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        Somewhere in deep space

        Earth year 2406

        Hammersford Village, Planet Valhalla

      

      

      

      “By Thor’s bones, how old is she?”

      King Marcus Blood Axe stared in disbelief at the girl the village elders of Hammersford ushered into his tent.

      One of the men stepped forward. “She is of age, Sire. She is eighteen.”

      Marcus walked a slow circle around the woman. She wore nothing but a heavy gold chain around her neck. Her lips and nipples were rouged; black kohl edged her wide, scared eyes. He took her chin in his fingers and made her look at him.

      “Do you want to have sex with me?”

      She blinked and peered over Marcus’ shoulder at the group of men behind him. “I wish to help my village, Sire. I wish to bring favor to our region by bearing your child.” She sank to her knees and handed him an ancient gold goblet filled with thick crimson wine.

      Marcus stared at her bowed head. Despite her beauty, his cock remained unimpressed. How was he supposed to bed her if he couldn’t even get hard? He’d grown weary of this endless game. At first, he’d enjoyed being offered the most beautiful of his people’s women but now, at thirty-five, he felt old, tired and jaded.

      He turned and bowed to the anxious men behind him. He had no choice. Ritual demanded he play his part. The village was barely surviving on the edge of the Purple Desert. He had to give them hope. He drank deeply from the goblet of wine, wincing at the bitter aftertaste.

      “I accept your gift and give you thanks for it. If this woman should bear my child, she and her village will be honored for all eternity.”

      The ritual words sounded hollow on his tongue as the men bowed their way out of his tent. He gestured reluctantly to the woman who knelt at his feet.

      “Please, get up.”

      She stood, hands clasped together at her waist. Long brown hair curled to her hips and her head was adorned with a wreath of flowers. Marcus sat down and finished off the wine. He patted his knee. By Odin, he might as well get it over with. “Would you like to sit here?”

      She nodded and came toward him, her breasts bounced as she walked. She balanced easily on his muscled thigh, one small, hot hand braced on his naked shoulder. He smoothed his hand down her back and she trembled like a frightened mare. Outside, the wind gathered speed, making the leather and silk hangings of the tent shudder and shake like a live animal.

      “What is your name?”

      “It is Lillian, Sire.”

      A beautiful name for a beautiful girl. Despite her age, he found it difficult to think of her as a woman. He understood why the village offered him their most prized possessions, their desire to enjoy the king’s favor was reasonable. As rulers of the planet, his family held the ancient right to mate with any offered female and marry them if they proved fertile. Some of his ancestors had many wives. In more recent times, as fertile women proved elusive, they had difficulty in finding even one.

      Lillian stared over his shoulder, her face a bland mask. He’d never really thought about how the women who were chosen to be bedded by the king felt about it. In his younger days he’d been too busy enjoying them to care.

      Marcus licked his lips as his vision wavered. Lillian watched him through lowered eyelashes. A surge of heat settled in his belly and spread to his loins. Had the elders added an aphrodisiac to the cup? Did they believe the rumors that their king was impotent?

      His cock hardened against her thigh. He barely resisted the impulse to rub himself against her. He slid his fingers into her hair.

      “What was in the wine?”

      “Only herbs to heighten your enjoyment, Sire, nothing more.” He stared at her trembling mouth, wondered how his cock would feel as he thrust inside it. After a deep shuddering breath, which did nothing to calm the racing of his heart, he lifted her off his lap and set her away from him.

      “Go, little one, I don’t want to hurt you.”

      She fell to her knees and pressed her face to his thigh. “Please take me, I can’t stand the shame if you leave me untouched. I’d rather face your anger if I fail to give you a child.”

      Marcus ripped open his loincloth and wrapped his fist around his cock. He squeezed hard, trying to restrain the raging desire to fuck her hard and fast. “What are you saying? Do you think I am a monster?”

      “Everyone knows that you kill any woman who doesn’t conceive your child.” Lillian was crying so hard now that it was difficult for Marcus to make out her words. His gaze fell to her breasts which quivered with the force of her sobs. He sat back in his chair and pushed her away with his foot.

