Palace in Ecstasy- Ch. 7
Exploration in the forest, adventure and thrills galore




---- 1-------

The next morning saw me having breakfast with the Queen Nitambini, (the one with excellent high arse) in her Royal Balcony. As she mixed our herbal tea and arranged snacks making small talk, I thought. 
Mulling over the last evening’s events, I was to have visited Mantrik’s home where a bereaved daughter Jayalini was living alone. I had planned a questioning of the lady but Queen Nabhini who was with me till late evening had convinced me that it was a wrong time to visit as Hindu ceremonies of death were taking place and the home was full of relatives and priests.
After I had nodded in assent, the amorous Queen had whisked me off to a long bubble bath in her excellent palatial bathroom, where a tub full of cool water with aromatic herbs, rose petals and exotic perfumes was waiting.

We had washed off in the marble tub but soon the sight of the naked Queen in my close proximity in the tub resulted in another round of slow languorous lovemaking during which I performed cunnilingus on the wet Queen seated on the edge of the tub, my head buried between her smooth thighs and my tongue had laved her intimately. Soon the bath wetness in her groin was replaced by her own secretions and she became highly aroused and had moaned uncontrollably. I was sporting a raging hard-on by then and my cock dribbled perfumed bathwater and pre-semen copiously when I stood up behind her bent form. Her healthy fair arse globes dripping with soapy water beckoned me enticingly.
I had taken her there from behind, slamming into her wet yielding pussy with my hot princely cock till she screamed with unbridled pleasure. I was groaning too with my taut balls slapping into the crack of her soft arse in an urgent rhythm adding to the heightened passion and we had climaxed together and fallen down on the cold marble floor of the bathroom in an exhausted perspiring mass of entangled bodies. I had barely made it to my bedroom with shaking legs much later and had sunk into an ocean of deep sleep.
The lusty flashback got me erect again and I forcibly banished the thoughts and pretended to listen to the dark complexioned Queen Nitambini in front of me. Nitambini was a big framed woman with luxurious curves with a dark complexion and she looked bright and cheerful today morning to have received me. She was wearing an all red dress which hugged her lush curves with a chunri (a silken drape worn outside) casually thrown over her chest.
As she bent forward to serve me tea, the chunri fell from her shoulders and I saw she was wearing a red silk Blouse with a deep V-neck that showed her upper halves of jutting breasts corseted tightly with prominent nipples sticking out. I gulped hot tea too quickly and winced. Nitambini cautioned me to take it easy, as if she had noticed the reason. 
Easier said than done, I thought but remarked “Is it so easy to take you...Now I wonder…”

She giggled coquettishly and said mischievously,

“Oh, I don’t know. Nobody ever asks me these days…” She must have known about my escapades with two other Queens so far and was biding her time. Such news travels fast in harems.
When she got up and turned behind to take a plate of home-made biscuits from her maid, I had an excellent view of her proud hips that shook provocatively through those taut red silk pyjamas. 
Nitambini, the one with excellent buttocks indeed, how appropriate! 
All this did my already semi-erect cock no good and I swelled more inside my loincloth.
I sighed, readjusted my loincloth trying to hide my burgeoning organ and pretended to listen to what she was saying. She stopped talking, smiled and her eyes twinkled with naughtiness as if she knew about my discomfiture.

Actually she was talking about a very pertinent topic. And that was regarding Mantrik’s disappearance in the forest on the borders and why we should be going there on a detailed survey today. I drank the wonderful herbal tea with some tropical biscuits and listened. 

She was saying,
“Prince Keyura, you must be aware there is a very big patch of deep forest between our kingdoms on the East which also is a home for tribes, some of whom are our allies and partners but some, our sworn enemies. The neighbouring Kingdom on the Far East has been using our enemy tribes against us for all kinds of anti-State terrorist activities, although the helpful tribes have many a time tipped us off averting major calamities.
Mantrik usually found many of his medicinal herbs there…”

I interrupted with a hand on her smooth black elbow,

“Why did he have to go alone? Did he not have any guards or his assistants as escorts?”

 Queen patted my palm and clasped it in her own. Her touch was warm.

“Yes and no. The assistants were never taken on these medicine picking expeditions that lasted sometimes two to three days at a stretch. Mantrik simply said he prayed to the Dhanvantari (the Hindu deity of Medicine) alone on those trips and he wanted no one with him then.
And he simply hated guards. He thought no one will ever harm an old man like him…”

I nodded thoughtfully. My hands played with the solid gold bangles studded with diamonds on her hand and as she bent towards me her silver and ruby crown twinkled in the early morning sun. She was wearing a rose and musk perfume which felt lovely.

I replied,

“Yes, no one would have harmed him unless they had a diabolical scheme of far-reaching consequences in mind…”
Queen looked up surprised and her hand clasped mine tighter.

“What diabolical scheme, we too have wondered…Apart from causing impotency to men and nymphomania to us women…”

I cut in,
“..And that is a blessing in disguise as far as I am concerned… But I am not talking about that...Anyway, why don’t we go on this trip to the forest and see the ground reality for ourselves?”

The Queen pressed my hand one last time, got up and stretched. She looked what she was, a big woman with graceful proportions.

