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Nathan Hunter was a man for whom
determination was not only instinctive but had been built up by his
education and experience in life to something of a cultural
imperative.

His grandfather had started with nothing and
built up a successful oil and gas exploration and development firm.
His father had built that into a worldwide conglomerate. They were
both men determined to get their way and Nathan had been raised
with that mindset, in competition with four older brothers.

He had always been the last to do anything,
which meant he had clear goals in order to not be the least. He had
always known how many runs his older brothers had batted in, how
many touchdowns they'd scored, how high they'd placed in their
Harvard classes, and ensuring he surpassed them had become
something of a fixation of his in his youth.

He was older now, but overcoming goals was
second nature to him. He could not compete with his brothers, who
were already well-established with the company before he even
graduated. Evan, the next youngest of his brothers, was five years
his senior, and running the exploration effort in Malaysia.

What Nathan had become was the company fixer.
When a problem or obstacle arose, with the authorities, with
partners, with rules or regulations, Nathan would be sent in to see
it was removed. He was an affable, charming man, but there was a
core of unstoppable will within him which would not be
defeated.

At least, not so far.

He would overcome all obstacles, by honeyed
tongue or iron fist, by hook or by crook. If he had to bribe
someone or threaten them, well, business was business. If he could
sweet talk them (something he was very good at) make promises which
seemed legitimate (sometimes they actually were), or otherwise
persuade people to cooperate that was all to the good.

If they wouldn't be amenable then he would go
around them or over them or through them, if necessary.
Nathan Hunter liked to think of himself as the pointy end of the
company's sword, cutting its way either through the jungle or
through whatever natives hindered them.

It had been seven years since he'd left
Harvard. He'd traveled around the world since then in pursuit of
his family's business pursuits. He'd been to Africa on a number of
occasions, and understood the issues of its chaotic anarchy. He 'd
spent considerable time in Asia, greasing the many palms which
required attending to. He'd bribed politicians in America and sweet
talked those in Europe.

He had, of course, been in London on many
occasions. Next to New York, where his family's business was
headquartered, it was the most important financial capital of the
world, after all.

He had never been to Scotland before. And was
beginning to wish he wasn't here now.

Discipline was his watchword, his code.
Self-discipline was how a many measured himself. The discipline of
his employees spoke to the application of his authority. Business
was not a democracy. It was organized from the top down, and if the
top was organized, the bottom damned well had better be – or
else.

It had been … frustrating, dealing with the
Africans, who were perhaps the least punctual and disciplined
workers on the planet. It had been annoying dealing with the
Asians, who would talk around a subject for hours without getting
to the point. But he'd never quite encountered the sheer stupid,
stubborn obstinacy of the Scottish in refusing to do things in an
efficient and effective manner.

And too damned many of them didn't seem to
speak any recognizable form of English!

He had taken to counting to ten before
replying fairly often. He quite admired the Japanese culture,
particularly the part about 'losing face'. He was not a man who
lost his temper, however angry he was. He was a man filled with
self-control. His anger would show in how flat his voice was, not
in screaming at people.

But the Scottish were trying even his
patience.

He would not, of course, show it. To Nathan,
his face was but a mask he donned for a play. It was a very good
face, a very handsome face, with a strong chin the men admired, but
boyish, in a way which seemed to appeal to women of all ages. His
hair was a tad long for business, but nicely tousled in a way
which, combined with an earnest, friendly smile, could make people
forget they were dealing with a cutthroat, Harvard trained lawyer
from New York.

The word 'can't' was a word he took to be a
challenge, and yet it was a word the Scots kept flinging up at him
with negligent ease, along with various drawled synonyms such as
'cannae', 'naw' and 'nae'. It hadn't been too bad back in
Edinburgh, where he could at least understand them (mostly) but up
here in the northwest the dialect seemed to have take a definite
turn towards unintelligible.

“Wares t'heid bummer?” a voice demanded from
the outside room.

He raised his eyes from his computer screen
in irritation, muttering under his breath as he heard Pamela's
softer reply. He couldn't quite make out what she was saying but
her voice had a placating tone. She, at least, did what he told her
to do, even if she didn't seem to understand why. He had little
hope she'd deal with it, though, and wasn't surprised when a burly
man in a hideous brown suit stormed through the door a few moments
later.

“Aye, Mister Hunter there,” he said. “Were ya
after telling Josh Mackinnon t'take his lads over to plot
Forty-Three and run thet survey?”

Nathan counted to ten. He really would have
liked to fire Bryce, but after a day or two here he'd realized he
was actually one of the more effective of the company's local
employees.

“I did,” he said.

Bryce gaped at him. “Yir aff yir heid!” he
exclaimed.

“Have you ever heard the term 'better to ask
for forgiveness than permission'” Nathan asked.

“You'll get bloody little of that if ya go
traipsing onto the Ferguson land wit'out his get!!”

“Mister... Lord Ferguson is in London,”
Nathan said with a tight smile. “I'm sure he'll forgive us when we
apologize for mistakenly crossing the boundaries.”

“Oh aye! He's noted as a most forgiving
fellah!” Bryce said in disbelief.

“We're not going to do any harm, Mister
Bryce. We simply need more information on local groundwater.”

“Weel, you don't need to tell me, and yer a
canny lad taking advantage of an empty, but Mackinnon's lads are
feart of crossing onto Ferguson lands against his get. His quine is
still there ya know.”

“Riiight,” Nathan said, closing the laptop
and getting to his feet. “Suppose you send Eddie to me and I'll go
see these lads,” he said.

“Ah'll do jest that then!”

Nathan shook his head and sighed, then pulled
his jacket on and headed out past the desk where Pamela was acting
as his temporary secretary.

“I'm going over to Lot Forty-Three, Pamela,”
he said.

“Shall I send Eddie?”

“Please.”

He liked that she anticipated his need, and
with two of them searching for him Eddie should hopefully turn up
promptly. Eddie was barely out of his teens and, an appalling
suckup, Nathan thought. But he was useful as a translator and
scrounger. Clearly he was going to have to go along with MacKinnon
and make sure things got done before that old bastard Ferguson
who'd been standing in their way for months returned home.

“Are ye sure you want to be wearing this
whilst traipsing about, Mister Hunter?” she asked, running a finger
lightly along the cuff of his sleeve.

He gave her a boyish smile and she flushed.
“Don't you be worrying yourself, Pamela,” he said. “I don't intend
to be putting in any hard labor.”

She half giggled as he turned away. He'd
barely thought of his suit. Why would he? Yes, it probably cost
something more than she would have considered affordable (he'd
never asked or checked) but he had lots of them. They were made in
Italy, tailored to his exact measurements. He wasn't sure what they
were made of but they were comfortable, and, like his face, his
suits were a necessary part of convincing people to listen to
him.

No one would see Nathan Hunter in one of his
Italian suits and not understand instantly that he was a man of
some power and means. And that was often quite useful. Yes, he was
a handsome man, broad shouldered, though slender, and he worked
out. But adding the designer suits gave him a cachet which got him
attention anywhere he'd ever gone.

Important men looked at him with respect, and
service people, waiters, clerks and the like, came running, eager
to see to his needs. All of which he had come to take for
granted.

“G'day, Mister Hunter!”

Eddie Ives hurried up to him as he stepped
outside, and Nathan nodded his head. Eddie was about twenty, one of
those types he'd run into forever, a scavenger and weasel. Such
people were enormously helpful for they knew how to get things
done. And in Eddie's case, he also served as Nathan's unofficial
translator. He'd spent a lot of time down south and Nathan could
actually understand him.

“Up for a bit of a drive, Eddie?”

“Of course, sir!”

“Fetch the car, would you?”

“Right on!”

Eddie hurried off to the nearby garage where
the Jaguar was stored, and Nathan looked around him at the busy
little camp. Most of it was trailers, for it moved as the survey
was completed. There were also some large, portable buildings for
storage and repair bays for the machinery around the dusty lot.

Eddie returned quickly, and before he could
rush around to open the door Nathan climbed into the rear. He'd
rather have sat in front, however odd that felt given they had the
steering wheel on the wrong side, but sitting in the rear conveyed
a suitable image to the locals. And Nathan was all about image. It
helped him get his way, after all.

And he had a certain level of dignity to
uphold.

The car circled the dirt road, then turned
out onto the nearby highway and headed north.

“What's an empty?”

“What?” Eddie looked at him in the rear view
mirror.

“An empty?”

“Wahl, it's like a house when the parents
have gone off, you know, and there's just the kids there to
play.”

“Ah, that makes sense. And a quine?”

“A girl, daughter usually.”

Nathan pondered this. “Does Lord Ferguson
have a daughter?”

“Naw, but his granddaughter is staying with
him.”

Nathan frowned. “How old is she?”

“Something near to twenty, I figure, maybe a
bit more or a bit less. She's a looker.”

“Is she now?”

The presence of a girl didn't cause him much
anxiety. Especially one that age. Girls and women had been flinging
themselves at him since he'd hit adolescence. They were like money,
always available whenever he wanted them for whatever purpose he
chose to use them for. He'd never met one between twelve and forty
he couldn't make giggle and blush.

And he'd never met one he wanted to see naked
who hadn't cooperated fairly easily either.

Besides, the survey area was down near the
lake, loch, they called it, well away from the castle, right on the
edge of the Ferguson lands. It was unlikely she'd even know they
had ever been there. If she did show up, somehow (he'd been told
there were no roads leading there from buildings around the castle
to the east), he'd give her a song and dance, charm her, and send
her on her way.

“Aye, she's a temper, though. You know them
redheads.”

“I doubt we'll see her,” he said, putting
reassurance into his voice.

He didn't quite understand the way the Scots
acted about the local blue-bloods. They seemed to mock them and
respect them at the same time. He was sure that was one of the
reasons he kept finding roadblocks in his path every time he
applied for permits from the environmental and resources
commissions, or sought help in persuading the old man to let them
complete their survey.

It could be the bureaucrats were just
incredibly inefficient, of course. But he'd been around the world,
and he could generally recognize it when someone behind the scenes
was working the levers of power against him. Scotland's nobles had
no more official power than those of England. But there behind the
scenes, well, they seemed to wield enough of it to get their way
often enough.

Of course, they hadn't run into Nathan Hunter
before.

*

Eddie turned off the highway after about ten
minutes, then headed up the paved, but single lane road towards the
lake. The road was public property which ran all the way to the
ocean, though it was little used (thankfully, having only one
lane). But it also ran right alongside the Ferguson lands nearest
the lake.

They came upon Mackinnon and his crew parked
alongside the road and pulled in behind them. Frowning, Nathan got
out of the car and Eddie scurried up to pace him.

“Mister Mackinnon,” he said.

“Aye, Mister Hunter.”

“You seem to be on the wrong side of the
fence,” he said dryly.

Mackinnon flushed slightly. “Wayl, there's a
wall in t'way, y'see.”

Nathan allowed his eyebrows to rise, then
turned his head slowly to regard the 'wall'. It was probably no
more than two and a half feet high, constructed of stones piled
atop each other. A good kick would probably topple it.

He walked over to it, put his foot on it
halfway up and shoved. It rocked, but didn't tumble over. Not the
first time. He looked at Eddie, who moved forward energetically,
pushing himself against it repeatedly. The wall swayed and then
toppled for a good six feet of its length, leaving rocks strewn
about in a low pile.

“Just have your men pick up some of the rocks
and move them aside, would you please, Mister Mackinnon,” he said,
giving the man a steely gaze.

“Ah, well, yessir,” Mackinnon said
reluctantly.

“We can pile them up again later,” Nathan
said soothingly.

Ten minutes later the two trucks were driving
slowly through knee high grass down, the Jaguar following. They
reached the loch a few minutes later and stopped. It was a
beautiful spot, with rolling green hills to one side and a heavily
wooded area to the other. Nathan helped supervise the setup of the
equipment for taking soil samples.

And it was just about when they were about to
get started when the girl appeared.

On a horse, no less. Nathan frowned. He
hadn't thought of horses.

The conversation amongst the men dropped to a
low muttering, and Nathan tsked in annoyance. He turned to look for
Eddie, who had been right behind him for the past half hour and
found him gone.

The girl, on the horse, was making her way
slowly down the hill towards them, and even from this distance he
could see she did indeed have red hair. He fixed a persuasive smile
firmly on his face and marched forward to meet her, hoping she
understood English.

Then again, he'd found himself able to
persuade many a young foreign woman to do a lot of interesting
things over the years without benefit of his linguistic skills.

She moved forward unhurriedly, then stopped,
apparently intent on having him walk the remaining distance. Nathan
felt a smidge of irritation at that, but quickly suppressed it,
keeping his confident smile firmly in place as he kept walking.

The ground was rather moist nearer the lake,
and he felt his feet sinking slightly as he walked. That was
doubtless doing the thousand dollar shoes very little to the good,
but that was merely another small annoyance.

“Good day to you, miss!” he said with as much
enthusiasm and charm as he could manage.

Nathan Hunter could manage a great deal of
both, but the affect this time seemed to less than he had hoped
for. The young woman looked back calmly, without any apparent
appreciation of how attractive he was.

“My name is Nathan Hunter,” he said with
another broad and friendly smile.

The girl had uncanny green eyes, he thought.
Her hair was clearly natural, waving a little in the light breeze
coming off the lake. She had thick bangs spilling across her
forehead, a small, oval face, and full, richly colored lips. She
was wearing a dark turtleneck beneath an open brown, military style
jacket with epaulettes on the shoulders, and gray slacks.

“I'm with Hunter Petroleum,” he said, bulling
his way on in the absence of reaction. “We've been negotiating with
your grandfather – you are Miss Ferguson?”

She didn't answer, but simply stood there
giving him an unfathomable, unemotional stare, and he felt his
confidence beginning to waver.

“In any event,” he said. “We're simply doing
a survey here in order to properly assess – .”

“You're on Ferguson land, Mister Hunter,” she
said.

She had a soft, furry purr to her voice,
distinctly Scottish, but easily understandable in that odd way he'd
first encountered amongst the English. That was to say, it was
glaringly, and almost instantly obvious when speaking to an
Englishman who was from the upper classes, just as it was from the
lower classes. It was as if they moved in entirely different
cultural circles and had developed their own dialects.

The girl, and he damned himself for not
having asked her name earlier, was clearly not from the lower
classes!

“Uhm, yes, you're absolutely right, Miss
Ferguson,” he said. “We certainly don't contest that!” he said
reassuringly. “We're simply going to take a few soil samples –
.”

“You're going to take something off Ferguson
land without asking permission?” she asked in calm but surprised
tone, raising her eyebrows slightly.

“Simply some soil samples, Miss Ferguson,” he
hastily assured her. “We're just going to drill a few very shallow
holes down to see what we can see a few … feet.. under... the
ground,” he said, speaking to her back now as her horse ambled on
past him and down towards where the men waited.

“Shit,” he said under his breath, turning and
hurrying after her.

Her voice seemed to change its tone and
inflection as she reached them. It didn't sound angry or
reproachful, but on the other hand, he couldn't understand a word
of it. The working men seemed to however, as they all hastily began
to bob their heads and gather up their gear.

“Wait! Wait!” he shouted to them, hurrying up
beside her again.

“Miss Ferguson – .”

The horse turned nimbly until it was facing
him. “Lady Ferguson, if you please,” she said in that soft lilting
voice.

“Uhm, Lady Ferguson, we're testing for oil
laden – .”

“Without my granddad's permission you'll be
testing naught, Mister Hunter,”

she said firmly.

“If we find oil,” he continued doggedly, “It
could be mean a great deal of money for your family, Miss
Ferguson!”

“Oh it could, could it? And is money such a
wonderful thing then, Mister Hunter?” she asked.

“Well, uh, of course... uh.”

Her horse moved towards him, though he hadn't
seen her touch the reins. In fact, she was simply sitting atop it
calmly, though so naturally she almost seemed to be a part of the
beast.

“Money makes the world go round you know,
Lady Ferguson!” he said.

“And here I was thinking it was the pull of
gravity around the sun,” she said dryly.

Her horse was moving forward, slowly, right
into him, forcing him to back up.

“We'll only be a short time and I promise you
we won't be doing any damage!” he assured her.

“A very short time, in truth,” she said. “All
of it gone, in fact.”

“We've come all this way,” he said in a
persuasive voice, forced to back up again as the horse stepped
closer.

“Not due to any invitation from me,” she
replied.

“Well, ahm, would it be possible... “

The horse stepped forward again, and he found
himself back-stepping. Normally he would have checked behind him
but those eyes seemed to hold his. And then he found his foot
sinking so deeply into the ground... into water, in fact, that he
lost his balance. His arms windmilled and he fell into the
lake.

It wasn't very deep at the edge of the lake,
of course, but deep enough to completely soak him, his Italian
suit, and his cell phone.

“God damn it!” he shouted, getting to his
feet in the knee deep water.

The redheaded girl was riding the horse
casually back up the hill, and he glowered at her back angrily.

“God damn bitch!” he said in considerable in
surprised anger.

There were only partially hidden smirks on
most of the men, those who hadn't already turned their backs to
hide them as they hurriedly finished packing up their gear. Nathan
stalked out of the lake, face like thunder, whipped off his jacket
and flung it on the ground.

He glowered up at the girl, just disappearing
over the hill, then at the men packing up. He was tempted to order
them to stop, but wasn't at all sure they'd obey. His father had
impressed upon him a military axiom of command long ago: never give
an order you know isn't going to be obeyed. It makes you look
extremely foolish and loses you your authority.

All right. He'd accept that he'd lost this
one to that... girl, but it was only round one, and Nathan Hunter
always played for the long run. Let her have her little victory.
She'd be crying in the end!

He stalked back to the car, where,
unsurprisingly, Eddie had turned up and was waiting in the driver
seat. He was tempted to snarl something at the boy but he
restrained himself. Another thing he'd been taught by his father
was to not take out his anger on the innocent. Oh sure, Eddie had
faded away like smoke in the wind when Lady Ferguson had appeared,
but that was in his nature. He was not about to confront power. And
why should he? He had to live here, after all.

Nathan respected people acting in their
nature. And he recognized his own nature. Forcing him into the lake
– and he had no doubt whatever it had been deliberate – only made
him that much more determined to get his way.

He glowered up at the hill again, visions of
a certain redhead bent across his knee occupying his thoughts as
Eddie turned the car around. He smiled thinly. Yes, that would be a
worthy goal. Girls her age were flighty and eager to be approved
and admired by sophisticated, handsome older men. A more direct
approach could see him conquer her in more ways than one.

And maybe a little judicious application of
force on her ass would get her to see the error of her ways and
reform her attitude.
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Alanna needed only a gentle pressure on her
heels to get Gunna to pick herself up to a light trot as she spied
the battlements above the trees. She was smiling softly, replaying
that moment in time when the face of the arrogant, smarmy yank had
realized he was falling over backward. Oh it had been singularly
delicious!

After having spent four years at Oxford,
Alanna had more than ample experience of people who were full of
themselves, and loathed the breed. When they found out where she
was from a lot of those English snots had treated her like she was
some rustic bush girl. The were always preening on what nice
clothes and cars they had as if those were major accomplishments.
Silly gits.

Alanna had been raised to know what was truly
important in life, and neither designer clothes nor sports cars
were on the list. Family and their welfare was the bedrock center
of what she considered important, followed by friends. Health,
happiness and contentment were important. Pretty things not so
much.

Gunna reached the drawbridge and trotted
across it, then turned right, needing no directions and slowed as
she reached the stables. Dougal appeared from within its open doors
to take her bridle.

“Good ride, lass?” he asked in his low,
rumbling voice

“Aye, Dougal. Tis lovely out,” she said,
headed for the door. “There were some people down at the loch who
oughtn’t have been,” she called over her shoulder. “I told them to
leave.”

“I'll make sure they did, lass,” he assured
her.

Dougal was very nearly the largest man Alanna
had ever met in her life. She had no doubt he would do just
that.

“Don't ye be getting' into anything
troublesome,” she warned, her finger pointed warningly.

“Naye, lass,” he replied. “No fears.”

She gave him a brief stern look but didn't
stop her purposeful stride. Her voice had been loud enough so she
wasn't surprised when the main door pulled back before she reached
it. She walked through with a sigh.

“Good ride, lady?”

“Fine Iain, thanks.”

“Will you be wanting the usual for
lunch?”

“Yes, please, in the solar,” she said as she
continued walking.

Alanna had been raised in the company and
presence of servants and took their company completely for granted.
Not that she couldn't do things for herself, but she knew very well
they took a great deal of pride in doing 'their jobs' and would
politely but firmly do their best to dissuade her from interfering
by, for example, doing things herself.

That didn't mean she didn't do a lot of work
around the castle. There were only a few servants, after all, and
she was free to have a go at anything outside their direct
responsibilities, like repairing furniture and stone work (she was
a modestly decent carpenter by now and a better mason) or doing
gardening. But God help her if she ever tried to clean anything
herself.

She really didn't need a lunch. She was not a
big eater of either breakfast or lunch, but Iain would keep up his
gentle but insistent 'job' of making sure she was properly fed no
matter what she thought of the matter. She'd known him most of her
life, after all. It was much easier to compromise and at least have
some scones and tea.

She tossed her jacket over the lion head at
the base of the bannister and trotted up the broad staircase from
the central hall. It was wide enough to drive a bus, though the
sudden turn halfway up might present difficulties as the staircase
split in two, one side going left, the other right. She took the
right, then turned and hurried back along the bannister

Should've gone through and taken one of
the corner stairs, she thought idly as she reached the stairs
going up to the next floor. Whoever had designed the central stairs
had meant to impress people, but hadn't had in mind the need of
actually using them to get up and down.

The marble stairs rose fifteen feet, split in
half, and rose another fifteen to the second floor, and the entry
to the ballroom. But to get to the third floor required going in
the opposite direction, back along the wooden bannister overlooking
the central hall, then going up another elaborately sculpted
L-shaped wooden staircase.

She strode rapidly up the hall and then flung
back the double doors to her room. It was once called the green
room for its antique green wallpaper and the carefully sculpted and
complex moldings along the ceiling. It had, at one point, been a
strategy room, back in World War Two, when the navy had occupied
the place after much of Britain's fleet had sailed to northern
Scottish ports to stay away from German bombing.

It had been redecorated to some extent by her
mother, who had added modern glass to the enormous windows to seal
out drafts, put a bathroom and walk-in closet in place, and redone
the wiring to allow for things like televisions.

She had not put in the wall-to-wall
carpeting, and would have been appalled at the idea. Alanna didn't
care. Comfort in winter outweighed the beauty of the finely
patterned Italian tiles. Yes, of course, the castle was heated.
Yes, of course it had fireplaces at both ends, and the one nearest
the bed had been turned into one fired by propane piped up from a
tank in the rear.

