She im­me­di­ately col­lected his se­men from her vagina, only af­ter that Bran­gaine was al­lowed to mas­tur­bate. The third round a naked Wise Woman mounted him like cop­u­lat­ing from be­hind and thrust his bare but­tocks with her old naked cunt, un­til he squirted in Bran­gaine’s cunt. Bran­gaine was or­dered to mas­tur­bate and a Wise One col­lected his se­men dur­ing Bran­gaine’s hard or­gas­mic con­vul­sions. 


The Wise Women tested his stamina and he had to fuck one wise old woman af­ter the other might­ily and cum juicy in the hun­dred year old cunts. He fucked one af­ter the other, gen­tle­man­like hav­ing the old women first to scream aloud in her shak­ing cli­max and af­ter that squirt­ing in firm jets into the old cunts. Only when he fucked the fourth old woman neatly and firmly, his cock be­came soft. But the young hunter grabbed the hun­dred year Old firmly by the but­tocks and thrust vi­o­lently, so vi­o­lently that she screamed for min­utes un­til he fi­nally fin­ished squirt­ing jets of se­men. The Wise Women nod­ded and were sat­is­fied with his stamina, his erec­tion had held for five hours in to­tal thanks to the magic tea. 


Bran­gaine, who had never be­fore seen the Wise Women to­tally naked un­til now, was as­ton­ished how well this twenty‐some years old boy fucked the frail, very old bod­ies with great power, might and steadi­ness. Of course she knew that his lon­glast­ing erec­tion was in­duced by the magic tea, she was very thrilled by watch­ing the very very old cunts fuck­ing and hear­ing the Old ones scream­ing aloud in or­gas­ming. —   Af­ter a while the ex­am­i­na­tion of the se­men and the boy was done. The ver­dict was dev­as­tat­ing. The young well­built hunter was in­fer­tile, Gwen had to find a sperm donor!


Gwen es­pe­cially liked fuck­ing Bran­gaine’s youngest son, by now he had the big­gest cock she had ever had in­side her and he could fuck very well. Gwen was al­ready 24 and wanted a child so badly! She fucked him es­pe­cially on all days ready for con­cep­tion, let­ting his se­men squirt into her in bliss­ful frenzy and fi­nally got preg­nant af­ter months. Dur­ing the preg­nancy she fucked him as of­ten as he was at court. She gave birth to a beau­ti­ful girl and within a year un­der­went the same cure with the devil’s root as Bran­gaine, never want­ing to get preg­nant again. 


Gwen loved fuck­ing with dif­fer­ent men very much and her hus­band was very un­der­stand­ing. They both loved each other very much and he gen­er­ously al­lowed her to fuck with Bran­gaine’s guests as she also fucked with him de­vot­edly and pas­sion­ately at all times. When her hus­band was away, Gwen would go to Bran­gaine’s to fuck with the sons, guests or their com­pan­ions. When­ever Bran­gaine had guests, she went di­rectly to the lodg­ings of the com­pan­ions. Gwen gladly gave her­self to all men with­out dis­tinc­tion, whether no­ble­man, squire or horse ser­vant, even if there were a dozen or more in an af­ter­noon. The horny and greedy looks of the wait­ing men ex­cited her very much, she some­times dreamed at night of her ex­cite­ment at pack fuck­ing.


She showed her love to her hus­band and re­turned the fa­vor by hir­ing sev­eral bloody young maids at the very be­gin­ning of her preg­nancy, who on the one hand took care of the kitchen and house­hold, but on the other hand were will­ing to fuck their mas­ter. Gwen knew his tastes, the maids were all spoils of war and all had the typ­i­cal physique of the north­ern maid­ens that her hus­band val­ued so much. Only a few were vir­gins, but all were very shy and re­served. It was not their beauty that de­ter­mined their se­lec­tion process, but their will­ing­ness to pas­sion­ately act out sex and lust with their mas­ter. Some­times the poor lan­guage skills were a prob­lem, be­cause you could ques­tion these slave girls at will be­fore buy­ing them, but you could not prac­ti­cally try their sex­u­al­ity. They con­firmed all the ques­tions and it was im­pos­si­ble to find out if they were ly­ing through their teeth. Those maids who did not give them­selves pas­sion­ately to their mas­ter or even re­fused it, Gwen im­me­di­ately sold again and bought a new one. When no fuck part­ner could be found on Bran­gaine’s farm, Gwen stayed with her hus­band at night and watched his fuck­ing or fucked with him af­ter the maid. The young girls were very sur­prised at first, as they were not fa­mil­iar with three­somes. When he took a break or had enough, Gwen liked to lie down with the north­ern girls and do her les­bian play with them. This not only pleased her hus­band, but she had dis­cov­ered her les­bian dis­po­si­tion quite early with Bran­gaine and was now liv­ing it out. 


Al­though the north­ern girls sat­is­fied them­selves as a mat­ter of course in the pres­ence of the mas­ter af­ter fuck­ing, since this was so com­mon in their home­land, they shied away from les­bian play, es­pe­cially in the pres­ence of their mas­ter. Les­bian­ism was not very com­mon in their home­land and they had no ex­pe­ri­ence with it. They looked un­cer­tainly at the mas­ter to find out his emo­tional re­ac­tion. Gen­tly and softly, Gwen se­duced the shy girls, giv­ing them time. Most of them, out of cu­rios­ity and ex­cite­ment, then al­lowed them­selves to be se­duced and were soon en­joy­ing them­selves and tak­ing plea­sure in it. They didn’t have to learn how to rub the clit, but they all had to learn how Gwen liked it best. Gwen showed them how beau­ti­ful and ful­fill­ing lick­ing the clit could be, al­though most re­coiled when their mis­tress dipped down and her lips sought the labia and clit. It was only af­ter Gwen had al­ready licked their clits fre­quently that they ten­ta­tively tried to over­come their shy­ness and do the same. Much later, they learned to do the scis­sors. That is, to lie across from each other and wrap their thighs around each other to press their cunts and clits to­gether. This was the only way a girl could prop­erly fuck an­other girl. Gwen spent many more nights of les­bian play than she did on Bran­gaine’s farm. They had a good and also sex­u­ally ful­fill­ing mar­riage. Gwen out­lived her hus­band by years and fucked into old age on Bran­gaine’s farm and with her les­bian maids.


Never plagued Bran­gaine with the de­sire to have a last­ing re­la­tion­ship with any­one other than her mas­ter. If her mas­ter was out rid­ing, no guest to fuck, and the pulling de­sire tugged at her ab­domen, she would ini­tially call a son to help and fuck her un­til the fire in her ab­domen was ex­tin­guished. Later, rid­ing with the fa­ther, she went to the horse grooms, they fucked best. 


They taught her to get fucked on horse­back. She sat in front, her face pressed into the mane. The ser­vant sat be­hind her, fully clothed as she was, with only her skirt flipped up. He held her but­tocks tightly and raised her ass so that he could see her vagi­nal en­trance. With one hand he ca­ressed her vagi­nal vestibule and rubbed her clit un­til she moaned quite loudly. Now he stretched her ass cheeks with both hands as far apart as he could, so that her vagi­nal en­trance widened, and pen­e­trated her vagina from be­hind, some­times even her ass. Only rarely did she dizzy a hand to her clit to trig­ger cli­max at the best time. Most ser­vants squirted their pent‐up se­men in­side, con­tin­ued for a quar­ter of an hour, and squirted at the top of their lungs one af­ter an­other un­til they were com­pletely drained. She only trig­gered cli­max with her fin­gers when she didn’t get one while fuck­ing, es­pe­cially ass fuck­ing. When she had sat­is­fied her vagina, she pa­tiently let the groom fuck her ass, many pre­ferred that to vagi­nal fuck­ing. There were many who only wanted ass fuck­ing — she didn’t care in the end. The ser­vants usu­ally fucked quite well, were de­voted and above all were se­cre­tive. 


Never did she get in­volved with them naked, they un­der­stood that the mis­tress only let her­self be fucked be­cause she was un­ruly. Some­times the stal­lion they had fucked on was highly aroused, then he was chased onto a mare or the ser­vant re­deemed him by hand. Bran­gaine watched ex­cit­edly, and when she was very horny, she would take hold her­self and make the stal­lion squirt with greed and lust. Sex with an­i­mals was not new to her, as a blood young girl she had played fuck in se­cret with her trained dogs. If while rub­bing the big pony­tail and its vi­o­lent squirt­ing her pres­sure had be­come too high again, she let her­self fall back­wards into the straw and sat­is­fied her­self un­til she was re­leased. She didn’t mind when the ser­vants stood around watch­ing, rub­bing their cocks and spurt­ing on the floor. If any­thing, the greedy stares spurred her on to ever more vig­or­ous mas­tur­ba­tion. If one was rub­bing his hard‐on too des­per­ately, she would beckon him over and let him fuck her briefly in the mis­sion­ary po­si­tion, mak­ing him cum as fast as he could, she didn’t make a prob­lem of it. But it didn’t be­come a reg­u­lar habit to fuck the horse ser­vants for a long time.


Same way, it was no prob­lem if a groom ap­proached her about his horni­ness, and that could only be when she was work­ing with the horses — that is, when the mas­ter of the house was out and there were no guests in the house. She nod­ded and they looked for a suit­able spot, not car­ing if any other grooms were work­ing there and could see her. She would bend over a beam, an arm­chair, or get on all fours, where he would be al­lowed to fuck her kneel­ing from be­hind in the doggy po­si­tion, or very rarely in the mis­sion­ary po­si­tion, as many times in a row as he could un­til his seed was ex­hausted. This was more of a ser­vice for her as she never got aroused dur­ing this quick fuck­ing and cum­ing, how­ever she did not al­low any ass fuck­ing dur­ing this. When he fucked very per­sis­tently or sev­eral fucked her in a row, her arousal nat­u­rally in­creased. If then the ex­plo­sion did not come by it­self, she put her fin­ger on the clit and trig­gered it her­self. That was soon part of it for her. This fuck­ing hap­pened sev­eral times a week and some­times there were three or four in a row who had to fuck im­me­di­ately — then she did it only from be­hind and each was al­lowed to squirt only once; it could not be oth­er­wise when seven or eight were in a state of emer­gency at new moon! Of course, she soon knew those who fucked her quite of­ten, but she good‐na­turedly let the grooms fuck as of­ten as they wanted; she also de­manded to be fucked prop­erly when she her­self was in heat. Pretty soon there were some who fucked her ev­ery day and fucked her good, that was nec­es­sary af­ter Cad­wynn’s death. 


The sad­dest day of her live be­gan when at dawn Sir Cad­wynn’s mare re­turned with­out a rider, alert­ing ev­ery­one with a loud neigh. Im­me­di­ately a troop of farmhands fol­lowed the clever an­i­mal, they found their mas­ter in the riverbed and brought him home. Sir Cad­wynn, ap­par­ently very drunk, had fallen from his horse into the riverbed, prob­a­bly 10 me­ters deep. He had bro­ken his neck and drowned in the shal­low wa­ter. For weeks Bran­gaine wept for him and grieved for a very long time; they had had only 18 years to­gether. Never for a mo­ment did it oc­cur to her that an en­raged fa­ther might have led him to that spot and thrown him down. A fa­ther who wanted to avenge his hu­mil­i­ated and dis­hon­ored daugh­ter.


Bran­gaine spent the first weeks af­ter his death with Gwen ly­ing naked be­side her, com­fort­ing her. She could not sleep with any guest, only with Gwen, who gave her af­ter a week of griev­ing her com­fort­ing les­bian love with­out reser­va­tion. She was one of the few girls who in­stinc­tively knew how best to lick Bran­gaine’s clit. In les­bian play, she for­got her suf­fer­ing for a short time and be­came ab­sorbed in her ex­plo­sions. Gwen ca­ressed her body with in­stinc­tive com­fort, de­mand­ing noth­ing. Bran­gaine could cry and be sad, Gwen was there and lis­tened. Bran­gaine told of her life and loves frankly and when she told very juicy and hearty sto­ries, they laughed to­gether. One morn­ing Bran­gaine woke up and her sad­ness was gone. She wanted to fuck and be fucked again.


She al­ways started each work­day af­ter his death for the next 30 years with a hearty help­ing of horse‐cock­ing af­ter break­fast. To do this, she had set up a per­ma­nent spot for soft stor­age, be­cause over time, kneel­ing be­came too te­dious. With in­creas­ing years the ass fuck­ing and the dog po­si­tion was too stren­u­ous for her, she was con­tent with the mis­sion­ary po­si­tion. Here she came be­fore sun­rise in a floor‐length night­gown, lay spread wide on the bed­stead and flipped the shirt up to her neck. More and more of­ten she let her­self be car­ried away by an ex­hi­bi­tion­ist im­pulse to take off the night­gown com­pletely and let her­self be fucked com­pletely naked. Af­ter a short time she al­ready let her­self be fucked only in com­plete nu­dity and of­fered her body frivolously and ex­hi­bi­tion­is­ti­cally for view­ing. It did her good, the horse grooms pen­e­trated her one af­ter the other, so her sex­ual ex­cite­ment rose steadily. She got a cli­max at the lat­est at the sec­ond and it be­came more, be­cause usu­ally more than two horse ser­vants waited for ad­mis­sion and ca­ressed her full breasts and her beau­ti­ful body. She was very care­ful that her ser­vants did not ex­pose them­selves un­seemly, treated her dis­re­spect­fully or whis­pered be­hind her back about her sex­u­al­ity, such a guy had to leave the yard and the court im­me­di­ately.
.