She looked out into the distance at the green rising plains and said,

“Yes, it is early morning now and we will be gone till lunch time…It will be rough riding most time, but our horses are good and know the stretch very well…”She looked at me as if unsure of my equestrian credentials.

I took her elbow and turned to go where my day guard, the black complexioned Gattika stood patiently near the door.
I replied,
 “Don’t worry…My riding skills are above par, whether it is a horse between my legs or a woman…”
She turned to me, her dark eyes lighting up.

“We shall soon see in the forest how skilful you are and how thrilling your company would be” She remarked almost providentially.
As it transpired, I was to need all my horse riding skills and other talents to face what awaited me in the forest.

---2---

We started out soon enough into the forest. I had selected a black horse which had healthy trained limbs, looked well-fed and rested. I wore my Royal silk waist and thick cotton pyjamas and gold embroidered boots and carried no weapons.

 The Queen had her personal white mare from the Royal Stable. As she rode ahead of me out of the Palace gates, she looked voluptuous in red silk pyjamas and blouse with leather riding boots. Her big curvaceous hips, taut in her pyjamas swelled over the sides of her horse and the orbs danced deliciously with a jiggle in tune with the horse steps. I daresay she was wearing nothing inside those pyjamas. When she turned to look at me to explain me some local sight, her twin breasts used to jump around crazily inside her taut blouse like two rabbits eager to be released from a cage.
Gattika rode on her regimental guard horse, a good looking brownie, mostly navigating and directing us on the several turns that led into the forest. She was wearing her black leather guard overalls and skirt and she wore both her sword strapped to the waist as well as a menacing looking bow and quiver full of arrows on her strong muscular shoulders. Her enviable black muscles in her shoulders and thighs rippled with her stride in the morning sun. 
I was with two black, big and beautiful females; both equally desirable in their own right. One was a Queen of the State while another was a mere guard employed by her. My appreciation laced with lust made no such class distinction. I was slowly developing an erection and my swelling stalk rubbed against the saddle through my underwear as my gaze switched from Nitambini’s jiggling rounded arse to Gattika’s rippling thighs.
 We had taken a shortcut from the rear gates of the palace and the footpath meandered into a shrub land but grew into a thicker forest with tall trees ahead. It was a rising plateau and the climb was slow but steady. All of us handled our horses well and the Queen cast an appreciative glance at me now and then as she saw me manage the unknown territory on an alien horse quite smoothly. Her smile revealed her neat pearly white teeth contrasting in a dark attractive face.
We could hear the birds chirping and the morning sun often shone through the thick leaves overhead. The interior of the forest soon became darker and damper as our horses slowly trotted over the rising plateau even deeper. There was enough light to make out each other and follow a set path led by the talkative Nitambini sometimes and some other times by the business-like Gattika.
Nitambini was explaining to me the intricacies of herbal medicine that she had gathered from Mantrik and I could see that he must have been quite an old man to have ridden alone into the forest and must have known exactly where to go and what to get as far as locating the herbs in this thick forest was concerned. We were riding side by side then and I could see Nitambini’s shapely figure with its jumping big breasts and jiggling butt temptingly close. I salivated mentally imagining when I would taste the goodies.
We were soon on the borders of the Kingdom and were now venturing into the tribal heartland interspersed with bushy hillocks.
It was quiet and peaceful except for the click-clack of horse hooves. 

But it proved to be a lull before the storm.
Suddenly Gattika’s horse neighed with alarm and pain and as I turned I could see a long arrow sticking out on its side barely missing the exposed thighs of Gattika riding on it.
As both Queen and I turned to look, Gattika was thrown off the unbalanced injured horse and the animal went down with a sharp whinny.

Even as Gattika was thrown down hard on the bushy forest path, I was sliding down the side of my horse to go to her rescue.

At the moment there was more commotion and the Queen who was only a few feet ahead of us screamed in terror. I looked where she was looking.
Two roaring wild beasts had jumped into our path from the bushes...A vicious looking striped tiger and a snarling Cheetah.
The animals had appeared suddenly as if this location was predetermined. They snarled and growled menacingly at us and leapt towards us in attack. I realised with a thudding heart that it all looked like an ambush.
Even as I ran to her, Gattika stood up with a deep growl of anger, her hair and skirt flying and her dark strong limbs supporting her admirably in reflex to counterattack the animals.

My horse petrified by the wild beasts, accidentally dashed against the Nitambini’s scared mare and it neighed lifting its front legs in panic. The Queen screamed for help as she became precariously balanced on her mare swerving only on its hind legs.

I saw that Gattika somehow managed to hold the snarling beasts at bay with her drawn steel sword and the cold steel glinted menacingly when she swished it; the striped tiger stood back snorting momentarily but the cheetah kept pouncing at her. More arrows shot forth from all directions and all I could do was duck in reflex or use instinct to avoid being hit. The hidden attackers from the bushes surrounding us had got busy seeing that they had succeeded in surprising us by striking suddenly and viciously.
Gattika’s injured horse lay whinnying pitifully on its side and I could see the animal was on its last breath. I realised with a chill that the darting arrows could be poisonous too.
I turned to look at the Queen who was busy trying to calm down her mare but all in vain as suddenly the two horses petrified at the sight of wild beasts and flying arrows, decided they had seen enough and started running into the forest, away from where I stood. The Queen screamed to stop the escape of her mare but the animals were uncontrollable.

