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Chapter One

       “Oh, gentlemen!” cried the Marquis Gallance extravagantly to the weary travelers. “Before you retire for the night, please, I beg of you—be so kind as to fuck my choicest cunt.”

       The Captain of the wrecked ship blinked at his host as if he had not heard correctly. He was accustomed to being in command of a situation, a man who took orders from no one, who shipped what cargo he liked, when he liked, for whomever he liked. He had faced down tradesmen and mutineers, triumphed over pirates and savages, mastered tempest and tide. Now, however, he was acutely conscious of being beholden to this open-handed yet enigmatic stranger. Feeling ill at ease without his own plush dress coat, without his heavy snuff box in his pocket, without his gold-buckled shoes, he fidgeted within borrowed clothing at a richly appointed table which could not help but remind him of the magnitude of his host’s generous charity.

       The Captain laid the faceted crystal glass carefully down upon the brocaded linen beside a fine china plate. The lace cuff that brushed the tablecloth was indeed most finely wrought—but it was not truly his own, and he felt the lack. With no coin in his pocket and no sword at his side, he felt vaguely off balance. “Pardon, Marquis, but you said…?”

       “Cunt,” Gallance pronounced with deliberation. “Furry—wet—cunt. It lies, sir, between the white thighs of a girl.” He gave a genteel nod. “I invite you and your officers and men to possess and pollute a most tender young cunt.”

       “M-Marquis—” sputtered the Captain darkly. He felt his temper rise at the thought that he was being made light of.

       Gallance raised a soft white hand which seemed never to have handled a tool of any sort. “Oh, pray do not misunderstand me,” he assured the man good-naturedly. “You will have the pick of my entire harem of sluts, of course. Fuck whomever you wish, whenever you wish, however you wish. Debauch yourselves without reserve.” He shrugged. “Tonight, though, I merely had hoped that first you and your weary crew would enjoy the choicest cunt my hospitality has to offer.”

       The Captain’s knotted fists loosened. Suddenly he realized that, whatever this was, it was not some strange insult. “Monsieur,” said he uneasily, “surely you jest…”

       “About cunt!” exclaimed Gallance. “Never!” Imperiously he rang a bell lying close to his ostentatiously be-ringed hand.

       While servants in immaculate livery bustled to and fro, removing the dishes from the last course of the meal in deferential silence, a beautiful young girl entered the room in a stately flurry of sliding white silks and glowing black hair. Uncommonly pretty—and really quite youthful, they saw—she attracted every eye. “You rang, monsieur?” she cooed softly.

       The castaways rose swiftly to their feet all around the long table, gentlemen and common seamen alike. “Mademoiselle,” bowed the Captain graciously to the girl who advanced across the great Oriental rugs, “truly it is an honor—”

       “Pray do not disturb yourself, my dear Captain,” laughed Gallance, who alone had not stood. “My cunt is for fucking, not for flattering.”

       The maiden stopped where she was and curtsied elegantly to the Captain as if nothing untoward had been said. “Your servant, sir,” intoned her soft voice with scrupulous politeness.

       The Captain frowned, looking from the exquisitely self-possessed young girl to the smirking Marquis and back again, wide-eyed. “Surely,” he said uncertainly, addressing his host once more, “surely, sir, you carry the jest too far…”

       “No, I assure you,” Gallance said easily. “Fill this darling slut’s every beckoning hole to overflowing with your cum, but fill not her ears with a drop of squeamish nonsense. She is,” he winked, “too young and impressionable for such words.”

       The Captain looked swiftly at the girl, but she made no protest. She merely smiled sweetly at the confused man, her red lips curling up ever so faintly at the corners.

       “Marquis!” protested the Captain, aghast.

       “Oh, never fear,” Gallance reassured him. “All is in readiness. This cunt has been bathed and perfumed and coiffed, teased and primed to readiness, given medicines to prevent pregnancy and disease. Her body lives to serve.”

       “But, sir,” exclaimed the poor Captain, “this young lady—”

       “Is tonight but a cunt!” laughed Gallance. “A beautiful fresh cunt,” he continued imperturbably, “soft and hairy on the outside, slippery and smelly on the inside.” He leered at the girl. “And tonight,” he guaranteed, “we will make her slipperier and smellier still. We all shall simply pound ourselves balls-deep in this sumptuous cunt and use it as our dirtiest whims prompt us, on and on until that juicy girl-flesh has loosed the seed of every man. She shall beg us for every spurt of the defilement—of the flattery—and she shall thank us sweetly for it when we have sated our lusts within her.”

       The girl said not a word, but to the Captain’s astonishment, she gave a gracious little nod. The Captain looked around in confusion at his officers and men, but all were as shocked as he. Old cook and young cabin boy, pilot and navigator, common seamen—stout lads all, they were as motionless as statues, waiting uncertainly for their leader. He caught the eye of his First Officer discreetly, and the trusted man could do naught but shrug back with his eyebrows. There was not a sound in the great candlelit dining room.

       The Marquis broke the silence. “Here, cunt,” he called quietly. He summoned the maiden with a negligent wave of his fingertips.

