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The turn of the century on an isolated island
kingdom ruled by a wickedly delightful queen…

 



Part Three


Chapter Eight

 


The tent had been set in the middle of the
main lawn behind the House of Blancbatton. It was the middle of
summer, the days stifling hot under the blazing sun, and so the
tall tent was necessary to keep the sunlight off the tender skin of
lady and slave alike.

Jane was slightly uncomfortable giving
service under the tent, not because of the acts she was expected to
do. No, those sordid things she reveled in. And it wasn’t because
she feared recognition among her peers—though in the past month she
had seen more than a few familiar faces inside the house. None
recognized her, or at least gave any sign of recognition; maybe
they didn’t expect a noblewoman to so happily be embodying the life
of a slave, or maybe it was because they were all a bit older than
her and she had matured since they had last seen her.

Or maybe it was because she was so easily
dismissed.

She was uncomfortable out on the lawn
because she had been forced to give up her boots and stockings in
place of simple sandals. She was still wearing her collar—almost
all the slaves were—but she missed her stockings. Being almost
truly naked made her feel vulnerable.

It was never the role of a slave to perform
the task of a serving maid. She and her peers were pleasure slaves,
there for the amusement of the guests. She was simply to circulate
the tent offering her services to those who looked bored and
fulfilling the requests to the best of her ability of those who
approached her.

Through most of the morning she had simply
been stopped by various guests so they could fondle her body,
inspecting and evaluating her for use later in the day. One
nobleman had fingered her quim, focusing on her little button,
ordering her to cum while standing upright with her arms folded
behind her back. She did so quickly and willingly. It was hardly
the humiliation he thought it was. When he was done with her she
was still on edge, ready for more. He made her lick his fingers
clean—apparently another humiliation to her which she didn’t
understand—and sent her on her way with a smack to her bottom.

The most satisfying encounter was with a
couple—Jane presumed they were married to each other—who were
already slightly drunk from the wine the duke was providing. The
wife approached Jane and asked a question rather than giving an
order.

“Do you like sucking men’s…cocks?” The
filthy word at the end she paused on before letting it loose. Such
language was not normally used at society events and even slightly
dizzy from drink, the woman still had some inhibitions.

“Yes, my lady, I do,” Jane replied. She was
slightly taller than the plain woman who had artfully arranged
chestnut curls on her head that didn’t hide in the least her
too-large nose and receding chin. She wasn’t ugly, just not worthy
of note.

“Would you mind sucking my husband’s cock?”
she then asked.

Jane inclined her head slightly. “Of course,
my lady. It would be my pleasure.

Her husband, tall and more handsome than his
wife, with a burly chest and short-cropped beard, laughed with
delight at Jane’s answer. She waited expectantly and the wife
turned to her husband. “I think I’d like to see that, Herman.”

The man shrugged and started opening up his
pants. Jane went down on her knees and waited expectantly. When he
pulled out his cock she was pleased. He head was thick and
plum-shaped, but he was not overly long. His sex filled her mouth
without choking her.

“Very nice,” the wife breathed as Jane
sucked on the cock. “Don’t make him cum too quickly, slut.” She
giggled at the little insult. “You don’t deserve the gift of his
seed, even in your mouth.”

“There’s no reason to taunt the girl,
Dolores,” the nobleman told his wife.

“But it’s so much fun,” she laughed. “Are
you going to cum in her mouth?” she asked, peering closely at the
two.

“I might save it for later,” he mused as he
looked down at his manhood disappearing and reappearing between
Jane’s lips.

“See that you do, I don’t want to be
embarrassed in front of the earl.”

“I won’t embarrass you, dear.”

Abruptly the wife tangled her fingers in
Jane’s hair and jerked her head back, violently expelling Herman’s
cock from her mouth. “See that he doesn’t cum, girl,” Dolores
hissed in her ear, delighting in the pain she was inflicting on the
slave. “You’ll receive punishment beyond what you can imagine if he
does.”

“Don’t hurt the girl, dear.”

“She’s sucking my husband’s cock,” Dolores
said, happily playing the role she had crafted for herself. “That
is reason enough to punish her.”

“She’s doing it at your request,” Herman
pointed out.

“True enough,” his wife relented and let go
of Jane’s hair, letting her get back to fellating Herman. “I think
a punishment is still in order.”

Herman vaguely grunted, too distracted by
Jane’s mouth to concentrate on his wife’s words.

Dolores disappeared for a minute. Jane
concentrated on simply giving the nobleman pleasure, but not
bringing him to a peak. She didn’t want him to cum and suffer at
the hands of his wife; she was certain any punishment she received
wouldn’t be the fun sort that ended with a pleasant orgasm.

The strike on her firm bottom caught her by
surprise and she almost gagged on Herman’s cock when she gasped in
pain.

