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Prologue


  

Riders from the North


  A wide moon danced across the heavens all night long, from the first moonglow in a sunset sky, until morning, when it faded like the fragmented pieces of a tattered cloud. She looked out over the expanse of meadow and woods at dawn, awakened from her sensuous slumber by the deep rumble of something treacherous and earth shattering. She’d been dreaming of lovers, of bold exotic men, with eyes like birds of prey and tender but decisive hands, delicately caressing flushed skin. Men with sinewy chests, bearded faces and pliant lips; men with virile arms that could capture and content a restless female. Alas, Lady Roslyn was a restless female


  But with that dream bursting at the seams with passion, she awakened, startled by a prescient fear and ran toward the window facing west. Gazing out toward the approaching clamor, her beauty bloomed while excitement filled her wide expressive eyes. She was a beauty like none other, where auburn tresses shroud white shoulders, and plump lips beg a lover’s kiss. Grabbing her nightdress in her hand, she darted toward the window facing north to get a better view. She moved regally, but with a youthful grace; she was, after all, still young, still an unplucked flower, fragrant and sensuous, the only flower in her father’s garden. 


  The riders came from the north, on steeds with thundering hoofs, and cries of war screaming on their lips, crashing through an easy dawn with swords drawn and ready to kill. Soon swarming over the lightly guarded embankment, blood flowed in a terrible river of pain. Roslyn heard the crashing sound of the gate, breached by snorting beasts and their raging riders. 


  She dared not run, although even if she’d tried, her legs would never have carried her. Too weak, too panic-stricken for rational thought or calculated action, she slumped in a corner, clutching her white nightdress and buried her face in her arms. Footsteps on the stone staircase echoed, even as her desperate prayers echoed through the injured walls of her home. 


  They were in her room. Cringing, she peeked at a pair of muddy knee-high boots. She closed her eyes, shaking like a frightened mouse, while a pair of firm, grasping hands lifted her into the air. She landed over the broad shoulder of some fierce burly fellow—she could smell the sour heat of him, his foul breath. No time to waste, he and his accomplices took the stairs, making a hasty retreat. 


  Roslyn dared not look as the small brigade swiftly passed through the ransacked castle. Her heart cried out to her parents but the scream caught in her throat.


  “Doncha dare take milady!” Tevi’s cry stopped their retreat and Roslyn’s eyes shot open in time to see a rough, bearded warrior backhand the old nurse. She got up swinging in a rage, but was sent to the floor again, this time too wounded to rise again.


  “Milady!” The sound of her young maid Celia’s plaintive scream suddenly pierced the air.


  “Oh, dear God, please, no, Celia, no!” Roslyn prayed vehemently. 


  But her lovely maid was too fair a prize not to be snatched from the ruins of the castle. Like her mistress, the doe-eyed girl, with the flaxen hair and rosy cheeks, was stolen away, riding over the shoulder of another stinking brute. Unlike the speechless Roslyn, Celia kicked and flailed and screamed. But to no avail, the barbarian laughed at her misery and took her away, following the tiny band of men into the cloudy morn. Behind them, the battle for the castle waged on.


  Roslyn choked as the smoke caught in her throat; her eyes burned. A devilish business this was; a terrible memory this morn would leave clinging to her beleaguered mind, though through her body, through limbs and blood a churning thrill coursed. She bit her lips and clenched her fists and fought back her tears. Just a week before, her old nurse crumpled at her feet, and whispered something nonsensical about the end of the world. Oh, how the woman made her shiver before the saner Roslyn shook her off. Tevi saw things; she had the gift, and she knew then, that her mistress’ simple life would never be the same. Not after this day of mortal terror. 


  By the end of the day, a vast stretch of ruins was all that remained in that open meadow, where once the castle of Rosyln’s father proudly stood. A lone female, old and decrepit, limped from the ruins, briefly staring back at her past, before she made her way into the wilderness beyond.




  Chapter One


  The Girl At The Whipping Post


  Roslyn and Celia rode for miles inside the arms of their captors. They were given no food; there was no time for rest. Their fleet journey sent them though the dangerous woods, through two streams and across a river. Emerging on open land again, to a landscape shrouded in the golden glow of a late summer’s afternoon, Roslyn spotted a curiously familiar site. Though it had been over a year since her eyes had rested on Draydon castle, she recognized its battlements and the small village at its outskirts. 


   It was only then that Roslyn’s mind began to function. 


  “Sir, please, I am not properly attired. Is there something…?” She looked back and upwards at her rough guardian’s face, pleadingly. A guardian now, for he seemed more benign than dangerous. 


  “Indeed,” the man replied, sounding strangely more civilized than she first imagined him to be. That, too, would suggest that he meant her no harm.


  “A cloak for the lady!” he called to one of the marauders behind him. 


  Minutes later, a dark cloak appeared that Roslyn quickly wrapped about her shivering shoulders, covering her thin nightgown. The thought had hardly registered in her mind that all this had happened while an unknown man had hold of her body in ways too familiar for any man, but perhaps a husband or lover. A twinge of undisclosed thrill made her shudder in places deep inside her body.