       “Oui, mon Marquis,” came the girl’s soft reply. Smiling faintly, she stepped toward Gallance without the slightest demure.

       Yet no polite gentle lady, these sailors knew, would have obeyed such a peremptory command. What did it mean, the Captain wondered, when a seeming lady could stand so sweetly before a dinner party of strangers, could be put on display, ordered about, called cunt, and promised as a bedmate to two-dozen-odd guests of all rank and station without even the merest show of indignation? Why, even the most jaded old whore would resent such treatment—and yet this exquisite young thing was as rare and fine as some decadent Asiatic emperor’s most valued courtesan. Could it really be that a girl this fresh and young and lovely was merely this man’s plaything? Not one sailor spoke a word, but every heartbeat grew faster, every eye more hungrily attentive.

       None had ever imagined that a lady as refined as this could be a mere servant to animal lusts so, and even the Captain could scarcely avoid admitting to himself, secretly, unwillingly, that the notion now was wildly inflaming. This was no cheap portside brothel, where low-guttering candles and the abundance of rum made fat old women and slatternly young sluts seem like princesses. No, the dark-eyed girl who stood before them truly was the most beautiful morsel of femininity that any of them had ever seen. And the wicked Marquis had said that they all would use her…

       The Captain tried to stop his terrible thoughts, but his mind ran wildly on. It seemed dirty and wrong, yet he knew suddenly that there was not a man in the room who could have denied the invitation to lie with her, naked and sweaty and gasping—he included. Whether alone in the romantic sanctuary of some canopied bed, or whether before the gawking eyes of every one of his shipmates, none of these poor mortals would be able to resist the chance to treat this sweet young girl like a lover, like a whore. Here there would be no bored wives to frown, no furious churchmen to scold, no magistrates to punish. In this castle upon the uncharted island of their mysterious rescuer, the sailors were lost from their old lands and customs, their old fears. Here they were free to indulge in their most desperate desires, joyously! Who would not kiss her and pet her and cherish her—strip her and ravish her and soil her? To feel her all over, to taste her all over, making her cry out her own forbidden lusts—what a wild delight it would be!

       The Captain bit his lip uncertainly. Why, he should set the example for his crew! Yet he was no longer confident that he could control his own fleshly desires. His eyes returned to the beautiful girl, helplessly. How lovely she was!

       Did she really, as the lustful Marquis claimed so nonchalantly, enjoy being penetrated and polluted? Without the stifling strictures of society, the Captain thought slowly, perhaps it was just possible. Surely women had their own desires sometimes, he knew. And if they let those secrets lusts free, wallowing in them as unashamedly as any man, then what would happen? Would such a young lady simply want more and more and more? What a pleasant thought it was!

       A man, after all, usually was done after just one woman, his veins so tired that his naughty organ simply could not rise for more. But if the grasping pink pit between a girl’s thighs was given free rein, how many throbbing cocks might it deign to take? If a girl did not have to care about convention or modesty or law and need not concern herself with the chance of pregnancy or pox, might she simply lie back lazily and invite as many turgid slabs of throbbing meat into her very core as she craved? As she watched her welcome ravishers tolerantly through eyes half-lidded in pleasure, would that soft, spongy hole just open up again and again, funneling ever more fluids to its sticky bottom?

       What would it be like, the Captain could not help wondering, to plop one’s swollen purple cockhead into the sloppy, squelching wet hole of a beautiful girl who already was filled with the cum of a dozen men—and who begged prettily for the stringy spurts of a dozen more? What if those copious dollops did not disgust her but instead somehow pleased her as the evidence of her sexual prowess? Spread-legged and unashamed, she might reach those slender white arms languidly up and drag one down into her beckoning nakedness. Oh, to lie upon that flat young belly and wallow in the musky liquid paradise between those white thighs, grunting desperately, vying to be the one to pollute the smirking seductress the most copiously! And through it all, he imagined, she would smile indulgently and whisper in one’s reddened ear all the terrible things she craved one to do to her. The naughty thought thrilled him wildly.

       And yet the Captain felt he should want to protect the girl from this brutish treatment somehow. She was too fresh and serene and youthful, too ethereally lovely to be subjected to the undignified lusts of men. He longed to spirit her away and put her on a noble throne somewhere, a velvet-cushioned throne inlaid with diamonds and pearls and rubies, a seat from which, cloaked in long flowing robes, she could rule on high like a queen. Well, perhaps more like a princess, he amended with an inward shudder, for this slender white girl was young enough to be Gallance’s daughter—and that man surely was a decade or two younger than the Captain himself…  Nevertheless, he would kneel before this esteemed pale princess, humbly. He would do her every bidding, willingly.

       And yet he wished she would bid him simply to fuck her, too. He would climb up on that dais and cast open her rich velvet robes and find her suddenly naked immediately beneath. Gasping, he would grip that smooth girlish white flesh deliriously, rubbing his aching red penis all over her—her hands, her thighs, her belly, her breasts, and her face! As she sat smirking upon her throne he would cradle her supple haunches in his hungry, splayed hands, spreading those pale thighs wide to press his desperately swollen cock down through the glossy tangles of her moist black fur and straight into the receptive, squelching pink flesh beneath. With his growling mouth upon her crookedly knowing red lips and his grasping hands upon her cool, resilient young bosom, he would molest her, happily.