Bran­gaine breathed a sigh of re­lief when her youngest re­turned to the farm. He had grown tired of wan­der­ing from girl to girl and be­gan in earnest to learn the horse breed­ing trade and to think of the fu­ture. He learned quickly and Bran­gaine’s chest swelled with pride, one day she would hand over the stud to him. Soon he took on the dan­ger­ous task of pusher. Even the best stal­lions tended to cum too soon. The pusher had to in­sert the stal­lion’s tail into the mare’s vagina as fast as he could while avoid­ing her hooves. He did his job per­fectly, soon know­ing which stal­lion had to in­sem­i­nate which mare to get a good breed­ing re­sult. He fucked Gwen when they both felt like each other, other girls did not in­ter­est him. It amused him a lit­tle that Bran­gaine went to the grooms ev­ery morn­ing to be screwed; but he told her it was all right for him. 


Bran­gaine warmed the bed of the guests hap­pily and full of lust un­til old age. Al­most ev­ery one of the guests sent their young sons to her to learn the tech­niques of love from the best in the land. Most of all she liked the blood young sons of her vis­i­tors and guests. When many came at the same time, those maids who felt like fuck­ing were al­lowed to help out. Her body re­mained beau­ti­ful for many years and she liked to show her nu­dity to her guests in a re­veal­ing, friv­o­lous and ex­hi­bi­tion­is­tic man­ner. Af­ter Cad­wynn’s death — she was then not yet 40 years old — she took no new lord, but was the undis­puted queen of her hand­some and wealthy court, re­spected by all and loved by many. Her el­der sons, like their fa­ther be­fore, roamed rest­lessly through the coun­try, wan­der­ing from bed to bed. She, how­ever, con­tin­ued to fuck all vis­i­tors, friends and es­pe­cially her horse grooms. She en­joyed mas­tur­bat­ing to sleep ev­ery night un­til the end of her life, her heart sim­ply stop­ping af­ter a beau­ti­ful night­time or­gasm. 
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Arthur left quite soon for King Lot in Orkney, leav­ing Guin­e­vere in Lancelot’s care. The good‐na­tured old King Lot did not ac­tu­ally know why he had in­vited the High King. All the bet­ter his wife Mor­gause knew, who had re­mained a vir­gin in this first year of mar­riage with the help of her mag­i­cal pow­ers and used her dark, mag­i­cal pow­ers to ful­fill her des­tiny. She was pre­des­tined to con­ceive her son Mor­dred from her own brother Arthur. Night af­ter night she lay in her bower, ca­ress­ing her vir­gin body. 


The time had come. 


Arthur and Lot got along great, Arthur sat lis­ten­ing in­tently in the king’s hall, ad­mir­ing the el­der’s skill as he judged and de­cided in his court. He could not have done bet­ter, they nod­ded in agree­ment when King Lot passed judg­ment. King Lot was con­sid­ered the best judge among Arthur’s kings and never shied away from vig­or­ously run­ning his mouth over peo­ple of rank if they per­sisted in be­ing wrong. The king’s seneschal pro­vided the best hos­pi­tal­ity for the guests. When­ever Arthur wanted to rest dur­ing the day or went to sleep, a sur­prise awaited him. 


The maid who washed him, anointed him, and did his bid­ding at night looked ex­actly like his beloved Guin­e­vere. Arthur tried to see re­al­ity through the bright, mys­te­ri­ous mists in his mind. He could not guess what was mixed into the wine that clouded his mind and what dark magic Mor­gause wielded over him. It sim­ply could not be that Guin­e­vere was here, she had re­mained in Camelot af­ter all and lay safely with Lancelot. Yet she seemed to be a younger im­age of Guin­e­vere. She whis­pered softly in his mind with­out mov­ing her lips. He was amazed that she was still an un­touched vir­gin and took from her the vir­gin­ity that the real Guin­e­vere could never give him. The beau­ti­ful maid made some hand move­ments and his cock was in­stantly ready for mat­ing again. He fucked her so many times that he even lost count and fucked her un­til he was com­pletely ex­hausted. As of­ten as he wished, she mag­i­cally gave him her vir­gin­ity as if she had never fucked be­fore. As of­ten as he thought of it, she would mag­i­cally re­store her vir­gin­ity and let her­self be de­flow­ered all over again. He loved it when she let out a lit­tle scream as soon as he pierced her thin hy­men. He was so en­rap­tured that he never con­sid­ered the real im­pos­si­bil­ity. She knew all the se­crets of fuck­ing, al­ways found the right beat and moved her ab­domen even more skill­fully than the real Guin­e­vere. She con­firmed his man­hood with her ex­plo­sions and touched her clit only when he wished her to mas­tur­bate her­self for his plea­sure. He had never seen such ex­cit­ing mas­tur­ba­tions. 


He slept dream­lessly and deeply, wak­ing alone in the morn­ing. Ev­ery morn­ing a dif­fer­ent maid brought him fresh wa­ter. She was very will­ing and made it un­mis­tak­ably clear that she wanted to be fucked. She lifted her skirt, propped her­self on a chair or stool and spread her ass cheeks and slightly hairy vagina apart with both hands, word­lessly and invit­ingly. Smil­ing, she rubbed his morn­ing wood and in­serted his cock into her vagi­nal vestibule. She will­ingly and pa­tiently al­lowed her­self to be fucked from be­hind while bent over the stool, for maids never lay down in a mas­ter’s bed. Mor­gause made the maid be­come a vir­gin by her magic, and Arthur’s chest al­most burst with joy when the hy­men tore. Arthur had never had vir­gins who fucked so pas­sion­ately and grace­fully. She knew how re­fined she had to fuck to give her mas­ter the ut­most plea­sure. The fin­ger on her clit trig­gered the cli­max in time for Arthur to squirt into her twitch­ing and grind­ing vagina. Arthur en­joyed this ex­tra­or­di­nary change, af­ter which he went to the great hall, not think­ing for a mo­ment about fuck­ing.


Mor­gause saw that her black magic worked great. Arthur ac­cepted mind­lessly her shape‐shift­ing and fucked her greed­ily. She was loos­ened and ful­filled now that she had con­ceived her son. She grinned wryly as she re­al­ized in her vi­sions that some maids had also con­ceived from the king as they pre­pared the most beau­ti­ful good morn­ing for Arthur un­der her mag­i­cal in­flu­ence. As the last night was wind­ing down, to Arthur’s sur­prise, she took her true form in the midst of fuck­ing. Arthur had not seen her since child­hood and did not rec­og­nize her. He fucked the stranger one by one un­til sun­rise, pump­ing all his seed into her vagina. When he left in the morn­ing, she stood smil­ing as a Queen next to King Lot, only let­ting him re­al­ize at that mo­ment that he had fucked his own sis­ter.


He re­turned to Camelot very thought­ful and told Guin­e­vere ev­ery­thing truth­fully. She was hor­ri­fied about the in­cest on the one hand, but wanted to know ex­actly what it was like to fuck her own sis­ter. She kept her eyes closed and dream­ily played with her clit while he truth­fully and thor­oughly re­ported all the sex­ual de­tails as well. He de­scribed the trans­formed and real sis­ter in all phys­i­cal de­tails, her beau­ti­ful way of fuck­ing and get­ting de­flow­ered as a vir­gin ev­ery time. Guin­e­vere had to know ex­actly what her dop­pel­ganger’s sex, labia, vagina and clit looked like. Arthur de­scribed it with ev­ery de­tail as the two Guin­everes dif­fered, es­pe­cially the labia and clit. Guin­e­vere lis­tened with her eyes closed, try­ing to pic­ture it ac­cu­rately. He men­tioned the mas­tur­ba­tion of the dop­pel­ganger only in pass­ing. How­ever, he de­scribed the maids in the morn­ing, all vir­gins, in great de­tail, down to the pu­bic hair. Guin­e­vere stated that Mor­gause must have some­how found out that Arthur liked to de­flower vir­gins, at this they both had to laugh, for he of­ten wished to do so. She, on the other hand, told him that the se­cre­tive car­pen­ter had quickly made the planned back en­trance to her bower and that she had the only key to it. Lancelot had con­sci­en­tiously cared for her ac­cord­ing to the king’s in­struc­tions and had sat­is­fied her ev­ery night. She had blush­ingly con­fessed to her maids that her cries at night were only ex­pres­sions of her wom­anly plea­sure. The maids nod­ded in un­der­stand­ing and as­sured her that they, too, knew the rap­tures of the womb very well and promised to keep silent about it in a sis­terly man­ner.


Guin­e­vere gave her­self joy­fully and will­ingly to her mas­ter, telling him truth­fully dur­ing the fuck­ing and af­ter­wards about each night with Lord Lancelot and her arous­ing fan­tasies of mas­tur­ba­tion, as well as about the sex of her maids, whom she en­joyed watch­ing. Arthur loved lis­ten­ing to her de­tailed and re­veal­ing de­scrip­tions af­ter sex. Her filthy ex­pres­sions, her bawdy way of talk­ing and her ir­rev­er­ent rus­tic de­scrip­tion of body parts, ass cheeks and spread legs, po­si­tions, cocks, glans and scro­tums, se­men, clits and labia, but also the de­scrip­tion of the maids’ fuck­ing and mas­tur­ba­tion fired his imag­i­na­tion im­mensely. He knew quite soon about all her maids, how they fucked or sat­is­fied them­selves. He could see all their pri­vate parts clearly in his mind’s eye with­out ever hav­ing seen them. When Guin­e­vere in­vited Lancelot to a three­some, Arthur would re­turn the fa­vor the other day and fuck one of her maids on Guin­e­vere’s naked lap. Of course, not a sin­gle one of them was still an un­touched vir­gin. He de­lighted in any va­ri­ety, how­ever; each maid had her own brand of pas­sion and so­phis­ti­ca­tion, and each fucked in her own way. Guin­e­vere was es­pe­cially ex­cited de­scrib­ing per­ver­sions, like blowjobs with squirts in the open mouth. Arthur grinned wryly and stroked her girl­ish body, for it was truly a bless­ing that Guin­e­vere also re­ally liked this pig­gish sto­ry­telling her­self. Imag­ine, it bub­bled out of her, some of my girls just love to swal­low the cum!     — Guin­e­vere would not learn the blowjob and get­ting cum in her mouth un­til 25 years later in cap­tiv­ity from her maids.


Arthur vig­or­ously claimed his place in his queen’s bed, leav­ing Guin­e­vere to Lancelot only when he rode out and she could not ride with him. He was proud of his clever wife and in­vited her to all court ses­sions and de­lib­er­a­tions. To ev­ery­one’s amaze­ment, he let her speak and ar­gue be­fore the no­bles, which must have been unique in those days. But no one re­sented her be­cause she was al­ways right and they could not take their eyes off her naked body un­der the trans­par­ent white dress. The white, al­most see‐through dress was open in the front and held to­gether only by a gold‐knit belt. She was not stingy with her charms and of­ten sat down very re­veal­ingly, let­ting the dress un­in­ten­tion­ally un­fold so that the lords and squires could see her am­ple sex and pu­bic cleft. Arthur knew it, of course, and smiled silently as pairs of eyes lin­gered on his volup­tuous queen’s cunt. Guin­e­vere got ex­cited at these de­sires and she had to con­trol her­self very much when her hand strayed and a fin­ger touched the clit as if by ac­ci­dent. A queen had to take care of her rep­u­ta­tion, she could not go much fur­ther than touch­ing the cli­toris in­con­spic­u­ously. The fin­ger rest­ing on the cli­toris made the blood of the coun­cilors surge. Then, when they sat down at the long meet­ing ta­ble, she had to silently close her eyes and hold her breath as she came to a small cli­max with all her care un­der the table­top. The no­ble­men who sat at the meet­ing ta­ble like her pre­tended not to no­tice any­thing. Even Arthur had to act as if he had not no­ticed any­thing and smiled proudly at his won­der­ful, volup­tuous wife. When they were alone af­ter­wards, he would re­buke her with a fine smile: “You are al­ready a very sex‐lov­ing and volup­tuous maid!” and kiss her gen­tly. Arthur loved her with all his heart and when they were united at night, Guin­e­vere of­ten cried and screamed with hap­pi­ness. Only rarely was she so horny that she sum­moned Lancelot and let them both fuck her in turn un­til dawn. Her se­cret did not come to light for many years.


Sir Lancelot du Lac was sent to King Leode­grance to fight some rob­ber bands in his coun­try. Lancelot and his knights stayed on the heels of the rob­bers for three days and three nights, cut­ting off their skulls. When the king re­ceived the two carts with the corpses, he gave Lancelot and his knights a rich gift of gold and pre­cious gems. They gladly ac­cepted the in­vi­ta­tion to a feast last­ing sev­eral days, eat­ing and carous­ing as long as they could. Lancelot replied to the king that he did not need a maid for the night, his heart was set on an­other. How sur­prised he was when the door to his cham­ber was qui­etly opened and the 15‐year‐old Elaine scur­ried in. She had not got­ten the High King and was hell‐bent on cap­ti­vat­ing his num­ber one.