The arrows chased the fading silhouettes of running animals but they got away. I was in a fix whether I should stay back with Gattika and fight the beasts or go catch the Queen and the horses.
I took a desperate last look at Gattika sparring with the wild beasts but I knew I had to run away from her after the Queen and my horse.
Gattika gestured to me and shouted, “Run sir, run. Catch the Queen fast…There is a deep valley and she could fall into it…I can handle these” Even as she gestured to me, the cheetah snapped at her hand scraping her. But in one clean swish, she drove the steel blade into its neck and the animal roared in pain.
I waited no more and ran away madly after the escaping horses.

My legs got bruised and shoes almost came off as I ran hard on the thorny ground, scraping my legs and feet oblivious of the pain.
I somehow caught up with my horse after a few minutes of persistent chase and took the reins in a hot trot and catapulted myself over into the saddle, all in one movement. It was some horse-riding, even by my standards.

But the mare with Queen Nitambini atop it was scampering away madly at a distance ahead and I chased it single-mindedly on my horse, hell bent on catching it. Some hanging branches from the adjoining trees slashed my chest and face badly but I rode on bravely. Small animals like rabbits and squirrels ran helter-skelter away and around us as horses running madly in their habitat were not an everyday affair.

I could already see the clearing in the forest where the land sloped to a deep ravine hundreds of feet deep. My heart sank as I realised how close the Queen was to a certain death as we sped interminably towards it.
My horse, egged on by constant poking in its ribs by my tattered boots, ran bravely forward .The Queen too was trying to desperately calm her animal to slow down but when she saw that her end was nearing fast, she started screaming in high pitch.
I caught her running mare in motion and threw myself against the riding Queen simultaneously. Both our horses were running side by side, you see and a deep ravine was gaping ominously at us. It was no mean feat under the circumstances as I kicked my horse slightly away from the ravine even as Queen and I flew into air from atop her horse onto the ground. 

The horses collided with each other, tumbled and fell in a heap near the mouth of the valley escaping death very narrowly. We rolled on the grassy ground over and over, in a tumble of arms and legs entwined madly for support, trying to slow down the descent, careening perilously close to the edge. We came to a stop, me on top of her after rolling over for several tens of feet and my feet actually went over the edge of the ravine. Even as I tried to get up, one torn shoe fell away into the gorge hundreds of feet below.
The Queen was screaming silently, her eyes closed, her hair strewn all over the face below me. I slowly disentangled myself from our desperate embrace, got up and looked. 
It had indeed been a heroic effort and a miraculous escape.
I kicked my remaining torn shoe away and stood barefooted. I saw that the horses had survived and were standing up now. They started running towards us in a show of loyalty.
The Queen sat up, a mess of dust and torn clothes.

She looked at me in bewilderment.

“My God” she croaked and coughed dust out “It was so sudden… You just saved my life miraculously…”

I cut her off, offered a hand to whisk her up and away from the edge of the land, into safety. I hugged her without any lust and felt the camaraderie of two human souls who had just stared at death in the face but returned to life.

She sobbed with feeling on my shoulders wetting my soiled silk shirt with her tears. I patted her back in consolation allowing her to cry. My hands felt her bare body wherever the red blouse and pyjamas had got torn during our fall from the horse. She was injured by a darting arrow in the waist and was bleeding; I saw that it was not a deep wound mercifully.
It was no state for a Queen of the State to be in, much less for a visiting Prince from neighbourhood.

Anger welled inside me on whoever had perpetrated this crime on us, ambushing us thus in deep forest.

Bu this was no time for self pity or revenge as I realised that Gattika, my guard might still be grappling with a wild tiger facing certain death.

 As if by premonition, Nitambini looked up and asked,

“Gattika! Whatever happened to her, I wonder…”

 There was no need to wonder as we soon heard running footsteps in the distance. Even as our horses came to a stop near us and we patted them to comfort lovingly, the familiar form of Gattika appeared which came as a big relief to both of us. 
As we left each other’s cosy embrace a bit reluctantly, I called out,

” Hello, how are you? Any injuries?”

 She did not answer, her cold gladiator-like face set with determination but merely nodded in the negative.
She held a blood-soaked steel sword in her right hand, her bow was missing and a damaged quiver contained only few arrows. She came to us in a run and I concluded that her horse must have indeed breathed its last.

“I killed the beasts, your Majesty” She turned to me and smiled a rare smile at me…”No problems with that, I was just doing my duty…

“Thank you, warrior” I said simply, looking into her eyes.

“Sir, dear Prince” She said with conviction “You deserve all the praise…You saved our Queen from an almost impossibly adverse situation” She pointed to the gaping gorge beyond with her sword to emphasise.

I nodded. 

“I was just doing my duty” I mimicked her.

Queen Nitambini interrupted,

“No, you both were all doing much more than what is defined as duty…Gattika, you are very brave”

She took Gattika’s hand and pressed it in affirmation of the statement and Gattika kissed her hand back. 
Queens don’t hug servants, may be.

