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A note from Fleshminster Academic Press

The editors ask the reader’s patience with our house conventions.

Grailcock Studies refers to the interdisciplinary frame under which Professor Knaque files her material: theology, embodied practice, testimony, and whatever just happened in the last footnote. The designation is editorial. It describes a body of evidence, not a denomination.

The Holy Threesome (God, Cowper, and the Grailcock) appears in these pages alongside more familiar vocabulary. We preserve Professor Knaque’s terminology as given and standardize only what we must for sanity.
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Cordelia DeRoot
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Content note
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Prologue

From the Anals of Grailcock Studies, translated and annotated by Professor Cordelia Knaque (Associate Professor, suspended)

Reader, you may believe you know how legends begin. You are wrong, but you are in good company. The House of Thistlecock prefers its ledgers tidy and its heirlooms vague. What follows is the administrative truth, before we rewind to the sticky night that made it necessary.

Professor Knaque, Fleshminster



Sir Cedric of Thistlecock was born the third son of a minor noble whose most gallant achievement involved a goose, a borrowed cup of sugar, and an apology to the queen so drawn out it briefly counted as theatre.

His older brothers stormed through life with the ease of men convinced they were destined for song and legend, or at least for a bawdy tale or two. They carried their swords always at hand, occasionally waved about, but never entirely necessary.

Cedric, by contrast, was quiet, dutiful, and saddled with a terrible secret.

A secret that lived between his knees.

What his family never admitted, and which they took great pains to hide, was that Cedric had been born carrying something unnatural. That it might have been divine never crossed their minds.

Indeed... The Grailcock.

What? Never heard of the Grailcock? I... Well... there's nothing for it then!

The Grailcock is the third and most purple member of the Holy Threesome: God, Cowper, and the Grailcock. You may think of the Trinity here, but that would be a mistake, though a forgivable one, provided you had not already read Professor Knaque's first book And Grailcock Makes Three. (Currently out of print for reasons involving Parliament and a handcream shortage.)

According to Professor Knaque's research, God created the Grailcock as a gift for Cowper, highest of the cum fairies. This was the moment the Threesome was completed, and almost immediately the world was drowned in a Great Flood of divine spume lasting sixty-nine days and nights. Everyone survived, well... mostly, though laundry did became impossible. On the seventieth day God surveyed the mess and decided that, while it was quite impressive, it was simply unsustainable.

So the Grailcock descended, bathed in light and cloked in a single tube sock, and manifested in our hero (Well... heroic. Well... you'll see.) Cedric. His birth caused three midwives to climax at once and the wet nurse to faint entirely, though she later suggested it was asymptomatic erotic asphyxia. But what would she know?

There was no hiding this... gift.

And Lord Thislecock panicked. No nobleman wishes to be eclipsed by his son's codpiece.

Thus Cedric was sent away to the Brotherhood of the Blue Balls, who were known for managing such problems discreetly and, more importantly, far away from the women.

Cedric, being, well... Cedric, enjoyed his time with the Brothers, and somehow despite very obvious suggestsions, he never suspected that his humming, oversized inheritance was the true reason for his exile.



You now possess the pedigree and the theology. You do not yet possess the why of the thing: how a respectable house came to host a May Day so loud the chickens layed 7 eggs in one day, or why the sigil of House Thistlecock is a jester holding an upside down pineapple. You can see it, still, in Thistlecock tapestries, woven there by hands that knew exactly what they were doing and saw it as an honor.

For that, the anals require Chapter 1, where we descend from genealogy to groan, and from doctrine to the dew-soaked grass where Sir Cedric of Thistlecock was, in every sense, conceived.



Archivist's Note: The Professor calls this a Prologue. I call it bait. Either way, Chapter 1 is where the May Day miracle actually happens, and I suggest you brace yourself.

- C. DeRoot, Assistant Archivist


Chapter 1: The Conception (May Day Miracle)

From the Anals of Grailcock Studies, translated and annotated by Professor Cordelia Knaque (Associate Professor, suspended)

Now, some say legends are born in battle, or at the bottom of a bottle. In my professional experience, they usually begin with a moan, a muddle, and someone getting absolutely railed by forces beyond their comprehension.