None of which managed to quite compensate for
the mass of stone which insisted on reflecting whatever temperature
was outside, and a twenty five foot ceiling. When the snow was
piling up it could get rather crisp inside most parts of Castle
Ferst. Her room was certainly one of the warmest, due to the
propane fireplace and the thick carpet (over a thicker underpad)
and she didn't regret that in the least.

She paused just inside the door and kicked
off her boots before she got to the carpet, then strode across it
in her socks, peeling her turtleneck up over her head as she went.
She aimed it at the corner, then undid her slacks and tossed them
after it with a sigh.

She didn't feel at all dirty, but it wouldn't
do to meet people smelling like a horse, and she did have a meeting
this afternoon with local child welfare authorities. She was
subbing for her grandfather, of course, but that was both a duty
and a responsibility and she had no resentment for it.

The Ferguson's didn't control the child
welfare authority, of course, any more than it controlled the
building council, the trades unions, the local town and village
councils, or any other part of the government. But all of those
institutions had gotten used to asking the laird's input from time
to time. It was tradition, and Scots lived by their traditions.

And it was also tradition the Laird or his
representative conveyed a measure of dignity and gravitas, which
was why she couldn't show up in sweatpants and anorak smelling like
a horse.

She shed her underwear inside the bathroom
and closed the door behind, glancing only briefly at herself as she
passed the mirror. Still, she felt a measure of satisfaction.
Despite her ride, her hair was mostly in place, though windblown.
It was a simple enough style that it looked at least decent no
matter what she did.

She was straight-backed, as well. She was
tall, for a girl, and slouching was something she'd gotten smacked
for many times in her youth until standing straight had become
second nature. The body is your temple, her father had once sternly
chided her. Of course, he'd been considerably more religious than
she was, but she'd taken the message.

She paused to admire the bathroom. It was not
the one her mother had had built, not by a long shot. She'd broken
through into the next room to expand it. She'd found the gilt edged
mirror at an antique shop, and the old wall-sconces at a closing
sale. The counter was an old oak door, covered in small green
tiles.

Similar tiles covered the two cinder-block
walls she'd built in the corner. They were six feet high and
blocked off the water from the shower from going out into the wider
room. There was no door to the shower, but none was needed. It was
a big shower, after all, and the floor was subtly angled down
towards the corner drain so water didn't flow out.

And aside from a bit of help with the wiring
she'd done it herself. Well, Niall had helped a bit with the
plumbing, she conceded, but she'd sucked him dry of knowledge as he
did, and she was confident she'd not need any help now. Which was
good, considering he wasn't available to give it any more.

She stepped into the shower, a smile flitting
across her lips again as she remembered that man, Nathan Hunter,
falling into the loch in his fancy suit. The blow to his self-image
was priceless, arrogant yank.

She was under no illusion that would stop
him, of course. He kept pestering the planning and environment
councils to speed up his permits – which kept getting lost for some
reason, and kept trying to call her grandfather to get permission
to look for oil of all things down near the loch. As if she'd allow
that!

Not that the castle couldn't use work, of
course, and not that they were as rich as all that. But oil?
Honestly! It would smell up the whole area, not to mention the
damage to the loch! Niall had died in that loch! She wasn't about
to have it become a smell, oily mess!

No, she knew all about money and investments
and had a better idea about what shape the family finances were in
than grandfather had, no doubt. Yes, they could use the money, but
no, they didn't need the money. Not really. Not enough!

Mister Nathan Hunter could bash his head
against the castle walls just like the English had done many times,
and he'd have as little joy of it.

Her shower was quickly done, and, hair clean
and smelling of pears, she pulled on a loose pair of linen trousers
and a sweater and went into the solar for lunch. She thought of
Nathan Hunter several times over lunch, all of them bringing a
smirk to her face. Such a confident man, so sure of himself and his
smooth talk, ending up on his backside in the water. There was an
image she'd treasure quite a long time.

Many such men had tried to talk their way
into her trousers while in Oxford, thinking of how suave they were
compared to the wild girl from northern Scotland. They'd all failed
miserably, of course. They were pale imitations of men, as far as
she was concerned. They were boys, preening, simpering boys she
could have flattened with one blow – and had on more than one
occasion..

Nathan Hunter had been taller and broader at
the shoulder than most, she conceded, and quite a bit older,
nearing thirty, she supposed for all his pretty looks. But he'd
exhibited all the traits of the breed.

An hour later, clad in long green kilt in the
family tartan, pale yellow blouse and green blazer, she let Dougal
drive her into town. She would have preferred to drive herself, but
Dougal would have been offended, and anyway, it helped keep up
appearances.

*

It was the best hotel in town, not that that
was saying much, but it was adequate to his needs for now. Nathan
did appreciate the finer things in life, but he'd roughed it on
many occasions. He was able to have a quick shower and get changed
in very short order. Before doing so he'd placed a call to London
for any and all information on the Fergusons, and in particular, on
the red headed girl.

By the time he was out of the shower and
dressed the email had come in with what seemed a lot of publicly
available information, some of it surprising, some of it not. She
was twenty-two and had recently graduated from Oxford University
with a degree in Architectural Conservation Engineering, whatever
that was. He'd have to find out.

She'd made the British Olympic team three
years ago on the equestrian team and won a bronze medal. Well, he'd
known it had been no accident that damned horse had walked him
deliberately into the damned lake. She was engaged to a Niall
MacDonald. Her parents had died in a car crash six years ago and
she was an only child living with her grandfather.

A lonely little orphan girl, he thought,
pride still smarting. Maybe she needed some attention out here in
the boonies. A little flattery, a little flirting, and he'd have
her eating out of the palm of his hand in no time. Maybe literally,
he thought with a sardonic smile, thinking of that girl in LA.
She'd been a kinky one, even more than he was himself. He tried but
failed to remember her name.

There'd been so many women, after all.

He tried to remember if he'd ever had a real
redhead. He didn't think so. He'd had one in New York, but that
blood red hair was certainly not a natural color, which he'd easily
determined when he'd gotten her panties off.

Nathan didn't generally think of sex in terms
of conquests. A conquest implied resistance and there'd rarely ever
been much of that. In fact, he'd normally been the pursued. At any
public even there always seemed to be at least one or two of them
at his elbow, smiling prettily, stroking his arms or shoulders.

In a moment of self-reflection he could admit
to himself that it... annoyed him... the way the Ferguson girl had
looked at him, without a hint of being impressed by his charming
good looks. That went against the self-image which had formed
around him the last ten years or more from all the flattery all
those giggly girls had heaped upon his head.

Why hadn't she been impressed!?

This was business, he told himself sternly,
and business interests couldn't be allowed to be influenced by
petulant emotions. Maybe she was a lesbian, he thought seriously.
That would certainly explain her hostility to him.

Not that she'd exactly been hostile, though.
She'd been calm and soft-spoken throughout. Of course, getting her
horse to herd him into the lake showed at least a degree of
hostility!

Bitch, he thought.

He didn't think the word in a particularly
hostile frame of mind, however, but half admiring. That was a nifty
trick. She was no country bumpkin, not with that Oxford degree.
He'd have to be wary when next they met. He was quite certain they
would meet again. He'd make sure of that. He wanted a rematch!

He flicked through the pictures accompanying
the report, several showing her at royal events, though more in the
background, a few of her entering and leaving charity galas and the
like.

And one of her topless at the beach in
Spain.

He sucked in a breath of air unconsciously,
his eyes widening. The picture had been taken at a distance, and,
unfortunately, not from the front, but more a side angle and
slightly to the rear. It showed she was wearing a thong, and showed
she was not exactly a small girl on top. She was standing quite
upright, a hand in her hair as she stared at something off in the
distance.

Her breast was spectacularly firm! He found
himself leaning forward trying to get a better view of the picture
and cursed. He brought up another program, imported the picture,
and expanded it as best he could. Unfortunately, it wasn't a very
high quality picture. He couldn't expand it much before it began to
blur.

It was a lovely full breast. He could easily
imagine him filling his hand with it, imagine the soft flesh oozing
out around his spread fingers. His eyes trailed down the flat
stomach to the long, long legs. How tall was this woman!? He
fumbled through the report, trying to find out, but didn't see
anything.

Idiots! You'd think they'd have included
that, he thought in irritation.

Jesus, what a body! Long and lithe, slender
yet full of chest, with a marvelous ass! It was exactly the kind of
body he went for, and he licked his lips as his head shook slowly
from side to side. Why hadn't the idiot photographer gotten a shot
from the front?

The note said it had been taken by a
paparazzi and been put in one of the British tabloids three years
ago. He wondered if she'd sued.

Nathan felt his interest in her redouble. He
wanted her for all the right and all the wrong reasons. But he
wanted her, and what Nathan Hunter wanted, Nathan Hunter got!

The phone rang, and he looked up, then felt
another wave of irritation. He'd have to get a new cell phone, and
all the information on the old one was lost! He reached across for
the phone on the beside table and snatched up the receiver.

“Yes?” he all-but barked.

“Ahm, Mister Hunter, it's Eddie Rice, Mister
Hunter.”

Nathan sighed impatiently.

“Yes, Eddie.

“Sorry an all to bother you, Mister Hunter,
but you was asking a good deal about Lady Ferguson.”

“Yes?”

“She's in town. I thought you might want to
know.”

“She is!?”

“Aye, at some sort of meeting down at
t'hall.”

“Thank you, Eddie.”

He hung up, checked himself in the mirror,
loosened his hair a bit by combing his fingers through it, then
headed downstairs. Ambrole was a town of about five thousand people
at best, and everything of substance, including the hotel and town
hall, were pretty much on the same block.

Finding the town hall wasn't difficult.
Figuring out where to go from there was. It wasn't as if he could
barge into some sort of private meeting and confront the girl,
after all. He had no excuse to go inside, and wasn't sure where she
was going afterward that he could arrange to 'bump into her'.

So when subterfuge seems unlikely to work
out, go for the obvious, he thought.

*

Alanna recognized the car before she
recognized the man leaning against it. There weren't many Jaguars
in northern Scotland, after all, particularly the top of the line
XJ models. She wondered if Hunter had bought it in piano black to
make it seem more sinister. The car was certainly nice, she was
willing to admit, but the idea of paying over a hundred thousand
pounds for a car struck her as slightly insane.

Of course, he probably used it as a company
car and got the costs written off by the government, she thought
cynically.

“Mister Hunter,” she said as he examined her
with studied insouciance. “Lovely suit.”

He smiled briefly. “Good day, Lady Ferguson,”
he said in a pleasant tone. “I was hoping we might have a chat. I
could buy you a drink if you'd permit me.”

She pursed her lips. That was entirely too
polite for her to rudely dismiss. She was far too well-mannered a
girl, after all.

“I'm afraid I have work to get to back home,”
she said instead.

“Castle Ferst is a lovely old castle, I'm
told,” he said. “Must take a lot of effort cost to maintain.”

“It does that,” she said.

“I understand your grandfather has sold some
of the Ferguson lands over the past years to raise money. Was that
to help make repairs?”

“It was to raise money,” she said
shortly.

“I might be able to aid in that,” he
replied.

“Under no account will we be selling the
lands around Loch Ferst,” she said firmly, turning to go up the
walk.

“Lady Ferguson,” he said, “We don't even know
if there's any oil around there. All we really want to do is have a
look, and also to check the water table to make sure, if we do try
to develop oil in surrounding areas, that we don't cause any damage
to it.”

She turned her head, glowering at him
suspiciously.

“Yer speaking of that fracking business, are
ye not?”

“I am, but I assure you most of the claims
made about it damaging the environment are greatly
exaggerated.”

“But not all,” she said pointedly.

“When done properly,” he replied.

“Phfft. And when did an oil company ever care
for the environment more than its bottom line?”

“When it's bottom line depends on caring for
the environment.”

“Ha.”

“Legal contracts can hold a company to any
standard the parties see fit. Why don't I drive you home and we can
discuss it on the way?”

“I don't believe we've much to discuss.”

“Ah, but you haven't seen the wildly exciting
subjects I have available for the discussion. Some might be
extremely interesting.”

“Wildly exciting, is it? Suppose you give me
an example.”

“Well, we might be willing to pay you a sum
of money, non-refundable, simply to look, not to develop, but
simply to assess, to examine, causing no harm whatsoever.”

“Ye would, would ye? And what sort of sum
would we be thinking of?”

“We could discuss that on the way home.”

“Yer not feared of winding up in the loch
again?” she asked with a hint of a smile.

“I'll stay away from your horse this time,”
he said ruefully.

“I don't need a horse to fling you into the
loch should I be so minded, Mister Hunter,” she said in
amusement.

There was something in the way she was
looking towards him that combined with a sense of movement behind
him. Nathan turned and was startled by the presence of an enormous
man standing just behind him. At just over six feet he wasn't used
to craning his neck up at people but this man stood nearly seven
feet tall.

“Dougal, Mister Hunter will be driving me
home,” she said. “You can go and fetch those stones you were going
to get from Jacob.”

The man was near forty, had longish, poorly
combed hair and was wearing jeans and a checked shirt beneath a
light jacket. He gave Nathan a suspicious glare.

“Are ye sure, lady?”

“I'm sure I'll be quite safe with him,” she
replied.

“Och, ye'd better be,” he said, his glare at
Nathan turning menacing.

Nathan blew out a puff of air as the man
moved away, then turned back to Alanna. “They grow them tall around
here,” he said.

“Good clean air and land,” she said.

“Right, and we'll make sure it stays that
way.”

“Well, I will, for certain.”
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There was no doubting the luxury of the car,
Alanna thought. The leather seats were extremely comfortable, and
once the door closed it was like being in another world, one
without air or sound, and its own, more subdued light. Once Hunter
got in and started the engine the soft growl of the engine seemed
to emulate the silver beast imprinted on the center of the steering
wheel.

“I love this car,” he said as he pulled away
from the curb. “Fine British car.”

She snorted. “British, not Scottish. Scots
are a deal more sensible than to put this much money into a car
that's not known for its reliability.”

“Ah, well, it's a fact of life that one
measures the cost of a thing according to ones own ability to pay”
he said. “It's human nature.”

“I don't know as I'd ever be rich enough to
consider a hundred thousands pounds for a lump of metal to be a
fair trade,” she said.

“I was born rich,” he said nonchalantly. “I
don't know anything else. Cars are just things, the prettier, the
more powerful the better. Cost is not much of a consideration.”

“Lucky you.”

“I'm not saying that to brag,” he said. “It's
not like I made my family wealthy. I just benefit from it. I do my
best to live up the responsibilities I'm given, however.”

“Aye, well, I suppose I can agree with that
sentiment, at the least.”

“And you have responsibilities to your family
just as I do to mine. Mine require that I try to move things along
here, to at least get surveys done. Yours require that you do the
best to keep your lands up, and looked after.”

“Mine include the well-being of all the
people in this valley, Mister Hunter,” she said somewhat
frostily.

“Really? Why?”

“Because they are!”

“Well then, this is not a rich area,
generally speaking. Something which would benefit the local economy
and provide jobs would generally be considered a good thing for the
people.”

“Generally,” she said with a scowl,
“Depending. It seems to me that in your oil states like Texas the
only people benefiting much are the ones on top. Everyone else
gets, pardon my French, screwed over.”

“Then it will be up to people like you to
ensure that doesn't happen,” he said, pushing down on the gas.

The Jaguar had reached a straight section of
the road and Alanna felt herself pushed back into the seat as it
accelerated rapidly. As a display of power it had the desired
affect. She was impressed, and not a little breathless as she saw
the needle climb up past a hundred. It was a smooth, nearly quiet
race, and she began to see why people, particularly men, might be
so interested in these machines.

And then he cursed softly and began to slow
right down. She glanced at him and saw him looking at his rear view
mirror. She glanced into the side mirror and smiled at the flashing
blue lights coming up behind them.

“Damn,” he said. “Talk about bad luck. I
hardly ever get to drive this thing.”

“Really? Who drives it?”

“One of my... employees, a guy named
Eddie.”

“Och, Eddie Rice?” she laughed. “Eddie could
talk the hind leg off a horse. And unlike you, Mister Hunter, Eddie
would know full well where the constabulary were likely to be
laying in wait for speeders.”

“Please, call me Nathan,” he said, turning
startlingly blue eyes on her. “Mister Hunter is my father.”

“Well... very well then,” she said
reluctantly.

He pulled the car over and a police car
pulled over in front of him and stopped.

“They don't pull in front of you in the
states,” he noted. “They always stop behind.”

“Then they can't see you as well until they
reach the car,” she pointed out.

“Yes, but it makes it harder for the
occupants of the car to shoot them.”

He pressed the button which caused the window
to hiss downward and reached into his pocket for his wallet, but
then the policeman stopped abruptly, raised his hand, waved, and
headed back to the car. He frowned, turning for an explanation to
see her lowering her hand from a similar wave. He looked back and
saw the policeman getting into his car and driving off.

“What was that?” he asked.

“Dunno,” she said. “Maybe he
reconsidered.”

He rolled up the window and frowned at her.
“Maybe he saw you in the car. Do they not give tickets to uhm,
Lords and Ladies here?”

She raised her eyebrows innocently. “I've
certainly never gotten one, but then I don't drive quickly. I'm
seldom in much of a hurry to get somewhere, you know.”

Dougal would have brayed at that. She was
always in a hurry and the fourteen year old Jeep in which he drove
her was usually racing along as fast as he could safely drive
it.

He pulled back into the road, driving at a
more sedate pace.

“I do apologize for your uhm, unexpected bath
earlier,” she said.

“That's okay. It was a neat trick. I'll be
more careful next time.”

“Presumably the next time you won't be on
Ferguson land without our let,” she said.

“Just trying to speed things along. There's
an old axiom that says its easier to beg forgiveness than beg
forgiveness.”

“That's not a Scottish saying,” she said. “We
have short ways with those who do things like that around here. We
don't cut their heads off or put them against the whipping post any
more, but they do tend to regret themselves.”

“And have you got a whipping post at your
castle? In your dungeon perhaps?

“As a matter of fact,” she said. “Though
they've gotten little use these many a year.”

“Well, that's good to know.”

“You could be the first this century,” she
said with a smile.

“Hmm, I know people who'd gladly take you up
on that offer,” he said.

“Oh?”

“I grew up in California. Dungeons and whips
mean rather different things out there.”

She flushed slightly. “I believe our dungeon
is a good deal dustier than that lot would probably enjoy,” she
said.

“Oh, I think you'd be surprised, Alanna,” he
said. “I knew this girl once... well, never mind. Let's just say
being chained in a dungeon wouldn't necessarily upset some people,
however dusty it was.”

She laughed. “And are you one of that lot,
Mister Hunter?”

“Me? No. If I had a dungeon it wouldn't be me
being chained it would be... well, other people.”

“Other people?” she asked with a smirk.

He shrugged and grinned.

“I doubt you need to chain up your
girlfriends.”

“Certainly not. On the other hand, if that's
what they liked, well, I always aim to please. Although,” he said,
turning to give her a grin, “Usually a good spanking suffices.”

She blushed and snorted doubtfully, turning
her back to the road. “Turn here,” she said.

She was, she realized unhappily, rather
enjoying his presence. He was, after all, a very handsome man,
charming in his way, confident, determined, all quite good assets.
And it was also true that living in the valley made virtually every
other man around completely off limits to her, even for flirting.
Being the heir to the Laird had people treating her far too much
like a porcelain doll, and the scandal were she ever known to have
taken up with any local would be enormous.

She was, after all, the Lady of Loch Ferst,
and that still meant a lot to the locals. She would never in her
mind have suggested to Constable John that he ignore a speeding car
simply because she was riding in it, nor assume he ought to. But on
the other hand, she knew very well he'd never ticket her or any car
she was in. It simply wasn't done. He'd never live it down locally
if he was found to have given her a ticket.

That made it very difficult being twenty two
and alone here. None of the locals her age would dare to presume
she could be their friend. None of the local boys would even
consider approaching her for a date, that was for sure! Everyone
would be chattering about them 'getting above themselves' if they
tried.

She had succeeded in losing her virginity in
Edinburgh, and taking a lover or two while in Oxford, but now she
was back here, and while everyone was friendly it still made her
somewhat lonely,. And of course, any sort of physical relationship
was out of the question. If only...

“I understand you're engaged,” he said as
they drove along the slowly winding road to the castle.

She sighed.

“No, I'm afraid. He died last year.”

“Oh, I'm really sorry,” he said.

“Aye, as am I. He drowned in the loch while
doing some underwater diving.”

He stared at her, then turned away. “I'm
sorry. I had no idea.”

“It's a very deep loch you know. Surprisingly
so. He was exploring it. Something went wrong. We'll never know
what. Niall was by himself at the time.”

That put a damper on the conversation for the
time it took him to pull up in front of the drawbridge.

“Is that safe to drive across?” he asked
doubtfully.

She laughed. “Of course, silly. Dougal walks
back and forth over it every day.”

He snorted, then drove slowly across and
through the open gateway to the courtyard.

“Wow, nice place,” he said, looking up at the
gray walls.”

“It's somewhat forbidding, I know,” she said.
“But I'm trying to modernize the inside without damaging its
historic nature.”

“That'll cost you.”

“Aye,” she said, getting out of the car.

He got out as well, and she hesitated, then
shrugged. “You might as well come in, Mister Hunter,” she said.

“Nathan,” he said.

“Nathan.”

“We're not going to your dungeon, I
hope?”

“From what you've said you should be so
lucky,” she teased.

“As long as I'm not the one shackled to the
wall,” he retorted with a grin.

She smiled and walked up to the main doors
with him hurrying to catch up.

“Did they ride their horses through these
things?”

“I think they considered themselves very
tall,” she replied.

“They'd have to be a lot taller than Dougal
to need doors this big.”

The door opened before she could reach it and
an old man in a black suit stood there.

“Good afternoon, Lady Ferguson,” he said.

“Good day, Iain,” she replied, sweeping past
him.

Iain gave Nathan a suspicious look as she
turned around. “Mister Hunter and I will be doing some …
negotiating in the great room, Iain.”

She turned to Nathan. “Would you like a
drink?”

“Scotch and soda,” he said.

She nodded to Iain, who turned away.

“Very well, just go in,” she said, waving her
hand, “I'll be with you shortly.”

The great room fit its name. It was enormous,
with a thirty foot high ceiling from which hung several bronze
chandeliers. He could have walked into the fireplace without bowing
his head. It was that big. He wasn't sure where to sit. There were
two dozen chairs and sofas set in various places, most of them
looking as ancient as the castle itself.

He examined a few. He was no expert, but he'd
grown up with his mother's taste for antiques, for French
provincial furniture, to be exact. A number of the chairs looked
like they were from the Chippendale period, and there were a few
that looked French provincial, as well. None of them looked like
fakes to him.

The ones closest to the fireplace, however,
were modern, large, overstuffed sofas and armchairs. These were
clearly the ones most used, but he moved around the room examining
the others, and looking up at banners, swords, spears and shields
hanging high on the walls.