I did not care then. I was breaking the class barrier as I hugged Gattika .She sobbed just once saying that ‘her horse Bali had died and it made her sad’. I patted her dusty back and broad black shoulders comfortingly.
I took a look at our state.

We were a sorry mess then, bruised, injured with torn dresses. 
“I don’t even know where I am ...May be you ladies do, being hosts and all that” I said feeling hopelessly lost.

Gattika pointed to the West and said, 
“Your Majesty, Isn’t that the old forest retreat of the Mantrik there? The K.Mane?”

“Yes…” The Queen gasped, her eyes lighting up “We must be very close to the hut the Mantrik used to take rest when he was on forest expeditions. I have but come here just once with my husband, but I do remember…”

“So have I, with you two then” agreed Gattika nodding.

The ladies’ dresses had got torn at many places and they looked partially naked.

Although it was no time for voyeurism, I could not help but notice Gattika’s skirt was ripped open during her fight, all the way to her upper thighs. I could see plain cotton underwear covering her pubic mound. Now when she tried to cover it from our sight, the front of her blouse popped open and her heavy black breasts with pointed nipples were revealed. She quickly turned away from our gaze.
I took off my shawl from my shoulders and put it over the Queen’s, covering her ample bosom that showed through her torn blouse.
She looked at me ever so lovingly and gratefully. 
I smiled wryly to myself that I was covering her up now while all I had in mind earlier was how to uncover her fast!

I asked, “Is that Mantrik’s place, a clean one with water, bath and bed?”
“Yes of course, Prince”, replied Gattika still her back turned to us rearranging her dress. “Mantrik used to sleep there... and what’s more, there is a stable for the horses inside too”
I replied, “Ok, that is just what we three need now.” 
I patted my right palm on Nitambini’s semi exposed arse lovingly where the pyjama was torn, prodding her to move on. She smiled back, amour replacing fear and shock in a flash.

I patted Gattika’s shoulders.
“And Gattika, you can safely turn towards us too. We have all seen what you have got there and it is certainly nothing to be ashamed of!”
She turned back at us, semi naked and bleeding and I nodded my head that I meant it. 

“Mmmmm…Ah- ha!” mumbled Nitambini and cackled suddenly realising our conditions and stretched her arms in exhaustion. 
I thought her Queenly tits would almost tumble out into the ravine then!

That sort of broke the tedium and Gattika giggled too, her tits in the open, big black thighs exposed and all.

I was tired too but the sight of these two alive and semi naked females spurred me on to expect more when we reached the rest area they called K Mane.




---3---
We walked for about half an hour west into the sloping forest plateau and we came across a small river where we drank water with cupped palms and sat down.

 “It is only five minutes to the cottage now…we might as well wash here and go” announced a jubilant Gattika and her succulent boobs nodded in assent with her. 

I rested my wary legs and stretched them into the cool waters of the stream. The sky was becoming cloudy and looked about to rain.
Our two horses had walked tamely behind us and now grazed the meadow on the river bed.
The women got into the water till their waist depth.
I splashed some water on my legs and cleaned the bruises and cuts and Queen Nitambini did the same too getting into the water. 
The latter was a sight more inspiring to my manhood as it became hard seeing the Queen’s thick and smooth black legs splashing in water. The water reached her hips and the wet and tattered pyjamas barely hid anything and stuck like second skin on her abundant ‘nitamba’ or black healthy buttocks. She splashed water over on her exposed tits and washed merrily.  

I could clearly the deep recess between her arse globes and it looked deep enough to lose my palm in. Her broad waist tapered into delicious fleshy upper thighs and long smooth shapely ankles. 
Even as my hands itched at the very thought, Gattika threw her torn blouse away and her big black boobs floated like two fat fish on the surface of the stream.

Her nipples grew erect in the cool waters and when she swam near me, I saw the dark black areolas on her lighter shade skin of her humungous tits were pricked with goose pimples. Her nipples looked a prominent inch long, like small pebbles sculpted by Gods on her large tit flesh.
The Queen turned to me next in the stream and her soaked red blouse barely contained her heavy boobs inside which were straining against the tight wet fabric, floating buoyantly in the waters.
I saw that our horses were slowly getting in the mood too.

My horse, a stallion, was behind the Queen’s mare now and was lasciviously licking her blackened puckered pussy even as the mare lifted its tail high to facilitate the partner’s long pink tongue to taste her horny hole. I could see my horse’s two-foot long cock nose out of its sheath and grow throbbing hard down below its belly in mounting desire.
There was lust developing in the air and Eros was smiling at us encouragingly, I thought.
Before I could contemplate any concrete action, rains came down sharply and we all came out of water and started to trot in the general direction of the promised nest. A semi-naked Gattika ran forward, her strong thighs rippling even in fading light.
Queen Nitambini tried to jog with my pace and in the process, looked a desirable mass of quivering naked flesh, big rotund hips and humungous boobs dripping with water.
The modest bamboo cottage roofed with dry grass was a bare five minutes trot up from the stream and we managed to reach the shelter gasping with the effort.

 The cottage had a moderate sized hall with mud and cement floor and cotton fabric covered bamboo wall. The roof was low but a strong wooden truss and grass thatch protected us from sun and rain.