The tale of Sir Cedric of Thistlecock began on a May Day morning so randy even the chickens blushed. Before he was the Grail Bearer, the Cum Conduit, or (as one tone-deaf bard was later disbarred for singing) Cummy McCumster, he was simply an inevitability waiting to happen.

What follows is the true account of his conception, recovered from sticky manuscripts and even stickier oral testimony. I present it here in its unvarnished glory, before the deans from the University of Fleshminster shut off the lights entirely.

Professor Knaque, Fleshminster



Lady Thistlecock awoke slick with need, hips grinding slow circles into a pillow, the dawn light turning her chamber gold and restless.

The stones beneath the window, warm from the sun, thrummed with the distant, wild pulse of May Day. From the fields below came the laughter of milkmaids and the sharp, unmistakable squeals of rut: shameless, musical, and impossibly arousing.

She had tried to pray, for a brief moment, but every moan, every wet, rhythmic slap, spilled upward, seeping beneath her skin like spring rain through linen.

She pressed her palm between her thighs, breath catching. It was meant to be a brief touch, though she should have known that such attempts inevitably follow the same path as thinking you might "pee just a little bit" after a night in the pub. Her hips rocked instead, the heel of her hand finding the perfect, slippery pressure. She listened, eyes fluttering shut, as a chorus of girls shrieked and giggled somewhere beyond the kitchen yard.

There was a man's shout, broad and boastful. The farrier, no doubt. Then the answering peal of laughter, higher and wilder, someone (Daisy, surely) gasping out encouragement as if she were racing the harvest home.

Lady Thistlecock's fingers worked faster, sliding through silk and slick, hips trembling as she pictured the farrier's strong hands, the milkmaids bouncing in their shifts, the wild, urgent chaos of it all. She muffled a moan in the crook of her arm. Still the sounds came: flesh on flesh, a playful slap, the farrier's wife howling her pleasure to the new sun.

The world felt wide and greedy. Her thighs quivered. She barely noticed the door open, the hush of bare feet, her husband's familiar weight sinking the mattress beside her.

His palm found her knee, gentle but certain, as if this were the most natural thing in the world.

"You hear them too," Lord Thistlecock murmured, lips brushing her neck.

She shivered, unable to answer. Her hand was still working, relentless and desperate, her entire body strung tight and trembling.

He nudged her wrist aside, replacing her fingers with his own, then his tongue: slow, reverent, inexorable. She cried out, not caring if the whole castle heard, not caring if the farrier's wife tried to out-scream her.

His mouth worshipped her, his tongue drawing circles and prayers into her skin, until her body shook itself apart, the orgasm cracking through her from the inside, toes curling, eyes brimming.

She pulled him up by his hair, greedy for more, guiding his cock between her thighs. He entered her in a single, slow thrust, so full, so impossibly needed she almost sobbed.

"Let them hear us," she whispered, wild and feverish. "Let them know who rules Thistlecock."

His hips bucked, the bed creaked, the sunlight danced across her breasts and belly as they moved, harder now, a frantic, joyful rhythm, her voice tangled with his in moans and laughter.

She clenched around him, body arching, wringing a second climax from deep inside. He groaned, pulling out at the last, and spilled himself across her belly, breasts, her open, gasping mouth, hot, messy, and triumphant.

She lay beneath him, radiant, breathless, the dawn now smeared with sweat and semen and joy.

Outside, the milkmaids shrieked again. The farrier's wife wailed her benediction to the sun.

Inside, Lady Thistlecock grinned, licking her lips, and let the morning's heat seep deep into her bones.



The sunlight had shifted, dust motes shimmering over the tangle of sheets and the sheen drying on Lady Thistlecock's belly. Lord Thistlecock lay sprawled beside her, chest rising slow and proud, a lazy hand tracing idle circles around her nipple.

For a long moment, the only sound was their shared, sated breaths, until Lady T broke the silence, her cheeks pink, her voice small:

"I got so wet just listening to them, you know. I thought of all of them. Not just the farrier. Daisy. The milkmaids. Even the butcher's boy, and the way he laughs when he's inside them…"

She trailed off, embarrassed, turning her face away.

