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Part Three

Chapter One

Serving Shae




They were in a luxurious conference room where only
the business of state was supposed to be held. It was a beautiful
room filled with a large, round table. The tabletop was black
granite and held by a sturdy frame of rosewood. White sandstone
busts of the former kings and queens of the Isle filled the shelves
on the walls. What space wasn’t taken up by the busts was filled
with books and maps. There were no windows. The only source of heat
was a small fireplace. There was only one entrance, a heavy maple
door that was guarded on the outside by a pair of soldiers. It was
perfect for discussions of a private and delicate nature.

Instead of a discussion, at the moment two of the
people in the room were engaged in a tight clinch. King Dakron’s
was biting Ambassador Lysandre’s neck above the very high collar of
her dress. His hand was up under her skirt and she had one leg up
and wrapped around his thigh letting her cling to him while his
fingers sought out her pussy.

The formal dress of the Isle ambassador hid almost
every inch of her skin, but with the dress’s skirts lifted up it
was easy for the visiting king to slip his fingers into her silk
undergarments and probe her sex, searching for her pulsing
clit.

Teo, the king’s slave, watched the proceedings with
disinterest. She had seen her king fuck many women, herself
included, and this was hardly unusual for him. The other servant in
the room was plainly shocked to see such scandalous behavior on the
part of the ambassador. The serving girl was holding a tray with
two glasses of wine and it took all of her self-control and
training not to drop the tray to the floor. As it was, the tray was
listing to one side letting the glasses slowly slide downward. Teo
saw this and moved across the room to prevent a disaster. She moved
slowly, owing to her rotund belly that let everyone know she was
heavily pregnant, but it was still fast enough to avert the
catastrophe. She took the tray from the serving girl and placed it
on the black granite table.

Dakron pulled his lips and teeth from Lysandre’s
neck, noted he had left some minor bruising on her pale skin (that
would easily be hidden by the ambassador’s high collar) and
complained to his lover, “Why do the Isle nobility hide their skin?
This dress is completely impractical for sex.”

He was wearing a modified Isle military uniform even
though he was just a barbarian king from the north. A barbarian
king who Lysandre had fucked several times and was looking forward
to again inviting to her bed. She wanted to tear open the jacket
and feel his strong muscles under her fingertips, but more than
that she wanted to fall to her knees in front of the king, open up
his woolen breeches, and suck on his delightful cock. She couldn’t
let him know that, of course, but it was what she desired.

“Because it is more exciting to conceal and reveal
than to show off all the time,” Ambassador Lysandre said primly.
She turned her head and saw the serving girl still staring with
wide eyes. The servant didn’t know what to do. “I wish you hadn’t
done that in front of her,” Lysandre reprimanded her lover. “I
barely know this…girl. I don’t know if she can be trusted.” The
girl closed her mouth and tried to comport herself, but it was
obvious she was distressed. “What is your name girl?”

“Shae,” the dark-haired serving girl said. Lysandre
saw that she wasn’t really a girl, she was obviously a young woman,
but the servant’s dress and her role made her seem much
younger.

“Do not move, Shae,” Lysandre said and went to the
one door in the large room. Stepping outside for just a moment she
called for her loyal servant who should have brought in the wine in
the first place.

“Don’t be afraid,” Lysandre said quietly to the
girl. “I’m just having you reassigned to a different part of the
palace.”

“I would never say a word about this to anyone!” the
girl blurted.

“Of course. But you don’t want to have to be
responsible for knowing more than you’re supposed to,” Lysandre
said calmly. Misch, Lysandre’s long-time maid came in. “Ah. Misch.
Please escort Miss Shae to the Rosewood Room and have Miss Amber
reassign her to a different duty for today.”

“Of course, Ambassador,” said Misch. She beckoned to
the other servant who nervously followed and gave a hurried curtsy
to Lysandre as she left the room.

“You shouldn’t have kissed me like that,” Lysandre
admonished the king as she took a sip of the wine Teo had saved
from crashing to the floor.

