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      Buxom Mistress Maggie sets her sights on a dashing, dark Spaniard with an impressive codpiece. When she uses her expansive charms to entice her into his bed, will their steamy affair last only one night, or survive past the end of the season?

      Take a trip to the erotic past in this scorcher of a short story from legendary erotica heavy-hitter Andrea Dale.

      “At the Faire” originally appeared in the highly acclaimed anthology Geek Love: An Anthology of Full Frontal Nerdity (Stone Box Press, 2013).
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      Delighted, Mistress Maggie walked through the market with a sway to her hips. She’d made enough money that now she could afford to hire a shop girl to work in her bakery booth, leaving Maggie free to do a little shopping for herself.

      The streets teemed with people, some working, some just gawking at or haggling for the wares displayed in the various wooden booths. The scent of roasting meat and garlic lingered in the air along with the laughs and shouts of the shoppers and merchants.

      She received many admiring glances and more than a few offers, which only made her smile and shake her head. The emerald hue of her bodice brought out the green in her eyes. The tight wool narrowed her waist, emphasizing the shapely curve of her broad hips, and more importantly, pushed her generous breasts up and out. She laughed to herself. Even her friends had trouble looking at her face when they spoke to her.

      She flirted with them all, friend or stranger, curtseying and alternating between acting coy and brazen. She was a free woman, and her bakery meant she didn’t have to be with a man for money—only for pleasure, and at her discretion. Maggie was, in fact, discreet. Flirt though she might, it took a special man to not only catch her eye but win a place in her bed.

      A moment later, she spotted the man who might just fit the bill.

      She’d noticed him some time ago, actually. One of the Spaniards. She reckoned he was part of the entourage to the one who’d come to meet with the Queen. He cut quite a dashing figure, he did, with his close-cut black velvet doublet liberally sprinkled with pearls like drops of milk on a cat’s whiskers. Tall black leather boots reached to his thighs, fastened with ties to his belt to keep them from slipping down. His black hat bore a jaunty spray of ostrich plumes dyed red and blue, and around his trim waist was a sword belt holding his rapier and matching dagger, their silvered flared hilts gleaming in the sun. From the way he carried himself, Maggie didn’t doubt he was well versed in the art of using the weapons.

      A slow smile curved her full lips. His codpiece was a tidy package. With luck, he was well versed in other fine arts. One in particular.

      Yes, he was a handsome one, with sharp dark eyes, thick black hair to his collar and a tidy pointed beard to match. Those eyes were scanning the crowd as he leaned against the trunk of a shaded tree. He took a pull from the wooden tankard in his hand, and as he lowered it, he caught sight of Mistress Maggie. He raised the tankard in salute, one dark brow cocked.

      Maggie accepted the invitation and sashayed over to him. The movement made her realize how excited she was getting already, just from considering the possibilities presented by the handsome dark Spaniard.

      When she reached him, he bowed, his nose almost in her cleavage. She caught his head and held it there a moment, just above the two spheres of plump, creamy flesh, teasing him. When she let go, he didn’t hurry to straighten.

      “’Tis quite a warm day today, mistress,” he said. “I’ll happily share my shade with you.”

      Maggie cocked her head and looked up at him through her lashes. “And what might the price be for your generous offer, kind sir?”

      “Naught but the pleasure of your company.”

      She thrust her chest out even farther. “My company is at your disposal,” she said.

      He laughed, his voice husky. “My name is Señor Alejandro de Montoya.”

      “And I am Mistress Margaret Baker—‘though my friends know me as Maggie.”

      Alejandro tipped his hat. “Might I have the good fortune of being considered among your friends?”

      “I’d say you might,” she said, running a finger up his soft sleeve. “If you treat me nicely.”

      He offered her a drink of his ale, and she accepted gratefully. The drink was cool, and heavy with the taste of hops. Her tongue darted out to catch a drop of foam from her lips, and she saw that he caught the motion. She glanced down. If she wasn’t imagining things, his codpiece seemed a little tighter.