 Our two horses had run along with us up into the house and soon Gattika goaded them to a low platform at the other end of the room and left them unshackled together. That served as their temporary stable.
“Whew” the Queen gasped and sprawled on the bare floor, her big thighs flailing.

“What a way to find the place, indeed” I uttered gasping with effort as well.
Gattika went away into the smaller room on the right and brought us a small bottle of green paste and held it out to me.

“This is a balm for cuts and injuries and you will not turn septic if you use this…This is what always Mantrik kept handy…A herbal balm” I took the bottle silently and looked at her, she was wet, injured and had no clothes. Yet her first concern was Queen and I.
I settled down on the floor below with Nitambini.
The Queen had spread a canvass mat she found in a corner and had sat down half reclining supporting on her arms on the floor and her naked legs stretched fully out. There were ugly gashes that needing tending.
She looked wistfully at me and said,

“Prince, I am very sorry to have had this happen to you. You are our guest and this is one poor show of hospitality…”

I rested my hand on her exposed thigh. It was wet and cool yet so supple at the same time.

“It’s not your fault, Nitambini. Besides, my mission was not meant to be a peaceful vacation in any case” I said and beckoned Gattika to join us.
“By the way, let’s talk a little about what happened.

We were ambushed if you have not already guessed. So who else knew about our today’s trip and destination?”

Queen hugged herself and shook her head in the negative. 
“I had told just the Queens- Praudha and Jaghini, that’s about it…”

I looked at Gattika.

“I have not told anyone, sir” she said seriously and I looked away after glaring at her. Something did not jell. She was the least suspicious in her behaviour but was that a calculated charade? 
“Let’s not take this so casually. These criminals with murderous intentions have penetrated your security. Where is the loop hole?” I asked strongly.

“I don’t know about any loop holes”, the Queen uttered resignedly and I saw a big hole in her blouse through which I could see her black tits waiting to pop out.

She turned sides and her pyjama tore with the movement and more of her plump thighs came into view.

I gulped and continued,

“Well…If we don’t know the hole, we cannot plug it…” and now the queen removed her blouse and out tumbled a lovely pair of jugs she had teased me for long with.
Next off, as it was becoming unwieldy for her to continue to wear the torn pyjamas anymore, she said “Excuse me” and tore it completely off and flung it to a corner in one fluid movement.

I croaked my eyes widening in disbelief and delight at the marvellous sight, “There must be a mole somewhere… a disgruntled maid, a greedy cook, a crooked charioteer…some-bloody-one!”
 Can we discuss all that later.. I am hurting” complained the nude Queen pointing to her wet limbs. Her pubic mound was covered with moist hair covering her prominent labia.
I growled in my throat and my excited manhood grew even more impatient in my underwear. I moved closer to queen and said “Let me look how I can help you”

Gattika sucked her breath in audibly and I saw that she was frowning at the horses.

I turned my attention to the stable where horses had started to fondle. My stallion was licking the Queen’s mare where it wanted to mount. Her horse she-cunt!

Both the animals co-operated with each other and snorted through their flared nostrils in excitement.

The Queen saw too and crossed and uncrossed her legs as if the scene affected her. Gattika made a move to stop the action but I shushed her with a finger on my lips. She got the message and shyly looked away. I wanted to watch and more importantly the scene was bound to kick-start something more exciting in Queen Nitambini’s senses too.

She grew red in the face at the animals’ open display of intimacy but suddenly looked at the bottle of herbal paste on my hand and said, “I am scared to death of these balms as they burn horribly but will you please apply it on my back please?” 

She was begging me with her eyes as well. She was one grateful soul. I had seen that her back and thighs had long and deep cuts still bleeding and I was secretly happy to oblige as nursing injured could yield unexpected bonuses.
 I opened the bottle of ointment and took a dollop of green paste and moved close to her outstretched legs.
“Don’t worry, Queen…I am gifted with magical healing touch” I bragged and touched her cool bare thighs and started rubbing in circles.
I moved behind her so that I had better access and applied a liberal amount of paste on he deep gash on the back. She winced at the burning sensation but controlled herself. Besides her eyes were inevitably drawn to the horseplay being played out in the stable and if anything the stallion’s black truncheon of a cock was now slapping up and down impatiently on its underbelly. And he licked the mare’s black puckered hole even more animatedly with his open flat tongue. The mare shifted her legs hither and thither and lifted her tail out of the way of her mate’s face giving more of her to him.

Where the arrow had scraped Queen’s waist, I took special care and applied small quantities with one hand and rubbed slowly and with the free hand I provocatively caressed her heated smooth black flesh all the way from upper thighs to her exposed pubic mound. It felt humid and ready.

I washed my hands clean off all burning paste and asked her to stand so I could get up close and personal near her marvellous arse.
She stood and gasped as she saw my stallion attempt to mount the mare and his long cock stabbed her all over the mare’s butt in vain.
 But I looked at the job in hand and that was to caress her soft black butt cheeks. The flesh was smooth without blemish, yielding cushiony baby fat and I squeezed the pliant flesh with both hands relishing the electric sensations that it sparked off in my groins. I slowly removed my loincloth undergarment with one hand and let my ready prick sniff the fresh air of the room.
 Now the Queen backed up to my touch and drew an excited breath again which shook her big frame lightly. Now it was because the stallion had at last mounted the mare successfully and from this distance too, we could see he was doing a vigorous enthusiastic job of it; following it up with hard bucking motions with his trunk. The horses neighed in glee and primordial relief of having got united in love.
The heady smell of sex wafted in the air and I saw with a pleasant surprise that Gattika was getting too involved and was now standing gloriously naked without any inhibition observing the horses coupling.
I opened the Nitambini’s big butt cheeks wide apart with my fingers and I brushed past her prominent bung hole and onto the fleshy juicy vulva, its pinkness smiling at me.