Not to be de­nied, she dropped her shirt in­stantly and washed him, as was the cus­tom. Lancelot was quite in­tox­i­cated by the wine, let him­self be oiled and could not hide his ex­cite­ment, af­ter all he had been chas­ing the rob­bers for days and had not lain with any maid. Elaine’s courage seemed to fail her as she washed and oiled the gi­ant’s erect cock. Lancelot mur­mured that she should also care­fully oil her ten­der sex, for he did not want to hurt the young girl. Lancelot al­most ex­ploded with horni­ness as she spread her labia and con­sci­en­tiously oiled her cunt with slow, tan­ta­liz­ing move­ments. All the pent‐up se­men made him cop­u­late her over and over again. Her ex­plod­ing cli­maxes al­most made her pass out. When he had fin­ished spurt­ing com­pletely, he sent her to her own bower. For three nights she let him fuck her into un­con­scious­ness, will­ingly sur­ren­der­ing to the an­gu­lar and loin‐strong war­rior. Even be­fore her un­con­scious­ness, she felt the ham­mer­ing of his mace cock in her vagina. She was very sad when the feast was over and the knights re­turned home.


Lancelot al­most passed away with shame when, af­ter some time, he learned of Elaine’s preg­nancy through mes­sen­gers from King Leode­grance. At once he asked per­mis­sion from King Arthur and im­me­di­ately rode to King Leode­grance. He asked for the niece’s hand and mar­ried her im­me­di­ately. His son Gala­had was to be le­git­imized to bear his name and one day take his in­her­i­tance in the king­dom of Ly­onesse. Be­cause Sir Lancelot held such high rank at court, the wit­nesses to the first mat­ri­mo­nial in­ter­course were the king and queen. The queen had to con­trol her ex­cite­ment very much, for she had never seen such a loin‐strong an­i­mal as Lancelot fuck­ing. 


She was the king’s third wife, very smart and an im­por­tant sup­port of the king. She was young, about five years older than Elaine, and de­cid­edly volup­tuous, but she never fucked with­out the con­sent of her hus­band, who was, how­ever, very gen­er­ous in this re­gard. She was al­lowed to fuck all the guests of the court and their com­pan­ions, only the lowly ser­vants and the sta­ble boys were off lim­its. She rarely had days with­out a good fuck, when she des­per­ately re­lieved her sex­ual ten­sion by mas­tur­bat­ing. The king watched her ob­ses­sively mas­tur­bate in the evenings and loved it when she gave him an en­er­getic hand­job af­ter­wards. Fuck­ing was not so im­por­tant to him, he much pre­ferred to watch his wife get fucked or mas­tur­bate her­self. There was a cas­trated dwarf at court whom the queen or­dered to visit her on bor­ing win­ter nights. He had a dis­pro­por­tion­ately large cock that made her sigh and moan lustily like no other cock at court. He lasted a very long time and she rubbed her clit as he fucked her from cli­max to cli­max. He lasted mostly an hour, but he couldn’t squirt at the end. His cock lost ten­sion and got all soft, yet he kept fuck­ing with the big semi‐soft as long as she kept mas­tur­bate her­self. She kept mas­tur­bate her­self when she still needed it and took no no­tice of the dwarf’s pres­ence. He was the only out­sider in whose pres­ence she was mas­tur­bat­ing com­pletely naked at ease. The dwarf did not lose a word about the in­de­cency, he was trust­wor­thy and se­cre­tive. He was se­cretly proud to be the queen’s fa­vorite, no one but him was al­lowed to fuck with the queen al­most ev­ery day!


It was no ac­ci­dent that as of­ten as Lancelot was at court vis­it­ing Elaine, the queen would lie with him and let him fuck her prop­erly. She did not lose con­scious­ness like Elaine, but she got ex­plo­sive cli­maxes. The good‐na­tured king watched ex­cit­edly, be­cause no­body could fuck his wife like Sir Lancelot. 


Lancelot never lived with Elaine, but vis­ited her at ir­reg­u­lar in­ter­vals. Elaine had some lovers, but let­ting Lancelot fuck her to un­con­scious­ness was al­ways spe­cial to her. Lancelot was very good‐na­tured at heart and was not stingy about fuck­ing. He knew that she ex­pected him ev­ery two months and then wanted to be re­ally hard fucked for a few nights. Good‐na­turedly, he per­formed this ser­vice on Elaine’s body, who was usu­ally knocked out af­ter the first fuck, and then sneaked into the queen’s bower. With the old king present and smil­ing as he watched his young wife be­ing fucked, Lancelot broke no rules. Of­ten the queen would reach for the king’s hand and smile at him. She was ex­cel­lent at fuck­ing and deftly matched Lancelot’s beat, like a fe­male pan­ther she adapted to him and her ab­domen smoothly ac­com­mo­dated his cock. The king smiled at her and found it very ex­cit­ing that his wife was fuck­ing so ac­tively, pas­sion­ately and grace­fully. When she had had her cli­maxes and lay weary, Lancelot would qui­etly slip back into Elaine’s bower so as not to wake her. But when she awoke, the over­tired hero would sigh and give his best again. 


Elaine found out very late that Lancelot was also screw­ing her step‐aunt the Queen and their care­ful dis­cus­sion in the Queen’s bed­cham­ber went very strangely. The Queen un­dressed her­self and the king and with­out pay­ing at­ten­tion to Elaine she be­gan to give him a hand­job. Elaine, who had also dropped her dress at the queen’s be­hest, stood naked in front of the mar­riage bed. She watched the Queen giv­ing her hand­job and her fin­ger au­to­mat­i­cally played with her own clit. At the same mo­ment that the Queen made the King squirt, she al­most cli­maxed. She sank down on the bed, her face in the queen’s naked lap, her fin­ger pressed on her own clit. The Queen’s pu­bic smelled in­tense and stim­u­lat­ing and the Queen pressed her face to her sex, press­ing her lips to her labia. This led to a pas­sion­ate les­bian act. Ini­tially, Elaine was re­luc­tant to re­spond to the se­duc­tion in front of the King. She ini­tially avoided touch­ing the Queen’s erect clit with her lips but then yielded to the ur­gent pres­sure. The Queen was pa­tient, how­ever, and slowly took away her fear, her kisses and her fin­gers bring­ing the young girl to heat. Now her tongue touched the clit and licked over­cau­tiously and shyly. The King, de­spite his age, be­came quite ex­cited as the two young women licked each other to cli­max and could not avert his eyes when a tongue danced on the clit or dipped deep be­tween the labia with plea­sure and ex­cited the vagina. The two young women re­peated these acts on lonely evenings, the Old King al­ways ly­ing be­side them and watch­ing. When he was al­ready very aroused, one of them would take his cock in her mouth and rub it vig­or­ously un­til it squirted. He loved it, even if he could only squirt very lit­tle se­men. He some­times got to fuck Elaine; he was in love with her child­ish vagina and ten­der body and made ev­ery ef­fort to last a long time.


From now on ap­proved of Elaine fuck­ing her hus­band with the Queen, for Lancelot was strong in the loins and brought pas­sion and lust to both women. De­spite Lancelot’s protests, she slipped be­hind him to the Queen. It turned into an orgy to the old King’s de­light, Lancelot tak­ing turns fuck­ing the girls and the girls lick­ing each other’s clits to cli­max when he needed a break. Lancelot thought con­tritely of Guin­e­vere as he fucked the women or watched the women lick their clits. 


Re­turn­ing to the court, he had to tell Guin­e­vere ev­ery­thing in great de­tail, even the small­est sex­ual de­tail she had to know. The clit lick­ing and labia lick­ing he had to tell hair down to the small­est de­tail, as well as the metic­u­lous de­scrip­tion of the young women’s pri­vate parts. Guin­e­vere got Lancelot to the point of de­scrib­ing the pri­vate parts in pho­to­graphic de­tail and work­ing out the dif­fer­ences. Lancelot did his best, al­though he found these purely sex­ual de­scrip­tions dif­fi­cult. Now he in­spected Elaine’s and the queen’s sex at­ten­tively and in de­tail, in or­der to have an­swers to Guin­e­vere’s ques­tions. Guin­e­vere, for her part, re­galed Arthur at night with the events, in such de­tail that one might have thought she was there. — Guin­e­vere would also not learn clit lick­ing and labia lick­ing from her maids un­til 25 years later in cap­tiv­ity.


Mer­lin was also hit by Cu­pid’s ar­rows. For a long life he had dodged them and only lay with a maid to get rid of the sex­ual pres­sure. He knew that hu­man women could not be im­preg­nated by him. He could take any at will, none could re­sist his magic, nei­ther mis­tress nor maid nor vir­gin. He read their minds and al­ways chose one who al­ready knew how to fuck skill­fully and en­joyed fuck­ing her­self. It was al­ways spe­cial for him to take a blood young vir­gin when he read the right mo­tions in her thoughts and feel­ings. Of­ten, like a raven­ing wolf, he would take the vir­gin­ity of all the vir­gins in a vil­lage and fuck them to ex­haus­tion. If it seemed right to him, he would make them for­get ev­ery­thing the other day. 


At a great age, the Lady du Lac en­trusted him with the beau­ti­ful Nimue, whom he had to train to be the next Lady of the Lake. From the first mo­ment he fell in love with the barely 16‐year‐old maiden, whose train­ing he took very se­ri­ously and was very con­sci­en­tious about. She was beau­ti­ful and of royal stature, with pure fairy and elf blood flow­ing in her veins. Mer­lin could read her mind like a book and saw that she had not yet had any sex­ual ex­pe­ri­ences, she had grown up well pro­tected, but she was a very volup­tuous child. Her senses stirred and she soon wanted to fuck, be­cause un­til now she only in­dulged in ob­ses­sive mas­tur­ba­tion, as was com­mon among fairy folk for young girls and into old age. They talked silently in mind‐melt­ing, so he soon found out that she loved him with all her heart, but his old body kept her from giv­ing her­self to him. In Mer­lin’s veins flowed equally pure fairy– and elf blood, he had learned ev­ery magic, ev­ery sor­cery and ev­ery lit­tle sleight of hand in his good 90 years of life. He asked her to look at him as he trans­formed into the beau­ti­ful boy from her sex­ual fan­tasies. She put her hands in front of her face and em­braced him in­stantly. She ex­ul­tantly gave her­self to him and gave him her vir­gin­ity. Vol­un­tar­ily, full of sex­ual joy and child­like love. When­ever she imag­ined a union in her mind, he turned into the youth and they made love with­out ceas­ing. 


Know­ing that he had only seven years, he con­sci­en­tiously taught her all magic and sor­cery. So that she got to know the com­mon peo­ple well, they moved from vil­lage to vil­lage, from farm to farm, and be­came well‐known sto­ry­tellers. Nimue be­came well ac­quainted with the life of the peo­ple and slept – with the help of magic restor­ing her vir­gin­ity – as a vir­gin maid with all the men and boys who pleased her. She helped out with good ad­vice on a case‐by‐case ba­sis when she looked into the fu­ture of a man. At night they dis­ap­peared into the woods or fields and made love un­til dawn, for they both loved to screw. Mer­lin showed Nimue how she could give her­self any num­ber of sex­ual ex­plo­sions by sheer force of thought, with­out touch­ing her cli­toris and much more. He en­joyed watch­ing her mas­tur­bate, be­cause for all her love of fuck­ing, the fairy was hope­lessly ad­dicted to mas­tur­ba­tion by her na­ture. 


The seven years were up far too quickly. Mer­lin had known about his fate all along. Nimue con­ceived his child be­fore do­ing the in­evitable and putting Mer­lin to sleep in a hid­den cave us­ing magic. 


Mer­lin would not awaken again un­til the last fairy had died. 
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Celtic Sex­u­al­ity


by Jack Faber © 2021




Celts and Welsh did not let Ro­man rule change their ju­ris­dic­tion or their sex­ual cus­toms. They did not as­so­ciate love with sex­u­al­ity, for love and friend­ship be­longed to­gether. It was clear to both men and women that hu­mans needed fuck­ing like food and drink, there was no hors­ing around as in later gen­er­a­tions. And they did it with­out shy­ness or shame, be­cause there was no con­cept of sex­ual of­fenses. Peo­ple who did not show any sex­u­al­ity were out­siders. Adult women didn’t give hand­jobs, that was kid’s stuff. Blowjobs among adults were con­sid­ered kinky, but it was found among very young girls who were afraid their lit­tle vagi­nas were too tight to fuck. They will­ingly gave hand­jobs or blowjobs and swal­lowed the cum.


They got down to busi­ness with­out a lot of words, the only thing that mat­tered was the virtue of the woman. Usu­ally the woman rec­og­nized when a man had sex­ual urge and came to meet her. Al­most all women be­haved ac­cord­ingly, it was an un­writ­ten law, and women who did not be­have ac­cord­ingly soon fell into dis­re­pute.  Men wore only short tu­nics ex­cept for win­ter, so women could im­me­di­ately rec­og­nize his erec­tion. The short tu­nic was one of the few things adopted from the Ro­mans — it in­ge­niously pro­moted fuck­ing. Nor­mally the men’s cock was cov­ered by the tu­nic, but the women had learned from an early age to sneak a peek un­der the tu­nic and look closely at the cock, which was very im­por­tant. A re­laxed, soft cock did not arouse any de­sire, but if his cock was rubbed stiff, swollen thick and hang­ing down heav­ily, the women knew that he had to squirt out his se­men quickly. Also that it was high time when the glans had fought its way through the fore­skin and swelled. No words were needed, some clear touches or looks were enough.