       Yes, the Captain wanted to forget about responsibility and custom, wanted to make that pretty thing writhe beneath him as he fucked her full of his urgent fluids and enjoyed her in every manner the mind could conjure up. Shocked at his own thoughts, he looked around swiftly—but no one was paying him any attention. All eyes were upon the girl.

       This girl was indeed a most young and beautiful creature, glowing in the very prime of her burgeoning femininity. She was slender and shapely, white and smooth. Her neck and shoulders gleamed bare in the candlelight, soft and alluring. The tender thing’s waist was of delicate proportion, and the tantalizing hand span of close-fitting fabric just above the swelling of her hoop skirt suggested the charms of supple young hips. Such curves made one wish to put one’s arm protectively about that slim young waist…and yet also made one wish to cast those young hips upon a bed somewhere and possess them wildly. The delicate hands and wrists, the elegant forearms, the softly rounded upper arms and shoulders—how could their symmetry not make the poor sailors think of similarly elegant little feet and ankles, of smooth calves and thighs that might be splayed to reveal the soft, moist temptation between?

       Yet if her body was an allurement, how much more so was her face! The girl’s hair was glossy sable, gleaming waves pulled back from an exquisitely fresh face of cream-like complexion and held without ornamentation but for a single ribbon of red silk. Her youthful skin was so smooth and soft, unlined by years or care. Her eyebrows were sooty, expressionless and yet almost mocking somehow above a straight narrow nose turned up ever so faintly at the tip.

       And the eyes —  How they captivated the guests! The girl’s eyes were dark and liquid, rimmed with fine dense lashes that did not droop at the Marquis’ inflamingly coarse words. How could such innocent young eyes not quail in disgust? Yet perhaps, the Captain speculated with an inward shudder of forbidden delight, those pretty eyes indeed had looked upon debaucheries that made the Marquis’ words seem tame. Observing their curious lack of reaction, which of the tempest-tossed sailors did not wonder, perhaps unwillingly, what intimate ministrations might be required to make those fathomless dark orbs blink? What a wondrous delight it would be to make her cry out her secret joys!

       And the lips—below cheeks whose becoming rosiness somehow failed to deepen to the expected scarlet by what the Marquis had said, the luscious morsel’s lips gleamed sly and enigmatic. Could it be that such a tender young girl already knew firsthand about the sensual potentials of that most expressive of orifices? Those lips smirked somehow, without quite admitting it. They promised something, without quite naming it. Which of the Marquis’ guests did not feel a mindless animal stiffening somewhere below his well fed belly at the sight of those mockingly self-possessed lips? How those cherries might caress and kiss and coax, and finally, how beautifully they might accept!

       Affecting so pointedly not to notice their obvious brutish fleshly response, Gallance merely cocked an eyebrow at the rapt expressions upon his companions’ mesmerized faces. “And how long,” wondered Gallance obliquely, “have you poor souls been at sea without the company of women?”

       The First Mate of the ship licked his lips, his gaze most imprudently fixed upon the young damsel. “Too long,” the poor man murmured. He moved his sea cap hastily to cover the sudden rigidity within the front of his trousers.

       “Which signifieth nothing!” the Captain snapped, attempting to glare sternly at the Mate. Yet despite his tone, he, too, betrayed a physical reaction which he could neither suppress nor hide. His blood beat heavily, insistently, in flesh that for months had not known the satisfactions that only the sweet secrets of an indulgent feminine frame could bestow. He ached with desire, a thick, heavy feeling that filled the bottom of his belly.

       “Indeed!” seconded the faithful First Officer darkly from the man’s other side.

       The Captain inclined his head faintly at his trusted second in command, a grateful little nod. Yet this man, too, the Captain saw, was betrayed by an obvious swelling within his borrowed breeches. The poor fellow was as agitated as any of the common seamen beneath them, but still he felt honor-bound to support the authority of his leader. The Captain’s heart went out to his friend.

       “Oh, come, dear sirs,” smiled Gallance, not missing anything. “Be not so hard with the poor man when his poor meat is so hard. Why, surely after a long voyage, when one’s balls are distended with the unspilled product of one’s natural lusts, the first thing every sailor must do is drain his stinking fluids in the sticky pink cunt-flesh of some whore.”

       “B-but, Marquis,” sputtered the Captain, trying to muster the outrage he knew he should feel, “to speak so before a tender young lady of such high birth—”

       “Tender,” interrupted Gallance, “oh, yes, exquisitely so.” The seated man reached up and took the girl’s chin gently in his hand. She did not flinch from that casually possessive touch, the Captain saw, did not draw back an iota. She stood there with his languid caress upon the fine young skin of her jaw as if there were nothing amiss.