      “I’m no monster. Leave me in peace.” He desperately needed to attend to his cock before he came like an inexperienced boy.

      Lillian got up and stood over him. Her tears had miraculously ceased. Her face was set. She placed her hands on the arms of his chair. The scent of her desperation and fear surrounded him.

      “I’m not going anywhere.”

      Marcus’ head fell back as she scrambled onto his lap, trapping him in the chair. She knelt over him and grabbed his cock. He could do nothing but groan as his body lost touch with reality and felt only the burning need to fornicate like a wild animal. He started to come as soon as she tried to lower herself down on him. His last thought as he lost consciousness was rage at being outwitted by a frightened woman and deep relief that he’d finally been allowed to spend his seed.
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        One week later

      

      

      

      “System overload. We are about to crash-land on this planet. Please take evasive action.”

      Jerked out of her stasis sleep, Douglass Fraser stumbled toward the pilot seat. This was supposed to be the easy part of her journey. She’d delivered her last scheduled package, used the last of her fuel and was meant to be on a free-trajectory return to Earth.

      The soothing female tones of her ship’s emergency alarms failed to dampen her fear as the ship hurtled toward a range of hills on the unknown planet below. Manually landing a damaged spacecraft was not something she did every day.

      “Where the hell did that come from?” she yelled, not expecting a response but too overwrought to care that she was talking to a computer guidance system. “It shouldn’t even be there!” Although the big purple planet wasn’t on her charts, its gravitational attraction was affecting her trajectory and had pulled her out of the slingshot effect that should have taken her home. She grabbed the controls and reset them to manual. Despite her best efforts to remain horizontal, the ship dipped sharply to the right. Because the ship had no fuel left to burn the main engines, she couldn’t pull away. She only had the ability to make slight course corrections to minimize the effects of landing. The wing grated on a sheer rock face and slowed her speed, sending the ship down at a less steep angle.

      Douglass buckled herself into her seat harness and allowed the ship’s emergency systems to cocoon her in some kind of foam. It started to harden around her as the craft rapidly dropped altitude.

      “Ten, nine, eight, seven…”

      She shut her eyes as the ship’s auto-defense screens activated and shut off her view of the purple planet’s surface. Dammit, she was only twenty-eight, way too young to die. And she had people who depended on her. She pictured her five-year-old son Danny smiling up at her, his face covered in chocolate, his sticky fingers clasped in hers. She had to get home. As the ship hit the planet surface with a screech and grind of tearing metal, she made herself a promise. If she survived, she was going to take a year off from the United Planetary Parcel Service and spend it lying naked on a beach.
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        * * *

      

      When Douglass opened her eyes, she smelled smoke and charred circuits. She struggled to release herself from the crusty foam confines of the chair. By the time she clawed open the last restraint, flames licked at her boots. With all her energy, she crawled toward the hatch. Agony jabbed and seared her side. Had she broken anything vital during the impact? She fought the pain and managed to force the door open. Better to get out and suffocate than be burned alive.

      She gulped in fresh air as she fell onto the soft purple sand. At least the planet had breathable air and an atmosphere similar to Earth’s. Behind her, flames licked voraciously at the new source of oxygen. Heat blasted the back of her neck. She tried to stand, then clutched her side as the pain started up again.

      She kept crawling, the sand warm and gritty against her palms. Sweat poured down inside her brown jumpsuit. Ahead of her lay an ocean of swirling purple. She shaded her eyes and blinked as some of the dots melded together and became larger. A rescue party or trouble?

      At this point she didn’t care. There was nowhere to hide. She was injured and likely to die out here. The Space Academy had always stressed that staying alive was preferable to being heroic. Douglass struggled to her feet as the figures approached.

      The largest of them broke away from the rest and brought his mount to within twenty feet of Douglass. She wasn’t quite sure what it was the guy was riding, something between a chicken and a dragon. She stifled an inappropriate desire to laugh. This wasn’t the time to insult her hosts by ridiculing their forms of transportation.