My fingers cleared her damp hair and prised open the squishy fat pussy-lips and managed to wedge inside feeling the welcome warmth of her moist inner walls.
I started a slow licking exercise as I covered her soft pussy walls end to end, lapping with the flat of my tongue and sometimes probing the sensitive clit with the tip of the tongue, my lips sucking and chewing the pliant lips and sucking her oozing nectar from within.
“Ahhhh…. AAAAAAAhhhhhhhhhhhh” she groaned with uncontrolled pleasure and ground her big butt to my face as I orally stimulated her sleeping desire and stoked her fire in the womb.

 Then not to be satisfied, I slowly moistened her anal opening with my saliva and her own juices, and probed the tight rectal passage with a thumb while three other fingers went into her leaking wet cunt. My thumb buried to its knot in the anus and three fingers frigged her jelly-like cunt.

Using all five fingers of my hand in two yielding passages of hers, juggling them and taunting her innards with my digits I slowly brought her to the edge of maddening passion.

She clamped her hands crept behind over my head holding me firmly in the crack of her big arse and uttered a primordial guttural cry and that went

“ OHHhh..ahhh...My poor pussssssyyyyy! Umnhhhhh”! Etc

I licked my fingers off her musky secretions lasciviously and peeped at what was beyond her.
The Queen was grunting and panting with lust but also absorbed in seeing the stallion mate aggressively with the mare and seemed to be mesmerised like Gattika who too was becoming excited and was squeezing her tits to contain her own surging animal instincts.

I got up and thrust my own erect throbbing prick to her soft buttocks and whispered in her ear, “How about doing likewise?” referring to the horses at play.

She turned back and looked as if she noticed me for the first time and instinctively pushed her hips to my cock trapping it between our burning bodies.

“Oh yes, Prince... God knows I have waited long enough…” There was no need to say more as my hands cupped her heavy mature tits and she turned her head back and kissed me full on my lips. I made the kiss last long as I played with her tongue as well as tweaked her pea sized nipples between my fingers.
Gattika mewled something like “Mmmm…no” in envy as she saw that everyone except her was indulged in sex then.
The queen took my raging stallion of a cock in her hand and gave it a squeeze and I panted with excitement. 
“You have already saved from the edge of death, my hero. Now let’s see if you can push me over the edge…” she whispered seductively but by then I was already was bending her over.

I had to be careful here. We wanted to make love for sure but she had bruises and wounds all over and I could not risk hurting her inadvertently in the heat of passion.

So the standard missionary position was a no-no and it had to be doggy style.
 I held her wide black waist carefully with both hands avoiding the wound and placed my throbbing piston in the wet cranny between her formidable nitamba. She groaned with anticipation and quickly guided me into the crack with her own hand. My cock kissed her waiting vulva.

My cock-head sank inch by inch into the juicy warmth of her pussy passage and I mewled with a groan of pleasure.

 The walls of her accommodating cuntal passage received me with tears of happiness that oozed on the sides of my knurled stem down to my testicles. Nitambini was soaking leaking wet there and my prick revelled in the luxury of mating such a royal pussy.
The queen was bent forward her dark still wet hair cascading down her neck to the floor, her prominent black globes of ass shining in the dim light of the room challenging my blood engorged manhood to sample the goodies that lay within.

 I held on to her waist gingerly and sometimes on her unhurt flanks and upper thighs for grip to thrust gently into her inviting pussy. I used to sink very sweetly and gently making her growl with unbridled lust like “OHHH..Ahhh Ammaaa” till my entire thick 8-incher was imbedded in her velvety passage; and then slowly back again till just the bulbous head remained in the mouth of her womanhood. Then sometimes I would pull her head up by bunching her hair and using the fist for grip there, I would ride back in slowly and firmly till my nothing remained outside and my groins thudded softly against her butt cheeks and they jiggled deliciously with the impact. Her deep mature pussy was able to swallow and hold my entire pulsing length of young prick safely in her cosy warmth and it felt heavenly to fuck her this way.
Mindful of her injuries and being cautious is one thing but working a slow-motion love making skilfully is another. This slow and gentle pace tested my endurance and ejaculation abilities to their limits.
My cock wallowed in her juicy warmth and my hair in the nape of the neck stood on end anticipating a glorious climax.
 The stallion’s own cock in the dim light bored into the mare’s deep passage and his legs were on her back and the pair bucked wildly in the stable. The hooves raised dust and scattered the dry grass on the floor. 

