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Maud pulled open her ass-cheeks with her hand, looking back and seeing Queen Amelia’s naughty eyes as her mouth did untold things.

“Get it nice and clean for Harald’s cock,” Maud said.

Harald was almost shaking with excitement.  He’d never been in a woman’s asshole before.

“You wouldn’t think it could take it,” Queen Amelia said, rubbing at the little knot with her finger.

“You’d be surprised at what it can do,” Maud said.

Queen Amelia teased the tip of her finger inside, looking at Maud for a reaction.  Rather than seem pained, Maud grunted as though she was having her shoulders massaged.

“Look how she takes it,” Queen Amelia said, impressed.

She put her tongue back against Maud and waggled it inside as far as her finger had ventured.  Gradually the muscle relented, becoming more malleable.

“It’s slackening up,” Queen Amelia said, looking back at Harald.  “Think you can fit in that?”

She pushed the muscle open with the index finger of both hands, looking back at her husband as she presented the puckered-up knot.

“Stuff him inside me, Queen Amelia,” Maud said.

Harald moved into place and the Queen gripped his cock, tugging him forwards.  She was keen to make the two meet, relishing the notion of playing matchmaker.

The Queen and her husband looked down as his cock touched the tight muscle.  Amelia smudged the tip up and down over the little hole, then set it in the recess.

“It’s not going in,” she said impatiently.

Maud started to push back, and Harald held the base of his cock steady.  He gripped his thumb and finger around it, turning the length of him stiff as it filled with blood that couldn’t escape.

Maud felt him become stiffer and pushed back eagerly, straining a groan as she felt herself open.

“It’s going in,” remarked the Queen excitedly.  She looked up at Harald to see his shocked expression.  “How does it feel, dear?”

“Like magic!” he announced.

Harald felt the warm, tight grip of Maud’s delicious asshole.  He’d dreamed of fucking the handmaid, but not like this.

Maud continued to ease back against him and Harald felt her ass slip over him, shrouding him in the beautiful warmth.

“Oh, Maud, that’s impressive,” said Amelia.

“Take him out of me,” Maud said, breathing deep.

Queen Amelia rushed, thinking that Maud couldn’t stand it.  Harald was compliant too.  He watched his cock emerge from its maiden voyage into the unknown.

“Now suck,” Maud said, looking back.

Queen Amelia was dumbstruck.  Even Harald was shocked.

“Suck his cock, Maud?” asked Queen Amelia.

“Yes,” said Maud plainly.  “Unless you’re not as naughty as I thought?”

Queen Amelia was keen to impress the worldly woman.  She looked down at Harald’s cock.  It looked just as it had, but Amelia knew where it had been.

“Do it,” Harald urged, keen to have his cock go somewhere.

Queen Amelia opened over the tip and her two partners rejoiced.
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Queen Amelia presided over court in her throne room, trying to maintain her regal manner despite the long hours.  She kept her back straight and nodded attentively as the commoners before her aired their grievances to their younger majesty.

After each case Amelia would try to offer a course of action, taking her husband Harald’s advice.  Whenever she needed it, he’d step forwards and whisper something into her ear.  It wasn’t always relevant ...

“So, while I understand and respect the symbolism behind the roaming lions around the city’s boundaries in respect to your house’s sigil, it’s taking an enormous toll on my livestock,” said a weary farmer, cap in hand.

“I see,” said the Queen, touching her chin pensively.

She nodded to Harald who took several steps towards her and stooped to her ear.

“You might offer the man some help with his land’s boundaries.  A heightened fence, perhaps?”

The Queen paused in thought as Harald remained close.

“And once we’re done, you might want to invite that saucy handmaid of yours up to our quarters so she can teach us her ways.”

Queen Amelia’s eyes dazzled at her husband’s suggestion.  They’d recently begun dallying in more adventurous matters in the bedroom after Harald had a risqué book smuggled in from the Eastlands.

“Build this man’s fields a taller fence,” the Queen said, waving her hand dismissively as she stood up.

There were murmurs among the court from people who hadn’t yet been given an audience.

“We’ll hold another session tomorrow at the same hour,” said Amelia, turning before anyone could speak.

The farmer held his cap at his waist, wondering just how tall his new fences were going to have to be to keep out the marauding beasts.

In the meantime, Amelia and Harald disappeared into the back chambers, followed by the handmaids that waited outside the door.

Harald caught sight of Maud and stared at her big, beautiful bust.  She kept them covered during her duties, but the size of her assets was undeniable.