      The man who dismounted looked enormous to her. He was cloaked, apart from his eyes, his face hidden behind a swath of fabric. Douglass stepped back as he came toward her. Damn he was big. Okay, she was only five foot four, but this guy towered over her. She reckoned he must be at least six foot five.

      He stopped three paces away from her and unwrapped the cloth from his face. Douglass blinked hard. He had long, thick black hair and golden eyes, high cheekbones and a mouth that begged to be kissed. His cloak was lined with fur and his muscled chest was bare. Gold armbands accentuated his muscled biceps. He held out his hand.

      “I am Marcus Blood Axe, king of this planet, Valhalla. Can you understand me?”

      She automatically pressed her left earlobe to activate the embedded interplanetary translator but realized that even though his English was heavily accented she could make it out. To her fevered mind, he sounded Scandinavian. Perhaps the Vikings really had been the greatest explorers the world had ever known. She tried to restrain her unruly thoughts. She was already hallucinating, no need to make it worse.

      “Yes. I’m Captain Douglass Fraser from the United Planetary Parcel Service. I would appreciate your assistance in contacting my people and reporting the accident.”

      He looked past her to the smoldering wreck of her craft. “Is there anyone else in there? Your pilot, your mate?”

      “I’m alone. I’m the pilot, the first mate and the entire crew.”

      He didn’t smile at her feeble joke. She pressed her hand to her side as another treacherous wave of agony caught at her breath. Behind her, the back end of her ship erupted, spitting forth a lethal rain of hot metal.

      “Watch out!” the man roared, as he raced toward her. He caught her in his arms and supported her against his chest. Damn, the man was all muscle. Not a soft spot to lay her head. She wasn’t used to being cradled in a man’s arms. For a terrifying moment, she wanted to give up and bawl like a little girl.

      “Are you injured?”

      His quiet voice sounded loud in her ear.

      “My ribs…” she hissed in pain as he gently ran his hand down her side.

      He cradled her in his arms. “I will take you back to my palace. I swear I will take care of you. You will want for nothing for the rest of your life.”
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        * * *

      

      Douglass licked her lips and moved restlessly against the silk sheets. A soft male voice crooned to her and bent to suckle her nipple. Long hair slid against her breast as his warm, wet mouth moved over her flesh. Her legs were open. When she tried to close them, her thighs brushed another muscular body. Her breathing grew erratic as the suckling increased. Relief flooded her as fingers caressed her clit, stroked inside her brought her to climax.

      “Shssh, quiet now, we’ll attend to you. Just relax and open yourself to us, my lady. We wish to serve you.”

      A different voice this time. Larger, rougher hands on her breasts. Between her legs the gentle lap of a tongue, tiny licks in counterpoint to the harsh sucking. Douglass shivered as another climax threatened. A strong accented voice she thought she should know whispered over her.

      “Aye, she is beautiful with her sex all plump and swollen, her nipples tight and wanting. You have done well. I look forward to joining with her.”

      She swallowed as something dripped onto her lips and tried to open her eyes. She tasted the sea and the musk of a man’s semen.

      “Sa,” the man groaned and traced her lips with his wet cock. “I want to feel her mouth around my shaft more than I want to breathe.”

      Douglass tried to coax his cock into her mouth. Her nipples tightened beneath the sucking and the gentle licks to her clit increased. This was one helluva of a dream. She’d woken up a while ago but really didn’t want to open her eyes just yet. Maybe after she’d come.

      “Make her come, Sven. I want to see her.”

      Her pussy clenched around the four wide fingers that were thrust inside it. She whimpered, lifting her hips to take more. She felt the man kneeling beside her head move to straddle her chest. He drew her breasts together and pumped his cock between them as he pinched her nipples.

      Douglass came hard, her lower body bucking off the bed.

      “She is beautiful, Sire, especially like this.”