       The Marquis stroked his thumb idly about the very corner of the girl’s mockingly sly lips. “To wallow in this creature’s firm little titties, slobbering, sucking, squeezing—stretching those tender nipples until she screams in rapture! How one’s hands and mouth, one’s rigid red member, can sport all about that tender white skin! What a joy it is to straddle that flat narrow ribcage and jerk oneself off unmercifully before her wide eyes, to pollute with spattering gouts of urgent seed her dainty upstanding bosom, her flushed and worshipful face—” The man’s eyes were glassy. “Ah, to soil her in joy, spurt after spurt, so that that mockingly beautiful visage is hung with great strings of goo…  She will see nothing but spunk, smell nothing but spunk, and taste nothing but spunk! To treat her so is to know—to own, to use, to defile!—tender.” Gallance nodded slowly at his dumbstruck guests.

       The Captain licked his lips. He had never imagined such an act—but suddenly it sounded so wicked, so right. The devotion of such a girl! And the girl did not contradict the man, did not squirm, and did not frown. Could it really be, he wondered again—unwillingly, and yet somehow hopefully—that the sweet, dark-eyed beauty really enjoyed this treatment?

       “Or, gentlemen,” intoned their host, “to part those tender, gleaming thighs and mount the smooth slender body as she sleeps, without any preliminaries, before she can stir, so that when she wakes she knows nothing but the selfless pleasure of her possession! Pinned to silk sheets by a throbbing red cock, her smooth white flesh writhing in joy to every grunting thrust…  It is bliss,” he maintained. “That pale youthful body inflames one’s passions wildly! What a treat it is, then, simply to lash this willing creature spread eagled to the posts of the bed with silken cords, her springy little breasts stiff-nippled and alluring, her soft pussy hairy and beckoning between her tender forced-open thighs! Can you imagine it, sirs?”

       Staring at the composed young lady like a beast in rut, the Captain did! Despite the inhibitions of conscience, he could not help himself, and neither could his poor sailors. Their flesh hungered for the girl, savagely. The poor Captain was wildly excited, his scrotum swollen full and achingly heavy with his lusts, the shaft of his manhood standing straight out. His engorged meat strained helplessly forward, the blind head fat with mindless desire, every vein bulging with animal power. Secret fluids seemed to well up at the base of his manhood, to churn restlessly, craving release. How that fiery rod ached to be quenched in musky pink! The front of his thin, elegant breeches was tented with his maddened erection.

       The girl saw it, he realized in wonder, but she betrayed no reaction except her naughty little smirk. That desperate rigidity was all for her, she clearly knew—the upstanding agonized flesh so thick and swollen, the slow-dripping fluids so wondrously heavy—and yet she did nothing but smile. It inflamed the Captain’s flesh all the more. What a darling, thought the Captain incoherently, a sweet, wicked darling!

       “In such a circumstance one will fuck her, gentlemen,” continued their host, “again and again and again, mindlessly, using her, filling her, making her scream with delight as she writhes happily against her silken bonds. One will return to the boudoir all day long, I assure you, until one’s poor burning red member will perform no longer. How many orgasms, how many gouts of semen can one man squirt to the bottom of her pretty pink pussy?” Gallance shook his head fondly. “And yet there comes a time when even such delectable flesh can no longer bring off one’s tired meat—one must simply masturbate into it, until the last dribbles are wrung from one’s poor cock. She will beg for that tribute.”

       Wide-eyed, the Captain gazed longingly at the girl. How could the smirking thing stand unblushing before them unless it were true? The thought of that pretty young face not merely accepting but actually begging for the spatters of a man’s seed—it was profoundly exciting.

       “Yet even then—limp, drained, sated—one will feel compelled to enjoy her still further, desperately. Perhaps,” Gallance shrugged idly, “one will reach right in and rub compulsively at that slippery, cum-filled paradise of glistening flesh and hair and fluids for hours on end until finally the vulnerable white thing that has shrieked and writhed so beautifully beneath one’s demanding fingers finally collapses in blissful exhaustion. And yet perhaps even that mastery will not be enough, and one might rouse her again—this time with one’s mouth!—burying one’s face in the smelly folds of her hairy, sleeping cunt to gobble at her like a starved man presented with the choicest of delicacies, sucking out the sloppy, overflowing juices of one’s own desperate lusts and this slut’s wanton eagerness with whimpering delight. In the throes of unspeakable passion, this little perversion will seem the most natural thing in the world.” He gazed for a long moment into the girl’s unblinking dark eyes. “That, sirs,” he said at last, quietly, “is to know tender.”

       Breathlessly the Captain tried to imagine it. The act was shocking, disgusting—and yet suddenly he knew that the Marquis was right. To this girl—for this girl—one might do anything, anything! His mouth watered.

       Gallance smiled around at his guests as he let his fingertips stray lightly down the silken white neck of the girl who stood motionless and calm before him. “And young?” he continued. “Oh, Captain, it would redden your face—and your cockhead—to know precisely. For this young slut’s early education I consulted the writings of the most renowned moral authorities of the ancient and modern worlds—and flouted their foolish platitudes!” He laughed explosively. “Still so young, sirs, but already she has been taught to pervert herself with abandon with men, women, vegetables, animals, mechanical devices. On her back, on her knees, in privacy, before multitudes—it matters not! And do you wonder, perhaps, how she was trained in her youth to relish not only the sensations but the sight, the sound, the taste, the smell of such glorious deviance?”