Queen Amelia, for her part, wasn’t as well endowed.  She had modest breasts that were almost flat when her arms stretched above her.  She was in her early twenties too, and didn’t have the worldly experience that Maud had garnered in her thirty-eight years.

The spinster had found herself under the charge of Queen Amelia after The Festival of Opportunity that the Queen had established soon after her ascendancy.

Regular commoners had the chance to prove themselves in front of the royals, with the best among them earning a position under the Queen.

Maud had impressed Amelia with her command of exotic drinks, concocting a sweet-tasting beverage that loosened Queen Amelia’s inhibitions much like ale, but tastes much, much nicer.

Harald had been impressed with Maud’s other attributes, but he was coy about that when he agreed with his Queen that Maud might make a good addition.

Maud wasn’t naïve.  She knew the look of a man who lusted after her, and when Queen Amelia looked upon her she started to realize what a woman’s lust looked like too.

She was hired that day, and her life changed overnight.  She took up residence in the castle, working her way close to the Queen who was instantly fond of the older woman’s relaxed manner.

Queen Amelia gave Maud the easier tasks, and invited her into the inner circle, where other staff members seldom trod.

Maud was present for almost all of Queen Amelia’s daily duties.  She was there with her at breakfast, rode with her on hunts, bathed her before bed, and read to her and her husband while they drifted off to sleep.

Maud was perhaps the closest to the duo than any other person in the whole kingdom, but she was about to become even closer still.

Harald and Amelia had toyed with the idea of a third party for some time after Maud had read them the notion in Harald’s exotic book one bedtime.

They could barely sleep when they were first introduced to the concept, with Harald stiffening up something fierce when Maud detailed how such an operation might be undertaken.

Queen Amelia had excused Maud from the room at the time, so that her majesty could service her husband’s urges, but when Harald repeatedly glanced at the door outside which Maud stood, the attentive Queen became suspiciously intrigued.

Harald confessed to the attraction he had to Maud, and Queen Amelia agreed likewise.  In the exotic book’s earlier chapters, the idea of lesbianism had been introduced to Amelia, and while her preference was men, she found Maud’s quiet beauty undeniable.

So now, Queen Amelia and Harald climbed the spiral staircase that led to their chambers, with Maud and several other handmaids in tow.

“I think a bath might be in order,” the Queen said back to one of her maids.

“Right you are, Queen Amelia,” head handmaiden Athena said.

“Run us three, will you?” added the Queen.

“Three baths?” asked Athena, confused.

“Yes,” Amelia said.  “Call us when they’re ready.”

Queen Amelia and Harald retreated to the royal bedroom while their baths were drawn in the adjacent room.

“I think I know who that third bath is for,” said Harald, raising his eyebrows excitedly.

Queen Amelia tussled his ashen hair.  Harald was almost twenty years her senior, but he had a playfulness about him that Amelia had been instantly attracted to.

“If we’re going to involve her, she needs to be clean,” said Amelia.  “And so do we.  Do you remember that chapter about all the bum stuff?”

“An intriguing notion,” said Harald.  “I thought that spot was more of an exit than an entrance, but it’s exciting to imagine isn’t it?”

“I don’t think I could do it,” said Amelia.

“I don’t think a Queen should be doing something like that.”

“But that’s exactly the kind of convention that I’m keen to smash,” said Amelia.

Harald took her up in his arms.  “Amelia, my love, I’ve seen your dainty little knot.  I don’t think it could take more than a finger.”

Queen Amelia dropped open her mouth and then guffawed loudly, slapping her husband’s chest.

“You dirty old devil,” she teased.  “Gosh, what a thought.”

Harald squeezed at his wife’s hips and tried to temper his excitement.

“You’ll be inside her soon, Harald,” said Amelia.

Harald felt his cock twitch at the idea.  Maud was womanly and intriguing in ways that his twenty-two-year-old wife wasn’t.  Queen Amelia, for all her adventure, had lived a sheltered life.  She took her food as plain and vanilla as she took her cock, yearning to question tradition but not always brave enough to follow through.

“And you’re sure you don’t mind?” asked Harald, looking deeply into his wife’s eyes.

“I think it’d be saucy, don’t you?  Watching Maud tackle that big cock of yours.”

“You’re too kind, my Queen,” Harald said graciously.

The pair’s giggles could be heard by the handmaidens who prepared the baths in the next room, heating up small cauldrons of water that they poured ceaselessly into the three large, metallic tubs.

“I’ll wager this one’s for you,” said Athena, looking with displeasure at Maud.

Maud kept quiet, filling the container
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