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

 



Part Four


Chapter Ten

 


“What is it?” Jane asked when Gabrielle
handed her the odd device. The phallus part of the apparatus was
obvious. The duke had a skilled artisan lovingly craft an
artificial cock carved from stone and smoothed to a buttery
texture. She wasn’t sure of the type of stone, but it was
beautiful. However, it was attached to an odd harness with straps
and buckles that seemed more in place, to Jane’s eyes, in the tack
room of a stable than the bedroom of the Marquis of Dundeain.

“I would think a pleasure slave would know a
cock when she sees one,” the marquissa laughed.

Jane actually blushed. “Well, that yes. But
the rest of it?” She was standing in the middle of the bedroom,
clad in her normal high heeled shoes and stockings along with the
collar. Marquissa Gabrielle was in a sheer and diaphanous sleeping
gown that was supposed to hide her body from inquisitive eyes, but
she wound up showing off as much of her body as Jane did with
hers.

Gabrielle laughed at her. “It’s how you wear
it.”

“Wear it?”

“Let me show you.” Gabrielle proceeded to
attach the device around Jane’s hips and sex. A minute later she
looked down and saw the glowing marble phallus projecting upward
from her crotch as if she were a man. The straps and leather
harness almost served as a pair of knickers keeping the cock in
place. She felt odd and powerful wearing the tool. The pad
supporting the base pressed on her cunt, directly on the little
ring at the top of her slit. It was a new and exciting bit of
stimulation. She would have no problems following Gabrielle’s
orders wearing the man-piece.

“But why am I wearing this?” she asked. “Am
I to use it on you?”

Gabrielle softly—sadly?—shook her head. “I
have a special plan for my husband.”

“What is it?” Jane asked, eager to know what
her mistress was plotting.

“You’ll have to wait and see.”

Jane didn’t have to wait long. Although the
House of Blancbatton focused much of the entertainments it offered
around the bedroom and availability of sexual slaves there were
many other diversions as well: dancing, eating, music, and, the
indulgence of the afternoon that had amused the marquis, horseback
riding. He came into their chambers tired and relaxed, accompanied
by his manservant. Jane was waiting in the antechamber behind the
dressing screen where Gabrielle had placed her.

“Undress,” the marquissa encouraged her
husband. “I have a surprise for you.”

“I’m not sure I’m up to it,” he told
her.

“Oh, you will be,” she promised.

Shortly, the marquis was naked and the
manservant was dismissed. “I want to tie you up,” Gabrielle told
her husband. She had been wearing a dressing gown and she no
unbelted this to expose her corset and a pair of pink knickers with
elaborate lace.

“I’d prefer to rest rather than indulge you
in your need to abuse human flesh. Go find a slave boy for that.
Isn’t that why we’re here?”

“Indulge me,” she begged, kissing him on the
cheek. “I’m not going to paddle you. I have more exotic fare in
mind.” Even though he was a Sebastian, he didn’t mind the
affectionate touch of his wife.

The marquis sighed and relented, allowing
her to bind him to the bedposts once more. It might have been
tiring, but it was a game that he did enjoy. Once his limbs were
properly restricted, Gabrielle took some pleasure in running her
hands over his smooth skin, feeling the taut muscles in his back,
buttocks, and thighs. “Such a handsome man,” she murmured to
herself.

“You’ve had me often enough,” he told her
softly. “And you have your other men.”

“Doesn’t quench my fires,” she told him. “I
have a burning desire than cannot be extinguished.”

“Bring in one of the slave boys. Or go
seduce one of the other guests. Amuse yourself.”

“I’m already amusing myself.” She continued
massaging her husband’s body. There was a need to feel his flesh
that wouldn’t go away even though she had his permission to indulge
in her other physical intimacies with men—and women—as she wished.
Oddly, even though her marriage had been arranged by their parents,
Gabrielle had fallen in love with the man who was now supposed to
be her constant companion.

The massage couldn’t go on forever. She
snapped her fingers and gestured for Jane to come out from behind
the screen. “I like to see you fucked, you know that, don’t you,
love?” Gabrielle said.

The marquis turned his head and saw the
slave walking with the fake phallus wobbling about as she carefully
approached the bed. “You know I don’t indulge in women,” he
said.

“But this is for me,” Gabrielle said
cruelly. She pulled Jane up on the bed with her, found the jar of
unguent found in every room, and coated the already smooth weapon
Jane now wielded. “Arch your back, dear,” she said. “I’m going to
watch this sweet girl fuck you like a man.”

“Oohhh,” the marquis moaned. “You can’t have
her do that.”

Gabrielle parted his buttocks, exposing him
to Jane as she positioned herself behind him. “You know what to
do,” she told Jane as she smeared more of the unguent across his
puckered anus.