Lord T just smiled, stroking her hair back, tucking a strand behind her ear.

"And did it feel good, my love? To imagine it? To let yourself get lost in their noise?"

She peeked at him, uncertain, but his eyes were warm, hungry, and more than a little proud.

"I was envious, I think," she confessed, "but also burning. I wanted to be every girl out there. Or at least, the one they all wanted to fuck."

He rolled toward her, hard again already, voice rough with delight.

"Then tonight, you shall be. Let me gather the men. A dozen, if you wish it. No more dreaming in the dark. No more listening from the window. Tonight, they'll come for you. And I'll watch them all."

Something kicked low in her belly, warmer than fear and considerably less sensible. She tried to hide her smile, to play the shy wife, but failed utterly.

"You'd let them... you'd watch them..."

"I want to see you lose yourself, my love. I want Thistlecock to tremble with your pleasure."

She bit her lip, the flush spreading to her chest, then down, her thighs already slickening again. She reached for him, encircling his cock, her gratitude and awe morphing into single-minded need.

She slid down, tongue tracing a shining path from his chest to his hips, breath fanning hot over his cock as she whispered:

"Thank you, my lord, for letting me want. For wanting me wild."

And then she took him, slow at first, tongue swirling around the swollen tip, lips stretching wide, eyes locked to his as she swallowed him deeper, deeper, until her nose pressed to his belly, her throat working around him.

She sucked him with a hunger that made her moan, hands roaming his hips, his balls, the base of his shaft, tending every part of him with the same greedy devotion.

Lord T groaned, hips bucking, fingers threading in her hair as she bobbed, licked, and swallowed him again and again, unashamed, relentless, lost in her own gratitude and heat.

He came hard, spurting thick and hot over her tongue, her lips, her chin. She swallowed it all, greedy, gasping, until there was nothing left but trembling and praise.

She curled up beside him, sticky and smiling, already dreaming of the feast to come.



By noon, Thistlecock's festival had ripened into pure, sweating heat. The green thrummed with fiddles and laughter, children darting beneath tables, servants tripping through puddles of spilled mead. Lady Thistlecock wandered among them, heart pounding with a secret purpose. The sun was warm, her dress was thin, and the afterglow of her morning tryst left her cheeks flushed and her steps unconsciously swaying.

All morning, her lord had watched her, eyes full of hunger, pride, and a dark, eager promise.

"Choose as you wish, my love. Be bold. Be shameless. Let me see your desire leak from your eyes!"

She carried her basket and an impossible thrill, weaving through the revelers with a nervous smile. The villagers, having heard of their lord's generosity, watched her pass. Some with awe, others with knowing smirks, a few bold enough to adjust themselves as she lingered nearby.

She started with the men she knew best.

Sir Reginald, whose arms had once carried her home after a storm: broad-shouldered, sun-browned, the village's favorite brute.

Squire Appleby, young and pink-lipped, with clever fingers and a tongue he could almost tie in knots.

The Miller, thighs like tree trunks, flour perpetually dusting his hands.

Old Tom the stablemaster, with his crooked smile and bottomless stories (and, rumor had it, something else nearly bottomless).

The twins, Bram and Bran, inseparable as always, both sly and soft-spoken, with hands that moved like shadows and grins that promised mischief.

The blacksmith, thick-wristed and soft-eyed, his shirt clinging to every muscle.

The town crier, whose deep voice vibrated through her bones when he announced the noon hour.

And, not least, the butcher: a gentle giant, pink-cheeked, whose massive palms could turn tender or rough as the need arose.

She paused by the pond, watching the washerwomen slap wet linens in the sun, bare arms gleaming. Daisy, her curls wild, winked at her, unashamed.

Beside her, Rose, who had once coaxed a cow to climax (and never let anyone forget it). Both women, bold and lush, met Lady T's gaze with an eager, answering hunger.

That made eleven. She'd felt the count rising inside her with each nod, each whispered promise, each shy or shameless "Will you?"

But as she turned, basket in hand, she nearly stumbled over a stranger lounging in the dappled shade.