The king brushed his long, light brown hair out of
his eyes and ran his fingers under his nose, taking in the scent of
his lover’s cunt. “You didn’t seem to mind, judging by how wet your
pussy is.” He smiled and drank from his own glass.

“But look what you made me do!” Her words were
spoken with anger, but there was no anger on her face. The royal
ambassador had nearly perfect control of her emotions to allow that
to be a problem.

“What did I make you do? Get wet and want to
cum?”

“No. You made me sent a perfectly innocent serving
girl to the Rosewood Room.”

He shrugged. “So she gets a different duty for the
day. Why should I care?”

Lysandre pressed her lips together into a thin line.
“The Rosewood Room is where we send those who need to
be…disciplined.”

Dakron seated himself in one of the plush chairs and
put his feet up on the black granite table in a most unlordlike
manner. “So?”

“She doesn’t know it but she’ll be…physically
punished for your mistake. Probably a whipping. Possibly worse. It
depends on Miss Amber’s mood. Then she’ll be made to serve for the
Golden Lion Society.”

He shrugged. “Doesn’t sound so bad.”

“The Golden Lion Society is the king’s
private…club.” She tried to put on an expression of disapproval,
but her natural lust came through. “The members of Golden Lion are
all older men who take great delight in tormenting pretty young
things like Miss Shae in all manner of sexual degradation. There is
no way she’s ready for that.”

Dakron wasn’t fooled by Lysandre’s performance. He
gulped down his wine and removed his feet from the table. “It
sounds to me like you’d like to be in her position right about
now.”

Lysandre stiffened and sniffed at him. “The Golden
Lion Society is run by my father, the king. I would hardly like to
be a sexual plaything for him and his friends.”

Standing up Dakron went to his lover and backed her
up against the black granite table. She tried to resist but the
barbarian king was easily twice her size and incredibly strong. “In
another world, another time, you’d be dying to be their play thing.
I know you, Lys.”

Lysandre swallowed the last of her wine and put the
glass down on the table with a trembling hand. “You don’t know me
as well as you think you do.”

In response Dakron yanked up her skirts and fumbled
about a moment with her silken undergarment. Eventually, and with
her help, he pulled it down exposing her pussy. Under her dress she
wore silk stockings held up with garters around her thighs. Teo was
now watching the pair. If invited she would have been happy to
participate, but since she had not she remained silent for the
moment, her hand on her swollen belly.

Dakron put Lysandre up on the edge of the table; the
granite was cool on her ass but it in no way reduced the heat of
her pussy. The king knelt down between his lover’s thighs and
pressed his face to her sex. She groaned and let her head fall back
as the king’s tongue explored her folds and slit, seeking out her
partially hidden clitoris

“Not here, not now,” she moaned.

“Here. Now. I want to fuck you again,” he panted
into her pussy before nipping at her soft thighs.

“No,” she shook her head. As much as she desired his
cock she still had her duty to perform. “Not until we work out the
treaty.”

“What matters the treaty?” he asked. “I’ll get you
with my son and he’ll rule my kingdom and your father’s when he
takes the throne.”

It was a wonderful fantasy to contemplate, but that
wasn’t part of Lysandre’s plan. Using all her strength and will,
she brought up one leg and drove the heel into Dakron’s shoulder,
forcing him away from her cunt. She stood up and let her skirts
fall into place. Noting her soiled panties on the floor, she picked
them up and stuffed them in Dakron’s jacket pocket as he stood.

“A promise,” she said. “Keep these and when you next
find me in bed, you can return them for a reward.”

The king pulled the silken undergarment from his
pocket, sniffed them, and returned them back to hiding. “I’m going
to hold you to that promise.”

“It’ll be my honor to fulfill it.” She smiled at him
and took her seat. It was a secret thrill to be conducting business
of the kingdom while her cunt was open and exposed but hidden by
her skirts.
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