He stopped before one large tapestry showing
a bird sitting by a pond or lake, surrounded by trees. It was faded
but he had no doubt it was hand woven and dyed. He reached out and
brushed it delicately with his fingers.

“That's Flemish,” Alanna said as she strolled
into the room. “Mid eighteenth century. Most of this stuff is from
the same period.”

She waved her hand negligently.

“Really? They're in quiet remarkable
condition,” he said, looking at a chest of drawers.

“That was mother's big project,” she said,
“dragging stuff out of the attics and having it restored. This lot
here in the corner are from the Edward III period, and that over
there,” she waved her hand at a group of chairs, “Is George II.
Much of them are from the Chippendale period.”

“These are all extremely valuable, you know,”
he said.

“Americans,” she said, shaking her head, “Is
money all you think about?”

“Not at all. We're also highly oversexed,” he
replied with a perfectly straight face.

She snorted in amusement and waved him to the
modern sofa.”

“Would you like to know what the term
Chippendale invokes in my mind?”

“Not in the least.”

“Let's just say there's a famous male dance
company which – “

“And do you dance, Mister Hunter?”

“Nathan. Not in the same manner, Alanna,” he
said with a wry grin. “Though I did know a girl once who was quite
determined to explain the benefits of her pole dancing classes as
an exercise.”

He sat down and Iain carried in a tray with a
Scotch and soda, presumably, and set it before him, then set what
looked like orange juice next to Alanna.

“Slàinte,” she said,
holding up her glass.

He clinked glasses, and
took a sip. Either Iain had poured him a double or it was
very strong Scotch.

“I think Iain is trying to
get me drunk,” he said.

“I'm sure Iain is simply
assuming you have the same constitution as a Scotsman,” she said
innocently. “Think of it as a compliment.”

“Uh huh,” he
said.

She'd removed her blazer, and changed into a
longer skirt but still had the pale yellow blouse. And his eyes
were immediately drawn to the neckline. He was sitting on the sofa
which was at right angles to her armchair. And he immediately noted
the first few buttons on her blouse were undone, giving him a
tantalizing glimpse of an orange bra inside.

Correction, half bra. He fought manfully to
keep his eyes up at her face, though it was turned away from him as
she described the fireplace, built in the seventeenth century,
apparently, by imported Irish workers.

The third button was missing on her blouse,
rather than undone, he saw. Was she aware of it? As she moved the
blouse eased open and closed, letting him see brief flashes of the
bra, and the softly rounded tops of her creamy flash which pushed
out so firmly against it.

Nathan didn't like to think of himself as a
voyeur, at least, no more than most men. Which was to say that he
was a voyeur by instinct if not by choice, and he fought to keep
his eyes firmly away from the decolletage as she turned back to
him.

“Now about that money you were talking
about,” she said.

“Yes, ahm, we might be persuaded, just for
efficiency's sake, into allowing a small, er, honorarium to the
family to speed things along with the survey work.”

“Small? I'm not a girl given to much
appreciation for the term 'small', Nathan,” she said with amused
eyes.

“Well, you wouldn't want me to overspend for
something.”

“Like that car of yours?”

“Exactly.”

“I think my Loch is worth more than your
car.”

“Definitely, but I'm not buying the thing,
only flitting about the edges a bit.”

“Like a bumper? How much does a Jaguar's
bumper cost?”

“Too much,” he said ruefully.

She leaned forward to pick up her drink off
the coffee table, which caused gravity to do its thing in pressing
her breasts down against the loose material. His eyes darted down
as if yanked by a cord and he sucked in a breath of air before she
straightened up, manfully jerking his eyes back up as she turned to
look at him over the rim of her glass.

“You've probably got a hundred thousand
pounds worth of antiques in this room,” he said. “Maybe two or
three. I have no idea what the tapestries or weapons are
worth.”

“All family heirlooms, Nathan,” she said.
“Not for sale.”

“Sentiment does cost quite a bit, doesn't
it,” he said.

“At times.”

She leaned forward once more to place her
glass back on the coffee table, and he felt his eyes yanked down
once again, gulping at the seductive glimpse of her lithe body in
the every so brief opening of her blouse. She sat back again, and
it mercifully closed – mostly.

Orange, he thought. Would that make it part
of a set? Was she wearing orange panties, as well? And if so what
kind were they? Was this soft spoken lady wearing a thong under
that modest skirt? The idea kept pushing at his thoughts even as he
tried to shake it off.

He thought about the picture he'd seen of
her, though, the one at the beach. If she'd worn a thong at the
beach she – .

“What do you say to ten thousand pounds?” she
asked, sitting back in the chair, glass in hand.

He blinked uncertainly. “Uh... for... that
seems rather a lot of money for a survey,” he said.

“Think of it as rent for your time here along
with a certain degree of danger pay.”

“Danger pay? The only danger is you tossing
me into the lake again.”

“I didn't toss you in, Mister Nathan Hunter.
You... walked in.”

“Your horse walked me in,” he growled.

“Och, now you're blaming a horse for yer own
clumsiness,” she said, shaking her head sadly.

“Your father didn't believe in corporal
punishment, did he, Lady Alanna,” he said rather than asked, eyes
narrowed.

“Hit a girl? Phhth. Scottish men wouldna
think of such a thing,” she said dismissively. “Not sober
anyway.”

“Maybe that's one of their problems,” he
growled.

“About that money.”

“What danger pay are you talking about?”

“Why, the danger you'll cause damages, Mister
– .”

“Nathan.”

“The danger you'll cause damage to my land,
Nathan.”

“What kind of damage can a few soil samples
do?”

“And payment for the soil you'll be taking
away.

“You can have it back afterward.”

“Rent then.”

“You want me to rent your dirt?”

“And for all the aggravation it will save
you. Surely that's a worthy thing for a filthy rich man to spend
money on.”

She leaned forward again to put the glass
down and his eyes flicked down helplessly.

“I didn't get rich by wasting money,” he said
almost automatically.

“But you didn't get rich, your family did,
and if this is a business cost you get to write it off against your
taxes anyway, the same you probably do with that car. And stop
staring at my chest.”

He jerked as if stung, face reddening
slightly. “I wasn't ahmm. Trying to.”

She sniffed.

“Were you aware one of your buttons was
missing?” he asked, suddenly deciding to embarrass her back.

She glanced down and shrugged. “What of it? I
suppose I'm just a poor Scottish lass without the money for proper
clothes.”

He pursed his lips, wondering if she'd
removed it on purpose. Women had certain shown off their bodies to
him often enough in pursuit of his attention. The unsettling thing
was she didn't seem to want his attention, just to distract him
from the negotiations. Had she really removed a button for that, he
wondered.

It was actually a tactic he could well
admire, and not one he could do back at her. On the other hand, he
could certainly distract women...

“Of course,” he said. “It's just awfully
distracting. The color of your bra catches the eye whenever you
move, you see.”

She flushed and frowned at him.

“Though I assure you I'm doing my very best
to ignore it.”

“Of course you are,” she snorted.

“Though it does seem like a very pretty bra,
if a little small for the job.”

“It does the job quite well, I assure you,”
she said.

“Suppose I offer you five thousand,” he
said.

“Would you like to see the dungeon
firsthand?”

“Is that a threat?”

“Threaten? Foosh. I merely thought you had
shown an interest in antiques,” she said, waving hand hand at the
room.

“Of course,” he said. “In that case I
actually would like to see the dungeon.”

She looked slightly startled, and frowned and
he held back a smile.

“Really? Well, yer hardly dressed for it, ye
know. It's a tad dusty.”

“I'm sure it can't possibly be worse for my
clothes than immersion in lake water,” he said.

She smirked and he frowned in return.

“Very well then,” she sighed, getting to her
feet.
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She was almost as tall as him, he noted as he
stood up in turn. She looked at him doubtfully, then pursed her
lips, shrugged, and led him out of the room. Nathan grinned as he
followed, but wasn't at all sure this was a good idea. There were a
lot of opportunities for her to try and further unsettle him. She
had home field advantage, after all.

“So did you enjoy your time at Oxford?” he
asked.

“Full of puffed up people who thought they
were important because their families had money,” she said over her
shoulder.

“We had none of that kind in Harvard,” he
replied.

“I find that doubtful,” she replied, as they
headed down a broad corridor.

The walls on either side were covered with
paintings of distinguished men, some in uniforms.

They turned abruptly down a much narrower
corridor and reached a circular wooden staircase at the end. He
followed her down, looking at the crown of her head and its thick
mass of red hair, then past her as they reached a considerably more
dimly lit corridor, the floor of black and white tiles.

“Just you and your father live here?”

“Now, along with a few servants.”

“How many bedrooms has it got?”

“Och, most of the north wing is closed off
and empty, but we've still room for a lot of visitors.”

“Wish I could have stayed here instead of
that little hotel in town.”

“We do not rent out rooms, Mister Hunter,”
she said.

“Pity. I'm sure yours are much more in
keeping with my wealth and importance.”

She gave him a measured look and he
smiled.

“I doubt you'd approve of the old fashioned
comforts,” she said as she opened another, much less grand door and
he saw a stone stairway leading down.

“I've lived rough in a lot of places around
the world,” he said. “In Africa I worked out of a tent for a
month.”

“I'm sure it was a grand tent,” she said,
heading down.

“Well yes, of course. It was for me, after
all,” he said as he followed.

“Yer not much given to modesty, are ye?”

“Not much,” he said unapologetically.

The stairway was steep and narrow. It went
down about twenty feet, turned, and went down twenty more, and he
found himself quite interested as he looked around.

“How old is this castle?”

“The sub-cellar, where we are, dates to the
first Castle Ferst, which was destroyed by the English in the
thirteenth century.”

“You're kidding?!”

He ran his fingers along the old stone in
amazement that it could be that ancient. The corridor was lit by
bare electric bulbs from a wire running along the ceiling. They
paused at a heavy steel banded wooden door and he watched her draw
back thick bolts to open it.

“Those don't seem to be very rusty,” he said
wryly.

She turned and smirked at him. “Getting
worried?

“Harvard men know no fear.”

“Is that because they're unspeakably brave or
hopelessly dumb?”

“A bit of both, I suppose.”

She led him inside, where more bulbs hung
from the ceiling, giving the cold stone a pale, shadowy look. There
were cells along one side of the corridor, and past that a group of
odd looking wooden frames and devices. One was an angled table with
a wheel at one end turned by a crank.

“Don't tell me, this was where short men got
tall,” he said.

“Or broke in the process,” she said.

“This is from the thirteenth century?”

“Uhm, no, rather more recently than that.
Scotland's history was ever turbulent.”

He looked around, open mouthed. “People were
actually kept prisoner here?”

“I'm afraid so. And some never left. There's
talk the castle is haunted.”

“I don't see a lot of dust,” he said, looking
around.

“Well, Iain or Mary probably sweeps it from
time to time.”

“Mary?”

“The maid.”

“Only one for the whole castle? I hope she's
got a lot of energy.”

“Maybe I'll hire a second with your ten
thousand pounds.”

“Or five. We haven't decided yet.”

She opened one of the cell doors.

“Perhaps you'd like to inspect the inside,”
she said with a smirk.

He hesitated. “If you come in with me.”

“Scared?” she taunted.

“Of your demonstrably low sense of humor?
Just cautious.”

“Perhaps you are simply too uncouth to
understand my highly refined sense of humor, Mister Hunter,” she
said, walking into the cell ahead of him.

“Yes, perhaps that's it,” he said dryly, as
he followed.

He looked around at the bare stone walls and
raised his eyes at the shackles hanging from chains on one.

“I was going to ask why there wasn't a cot or
something, but I suppose your family's prisoners didn't get to lay
down a lot.”

“Not doubt they were bad people being
suitably chastised,” she said lightly.

He ran his fingers along the shackles, which
seemed oddly well-oiled.

“No rust on these.”

“It's very dry down here,” she said, lips
pursed. “Getting scared again?”

He stepped towards her and Alanna stepped
back, finding her back against the wall.

“There's a story about a Roman jailor who was
thrown into his own dungeon for questioning the honesty of the
wrong man,” he said with a smile.

“Is there now,” she said, raising her chin
and looking at him squarely.

“All the prisoners in the cells were shouting
about what was going to happen during the night,” he said, raising
his hands and placing them against the stone on either side of her
chest. “But he just laughed and said 'You don't understand. I'm not
trapped in here with you, you're trapped in here with me.”

“And is that a threat?” she asked, feeling
her stomach thrumming softly.

“Perish the thought,” he said. “Besides, I'm
sure Oxford graduates know no fear.”

“No, we're much smarter than Harvard
graduates.”

He laughed softly, and they looked at each
other for long seconds. Alanna raised her hands and placed them
against his chest as if to ease him back, but there wasn't a lot of
pressure on them. She felt her chest beginning to tighten. The
light had difficulty making its way into the cell, and he was a
large, shape with the light behind him.

“Have Fergusons ever found themselves
shackled in their own cells?” he asked.

“A time or two,” she replied, a trifle
breathless.

“Perhaps because of their... sense of
humor?”

He was leaning in closer, she thought as her
chest suddenly got so tight she could hardly breath. Her head spun
wildly with indecision. She should push him back firmly, but on the
other hand, on the other hand it was hard to think clearly, to
think straight, to think of what she ought to do at all!

And then he was leaning in far too much, and
she felt she really had to say something, especially since it had
been quiet for far too long. She should at least duck under his arm
and leave him behind here!

But she did none of those thoughts, and then
his lips were pressing ever so gently against her own for a few
short seconds, as if testing the water. They settled more firmly,
then, and his body moved closer, pressing her hands up and back as
his lips began to move against hers.

Alanna felt her heart beating very rapidly
indeed as his shadow completely covered her, and they kissed in the
near dark, her mind finally waking enough to begin to respond. Her
hands were still on his chest, and she felt them slide downward, as
if giving up on the thought of pushing him back.

They were just under his open blazer,
however, and she felt the firm, warm chest beneath his silk shirt
against her fingertips with a sudden convulsive shudder that sent
her hands sliding back up again, then down once more as his arms
dropped. She jerked as she felt his hands slide in behind her and
squeeze her buttocks, pulling their bodies firmly together, but the
kiss continued on, making it impossible to say anything!

His fingers were kneading her buttocks as
hers caressed his chest, and their lips moved together in growing
passion, hunger building within her and battering away all her
thoughts about proprieties like butterflies flitting around her
head. She should really stop this, she thought, a bit dazed, but it
was such a truly excellent kiss she couldn't bring herself to do
so!

One of his hands left her bottom, sliding up
along her side, and she felt a sudden shock ripple through her as
it rose up between them and cupped her breast! A wave of heat
rolled through her, sweeping aside any thought of objecting, of
protesting, and she moaned softly into his mouth as his tongue
skimmed along her lips then teasingly stroked and slipped in
against her own.

This was absolutely unacceptable, a part of
her exclaimed. What if someone found out!? Yet who was going to
find out? Who was he likely to tell? His fingers were gently
kneading her breast in a way which was making it feel swollen and
overheated, her nipple tingling and hard against the inside of her
bra cup.

His hand slid up her back and into her soft,
thick hair, and then she gasped as his fingers tightened, jerking
her head back sharply. She let out a helpless cry as his lips left
hers, and slid down along the nape of her neck! His body was still
pressed against her, and she felt the hand between them darting
down the line of buttons on her blouse!

“W-wait!” she gasped.

But it was almost instinctive, almost a need
to demonstrate she was in control, even though she wasn't.

His hands were moving so quickly! The one on
her breast slid around her back and undid her bra, then was back
almost before she sensed the loosening of the straps, then it
darted up beneath her bra cup to fill itself with the soft, bare
flesh of her breast!

It had been a year since she'd felt a hand on
her there, and the rush of heat and excitement was almost
overwhelming! And it only grew worse when he suddenly pushed her
blouse up and back over her shoulders, then forced them down, along
with her arms, and took her bra with it!

That was too much, for it meant something...
something a lot more than just.. kissing and touching, and she
wasn't ready for that, or at least, she hadn't actually made any
such decision.

“Wait!” she gasped with new determination.
“Nathan!”

“God, your breasts are perfect!” he
groaned.

His head ducked suddenly as he released her
hair, and she let out a helpless squeak of sound as she felt his
mouth on the center of her left breast! His teeth bit into her soft
flesh, his lips sealing tight as he began to suck, as his tongue
began to stroke rapidly across her suddenly burning nipple!

“Oh my God!” she gasped.

She felt the cool stone against her bare back
as her hands grasped at his hair to push him back. But instead she
simply jerked his mouth up onto hers as she kissed him hungrily. He
kissed her back, but grasped her wrists, pulling her hands free of
his hair and pushing them up and back against the wall.

And then they brushed against the shackles
hanging from above, and Nathan got a sudden terrible, awful,
wonderful idea, an idea which drove a spike of heat right into his
lower belly, and points further south.

Alanna was almost literally trembling against
him, a swirling, churning vortex of heat surrounding her, and
didn't even notice, at first, as he slipped her hand through the
open shackle. Only when he snapped it closed did she tear her lips
off his and jerk her head up and back, startled.

“What... what are you... doing!? Nathan!” she
gasped weakly.

He chuckled throatily as he quickly placed
her other hand through the second shackle and closed it. He
tightened the bolt through one, then the other, as she belatedly
began to pull against them.

“Nathan!”

He eased back, a broad grin on his face, and
she stared at him, chest heaving.

“Hmmm, I can see endless possibilities here,”
he said.

“Unshackle me!” she gulped, pulling against
the cool metal.

“Perhaps,” he said. “Or perhaps I'll torture
you until you agree to give me the deed to your castle, my
lady.”

He reached up as if to twirl and invisible
mustache.

“Not bloody likely!” she gulped.

“Hmm,” he said, moving back in close. “Then
we'll have to see what we can do to make you change your
mind..”

“Y-You unlock these this instant,” she
gulped, heart thumping.

“Of course,” he said as his hands caressed
the sides of her ribs.

“Nathan!”

“Hmmm?”

His hands slid downward and behind her, and
she felt them at the clasp of her skirt

“Nathan Hunter!” she gasped.

“Just call me, Lord Hunter,” he said.

“Don't be ridi – oh!”

He swept her skirt down past her hips,
leaving her in her lacy orange thong.

“I wondered if they were orange,” he said
softly.

Alanna's heart was pounding so loudly she
could hardly hear him as she felt the cool stone against her flesh
all the way down. The iron shackles were firm around her wrists as
she stared up at him, eyes wide, and that wild swirling sense of
uncertainty gripped her mind – along with a rising roar of
heat.

He stepped into her again, and she gasped as
he seized her hair once more, his other hand going almost
immediately to her breast as he kissed her – hard. She felt a
desperate need to protest even though the will to have him obey was
melting away in the heat of her own body's hunger.

His mouth pulled back from hers and she cried
out as his teeth bit into the nape of her neck, as he sucked
hungrily, his fingers kneading her breast even as they caught her
nipple between them to roll and pinch it.

He jerked back on her hair again and this
time his lips crushed her in a bruising kiss as his other hand
dropped down her body, the fingers sliding through the low, thin
waistband of her panties. Her eyes widened as she felt them pushing
deep into the slender V of fabric, and then cried out as they found
her clitoris.

“My, my, how neat and soft you are, Lady
Alanna,” he whispered as his fingers stroked across her burning,
swollen button.

“D-D-Don't!” she gasped, her hips giving a
helpless, convulsive jerk.

“Don't what?” he asked, his fingers rubbing
up and down, then from side to side.

“Don't! Oh! Oh! Please! Oh! God! Nathan!” she
gasped.

“Yes, Lady Alanna?”

Alanna felt a wild rush of pressure and heat,
and had only an instant panicky sense of denial before it overcame
what little resistance she might have been able to put up. The
orgasm swept her mind away as her hips bucked helplessly against
his fingers and she barely repressed a scream, burgling and
shuddering against the wall, her wrists pulling spastically against
the shackles binding them.

He jerked sharply back on her hair, bowing
her body as he bent and took the center of her breast into his
mouth. His teeth chewed on her flesh in a way which was half
painful and half massage as his tongue and lips made her nerve
endings crackle like live electric wires!

The storm of sensation swept her mind away
and left her gasping and half hanging by her wrists as she fell
back against the wall, chest heaving, and she moaned as he released
her and his hand slid slowly up out of her panties.

His fingers glided softly over her skin then,
as she dropped her chin low, skimming across her softly rounded
body with surprisingly gentle caresses.

“Your skin is incredibly soft,” he said. “I
think I'd like to feel more of it pressed against my body.”

She raised her head, gulping in air, face
flushed, and pulled anxiously against the shackles as she watched
his hands and then his face. A strange, wild sense of excitement
was filling her, a kind of dark thrill at being so outrageously
shackled in the dungeon by this... man.

She had imagined something similar for many
years, since she'd discovered the dungeons as a teenager. It had
been flights of fancy related to romance novels she'd read combined
with her own budding sexuality. She'd even tried to persuade Niall
to do something wicked down here a few times, but he'd been a bit
too staid for that.

And it was an undeniable fact that she was
attracted to strong men, strong of body, strong of mind and will.
And Nathan was both of those, clearly! But it simply wouldn't do to
let him know that, despite the tenuous ground she might have
for protesting!

She straightened herself up and put a firm
look on her face, or at least, tried to.

“I-I demand you release me at once, Mister
Hunter,” she said.

“Do you now?” he said.

“I – Y-Yes!” she gasped as his hands slid up
together beneath her breasts, squeezing them, lifting them up and
together.

“But I haven't even begun torturing you yet,”
he said with studied indifference.

“I don't think you're funny at all!” she
gulped.

“But I like torturing beautiful
women,” he said with arched eyebrow.

He attempted to kiss her lips but she jerked
her mouth aside, so he kissed her cheek, then bent to kiss her
breasts, her nipples, his tongue licking softly, his lips
enveloping them, sucking lightly.

“M-Mister Hunter,” she gulped.

“Yes, Lady Alanna?” he asked, sliding down to
his knees before her.

“Wh-what are you doing!?” she gasped.

His big hands slid between her legs and
forced them apart and then he leaned in and licked a long, slow,
firm lick directly over her sex, right through her thin
panties.

“D-Don't you dare!” she squeaked.

“Dare? Who dares, wins. Isn't that someone's
family motto around here?”

His mouth opened wide and closed on the
center of her as she squealed and tried to jerk back, but of
course, could not. She stared down with wide eyes as he caught her
in his jaw quite literally, his teeth pressing in firmly against
her flesh as she felt his hot breath blowing through the thin
panties.

His tongue began to lick up and down as his
teeth opened and closed against her.

“Nathan!” she exclaimed.

“Hmmmmm?” His voice vibrated through her!

And then his hands slid up her thighs,
fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties, and he tugged
them down. Alanna let out a startled cry, then felt her face heat
even as he tugged them off her feet. Now naked before him she felt
a wild rush of dark, seething excitement mixed with only a little
embarrassment as he leaned in and stared at her.