Mostly ev­ery­thing went schemat­i­cally. 9 out of 10 men who en­tered the kitchen with their goods also wanted to fuck. Some men ex­cited them­selves with their hands be­fore en­ter­ing the kitchen. They were mostly traders and sup­pli­ers, hunters and trap­pers or drifters who quickly found out where they could get a quick fuck, the sta­tus of the men did not mat­ter. The ex­cep­tion was ser­vants from neigh­bor­ing or dis­tant farms who brought mes­sages and goods. If they were seen to have a stiff rubbed or swollen cock, they were al­lowed to fuck a maid of their choice. Only in very rare cases did the lady of the house al­low her­self to be fucked by such a ser­vant, es­pe­cially if he was promis­ingly well en­dowed. Some lords of a court used the op­por­tu­nity un­der a pre­text to le­git­i­mately fuck his neigh­bor’s wife. The more de­sir­able a woman was, the more of­ten she re­ceived vis­its from her horny neigh­bors. 


Nearly none of the men came in fully erect, but the skilled mis­tress no­ticed the stiffly rubbed and thickly swollen cock hang­ing heav­ily un­der the tu­nic. Usu­ally the mis­tress de­ter­mined with a glance which maid was al­lowed to fuck him; only rarely did she fuck men from lower classes and cared mainly for equals or well en­dowed ones. Many mis­tresses, how­ever, made no dis­tinc­tions and fucked as of­ten as they wanted. She grasped the cock and with a few moves made him stand. The maids made way in­stantly and the mis­tress lay down with her up­per body and breasts on the ta­ble top. The maids paused in their work and watched cu­ri­ously, for the mis­tress did not have to hide any­thing from them. It would have been un­seemly for both a mis­tress and a maid to fuck naked, al­though some did, these also let them­selves be fucked in the ass. The man flipped the skirt up just enough to ex­pose the ass, spread­ing the ass cheeks with both hands so that the vagi­nal en­trance was also di­lated. The man quickly pen­e­trated and be­gan to ram. Some maids stood di­ag­o­nally be­hind the man to get a good view of the mis­tress’s vagina and the cock thrust­ing in­side. If he was very steady, you could hear the ex­cited gasps of the mis­tress and her moans as she cli­maxed. Very few men re­mained erect af­ter squirt­ing and con­tin­ued to fuck and squirt un­til their cocks went limp. These were the ones who brought the mis­tress to cli­max time and time again. But most of them just fucked very fast and held on to their bare ass cheeks. They spread their ass cheeks and vagi­nas with ex­cite­ment while thrust­ing hard and squirt­ing in the vagina with­out the mis­tress mak­ing a sound. The maids fon­dled their clits through the coarse fab­ric, for there was not enough time to slip their hand un­der their skirt. Only the well‐bred men thanked her, the mis­tress straight­ened up with flash­ing eyes and looked proudly at her maids, then the work con­tin­ued. It was ex­actly the same when the mis­tress or­dered a maid to be fucked in her place; of course she knew ex­actly which maid liked to be fucked or whose turn it was. The whole thing lasted only a few min­utes and of course had a com­pletely dif­fer­ent sta­tus than the plea­sur­able, long fuck­ing at night with the hus­band. The mis­tress did not lose a word if one or the other maid was aroused and then sat down in front of the fire­place, pushed up her skirt and rubbed her clit, that was her right. Mostly she stood next to it and pa­tiently watched her maid mas­tur­bate, she didn’t see that of­ten.


So in ap­prox­i­mately it had to run off to let the men fuck in the state of emer­gency. There were of course women who com­plied with this un­writ­ten law, but only re­luc­tantly and with­out pas­sion. New­ly­weds who hoped to be im­preg­nated by their hus­bands did not par­tic­i­pate in fuck­ing un­til they be­came preg­nant. Most women, how­ever, young and old, loved the var­ied fuck­ing and made the most of it. The older they got, the more of­ten they left the fuck­ing to the younger maids. Those who couldn’t cli­max dur­ing short fucks would put a fin­ger on the clit while fuck­ing and trig­ger their cli­max them­selves. If the squirt­ing came too quickly, she would lie on the kitchen ta­ble for a long time rub­bing her clit to cli­max. The maids im­me­di­ately stood be­hind her bare ass, look­ing at her labia and clit. They watched her clit rub­bing fas­ci­nated, be­cause they didn’t see that of­ten, that the mis­tress rubbed her clit to cli­max.


It was a priv­i­lege of the mis­tress to let the man fuck her and get cli­maxes. One did not hes­i­tate long, the mis­tress lifted the skirt in place and brought the stiff cock in front of her vagi­nal en­trance or pushed the cock into the vagina her­self with her hand. Some let them­selves be fucked from the front, face to face half stand­ing, but most let them­selves be fucked only from be­hind. Af­ter all, the main thing was to squirt his ex­cess se­men in­side. Mostly she let the man pen­e­trate quickly from be­hind and cum as fast as he could. It was a purely sex­ual act with no emo­tional in­volve­ment, usu­ally done fast and quickly. 


Some re­spectable woman reg­u­larly com­pleted a dozen or two sex­ual acts each week, and her rep­u­ta­tion with her maids grew the more fre­quently she al­lowed her­self to be fucked. Preg­nant women fucked un­til just be­fore their due date. The clever ones among the mis­tresses made sure that all the maids also came in one af­ter the other and were al­lowed to be fucked. The maids were very grate­ful be­cause the mis­tress waived a priv­i­lege and re­warded them with a good fuck. Of course, they all tried to get fucked as long as pos­si­ble and make him squirt again as of­ten as pos­si­ble. Of course, af­ter be­ing fucked, they were al­lowed to mas­tur­bate them­selves un­til they were done. Of­ten the mis­tress would give an or­der to a maid to get fucked when she didn’t feel like it her­self, that was her right. The maids paused in their work and low­ered their gaze, but they watched very closely as the mis­tress or maid got fucked. It was al­ways in­ter­est­ing to watch oth­ers be­ing fucked, and those who could would get very close to watch the vagina and the cock thrust­ing in­side it be­ing fucked. No one minded if one cu­ri­ously ap­proached to within a few inches. When one maid was be­ing fucked, the oth­ers would come very close and cheer the cou­ple on. Some­times they would play a trick on the mis­tress: gig­gling, they would arouse the tes­ti­cles of the man, who would im­me­di­ately cum and step aside. Spell­bound, they then watched the mis­tress in her des­per­ate mas­tur­ba­tion. The maids stood crowded be­hind her naked ass and stared un­blink­ingly at the bare but­tocks and the fin­ger that ro­tated and rubbed be­tween the labia on the clit. A loud sigh could be heard when the mis­tress had not come again and had to start all over again. It took a very long time un­til the mis­tress fi­nally came ex­plod­ing. The mis­tress played an­noy­ance, but she had to smile se­cretly be­cause they had made her mas­tur­bate while look­ing at her cunt. The maids oth­er­wise saw the mas­tur­ba­tion of their mis­tress only dur­ing or af­ter fuck­ing, when she had not cli­maxed while fuck­ing.


Al­though it was frowned upon to give hand­jobs or blowjobs, some men in­sisted. The mis­tress shrugged her shoul­ders and looked to the maids to see whose turn it was or who felt like it. A maid then stepped for­ward and knelt down in front of him. She bared her breasts and be­gan to rub the cock. Some­times she would let him squirt on her breasts, but most would let him squirt in her mouth. She sucked and sucked the cock while rub­bing it. Then she opened her mouth wide, rubbed the cock fu­ri­ously, and let it cum deep in her throat. The se­men could be spit out or swal­lowed. The maids could not look away be­cause of cu­rios­ity, but they felt sorry for the mis­tress who had to watch this, be­cause all this was very un­seemly and very per­verted. If the mis­tress did not like to watch or par­tic­i­pate her­self, they tried not to let such men come for­ward to the mis­tress at all. The maids would suck and lick the cock and let it squirt deep down their throats, then they would send the man away. Usu­ally two maids took care of the blowjob, keep­ing the mouth open for so long was ex­haust­ing, so they took turns do­ing the per­ver­sion of a blowjob. Of course all maids could give a blowjob, but above all they wanted to pro­tect the honor of the mis­tress.


There were of course mis­tresses with les­bian ten­den­cies, that was gen­er­ally ac­cepted and did not dam­age her virtue at all. Af­ter all, she did her duty and let her­self be fucked by all men who needed it. On days when no men came by to fuck and there wasn’t too much work to do, they would cud­dle and fon­dle a maid in heat. Be it on a bench or on the kitchen ta­ble, they un­cov­ered the cunt of the maid and rubbed her clit or licked the clit to cli­max. The other maids stood all around and watched fas­ci­nated when mis­tress and maid gave each other cli­maxes. They were es­pe­cially fas­ci­nated by the lick­ing, which was very rarely seen. How­ever, it was not ap­pre­ci­ated when two maids en­gaged in les­bian acts, which nev­er­the­less hap­pened of­ten enough in all se­crecy. 


You fucked face to face if you knew each other well or it was the mis­tress who needed the fuck­ing aroused with horni­ness and did not want to get the fuck­ing over with quickly. It was much more dif­fi­cult for a woman to find some­one when she her­self was horny and needed it im­me­di­ately. On the one hand, she needed a safe place be­cause she usu­ally wanted to be fucked longer to get to nice cli­maxes. On the other hand, the mis­tress needed a stead­fast fuck part­ner, so she re­sorted to those whose stead­fast­ness she al­ready knew. Well, if the steady one was one of the well‐hung ser­vants of the house, as so of­ten, she had to be very, very care­ful. She re­lied on her maids, one had to be a look­out, the oth­ers stood around her and looked at the mon­key‐horny mis­tress and the po­tent cock of the lover. No mis­tress had a prob­lem with her maids wit­ness­ing her horni­ness and watch­ing her fuck. It was quite nat­u­ral that some maids slipped a hand un­der the skirt or pulled up the skirt and played with their own clit. So it was not only the mis­tress who got cli­maxes. Some maids hud­dled next to the fuck­ers and mas­tur­bated as long as the fuck­ing lasted. Mis­tress and lover watched them mas­tur­bate dur­ing the fuck­ing and drew re­newed plea­sure from it. When the lover took a break, a maid would stroke the mis­tress’s cli­toris to main­tain sex­ual ten­sion or, if de­sired, rub the cli­toris to cli­max. The mas­ter of the house had it much eas­ier, his maids were his prop­erty and he could fuck them with­out re­stric­tion when­ever he felt like it. Their wives had to ac­cept it silently, it was an an­cient right and did not dam­age the mas­ter’s rep­u­ta­tion at all. Some wives did not ac­cept it and took the lib­erty of screw­ing a well‐hung ser­vant. This of­ten led to quar­rels, but most men had no in­flu­ence on who his wife fucked. They knew, of course, that their wives fucked horny men ev­ery day; it was an un­writ­ten law. How­ever, if ser­vants were caught fuck­ing maids or even the mis­tress, then it was about the mas­ter’s prop­erty and they were beaten mer­ci­lessly.


One way to have a lit­tle bit of life af­ter work was sex­u­al­ity. It was, as far as pos­si­ble, en­joyed to the fullest. Widely spread was the su­per­sti­tion that a woman could be­come preg­nant only if the man squirted into her dur­ing her cli­max, per­haps the Ro­mans had also spread this fairy tale. The Ro­mans had been able to teach the Celts and Welsh only a su­per­fi­cial sense of fi­delity, ab­sti­nence, and adul­tery, and now that they were gone it was crum­bling away. Above all, ab­sti­nence fell on deaf Celtic ears — only a fool re­frained from fuck­ing or mas­tur­ba­tion! If a woman was caught in fla­grante delicto (which hap­pened only rarely), she earned at most mock­ery or short‐lived con­tempt of the be­trayed hus­band. Many hus­bands were not in­ter­ested in the fact that their wives, fol­low­ing the un­writ­ten law, fucked men who were in dire need of it. They grum­bled good‐na­turedly if they hap­pened to be eye­wit­nesses, but they knew this law and found noth­ing wrong with it. They be­came an­gry only if a se­ri­ous ri­val ap­peared and threat­ened to take away their wife. The woman was his prop­erty, that’s what he fought for. Many a man dis­cov­ered his voyeuris­tic streak when he watched his wife fuck. Some had even made a friendly ar­range­ment with their wives and were al­lowed to watch the fuck­ing in se­cret. The wives re­al­ized that the hus­bands loved the heart pound­ing of se­cretly watch­ing as if they were hunt­ing, but that it also sat­is­fied their ex­hi­bi­tion­ist ten­den­cies. The vast ma­jor­ity of women had no qualms about be­ing se­cretly watched be­ing fucked by men in need or hav­ing pretty maids fucked in their place if they knew the tastes of the se­cret ob­server. The mis­tress es­pe­cially sought out maids who fucked par­tic­u­larly pas­sion­ately and grace­fully. If the mis­tress was not present, they sucked and licked the cocks to be fucked one more time. The maids, of course, did not know that the mas­ter was spy­ing on them.


The Ro­mans had never suc­ceeded in abol­ish­ing pa­gan mar­riage. Girls were usu­ally mar­ried young, at 16 or 17. In ad­di­tion to the feast, there were two fixed com­po­nents: the bride­groom’s solemn, pub­lic procla­ma­tion that he was to take the bride as his wife, and the first mar­i­tal in­ter­course. From the king down, the first in­ter­course had to take place in front of wit­nesses, who then pub­licly tes­ti­fied to it. In ru­ral ar­eas, it was usu­ally a few women who acted as wit­nesses. Af­ter the groom had fucked the bride in the pres­ence of the wit­nesses, the bride had to openly present her filled love ves­sel to the wit­nesses with her legs spread wide. The wit­nesses were al­lowed to touch, grope and in­spect her cunt for as long as they wanted. One looked into the horny‐wet vagina and nod­ded with sat­is­fac­tion. They de­voted them­selves to the clit, which was still ex­cited from fuck­ing. She was not al­lowed to close her legs and had to push her pu­bic for­ward. Not in­fre­quently, the young bride gasped and moaned with plea­sure when her clit was touched and gen­tly teased. An old woman with del­i­cacy brought her to the high­est ex­cite­ment and made her ex­plode, the beau­ti­ful vagina pressed out the se­men in bumps and it slowly over­flowed her pu­bic fold. The old woman spread the se­men on her vagi­nal en­trance with her fin­ger and ex­cited the clit all over again. The sec­ond ex­plo­sion came sur­pris­ingly quickly, the old woman stroked her hand sooth­ingly over the cheeks of the dis­torted face. The wit­nesses left the bed­cham­ber, the mar­riage was thus le­git­imized.