      The weight moved off her chest. “Aye. We have been blessed by the gods.”

      Douglass waited until the sound of the men’s conversation disappeared. She cautiously opened one eye. She was still naked. The distinct scents of three men covered her skin. She’d let them bring her to a climax. Three complete and total strangers.

      Shit.

      She hastily shut her eyes as a movement to her left told her she still had company.

      “I know that you are awake, my lady and have been for some time. I saw your eyes move.”

      Cautiously, Douglass peered at the naked man beside her. She inhaled her own musky scent and realized he must’ve been the guy with the magic tongue. He smiled at her, his long blond hair framing a face which would only improve with age.

      “My name is Bron. I am going to wash you.” He held up a silver bowl with flower petals floating on the surface.

      Douglass just stared at him. “You don’t have to do that.”

      He sat down beside her, placed the bowl on the table. “I like to wash you. I like the way your body responds to my touch.” He reached for a washcloth. “I’ve enjoyed learning which parts of your body respond to which stimuli.”

      He leaned over her, his face intent and trickled water between her breasts. Douglass shivered as he slid the cloth over her already sensitized nipples. He cleaned away the stickiness with gentle touches as if he’d performed the service many times before.

      The cloth slid over her stomach and around her hips. Her sated body relaxed into his touch.

      “Where am I?”

      Bron frowned. “Your ship came down in our desert region near the village of Hammersford. Luckily, the king and his companions, who had been visiting the village, saw the crash and came to your rescue.” He touched her left side. “You broke two ribs and your left wrist.”

      Douglass slid her fingers over her skin. She felt a slight ridge of healed scar tissue. “How long have I been here?”

      She sighed as Bron eased her thighs apart and knelt between them. For some reason, despite the recent stimulation, her body anticipated pleasure again. He dipped the cloth in the water and wrung it out.

      “About one cycle.”

      Douglass struggled to remove her thoughts from below her navel. “How long is a cycle?”

      Bron eased his fingers between her labia and spread them wide. As he stared down at her, Douglass noticed that beneath the white silk loincloth he wore, his cock was erect.

      His voice was husky when he finally replied. “A cycle is twenty-eight days to remind us of a woman’s fertility.” He used the corner of the cloth to clean her aroused flesh. Although he was careful, blood thundered to her pussy and she grew wet. Had they touched her like this all the time she’d been half-conscious? Was that why she felt so comfortable being caressed?

      Bron exhaled and slid one finger inside her. “You are always so eager and responsive. The king is truly blessed.” He bent down and kissed her clit, making her squirm as he worked his finger in and out of her.

      “Do you need help, Bron?”

      Another familiar male voice intruded on Douglass’ consciousness.

      “You may play with her breasts, if you wish. I promised Sven I would be gentle with her after the last session. He and the king drove her wild.”

      Douglass waited until the second man sat beside her. He was as dark as Bron was fair. His long black hair was loose around his shoulders apart from three narrow braids at each temple. Like Bron he wore gold armbands and a skimpy silk loincloth.

      “It is good to see you are fully awake, my lady. I am Harlan, the third of your servants.” He squeezed her nipple. “Would you like me to sit behind you or by your side?”

      Douglass simply stared into his slate gray eyes. Had she died and gone to heaven? Was this her fate to be sexually serviced for the rest of her life?

      But she couldn’t stay here. She had to get home…

      “My lady? Do you wish me to use my hands or my mouth?”

      “I don’t mind, whatever you wish. And my name is Douglass, not my lady.”

      He moved behind her, opened his legs wide and sat her in between them, her back to his naked chest. The wet silk of his loincloth stuck to her skin, his cock nudged her lower back. Bron moved too, sliding down between her legs, his finger still working her pussy.

      “We would not presume to call you by your given name, my lady.” Harlan said. “On our planet, a woman’s name is only used by her mate. We are here to serve you, not mate with you.”

      Douglass wanted to purr as Harlan brought his hands around and cupped her breasts, his thumbs teasing her nipples.