       The Marquis let his guests consider it for a long moment, their minds awhirl. “To serve gleefully every whim of the sensual connoisseur, no matter how outrageous, she was schooled with practice, practice, practice! Oh, how many times a day was she possessed, polluted, tantalized, tortured? Imagination is the key, sirs, and determination, too. I myself was her first teacher, of course—could not keep my hands off of her. I kept her with me at all times, and the things I did to her!” He gave a smiling, helpless shrug. “I pawed her whenever I felt the urge, wherever we were—in the boudoir, at the table, in the crowded marketplace. It was a pleasant thrill to push my fingers through that new growth of the softest downy black hairs and right up into her juicy pussy. I had a penchant for pulling those digits out again and commanding her to lick from my smelly fingertips every shining drop of her naughty lubrication. Oh, no tradesman or fishwife dared say a word, but she always seemed to enjoy it when people watched her do that.”

       The Captain’s eyes never left the girl. She seemed to glow somehow before him, otherworldly and serene.

       “I taught her to masturbate,” said Gallance, his eyes dreamy, “and for a time I made her do it constantly. Oh, what a dirty little frigger! She invented many a pretty game for pleasuring herself, I assure you, and I felt pride in my teachings at every dirty new outrage. Ah, how she played with that wet snatch—with nimble fingers, with every vegetable imaginable, with candlesticks, with the arms of chairs, with the very silverware of my table!” He nodded with a smile as his guests glanced down at the heavy silver they had just used in their meal. “How she prowled the halls like a cat in heat, crawling over this and that, grinding her musky slit against whatever she could, craving every new sensation!” He smiled with fond recollection.

       “And where?” wondered Gallance playfully. “Everywhere! In the boudoir, in the bath, upon walks in the woods. Oh, and she longed to perform before an audience. Sometimes she might strip herself in the main hall and writhe naked and sweaty on display as servants passed by all day long. Now and then the girl might simply creep in unannounced during business or dinner and curl up in the lap of one of my guests and masturbate herself to exhaustion. She became an artisan of her own flesh.”

       Despite himself, the Captain could not help drawing his hand again along one of those finely wrought long swells of burnished metal with which he had carried food to his mouth. His face felt red as he imagined how the rounded end of his fork might be rubbed through juicy pink flesh faster and faster…  He thought of her mating noisily with the rounded arm of his chair, thought of her climbing up and spreading herself open before him and showing him all of her desperate desires. The Captain moistened his lips restlessly.

       “She took to waking me with it each morning,” continued the Marquis. “She sat naked in a chair beside my pillow, opened up that ripe young cunt, and rubbed those deliciously reeking lips until they squelched. If I wanted a particularly strong odor, of course, I left orders the night before that she was to take a solid dozen fucks immediately before daring my chamber, and I would awake to the sound of the relentless gang-fuck just on the other side of my door—the grunts of the ravishers, the pretty cries of their happy victim. With that load in her hole, they carried her to me in a sedan chair, her bottom slouched down and her knees pulled up about her naked shoulders so as not to spill a single drizzle.” Gallance sighed at the remembrance. “What a smell! And the sight—dainty white fingers sporting in a pussy absolutely filled with thick dollops of cum. Now and then the wicked thing grew so aroused that she could not help scooping up a salty load of the goo and eating it before my wondering gaze…  Heavenly.” He smiled around at his entranced guests.

       The Captain’s mind reeled. What an angel—a wild, dirty angel, impossibly fulfilling! Such behavior was not the stuff of dreams but the stuff even dreams dared not allow. And yet she would wallow in it all, shamelessly.

       “Then,” continued Gallance slyly, “when I had satisfied myself that this cunt would serve, I sent her to a convent. She slept in the nude, and took to tiptoeing out at night and slipping in among the austere cots of the other pious devotees. She began her work on the sweetest, most innocent initiate of the whole nunnery, a wide-eyed little blonde who at first scarcely even realized what was happening. A friendly smile here and there, a girlish caress, a whisper in a blood-warmed ear one quiet moonlit night…  Oh, soon this cunt had debauched that good girl utterly, made her perform the most shocking acts with glee. The fallen angel learned to lie back and spread herself open, for example, so that her gold-fringed chalice of pink might be filled to the musky brim with strong wine and the whole dormitory could take turns licking themselves drunk upon her juices. The virgin flesh my slut caressed and fondled, the innocence she corrupted! Soon she had perverted them all with her naughty hands and her shameless tongue, every last girl. Orgies every night!” He smiled briefly.