To be fucked from be­hind, ex­cept when fuck­ing with a horny stranger, was con­sid­ered dis­hon­or­able. One fucked only his maids or sub­or­di­nates from be­hind, be­cause they were only prop­erty and were also not asked. This was known to all. A cov­etous look from the mas­ter of the house was enough and the maid bent over the back of a chair joy­fully, sur­ren­dered or sighed, or propped her­self up bent over in front. He only needed to flip up her skirt to fuck her. Most of the time it didn’t take any words to re­duce the horni­ness and squirt the se­men into the maid. The maid let the se­men squirt into her with­out re­sis­tance and had to be sat­is­fied with the re­lieved grunt of the mas­ter or a friendly slap on the butt. If the mas­ter was par­tic­u­larly sat­is­fied, he stroked her ass and breasts and said some­thing nice. Then the maids had a good chance to be fucked more of­ten by the mas­ter or to gain cer­tain ad­van­tages. Ser­vants of the house, how­ever, played with their lives when they fucked a maid or even the mis­tress, be­cause they be­longed to the mas­ter. 


Ser­vants as well as maids were strictly for­bid­den to fuck with each other — they were mostly slaves from the cam­paigns of King Arthur. Ex­cepted were preg­nant maids, they in­creased the prop­erty of the mas­ter. They were there­fore al­lowed to fuck to their heart’s con­tent and were there­fore much sought af­ter by the ser­vants. Ser­vants and maids were al­lowed only mas­tur­ba­tion. No one dis­turbed them dur­ing mas­tur­ba­tion, even if they did it un­abashedly dur­ing the day. The sense of shame was very weak at that time, you peed or sat­is­fied your­self where you were, it was noth­ing spe­cial and noth­ing to hide shame­fully. The ser­vants grinned wryly when a maid blushed at her squirt­ing and slipped a hand un­der her skirt or squat­ted down in a quiet cor­ner. The maids would then flip up their skirts and spread their bent legs be­cause it gave them a bet­ter chance to rub their clits. Dur­ing lunch breaks, it some­times hap­pened that maid and farm­hand sat op­po­site each other in the barn or in the field and ex­posed their cunts, which ex­cited both equally. The maid spread her legs and de­vot­edly rubbed her clit, he ex­cit­edly rubbed his cock and squirted in a high arc on her fin­gers, clit and pu­bic cleft. When no one was look­ing, he knelt up at her cli­max and very quickly fucked the twitch­ing and quiv­er­ing vagina, squirt­ing his seed into her. She cheered him on when it wasn’t enough and they fucked as long as they could. 


On many farms, ser­vants and maids slept in a com­mu­nal cham­ber, of­ten there were up to 40 in one dor­mi­tory. Nu­dity was taken for granted, as was jerk­ing off or clit rub­bing when it was needed im­me­di­ately. There was no sense of shame, one un­abashedly spread one’s legs and sat­is­fied one­self, re­gard­less of whether any­one was watch­ing. On the con­trary, one nod­ded to them in a friendly and en­cour­ag­ing man­ner.  Some maids mas­tur­bated  provoca­tively, hop­ing that one would lose con­trol and fuck them in cli­max. There was no en­ter­tain­ment af­ter work, they lay down with each other on the hard bed­ding. The only change was that it was easy to change part­ners, rarely did solid part­ner­ships form. Most of the time, af­ter night­fall, you went to bed dead tired, and in the dark you could only hear the huff­ing and puff­ing when some­one came to squirt or a maid reached cli­max. Cud­dling, cud­dling and stroking, that felt so good! One lay naked to­gether, stroked and ex­plored the other body end­lessly and en­joyed the rise of sex­ual ex­cite­ment. When a new cou­ple lay to­gether, they ca­ressed each other and cu­ri­ously ex­plored the new body. The maid stroked the cock and pal­pated it cu­ri­ously as it grad­u­ally be­came hard and stiff. The ser­vant was used to mas­tur­ba­tion and be­gan to rub him­self, she gen­tly stroked his in­ner thighs and tes­ti­cles. Be­fore he squirted, she touched his cock and ex­cited him while he squirted. Af­ter­wards, she leaned back and rubbed her clit. He also stroked her in­ner thighs and when she sighed cli­maxes, he stroked her labia. As soon as she rose to the fi­nale, he with­drew his hand as she winced and cow­ered in a great ex­plo­sion. 


Not so of­ten did gen­eral sex­ual to­geth­er­ness oc­cur. Usu­ally ev­ery­one was dead tired and not think­ing about sex. But there were also days that were not so ex­haust­ing and af­ter work there was still enough en­ergy left for sex. Only very few maids gave a hand job, there all gath­ered cu­ri­ously around the two and watched horny. When she had let him squirt, she con­tin­ued with an­other.


Quite rarely two maids laid naked to each other, cud­dled and touched each other com­pletely shame­less and provoca­tive. They sat­is­fied or let them­selves be sat­is­fied with the fin­gers of the other. This was rare, but nei­ther in­de­cent nor per­verted, yet ev­ery­one gath­ered around the girls and gawked. The girls did it in front of the spec­ta­tors be­cause the ex­hibit­ing ex­cited them even more. They grinned sur­rep­ti­tiously when se­men splat­tered on their bod­ies. Ev­ery­one stood around and gawked when the girls licked the clit for a very long time un­til they cli­maxed, it was very kinky but ex­cit­ing. Of­ten the girl lick­ing was fucked at the same time be­cause her ass wig­gled so en­tic­ingly and she was ob­vi­ously ea­ger for the by­standers to fuck her and cum in­side her, of­ten more than a dozen; once the in­hi­bi­tions were over­come, the ser­vants fucked her to their hearts’ con­tent. Les­bian part­ner­ships were ex­tremely rare, but al­most ev­ery woman en­gaged in les­bian acts on oc­ca­sion, be­cause only women knew the fe­male cunt so well and it was nei­ther in­de­cent nor per­verse. It was not by chance that many cou­ples shared the mar­riage bed with a young girl in three­somes and both mas­ter and mis­tress fucked the girl. The mas­ter got ex­cited at the les­bian play of his wives and was able to mount one or the other.


Even more per­verted were those old maids who could not find a part­ner to fuck, but per­vert­edly sucked a cock in their mouths and rubbed it un­til it squirted. A gen­eral mur­mur went through the au­di­ence when she opened her mouth wide, rubbed the cock fu­ri­ously and let it squirt deep into her throat. In re­turn, she de­manded that he fuck her hard af­ter­wards. She did ev­ery­thing she could to make him stiff again. The spec­ta­tors grinned be­cause the pen­e­tra­tion into the tight old vagina was not so easy and the fuck­ing and cli­maxes of the old woman looked funny, but they cheered the ser­vant to keep his prom­ise. The old woman al­most passed away with plea­sure when he fi­nally cum. 


Ser­vants as well as maids feared cor­po­ral pun­ish­ment, so most ser­vants squirted them­selves and the maid also sat­is­fied her­self as of­ten as she wanted. If one dared, the cou­ples fucked and hoped not to be caught. Only on care­lessly man­aged farms did ser­vants and maids fuck each other un­in­hib­it­edly. Preg­nan­cies were wel­come, they in­creased the mas­ter’s prop­erty. Chil­dren learned mas­tur­ba­tion from ser­vants and maids who squirted or rubbed the cli­toris quite un­abashedly. Not in­fre­quently they went very close, they wanted to see ev­ery­thing up close. The chil­dren grew up with it and im­i­tated it, es­pe­cially when they had watched the fuck­ing. The ras­cals would hoot when a lit­tle boy drilled his lit­tle cock into a small vagina and fucked away. He was con­sid­ered a cham­pion when the girl let him cum in­side. Of course, it also spurred oth­ers to fuck spon­ta­neously. 


The mis­tress of the house did not have the same free­dom that their mas­ter took. They re­mained vir­tu­ous, but they se­cretly fucked any­one they could get hold of. A woman was con­sid­ered vir­tu­ous if she could keep her love af­fairs se­cret. She was still con­sid­ered vir­tu­ous if she let her­self be jumped by ac­quain­tances or strangers, but it never be­came known. This was true for all re­spectable women. A woman lost her honor only when she was caught in fla­grante delicto. If she stole, lied or slan­dered, there was usu­ally a beat­ing, but her honor re­mained un­touched. The mas­ter al­ways spoke only of his vir­tu­ous, hon­or­able wife, even when he knew bet­ter. Pass­ing wan­der­ers were usu­ally a wel­come change, they did the fuck­ing quickly and hastily, rarely need­ing many words. The women liked to go away from the res­i­den­tial ar­eas, be­cause the clan­des­tine fuck­ing with wild strangers and strays was nicely ex­cit­ing. On ex­e­cu­tion day, how­ever, they could let the sow out and be fucked with­out re­straint by any­one, their lord and mas­ter had to put up with that. 


In­cest was not a con­cept at that time, al­though it was wide­spread. Af­ter all, it was of­ten un­clear whether a child came from the mas­ter, the ser­vant, a stranger to the wild, or one’s own son. The Old Peo­ple had cre­ated a set of rules that served above all re­pro­duc­tion, male and fe­male should fuck freely and with­out re­stric­tion, as of­ten as they liked — preg­nan­cies should be the rule, not the ex­cep­tion. Es­pe­cially in ru­ral ar­eas or on small, re­mote farms, the sex­ual ed­u­ca­tion of chil­dren was the re­spon­si­bil­ity of the moth­ers. Af­ter all, the men of­ten came home dead tired from heavy field work or hunt­ing, so there wasn’t much en­ergy left for sex or child rear­ing. 


Moth­ers sucked, licked, and rubbed their young sons’ cocks in their mouths to in­crease and strengthen their erec­tile ca­pac­ity. Once he was able to squirt, she taught him how she pre­ferred to be squirted in her mouth. Some just wanted to be squirted be­tween the lips or in the front of the mouth and spit out the se­men, oth­ers wanted him to cum all the way down their throats and swal­lowed the se­men. Mere hand­jobs or mas­tur­bate the son was frowned upon, al­though many moth­ers gave hand­jobs with rel­ish in­stead of be­ing squirted in their mouths. Or they taught the boy how to best sat­isfy them­selves and how to do it sev­eral times in a row. They watched them mas­tur­bate with glit­ter­ing eyes and caught the cum with their cupped hand. If a mother wanted to en­cour­age squirt­ing, she would rub the boy’s cock with her hand or in her mouth for many months, mak­ing him squirt in her mouth un­til he squirted in rich jets. 


When he could then squirt well at 13, she taught him to fuck, some even ear­lier. It was not un­com­mon for sons to ad­di­tion­ally want to be rubbed and squirt in her mouth or get a hand­job. The more of­ten the son squirted, the bet­ter it was for his se­men pro­duc­tion and loin strength, so the mother made sure he came to her for a fuck, hand­job, or squirt in her mouth as of­ten as pos­si­ble. In the coun­try blowjobs and cum swal­low­ing were very com­mon, it seemed to please moth­ers and sons alike. There was also noth­ing wrong with brother and sis­ter fuck­ing each other, be­cause daugh­ters should also gain ex­pe­ri­ence in fuck­ing when they were older than 13. Fa­thers fucked their daugh­ters from the age of 13 when­ever there was sex­ual at­trac­tion be­tween them; of­ten they were the only men on their farm. On their 13th birth­day, the girls fi­nally be­came women; be­fore that, they were not al­lowed to fuck.


Both boys and girls were not sup­posed to act out their sex­u­al­ity openly un­til they were 13, this rule of the Old Peo­ple was gen­er­ally fol­lowed. One re­frained from this rule if young peo­ple had sex with each other be­fore the age of 13, al­though it was ac­tu­ally un­seemly and for­bid­den. Ex­cep­tions were, of course, moth­ers, who usu­ally be­gan sex ed­u­ca­tion of their sons from the age of 8. Adults — mostly men — got them­selves into big, very big prob­lems if they ap­proached other peo­ple’s chil­dren. The vil­lage com­mu­nity judged very harshly, be­cause pe­dophiles were the very last thing for them. Be­fore the Ro­man rule they were cas­trated and chased away, the Ro­mans for­bade cas­tra­tion. They now re­ceived a se­vere beat­ing and were ban­ished from the vil­lage or dis­trict. They lost all rights and if, for ex­am­ple, an an­gry fa­ther beat them to death, it was not con­sid­ered mur­der. The rule of the 13th year was strictly ob­served by the fol­low­ers of the Old Peo­ple.