      “Be gentle with her, Harlan. The king doesn’t want her overused. The ceremony will be tomorrow.”

      Douglass let herself drift on a cloud of sensuality. She’d never had two men in her bed before. She’d never had one man who seemed to think she was as sexually exciting as these men did. If they were softening her up before putting her to torture, they were making a good job of it.

      She didn’t feel used. How often did a twenty-eight-year-old parcel delivery girl get to be treated like a goddess? She glanced down at her body. Harlan’s large hands cupped her breasts, Bron’s finger pleasured her pussy, his tongue caressed her clit. Pleasure built and she arched her hips seeking the delights.

      “Give her more fingers, Bron.”

      Harlan rolled her nipples between his fingers and thumbs sending a jolt of pleasure straight to her womb. Bron looked up.

      “Is that what you want, my lady? I don’t want you to be sore.”

      “Yes, please, more.”

      His fingers weren’t as broad as the absent Sven’s but they were long and flexible. He found her G-spot, held her on the pinnacle of lust. Harlan groaned in her ear and thrust his cock against her buttocks.

      “Make her come. I want…”

      Obligingly, Douglass splintered, her heels digging into the bed as she rode the exquisite sensation. Harlan grabbed her around the hips and spilled his seed down her back in short, sharp hot bursts.

      When she opened her eyes, Bron had the cloth in his hands again. He smiled at her. “It appears that I’ll have to start bathing you all over again. Please lie still.”

      Douglass struggled to surface from the overload of pleasure and grabbed his wrist. “Has anyone from my home planet contacted you yet?”

      “If they had, why would you still be here? You are not a prisoner.” Gently, Bron tried to remove her hand.

      “Then what exactly am I?”

      They both smiled as Harlan bent to kiss her cheek. “You are a gift from the gods and it is our job to worship you.”

      Douglass let go of him and laid back down as Bron started to wash her. Even if the planet Valhalla wasn’t on the UPPS charts, surely her company had logged her disappearance by now? She bit her lip as Harlan smoothed fruit-scented cream over her skin. She knew Danny would be well taken care of by her mother and her friends but what would he be thinking? He was used to her traveling but she’d promised him that this last trip would be the longest she would have to take all year.

      Was she wrong to enjoy the attentions of these men when her heart yearned to be back at home? She rolled over onto her stomach and buried her face in her pillow, her extreme sense of physical pleasure at war with her heart and her mind.
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      By the evening of the next day, Douglass was alert enough to realize that something momentous was going on. Sven had returned and spent the night sleeping by her side. Every time she’d tried to find out what was going on, one of the men had distracted her with mind-blowing sex. The weird thing was that none of them attempted to slide their cocks into her even when she could tell they wanted to.

      She felt like an athlete being prepared for some huge event. She glanced across to the window where her three men sat arguing around a table. Bron was the youngest and the quietest, his blond hair framed an angelic face, his lovemaking was as delicate and precise as his personality. Harlan’s striking dark looks mirrored his more intense character. He seemed to be able to read her sexual desires and act on them before she even realized what she needed. He was taller and older than Bron but still not as awesome in size as Sven, the acknowledged leader of the group.

      Sven was the same height as the first man she’d met on the planet, whom Douglass reckoned was the king. He was at least six foot five if not more. He wore his red hair short. She imagined it would curl if he allowed it to grow and she doubted he would appreciate that. He was big all over. When he touched her, she felt devoured, on the edge of a roughness which called to some deeply hidden primitive part of herself she hadn’t realized existed.

      She stared out of the window as the first of the planet’s two suns began its descent. Soon it would be dark and the palace would come to life, soft lights illuminating hidden walkways, silk drapes showing the shadowy forms within. It was time to demand some serious answers from her host. Why hadn’t a rescue ship appeared after the crash? Was no one on Earth aware that she was missing? She thought of her son and her mother, would they think she was dead? So far all her questions had been smilingly swept aside or she’d been referred to the king who hadn’t appeared in her bed since she’d regained full consciousness.