Nitambini’s senses were inflamed with the visual titillation this voyeuristic scene provided and she bucked her waist wildly too as we neared climax. I was afraid I may not hold her too cautiously with such wild bucking and all. But apart from a few strands of her hair that remained in my fist which I had used to rein in our movements, no further damage was caused but her body succumbed to raging desire gladly unmindful of any discomfort and we roared to a joint orgasm.
I saw in the middle of those orgasmic throes that a fully naked Gattika had lifted her one thigh and rested the foot on a stool and frigged her own probably steaming cunt to her satisfaction.

The horses neighed together signalling the culmination of a wild copulation while I held on to the pendulous sweaty bosom of the queen in one hand and a soft buttock in another and collapsed to the floor exhausted. Our hearts were beating like war drums and our lungs strained madly to restore normalcy.
The rain had stopped outside and I hugged Nitambini, rested my head on her soft bosom and slept.
------4------

After a few hours, I left for a walk to the stream.

We had wakened after a peaceful nap of a couple of hours. Rubbing each other’s contented bodies we had kissed and laughed away our tensions of the near death episode.

She had started to search for some clothes in Mantrik’s old steel trunk and I had teased her why she needed clothes at all after what had transpired.

Her dark face had then further darkened with ‘lajja’, the shyness that Indian women feel after committing adultery with a strange man. 

She had pushed me out saying that ‘this whatever’ had happened here must remain within the four walls and Gattika. I had slapped her playfully on her proud nitamba (the buttocks) and asked, ‘what about the horses?’

I had left the cottage as peals of her laughter echoed in there, looking for Gattika. Horses stood silently and slept.
The rains had stopped and air was fresh and smelt wet soil.

It was still overcast and cool. I found my redoubtable bodyguard on the river bank sitting relaxing hugging her legs and resting her face on her knee caps.

She was lost in thought looking distantly and hadn’t noticed my deliberately surreptitious arrival.

I snatched her sword from her side and held it across her throat. She was surprised but had lost none of her warrior instinct. Like an attacked cheetah, she fell speedily to her side avoiding the naked blade and kicked out at me all in a flash.
I was not Prince of a mighty state for nothing and swung away from her flying legs, pulled the sword away and threw myself on her. Both rolled for several groping moments on the mossy bank. The sword clattered into the water’s edge and she raised her head and saw me hovering over her sprawling body. Fright gave way to relief and she asked me astonished, “Prince oh, its you! But whatever made you do this? You could have very easily been…”

“Harmed, eh? Not much of a chance I gave you there now, did I?” I bent down and kissed her full on her half open mouth and entwined my legs with hers.
“Wha..What...” she was confused and aroused but knew that I was behaving with impropriety and she should be careful.

I extricated myself from her moments later after this show of my dominance and it somehow made me feel superior and capable enough to handle her, a strong female warrior that she was.

We sat and looked at each other. She was still topless and her breasts were not just enormous but stood high and proud with raised nipples. Her skirt was in tatters and her pubis was now bare after the horses’ incident.

I asked her mock seriously,
“OK, how much money would they offer to buy loyalties of a woman like you?”

 Her eyes sparked with anger at my allegation.
“ Sir, this is preposterous... You can’t seriously suspect me; I have served the Kingdom all my life…”

“We are not playing cops and robbers here, sweetheart…It’s a sinister life and death crisis here and it’s my job to suspect everybody till proven innocent”

 She looked aghast.

“Why do say that? I mean, what did I…”

I shrugged, “Gut feeling, basically. Besides you insisted on coming with us though Methika was drafted by Queen Nitambini initially. You could have come with us to oversee that the plan worked and everything went well”
“Oh, that one!” she nodded and her dark face lit up with a smile “Methika had her monthly periods last night and requested me whether I could cover for her. She did not want her inability in such a situation become a security risk…You see, we women in such times…”

I held her shoulders in my arms and said, “I don’t need a lecture on gynaecology...Then why is it that Methika left hurriedly today morning from her quarters to Mantrik’s house to meet Jayalini?… I hear the two women aren’t exactly bosom friends… What does Jayalini know that her mother died for? Or is that she knows too much and Methika has silenced her?”
I had taken an early morning stroll around the palace before meeting Nitambini for breakfast and had seen Methika leaving hurriedly on a horse and the entry on the Gatekeeper’s book mentioned Mantrik clearly.

Gattika shook her head exasperatedly,
“You are getting it all wrong… OK, the time has come for you to know what they haven’t told you…”

 I was taken aback.

“And you will tell me the truth… How do you propose to prove it?” I challenged.

“You can ask Queen Praudha or any of them whom you have had a good acquaintance with…” she smiled knowingly.

“The truth is that Jayalini is not Mantrik’s daughter at all” She declared “She was born to our King’s elder brother and wife who were killed…”

My throat was dry. “So…”

“By our enemy King as he was betrayed by his younger brother, our King Muduka…It was all a selfish power game and a classic case of sibling rivalry between them when they were younger”
“Annan, the elder brother wooed and married his younger brother’s girlfriend. He was also tipped to be the next heir to ascend the throne. Muduka could simply not digest all this and live calmly. He was aching to get rid of his brother conveniently… When Annan went for a negotiation meeting to the neighbouring state, he tipped the enemies off and got him and his wife assassinated…He is now reaping the seeds of his hate that he sowed years ago…”

I reminded, “Jayalini and Methika?” 