This thir­teen came about slowly af­ter the Ro­mans banned and pre­vented sum­mer night fires in the sa­cred groves. In the sa­cred groves, be­fore Ro­man times, peo­ple cel­e­brated the fer­til­ity god­dess Epona, druids and chief­tains de­flow­ered 13 year olds in a fes­tive ini­ti­a­tion rite and the rau­cous feast ended only at sun­rise. No man or woman could es­cape the gen­eral fuck­ing, one chose one’s part­ners with­out re­gard to ex­ist­ing mar­riages and also took no ac­count of whether one was de­sired as a fuck­ing part­ner. No force had to be used if a man took a woman against her will. Many de­sires were solved this way with or with­out vi­o­lence, many new love af­fairs were cre­ated in pub­lic and sex­ual ten­sions were re­leased. Men could fi­nally fuck a beloved woman again, even if her hus­band protested loudly. Some women grinned at their im­po­tent hus­bands and en­joyed be­ing fucked. Women who never had men visit them on re­mote farms here let them­selves be fucked by ten or more men. The se­men flowed in streams, some women con­ceived, preg­nant women could quench the burn­ing de­sire in their pu­bic. To the Ro­mans, these bar­baric feasts seemed a ter­ri­ble and per­verse for­ni­ca­tion, es­pe­cially since they were not in­vited. For two hun­dred years the fires did not burn, but slowly dur­ing this time the thir­teen arose.


The smarter girls didn’t wait of course, they fucked as soon as they could. They didn’t care much for thir­teen, but en­joyed sex with their par­ents to the fullest — it wasn’t hard to play the naive. How­ever, the ma­jor­ity was sim­ple‐minded, they waited im­pa­tiently for their thir­teen and com­mit­ted the event as vir­gins. What did this event look like? Dur­ing the week of the thir­teen, the girls had to sleep with their par­ents. The par­ents chose a time in the win­ter when there was lit­tle work to be done, be­cause dur­ing the week of the thir­teen they could hardly get out of bed. The girls were ex­cep­tion­ally al­lowed to drink al­co­hol to over­come their fears and in­hi­bi­tions. Many a keg of strong beer and a few bot­tles of wine, but mostly home dis­tilled liquor, were drunk on the oc­ca­sion of the joy­ous event to put the lit­tle daugh­ter in the mood. The par­ents taught the girl ev­ery­thing she needed to know. First, the girl learned ev­ery­thing about mas­tur­ba­tion, al­though some, of course, al­ready knew. The mother kept demon­strat­ing to her how mas­tur­ba­tion went, sat­is­fy­ing her­self and the girl with her fin­gers. Most of the girls were very, very em­bar­rassed at first to sat­isfy them­selves in the pres­ence of their par­ents, but they had to re­peat it over and over again un­til the mother was sat­is­fied. For the fa­thers this phase was very ex­cit­ing. The girl then learned to wash her fa­ther’s body thor­oughly, touch­ing his cock for the first time. She learned to wash and rub the cock un­til it squirted — the first seed be­longed to the god­dess Epona. She watched the mother make the cock stiff again with a hand job or her mouth. She learned when to stop at the hand­job when all you wanted to do was make the cock stiff. She learned to do a hand­job to make her fa­ther squirt, which was im­por­tant when you didn’t want to fuck for a va­ri­ety of rea­sons. It was the same with the blowjob, it could serve to stiffen, but also as a sub­sti­tute for fuck­ing. That’s when the girl had to learn to let her fa­ther squirt in her mouth and swal­low the cum. She would use it at the lat­est when she her­self would have sons one day. The girl was ex­plained in de­tail the im­por­tance of ma­ter­nal blowjobs to strengthen the erec­tile ca­pac­ity and se­men pro­duc­tion of sons and was prac­ti­cally demon­strated on the fa­ther’s cock. She watched the par­ents fuck up close, pal­pat­ing the ure­thra as the se­men rushed through in bursts and as the mother rubbed the clit to ex­plode at the ex­act mo­ment of his squirt. She had to touch the par­ents’ pri­vate parts while they fucked and look very closely at ex­actly how it was hap­pen­ing. She could ask any­thing and got hon­est and de­tailed an­swers. She con­sci­en­tiously washed the par­ents’ pri­vate parts and then had to shyly ex­cite the cock and clit al­ter­nately with her hand and mouth so that the par­ents could con­tinue. She learned from the mother to give a good blowjob and, of course, to lick the fe­male cli­toris to the high­est ex­cite­ment or cli­max. Es­pe­cially to learn the lick­ing was ex­ceed­ingly im­por­tant, be­cause it was needed dur­ing the fa­ther’s breaks for recre­ation. The mother let her­self fall com­pletely while the girl licked her. And since the girl was only al­lowed to watch but not par­tic­i­pate at the be­gin­ning of that week, be­ing licked was quite won­der­ful for re­leas­ing the mother’s sex­ual ten­sion. If the ten­sion was too great and the mother did not feel like lick­ing, she could sat­isfy her­self. To learn all this was enough of en­light­en­ment. The mother de­cided on what day the daugh­ter be­came a woman. 


On thir­teen it­self it be­gan as usual, the girl was al­lowed to drink some cups of liquor also on her feast day. She washed the fa­ther and had him squirt­ing in honor of Epona. Af­ter that, she lay on her naked mother’s lap with her legs spread and the fa­ther waited pa­tiently un­til the mother had suf­fi­ciently aroused her clit and the girl was breath­lessly ready for the big mo­ment. He lay on top of her and waited pa­tiently un­til the girl pushed his cock into her vagi­nal en­trance with one hand. Care­fully he pierced the del­i­cate hy­men so that it tore. She emit­ted a small wail­ing sound and ex­haled ex­cit­edly — now she had be­come a woman! Her mother stroked her head and face sooth­ingly while he gen­tly fucked her. He only let go of her af­ter he had squirted it all in. When the fa­ther liked it, they stayed in bed so he could fuck them both in turn, as of­ten as he could. The mother taught her how to sup­port the fuck­ing with the move­ments of the ab­domen. For most girls, thir­teen was the most im­por­tant event in their youth. From that day on, she al­ways had to ask her mother for per­mis­sion if she wanted to fuck her fa­ther. There were daugh­ters who didn’t ask for months and there were oth­ers who couldn’t fuck the fa­ther of­ten enough.


It also hap­pened that a girl felt very re­pulsed by fuck­ing when thir­teen. She was a bad fuck part­ner all her life and re­jected her ad­mir­ers. The fa­ther had no choice but to take her to his bed year af­ter year in win­ter; the Old Folk had or­dained it that way. She could not refuse, the mother was on his side, fol­lowed the cus­tom and brought her to the mar­riage bed. It was not easy for the mother to do with­out her hus­band dur­ing this time; for weeks and months she had only mas­tur­ba­tion left. The fa­thers could not com­plain about hav­ing a younger bed­fel­low for a few months, and this also usu­ally re­vived the mar­i­tal sex life. The girl could not refuse ei­ther, as the par­ents treated her very sweetly and kindly. Night af­ter night the scene re­peated it­self. The girl drank sev­eral large cups of liquor to drop her in­hi­bi­tions and not re­sist the in­evitable. Only then did she drop her clothes and lay shyly be­tween her fa­ther and mother. The mother rubbed her clit and the fa­ther kissed and hugged her and af­ter some time lay down on top of her. She hes­i­tantly spread her legs to give room for her fa­ther and his cock. Her vagina was tense so that the fa­ther could not pen­e­trate im­me­di­ately. Her mother rubbed her clit sen­si­tively and as soon as she was a lit­tle aroused, her mother gen­tly plunged his cock into her tight vagina. Fa­ther and mother took turns kiss­ing her so that she was aroused by their tongue kisses, the mother con­tin­ued to rub her clit very slowly to dis­tract her from get­ting fucked and squirt­ing. When the daugh­ter no­ticed that he was thrust­ing quite wildly, she would stare at him with her eyes wide open. She squinted her eyes and groaned in fright when he squirted in. Her ab­domen twitched and un­du­lated as if she were hav­ing a cli­max — but per­haps she was ac­tu­ally hav­ing one. Many a drunken girl, how­ever, didn’t even re­al­ize she was be­ing screwed be­cause she was highly aroused while rub­bing her clit, and laughed with sat­is­fac­tion af­ter her mother had brought her to her fi­nal cli­max af­ter squirt­ing. When the fa­ther took a break, he and the daugh­ter would watch the mother mas­tur­bate and be re‐in­spired. Over time, the girls got used to booz­ing and fuck­ing and soon had no prob­lem get­ting drunk and then fuck­ing their fa­ther in a tense, ner­vous way. But he re­mained her only one and she fucked him ev­ery win­ter. The fi­nal thrust­ing and squirt­ing was al­ways a hor­ror to her. She al­ways looked at him ex­tremely tense and ter­ri­fied to en­dure his thrust­ing and squirt­ing in fear and anx­i­ety. She could never get used to him thrust­ing wildly like an an­i­mal in her vagina and jerk­ing his warm seed into her. The mother in­dulged in mas­tur­ba­tion be­side them when the daugh­ter had learned to cli­max while be­ing fucked or to trig­ger her clit her­self with her fin­ger. She did not sleep in her own bed again un­til the mother grad­u­ally dis­placed her or, in rare cases, when she had be­come preg­nant.


 Rarely were maids to be found on small farms, but they too took on the task of screw­ing the mis­tress’s or mas­ter’s son. Very of­ten moth­ers, daugh­ters or maids be­came preg­nant by the son — for sure one did not know it — that was al­ways an oc­ca­sion for joy. It was not an eater more, but a fu­ture worker who was ex­pected there. So the farms could grow, so the prop­erty grew. Fa­thers did not mind the fuck­ing or the preg­nan­cies, be­cause they too lived by the rules of the Old Peo­ple and ac­cepted fuck­ing with moth­ers, daugh­ters and maids. Only his bed, his mar­riage bed was taboo, it was con­sid­ered his per­sonal space and he alone de­ter­mined who could lie with him. He could even puni­tively ban­ish his wife, for ex­am­ple, who then slept with the maids. Or he could put one of the daugh­ters or maids in his bed if he felt like it, with­out his wife be­ing able to do any­thing about it. If a son wanted to fuck again in the evening or at night, he was not al­lowed to sim­ply traipse into the par­ents’ bed­room. He had to fuck a maid or a nurse in the bed­cham­ber. Oth­er­wise, the mother had to come into the chil­dren’s and maids’ bed­cham­ber and fuck him there. She was not shy about fuck­ing in the pres­ence of the chil­dren and maids; to­day’s con­cept of shame­ful­ness in sex­ual mat­ters did not ex­ist at all at that time. At the age of 12 or 13, the son was old enough to help his fa­ther with field work or hunt­ing. From the age of 13, he also went to the neigh­bor­ing farms to fuck with the mis­tress or her maids and daugh­ters. All this helped to mul­ti­ply the peo­ple. 






On The Pyre


by Jack Faber © 2021




The ju­di­ciary pun­ished ma­jor and se­ri­ous crimes with death, to men the sword, to women the Pyre.


Women at the stake at that time were pub­licly dis­played sex­u­ally and raped for hours in front of ev­ery­one un­til their end. The peo­ple thought they were en­ti­tled to this sex­ual per­ver­sion, the gen­eral sex­ual orgy was more im­por­tant to the jeer­ing peo­ple than the burn­ing it­self. The day of ex­e­cu­tion was a sin­gle sex­ual orgy and of­ten lasted long af­ter sun­set. There were also some sa­cred places where, al­though there were no ex­e­cu­tions, there were sex­ual or­gies in the sa­cred grove. The sex­ual mad­ness took hold of ev­ery­one, even pour­ing rain did not stop them from pub­lic fuck­ing, only the burn­ing could be can­celled. Some par­ents let their young chil­dren watch the go­ings‐on, sex­u­al­ity was noth­ing sin­ful or in­de­cent. The not yet sex­u­ally ma­ture chil­dren went very close and watched cu­ri­ously the gen­eral fuck­ing.


The con­demned woman had to brace her­self against the pole, stick­ing her ass out as far as she could, and was fucked from be­hind one by one by the ex­e­cu­tioner’s slaves. The con­demned knew that it was the last time to be fucked in this life and, fac­ing cer­tain death, wanted to ex­pe­ri­ence at least a lit­tle bit of the plea­sure of be­ing fucked again. Of­ten they fired up the ex­e­cu­tion­ers them­selves to drag out the fuck­ing for hours, be­cause af­ter­wards the fire was wait­ing. It was not un­com­mon for men to swing up to the podium and en­thu­si­as­ti­cally join in the fuck­ing. The younger or pret­tier the vic­tim, the longer the queue of men who could hardly wait to pen­e­trate and cum as fast as they could, as the queue hissed im­pa­tiently. Never was the con­vict younger than 40, and if the con­vict was al­ready old, the fuck­ing lasted only a short time and there was no queue. Older vic­tims vir­tu­ally begged to be fucked fur­ther to de­lay the burn­ing. 


The ex­e­cu­tioner’s slaves re­frained from rap­ing the very old, ex­pos­ing the old, wrin­kled body and ex­pos­ing the cunt with their hands so that the jeer­ing, boo­ing peo­ple could gawk at it for as long as they wanted. If the peo­ple de­manded it loudly, their coarse fin­gers played with the old labia and the an­cient tick­lers for as long as the peo­ple cheered them on. The old women moaned, whim­pered and groaned, the an­cient clits could only be brought to cli­max with dif­fi­culty. Each ad­di­tional cli­max be­came tor­ture. At the last cli­max they fucked the piti­ful old ones, re­deemed the tick­lers for the very last time. They fucked and choked the old ones dur­ing their wrig­gling cli­max un­til their eyes broke. They kept fuck­ing, spurt­ing their seed into the tight, flac­cid vagi­nas of the dead. 