He was slight, almost fragile, dressed in the motley and bells of a jester. His eyes, though, were blue as bruises and had no business in a fool's face: watching her with the patience of a man who already knew how the night ended. His smile cut sideways.

He bowed, lips brushing her knuckles as if he already knew her secrets.

"M'lady," he murmured, voice low and musical, "might a fool find favor at your table tonight?"

His hand lingered, and whatever moved through her had no name she cared to give it.

She nodded, a whisper of laughter on her tongue.

"Only if you promise not to leave me wanting, fool."

He grinned, and for a second, she thought she saw the shadow of horns above his brow. Just a trick of the sunlight. Or was it?

She moved on, heart pounding, the last names circling in her mind. The list was set. Her lord met her gaze from across the green, eyes shining with approval (and a little envy).

By sundown, the chosen would gather at the castle, and the night would be something that would change the world.

Lady Thistlecock noticed her hands trembling. She let them.

She was starving.



The air in the great hall was thick and close, carrying the scent of candle smoke and something animal underneath.

Lady Thistlecock stood at the center, herself the May pole, naked but for the last shimmer of daylight. Her skin glowed gold and ivory under the eyes of a dozen hungry villagers and the hands of her trusted maids.

It began almost formally:

Soft hands, warm breath, silk ribbons slipping away from her shoulders. The maids moved with gentle reverence, their hair bound in braids and their lips shining with stolen wine.

They knelt, licking lazy circles over her nipples, pink tongues flicking, leaving a wet sheen that glistened in the glow of the setting sun. Their fingers, oiled and deft, trailed over her belly, her thighs, the inside of her knees, coaxing goosebumps, then heat, then slow, rolling need.

She shivered, her breath caught between laughter and a moan, as one maid's mouth descended, tongue sliding over her slit, dipping in, flicking upward just to taste the new wetness gathering there.

A hush fell as the men approached, their cocks already thick and eager, hands stroking themselves, eyes shining with awe and anticipation. Never a glance to Lord Thistlecock, who sat forgotten on his own dais. In his belly what he had imagined was anticipation, he found was indeed the nervousness absent in his wife. Yet his loins thrummed.

Sir Reginald stepped first, his shaft heavy and veined, his hand guiding it toward her parting lips.

She opened eagerly, tongue stretching, his head gliding over it with slick promise. She kissed the tip, tasting salt and skin, then let him press deeper, filling her mouth until his balls draped warm and heavy against her chin.

His cock pulsed, fat and hard, leaking across her tongue. She licked and suckled, her cheeks hollowing as he rocked in, slowly, restrained. The first drool trickling from the corner of her mouth.

His hanging balls bounced against her throat, the weight of them goading her on to swallow him further.

Behind her, the Miller knelt, his face buried between her cheeks, tongue drawing up her slit, into the shadows of her ass, savoring her flavor and scent. Probing the forbidden pucker of her bum.

The sensation made her gasp around Reginald's cock, throat flexing, drool now leaking freely down her chin. The Miller's tongue flicked, teasing, then pressed in, swirling, opening her, wetting her with spit and his growing need.

The room grew louder. Moans echoing, bodies shifting, sweat beading on skin. The scent of arousal thickened, raw, animal, became dizzying.

The blacksmith, eyes dark and jaw clenched, dropped his cock into her waiting hand, her fingers wrapping around the thick, hot shaft, stroking in rhythm with her mouth and the Miller's tongue.

Sir Reginald began to fuck her mouth in earnest, hips thrusting, cock pressing deeper with every thrust, his balls slapping her chin, wet with spit and sweat.

She gargled around him, spit bubbling, his cock stretching her lips wide. Her own moans vibrated through him, making him hiss and buck.

The Miller, lips shiny, tongue insistent, pulled away only to replace his tongue with the hot, hard press of his cock. He spat once, thick and wet, onto her ass, then eased the head against her tight hole, pushing, stretching, sinking in inch by inch as her body trembled.

She cried out, the sound muffled by Reginald's cock, as she was filled from both ends. The pressure was enormous and obscene and exactly what she'd asked for, her body forced wide open, slick and clenching.
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