“Oh, yes…Jayalini knows how her parents died and how she narrowly missed being a princess in the same state she now lived as the Royal Magician’s daughter…Methika is actually a cousin of hers… They pretend not to be getting along all the time; it’s just an act… Methika sometimes supplies her with some important information that she gleaned as a guard in the Palace…”
I looked at Gattika’s topless beauty and how her solid boobs stood out proud and elegant. My hands started a natural appraisal of her thigh muscles which had tempted me for long. She felt like smooth banana tree trunks there and had prominent toned tendons… the same ones which rippled when she ran and as I slowly massaged her aching legs she sighed too… 
“Can’t say how sorry I am to have alleged treachery on you, Gattika. But I knew there was a lot more than what meets the eye...so I took a chance…” I explained softly.
Her thighs cranked up suddenly as an ant pricked her and so my hand which was feeling up her upper thigh fell into her warm pubic mound by chance and I saw ‘what had not met my eye till then’… Her black-lipped glorious pussy mound. It was shorn of all hair like all female warriors preferred and her puffy outer lips smiled to reveal the long gash of pink inner walls.
She looked up and I looked into her eyes. We burned.

She just swooped into my arms; the big and strong body guard surrendered her own body up to the Master. No resistance and no more fight were left in her at that moment.
I did not waste a single second and took her properly in my embrace and kissed her madly all over her dark face.

She mewled with animal-like pleasure in her throat as her pointed nipples scraped against my chest hair and stood up. She divested herself of her tattered skirt and displayed her waiting fevered body to me in all its naked glory.
She towered over me like a dark Amazon for sure but a benign one.  And one who had yielded to me. And one who wanted a feverish coupling and satiation of her burning lust which had been stoked in the last few hours of excitement.

She was at least six feet tall with broad shoulders and toned muscles of a body builder all over. But her breasts and hips remained big and soft. Her smooth belly was a plain plateau softly curving down to a wide pelvic area, the centre of which was a biggish pubic mound, plump and soft like a hot bun from a bakery. As her legs moved to sit down, her pussy crack opened between two puffy black outer labia and smiled invitingly at me.
My cock felt like it was six foot tall too and my heart thudded with breathless desire.

 I took one of her hands and pulled her down beside me. She flopped down half over me and I took her big wrestler-like frame in my arms and started kissing her all over her strong shoulder blades, wide back and hard muscular belly and sides in a series of lusty pecks and my saliva wetted her shining black skin leaving a trail of moisture in its wake. I eagerly pried open her firm muscular thighs and held them apart and gaped at what made her a woman.

Yes, muscles and strength be praised, no one could deny that all her body building, muscle toning and arms-training had also turned her pubic mound to a spectacular specimen. It was a healthy soft plain mound, a perfect hairless triangle completely hairless and her well-developed outer pussy lips were just about the only thing which made her look vulnerable in her entire structure. 
I looked at this certain weak-spot of hers where she ached like any other lesser mortals and quickly knelt and buried my face in there.
I opened her velvet black outer labia with my fingers and kissed her smack on the inner wet tissues once. Then I rearranged her legs wide apart and here her training enabled her to open the trained thighs further apart than others could.
I slurped on the pouting circle of her pussy as if it was her mouth and lapped the cunt-al passage actively. My tongue buried in her heated pussy till my nostrils flattened against her pubic bone. My lips and the naughty tongue made merry vigorously sampling her twat with enthusiasm, lapping and sucking and making slurping sounds, zeroing in on her distended clitoris. 
She was breathing heavily and soon my oral worship of her intimate femaleness made her groan and pant madly. Her passage oozed her nectar, thick and pungent fit for a strong warrior woman like her. 

“Fuck…Oh, Fuckkk and Fuckkkk me!” she cried, her desire overtaking self-control (should I say ‘self–cuntrol’?) as if it were an order by a dominatrix but I was not her slave but her Master.

I inserted my forefinger below my tongue in her juicy pussy and rotated it everywhere till her breath came in rasps and her strong hands held my head captive there.

It was then that we felt sharp raindrops drum on our bodies and anti-climax though it was, we had to suspend our pleasure play then and there.
I patted her firm tits longingly and said,” There will be another day and another time! Let’s go now…”

We ran back into the cottage as rain started heavily all over.





---5---
It was late afternoon by the time the sky cleared and any chance of starting our journey back to the Capital arose.

Except for some guava we found near the cottage, we hadn’t eaten since breakfast in the Palace and we were injured, and tired.

Nitambini looked demure and shorn of all glamour in the dusty white cotton shirts and Khaki shorts she had managed to get into. Gattika had bandaged her with cotton rags on the waist. I had put on a makeshift bandage on my legs myself. We started out on her horses, sharing the two.

The queen and I took my stallion and Gattika rode on the mare.

The soil was damp and we had to take a detour to the Western plains and back again to avoid being targeted by enemies again. I had a small mishap en route as I tried to duck awkwardly under a swinging thorny branch, lost balance and went sprawling on the ground. I pulled a thigh muscle but it wasn’t serious and we kept on till we reached the Capital fort gates.

A sentry who had been sent by the King to look for us met us and he gaped when he saw our condition and immediately turned on his horse and left for the palace to inform the anxious party waiting there.




----End of Ch.7-----