Some of the con­demned fainted af­ter pro­longed fuck­ing, but the ser­vants held them down so their cronies could con­tinue fuck­ing the un­con­scious. The fuck­ing in front of the au­di­ence stopped only af­ter many hours, when the ser­vants and the men from the peo­ple had fucked enough. Of course, there were also the in­evitable ex­hi­bi­tion­ists who made the peo­ple jeer and shriek at the same time when they mas­tur­bated on the podium in front of a large au­di­ence one af­ter the other and squirted their se­men into the au­di­ence.


The con­vict wasn’t the only one get­ting fucked at this orgy, of course, but the fuck­ing was lost in the throng. Men who didn’t want to stand in line or on the podium ap­proached a ran­dom woman from be­hind in the gen­eral throng, grop­ing her butt and breasts with er­ratic, horny hands. Some women turned around be­cause they wanted to be fucked face to face. The oth­ers didn’t re­sist be­ing groped sex­u­ally. He flipped up her skirt, she bent over and pa­tiently let him fuck her. Some­times they didn’t know who they had just fucked. The women’s vagi­nas were soon full of se­men and it dripped to the floor. Most rarely got cli­maxes or only when they were fucked by sev­eral men in a row. The men were not afraid to pen­e­trate the wet and slip­pery vagi­nas and did not care that the vagina was al­ready full of se­men. One broke away from each other af­ter the squirt­ing and min­gled back into the throng. 


Some men fucked the women with their fin­gers when they just couldn’t get erect. Stupid with horni­ness they rammed the women with their fin­gers or tried to bring them to cli­max with clit rubs. 


They fucked even the most vir­tu­ous women, who nor­mally did not let them­selves be fucked, who now in­dis­crim­i­nately gave them­selves to ev­ery­one in fever­ish mad­ness. On the ex­e­cu­tion days, the ser­vants also had the chance to fuck un­til they dropped. Many of them se­cretly de­sired their mis­tress and used the op­por­tu­nity to fuck the vir­tu­ous in hot love af­ter line and thread. The mis­tress let the im­pro­pri­ety pass over her in love or smil­ing, be­cause out­side the orgy she could not al­low this im­pro­pri­ety. The ser­vant loved to pen­e­trate the vagina of the beloved mis­tress again and again and cum vi­o­lently. Even some boys who had never lain with a girl got aroused watch­ing and gave a jerk. An op­por­tu­nity they did not let pass. Im­i­tat­ing the big ones, they pushed their slen­der cocks un­steadily into the vagi­nas of adult and older women. Good‐na­tured women showed them what to do, they learned to fuck and squirt in sev­eral passes. The adult women’s vagi­nas were large, warm and wide and not as tight as their play­mates’, they were moist and warm and ea­ger for the boys’ seed. Some women were just ea­ger to screw as many young boys as pos­si­ble. Some boys didn’t need to learn any­thing, as their games with their peers of­ten ended with the win­ner be­ing al­lowed to fuck the play­mate very briefly and quickly. This didn’t last a minute and most girls only pushed him out of the vagina af­ter he had stopped squirt­ing. These boys and girls par­tic­i­pated in the gen­eral mad­ness as if they were al­ready adults.


But also many a vir­tu­ous woman who was not in­fected by the mad­ness was a fa­vorite tar­get pre­cisely be­cause of her virtue and her ini­tial re­fusal to be fucked. They of all peo­ple were fucked against their will by a pack of men, the in­san­ity in the eyes of the men did not al­low any re­sis­tance. All her cry­ing and sob­bing was of no use, they held her iron­clad while she was fucked by one af­ter an­other. They re­gret­ted com­ing to the orgy each time, but they came again each time like moths to a flame. It was per­haps the un­spo­ken plea­sure of the hu­mil­i­a­tion of be­ing dragged into dark cor­ners and fucked through by the face­less pack. For some, this was also the only day to get prop­erly fucked de­spite all the guilt. Many of the women lived in bor­ing mar­riages and used the anonymity in all the mad­ness to feel de­sired. They knew, of course, that this de­sire was purely an­i­mal in­stinct and the urge of all men to squirt into any vagina. Some women rolled around in bed af­ter the orgy to let their ex­pe­ri­ences play out while fan­ta­siz­ing dur­ing mas­tur­ba­tion be­fore giv­ing them­selves to their mas­ters with newly awak­ened pas­sion or, dis­il­lu­sioned, re­sum­ing the usual list­less fuck­ing in the mar­riage bed. Even those who orig­i­nally did not want to par­tic­i­pate in the gen­eral fuck­ing gave them­selves over to mas­tur­ba­tion af­ter the forced fuck­ing and pon­dered why they had al­ready gone to the orgy again.


Es­pe­cially heinous crim­i­nals like ar­son­ists or poi­son­ers were hand‐fucked by drool­ing women from the peo­ple un­der gen­eral shriek­ing and jeer­ing one af­ter an­other and fucked dur­ing the cli­max. Two ser­vants spread the legs of the delin­quent so that the peo­ple could see her open cleft, the lit­tle hole and the in­ces­sant rub­bing of the clit quite clearly. The rub­bing women jeered ob­scenely at ev­ery whim­per and con­vul­sion of the delin­quent, the men stared open‐mouthed at the per­for­mance. The delin­quent’s clit rub­bing was only briefly in­ter­rupted for a man to fuck the twitch­ing and wrig­gling woman in the mid­dle of her cli­max. The rub­bing woman and the next erect man com­mu­ni­cated loudly so that he caught the right mo­ment and squirted his se­men into the twitch­ing, quiv­er­ing ab­domen in plain sight. The pub­lic clit rub­bing im­pressed the sur­round­ing men, be­cause that was not of­ten seen. Some delin­quent suf­fered car­diac ar­rest be­cause her body could no longer cope with the un­in­ter­rupted cli­maxes. 






The Bit­ter End


by Jack Faber © 2021




Two times Guin­e­vere’s life was in dan­ger, of which this is an ac­count.


Queen Guin­e­vere, now 40, was en­ter­tain­ing the no­bles at a ban­quet when Sir Parisi ate a poi­soned ap­ple that Sir Mor­dred had ac­tu­ally pre­pared for the mur­der of Sir Gawein. The no­bles ac­cused the Queen of poi­son mur­der, since she had pre­pared the meal her­self, and she had to burn at the stake! King Arthur’s hands were tied by his own law, he screamed and howled in de­spair and locked him­self in his cham­ber. His own laws for­bade him to fight for Guin­e­vere against Mador. Sir Mador, the dead man’s brother, de­manded a judg­ment of God, a duel to the death or the stake. Lancelot im­me­di­ately rode from his cas­tle in Ly­onesse when he re­ceived the news from Arthur. 


Guin­e­vere knew ex­actly what to ex­pect. She was bound naked on the fu­neral pyre, the peo­ple look­ing at her naked body horny and greedy and chant­ing, “Fuck, fuck!” The ex­e­cu­tion­ers grinned promis­ingly and groped her body. The peo­ple jeered and de­manded to see her fucked. Guin­e­vere had to lean for­ward and brace her­self against the pole, face the jeer­ing peo­ple and spread her legs. The ex­e­cu­tion­ers spread her ass cheeks and labia and pre­sented her hole to the jeer­ing peo­ple with a grin. Guin­e­vere kept quiet, for she did not want to make a piti­ful pic­ture. The peo­ple wanted to see her ex­posed sex? Well, there you go, they should! With a con­temp­tu­ous smile, she shame­lessly pre­sented her lit­tle hole and her shame to the gawk­ers. The ex­e­cu­tion­ers spread her ass cheeks very wide and drove their fin­gers dis­re­spect­fully into her vagina, but that was in­dif­fer­ent to her. One hang­man slave af­ter an­other took out his cock, rubbed it in front of the jeer­ing crowd un­til it was hard and then fucked the hu­mil­i­ated Queen from be­hind. Be­fore cum­ing, they fucked in slow mo­tion, spread­ing Guin­e­vere’s sex with their rough fin­gers for all to see as they pumped their seed into her vagina. Guin­e­vere closed her eyes in hu­mil­i­a­tion when a ser­vant fucked her and cum in­side her. She knew ex­actly how the sex­ual hu­mil­i­a­tion went, be­cause she had watched it many times. Still, she was very ashamed. The peo­ple jeered and cheered the ser­vants with ob­scen­i­ties. The ex­e­cu­tioner’s ser­vants fucked Guin­e­vere for nearly an hour un­til no one could get it up. The queue of men was very long, many want­ing to fuck the beau­ti­ful woman. The queue hissed fu­ri­ously, so the men had to pen­e­trate only very briefly and then hur­riedly cum. Some missed the mo­ment and had to rub them­selves while the next had al­ready pen­e­trated her vagina. He had to press his cock next to the other cock on Guin­e­vere’s labia or on the other’s cock to cum. Pa­tiently and with­out bat­ting an eye, Guin­e­vere let her­self be fucked, sup­press­ing any sex­ual ex­cite­ment. She kept her head low­ered as if hum­bled, but she looked closely at each cock be­fore it en­tered her and squirted in­side her af­ter hasty thrust­ing. Of course, many were dis­placed as they squirted from their suc­ces­sor and con­tin­ued to rub them­selves squirt­ing. Guin­e­vere found it dis­gust­ing when they squirted on her pu­bic from the out­side. It dis­gusted her that one squirted in her vagina and at the same time a sec­ond pressed his glans on her labia and con­tin­ued rub­bing and then squirted. She gazed as if ab­sently at the thin trickle where se­men flowed tena­ciously from her vagina down her legs to the floor. As the knights vig­or­ously broke up the queue af­ter a long time, a big fat woman jumped onto the pyre plat­form and rubbed Guin­e­vere’s clit un­til she sank to her knees moan­ing. Guin­e­vere was hope­lessly at the mercy of this ir­ri­ta­tion.  The fatty spread Guin­e­vere’s legs apart to ev­ery­one’s jeer­ing so that they could all see her vi­o­lent con­trac­tions. Guin­e­vere cried and howled and could do noth­ing to stop her body from writhing and trem­bling treach­er­ously af­ter ex­plod­ing. The fat woman wanted to con­tinue, sneer­ing, but one of the knights in­ter­vened in dis­gust and kicked the fat woman down from the plat­form with pow­er­ful kicks.


Sir Mador stood mo­tion­less be­side the pyre, armed for bat­tle and ready to take on any­one. He didn’t bat an eye while Guin­e­vere was be­ing fucked and hu­mil­i­ated right be­fore his eyes, she was the poi­soner! The knights knew his fenc­ing skills, no one wanted to sac­ri­fice his life for the queen, the ev­i­dence was clear and the queen was con­demned. But hark! What was that? 


A mighty knight burst thun­der­ing through the grove on his warhorse and stopped in front of the pyre. He threw his cloak over the naked queen and chal­lenged Mador to a duel. They rode at each other, their lances burst­ing, and Sir Mador lay on the ground. Wildly de­ter­mined, they hacked at each other with their swords un­til Lancelot split Mador’s skull down the mid­dle and de­cap­i­tated him with one mighty stroke. God’s judg­ment — Guin­e­vere was in­no­cent and free! Arthur had watched her hu­mil­i­a­tions with pet­ri­fied face from the win­dow of the throne hall, scream­ing his head off in de­spair as his beloved was raped by the rough ser­vants and the spec­ta­tors. His jaws ground and he cursed pro­fanely as his sub­jects queued up and fucked her quickly and hastily. As the fat one mal­treated Guin­e­vere’s clit and she writhed help­lessly, whim­per­ing, hang­ing from the pole, he fell to the floor in front of the win­dow, cry­ing and un­con­scious. He awoke dur­ing the duel and held on to his sword hilt. He watched with a pet­ri­fied ex­pres­sion as Lancelot smashed his op­po­nent to pieces, cut his hel­met and skull in two with a mighty blow, and de­cap­i­tated Mador with a swift stroke. He cried out in hap­pi­ness as Mador’s skull rolled across the sand. Lancelot, told by his cousin Ga­heris of the queen’s pub­lic dis­honor, dragged the ex­e­cu­tion­ers by the hair into the cas­tle court­yard. Arthur be­headed each, curs­ing vi­o­lently, then had them and Mador burned at the stake. The fat woman was nowhere to be found, Lancelot raged in anger and vowed to be­head her as well. Arthur stood silently be­side his friend Lancelot by the fire­place, silently handed him a gob­let full to the brim, and let his hand rest for a long time on his friend’s shoul­der. No words were needed. Later, he lov­ingly washed Guin­e­vere’s mar­tyred body and tear­fully anointed her. Still, some­thing had bro­ken ir­re­vo­ca­bly be­tween them.