       “The nuns tried to whip the lust out of those supple white cheeks, but she ended up seducing them, too.” Gallance shrugged. “She was so young and smooth, so desirable. Even the most chaste of the poor sisters were lured from their foolish, flesh-denying vows, learning all the naturally unnatural ways to make the flesh ring with forbidden pleasure. The mother superior herself was the last holdout, but though her lashes were the sternest, my cunt would peer through the woman’s keyhole every night and find her masturbating furiously, wrinkled old fingers wild within her smelly flesh while she whimpered out her young temptress’s name…” He shook his head. “Finally, of course, she broke, and begged for the taste of that salty-sweet young pussy. From that day on, the old woman would do anything to lay hands upon that supple, responsive form—craved to be tied down and squatted over, veritably drowning in that split-open, black-furred flesh as she learned new forms of worship.”

       The poor Captain imagined it, his brain burning. He had never thought that one girl might touch another like that, that she might open up another girl’s moist thighs as hungrily as any man, eager fingers and tongue questing for the slick, smelly flesh between. The notion that this sweet, dark-eyed wench who posed before him would do that was impossibly arousing.

       “Oh, and this cunt complied, gladly!” laughed Gallance. “For a time she had a whole convent for a harem. The mother superior was her chief slave, of course. She demanded that the old woman attend her constantly, naked but for the leather collar to which was affixed the thin chain by which her demanding dark-haired young mistress led her about. Whenever my cunt got the craving, she would just squat down wherever she was—whether in privacy or before the wide eyes of the other girls—and that old nun would slither down to the floor and feast on smelly wet flesh. While her former charges took turns lashing the fat old buttocks of the mother superior who had kept them so tightly in check, that happy slave would moan in hunger, slavering, smacking her worshipful lips…”

       The Captain took a ragged breath. The girl stood calmly before him, her pale face haloed with heavy black tresses, those naughty red lips set with the faintest, most enigmatic of smiles.

       “And once,” added the Marquis confidentially, “I took her to an army camp of ten thousand souls. She spent the entire time—four days and three nights—on her dainty little knees, naked before the leering multitudes! The garrison lined up, and as all their fellows watched, she would feast upon cock, lips and tongue nimble as she bobbed her wet mouth from swollen purpled tip to fat hairy balls, again and again and again, until she had gulped down the frothing semen of a hundred desperate cocks, one right after the other. I might let her take a little rest and wipe her brow, and then the hungry slut would gorge herself again, another hundred ejaculations pumped across her tongue and down her open throat. This flat, youthful belly, gentlemen?” he said, gesturing at the tight front of the waist of the smirking girl’s dress. “Can you imagine it absolutely filled with sperm, so distended that she could hardly move? It was, sirs,” he assured them solemnly, “swollen tight as a drum with the spunk of faceless thousands. Oh, what a wondrous sight! Delightful!”

       The Captain’s blood raged happily. His poor balls were so heavy, swollen with his lusts. Sperm seemed to twitch and roil within tight-curled vesicles that begged to empty themselves. In fevered thoughts he imagined those saucy young lips wrapped lovingly about his own aching glans, sucking, fluttering, cherishing. Suddenly he believed that he could fill her to bursting like that, all alone. He could do it—he swore he could!

       Gallance shrugged. “Another day I set her with the task of lapping the juices out of every fucked cunt in a brothel. She was to peel open the lips of each whore’s cunt with one hand and guide in the sweating cock of the client with her other. If I felt particularly magnanimous to the bored woman beneath, I instructed her to seek out the wench’s clitoris and manipulate it while the man pleasured himself within the slippery slit. And yet I forbade her from touching herself! She watched the whole business in silence, every slippery stroke, as each man grunted out his lusts—how she quivered with her secret desires! And when each man was done, those wicked red lips would drop gratefully into a hairy wet pussy and wallow in the salty-sweet mess, her shameless pink tongue hungrily scooping out every curdle of cum to swallow. If I found her technique especially praiseworthy,” he confided, “now and then I might take pity and have myself a little pinch or a suck of the poor thing’s upright young nipples, just enough to make her squirm. It went on all day.”

       What joy to have a sex-toy like that, the Captain marveled, a gorgeous young slut to fulfill one’s every whim, one’s dirtiest desires, one’s most forbidden fantasies! He could scarcely imagine it—yet try he did.

       “Of course, I have also simply tied her up and put her on display for days, to be fondled and groped and fingered by all who passed. Blindfolded and spread eagled, she was at the mercy of the lusts she engendered in anonymous strangers. Passersby found pleasure in playing with her naked little bosoms, squeezing them, slavering over them, tugging at those tender pink-brown nipples so that she writhed in a pleasurable agony of frustration. Men and women alike, I assure you! Those little tits are a delight, sirs, a true joy to possess, and though it was natural enough that no male could leave them unmolested, I was always particularly amused when members of her own sex felt compelled to handle the springy white things. Perhaps they had not touched another’s bosom since infancy, but many were the females who squeezed and scratched and sucked at those thick dark nipples as eagerly as any man.” Gallance winked.

       “Oh, and how many times did strangers violate that willing, watering slit between her fluttering belly? Boys learned everything they might ever want to know, as fully as any midwife, exploring each damp fold and crease with enthusiasm, breathless faces wide-eyed and innocent between her happily splayed thighs. Their elders, of course, used that lust-reeking slit more knowledgeably. Youths might content themselves to mount her and be done in one long delirious moment, but many were the experienced husbandmen who took their time and fucked her with gusto. Some even pulled out at the end and finished themselves off upon her face, just for the sheer joy of watching the blindfolded thing gasp and beg for every squirt.”