“I didn’t tell you to stop, girl!” Dolores
raged at her and swatted her behind a second time. She wielded a
little paddle in her hand, it was small and round, not much larger
than a cook’s spoon, but the noblewoman knew exactly how to use the
wooden weapon. “You’ll have a sore bottom tomorrow morning,” she
said with a third smack.

Although Dolores was trying to hurt the
slave, Jane was actually enjoying the treatment she was getting,
unbeknown to her attacker. A good paddling served to excite Jane.
Apparently Dolores was much like Marquissa Gabrielle, happy to
inflict pain. If Dolores wanted to get the slave to stop sucking on
her husband’s cock, she was going about it the wrong way.

But she didn’t tell Jane to stop either.
There were tricks she knew to use to stop the man from cumming. She
bared her teeth a bit, raking them down his cock’s sensitive skin.
Herman groaned in pain, but his wife misinterpreted the sound. Jane
pressed her fingers at the base of his cock, holding the thick vein
in place deep in the hard tissue, not letting an ounce of his
essence seep out, keeping his little crisis at bay

And Dolores didn’t let up spanking the
slave. Soon Jane was sporting red blotches all over her buttocks.
They were fetching in Dolores’s opinion and only then did she stop
and once more yank Jane backwards off her husband’s cock.

“She didn’t make you cum, I see,” she
declared looking at the wet and hard organ. It was wet only with
Jane’s saliva. His semen had been well-contained by the slave’s
nimble fingers.

“As per your orders, dear.”

“Put it away,” she said to her husband,
handing off the paddle to a passing servant. “You’ll need it for
after the ceremony. They’ll be starting soon.” She turned to Jane,
still down on her knees in front of Herman. “On your way, girl. If
we need you later, we’ll find you.”

“Yes, my lady. Thank you, my lady.”

It was a wedding, after all. The crowd
seated itself in the chairs arranged in front of the small raised
stage. The bride, radiant in a white gown, was led to the stage by
a man too young to be her father. The groom awaited her eagerly,
standing next to what was supposedly a man of the cloth, though
Jane was unsure if he was actually ordained or if this was just a
shadow play for the amusement of the guests.

What followed was a short wedding ceremony.
It was the same as every wedding Jane had seen, there was nothing
unusual up to the point where the groom was told to kiss the bride.
The kiss was much more passionate than Jane had ever seen at a
wedding.

She wasn’t the least bit surprised when the
groom broke the kiss, half spun the bride around, and unfastened
the top two buttons to her wedding dress. The bride whirled back
around when this was done, laughing, and pushed her new husband
away to the applause and cheers of the audience. A pair of maids,
servants dressed in the traditional white and black service
uniforms, then assisted her in removing the rest of the dress while
the crows babbled approvingly and watched for what was next to
happen.

Underneath her dress the bride wore a merry
widow corset with garters holding up her pure white stockings. No
one was surprised her loins were bare of covering. The maids
adjusted the corset, letting the woman’s breasts fall free, her
pink nipples brilliant in the midday sun. She was a pretty bride,
carefully made up with her dark brown hair pulled up in a fantastic
arrangement. Between her legs was a surprisingly small triangle of
hair which made Jane wonder how young the woman actually was.

Duke Blancbatton stepped upon the stage.
“Ladies and gentlemen, I give you the Viscount and Viscountess of
Dunbridge.” There was another round of sustained applause while
three male servants brought what looked like a wooden trestle with
leather pads to the stage. “As is traditional here at Blancbatton
Manor we celebrate their marriage by allowing all who want to enjoy
the favors of the viscountess here in the pavilion. The viscount
will enjoy her favors tonight.” There was laughter at the slightly
off-color joke. “So please, help us to usher in good fortune for
the happy couple. Every man who is able should enjoy the bride.”
There were some cheers as men started lining up to sample the eager
bride.

Even those who didn’t care to favor the
bride at the moment started the festivities by doffing clothes and
coupling with partners and groups among the chairs and tables.
Activity whirled around Jane, but she wasn’t chosen to assist
anyone at the moment. She had time to observe what was occurring on
the stage. The viscountess greeted her first paramour with a
kiss—Jane wasn’t sure if she actually knew the man or not—and then
her turned her around and bent her over the padded trestle. In a
flash his erect cock was out and probing between her legs. Jane
wondered if he was erect at the idea of being the first to fuck the
bride—even before her husband—or if he had been given assistance in
the audience during the ceremony.

It was only then that Jane realized that
many, if not all, members of the audience had been involved in such
preparations. Clothes were quickly discarded, far too quickly to
have been done without some preplanning, and men and women were
sharing each other eagerly. It was the first time Jane had actually
seen an orgy. Her games with Raymond and her time in the house had
limited her activities to small groups, the largest being six, and
now here it looked like a hundred—or more—people were debauching
themselves.

A single tear escaped the corner of Jane’s
eye. She wasn’t sure if she was crying because she was happy for
the bride, who already
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