      Douglass licked her lips. She knew he’d been there. His deep voice was even more familiar than the other men’s. She’d felt his huge cock against her mouth, his hands caressing her breasts, his fingers buried deep inside her bringing her to climax after climax with the encouragement of his husky whispers.

      Sven touched her shoulder. He should’ve looked ridiculous in the short silk loincloth but he didn’t.

      “My lady, there is something I need you to do for me.”

      Douglass eyed the golden cup in his hand with gathering suspicion. “I’m not drinking anything.”

      Sven sighed and came down on one knee in front of her. “We have discussed this and we feel you need to be relaxed for the ceremony. You are not of our land. Some of the celebrations might make you feel uncomfortable. We do not wish that to happen. We wish you only joy.”

      “What ceremony?”

      “The ceremonial meeting between you and King Marcus. There will be many who wish to witness it. You need to be at your best.” He proffered the cup. “This will help you relax and enjoy yourself.”

      Douglass stared at the cup and then leaned forward to sniff the contents. It smelled of mulled wine and herbs. A taste she remembered from her early days on the planet. “You’ve given me this before, haven’t you?”

      “Aye, when you were first given into our care. We wanted you relaxed enough to enjoy our attentions without fear.” He reached forward and brushed her nipple with his thumb, smiled when it hardened. “Please do this for me.”

      Douglass gazed into his brown eyes and saw only a desire to be honest with her. She took the cup. What the hell. She hated formal occasions and avoided them like the plague. If this helped get her through a potentially embarrassing meeting, she was willing to give it a try.

      Sven exhaled as she drained the goblet and handed it back to him. “Thank you, my lady.”

      He got to his feet. “We need to prepare you for the ceremony. Bron has already run your bath.” He took Douglass’ hand and led her to the huge sunken bath. Bron and Harlan already awaited her in the steaming water. She allowed Sven to help her and sighed at the warmth and the spicy scent of unknown flowers.

      She floated across to Harlan who caught her around the waist. He bent his head and kissed her nipple as Bron’s fingers slid between her buttocks. Caught between the two of them she enjoyed the sensation of being cradled between warm male muscled flesh, the feeling of being cherished and worshipped.

      “You are beautiful, my lady,” Bron whispered as his clever fingers stroked her sex and slid into her pussy.

      “Aye.” Harlan brought his head up and kissed her forehead. “And even more beautiful when you are climaxing.” She leaned her cheek against his shoulder and watched his fingers work on her nipple.

      Sven appeared at the side of the bath. “Remember, we have a lot to do. Don’t make her come too often. We don’t want her exhausted.”

      Bron removed his fingers after a last stroke of her clit. Harlan picked her up and brought her out of the bath. He laid her on the silken bedsheets and began to dry her.

      “Why is this meeting so important?” Douglass looked up at Sven who waited at the side of the bed, his gaze fixed on her body.

      He smiled. “Because you are.”

      “I don’t understand.” Even as she spoke the drug tugged at her senses, sending all coherent thought straight to her pussy. The rasp of the towel suddenly almost unbearable on her skin. Her breathing changed, as if she were running uphill. Sven dropped to his knees beside her.

      “What’s happening to me?” Douglass whispered. “You said the drug would relax me. I don’t feel relaxed.”

      Sven took her hand, kissed her fingers. “We’ll help you ride out the side effects. You’ll need your strength and stamina to last the rest of the night.” He squeezed her fingers. “Bron, bring the scented oil.”

      He knelt between her legs, the pot of oil in his hand. Douglass stared at him as her body heated and her pulse raced. He rubbed oil over his huge palms and placed his hands at her ankles. She shuddered as he slowly slid his fingers up the inside of her legs, stopping at the top of her thighs.

      Harlan took a position close to her shoulder and began to massage the oil into her breasts. Every touch resonated as the drug spread within her blood and magnified every sensation. Sven’s cock grew and thickened beneath his loincloth as he worked the oil into her skin. For the first time, it didn’t seem enough to be satisfied, she wanted to give something back. As he moved over her, she ran her hands up his thighs. He groaned but did nothing to stop her exploration.