Then he repeated his actions, only against
her bare flesh! She gurgled helplessly as she felt his warm, soft
mouth against her sex, as his tongue traced the line of her opening
and his hands kneaded her buttocks.

“Hmmmmmm,” he said, mouth locked against
her.

Alanna moaned helplessly, then cried out in
startled pleasure as his tongue focused on her now-swollen
clitoris, twirling round and round it in circles, then slid up
across it repeatedly.

Niall had been something of a bull in the
bedroom, and sex with him had been wildly exciting, but he had
never put more than perfunctory effort, if that, into oral sex with
her, at least, with him performing it. Now she gaped down at Nathan
as his tongue began to lap hungrily against her, his thumbs sliding
into the mouth of her sex to slowly stretch her open.

She moaned and gasped as his mouth descended,
his tongue pushing into her, the feel of it shockingly sensual as
well as intimate! He slid up again, blowing a narrow line of warm
air across her clitoris, then caught it between his lips, sucking
rhythmically as his hands slid up her body and folded over her
breasts.

With her legs spread the shackles were quite
taut around her her wrists, and Alanna lay her head back against
her arms, staring at the cell wall across from her, gasping as
sensations swept through her in ever increasing intensity. She felt
a wild sense of having utterly lost control, and with it came
another wave of dark, thrilling heat.

As if she were a prisoner! A prisoner in a
dungeon! Shackled naked and at the mercy of a cruel and evil
man!

The sexual heat and pressure built up within
her as her body felt as though it were throbbing with heat at every
beat of her heart. Alanna gasped for breath, her chest so tight she
could barely breath as Nathan's tongue drove the sense out of her
brain and filled it with a desperate hunger!

She felt herself rising on the balls of her
feet, pushing herself forward into his mouth, her hips starting to
roll and grind against him as the heat rose still higher!

He eased back, then, and she moaned as he
instead forced her right leg up and out, licking and kissing a
slow, teasing way down along the inside of her thigh, ignoring her
moaned complaints.

And then there was a sound which made them
both freeze. He looked up, then sprang to his feet and out of the
cell. He closed it behind and shot the bolt, and Alanna stared
after him in dazed incomprehension! For some moments she thought he
was playing a game, and she felt another churning sense of
deliciously dark excitement at the thought of being alone and naked
and locked in a cell like this!

And then she heard Iain's voice!

She gasped, jerking her wrists against the
shackles, to no avail of course. She couldn't hear what he was
saying, but she certainly recognized the voice! The idea of being
found like this by anyone was appalling, but by Iain!?

She heard Nathan's voice in turn, her body
tensing up as they came closer. Then there was nothing for a long
minute before the door bolt was shot and the door opened.

He came inside and she jerked her wrists
against the shackles.

“Unlock me!”

He came over and his hands went to the
shackles.

“I told him you were showing me around and
had gone back upstairs to look for a lantern,” he said. “He's gone
up to help you.”

“Jesus God!' she gulped, jerking her hands
free as he released the bolt. She quickly yanked on her panties and
pulled her bra up and slid it over her shoulders.

“Do it up,” she ordered, turning her back on
him as she bent to grab her blouse.

He obediently fastened her bra behind her and
she pulled the blouse on and buttoned it up, then jerked her skirt
up and fastened it.

“It's a good thing it was too dim for him to
see me clearly,” he said dryly. “He might have wondered at the
enormous bulge in my pants.”

She flushed and gave him a sour look. “I'm
sure it wasn't all that enormous!” she said.

He grinned. “You'll find out. If you're
lucky.”

She darted out of the room and he looked after her.

“Well, that was going very well up until
then,” he said to himself. “Damn all servants anyway.”
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It was... disconcerting, to say the least.
Alanna barely knew the man, and yet he'd stripped her naked and was
in the process of driving her out of her mind with his mouth
between her legs when they'd been interrupted! He'd fingered her to
an orgasm, for Gods sakes!

It was the sort of behavior which would have
shocked anyone in the valley, and did shock her! She couldn't
understand what had gotten into her, but she knew what had very
nearly gotten into her!

And was that a bad thing, she wondered
anxiously. God, she'd felt wild and wicked and... and
wonderful!

And however much she blushed every time he
looked at her she felt a dark hunger to experience it again! Not
just something like it either. She wanted to be in the cell again
shackled naked to the wall and entirely at his mercy! Just the
thought of it was making her insides squirm, especially down
low!

“And as you can see, this was built in the
time of George I,” she said. “It was an unsettled time in the
kingdom, and there was no such thing yet as police, at least, not
out here. It was the Laird's men who did justice”

Iain was sweeping up ahead. Apparently he
came down once a month to make sure the dust didn't accumulate and,
just their luck, today was the day. Or at least, so he said. She
had her doubts.

“Fascinating,” he said. “I feel almost like
when I was in Greece and looking at the old ruins there.”

“And how did that make you feel?”

“Acquisitive,” he said with a smile. “I felt
like grabbing up some stone or other as a sample.”

“All our stones are firmly mortared in,” she
said.

“That's all right. I don't like carrying
around big stones anyway. I did buy a bench, though, later on.”

“A bench?”

“Yes, a two and a half thousand year old
bench from Athens. It sits just inside my door. People sit on it to
take off their shoes.”

“That seems bizarrely functional for an
antique.”

“Well, it's stone, marble to be specific.
It's not going to break. And it's a heck of a conversation
piece.”

“I wonder if some girl knelt on it naked long
ago while someone took her from behind,” he said, lowering his
voice.

She looked at him, startled.

“I'd kind of like to see you on that bench,”
he said just as softly.

She flushed and gave him a reproachful
look.

What on earth was she supposed to do about
this man, she wondered anxiously. She almost felt as if she owed
him something, in a weird sort of way. Should she offer to perform
oral sex on him? No, that was entirely too gauche. A part of her
felt as if she'd been swept up in the moment and never should have
agreed to what he'd done – not that she'd actually agreed!

And not that she'd done anything
but... but be his prisoner!

Another part was eager to do it again!

It irritated her, and she scowled at him as
if he was responsible.

“Let's go. I have a busy schedule,” she said
abruptly.

She led the way upstairs, quite mindful that
as he was right behind her his gaze would be right at the level of
her bottom. She forbid herself to run on ahead, though, but barely
paused at the lower floor before turning and trotting up the next
flight of stairs.

“Tell me, when does Iain go home?” he
asked.

“He lives here,” she said over her shoulder,
not without both satisfaction and regret.

“Damn. Maybe you could send him somewhere on
an errand.”

“Dougal runs the errands. Iain takes care of
the inside of the house, along with Mary. Dougal takes care of the
car, stable and grounds.”

“Stable, huh? That presents interesting
possibilities.”

She drew a deep breath, then turned around, a
stern look in her eyes.

“Now don't ye be getting ahead of yourself,
Mister Nathan Hunter,” she said, jabbing her finger into his chest.
“Don't be thinking that I'm yers to do whatever you wish or want to
as ye when you want to do it!”

He grabbed her hand, and the other as it
rose, and shoved them back against the wall behind her, shoved her
back against the wall behind her, and kissed her very, very
hard!

Alanna's eyes went wide and she squirmed
against him at first, but then felt her resistance rapidly melting
into the kiss, into the feel of his powerful hands pinning her, of
his body pressed against her breasts as his tongue invaded her
mouth! She moaned helplessly, somewhat astonished at herself as she
felt the heat reignite so quickly and take hold of her mind like a
drug!

Her back ground against the plaster and, and
when he released her hands to slide his fingers through her hair
they dropped onto his shoulders rather than trying to push him
back. His hands slid into her hair, which was soon a tangled mass
as her overheated breasts ground against his chest, and Alanna felt
her knees go week as her mind scrambled frantically to think of
somewhere they could go right then and now!

“S-Stable!' she gasped as his mouth came
free.

“What about Dougal?” he asked, panting.

“Fuck Dougal! I mean, Dougal went to the
stonemasons and those two will want to down a few beers before even
beginning to pick out the stone he wants.”

She grabbed his hand and jerked him after her
as she thought of Mary's certain whereabouts upstairs. Damn
servants anyway! They went out the east door and she let go of him,
just in case somehow someone might be looking on from somewhere.
She started to feel guilty and embarrassed, though, as she headed
for the stable.

This was ridiculous. She should apologize and
send him on his way!

The stable was larger than it needed to be.
The front section held all manner of equipment and supplies, from
saddles and bridles to the tools needed to repair them, and the
brushes, files and other tools needed to take care of the horses.
There were only two occupied stalls, the one with her Gunna and
another with her grandfather's horse, Merit.

Past that was a larger empty area mainly
occupied by bales of hay and bags of oats. The stable had once held
a dozen horses, after all. Her heart thumped as she led him past
the stalls, her mind spinning as she continued to remonstrate with
herself. This was insane!

She stopped and turned so abruptly he almost
ran her over.

“Tie me up!” she blurted.

He looked at her with interest. “I think you
need to be naked first.”

She blushed hotly, but her fingers fumbled at
the buttons of her blouse and she tugged it out of her skirt. Her
blush deepened as he simply stood there and watched her with a grin
on his face.

“What about you!?” she demanded, undoing the
zipper of her skirt.

“What about me?” he asked.

She glowered at him, stepping out of the
skirt and then reaching back to undo her bra. She felt a another
rush of heat as she slipped it off, then bent and pushed her
panties down and off. She hesitated, then stepped out of her shoes,
wanting to be entirely naked!

There was a coil of rope on a hook just
inside the door and she picked it up and thrust it at him.

“Tie me up”' she said determinedly, face
quite red.

He raised his eyebrows as he placed herself
against a thick wooden post dark with age and raised her arms above
her head.

He grinned at her.

“Well?”

“Well what?”

She glared at him, feeling self-conscious in
her nakedness.

“I'm enjoying the view,” he said.

“Would you like me to put my clothes on
again?” she growled.

He stepped forward with a grin, but it wasn't
one of amusement. She felt a flicker of heat at the dark look in
his eyes, then gasped as he gripped her shoulders and spun her
around.

“What are you... Nathan!”

He pulled her arms down and back behind her,
then crossed her wrists.

“I was... trying to... position myself like
before,” she said anxiously.

“That's my job,” he said. “I get to position
you.”

She opened her mouth to protest, then felt a
shudder of excitement as the rope circled her wrists and tightened
against her skin. She felt her chest tightening with it!

He looped it around her wrists again,
crossing and criss crossing them neatly.

And then, quite suddenly, he spun her around
once more. Alanna gasped at him, face flushed, body pulsing with
dark excitement despite a squirmy sense of embarrassment, and his
eyes looked fiercely at her.

“Well now that you're my prisoner, I can do
anything I want to you,” he purred.

His hands slid over her breasts and he caught
her stiff, tingling nipples between his thumbs and forefingers,
rolling and stroking them gently. Without warning, though, his
fingers pinched in and she gasped and then yelped as he pulled
upward.

“Nathan!” she gasped.

“Yes, prisoner?”

“D-Don't!” she gasped.

“You don't get to say yes or no anymore,
prisoner,” he said.

He pulled downward on her nipples, then, and
she yelped anew, then dropped awkwardly to her knees before him as
he released them.

Lady Alanna Ferguson found herself naked on
her knees before the man, her wrists neatly crossed behind her back
and very firmly bound in place, her chest tight, her nipples
aching, and a wild, churning heat spreading over her body.

He reached down and slid his fingers through
her hair, then gathered it up in a mass and jerked it forward, then
back as she cried out again.

His other hand went to his zipper and he
casually undid it. She saw the crotch of his trousers were bulging
already, and she fought to hold her breath steady as he reached in
and then drew himself out into the light.

She gulped again, for he was, just as he'd
said, quite a large man. He was quite a lot larger than Niall, in
fact, or anyone else she'd ever had. Not that she'd exactly sampled
a large percentage of the male population...

He pulled her in as he held his cock up and
back against his lower belly, and she leaned in, her green eyes
wide and filled with a wondering heat as she licked at him. She
rolled her eyes up at him as she licked long, slow trails up the
underside of his cock, her tongue twisting and twirling around the
head.

He cursed softly, then undid his belt,
dropping his trousers and pushing down black boxer shorts. He
pulled her in against him and she gasped as she felt her face, her
cheek grinding and rubbing against his cock and balls.

He guided her to the latter, and she licked
at them hesitantly, then sucked them into her mouth, starting to
feel a sense of anxiety that he was considerably more experienced
at this sort of thing than she was. Would he think her an ignorant
yokel girl who was clumsy at sex?! She was determined that he
wouldn't!

She worked his balls around in her mouth,
sucking and massaging them with her tongue against the insides of
her cheeks, then slowly drew back, letting them ooze out of her
pursed lips. She gasped as he jerked on her hair again, forcing her
upward, pointing his cock down. She pursed her lips as he rubbed
himself up and down along them, then let them be forced slowly
apart as he pushed into her.

This is wickedly hot! she thought with
breathless excitement, her lips sliding up and down his cock as she
sucked. She'd had many dark fantasies over the years about this
place, but Niall had been a very straightforward man in terms of
sex. Yes, he was a bull at it, but strictly a missionary man, as
she'd privately thought of him with only partial amusement.

He hadn't spent much time with his mouth on
anything but her lips or breasts, nor with his hands on anything
but her breasts or her bottom. And he certainly would have been
shocked had she suggested he tie her up!

He was rough, in a way, but only in how hard
and heavy he thrust against her, not in the way Nathan was showing,
with jerking her body about and pulling at her hair! He was
manhandling her in a way Niall never would have tried, and she
found herself wildly thrilled by it.

He pulled on her hair, on her head, and he
slid deep into her mouth. She gagged briefly before he withdrew,
but then he pushed deep again and once again she gurgled around
him, fighting instinctively to draw back.

She sucked gamely, licking along the bottom
of his cock, her eyes rolling up towards him to see his looking
back down. He pulled her forward again and Alanna realized with a
shock of anxiety what he was looking for. She almost tried to twist
her head away, but then felt a deep hot wave of excitement at the
thought herself.

She was already incredibly aroused, her body
burning with heat and excitement, and her mind fluttered wildly as
she felt him pulling her forward again. She rolled her eyes upward,
not looking at his cock, and gurgled as she felt the head pushing
into her throat. She forced herself to not jerk back somehow, pulse
racing as she felt him pushing deeper and deeper!

Her eyes were enormous as she finally dropped
them and stared at his bare flesh as he pulled her in tight, her
lips pressed tightly around the base of his thick cock, her nose
almost jammed into his pubic bone! She felt a wave of disbelief and
delight that she'd done it, that she'd actually taken him all the
way down into her throat!

“Oh God, yes!” he groaned.

Her excitement was such she was able to
ignore the way her head was throbbing, the way her chest was
burning, at least at first. Then he pulled slowly back, pulling at
her hair, and she gurgled weakly, fighting against her gag reflex
as she stared at inch after glistening inch of his shaft appearing
out of her mouth.

Jaysus God how big is he!? She thought
wonderingly.

She coughed as the head slipped out of her
throat, and fought a wave of saliva dripping over her lower lip as
he pulled himself out of her mouth. He jerked up and back on her
hair again and she cried out dazedly, but felt more dark heat at
how roughly he was handling her. She'd never experienced anything
like this before!

He rubbed his spit-wet cock up and down
across her face, then pushed himself into her open, panting mouth
once again. His hand came off her head, then, and she rolled her
eyes up to see him folding his arms across his chest as he looked
back.

“Do it!” he growled.

Eyes fluttering, Alanna sucked anxiously on
his thick shaft, dropping her eyes to it, bobbing her lips up and
down the front half.

“Do it,” he growled again, as if giving her
an order.

She closed her eyes as she pushed forward,
then forced herself to keep on, gagging briefly as the head pushed
into the entrance of her throat. Heat was rolling through her in
waves, though, and she kept pushing forward, forcing her lips down
inch after inch until her wide eyes were staring at his flesh from
an inch away once more.

“Good girl,” he said, his hand dropping onto
her head again.

She felt twin flares of indignation and heat
and started to slide back only to have his hand jerk her forward
again, mashing her face into his groin and holding her there as she
gurgled helplessly, completely at his mercy.

Her head pounded and she saw black dots dance
before her eyes as he slowly drew back out again. She gasped for
breath, gulping in air, light-headed. Then she cried out as he
turned away, still gripping her hair, forcing her to crawl
awkwardly forward on her knees before flinging her down on a mass
of straw.

She rolled herself to the side to take the
weight on her shoulder with a grunt, staring at the straw as she
gasped for breath.

Crack!

She gasped at the sharp slap to her bottom as
he dropped to his knees behind her.

Crack!

He slapped her again and she yelped, then
moaned as he jerked her thighs apart.

Crack!

And slapped her bottom again!

“Raise your ass high,” he growled. “and
spread those legs wide!”

He was so crude, but it inflamed her mind to
have him treat her so, and so too did the feel of his slick, hot
cock as he rubbed the head up and down against her sex.

Crack!

“Oh! Don't!” she gasped.

“Pull in tighter.”

She cried out again as he seized her hair
once more, forcing her body in tighter against itself, her belly
almost pressing back against her thighs, her spine tightly
bent.

Crack! His hand slapped stingingly
across her bottom yet again!

The feel of his soft skin, so slick with her
own saliva and her own juices sliding up and down so firmly against
her pulsing entrance was incredible, and she shuddered and cried
out at the rush of energy and heat!

“Nasty girl,” he said, his hand slapping down
on her bottom again. “Clearly you need to be taught your
place.”

He pulled on her hair and she cried out again
as he forced it up and back, reaching under her to roughly squeeze
her already aching, burning breast.

Alanna had never had sex from behind before.
Nail wouldn't, and the others she'd known, well, they had been much
more brief encounters and she'd been younger and much into guarding
her pride and dignity. Now she felt a wall of sensation and
excitement as she felt him pushing forward, forcing back the lips
of her sex, stretching them apart wider and wider.

Then he pushed into her and she shuddered, a
small orgasm rippling through her body as she felt his thick, hard
shaft pushing deeper into her quivering belly. She dropped back
down as her released her hair, and she grunted and moaned, her
breasts aching where they were grinding against the thin layer of
straw on the rough wooden floor.

He pushed deeper into her belly, his hands
now gripping her hips as he began to draw back, began to pump.

This is impossible! I can't believe I'm
doing this! Alanna thought dazedly.

He filled her up so that she ached, but it
was a startlingly exciting ache, making her stretch and throb, but
not quite reaching the level of actual pain. And her mind was
filled with the feel and the memory of the sight of how big he was
as he pushed down to the very back of her tight sheath and she felt
his hips pressing firmly against her buttocks.

Crack!

She gasped as he slapped her again, moaned as
he ground himself against her, and grunted breathlessly as he
leaned over her, supporting himself with his hands against the back
of her shoulders as he began to thrust in and out!

“I've never had a lady for a slave girl
before,” he said, his voice sounding slightly breathless.

“I-I'm not your... your slave girl!” she
gasped.

He only chuckled in an evil tone, and despite
herself Alanna felt another churning wave of excitement roll
through her.

He was beginning to thrust faster now, his
hips striking her upraised buttocks harder and harder as her
breasts were crushed against the floor beneath both of their
weight. They hurt but she hadn't the breath to complain!

Then he eased his weight back, and she cried
out again as he gathered her hair into a single thick mass and
jerked up and back on it. Squealing, she was pulled up off the
floor, her head drawn forcefully back as he continued to
thrust.

“N-N-Nathaaan!” she cried.

She felt his hand squeezing her aching
breast, felt his fingers rolling and twisting her nipple, and
shuddered dazedly as she felt another mini-orgasm sweep through
her. Then his hand released her breast and slid down along the
underside of her body, his arm curling around her hip so that he
could get his fingers on her clitoris.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” she cried as he roughly stroked
them from side to side.

“Nasty girl,” he said.

He pulled his hand back and she was startled
as his fingers slid into her open mouth, stroking quickly along her
tongue. Then they were back between her legs, rubbing her clitoris
as he jerked on her hair and hammered his hips against her
buttocks.

There was nothing small about the orgasm
which hit her. It broke like a thunderstorm on the northern cliffs
and sleeted through her with the force of a driving wind behind it.
She had no air to scream else she would have. Instead her eyes
rolled back and she gurgled wildly, her mind spinning like a top as
the glittering storm of sensations sent her muscles into
paroxysms.

She felt her mind isolated, as if floating
amidst the kaleidoscope of wild pleasure, rolling and twisting and
turning about again and and again, and not caring a damn as long as
the exquisite pleasure kept pouring through her. She was aware of
his hips striking her hard, again and again, aware of the sting in
her scalp as her pulled at her hair, aware but uncaring.

The progress of his thick cock inside her was
much more on her mind, which focused on it to the exclusions of
almost all else, followed its quick, hard, fast progress, it's
long, aching withdrawal and then the new thrust up deep into her
body with minute attention, as each thrust sent another wave of
pleasure through her mind and body.

He released her hairs as the orgasm began to
fade, and her face swung down heavily, but was yanked back before
it could hit the floor as he seized her arms instead just above the
elbows, jerking them back again and again to meet his continuing
thrusts.

The orgasm faded away and her head bobbed up
and down bonelessly as she felt herself sinking into a dazed
languor, as if every muscle in her body, having spasmed wildly for
long, long seconds, was now shutting down. She groaned
breathlessly, dazedly, eyes glazed as he continued to drive his
hips into her bottom and continued to yank back on her arms
until... he didn't.

He lowered her to the ground and she moaned,
cheek against the floor, chest rising and falling desperately as
his hands came down on either side of her head. She blinked her
eyes and groaned as she felt his thickness melting away inside her,
then pulling itself free as he moved back.

“Th-that was... was all right,” she gulped
breathlessly. “Not that... that I've not had... better.”

Crack!

She gasped at the slap to her bottom, then
again as she felt his hand on her leg jerking it out and up and
then flipping her completely over onto her back. Or onto her arms,
rather, as he half fell atop her. She groaned as his weight, much
of it anyway, came down on her belly and pressed her thighs wide.
He kept his weight off her chest, however, his elbows on the floor
on either side of her.

“Is that a challenge, slave girl?” he asked,
his face a foot above hers.

“I-I'm not your slave girl,” she gulped.

He lowered himself and kissed her, one of his
hands moving up across her breast, slowly caressing her.

“It's very hard to keep a slave girl when you
live in a trailer,” he said, easing back. “I'll have to move in
here.”

“D-Don't be ridiculous!” she panted.

“I think it would be the sensible thing for
you to offer me a place to stay, given as we're going to be
business partners and all.”

“I didn't agree to being your business
partner!”

“For five thousand pounds, remember?”

“Ten thousand, and that was just for a
survey!”

He slid downward and took her nipple into his
mouth, pinching it lightly between his teeth and grinding it
between them as she moaned, then sliding his lips in to suck
rhythmically.