       The Captain stared into the creature’s sweet face, entranced. He longed suddenly to do that to her himself. As she watched, he would handle his fat reddened organ deliriously, fist moving ever more rapidly until he cried out and covered that smooth white forehead, that pretty nose, those impudent red lips with every stringy spurt of his wild love. And if she gasped or chanced to open her lips to make any reply, the great strings of his goo hanging from her face would quiver and swing into that ready mouth and plop stickily onto the naughty trough of that receptive tongue…  As if reading the thought in his reddened visage, she caught his eye and smiled faintly.

       “And yet curious girls let their hands wander, too, when no one was looking,” said Gallance. “They were as intrigued as the boys—and often they could be even more demonstrative in their innocent pleasures. Once a particularly imaginative wench had explored every crease, for example, it must have seemed only natural to see how many tapering feminine digits one could put into that snug young pussy. Two? Three? Four?” He looked around the room at his breathlessly expectant guests, then continued in proprietary triumph, “Some of the slimmer girls, gentlemen, could even tuck a thumb into palm and slide a whole hand right up into that cunt. She lubricated wildly, of course, and she was always swimming with the curdled drizzles of a dozen men’s cum, too. Imagine this willing slut fucked so full of girl-flesh that the sperm-slippery lips of her pussy are stretched around another girl’s whole hand—and then that cunt swallows the little white fist hungrily, labia squelching as they suck in the taper of the wrist and veritably beg for the thickening swell of the forearm…” He let out his breath raggedly.

       “It was a particular treat to see,” he explained, “for, despite the innocent little joys she gained now and then, the treatment could not help making her want more, and more. Oh, how she begged for fulfillment!” He shook his head in slow wonderment, then added, “Yes, for no matter how thoroughly she was used or how mercilessly she was tortured, the naughty wench was always masturbated in reward, endlessly!” His eyes grew dreamy at the recollection. “Ah, to see the expectation in her pretty eyes as one of my trainers peeled back her little labia to bare the throbbing bud of her clitoris, upright and untouched in its agony! We might tantalize her for hours, bringing her so close to climax that her senses reeled…and yet not quite satisfying her, stroking and prodding to keep her in a fever of sensual agitation that seemed to know no end. How prettily she whimpered…” He shook his head fondly. “And finally, of course, we would satisfy that hungry cunt’s desires. Oh, to watch her sweet innocent face contort with joy when my trainers finally worked at the swollen purple pearl of her naughty clit, skillfully, mercilessly, so that she gasped out her boundless gratitude…”

       The Captain licked his hips helplessly as the vision danced within his brain, wraithlike and alluring.

       Gallance sighed, coming back to the present. He smoothed his palms with inflaming familiarity across her collarbones, her shoulders, and the pale rounded swellings at the top of the creature’s garment. “But of high birth? Pah! A swollen red cock fucked the hairy wet hole of her mother full of dirty spurting cum, and out came this tender treat.” He looked around at his guests and smiled. “As it is with us all, eh?”

       “But, Marquis—” goggled the Captain.

       “Oh, my good Captain, will you not understand?” He shook his head pityingly. “Please. This is my cunt, nothing more, nothing less.” Their host grew more assertive, squeezing and fondling the girl’s high young breasts through the fine material of the beautiful dress. “These firm young tits, for example,” he said. “Who could resist?”

       As all eyes watched in amazement, the Marquis Gallance simply ripped the thin fabric asunder, baring fine young mammaries that bounced free before his guests’ wondering eyes. The girl’s breasts were small and round and white, beautifully upstanding and firm as they hung right in his face. Her pink-brown nipples, it could not be helped to notice, were taut and crinkled, full with the excitement that the lustful Marquis’ grand catalog of remembered debaucheries had brought.

       “You see?” nodded Gallance in triumph at the evidence of the girl’s ready arousal. “You see? Ah, what a slut have I! What joy!” He caught the erect nubbins in his fingers and commenced to plucking and twisting them mercilessly. The beautiful thing bit her lip prettily at his wild, possessive caresses but otherwise did not deign to react.

       Eying the girl narrowly, the Marquis fingered those vulnerable nipples with ever more ardor. He breathed heavily as he rolled and plucked and tweaked the sensitive flesh, trying to make her respond. He watched her nostrils flare, watched her dark eyes shine. Yet she would not utter a word, either of protest or of encouragement. It thrilled the Captain, secretly.

       “It takes more than this to make one such as you cry out, eh, cunt?” asked Gallance in admiration. “You like to tease first, do you not? ‘Tis your secret game, no?”

       The bare-breasted young thing batted her dense lashes in mocking innocence. “Oh,” she said slyly as Gallance played with her erect nipples, “le Marquis must think this one is the most wicked slut ever…” Her soft, smiling voice filled the Captain’s head like some intoxicating liquor. It was syrupy and sweet, impossibly inflaming.