      She brought her hands together, catching Sven’s balls, cupping them in her palm. He thrust against her as if he couldn’t stop himself.

      “My lady, if you touch me like that, I will come.”

      Douglass pushed against his chest and knelt up. His chest rose and fell as she studied him. His cock, outlined in wet silk, thrust up to his waist. “Am I allowed to make you come?”

      Sven nodded, his fingers reaching for her oil-soaked breasts. “Tonight, I believe you are allowed to do anything you desire. The king will understand.”

      Douglass drew the tip of his covered cock into her mouth. Sven groaned and pinched her nipples hard. As she sucked, she felt Bron’s fingers at her pussy, following the rhythm set by her mouth. Harlan rubbed oil into her back and her buttocks, his finger probed her anus, slid inside.

      God, she felt so open and filled at the same time. In the sane part of her mind, she knew she was behaving like a sex fiend but she didn’t care as she took what they gave her and gave back to Sven. She almost gagged as his hand fisted in her hair and he tried to delve deeper into her mouth. The silk covering his thrusting cock contained his lunges, kept him chained and restrained to Douglass’ desires.

      He roared as he came, pumping thick and strong even through the silk. Douglass came with him, writhing against Bron and Harlan’s fingers. The four of them collapsed onto the bed in a tangle of arms and legs. By the time Sven rolled off her, Douglass had recovered her breath. She smiled at Harlan and Bron whose loincloths dripped with come.

      “I promise I’ll get ‘round to all of you, If you give me a moment to recover.”

      Harlan grimaced and stripped off his sodden garment. “We will look forward to it. Unfortunately, the time draws near for the ceremony. We need to get ready.”

      Douglass lay back on the bed and watched the men clean themselves. Her pussy throbbed and pulsed as they oiled each other and slid gold armbands on their biceps and wrists. She slid a hand between her legs and played gently with herself. Bron and Sven left their hair alone, Harlan braided his in one piece which hung down his back. It was like watching warriors prepare for battle. Naked, Sven walked over to her, a small box in his hand.

      “There is something you might help us with.” He gave Douglass the box and waited for her to open it. Inside were three gold rings. Douglass picked one up. It was way too large for her. Something was engraved on the side.

      “These look too big for my fingers. Do you want me to put them on the three of you?”

      Sven looked amused. “Aye.”

      Douglass crawled off the bed, her legs unsteady as she made her way across to the other two. The three men faced her. Leather straps tied tightly around their thighs and hips, and crisscrossed over their chests emphasized the strength of their oiled and toned bodies. She stifled a laugh at their serious expressions.

      “This doesn’t mean I’m married to all three of you, does it?”

      “No,” Sven said, “We are not worthy to become your mates. But it does mean that we will serve you when you need us.”

      Douglass studied the rings again. She noticed a spring catch on the back of each one. “These look too large for your fingers.” She frowned. “Where on earth are they supposed to go?” She looked down. “Oh.”

      She sank to her knees in front of Harlan. His cock rose straight and thick from the thicket of black curls at his groin. Douglass licked his shaft, watched him grow larger. He reached down and took the gold ring out of her hand. He showed her how to undo the lock. When he gave it back to her, she slid it carefully down over his shaft. A pearl of moisture slid down from the tip, Douglass licked it up.

      “Don’t tighten it too much yet,” Harlan murmured.

      Bron was next. He shivered as Douglass touched him. He was slick with moisture and it was easy to slip the ring on. Sven was harder, his cock so large that the ring was a tight fit even unlocked.

      Douglass sat back on her heels and studied them all. If this was the last night she ever saw them, she would remember them like this. Their muscled bodies gleaming with oil, gold encircling their biceps, cock rings displaying the magnificence of their erections.

      Sven produced another box. “Now it’s your turn.”
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