“I didn't bring my torture equipment,” he
said. “But I'm sure I can find some, or have it couriered in. Then
again, maybe I could use some of your torture gear. Ever been
stretched on the rack, Lady?”

“You wouldn't dare!”

She had lain on the rack once, just to see,
partly excited, partly intrigued, imagining herself a prisoner. But
even then she hadn't imagined herself naked! The idea now hit her
with a jolt of excitement.

He chuckled softly, chewing on her soft
breast now as she moaned and wriggled beneath him.

“Nathan!”

“Maybe you should call me, Lord Hunter.”

“Not in this life,” she said grimly.

“But there's so much of it yet to come,” he
said.

He eased up and back off her, getting to his
knees.

“Your man won't stay away forever, or I'd
continue this,” he said. “But I will continue it another time,
very, very soon.”

“Maybe you will,” she gulped, and maybe you
won't!”

He took her arms as he stood, lifting her up
to her own shaky feet, then let his hands slide up her arms, over
her shoulders, and into her hair as he kissed her again.

Alanna moaned into his mouth, her wrists
still tightly bound, feeling her breasts, her still-hard nipples,
pressing into the soft material of his suit. Then he pulled back
with a grin, turned her around, and began to untie her.
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Alanna sat her horse halfway down the hill,
watching the men work near the loch. She was still quite dubious
about the entire proposition, but she couldn't deny his logic that
it was better to know than not know. And besides, ten thousand
pounds was a lot of money! He had quibbled about it, but in the
end, not made a serious effort at beating her price down.

She looked out on the pure, clean waters of
the loch, and her eyes narrowed. She'd grown up around the loch,
had learned to swim there, had spent many a warm and sunny day at
its shore. It would take a lot more than ten thousand pounds to get
her to acquiesce to anything which might cause it any damage. She
wasn't at all sure there was that much money in the world, in
fact.

As for Nathan Hunter, she had no idea what to
think about him. He continued to treat her with all due respect in
public, but there was a twinkle in his eyes, a sense of knowing
which made her blush as the memories cascaded through her mind.

She'd never had a sexual experience like that
one, never felt such an intensity of emotion and excitement and
heat. And despite what all her better instincts said, she wanted
more of it.

Slave girl indeed, she thought with a mental
snort.

But it was a darkly wicked and exciting idea,
at least as a pantomime. Imagine her as some man's slave girl! The
idea was absurd, so absurd it wasn't even remotely realistic! And
perhaps because it was so outrageous it sent a pulse of dark heat
through her groin every time she thought of it.

She had always been very reserved, both as a
necessity, and a function of her personality. What she'd done with
Nathan was shocking on so many levels! It was so unlike her! If
anyone had ever found out the blow to her pride and dignity would
have been far worse than when that picture had appeared in the
paper years ago!

Her family had been furious, both at her and
at the paper! But the people at the paper had been far away and
she'd been right underfoot, ready at hand to be given the full
brunt of their extreme disappointment in her lack of propriety and
forethought. So what if she was a teenager, so what if she was in
southern Spain, so what if others did it!

Her parents had already been long dead, of
course, but her grandfather had practically been ready to disown
her, almost openly urged to by her aunt Christine, who would have
so-loved having her miserably prissy son Jeffrey take the title and
lands in her place.

“The shame to the family!” she'd said so many
times, until, thankfully, her great uncle Alistair had gotten tired
of it and said “Oh shut your bloody hole, woman. What's the shame
of having a beautiful girl with a beautiful body in the
family?”

Still, she'd had to be doubly circumspect
after that, and act the modest young lady. God only knows what
they'd say if it emerged she liked to be tied up and have sex with
strange men on her knees on the stable floor!

Not that Nathan was entirely strange, she
thought, watching him. He was, in many respect, an entirely
suitable man. Of course, the most important respect was he wasn't
Scottish. A definite failing there, as far as her family was
concerned. And in any event, they were ships in the night. They
hadn't even had a date!

Slut, she thought to herself.

Oh shut up, she thought back.

*

Nathan moved back and forth, making sure
everything was set up and working properly, determinedly ignoring
the girl on the hill, or at least, trying to. This was business,
and business came first. Always.

Except he kept remembering the smell of her
hair and the feel of her soft skin against his hands, and the feel
of her body wrapped around his cock...

And there was the dark delight in how
incredibly responsive she was, in the flushed heat of her face and
in those green, green eyes. God, he so wanted to get her back into
that cell in the dungeon! He wanted to drive her insane, wanted to
make her beg him to stop and then beg him for more!

Her body felt so good, so... natural pressed
in against his. He wanted to feel her skin against his skin, all of
it, wanted to feel those beautiful breasts pillowed out against his
bare chest, feel those long, lithe legs against his own, feel her
arms around him.

He kept shaking his head as if to clear it so
he could focus on the work. What was she doing up there anyway? She
was making the damned workers nervous, as if in fear she'd come
charging down and have the horse stomp them into the dirt if they
so much as dropped a candy bar wrapper on the ground.

She might at that, he thought in
amusement.

What an interesting combination, he thought,
of a very firm minded, determined woman with a girl who liked to be
tied up and dominated. Oh, he'd played bondage games aplenty in his
life already, but this one was different. It had been just games
before, one more thing amongst many he'd done with his dates –
well, except that one kinky chick.

But the way it affected her, the way it
turned her on was something quite new. He'd known aroused women
before, and in truth, their arousal acted on his own, turning him
on in turn. But unless she was an amazing actress he didn't think
he'd had a girl quite so... excited... as Lady Alanna.

I bet I can make you scream, he thought,
looking at her and her horse.

He wondered what his father would think of
her. She wasn't American, true, but she was from a fine old family,
and if they weren't rich they certainly weren't poor. She was
educated, had some steel in her spine, and God knows no lack of
beauty.

“You could do worse,” his father would
probably say, which, coming from him, was as close to a compliment
as Nathan was ever likely to get.

She wouldn't likely fit in very well with the
Hunter women, though. He had no sisters, and his brothers were all
Alpha males who had married, well, biddable women. They were all
pretty, fluttery, giggly, and did pretty much what was expected of
them.

He could just imagine Alanna looking at them,
and then raising one eyebrow as she rolled her eyes to him.

Not that anything of the sort was going to
happen, though. She was clearly tethered here, and he, well, he
moved around too much. Of course, he might be able to persuade his
father to let him oversee whatever was developing here, and perhaps
pry lose the north sea fields from Colin's grip, and that would let
him locate locally, say in Edinburgh or better yet Aberdeen.

His father was starting to make noises about
him finding a wife, after all. He was thirty, and he hadn't had a
'girlfriend' in years. But he was being idiotic even thinking such
things. All they'd done was have sex once. They hadn't even been on
a date!

He had a feeling sex meant more to Alanna,
though, than most of the girls he'd had flings with. The way local
people talked about her, the way they acted, didn't suggest she
made a habit of sleeping with men. There were always those snide
little jokes and comments about women who were sexually active,
especially in small towns, and he hadn't picked up any such
thing.

*

Alanna was startled out of her reverie by
another horse easing in alongside hers, and turned in surprise to
see her grandfather on it, scowling downward.

“Hullo, grandad,” she said. “Hadn't expected
you until tomorrow.

“Negotiations ended early. So this is that
oil company you've been telling me to ignore?

“Aye.”

“Yer advice not good enough for ye to heed
yerself?”

“Well, so far all I've agreed to do was let
them look, in exchange for five thousand pounds.”

“Five thousand pounds?! And what do they get
fer that?”

“They can dig a few soil samples and take
some readings with their instruments and that's it.”

“And you've agreed to let the head Sasanach
stay at my home!”

“He's American, not English, and I agreed for
another five thousand pounds.”

“Five thousand pounds? Where we ye putting
him, my room?”

“No, the one uncle Fergus likes, that looks
down towards the loch.”

“That wee room?! For five thousand
pounds!?”

“It's still three times the size of the room
he had been renting in town, and much closer to where he wants to
be.”

“That him, then, the one walking around
bossing people around?”

“Aye.”

Her grandfather snorted. “A likely looking
lad. Ye wouldn't have had other motives in mind, would ye?”

“What motives?” she asked, her eyes wide and
pure.

Her grandfather frowned at her, then looked
back down at Nathan Hunter.

“Just ye be informin' him if I was to catch
him moving down the hall to your room I'd see to it he saw what the
dungeon looked like first hand.”

Alanna repressed a bark of laughter.

“He's just a bloody yank,” she said
dismissively. “If he showed up at my door I'd toss him into the
dungeon myself.”

“Aye, well, see that ye do!”

“My word on it,” she said firmly.

*

She was afraid Nathan wouldn't get along with
her grandfather at all, though some part of her was rather looking
forward to the old man bringing him up short. Self confidence was a
good thing in a man, even desirable, but Nathan had altogether too
much of it for her taste. Arrogant man!

Instead, partly to her relief, but partly to
her annoyance, they seemed to get along like a house on fire. They
spent much of the first evening talking about the difference
between American and English football, arguing back and forth,
accompanied by considerable good-natured teasing. They both settled
on a like of rugby, though, which Nathan had evidently played in
college.

And they both enjoyed making fun of the
English, of course. Her grandfather laughed in delight at some of
the tales Nathan had about his confusion with the English upper
crust and their mannerisms. The odd thing was, she mused, that both
of them seemed to her to regard the other as something of a
barbarian, if a likeable one.

And neither appeared to notice.

“This place must be hard to heat come
winter,” Nathan said.

They were sitting back around the fireplace
in the great room sipping scotch.

“Aye, well, if ye can't stand the cold this
inna a place for a man,” her grandfather said.

“Putting up with discomfort is something I'm
used to,” Nathan replied. “Bloody heat and bugs in Asia and Africa,
icy cold in Alaska.” He shook his head. “I can put up with it. That
doesn't mean I like it. Men have always done their best to make
their homes as comfortable as possible against the elements.”

“Aye, so they have. There's only so much ye
can do with an old pile of stones like this, though,” her
grandfather said, “even if some don't agree.”

He looked pointedly at her.

“There's quite a bit more can be done to make
the place more comfortable,” she said. “My room is considerably
more comfortable than yours, for example.”

“Och, I don't need such comforts.”

“There's need, and then there's want,” Nathan
said, “If you're poor, you do only what you need, because you don't
have the option to do what you want.”

“I don't want it then,” her grandfather said
with a scowl.

“And how many times have I heard ye complain
about how the cold and damp affects yer old bones, hmm?” she
replied.

“Och, lass, a man has to complain about
something.”

“I thought I was perfectly comfortable in my
place in New York until I stayed somewhere with under floor
heating,” Nathan said. “It only took the one night for me to vow
that any place of mine in a cold area was going to have it.”

“Not possible here,” she said reluctantly.
“At least, not in most rooms, not unless you put in tiles or an
artificial floor.”

“Well, you could in bathrooms, certainly,” he
said.

“Aye. Tis costly, though.”

“Well worth it. I assume redoing this place
is why you took Architectural Conservation Engineering at
university,.” he said.

“Not the only reason,” she replied, “Though
it did spark an interest in how to renovate historical buildings
without damaging their historical integrity.”

“It's a stone box,” her grandfather said.
“Not much ye can do with it without tearing out the walls and
floors.”

“There's a lot we can do with it,” she said,
“To help seal up the windows for one, and to help heat it.”

“Those were her idea,” her grandfather said,
sticking his thumb upward towards the ceiling.

Nathan cranked his head back to see the big
fans sitting still up on the ceiling.

“Yes, I had noted. I don't see ceiling fans
in the UK much,” he said.

“They're actually an American invention,” she
said with a small smile, used in hotter climates. “But then you
tired of them and the Indians took over for a while until you began
to import them from India again.”

“Silly looking things,” her grandfather
grumbled.

“But I imagine they're very effective in a
room with a ceiling this high,” Nathan said.

“Yes,” she said gratefully, “They are that.
They push the warmer air which rises to the ceiling back down
again.”

“Not exactly historically accurate, though,”
he said with a smile.

“Sometimes form must follow function rather
than the reverse,” she said firmly.

“Ah, well, I'm off,” her grandfather
announced. “I'll be seeing ye in the morning.”

“Good night, Lord Ferguson,” Nathan said
politely.

“Night grandad,” Alanna said, rising to give
him a quick kiss.

They sank back down as he made his way out of
the room and looked at each other. His lips began to turn up into a
knowing smile and she flushed as she felt her heart beginning to
beat faster.

“Grandad said that if you were to find your
way to my room in the night he'd slap you into the dungeons,” she
said softly.

He snorted in amusement.

“I said I'd do it for him.”

“That doesn't fill me with much fear, slave
girl.”

She jerked her head around to make sure Iain
wasn't near and then scowled at him.

“Hush up, you!”

“I bet there are secret passageways in a
place this old,” he said.

“Aye. One's in my room, which is why it's my
room.”

He grinned. “And my room?”

“As it happens.”

“That's why it's my room?”

“Perhaps.”

“And where is this secret passage?”

“There's a small lion's head on either side
of the mantle. Turn the one on the right counterclockwise.”

“Really?” he asked, intrigued.

“This is a very old castle, you know.”

“I know but... I suppose I haven't really
spent much time in older buildings in my life.”

“This building is older than your country,
Mister Hunter,” she said tartly.

“Not all of it, just the important parts,
down below,” he said with a significant look.

She licked her lips, feeling a wave of
nervousness.

“You know, I bet this place was built so that
no one could hear screaming in the dungeons,” he said.

She flushed. “That's as may be,” she said,
“But I can't think of who might need to worry about that these
days.”

His smile turned cunning. “I bet I can make
you scream, Lady Ferguson.”

She snorted. “You think a lot of yourself,
Mister Hunter.”

“I bet I can make you scream and beg.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Not on your best day!”
she said.

He leaned in, smile in place. “Some of my
torture devices were delivered today.”

She drew back with a frown. “What sort of
torture devices?”

He leaned back, as well. “You'll find
out.”

“Don't ye be thinking I'm something I'm not,”
she said, pointing her finger at him. “Just because a flight of
fancy took me, a... a spur of the moment thing, doesn't mean I'm
some sort of ...”

“Masochist?”

“Yes!”

“Pervert?”

She scowled.

“Kinky slut?”

“Shht!” she said, looking around.

“Slave girl?”

“Not likely!”

“Don't worry, Lady Ferguson. I intend to
treat you like a princess.”

“Ye do, do ye? And which princess might that
be?”

His smile grew much deeper. “Ah, that's the
thing, isn't it? There's so much of history to consider. Perhaps a
princess after the castle has been captured by her family's
enemies, forced to kneel naked before the evil throne?”

“Don't be silly.”

“Or a princess kidnapped by evil doers intent
on torturing agreement out of her.”

She snorted. “You're the one who sounds like
a pervert, Mister Hunter.”

“I freely confess,” he said in amusement.
“And would you like to know what my biggest perversion is?”

“I daren't ask,” she said.

“I understand women.”

“Oh, do ye?” she snorted.

“And even more importantly, I knew exactly
what the most erotic and erogenous zone is on a female?”

“Uh huh, and that would be where?” she asked
suspiciously.

He grinned and leaned forward, then extended
his hand. She batted at it, at first, but then it rose
unexpectedly, and the tip of his index finger pressed lightly
against her forehead.

“There,” he said softly.
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Alanna felt her chest a bit fluttery as she
closed the door behind her and locked it tightly. She wasn't at all
certain what was going to happen tonight, but knew something was!
And that it would be wicked and daringly outrageous! And it would
involve the dungeon!

She wasn't sure what Nathan meant, but he was
as cocky and confident as ever, which was somewhat annoying, but
not unexpected. Scream and beg? Ha! Not that he wasn't good, of
course, very good, in fact. And what did he mean by torture
devices? She hoped he wasn't under the illusion hurting her was
going to make her aroused? Far from it!

She was berating herself, in fact, as she got
ready for bed – a bed she expected to have company in, for not
making that even more clear. She didn't want Nathan to think she
was some sort of kinky masochist who only liked to be tied up! That
was certainly not who she was nor how she saw herself!

It was true that it had caught her
imagination of late. It was true that having grown up in a castle
she had had many fantasies related to being a “lady in distress”.
And it was true she'd found the dungeons fascinating. His
introducing sex into the mix, in the dungeons, had shocked her with
the degree of excitement it had leant her body.

Or her mind, she thought, considering what
he'd said.

It was like a book or a fantasy! Well, sort
of. It's not like she actually was his prisoner, after all, nor had
any fear that he might harm her. At twenty two, sex was fantasy
enough. She'd never experienced anything else to it! Not until
now!

But the echo of that wild heat still made her
feel squirmy down low, and she wasn't adverse to feeling it again,
and soon.

She took a very quick shower, brushed at her
hair carefully, brushed her teeth, used mouthwash, considered, then
used just a dab of perfume, and did it all in record time.

Living in a castle did not lend itself to
going to bed naked, nor in frilly things. Still, this was summer
and things were different than the norm. No pajamas tonight! She
wanted something sexy but.. not too sexy. The man's head was
swollen enough as it was! She didn't want him to think she'd put on
something sexy just for him.

Something carelessly sexy then, casual but
looking nice on her.

And something older since she might, likely
would be going into the passages down to the dungeons!

God, this was so wicked! She should have her
head examined!

She lay down and turned off the lights. Her
agreement with Nathan was that she'd give grandad plenty of time to
fall soundly asleep before doing anything.

He'd gone up a half hour before them so she
didn't think they'd have to wait all that long, but she was nervous
about the idea of him getting up and for some unknown reason
knocking at her door. He wouldn't do that if she was 'asleep',
though.

The room wasn't entirely silent. She had a
small fan on in the corner, pointed away from her bed. The steady,
soft white noise was a help in shutting out the odd noises one
heard in an old building like the castle. Her mother had first
suggested the fan when she was much younger and thought the noises
were from ghosts.

It didn't entirely mask every sound, of
course, but it did make them stand out less, and she was used to
the soft background of the castle at night. Thus while she did hear
a few sounds, her mind was still busy, racing through the
possibilities of what might lay ahead that night, to pay much
attention to them.

Thus when a hand came out of the night and
covered her mouth she felt a jolt of shock and even fear, though
within a second she was quite certain who it was.

She'd told Nathan about the passage because
it would lead to the dungeon. She hadn't thought he'd use it to
come to her room, or even be able to find it!

In the same instant his hand slid over her
mouth his heavy body climbed into bed atop her, straddling her and
pinning her arms and body under the sheets!

“Be quiet, lass or I'll have to harm ye!” he
growled in a creditable attempt at a Scottish accent.

She grunted at his weight, and gasped as his
thighs squeezed in around her waist, pinning her arms to her sides!
He gripped her hair, then, pulling it back, and she felt her scalp
stinging as her head was forced up and back sharply!

She tried to curse him through his hand, but
could hardly make a sound, and he was wearing a leather glove!

It shifted suddenly.

“You silly bugger of a – mmmph!”

He'd pulled it away just a moment, and then
shoved something against her mouth as she started to hiss out a
complaint. It pushed firmly against her mouth even as he tugged
back on her hair again, which instinctively caused her mouth to
jerk wide.

She was flabbergasted, at first, flummoxed by
what he was doing as he pushed the thing into her mouth! It was
like some sort of... rubber ball! He was able to squeeze it past
her teeth, but it pushed out again once inside her mouth, pressing
against the insides of her cheeks and the roof of her mouth,
pressing down firmly against her tongue!

He released her hair and she glared furiously
up at his shadowy figure even as she felt something thin and
leather against her cheeks at the sides of her face. He pulled it
around her head on either side, and she felt a sudden breathless
understanding of what he was doing.

It was a gag! It was a gag like she had
occasionally seen in the most wicked of pictures!

Suddenly he drew back and yanked the covers
back. He grabbed the front of the old shift she'd worn and tore it
right down the front, sending buttons popping! Before the shock of
that could fade enough for her to do anything he'd risen and
flipped her onto her belly as though she weighed nothing, and
yanked the torn shirt back over her shoulders and off!

He grabbed at her hands and used his knees to
pin her arms back together, then quickly slipped a strap around her
wrists and tightened it.

“Now yer my prisoner!” he said in a low
growl.

He got off the bed and flung back the covers,
then yanked her up to a sitting position.

She glared at him, then as he stepped into
the light from one of the windows gaped once more! His face was
covered by a mask! She felt a moment of panic, wondering if it
really was him, but then reassured herself. Then another moment of
panic ensued. Maybe he was a raving lunatic!?

He pulled her to her feet by the expedient of
gripping her hair! Then he bent and hauled her over his left
shoulder like she was a bag of potatoes.

Crack!

She yelped into the gag at the stinging slap
to her bare bottom!

“Time for me to ravish you senseless!” he
said. “Once I've tortured you in the dungeon, of course,” he
said.

Alanna squirmed helplessly as the blood
rushed to her hair, but there was little she could do as he clamped
is arm across her legs to pin them to his chest, then headed for
the passageway she hadn't heard opening.

Which was not surprising, she thought in
frustration, since she'd oiled it so well for so long to make sure
it opened softly – for her!

He carried her into the tight passage, and
she blinked against his back as he carried her along. It was dark
here, but he had some sort of light, a red light, in front of him,
and was using it to guide him. Did he even know where he was going,
the lunatic!?

He moved down he narrow stone stairway,
walked a bit along, then down the next. Had he had time to explore
the passage? How did he know where he was going?!

God, she had no clothes! She was completely
naked and now down to at least the ground floor! She twisted
against him and got another slap on the bottom for her
troubles.

They kept moving, down another flight, then
another. The red light turned brighter, letting her see a bit of
the side walls as they moved along, though she could see nothing in
front of her but his back.

He found the opening, though, the doorway.
They were fairly obvious from the inside, after all. It eased open
and he carried her through into utter darkness. The lights, of
course, would be turned off up at the top of the stairs. What's
more, the door would be closed and bolted. She knew a faint moment
of amusement at the prospect of what he'd do when he found out.

He carried her down the narrow aisle between
the cells, and she felt her heart beating faster at the prospect of
what he might do. She was not surprised when he opened the door to
the same cell and carried her inside, and groaned a bit dizzily as
she set her down again and her head came upright.

He turned her to face the wall and pushed her
in firmly as he undid her wrists. Her head felt dazed by being
upside down for some time, and she hardly reacted as he freed her
arms, then jerked one up above her to fit it into the shackle. By
the time her head was a bit clearer he'd locked both her wrists
into the shackles and spun her about again.

He let her go, then, moving over to the walls
and fumbling at something.

Then a softer, yellow light grew alongside
the tiny white one he was holding, and she blinked in surprise to
see the lantern hanging on the wall. Where had he gotten that!? It
was a simple storm lantern, fueled by kerosine, and it filled the
small cell with a flickering yellow glow as he turned to face
her.

She gulped, staring up at his masked face.
What was he playing at!?