      They spoke for a time, of the Queen and Spain and the market. All the while Maggie made sure at least part of his attention was on other things. Whether she was tossing her red hair or fanning her bosom or smoothing his collar or running a finger along his sleeve, she made sure he was thinking what she wanted him to.

      He would be leaving the next day, she learned. She considered that information. She wasn’t looking for a husband, and so perhaps this would work to her advantage. Besides, she thought with a smile she kept to herself, she did have a weakness for tall leather boots. And his interest in her fired her senses. Her breasts felt heavy, distended; her nipples hard beneath the confines of her bodice.

      Church bells chimed in the distance.

      “Well, kind Alejandro, I fear I must tend to my booth and my baked goods,” Maggie said.

      His dark eyes showed regret. “So soon? I had hoped to snare a few more minutes with you.”

      “So soon,” she said, heaving a sigh. “But,” she added coyly, “if you come by the booth at the close of the market this eve, when I’m closing up…” She gently tugged one of the strings that dangled from his codpiece, just in case he didn’t catch her meaning.

      With his head filled with that thought, she left him.

      [image: ]

      Maggie wasn’t surprised to see the black-clad Spaniard stride up to her booth as she and her shop girl were putting away the few loaves that hadn’t sold. Tossing a coin at the girl, Maggie told her to find herself supper and enjoy the evening. She laughed as the girl gave the man an admiring look, and then felt a thrill of excitement when she realized he only had eyes for Maggie.

      “Have you supped, Señor Alejandro?” she asked, laying a hand on his arm, feeling the soft velvet beneath her palm.

      “I have not thought about food,” he said, his eyes latched onto hers. “There is something else on which I desire to feast.”

      She smiled and took him by the hand and led him behind her booth to the small pavilion that was her home during faire. The scent of sandalwood incense greeted them as she pulled back the door flap. The walls were hung with colorful tapestries, and the carved wooden bed (their ultimate goal), piled with silk-covered pillows and soft furs, took up most of the small space. Mistress Maggie liked her sensual comforts.

      To that end, she reached up, tangled her fingers in the Spaniard’s black hair, and pulled him to her for a kiss.

      His tongue darted into her mouth, and she responded in kind, so that they fought a sort of battle, the type both would win. She moaned against his lips, feeling her nipples rise again beneath the tight brocade. When they pulled apart, gasping for air, her lips felt swollen, and she ran her tongue along them.

      To his credit, there was question in his eyes, a final check to ascertain her agreement. In answer, she plucked open the buttons on his doublet and drew the velvet off of him. Beneath he wore a white silk shirt that laced partway up the front, a cluster of lace at his throat. Maggie ran her hands along the fine material, feeling the hard buds of his nipples beneath her palms. He gasped with arousal as she skimmed across them. With her teeth, she pulled at the cord holding his shirt closed, and when it parted to reveal a triangle of hair-dusted flesh, she planted a series of kisses on his warm skin. At the same time, she ran her fingertips in tiny circles over his chest, teasing his nipples.

      He groaned, pulling off her cap and running his hands over her soft, fiery red curls. That he wanted her as much as she wanted him fueled her desire. She pulled back and raised her head for another kiss, moving her hips in a similar fashion to how she walked, but this time, rubbing directly against him. The bulge in his codpiece and his sharp intake of breath further revealed his need.

      Maggie  snatched a pillow from the bed and dropped on the carpet at her feet, then slowly sank to her knees. She laced the ties of his codpiece around her fingers and tugged gently, not quite enough to untie them. She glanced up at Alejandro’s face. His look was one of hopeful wonder. She licked her lips again and her fingers worked swiftly. His codpiece fell open and his cock sprang out, hard and proud. It was magnificent, she thought, long and slender, with a bulbous head that already leaked a drop of clear fluid. Her tongue darted out and claimed the sweet liquid. Then she ducked her head and ran her tongue along the underside of the length of him, from root to tip. His cock twitched convulsively.
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