       “Think!” cried Gallance, working her over happily. “Say know instead! Thou beautiful tease, thou whore, thou slave! You are indeed a supple slut, an open-legged cock-wringer, a dirty sperm-sponge—and you love it!”

       “A good girl, Marquis,” said the girl slyly, “would not enjoy such treatment.”

       “If a good girl does not, cunt,” insisted Gallance, “then we know that you do! Your greatest joy, thou wicked tease, is to be used—without scruple, without remorse. The ejaculate you have mercilessly coaxed from the purpled members of your purported ravishers would float these gentlemen’s lost ship.”

       “Why, mon Marquis!” The girl smirked down at him almost challengingly. “So much cum in this little girl’s furry pink pussy? Oh, no, sir—it is not possible.”

       “I believe otherwise, slut,” maintained the man, fondling her ripe young breasts enthusiastically. “Think of how many dozens of dozens of cocks have emptied themselves into the ravenous depths of that hungry hole over the long years, again and again.”

       “Well…” The girl thought about it unblushingly. “I have indeed been prostituted to more than I can easily recall. Surely I have lain naked and spread-legged and open beneath—” After a pause she shrugged and shook her head with a smile. “No, I cannot count.”

       It was impossible, marveled the Captain—the wicked poise, the terrible indulgence. Yet possible it somehow was. His mind reeled at the wild, unutterable freedom such a girl would bring to a man. She would allow anything—anything!

       “Uncountable—of course!” exclaimed Gallance. “And add in those who have rolled you face-down in the sweaty sheets so that they could mount that tight young rump of yours.”

       “Ah,” she nodded slowly, “I did not take that population into the reckoning. Yet those round white cheeks indeed have fascinated many.” She shrugged faintly with her eyebrows. “Judging by the way a man begins to gasp and clutch my buttocks and hips, the way he soon drives himself balls-deep up into my ass again and again and again until almost immediately he has squirted off and filled me with every gout of his gluey gray sperm, I do believe that that entrance, sir, is tighter than even my supple pussy.”

       “Oh, indeed,” acknowledged the Marquis graciously, fondling her bare little breasts all the while. “Even the most experienced cocksman must succumb after but a few delirious strokes.”

       “Why, thank you, Marquis,” said the girl politely.

       “And yet do not forget those whom you have gagged to the back of your whorish throat, thou rabid knob-gobbler,” he insisted, fingers deft upon her engorged nipples.

       “Oh, of course, sir,” she agreed. “I would not forget those. Why, that is one of my specialties. It is very pleasant to feel some anonymous man’s great member suddenly spurting in my mouth and absolutely filling it with cum, and to know that I have brought it to that point. And yet,” she asked teasingly, “what about the red cocks that have merely burst upon my face, monsieur? Those who, unable to wait their turn for my mouth, have at last simply squirted upon my pretty lips, sir, and then dripped in stringy dollops onto my young breasts?”

       What a sly, knowing tease she was, realized the Captain again, entranced. Even now, when it might have been assumed that in her servitude she was merely some faceless cipher to be used and discarded without a thought, still she charmed them, she lured them, she snared them with the set of her sly red lips and her faintly mocking gaze. Yes, she had done all of the wild, dirty things that her master had commanded, but it was all at her indulgent sufferance as well. The slight flare of her nostrils, the excited gleam that lurked in her half-lidded dark eyes—they told that even now the teasing young wench was nearly begging for another such fevered bout of sexual release. How the Captain’s heart went out to her!

       “Ah!” exclaimed Gallance, giving the girl’s nipples a particularly excited stretch. “You remember now, you beautiful slut. Yet neither forget the fortunate cocks your eager little hands have jerked off.”

       “Oui, mon Marquis,” agreed the girl, glancing down at the pink-brown treats with which her master toyed. “I will try to remember. I do always enjoy to serve like that—to feel the red flesh swelling in my hands, veins full and pounding. It is a pretty game to see how far I can make them squirt.” She shrugged helplessly. “Yet it is so many, many men to keep in mind…”

       “Precisely!” agreed Gallance. “Surely,” he suggested, “that is enough cum to float these gentlemen’s ship.”

       “That is just possible, mon Marquis…” she said.

       “And if we add in those loads which men themselves, untouched by your caresses, have masturbated onto you, into you, or because of you—”

       “Enough to float a sixty-gun man-of-war, Marquis?” she wondered slyly. The Captain watched her self-possessed, impudent face in rapture.

       “Ha!” laughed Gallance. He looked at the wide-eyed men around him. “Dear guests, do you see? Do you see what a cunt we have here? Ah, no cocks shall be left undrained tonight!”

       “Le Marquis is too kind in his praise,” murmured the girl, her flush of arousal masquerading as a blush of modesty.

       “Oh, thou tease!” shot back Gallance. “You shameless whore! You wish to make us lust like animals, eh, cunt? You long to make a man rigid and helpless with desire, for then it’s that much better when we finally just rip your sticky hole open and hammer it full of cum. It is best for you to get used again and again and again, no?” Vengefully he tore at those tender peaks of pink-brown flesh.
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