He paced back to her and she glowered, then
lifted a foot to shove at him to ward him off. He simply grasped
her ankle and moved forward, dropping to his knees. She gasped,
staring down at him, as he pinned her legs against the wall.

There were several ancient rings set in place
around the stone cell including at floor level. She stared in
astonishment as he pulled a length of some sort of black strap from
his pocket, slipped it around her left ankle, then forced it to the
side where he tied the strap to one of the rings there. A moment
later he'd done the same for her other ankle.

With her legs spread apart, and the cool
stone against her naked back, buttocks and legs, her arms pulled
taut against the shackles as she stared at him, and she saw a dark
smile pull up his lips.

“Now for the torture,” he said, rising to his
knees.

She gulped and swallowed the saliva which
kept building up behind the ball in her mouth, her heart pounding
hard.

He turned and backed out of the cell, then
closed it hard, slamming the bolts.

What on earth... ?

Alanna blinked at the closed door, then
looked at the lantern before turning her head up to look at her
shackled wrists, then down the length of her body. What was he
playing at!?

A minute passed. She supposed he was doing
something, getting ready for something?

Another minute, then several more passed,
then more still.

She pulled feebly against the shackles, and
against the straps around her ankles, but to no avail. She was
utterly helpless! She wondered if other girls had been shackled
like this in the distant past, entirely naked, waiting for some
cruel man to abuse their body, even torture them!

Once upon a time the Laird had the right to
have sex with any common girl he wanted. Men being men, they'd
certainly taken advantage of that on occasion. Oh, for the most
part the girls thought it an honor. Even their families did. And
the laird was responsible for taking care of her if anything came
of such a liaison.

But what if they didn't want to, she thought,
imagining herself a helpless prisoner waiting the laird's
attentions!

The door bolt was flung back and she squeaked
in surprise, head jerking towards the door. It opened, and he came
in. He was wearing nothing but a pair of black leather shorts, plus
his mask. She might have laughed at the silliness of it were her
eyes not taking in his nearly bare body with indecent delight.

He had marvelous shoulders! More importantly,
he had a very nicely defined chest, with strong pectoral muscles.
His arms were muscular, and his waist trim. He had a very flat
stomach that, in the flickering yellow light, as he moved, showed
something very close to the muscles she had seen in magazines.

Below that... she couldn't see but for the
black shorts. Frustrating, that.

She grunted as his bare chest was suddenly
pressed very firmly against her own, against her breasts. He
gripped her wrists above her, grinding his body into hers as he
stared at her from inches away.

“I'm going to make you scream,” he said in a
very soft whisper of a voice.

Not bloody likely, she wanted to shout
defiantly.

God, she hoped he didn't mean in pain!

He gripped her hair and she gasped, then she
felt his mouth and breath against the side of her throat. She
gasped again as she felt his teeth against her skin, felt them dig
in, felt him kissing her, sucking against her flesh. His hands slid
down her body, no longer gloved, fondling her bare breasts, then
sliding down her hips and around behind, cupping her buttocks,
grinding himself against her.

He began to kiss, to lick, and to chew his
way down her body, down across her breasts, making her alternately
gasp in pleasure and in pain as his lips and tongue made her moan
in pleasure and his teeth bit and chewed achingly against her!

He did the same down across her belly,
gripping her waist, his teeth nibbling at her stomach, then down
along her abdomen. She was breathless with anticipation by the time
he reached her sex, by the time his lips were brushing lightly,
teasingly against her!

Her body was already thrumming with
excitement by then, and her breaths were ragged around the gag in
her mouth. When she felt his tongue tracing the line of her sex she
shuddered, her legs almost giving way! She laid her head back
against her arms, moaning softly, closing her eyes, imagining
herself in another place as his lips folded around her swollen
clitoris and began to suck hungrily.

Despite herself, her body reacted quickly,
and her hips began to roll and push against him as his hands rose
to roughly squeeze her breasts. And then, with heat threatening to
consume her, he paused, his hands falling even as he stood up.

What was that?

He held a small item in his hand. It was the
size of a spoon or a butter knife, perhaps even smaller. But at its
tip was a small wheel, like a pinwheel. Indeed, the numerous little
teeth on the edge of the wheel did seem... sharp!

He smiled at her and placed the thing against
her upper cheek. Alanna gasped as it touched her. They were indeed
sharp! He rolled the wheel lightly down along her cheek, producing
a strange line of prickly sensations at it moved down over her jaw,
then down along the side of her neck, then down her chest!

She stared down, eyes wide, as he guided the
wheel down along the underside of her breast, the little pins of
the wheel pricking her soft skin as it circled her entire breast!
She moaned but could do nothing, not even protest, as he then
guided it down across the fullest part of her breast, and circled
the outside of her areola several times!

He bent, taking the center of her breast into
his mouth, sucking, licking, chewing lightly, then pulled away and
she cried out as the wheel rolled directly across her aching,
throbbing nipple!

“Such soft skin,” he whispered, as he rolled
the thing slowly up and down, back and forth over her nipple.

She writhed helplessly, hardly able to move
at all given the tightness of his bindings, gasping and moaning and
hissing as he rolled the wheel over and around her other breast,
then back and forth across the stiff little nipple.

Then he eased down onto his knees before her,
bringing the pinwheel down, and she moaned into the gag as she
stared at it, as she felt the prickle/sting of its movements
sliding slowly along the edge of her labia, then delicately rolling
up just to the edge of her clitoris!

This was so insane, she thought. Who did
stuff like this!?

He let the pinwheel roll down along the side
of her sex, then up the other and this time right across her
clitoris! She squealed, her hips bucking instinctively as he rolled
it back and forth over her clitoris.

He rolled the thing slowly upward,
zig-zagging across her abdomen as his mouth enveloped her and began
to lick and suck, and she shuddered, the wildly conflicting
sensations twisting within her overheated mind.

She felt his fingers pushing into her, then,
two of them, sliding and twisting up inside her to the knuckles.
They pumped in and out, and then a third joined them as he licked
hungrily at her clitoris. She felt a heavy haze of pressure filling
her, one which seemed to intense for her body to sustain so that
she felt as though her nerve endings were crackling and her head
threatened to explode!

His fingers curled in and back against the
underside of her clitoris as he licked harder, and her hips began
to buck frantically forward against him. He drew back, then,
rising, his fingers sliding through her hair and forcing her head
up and back so he could kiss his way along her cheeks and jaw and
up her neck under her ear.

He dropped low, and she saw him take
something out of a small box. What was the box doing there, she
wondered dazedly. What was in it!?

He straightened up again and grinned, then
bent to lick at her breast. She gasped at the cold, at the icy cold
of his mouth as he sucked on her trembling nipple. It was clear
almost at once that he had some sort of ice cube in his mouth! She
could feel it against her skin, alternating with his cold
tongue!

He chuckled and moved to her other breast,
sucking and licking at her breast and nipple with his cold mouth as
she jerked convulsively against the shackles and straps. Her
protests were, of course, unintelligible through the gag, and she
realized the full degree of her helplessness to affect anything he
did to her!

His mouth moved down along her ribs as she
continued to squeal and twist in hopeless evasion, then back in
across her belly and down lower. He straightened and grinned at
her, then pulled the ice cube, partly melted now, of course, out of
his mouth.

He held it delicately just above her
straining nipple, and she saw the small droplet of icy water just
as it dropped directly onto her nipple! He then brought the ice
cube in against her breast just to the side of the nipple, circling
it slowly, then sliding across it before drawing it back and
replacing it with his mouth.

He opened his mouth wide, closing it on her
soft, warm flesh repeatedly, sliding his lips up across her breast
and the top of her chest, licking his way all the way down again
and across her chest to the other side.

Then came the ice cube again, rolling gently
back and forth across her nipple as she quivered and trembled and
cursed into the gag. He held it against her nipple for long
seconds, then pulled it away and replaced it with his now warm
mouth, sucking rhythmically as he licked.

He was going to drive her mad, she thought
dazedly.

He dropped low, once more, his mouth at her
sex, his fingers sliding up inside her as he licked at her
clitoris. At first they were soft, small licks, but they grew
rapidly in length and speed, even as he used his lower lip to press
up against his tongue and lick harder still.

His fingers were pumping inside her, turning
and twisting, squeezing them apart to stretch her more.

When the orgasm hit her she felt her body
flung forward as if of its own volition, her hips and torso
straining out against the pull of her arms and ankles so that she
bowed outward, trembling violently, her ragged breaths becoming
more and more desperate through the gag.

The gag.

It did strange things to her mind, that gag.
It had the effect of robbing her of her voice, even the ability to
protest. But it also robbed her of the need to consider her words,
or even the sounds she might make. And if her explosives gasps of
breath sounded somewhat like cries of pleasure that didn't seem to
matter with the gag in place.

Her body strained outward as his mouth
threatened to devour her, and her mind floated amidst a glorious
rising flood of pleasure. It was all so wild and intense and
perverse and darkly, wildly exciting! And the orgasm howled through
her to the point she could hardly think or even breath!

He drew back his fingers and tongue only when
her hips stopped grinding and bucking, only when her buttocks fell
back against the wall and her squeals and moans subsided into
ragged, uneven breaths. But she groaned as he pushed something into
her, even in the midst of her languor, then got up and... left.
Again.

She groaned, staring at the closed door
aghast, then down at herself. The air was close in the tiny stone
room, and with the lantern it had become quite warm. She realized
she was perspiring, her energetic movements and the wild turmoil
within her causing beads of sweat to stand out on her forehead and
chest.

But that was not what occupied her
attention.

He had slid something into her, not big, not
long, but something, and it was attached to a small thumb-sized
thing which hooked over the top of her sex, sliding up to cover her
clitoris and squeeze in. The thing inside her squeezed back, as if
they were two arms of a clip with a spring holding it together.

And it buzzed. It vibrated. It wasn't a
strong vibration, but it felt distinctly uncomfortable given the
sensitivity of her clitoris after that massive orgasm.

And what an incredible orgasm it had been!
She was still shaky, still gulping in air, and … still shackled in
the dungeon cell.

She lay her head back against the wall,
wondering just how perverted Nathan Hunter was, and what he was
doing to her!
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Nathan checked his watch impatiently. He had
not lied to Alanna about his belief that the greatest erogenous
zone was someone's mind. That worked for both sexes, of course. It
worked best with someone who had an ample imagination, though.

It did not take a leap of logic, given what
he knew of her, to discern a love of tradition and fantasy. Alanna
grew up in a castle, treated like a traditional noble, wrapped in
the rich traditions of this place. But she'd been educated in a
very modern institution.

Sex and fantasy were not strangers to her,
but he doubted she'd put them together before, or at least, that
any previous lover had. She'd seized on his little game in the cell
with rapt fascination, for it doubtless built on a lifetime of
girlish fantasies.

Modern women, and she was a thoroughly modern
woman, were wrapped in an obligation of equality and respect. That
was particularly so of an educated woman who'd come out of Oxford.
It was simply not culturally permissible for them to allow
themselves to be treated like, well... helpless slave girls.

But what was forbidden often became the most
attractive simply because it was forbidden. Oh it would be a
dark, secret fantasy, but that just made them all the more wicked
and exciting.

He was treating her like his prisoner, like
his sex slave, like his toy, a sex object. All of that would draw
her righteous indignation – most of the time. But not here, and not
on this night.

It was excruciatingly difficult to restrain
himself. He'd had an intense desire to thrust himself into her hard
and fast almost as soon as he had her clothes off, after all. But
he wanted this to be... impressive. He was not here simply to
achieve his own brief satisfaction. He wanted to... demonstrate
something, to show her something, to widen her eyes and shock
her.

To make her scream and writhe and moan.

Yes! To strip the traditional costume off the
steely willed girl and turn her into a screaming sex toy! One that
screamed for him!

Not that Alanna Ferguson would ever be
anyone's toy, at least, not outside the bedroom – or dungeon, but
he would take what he could get.

It was a small cell, without much air. The
lantern would make it hot and close, and the vibrator would have a
notable physical effect very soon. That was particularly so if
she'd never used one, which he suspected she hadn't. But it would
only be an introduction, for it was not a powerful thing.

His teeth gleamed in the near dark as he
contemplated how she would react to the powerful one he had waiting
for her.

But that was for later.

He checked his watch again, very impatient,
then gently eased the bolt back, hoping she wouldn't hear it. He
eased the door just a crack so he could peer in at her. And there
she was, body glowing in the yellow fire of the candle, glistening
a little, perspiring. Her head was back, the hair partly matted
against the side of her cheek.

He felt his entire lower body throb with
hunger at the erotic tableau before him, at the knowledge he could,
at any time, simply rush in and sate his lust on her helpless
body!

Her buttocks were slowly grinding against the
wall behind her, he noted.

Give it a few more minutes, he thought.

Can't, his body replied.

He eased back, then jerked his shorts down
and off. His cock sprang out hungrily, thrusting spear-like at an
upward angle.

Nathan was not an overly vain man, but he was
definitely a realist, and it wasn't as if he hadn't been
complimented on his body many, many times by his lovers. He knew
what he looked like naked. He knew it for it was reflected in the
excitement and widening eyes of the women he'd known.

He took care of his body. He was blessed with
good looks, but his body was largely due to discipline and effort.
He was nicely muscled, firm, flat and toned. He had not followed
the new fad of removing all his body hair, but it had never been
more than a heavy dusting across his chest and a thin line down his
lower abdomen.

His pubic hair, well, he'd greatly trimmed
that down. His body, he knew, looked like a man's body ought to
look, not a muscled boy, but a powerfully built man. And he wanted
Alanna to see it.

He wanted to see her seeing it.

He stripped off the mask. Time for that part
of the play was gone. He smoothed his hair back, combed his fingers
through it, then stepped through the door.

Hot, he thought, hotter than he'd
thought.

Her body glowed as she dropped her eyes, and
then she saw him standing there, no longer masked, with his cock
pointing at her menacingly.

Her eyes widened, and her breathing skipped a
beat as he walked forward. He grabbed her hair roughly, jerking her
head back, still glowering at her, determined, confident.

He smiled, then reached through her tangled
hair and undid the buckle, pulling the straps forward and then
working the gag out of her mouth.

Alanna gasped and gulped in a deep breath of
air, then gasped louder as he jerked back on her hair again,
sharply.

Then his lips were on hers, rough,
passionate, his other hand coming in to roughly grope her breast.
She moaned helplessly, his tongue invading her mouth even as she
felt the head of his cock pressing into her abdomen, then sliding
upward until the long length of his thick shaft was squeezed
between their bodies.

He drew his lips back slowly, but not far
back.

“Should I fuck you right here against the
wall?” he growled.

She let out a helpless cry as he jerked back
on her hair again.

“Should I fuck you while you're shackled
helpless in this dungeon, do anything I want to you?”

He released her and then dropped low, staring
at the pink and swollen lips of her sex and then licked up and down
along the edges as her hips began to roll against him.

He paused, though, looking up her body, then
quickly reached to the straps binding her ankles and jerked them
free. He stood up, not able to contain himself any longer, gripped
her soft flesh and roughly spun her about so that her breasts were
pressed against the rough stone wall.

Crack!

He slapped her bottom sharply, stingingly,
and she cried out in startled pain. Then he jerked back on her
hips, pulling them back and away from the wall, forcing her onto
the balls of her feet.

He'd taken her from behind before, and a part
of him longed to do it the other way around, so he could feel those
lips on his again, but that would come. Right now he was
establishing a theme, one he had long recognized about himself and
his relationship with women.

I am the boss.

I am the fucking boss, and you will do what I
say! And I will reward you by driving you out of your fucking
mind!

His left hand curled around her hip and
pressed back against her lower belly to hold her in place as his
right pushed between her trembling thighs and cupped her sex. He
rubbed her lightly, then gripped the vibrator clip and pulled it
away, dropping it onto the floor.

He pushed forward, the nose of his cock
rubbing against the swollen lips of her sex, rubbing up and down,
up and down. He let her body push forward again, almost to the
wall, and gripped the head of his cock as it came out between her
thighs, holding it up against her as he ground himself into her
buttocks.

“Do you want it?” he growled.

“Y-Yes!” she gasped.

“Say it.”

“I-I want it!”

“What do you want? Tell me what you
want!”

“Fuck me!” she moaned.

He rubbed his cock up and down the tight line
of her sex, ground himself over her clitoris.

“Say please,” he purred, chewing lightly on
the underside of her ear.

“Please fuck me!” she groaned.

He wrapped her soft hair around his fist and
jerked back sharply, forcing her head way back. She cried out, and
he licked a slow trail up the side of her throat.

“Say sir,” he growled harshly.

“S-Sir! Please fuck me, sir!” she moaned
weakly.

He pushed his left hand down her belly, down
against her lower abdomen and pushed her back, and her legs
twitched aside as she rose onto the balls of her feet. He pushed
slowly into her, drew back, pushed into her, drew back as she
trembled and moaned and gasped weakly.

“Are you my slut, Alanna?” he growled into
her ear.

She only groaned in reply.

“Say it,” he demanded. “Say you're my
slut!”

“I'm... I-I'm your slut!' she cried weakly,
her voice breaking.

He gripped her hips to hold them back and
pushed into her in one long, deep thrust.

Alanna felt his thickness finally pushing
past the mouth of her sex, and felt a glorious wave of
satisfaction, pleasure and desire! It was as if both her body and
her mind were screaming “Yes!” in one unspoken voice.

He pushed up, filling her up, deeper and
deeper, until she ached with the fullness, and then she felt his
bare hips grinding against her buttocks, and one of the big hands
on her hips sliding a little forward, his fingers beginning to rub
against her clitoris!

A wall of sensation poured through her body
and she cried out, her hips bucking back desperately, driving
herself against him, rutting back and forth as if no longer able to
stand the fact he was motionless inside her!

His fingers rubbed harder, and the orgasm
intensified as her body bucked violently, her cries filling the
small room as the intensity of her passion and desire overpowered
her mind. The orgasm filled her and the world around her, with no
room for anything else. And then he started thrusting himself,
cursing, his breath hot on the nape of her neck, his teeth closing
on her as if she were prey and he a predator.

The orgasm left her feeling dazed and
mind-blasted, and she sagged weakly forward, her head lolling
against her still-shackled arms as he jerked her hips back more.
His hips were slapping against her hard now, his cock spearing up
into her with deep, powerful thrusts that literally lifted her onto
her toes with stroke.

Her breasts were grinding against the rough
walls, her nipples burning. Her voice was limited to inarticulate
gasps, moans and cries as he rode her so violently. He was so
big!

He abandoned her hips, though one hand shot
around them and down between her legs to press her back. The other
jerked back on her hair and she cried out again as he leaned in to
suck and chew and kiss his way up and down the nape of her
neck.

And to her dazed shock Alanna realized she
was still very, very aroused. How could that be, she thought
weakly. Wasn't a climax the end? Wasn't that the very
definition?

But not, evidently, this time. For he
continued to thrust into her, continued to stroke and kiss her, and
her body and mind were both enthralled with the sensations boiling
through them.

It was so good! It was sooooo good!

Her nipples tingled hotly, her breasts
throbbed, her body pulsed, and she felt herself rising up towards
another orgasm in shockingly short order. For long, long, long
seconds she hovered on the edge of it, hardly able to think or
breath, crying out weakly every time his hips slapped against her
buttocks.

Then the second orgasm hammered through her,
setting her muscles spasming and her mind spinning. He rode her
through it as the world tumbled end over end, and then stopped
abruptly as she sagged limply, almost hanging by her wrists there
against the wall.

He was still in her, still filling her,
throbbing there inside her belly. He pulled her hair back, firmly
but gently this time, as his other hand slid down her belly to
finger her clitoris.

“Are you my slut, Alanna?” he breathed.

She moaned dazedly and he jerked on her
hair.

“Say it.”

“Ow!”

“Say it,” he growled.

“I-I'm your slut!' she gasped.

“Again!”

She shuddered and gulped in air, and he
released her hair, instead cupping her full breasts, squeezing them
firmly, and then... and then rubbing the stiff, tingling nipples up
and down against the rough stone wall!

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she gasped.

“Say sir,” he growled.

“Please, sir!”

He stopped rubbing them, a fierce look of
triumph on his face.

“Are you my slut?”

“Yes!” she moaned.

He rubbed her hard, burning nipples against
the wall again.

“Say it, slut.”

She gasped, the word hitting her like a blow,
a shocking, outrageous word!

“Say it!” he growled.

“I-I'm your... your slut!”

She moaned as the long length of him pulled
back and out of her, then cried out as he spun her roughly around
again so her back was to the wall. He was inches away, holding
himself, rubbing the fat, helmet head up and down against her.

“Please!” she moaned.

“Sir,” he said.

“Please, sir!”

“What? Please fuck me, sir? Is that what you
were going to ask?”

“No!” she moaned breathlessly.

He was driving her out of her mind! The
sensations as he rubbed his slick, hot, hard cock against her were
too intense!

“D-Don't! Don't!”

He stopped rubbing, and pushed into her. His
hands slid down to cup her buttocks, spreading her legs apart, and
he spread his own legs to lower himself, then pushed up into her
body again.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God!”

She stared up at him, eyes wide, as he ground
himself against her. Her voice rose in startled gasps and moans
until he covered it with his. Then he began to roll his hips in and
out, in and out, his hands firm on her lower buttocks so that she
was just as helpless as she had been before.

Almost.

Her legs swung up and around him and he
tightened his grip on her buttocks as their tongues raced together.
He drove himself in and out slowly, at first, but he was coming to
the end of even his stamina. He was too aroused himself, too filled
with hunger and desire.

His hands shot back to grip her thighs,
jerking them back, sliding up to her knees, then her ankles,
forcing them up and back, back, back against the wall itself as her
eyes grew enormous and she cried out in dazed incomprehension!

And then he really began to pound into
her!

Alanna cried out again and again, every deep,
powerful blow of his hips hammering in against her buttocks as he
bent her in two there against the wall. At first it hurt, but the
thrumming ache very quickly shifted into something dark, feral and
overpoweringly hot.

With her feet pressed back over her head and
her buttocks raised up and back she could actually see his
thickness driving into her again and again, and her eyes stared
wildly as the heat poured through her mind and body. She could
sense his hunger, his wildness, his need, and it roused the same in
her once again.

Her nerve endings burned, seemingly
redoubling in intensity, and she cried out in helpless pleasure,
the overpowering nature of it making her body squirm and twist in
paroxysms of anguished heat. She wanted to beg him to stop, for she
couldn't take it any longer! It was too much!

Another orgasm lashed her mind and body, her
belly aching horribly now with the ferocity of spasming internal
muscles. It went on and on, one massive rush of pleasure after
another, accompanying every hard thrust, until she thought she
might actually lose consciousness entirely!

But then he gave a final series of hard, fast
thrusts, then buried himself inside her, drew back and thrust deep
again... then after a second or two, again, then a final time, his
heavy body pinning her legs up even as his hands loosened on her
ankles.

