

    
        
          The Lord's Nursemaid

        

        
        
          The Lord's Nursemaid, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Virginia Heart

        

        
          Published by Virginia Heart, 2014.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE LORD'S NURSEMAID

    

    
      First edition. March 20, 2014.

      Copyright © 2014 Virginia Heart.

    

    
    
      Written by Virginia Heart.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Virginia Heart

	    

      
	    
	      The Lord's Nursemaid

        
	      The Lord's Nursemaid

        
	      Nurse the Box

        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Virginia Heart’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Virginia Heart

The Lord's Nursemaid

Further Reading: Nurse the Box

Also By Virginia Heart

About the Author


The Lord’s Nursemaid by Virginia Heart

After three months, Becca grew tired of being the Lord’s nursemaid. Her nipples felt constantly raw, nibbled, pecked, chewed, and gnawed to the ends of their endurance. She’d not minded breastfeeding in the beginning; full of love and patience, she’d carefully nurtured the boy to health. 

But her Lord’s offspring shared no such connection back to Becca, and he seemed a cruel little thing. The spawn of the Lord and a mistress, the little creature giggled at her torment. He’d started gentle enough but then, over time, became a being of biting and chewing.

Her nipples hurt to touch. Despite the creams and solvents offered to her by the medicine men, the bumps surrounding her areola seemed forever enflamed. She’d lick her fingers and touch the moisture to the ravaged skin, desperately seeking to cool the constant ache and wear. It didn’t help.

The previous nursemaid – Becca never knew her name – left the manor when the child’s teeth appeared. He’d gone from tempestuous and vile to downright mean. Little teeth clamped around the rubber-like nubs with ferocity, and that woman had given up any attempt to soothe him. Becca took the job when it was offered because, in this world, any work was good work.

Even more importantly, the Lord’s men at arms knew about Becca’s father. A strong, fierce man, her father led a small crew of men who pirated the roads on the way to Laudalin. Becca eschewed the criminal life, but found herself impregnated by a local boy who was friendly, kind, loving, but also forgetful when his seed found root. The dual shame and risk to her long life weighed heavily on Becca, and she found herself more than eager to accept any route out of her misery. 

A nursemaid in the Lord’s manor could expect good fortune and a loving future. At least, she could if the vile child didn’t gnaw on her breasts like a wolverine. In the worst of cases, she had naively thought, she’d tend to the child until it grew past breastfeeding. Then she’d find herself a serving woman with the favor of the boy she’d help raise. In the best of cases, perhaps the Lord’s men would find her fetching, and one would offer to make her a wife.

Becca was an attractive woman. She knew that was part of the reason she’d succeeded at getting this job. Her thin build still boasted ripe, enjoyable breasts. Her mousey hair possessed an unassuming beauty, and enough youth still lingered on her cheeks that men looking for an innocent woman mistook her looks for virginity. Her limps were long and her hips were wide. While she might not be read to model for painting, everything about Becca’s thin build and hourglass shape suggested lounging front of the fire on a cold, windy night. She was built to fit snugly in a man’s arms, or at least so she thought.

Becca hissed while touching some medicinal cream to her left nipple. It was particularly sore, and the Lord’s son had managed to break the skin at the edge of her areola. After a few moments, the cream did its work and she breathed a sigh of relief. Even under the tender ministrations of her delicate, thin fingers, the wound burned with raw agony. 

She kept rubbing the cream around her nipple. It soon provided more than just surcease of the pain. Her nipple hardened at the touch, a bead of milk appearing at the edge of her breast. A few more rubs, and a gentle squeeze of her mammary, and she turned that bead of milk into a thin, white line of liquid dribbling down her pale stomach. It fell at the crease between her belly and legs, threatening to slide down the hidden depths below.

Becca looked around her grand room. Made of dark wood and highlighted with silver trim, everything about the room boasted elegance. She marveled that she sat here, in this rich, noble room. She was a battered nursemaid, tired and sore after a day of feeding an ungrateful child, brushing her nipple into erection and activity. The silk pajamas brushed satisfyingly against her shoulders, even while she massaged the cream fully into her skin. Her bed was comfortable, made of feathery down and filled like a puffy cloud.

Her free fingers drifted between her thighs, plucking at her sensitive inner parts. A fresh blush warmed her cheeks, but she kept massaging herself for the sake of a distraction. Anything that might tear her mind away from her sore, chafed nipples felt like a good idea. It had been a long time since anything had been betwixt her thighs, and Becca reckoned she’d enjoy the time with herself.

She was nearly ready to lie down and sink into the bed when her bedroom door opened. It wasn’t a loud sound; instead, the wooden door scraped lightly across the stone. Becca sat up suddenly, very aware of her nearly nude body and the aching, stiff nipples left open to the night’s breeze. She closed the robe around herself for modesty, even though the silk felt like sand against her battered breasts.

“Don’t mind me,” the man in the doorway said. His voice was deep and comfortable, as if he belonged in this room. He showed no signs that he may have been barging in on a private moment. “Do carry on.”

Lord O’Donnell cast a large shadow across the room. His black hair captured the moonlight, casting faintly blue highlights across his features. His dark, black eyes regarded her nearly lovingly, as if he’d stumbled in on a wayward child. The Lord of the manor wore a dark smoking robe; it was the kind the men liked to tuck their pipes into while enjoying long nights of dark, acrid liquor. His broad chest proclaimed his warrior’s nobility; he’d stood on the border with the King, fighting off pillaging hordes who attempted to take the isle. Lord O’Donnell looked every part the powerful, commanding noble, even standing in Becca’s room, interrupting her tender ministrations.

Becca thought it over briefly and opted to obey. The lord was more than just her patron. In a sense, he’d been her savior. She didn’t like to think about what might have become of her, had she remained in the village of Deowyn. This work as a nursemaid had been more than a blessing; it had been a salvation. If the lord wished to watch her apply cream to the instrument of her work, then so be it.

“Yes, my Lord,” is all she said. There was no need to elaborate.

She used her fingertips to spread the top of her robe back open. She scooped a small portion of the cream from its jar, and started spreading the tincture over her nipple again. As if by command, the rose-colored nipple stood back at attention. She chewed lightly on her lower lip as O’Donnell approached her.

“My son did this?” he asked in a low voice.

Becca focused on soothing her aching nipple, but nodded meekly.

“I would hope that he’d be more gentle with the source of his food,” the man said. “But I see that is not the case.”

Without provocation, the Lord reached for her right nipple – the one far less abused by her charge – and pinched it gently. A fierce stream of milk instantly flowed from it, splattering the Lord’s hand and Becca’s own chest. He squeezed again, another stream sliding along his wrist.

She didn’t resist. Lord O’Donnell was a powerful man, and no mere peasant. He could do as he wished. Take her. Abuse her. But, just as importantly, love her and care for her. If Lord O’Donnell showed a liking to Becca, her life could be far less difficult. And maybe, if he were truly pleased, maybe he could even find a different nursemaid for the fanged child he called a son.

She closed her eyes and stayed focused on the cool, soothing feel of the ointment against her aching breast. The Lord’s hand pumped her right breast again, more gently, and another flow of milk slid down her body.

“You certainly seem productive,” the Lord said. “I believe I see how my son has grown so much in the last few months. You’ve done well.”

“Thank you, my Lord,” Becca answered.

She’d been given no other command, so Becca continued her ministrations.

Suddenly, Lord O’Donnell descended on her, like a bird of prey swooping down on a rodent. His mouth latched around her right breast hungrily, encircling her nipple with precision and eagerness. She reacted on instinct and pushed away from him, but the Lord just gripped
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