Barely a year later, the sec­ond blow. 
Guin­e­vere and Lancelot were be­trayed. The trai­tor­ous maid was butt‐ugly and en­vied the queen’s hap­pi­ness. She rarely found a com­pas­sion­ate man will­ing to fuck her for a few coins any­more. The traitress pock­eted Mor­dred’s coins and licked her skinny lips, for now she could buy a lot of men to fuck with them. She led the treach­er­ous Sir Mor­dred and a dozen of his no­bles to Guin­e­vere’s bower. Guin­e­vere amused her­self quite loudly with Lancelot, for Arthur rarely came to her any­more. When the no­ble­men, shout­ing loudly, banged on the door to Guin­e­vere’s bower with the pom­mel of their swords, Lancelot sprang out of bed, but he was un­armed. He yanked the door open and dragged the fore­most, Sir Agra­vaine, in, then slammed the door shut again. He tore the hel­met off the stunned Sir Agra­vaine’s head and smashed his skull in with a sin­gle punch. Then he threw on a shirt, rushed out with Agra­vaine’s sword and slew all the no­bles ex­cept Mor­dred, who had cow­ardly fled be­fore­hand. Mer­ci­lessly Lancelot killed the whim­per­ing traitor. Never had any­one seen him in such a deadly frenzy. Blood dripped from his shirt, but the mas­sive gi­ant had not re­ceived a sin­gle scratch. Like a rag­ing mad­man, he raged among the no­bles, they ob­structed each other and no one had the slight­est chance to raise his sword against Lancelot in the nar­row pas­sage. The mas­sacre was over in a flash. Guin­e­vere wanted to plunge a dag­ger into her heart, for be­ing taken to the stake once more would not have been some­thing she could bear. Lancelot calmed her down and they fled to­gether to his Cas­tle Ly­onesse. They stayed there for three years un­til King Arthur went to French–Bre­to­nia to de­fend his lands. Arthur left the king­dom and Guin­e­vere in Mor­dred’s care, for the faith­ful Lancelot rode with him.


Mor­dred ap­proached Guin­e­vere in an un­seemly man­ner, and when she re­fused him, he held her cap­tive in her bower and chas­tised her with the whip un­til she gave up. Her only con­di­tion was that her maid was al­ways present so that he would not whip her again or de­mand some­thing per­verted of her. So there was al­ways a maid sit­ting in her bower when Mor­dred came. She watched them fuck and was al­lowed to play with her clit as of­ten as she wanted. When Mor­dred took a break, she would flip up her skirt, spread her legs, and mas­tur­bate her­self as she pleased, ac­cord­ing to the queen’s or­ders. Mor­dred was not only un­set­tled, but also horny. The maid had to look fondly at Mor­dred like a lover or smile at him. At the same time, she had to make him stare into her open cleft and clit. Some maids un­der­stood the queen’s ul­te­rior mo­tive and moved the stool close to the cou­ple for demon­stra­tive and provoca­tive mas­tur­ba­tion. They rubbed the clit just an arm’s length in front of Mor­dred, whose eyes al­most fell out of his head. They moved back im­me­di­ately if he tried to touch them with­out per­mis­sion. They were happy to let him fuck them, though, since Guin­e­vere’s head nod al­lowed them to. Mor­dred was not ugly, af­ter all, could fuck quite well by now and had a big and per­sis­tent cock with which he trig­gered good cli­maxes.


He fucked Guin­e­vere day and night, but he could not arouse her pas­sion for a long time. He was barely 25 with lit­tle sex­ual ex­pe­ri­ence and she was al­ready 45, with quite a lot of ex­pe­ri­ence. She could fuck very well and cli­maxed very eas­ily while fuck­ing. But she was used to Arthur’s and Lancelot’s man­hood and Mor­dred was not very skilled. She opened her vagina quite wide and vig­or­ously rubbed his cock in­side her vagina, which Mor­dred quite liked. She let him squirt in quickly so it was over quickly. She put up with the fuck­ing day and night so Mor­dred would not phys­i­cally chas­tise her again. As of­ten as she could, she rubbed his cock in her vagina and quickly made him squirt. She gave her­self to the lib­er­tine and feigned en­thu­si­asm at first, for he wanted to mount her day and night. Mor­dred, how­ever, had Arthur’s strong loins, a pow­er­ful cock and could well fuck her a dozen times a day. Full of con­tempt, she hid her arousal from him. She got many cli­maxes, even these she hid at the be­gin­ning with bated breath. But more and more of­ten she could not hold it back and her trem­bling, gasp­ing and moan­ing pro­voked an­other round. Af­ter a few days, she dis­pensed with the pre­tense, fuck­ing along at the top of her lungs and forc­ing Mor­dred to per­form at his best. It was al­ways Mor­dred who wanted to fuck, but then she took over and fucked him so wildly that he lost hear­ing and see­ing. She sucked, licked and rubbed Mor­dred’s cock in her mouth un­til it was firm again, forc­ing him to fuck her over and over. Al­though she didn’t like it at first, she soon re­al­ized that the best way to make him hard was with her mouth. So she took the cock all the way into her mouth and licked it while rub­bing it. Of­ten Mor­dred would lose con­trol and squirt deep down her throat. She would put a fin­ger on her clit while fuck­ing and trig­ger her cli­maxes when he couldn’t. Guin­e­vere and her hand­maid­ens liked to take turns fuck­ing, so Mor­dred lost a lot of valu­able time and en­ergy con­duct­ing gov­ern­ment busi­ness. The poor man did not see through that, there was noth­ing more im­por­tant for him than to mount Guin­e­vere and all her maids and fuck them all. The maids re­lieved each other in a cir­cu­lar fash­ion, so the older maids also got their turn. They prob­a­bly en­joyed fuck­ing more than Mor­dred, who had no in­flu­ence on which maid came to the bower. The maids kept sneak­ing in new ones, be­cause then Mor­dred was busy fuck­ing the new ones and Guin­e­vere had peace for a while. Some maids soon got the hang of it. Af­ter let­ting Mor­dred fuck them, they took his cock in their mouths and let it squirt deep down their throats while rub­bing it. Re­newed lick­ing made him stiff again and so they got back to fuck­ing. Guin­e­vere re­joiced at any loss of time, which only hurt Mor­dred, and en­cour­aged her maids to keep him busy as long as they could. Guin­e­vere watched ex­cit­edly her­self when a maid rubbed his cock fu­ri­ously and made it squirt down her throat. Some maids did it very pas­sion­ately and seemed to en­joy it very much them­selves. The maids re­joiced with rel­ish in this job, do­ing their best, and Guin­e­vere thanked them as soon as he left. Dur­ing this hard time, she learned how beau­ti­ful and in­tense the lick­ing of her tick­ler was. In the quiet time Mor­dred al­lowed her, she en­joyed hav­ing her cli­toris licked by her hand­maid­ens and quickly learned it from them.


Some days Guin­e­vere was so ex­hausted from fuck­ing that she cried be­cause her vi­o­lent phys­i­cal re­ac­tions only fur­ther fu­eled his sex­ual greed. But her sex­u­al­ity de­manded pas­sion from her. If she had to fuck in cap­tiv­ity, she wanted to do it the way that did her body the most good. She got her cli­maxes and en­joyed fuck­ing with the high­est plea­sure. Al­ready to un­set­tle Mor­dred she rubbed her clit un­abashedly while fuck­ing. Each cli­max she made for her­self of­fended Mor­dred all the more. 


She smiled with dis­dain when Mor­dred took a no­ble­man and tried to prove by fuck­ing Guin­e­vere that he had suc­ceeded to Arthur’s in­her­i­tance in ev­ery way. The no­ble­men, all of them de­cent men, of course could not take their eyes off her beau­ti­ful body. They watched full of greed, for Guin­e­vere fucked very grace­fully, pas­sion­ately and full of an­i­mal fe­roc­ity. They were amazed that the maid present was sat­is­fy­ing her­self un­abashedly and silently thought that it was a per­ver­sion of Mor­dred. Mor­dred’s eyes glit­tered in­sid­i­ously as soon as Guin­e­vere fi­nally be­came aroused and fucked him with greed. She be­haved in this show–fuck­ing in such a way that the no­bles could feel her con­tempt for Mor­dred de­spite her sex­ual re­ac­tions. Even when she was once hand‐fucked by Mor­dred in front of a no­ble­man be­cause he wanted to show off that he could in­flame her pas­sion at will, the no­ble­man could see her con­tempt for Mor­dred. She did not do Mor­dred the fa­vor and de­nied him her arousal and cli­max. May Mor­dred try what he wanted, she made him look fool­ish in the end. 


She de­vised a clever plan and es­caped af­ter ten months. She had en­dured the un­speak­ably hu­mil­i­at­ing fuck­ing for ten months, had whipped Mor­dred to peak per­for­mance as soon as she could en­joy be­ing fucked. She had done all she could to make Mor­dred take lit­tle plea­sure in fuck­ing her. Her hand­maid­ens shared Mor­dred’s con­tempt, al­though they found their queen’s fuck­ing very grace­ful and arous­ing and had en­joyed all the mas­tur­ba­tion. Then one day the time came. She fled to the Chris­tian Arch­bishop in West­min­ster, al­though she was not a Chris­tian. The Arch­bishop had an im­preg­nable fortress and gen­er­ously of­fered her safe shel­ter, he sent mes­sen­gers to Arthur and in­formed him of ev­ery­thing. Arthur im­me­di­ately re­turned home with a large force. There was a bat­tle with Mor­dred at Dover and then the de­ci­sive bat­tle at Cam­lann. Mor­dred struck Arthur a mor­tal head wound and Arthur plunged his spear into Mor­dred’s heart. 


Guin­e­vere nursed Lancelot, who was se­ri­ously in­jured at the Bat­tle of Cam­lann, at the cas­tle in Ly­onesse and stayed with him for a long time af­ter his re­cov­ery. At his re­quest, she told him ev­ery­thing about her cap­tiv­ity with Mor­dred, leav­ing out no de­tail, no sex­ual de­tail, no mat­ter how small. How Mor­dred fucked her and her maids in turns, and how the maids mean­while sat­is­fied them­selves when Mor­dred fucked her. How she had grad­u­ally learned to squirt down her throat and how the maids taught her to lick their clit. She kept her eyes closed and talked about how she felt when Mor­dred en­tered her and how his big cock felt in­side her. She de­scribed how it felt when his warm seed squirted into her vagina. She de­scribed her cli­maxes or when she de­lib­er­ately mas­tur­bated her­self naugh­tily to make him doubt his loin strength. 


She de­scribed her beau­ti­ful and ex­cit­ing feel­ings when a maid licked her clit. Each maid licked slightly dif­fer­ently, some only specif­i­cally the clit, oth­ers also her labia, vagi­nal en­trance and vagina. She de­scribed with ex­act de­tail the pri­vate parts of the girls she licked her­self. She de­scribed in de­tail how dif­fer­ently the girls rubbed their clits right in front of her face, be­cause she was not very skilled at clit lick­ing to be­gin with. Guin­e­vere smiled as she de­scribed the shape and size of the labia and clits. There were large ones and medium ones and very small ones that could only be felt with the tip of the tongue once they had stiff­ened. The girls’ pri­vate parts looked dif­fer­ent, and they smelled and tasted dif­fer­ent. 


Guin­e­vere talked about these les­bian acts much more of­ten than Mor­dred’s fuck­ing. She had liked it a lot and left a much deeper im­pres­sion on her. When she talked about it, a stroking fin­ger of­ten slid to her cleft, touched her clit. Lancelot liked to lis­ten to her be­cause she de­scribed her own ex­pe­ri­ences in beau­ti­fully erotic, dirty or ob­scene words. She took great plea­sure in the nar­ra­tion it­self; he hoped it would help her get over it. Some­times they would fuck pas­sion­ately af­ter a tale, if Guin­e­vere had be­come sex­u­ally aroused in the process. Lancelot re­al­ized how much Guin­e­vere loved these les­bian acts, so he made sure that a maid stood by when they fucked. Guin­e­vere whooped when, af­ter Lancelot, the maid im­me­di­ately at­tended to her clit. The maid first had to push back the fore­skin over Guin­e­vere’s clit with her tongue to ex­pose the head of the clit. Lancelot, of course, did not re­main idle, pushed up the maid’s skirt and pen­e­trated the licker. The maid dili­gently licked Guin­e­vere’s clit and moaned as Lancelot’s cock aroused her. Guin­e­vere en­joyed these acts at least as much as the maid and Lancelot, who loved the va­ri­ety. Lancelot would never have ad­mit­ted it to him­self how much he loved the var­ied fuck­ing and how right Guin­e­vere was that the maids all had dif­fer­ent vagi­nas and fucked com­pletely dif­fer­ently. Guin­e­vere could not ex­plain why she was grad­u­ally drift­ing away from Lancelot in­side. Her im­pris­on­ment and dis­honor at the hands of Mor­dred had hurt her deeply, she mourned Arthur all her life and now in­com­pre­hen­si­bly lost Lancelot as well. 


With a heavy heart she left Lancelot and moved with her maids to a kind of old peo­ple’s home for women. Like her maids, she lived her sex­u­al­ity to the full un­til old age. Bish­ops, monks, no­bles and men of all ranks came and went, vis­ited the dis­graced queen and some fucked her with plea­sure when it pleased her. Her body re­mained youth­fully beau­ti­ful un­til old age and the de­sire of men filled her with pride and lust. Leg­endary was her grace­ful way of mak­ing se­men squirt down her throat. Even at 70, her body looked like that of a 50 year old, she fucked pas­sion­ately and de­vot­edly and could some­times for­get the painful gout while fuck­ing. At some point she stopped fuck­ing and with­drew com­pletely, as her end was ap­proach­ing. The aged Lancelot was the last to fuck her rec­on­cil­ia­tory and in great pain on her deathbed; it was one of her last wishes. She wanted to be buried next to Arthur and, when his time came, have Lancelot laid be­side her, which he promised to do. He held her hand as she passed away days later. He buried her be­fit­tingly be­side her king, re­tired to the woods, and be­came a her­mit. He was once one of the first knights and now the last of King Arthur’s ret­inue.


Arthur, his en­tire knight­hood, and the Old Peo­ple were gone for­ever.
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