*

He insisted on carrying her back up the
stairs – over his shoulder again, and Alanna was too weary to
argue. Besides, there were spiders in those passages and she
certainly didn't want to risk them on bare feet!

Once back in her room they both agreed they
could use a shower. Iain's efforts notwithstanding, the dungeon was
hardly free of dust and dirt. Besides, it had been quite hot in the
cell and they had both sweated quite a bit.

The shower was mercifully more restrained, as
far as Alanna was concerned, even though they'd done it together
and he'd insisted they wash each other. She hadn't exactly resisted
that strongly, for sliding her soapy hands up and down his naked
body was not a fate worse than death, by any means.

She had had hardly any opportunity to touch
him, after all, and now made up for it, sliding her fingers
greedily up and down his chest and over his shoulders, along his
back and down onto his buttocks as he did the same to her. They
kissed continuously, but much less passionately than below, much
more gently.

Much more... comfortably.

But despite the fact she still felt somewhat
shell-shocked by the incredible intensity of the orgasms she'd had,
she was not able to repress the rise of desire as her fingers
stroked eagerly over his body and his over hers.

Both of them were enjoying the tactile
pleasure of skin on skin, and his enjoyment manifested int the
usual way, as her hands were soon wrapped around his thickness,
sliding up and down its length as she held it between them.

“Not just yet,” he said softly, pulling her
hands free.

He pinned her against the wall again, as he
had downstairs, with one hand around her wrists, and then let the
other free to make her writhe and moan and protest – though not
strongly. It took him very little time to draw her into another
orgasm, as his soapy, but highly skilled fingers teased and stroked
and caressed her clitoris.

They rinsed off, and continued in her bed,
with Alanna further exploring her oral skills, and then, finally,
delightedly, getting to straddle him and ride him into another
powerful orgasm for both of them.
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She felt weary and more than a little achy
the next morning. And still more than a little shell-shocked by it
all. It was also getting very hard to consider Nathan Hunter as
just some interesting man with a nice face and body.

She felt spurts of indignation, of course,
whenever her mind passed over him making her call him 'sir' down in
the dungeon, and making her admit she was his slut, of all things!
But in the context of his nasty, wicked, exciting game, she
supposed she had to forgive him.

He had called her a slut, the bastard!

But more importantly, he didn't treat her
like one, well, except when they were having sex.

So what in the hell was she going to do about
him!?

Her mind wove elaborate fantasies about her
leaving and following him around the world on his job, but that was
simply not possible, even she wanted to. What would she do with
herself while he was at work? If she was to work on more than the
castle she needed to consult and study, and the jobs were unlikely
to be in the same places he went to.

The idea of him staying around for long was
equally unlikely. From his own account he was a sort of
international trouble-shooter, roving the world as needed. She
supposed she could continue to make trouble for as long as the
current survey lasted, but that would only delay his departure.

No, if they were going to have any sort of
continuing relationship it was not going to be one of domestic
bliss where they woke in the same bed every day and came home to
watch telly every evening. It would be an intermittent sort of
thing dependent upon when he could fly in or she could meet him
somewhere else.

Of course, that was still a lot more than
she'd had from anyone else since... well, since Niall.

But what did he really want? How did one tell
what a man wanted other than ready access to sex? Was there a girl
like her in every town and city he'd visited, wondering when he'd
call her up and come for another visit?

Last night had been a massive interruption in
her otherwise perfectly normal and – quiet life. It had been wild,
violent, passionate, and intense. She'd never felt so alive!

Could she wait months for a repeat of that or
was she going to have to go and seek it out from other men? Would
she become the slut he'd made her confess to being, like an addict
searching for that high wherever she could find it?

She imagined herself dressed in something
slutty, low cut, high skirt, prowling the clubs in Edinburgh or
London looking for some hot man to tear her clothes off and use her
body like she belonged to him.

It was disturbingly easy to do, well, to feel
a ripple of excitement at the idea. There was no way on
earth she'd do it, though. It wasn't the way she'd been brought up.
She had too much respect for herself.

Why didn't respect ever enter into it for
men, she wondered grumpily. They didn't care who used their bodies
as long as they enjoyed it!

She was dressed traditionally this morning,
in long skirt, blouse and blazer, perhaps out of some unconscious
desire to re-frame herself as a proper 'lady' and not a screaming
'slut'. She was... embarrassed about her behavior the previous
night, even as she felt almost giddy at how wicked and thrilling it
had been. It was not the sort of thing a proper lady did or
permitted to be done to her!

She yawned, covering her mouth as Iain placed
a tray of scones on the table. Her grandfather was rambling on
about Lord Cameron and his garish taste in architecture, which
she'd normally be somewhat interested in. This morning, though, all
she could think about was last night.

Then Nathan came strolling in. She gave him
an unfriendly look, her heart beating faster, and her grandfather
snorted in disdain.

“Thought you were going to sleep the day
away, man,” he said.

“I like my beauty rest,” Nathan said with an
easy smile.

“Evidently,” she said pertly.

“You, of course, need none, Lady Ferguson,”
he said.

She snorted as she buttered a scone.

“Your granddaughter was showing me the
dungeons the other day, Laird Ferguson,” he said.

Alanna glared at him.

“She was saying they were very old.”

“Oh aye, they date back many a century.”

“Did anyone die in them, do you know?” he
asked. “I wonder if the place has ghosts, moaning and groaning and
screaming in the middle of the night.”

Alanna bit her tongue, glaring more
fiercely.

“Oh I'm sure more than a few passed their
last mortal days down there,” Ferguson said, “Long ago, of course.
And aye, there've been many a tail of ghosts and whatnot over the
years. When we were younger we'd dare each other to go down there
at night. Can be a spooky place for the young.”

“Ever spend the night there, Lady Alanna?” he
asked innocently.

“Too dark and dirty,” she said with narrowed
eyes.

“It's more a lad thing,” her grandfather
said. “The lassies had their dolls to play with.”

She turned a baleful glare on her grandfather
which he failed to notice.

“So how goes your survey, Mister Hunter?” she
asked. “How soon before we know anything?”

“Well, the first samples were shipped off
yesterday. In a couple of days we should get some decent idea of
whether it's worthwhile to probe further.”

“Probe further?”

“We're not going very far down at the moment.
This is a preliminary survey both to determine ground water
saturation levels and whether there's a trace of oil to be found.
If we like the results what we'd want to do is a much deeper sample
drill.”

“You mean with one of those big oil rigs?”
she asked suspiciously.

“No, those are not in much use these days. We
have portable equipment which does the job. You won't even notice
it.”

She snorted.

“It's not like we're going to do it right
next to the lake,” he said. “That was for water sampling purposes.
If we drill down to see what the shale is like we can do it in a
variety of places. And none of them will be close to the lake.”

“I've been reading up on this fracking
business,” she said. “There are some disturbing reports about it
effecting ground water.”

“Yes, there are. A lot of companies are
involved in it and not all of them are as careful as they ought to
be. The fracking doesn't cause the problem. The problem is caused
by leakage from poorly sealed wells. That doesn't happen with my
company,” he said firmly.

“And you can put some pretty stiff penalties
into any eventual contract if you like. I won't mind. We're very
careful. But let's not put the cart before the horse. We don't even
know if it's worth further testing, let alone worth drilling.”

*

She found him in the south meadow, where her
family had once had sheep grazing. There wasn't a lot going on
there these days, except that she occasionally rode through it on
her way to the foothills to the west. She sat just next to the
trees watching with misgivings. The trucks and men just didn't seem
to fit in here. The air was so clean and it was as pristine as it
had been a thousand years ago.

The problem was even if they refused
permission to drill here, they could stick their drills on public
land to the north or private land to the south and east. The effect
on the ground water would be the same, and smells drift on the air.
She could hold him off surveying if she put in the effort, and even
longer for drilling. But if there was money to be made eventually
someone in Edinburgh would overrule the local authorities.

In which case she'd have no say in what
happened. And God only knew what kind of contracts they'd be able
to sign with others, especially those imbeciles from the
government.

After a few minutes he wandered over to where
she sat atop Gunna, who was placidly munching grass.

“Hello, beautiful,” he said cheerfully.

She raised her eyebrows.

“Ah, I see. You're the Scottish lady today,”
he said, making a mocking bow.

“I'm a Scottish lady every day, Mister
Hunter,” she said frostily.

“But not every night,” he replied.

She flushed.

“I'd like to see you and my father together,”
he said.

“Why?”

“He's not used to women with a brain.”

She snorted but felt a sense of warmth. It
worried her the way she'd acted if he'd take her for some kind of
brainless slut.

“Your mother?”

“My mother is a wonderful, sweet woman,” he
said.

“And?”

“And she's very talented at flower arranging
and organizing parties and gatherings.”

“And very beautiful?”

“She was a state beauty queen.”

“Huh.”

“So how ladylike are you in the light of day,
Lady Alanna?” he asked with a grin, his hand sliding up her leg
under the skirt.

“Quite ladylike,” she said firmly.

She looked around, but his men were off to
the right and he was standing on the left side of her horse,
sliding his hand under her long skirt.

“That's too bad,” he said. “A man has needs
day and night.”

“Some men,” she said. “Oversexed men.”

“It's not possible to be oversexed, surely,”
he said, his hand gliding up past her knee and caressing the soft
skin of her thigh.

She felt her heart beat quickening, and
looked around again, but there was no way anyone could see
anything.

“Maybe it's just in comparison with women,
with undersexed women,” he said, his hand sliding up higher along
the outside of her thigh, then easing in along the inside until his
fingers brushed the edge of her panties.

“Women are supposed to be … modest and...
chaste,” she said, her voice sounding slightly breathy.

“Yes, that is the tradition, isn't it? “Only
men want sex. Women are far too self-possessed.”

“Something like that,” she said.

This was absolutely silly, she thought, her
chest tightening. They were right out in the open! Yet it felt so
deliciously wicked! And there were limits to what he could do,
after all. He had a dozen men only fifty yards away.

“This feels like silk,” he said, his fingers
rubbing her lightly through her panties. “But it still doesn't feel
anywhere near as good as... as this.”

She gasped as his fingers eased in through
the side of her panties and rubbed lightly along her skin.

“You are what my grandmother would have
called a cad,” she said.

“A cad? Surely not. Maybe a ladies man.”

“A lady wouldn't be seen dead with you!”

“Hmm, maybe that's why I need to tie them
up,” he replied, his fingers edging in further until they were able
to find her clitoris.

“Nathan!” she gasped, grabbing his wrist.

“Yes, my lady?”

“S-Someone will... see!'

“Nonsense. No one could possibly see anything
from that distance even if your horse wasn't in the way.”

She looked down, gulping in air. He was quite
right in that all which could have been seen was that there was
movement beneath the pleated folds of her dark skirt, and they'd
have to be a lot closer than they were to notice something that
innocuous.

Of course, if someone was on the other
side... She gazed around anxiously but saw no one.

“You really are a pervert!' she
exclaimed.

“Definitely. But you're the cause. The
Catholics and Muslims would say that it's women who inspire men to
lust.”

“Gay men don't seem to have much trouble
experiencing lust,” she said.

“They don't like to think about gay men,
much.”

His fingers were rubbing gently but
insistently against her, and it was as much the outrageousness of
the thing as the sensations he was arousing which were so –
arousing.

“Before you even think to ask, there is no
way I'm going off into the woods to do something outrageous with
you,” she gulped.

“You think my men might grow suspicious if I
disappeared into the trees with you for a few minutes?” he asked in
amusement.

She shoved his hand away with a frown and he
grinned broadly.

“May I say something, Lady Alanna?” he asked.
“Respectfully, of course.”

“I have some doubt about your level of
respect, Mister Hunter, but do go on.”

He leaned inward. “I'm going to fuck your
brains out tonight,” he said.

She felt a rush of energy but hid it. “That
was respectful?” she demanded.

“Of course. It clearly suggest you, unlike
most of my female relatives and in laws, have brains.”

“And maybe I'll have a headache tonight,” she
replied.

“I don’t think so,” he said. “You like my
cock too much.”

This time she glared indignantly. “Don't be
crude!”

“Crude? That's not crude. Crude would be
yanking you off that horse, tearing your clothes off right here and
now, throwing you down on all fours, and mounting you like a bitch
in heat.”

She felt another shock of energy.

“Which,” he said. “I would be doing right now
if my men weren't within sight.”

He said it in such a way Alanna believed he
meant it, and felt a rolling wave of heated excitement – and
outrage – at the thought of being pulled from her horse, stripped
and taken on all fours in the field! It was such a darkly sexual
and wildly thrilling thought!

“I think,” she gulped, “That I had best be
getting back.”

“Contemplate how I'm going to be making you
scream tonight, Alanna,” he said in amusement.

Alanna snorted disdainfully, and pulled Gunna
around to trot back into the woods, keeping her back very
straight.

What an awful man!, she thought. An
awful... wicked... exciting man!

What was he planning on doing to her
tonight?!

That she would refuse didn't really occur to
her. She was a novice at this sort of thing, and it was far, far
too exciting to want a good, sound sleep instead!

She needed to have her head examined, she
thought worriedly. But it was so wild! She felt her insides
squirming with anxiety and heat even now, wondering what he'd do,
picturing him naked, herself tied up, and that lovely big...
cock.

God, she had the imprint of it fixed
impermeably on her mind, the sight of it sliding into her mouth,
all of it! And the sight of it pushing into her sex was even more
wild, for the way he'd lifted her legs up and back had given her
all-too-good a view!

It was disgraceful and obscene! And her chest
tightened every time she thought about it!

*

That evening seemed to crawl. Her grandfather
was treating him like a guest, making conversation, discussing
local people, and people in government he knew, which she found
horribly boring but which Nathan seemed to be paying close
attention to. Or perhaps he was just a good actor.

She knew he could act, after all. That
business with the mask and fake accent, tearing her nightshirt open
and carrying her off like a .. a prisoner, had been outrageous!

It seemed to take forever for her grandfather
to go up to bed, and then they locked eyes across the table and he
waggled his eyebrows at her.

“Ready to be treated like a slave girl?” he
asked.

She snorted and raised her chin.

“A sex slave?”

“I am not now nor will I ever be any man's
sex slave,” she said with a low growl.

“But being treated like one isn't being
one.”

He rose with a smile. “I think I'll get to
bed early. I have some … preparations to make, after all.”

She sniffed and ignored him, turning and
ostentatiously picking up a book then opening it as if to read.

He chuckled and disappeared and she put the
book down, wringing her hands absently.

This was not wise at all. It certainly
wasn't... ladylike.

She waited as long as she could before going
up, her stomach somewhat in knots. She showered quickly and did her
hair, brushed her teeth and gargled, then sorted frantically
through her things for something to wear which looked sexy but
could be ripped off without her minding or missing it.

There was something wickedly exciting about
having her clothes torn off!

She had pretty much settled on a too-short
kilt from her high school years, and an old blouse without a bra
when her phone chimed. Having nothing else to do but pace, she
picked it up and saw it was a text from him. She raised her
eyebrows, not having even given her the number.

“Have an emergency and have to go out for a
while,” it said. “Come see me and I'll explain.”

She felt a sudden crushing sense of
disappointment! She glared at it uncertainly, then went to the
panel in the wall and pushed it open, slipping into the passage
with a light in hand. She made her way up the narrow passage to the
opening just to the side of the fireplace in his room and pushed
her way through.

He was wearing one of those expensive
three-piece suits of his, and clearly getting ready to go out,
dashing her hope he had simply been joking.

“What sort of emergency?” she asked, trying
to keep the disappointment from her voice.

He smiled and took the light from her hand,
put it on the table, then grabbed her by the scruff of the neck and
tore her blouse open.

Alanna gasped, and his mouth closed on hers
as he used his grip on the blouse to jerk her up and forward
against him.

“Love the schoolgirl outfit,” he said,
pulling back briefly as she gasped in confusion. “Maybe I can teach
you to dance in it one day.”

What?!

He spun her about and yanked the blouse back
over her shoulders in one swift movement.

“Y-You're not going out?!”

“No, that was true enough. I do have to
leave.”

He gripped the back of her neck and pushed
her forward against the side of a dresser and she gasped again as
it hit her upper thighs and she was forced to bend forward across
it.

“Nathan!”

“Shh. Don't make noise or grandpa will
hear.”

“But – !”

He drew her arms back behind her and she felt
some sort of leather strap quickly tightening around her wrists. A
moment later he gathered her hair back with his fingers, then
brought the ball gag around in front of her mouth again.

“Open,” he growled, in such a commanding
voice she actually obeyed.

The ball was malleable enough to be squeezed
in to get past her jaw, but then fattened up once inside her mouth
again. He drew the strap back behind her, then buckled it, holding
her hair up and out of the way until he was done.

And then she couldn't ask him what the hell
he was doing!

She felt her skirt undone and then jerked
down over her hips and flushed. She wasn't wearing any underwear,
and got a quick slap to the bottom which wasn't wholly
unanticipated.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

She gasped in outrage but another slap and
barked command had her legs jerking apart.

“Nasty little girl,” he said. “Definitely in
need of severe punishment.”

She felt his fingers at her sex, caressing
her roughly, then pushing into her. She moaned, and he drew them
back and slapped her bottom again, then there was a brief pause
before she felt something else pushing against her. For a moment
she thought it was .. him! But there was an oddly different feel to
it, an artificial feel as something was pushed up inside her.

It was slick, as if oiled, and she didn't
think it was as thick as he was, but it still stretched her as she
groaned and tried to look behind her, getting another slap on the
bottom in the process.

He gripped her hair and yanked her upright,
ignoring her yelp of pain as he pulled her backward and swung her
around. There was a chair there, an antique. It was wide and deep,
but low backed, and she only had a moment to look at it before he
turned her back to it.

She noted the thing on it, though.

It looked like a rubber mallet, except the
white rubber part was round, and it wasn't made of rubber. The
handle seemed to have been duct taped to the seat of the chair!

And as he pushed her down – carefully, she
looked down between her legs and saw the … thing protruding from
her body!

It was black, and ridged and veined, and she
knew it must be a dildo, though she'd never had one. Its base was a
rounded suction cup, and he adjusted her position carefully before
pressing the cup down firmly against the flat wood below.

Five minutes later, after a kiss on the
forehead, he was gone, leaving her in place.

 


 



Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


At least, she thought he was gone. It was
hard to be sure given he'd put a black silk scarf over her eyes,
leaving her blind.

Her legs were spread wide and tied to the
forward legs of the chair at the knees. Her arms had been drawn
back over the backrest and tied down low. The... thing inside her
was jammed so deep inside it ached! And then there was that
mallet... which was a vibrator. A very powerful vibrator, pressed
directly against her!

Nathan Hunter was completely out of his mind!
He was mad! He was insane! A little tying of the hands or shackles
was one thing, but this was just... perverted!

But there didn't seem to be anything she
could do about it. The straps around her wrists were quite firm, as
were the ones around her legs. She tried to rise up a bit to ease
the pressure against the back wall of her sex. That helped
considerably, but she couldn't maintain her position.

Bloody pervert! she thought.

No, this was definitely not what she'd had in
mind for tonight! And how long was he going to leave her tied up
like this!?

Yet beneath her indignation and outrage was a
bubbling stew which he had started simmering out in the field, and
which had bubbled along on low heat much of the day, growing hotter
as she'd gone up to her room. Now, feeling the lips of her sex
stretched wide by the dildo, and the vibrations pouring into her
body she felt her chest tightening more and more, her breath
becoming more ragged, and her lower body thrumming with a wild
excitement.

Her attempts to relieve her discomfort were
instinctive, but having an additional affect. Every time she forced
herself up a bit, it meant sliding her sex up an inch or so along
the shaft, then, inevitably, sliding back down again.

And the vibrator, which had felt overpowering
and actually uncomfortable, at first, was now doing strange things
to her body so that her heart was pounding and her pulse racing.
Her hips began to grind into it helplessly as she now deliberately
rose up and slid down short distances on the dildo.

She couldn't manage longer ones the way she
was tied!

Her hips were grinding, her insides pulsing,
and she moaned into the gag. There was nothing for her to do,
nothing to think about, nothing to see, nothing in her mind but
indignation, wariness, and sexual hunger. And as the latter grew
the former melted away.

She had no idea how long it took before the
orgasm swept through her, but not very. She made no attempt to
resist it, twisting and grinding and riding the dildo as best she
could, then crying out into the gag, back arching, body twisting
and writhing in place as the sexual energy tore through her like
sheet lightning.

Her hips bucked up violently as she cried out
in wild, dazed pleasure, grinding desperately against the vibrator
as the hard shaft of the dildo twisted inside her thrumming,
burning abdomen.

And then, after straining against the straps,
she sank down, gasping for breath, then moaning as her head fell
forward.

But it didn't end there.

She found herself, despite the powerful
orgasm, wrapped in a breathless sense of sexual hedonism and
excitement. The tight bonds on her thighs, ankles and wrists, after
all, the blindfold and gag, and the outrageousness of tying her
like this and leaving her at the mercy of the vibrator left her
filled with a crackling sexual electricity that even the orgasm
could not completely push aside.

She laid her head back, gulping in air,
moaning it out softly through the gag, occasionally thinking dark,
vengeful thoughts towards Nathan Hunter. But it was her own
self-image which filled her with such a sense of thrilled delight.
For this was so at-odds with her staid, routine and conservative
life to date. It was a wicked detour into the perverted and
kinky!

And at twenty two such a detour was thrilling
indeed.

Her body strained against the straps in turn,
and she drew her head forward once more, feeling the buzzing
vibrations against her sex as an overpowering raw sensation. She
instinctively tried to ease back from it, but the backrest wouldn't
allow her, to say nothing of the dildo impaling her.

She sat awkwardly atop it, the entire shaft
up inside her, and that wider, rounder base jammed against her
soft, moist opening, pushed partly into the mouth of her sex, but
too big to fully enter. It felt... achy... hot... sore... but
deliciously wild and nasty.

Her legs were tied just above the knees and
her wrists bound behind her, but in such a way which left her upper
body reasonably capable of movement. There was a wooden bar running
down the center of the backrest and the strap binding her wrists
was apparently wrapped around it. That let her slide up or down as
she chose.

She tested the limits of that movement now.
She leaned her upper torso forward, gasping into the ball filling
her mouth as she felt herself sliding slowly up along the dildo.
She leaned forward, gasping at the surge in sensation as she
pressed herself harder against the vibrator, then sank back with a
moan of pleasure.

It felt so good going in!

She leaned in and then sank back, leaned
forward, and slowly eased back, grunting with effort, but gaining
energy with her rising excitement. Her movements became more
energetic, more purposeful, and she leaned forward and sank back
repeatedly, the dark heat rising within her as her heart pounded
and her pulse raced.

And then there was a sudden yank on her hair
and she cried out in shock as her head was forced up and back, her
body jammed down firmly onto the long, thick dildo.