In actuality, Jane had barely a clue as to
how to do what Gabrielle wanted. During sex she had spread her legs
and allowed the man to take her as he had pleased. Having a cock to
use on a man was something new entirely. It took her some effort to
figure out how to hold it with one hand and guide it into the
marquis’s body with the other. Thrusting her hips like a man was
another difficulty she hadn’t expected. It was a completely
different motion than what she used while riding on a man or
lifting up to receive his thrusts. But once Jane understood how to
fuck like a man, everything went swimmingly. During her time at the
house, Jane had acquired the skill to hide exactly what she was
thinking and feeling during sex. It was odd to fuck a man this way,
but it felt incredibly good to her pussy to do it, especially with
his slave ring. She didn’t let Gabrielle know what she was feeling,
however.

“Do you like it when a woman fucks you?”
Gabrielle asked her husband, holding his hand while Jane abused his
ass.

He just let out a low moan in response,
obviously pleased by how Jane was using him.

“Is it better to be fucked by a man or a
woman?” she continued on, giving her husband a little peck on the
cheek. “Is there a difference?”

“She’s wonderful,” the marquis managed to
gasp.

“It’s not all her of course,”
Gabrielle said. “What she had up your arse is carved stone.”

“It’s very good.” He was straining,
obviously unable to focus on anything clearly at the moment.

“Is she going to make you climax?”

The marquis shook his head. “I don’t think
so. It’s not enough.”

With a small, sad smile, the marquissa said,
“Why don’t I give you a hand?” She plunged her hand into the
unguent jar and scooped up enough to coat her finger. Since his
hips were up off the bed it was easy for Gabrielle to reach down
between his legs and start rubbing his semi-erect cock up and
down.

“No,” he protested.

“But I know you want to cum,” she whispered
in his ear, as if she were keeping a secret from Jane. “Just cum
once for me. Spill your seed and it’ll be all over. Isn’t that what
you want?”

“No. Yes. I don’t know!”

“Cum, darling, just cum. I know it feels
good. Would you like to taste yourself?”

“No! Don’t do that!”

“Would you like our darling slave to eat
your seed?”

“If you want…”

She laughed and tugged down on his balls as
Jane continued her steady thrusts. Gabrielle missed the two little
orgasms that Jane had already given herself; she was rising to a
third climax. There was only so much attention the man could take.
His testicles pulled to his body even as Gabrielle pulled down on
them. And then he was panting and his cock was jerking and the
thick white ropes of his spunk splashed into his wife’s hand.

The marquis shuddered with relief, his face
buried in the pillow. Jane watched as the marquissa reached into
her knickers and pushed her cum-covered fingers up into her cunt,
wiping them as clean as possible, leaving as much behind on and in
her sex. Jane said nothing, it was not her place. Gabrielle saw
Jane watching, frowned, turned away, and finished her business.

“Why?” her husband asked her when Jane
pulled her artificial male member out of the man’s ass. For a
moment Jane thought he was asking why his wife was smearing his cum
on her pussy. Even Jane knew the answer to that one, but it wasn’t
his question. He was concerned with another issue entirely.

“Because I can.”

“You’re so cruel.” Jane saw tiny tears
welling up in the corners of his eyes. He wasn’t a man without
compassion for his wife, but he had no physical desire for her,
even if she wanted him in her bed as a wife is supposed to for her
husband.

“It’s true,” she agreed. “I do enjoy the
suffering of others. Maybe two hundred years ago I would have been
the noblewoman encouraging her husband to have criminals publicly
executed and flogged. I might have enjoyed that. But we live in
more civilized, sophisticated times. I’m happy to pay for the
privilege of seeing the lower born suffer willingly under my
hand.”

“How did I wind up married to a woman such
as you?” he asked.

Gabrielle gave him a kiss on his forehead
before she started loosening the ropes around his wrists. “You’re
just lucky. I think we need to call for one of the handsome slaves.
Would you like to see how I can hurt him?”

The ferocity and evil in Gabrielle’s voice
gave Jane a shiver down her spine. She tried to fade into the
background as the two aristocrats plotted giving into their basest
desires.

“That would be interesting,” the marquis
offered.

His wife smiled. “I knew you’d say that.”
She finished freeing him and went over to the case where she kept
her jewelry. Opening it up she pulled out the pair of black metal
clamps that had been attached to Jane’s nipples just days
before.

“Come here, girl,” Gabrielle ordered even as
Jane was trying to slip away. “Look what they do to the poor
thing,” she said to the marquis. “Stand up straight and don’t
move,” she ordered the slave.

Jane folded her arms behind her back and
suffered the indignity of the clamps on her tits once more.

“See,” Gabrielle said to her husband. “Look
at her face. She’s trying to cover up that she’s in pain, but she
hides it so poorly.”

“I doubt you’ll get the same reaction from a
man.”

“I don’t plan on putting them on his
nipples. Men have a far more sensitive region…” She plucked the
clamps from Jane, barely releasing the pressure from the springs,
causing Jane to scream out in surprise at the way the clamp tore at
her flesh. Gabrielle smiled at her wickedly. “Just a little thrill
for you.”

Jane put her hands over her breasts,
coddling them for a moment, before checking herself for wounds. Her
flesh wasn’t
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