“Did It say you could enjoy yourself so much,
Lady Alanna?” a soft voice purred.

Alanna felt a wave of relief mixed with
indignation, embarrassment and excitement. She tried to jerk her
head free but he held firmly to her hair as his hand landed atop
her left breast and roughly fondled it.

“What a shock it was to return and find you
acting like such a slut,” he said in mock outrage.

Her face, already flushed, heated further,
and her indignation grew.

“You are definitely deserving of very strict
punishment for such sluttish behavior,” he said.

His hand moved from one breast to the other,
roughly squeezing and fondling both in turn, pinching and twisting
her nipples as he held her head back, back arched.

“Perhaps I'll have you whipped,” he said,
plucking at one nipple.

His hand slid down her taut body and she
groaned helplessly as his fingers rubbed at her clitoris.

“I might be persuaded to go easy on you,” he
said, “Provided you show you are truly penitent.”

He undid the ball gag's strap, and she
groaned in relief as she felt him slowly tugging it out, squeezing
and pulling until her mouth was free.

“You bastard!”

“My mother would strenuously object to that
description, though I admit you're not the first to suggest it,” he
replied.

She heard his zipper going down, and then
felt his soft cock rubbing against her cheek. She turned her head
away but he seized her hair again, jerking her head to the side as
his cock slid back and forth over her lips.

“If you want to avoid that whipping, or
perhaps worse, like being sold on the white slave market, I would
suggest you do your best to please me, girl,” he said.

He pushed the head through her lips, then
drew it back.

“You should worry I don't bite you!” she said
breathlessly.

“Then you really would get a whipping,” he
growled, his lips suddenly next to her ear.

She gulped, not sure of what that meant
exactly, but then felt his cock pushing into her mouth. She closed
her lips on it, still blindfolded, the vibrator still buzzing
against her, and felt the shock falling away, the heat surging
again.

He was such a pervert!

She sucked as he pumped slowly in and out,
grunting as he twisted his fingers in her hair or pinched her
nipples. He pulled out, rubbing his now spit-wet cock over her
cheeks.

“Tell me you're my slut,” he said.

“No!” she gulped.

He chuckled low in his throat, and then the
vibrator suddenly thrust in hard against her. Alanna gasped
helplessly, her pulse racing even faster as he ground it against
her. Within seconds her hips began to grind back against it as the
intensity of the sensations seemed to redouble!

Then he pulled it back and she moaned,
bereft.

“Say you're my slut.”

“N-No!” she gasped.

“Nasty little girl,” he said. “I'll simply
have to torture you until you obey.”

“Pervert!”

“Guilty,” he said without hesitation.

She felt her ankles unstrapped. A moment
later, so too were her thighs. She felt him firmly grip her wrists
with one hand to bind them as he undid the strap, and struggled as
soon as it was loose, but he held her tightly in place, pulling her
down so that the top of the backrest jammed up into her
armpits.

“Let me go, you pervert!”

“Not a chance,” he said. “I might gag you
again, though, if you don't start to sound more respectable.”

In very short order he had bound her wrists
again, then shifted his grip to her hair and tugged up. She gasped
aloud, forced to her feet, forced to shuffle forward, then she was
pulled forward and found herself... across his lap!

Crack!

“Oh! Nathan!”

Crack!

“Ouch! You bastard!”

He pulled on her hair and she felt the gag
shoved into her mouth again.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand slapped down sharply against her
bottom, and no amount of wiggling and squirming could do a thing to
ease the stinging blows.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Her head hung low, her hair brushing the
floor, her legs hanging in mid-air on the other side of whichever
chair he was sitting. She felt his hand grasp her thigh and roughly
jerk it to the side, spreading her legs apart, then she felt him
seize the base of the dildo which was still inside her and pump it
rapidly in and out.

She gasped and moaned and wriggled as he
thrust the thing into her, for he held it in such a way that his
fingers lay along the base of the shaft, and each time he thrust it
into her they stroked across her clitoris.

Crack! Crack!

“Definitely slave girl material,” he
said.

Crack!

“I will have to get you a veil and arrange
for you to be taught how to dance for me,” he said.

Crack!

Arrogant pig of a man, she thought breathlessly, dazed, the blood
having rushed to her head as her heart pounded wildly.

Crack!

She yelped as he gripped her hair, pulling
her head up and back, and her torso with it.

“Maybe I'll give you to my men to use as a
reward,” he said. “Can you imagine yourself naked and bound, on
your knees, servicing each man in turn, Lady Alanna?”

Crack!

“Such a nasty girl.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

He paused and she felt something, then yelped
into the gag as he pressed the still heavily buzzing vibrator into
her sex, grinding it back and forth against her clitoris. Her body
twisted and jerked against the intensity of the sensations, the
pressure building rapidly inside her as her nervous system
threatened to melt down.

Then he dropped the vibrator.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Her bottom was aching and burning, and Alanna
squirmed and yelped into the gag.

Then she was pulled up and back by hair and
arm and dumped onto her knees on the floor once again.

“Kneel, legs apart. Sit back on your heels
like a proper sex slave,” he ordered in a low growl.

The man was insane, she thought, but her mind
was wrapped in a wild, raw heat, and she shifted her knees apart,
gasping as his foot pushed in between to force them wider, as his
hand jerked up and back on her hair again.

“Back straight, slave girl,” he growled.

Breathless and trembling slightly, chest
heaving, Alanna knelt in place, dazed as the blood which had rushed
to her head when she'd been hanging over the side of his lap seeped
away once more.

She was overheated and dizzy, and groaned as
his fingers rubbed at her clitoris once more.

“Now, my obedient little sex slave. You are
going to do exactly as you're told or face my belt on that lovely
bottom of yours.”

He wouldn't dare, would he? she
thought with a sense of alarm. Her bottom was already burning!

She felt his hands behind her, in her tangled
hair, felt the buckle undone again, then the ball worked slowly out
of her mouth. Almost immediately, after just a few short gasps of
breath, she felt her mouth filled again, this time with his cock as
it pushed into her.

She moaned, closing her lips around it,
sucking weakly as he pumped in and out. He had seized her hair
tightly now and jerked her forward as he thrust. Without warning,
he pushed deeper, the head pushing into the back of her throat, and
she gurgled helplessly as he held her tightly and then pulled her
slowly forward.

She felt him pushing deeper, and deeper, and
then her lips were pressed firmly against the base of his cock as
he held her in place, trembling and moaning.

He pulled back smoothly, and she coughed and
gulped in air as he left her, then cried out as he jerked back on
her hair.

“Are you my slut?” he whispered.

“Y-yes!” she gasped.

“Say it.”

“I'm your slut!”

“Sir.”

She gasped as he pinched her nipple.

“I'm your slut, sir!” she moaned.

He pulled the blindfold off her, and she
stared up at him, still fully clad in his three piece suit, then
gasped again as he yanked her to her feet, lifted her and literally
threw her onto the bed.

“On your belly,” he growled, “Raise that
bottom high in the air the way I showed you!

She scrambled to obey, moaning, wanting him
inside her! He gripped her legs, jerking her backwards so her knees
were at the edge of the bed, then slapping her bottom again until
she tucked her belly in tighter to her thighs.

“Remain in that position, slave.”

He turned away, leaving her gasping, moaning,
chest heaving. She rolled her eyes back as he moved to the side and
saw him remove his jacket and place it neatly on the back of a
chair. He unbuttoned his vest and did the same, then sat down,
quite casually, and removed his shoes and socks.

“Face forward, slave,” he ordered.

She jerked her face around, feeling another
rush of heat, and marveling at herself obeying him, at kneeling
like this so submissively awaiting his attentions!

At last, naked, he padded up behind her.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Are you my slut?”

“Yes, sir!” she said breathlessly.

Crack!

“Say it, slut.”

The word was jolting, but inflammable on her
already overheated mind.

“I'm your slut, sir!”

She felt the dildo drawn out of her, leaving
her feeling empty, then felt the head of his cock pushing into the
mouth of her sex, sliding back, pushing in, then rubbing up and
down against the soft, swollen flesh of her labia.

“Slut,” he growled.

She both cringed and burned with heat at the
word.

His knee was suddenly on the bed beside her.
She felt his hands under her and gasped as he lifted her up and
threw her further forward. He flipped her onto her back and then
climbed fully into the bed, gripping her legs and lifting them up
and back, holding them against his chest, her legs over his
shoulders as he looked down at her.

Then he leaned into her, forcing her legs
back. She gasped as he gripped her ankles, pushing them back
further and further, grinding himself into her as he lay half atop
her. He dropped one leg, letting it fall forward onto his shoulder,
seizing his cock and positioning it against him, then pushed it
into her a few inches.

He gripped her ankle again, forcing it back
down, bending her in two, and then he sank into her.

Alanna shuddered at the deep, thick thrust,
for while it ached slightly, she reveled in the dark thrill of her
the penetration. Almost immediately, he began to thrust into her
with long, hard, powerful strokes, his hips strike her upturned
buttocks with bruising force.

He let his chest press down against the backs
of her legs, pressing down hard enough to bring his mouth in reach
of her own, kissing her roughly and passionately as his hips rose
and fell in hard, steady, forceful thrusts.

She'd thought Niall could thrust hard, but
this was leagues beyond that. Alanna shuddered to every blow, his
hips driving her compacted body down into the mattress, which
thrust it up again as his hips rose, only to pound against her and
drive her back again. The bed shook and her mind reeled from the
raw, wild, animal force of it as he crushed her lips with his to
swallow her cries.

The orgasm started in low, and spread to the
point of convulsions wracking her already shuddering, trembling
body. Then it grew even more intense, hurling her into a different
world, twisting and rolling and tumbling end over end amidst the
sizzling heat of her own overheated flesh.
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Alanna groaned as she woke, woke to a sore
body, and arms which wouldn't obey her. It all came back in a rush
and with it a sense of outrage – and heat as she opened her eyes.
She was in her bed, of course, but naked, where she never slept
naked. What was more he had produced a pair of handcuffs and used
them to lock her wrists together behind her back – for the
night!

She had fallen asleep slowly, with a strange
sense of wondering delight. She felt that same sense now as she
threw back the covers, not without effort, and swung her legs out
of bed. She made her way to the bathroom, then back into her room,
shaking her head, marveling at herself again.

Her heart was already beating fast. He'd
ordered her, with colossal gall, to waken him this morning with
oral sex!

If she wanted the key, that was.

It was not far from his room to hers, at
least, but she'd have to take the passage, and do it naked. The
prospect filled her with wary excitement, despite herself. She had
to bend over with her back to the wall and reach her cuffed wrists
up to open it, then straighten and, holding a light in her hands,
sidle into the passage.

Her bare toes padded along dusty stone floors
lit only by the light she held behind her back. She looked around
warily for spiders as she hurried towards the entrance to his
room.

As she often had of late, she was gripped by
a sense of disbelief that she found herself naked and handcuffed,
first thing in the morning, making her way to his room in order to
perform oral sex on him. She ought to... she ought to...

The truth was there wasn't anything she could
do other than, if she really wanted to, refuse when she got there
and demand he remove the cuffs. And that would... spoil the
game.

The wild, shocking, forbidden, thrilling game
she found herself playing.

She halted at his room, then had to turn her
back and bend forward again to raise her hands and release the
catch. She eased into the quiet room, licking her lips, wondering
if she could find the key laying around somewhere. Wouldn't that be
a great trick to pull on the arrogant Mister Hunter! Then she could
simply leave!

That would reassert herself. But it wouldn't
be nearly as... exciting.

I'm such a slut, she moaned to herself.

There he was sprawled on his back on the bed,
the sheets around his upper belly, his chest bare. God, it was a
lovely chest, she thought. Now how was she supposed to wake him
with oral sex?

She leaned over, licking her lips, feeling
her heart beating faster, then gripped the sheets with her teeth
and eased them gently back to bare his groin.

It was even lovelier than his chest!

For a long moment she simply stood there
admiring his naked body, the hair partly laying across his forehead
as he slept. Then, slowly, she put a knee on the bed, easing her
way into it. She licked lightly against his flaccid cock, then
mouthed it, slowly drawing it into her mouth, licking at it softly
with her tongue.

She yelped as his hand reached down and
caught her hair. Her eyes rolled up at him as his met them.

“Well done, slave girl,” he said. “Now
continue.”

Arrogant bastard!

She rolled her eyes back towards his cock,
which was already hardening and lengthening. She drew her lips
back, then pushed forward, and he was already hard as a rock. She
marveled at that as she began to bob her lips up and down.

“Spread your knees wide,” he ordered.

She rolled her eyes up towards him, wondering
what he meant.

“Raise your bottom and spread your legs
wide,” he repeatedly.

She had no idea why but it didn't really
matter. She shuffled over and around, then obeyed, bobbing up and
down.

“The reason I want is so you get used to the
position,” he said, his fingers stroking through her hair. “I want
you to imagine another man kneeling behind you, taking you from
behind as you please me. I want you to imagine two men using your
gorgeous body at the same time.”

It was an outrageous suggestion! As if she'd
ever consent to anything like that!

But it was also scalding!

“Yes, there he comes now. He's my twin
brother, and he's kneeling behind you right now, slut,” he growled.
“He's going to give you the hard fucking you need while you please
me with your mouth.”

Dirty, wicked, perverted man!

She moaned as she forced her lips down
further, becoming breathless with heat even though he hadn't
touched her, other than to slide his fingers through her hair.

“Sex slaves get used by many men, you know,”
he said. “I might lend you out to friends, or have you perform on
them at parties, naked as you are now.”

He pushed down and she slid her lips down to
the base, taking him deep into her throat, trembling as she held
herself there, her eyes seeing herself as a sexual toy, as a naked,
shackled slave girl being used by multiple men at the same
time!

She felt herself becoming light-headed, and
blinked, pulling her mouth quickly up off his cock, gagging
slightly, then coughing as she gulped in air.

His hand slid up and down her ribs, pushing
under to knead her breast as she licked at his balls, as she sucked
them into her mouth and massaged them with her tongue, then licked
up his stiff cock and took it into her mouth again.

“I expect this every morning, sex slave,” he
said. “I'll have to get you a collar as recognition of your new
status as my slave.”

She swallowed his cock, heart pounding,

He pulled her back by the hair and she gasped
as her lips came free. Then he was pulling out from beneath her,
shoving her forward again.

Crack!

She gasped as he slapped her bottom, then
spread her knees wider, then groaned as he pushed into her and
drove himself deep. His hands combed back her hair and then pulled
it up and back. She moaned as his fingers slid into her mouth, and
sucked eagerly on them as he ground himself into her from
behind.

His fingers drew back and she squeaked as she
felt one pushing against her tight back passage.

“N-Nathan!” she gasped.

“Slave girls are used in many ways by their
masters, any ways their master chooses, in fact,” he said as his
slick fingers squirmed down into her bottom.

“Ohh! I don't – I've never – !”

“Time you were then. You have a gorgeous ass,
slave. Many men will want to make use of it.”

His cock was still buried in her as his
finger twisted and pumped in and out. Her eyes were wide as she
stared at the mattress before her, then got wider still as he
pushed a second finger into her.

It was … easy. She was amazed at that. It
didn't hurt at all. It felt very bizarre, in fact!

He pulled out of her and then pressed his
cock against her back opening as she cringed and winced.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Slave girl,” he growled.

The head of his cock pushed into her! Alanna
felt a wild, shocked sense of dazed heat that he was really doing
it, horrified, in a way, but enthralled by the dark wickedness of
it!

“OooohhH!” she gasped as he pushed
deeper.

Crack!

“Your body belongs to your master, slave
girl,” he said.

He pushed into her harder, and it ached,
but... surprisingly little. He worked himself in by pulling back,
then pushing forward, pulling back, and pushing forward, his hands
sliding forcefully up and down her back, kneading and slapping her
bottom, and not neglecting to pull back on her hair.

It felt increasingly odd and full as he
pushed deeper and deeper, and then she was gasping for breath,
overwhelmed by heat and sensation as he lay finally buried in her
bottom, his hips pressed firmly against her buttocks.

“Gorgeous ass,” he growled. “Marvelous ass.
This was an ass made for men to make use of, slave girl.”

She could only groan in response.

He started stroking more and more fully, and
she yelped and gasped and winced and moaned to each stroke, then
his hand slid over her hip and down between her legs as he began to
rub at her clitoris.

It was too much, and a massive orgasm tore
through her. She pushed her face into the pillow as she cried out
with a wild, dazed pleasure, her body flaring with heat and light
and sensation as Nathan drove himself hard into with jarring,
powerful strokes! Her body shook wildly from every blow, as well as
the explosive howl of pleasure being released from deep within her
nervous system.

*

“This is silly.”

He ignored her and she pursed her lips as his
soapy hands slid down her body. They had showered together before,
but this was different. Her hands remained cuffed behind her! He
was washing her, including her hair.

He rinsed them both off, then left her in the
shower as he got out and toweled himself off. He brushed his hair
and picked up the blow dryer, while she looked on.

“Are you going to uncuff me now?”

“My dear slave girl, I may never uncuff you,”
he said over his shoulder. “I may keep you like this from now on,
bring you home and make you the house slave.”

She flushed though she knew he was making
things up.

“You live in a suitcase,” she said.

“Sir,” he said.

“I am not calling you sir!”

“Want a spanking?”

She glared at him. “You better not try!”

He snorted in amusement.

“I'm all wet. How am I supposed to dry
myself?”

“Sir,” he said.

She rolled her eyes.

“Sir!” she said.

“Don't you worry about that. Your master will
take care of everything.”

She sniffed doubtfully.

When he was done he pulled her over by the
arm and toweled her off, then brushed out her hair for her before
picking up the dryer.

“I think I can probably do this better than
you can,” she said.

“I can do it to my satisfaction, which, after
all, is what counts.”

“Arrogant s.o.b.”

“Maybe a strapping would suit you
better.”

She glowered at him in the mirror but he
wasn't looking.

He dried her hair, not doing a terrible job,
she admitted, though not to him, then insisted on brushing her
teeth for her!

“I do that after breakfast!' she
protested.

“No harm to do it twice.”

He brushed her teeth and then had her rinse
before pulling her into the other room and bending her over the
foot of his bed.

“Wh-what are you doing?” she gulped.

“Whatever I want. It's my body, after
all.”

“Is not,” she muttered.

She gasped as she felt something pressing
against her back opening.

“Oh! Nathan!”

“It's a butt-plug. It will get you used to
the sensation, and make your body ready more easily when I want to
use it.”

The sheer gall of that left her momentarily
speechless!

But the feel of it, whatever it was, slick
and smooth, sliding into her, was far from painful. It pushed in
easily, but seemed to get fatter and fatter the deeper it pushed,
and she was just about to gasp a complaint when it abruptly
disappeared inside her. No! It was still.. a part of it was still
outside, she felt.

“What's that!?” she gasped as she felt him
spreading wide the lips of her sex and pushing something into her
there, too.

“It's a little silver ball,” he said. “Which
is hollow, and has a couple of other little balls inside it.”

She stared at the bed, mystified!

“It will remind you as you go about your
day's business, of how lovely it is to have something inside
you.”

“I-It's thick!” she groaned.

“You're just very tight. Anyway, we wouldn't
want it to fall out.”

She groaned as it slid into her finally, but
then she felt another pressing against her, and groaned as it too
was forced up inside her.

*

Alanna felt unaccountably nervous as she sat
down – carefully.

“Have a good sleep?” her grandfather
asked.

“Yes, thank you,” she replied.

She flushed a bit, feeling like something of
a fraud masquerading as a lady!

The feel of the things inside her was …
disconcerting. The one in her bottom she could ignore, more or
less, but the balls inside her tended to move around as she moved.
And that was a very odd sensation indeed! She kept squeezing down
on them, as well, fearful they'd fall out, even though she knew
that was impossible.

What was she letting that man turn her
into!?

Yet she felt a pleasantly excited sensation,
and, if nothing else, that seemed more than ample reason to keep
them inside her rather than go somewhere and take them out.

Nathan came down and they exchanged
pleasantries, but she had a hard time coming up with her usual
snarky remarks, awash in the memory of the wild night, with the
reminder stuffed inside her!

How far would he go with this thrilling game?
She felt her chest tightening and her belly thrumming at the memory
of how he'd made her raise her bottom and spread her legs as if
some other man was going to use her from behind. There was
something so darkly thrilling about such a vision of herself in
between two men!

She let herself toy with the idea. It would
not happen here, that was for certain! Not even in Scotland! Maybe
if she visited him somewhere foreign, where no one would know
her...

No, no, that would be so slutty!

But wickedly so!

He was weaving dark, sexual fantasies for
her, she thought, glowering at him. He was tempting her into things
she knew she oughtn’t to have anything to do with!

He looked at her knowingly, and she glowered
again, then dropped her eyes to her plate.

She had things to do that day, including
several meetings in town. The thought of doing them with these
inside her was outrageous. Then again, they were boring meetings,
and this would... lighten them up considerably.

Slut, she thought to herself.

The balls inside didn't exactly arouse her.
The sensation was interesting, and perhaps even sensual, but it was
more the reminder and the feeling of daring sexual hedonism which
kept her in a constant state of low level arousal much of the
day.

She wasn't even sure she would call it
aroused so much as happy, cocky, and smug. Squeezing her vaginal
muscles down around those round balls inside her as boring old
Dennis Rooney droned on about the state of the local roads made her
feel quite wicked.

As did knowing that she'd be getting more
raw, nasty sex that very night!

How shocked all the people around her that
day would have been if they'd had a clue about what she'd been up
to!

She felt both guilty and excited at seeing
herself as a slut, a secret slut.

She had no idea where this relationship with
Nathan was going. It had lots of raw, hot sex, but not much of the
rest of the 'dating' sort of life she would expect in a
relationship. On the other hand, they got along so well together,
like an old couple, in a way. They weren't quite up to completing
each other's conversations, perhaps, but they seemed to look at a
lot of things in the same way.

As for the sex, she felt a breathless
sensation at the thought. He was going to keep pushing her, she
knew, to see how far she would go. The trouble was she had no idea
how far that was! A few days ago she would have put the line
somewhere quite a ways behind her! But no, she'd crossed that
without a second thought.

What other nasty games did he have in store
for her, and when would he come up against a line she refused to
cross? She had no idea, but until he did she was going to thrill to
his touch, and to the wild life he had brought with him. And when
it was done, if it was done, she would gather herself together and
consider just where she was and where she wanted to go.

She got a text, and checked it idly under the
table, swallowing as she saw it was from him. It was a picture of a
girl, or rather, or her jaw, neck and shoulders. She was wearing a
large, studded black leather collar around her neck.

She felt a pulse of excitement, quickly
closing the picture. That man would drive her crazy!

But she hoped it was a nice, long, exciting
ride.

 


End

 


*

Alanna's story continues in:
The Lady in
the Collar

*
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