  By the time their small party reached the village, it was clear that something was stirring in the tiny town. A throng of people had gathered in the square, their shouts and cursing leveled toward someone, at present, hidden from Roslyn’s view. Stomping feet. Canes raised in anger. The Lady’s heart beat with trepidation and thrill. Though she’d not been allowed to see such displays at home, instinct told her what was taking place. A few yards more along the stony road, which was now almost impossible to traverse with all the commotion, they halted on a small rise, which gave them a clear view of the terrifying sight. 


  Clothed only in a dirty shift, a fair-skinned girl was led toward a whipping post. Her cheeks were flushed; her hair a disheveled cloud of gold around her proud but terrified face. Though she aimed at being haughty, her attendants shoved her toward the post with such force, that she snarled back at them angrily, only to have one cuff her and she fell to the ground as if weightless. 


  “Good lord, what is happening to this world!” Roslyn exclaimed. 


  “The girl’s a traitor, they say,” the man behind her volunteered. 


  Indeed. But still Lady Roslyn would wonder what this traitorous female had done to earn such a ghastly sentence. 


  “Lash her to the post!” the cry rang out.


  Hauled up the scaffold, the terrified girl was thrust against the tall stanchion, her arms raised above her head and her hands shackled to the post. So positioned, body squirming uncontrollably, she looked like laundry twisting in the wind. A knife cut through the slip of material that clothed her, freeing her back from any impediment to the bare flesh. Aware of her sorry state of attire, she now planted her body firmly against the post to hold what little was left of her shift in place. 


  How sad she looked, Roslyn thought, as the poor girl tried to maintain a bit of dignity in the midst of this terrible travail. 


  The first cut of the lash on the girl’s white skin created such a thundering crackle through the evening air that the watching young woman cringed. As if she felt the blow herself, she let out a scream, a small scream. The poor victim’s scream was boisterously loud. What followed was so brutal that Roslyn twice looked away. But something unknown brought her gaze back each time. Such a savage tremor filled her own tender flesh that she was shaking and nearly in tears, while the man behind her held her fast to his chest, as if knowing how she suffered. 


  “Let’s get along!” he finally called to the others in their party. He dug his heels into his mount’s flank and the horse moved forward toward the castle gate. 


  The last Roslyn saw of the girl, she clung to the whipping post, tears streaming down her cheeks. The leather lash, so skillfully placed had ripped such a swath across the delicate skin of her back that it appeared to flame like a scarlet flag. 


  Entering her uncle’s familiar castle, Roslyn could only hope that the day’s awful business could be put to rest at last. 


  ***


  A new day dawned in spectacular fashion, cottony clouds marching across a vivid sky. Blue from horizon to horizon—as if this could wash away the horror of that miserable day. 


  Roslyn gazed out new windows, hoping to be bolstered by the fine morning, but her heart was pained and heavy that it seemed to spill from her breast across the stones. So much now going on in her besieged brain for which she needed answers, Roslyn dressed in haste, donning the clothes her uncle’s servants had laid out for her. Then she rushed from the room, moving quickly toward her uncle’s chambers; seeing the door ajar, her uncle speaking with his advisors, she hurried in. 


  “Uncle, uncle!” She dropped to her knees and bowed her head in respect. “Oh, uncle, what a horrible fate!” she cried sobbing, even as she kissed his outstretched hand. She looked up, eyes imploring his understanding, needing answers. “Please tell me, sir, what all this means!” 


  Lord Draydon looked down on her with some compassion.


  “Oh, dear girl, my dear Roslyn.” He stroked her auburn hair with a light hand and gazed into the depths of her sad, chestnut eyes. He was a man of some years, older than her father, with a wise face, a proud bearing, holding his head high at all times. A dreadfully proud man, he could be call reserved; his demeanor was cool, though he’d always been so kind to his only niece that she rarely thought of him in this way. “Life gives us so few rewards and takes from us with a swift and bitter hand. But you’re safe now here with me.” He feigned a smile, one as hollow as her own might be—if she were to smile. 


  “Do you have word of my mother and father?” she went on anxiously. 


  That strange smile did not fade. “Hum, yes, your mother and father—my dear brother Ledo.” He eyed her wistfully, though his jaw seemed hardened, twitching strangely. “I’m sure you know the truth without my having to spell it out.”


  At first, she was puzzled, then as the truth he would not speak of dawned on her, Roslyn fell to sobbing, dropping to the floor in a pitiful heap. Her uncle watched her heaving body for several moments then he motioned to his aide. “The maid that came with her, bring her here now.”


  “Yes, sir,” the man bowed and removed himself from the room. Celia was summoned to her Lady, and when she arrived, Roslyn was put in her care. Kindly helping Roslyn to her feet, Celia held her tightly and, in time, the two left the room to mourn together. A long day and night awaited both women as they sought to comprehend the unthinkable. 


  ***


  With her grief somewhat abated, Lady Roslyn returned to her Uncle’s chambers days later. Unlike that inconsolable retreat of the previous occasion, she was very much collected now, with her emotions carefully knit into the fabric of her solemn demeanor. With a calm, steady and measured gait, she moved toward her uncle. 


  “I see you’re much revived now,” he said, looking up from his writing table. He was glad for what he saw.  


  “Yes, Uncle, I have my wits about me now,” she smiled thinly. “I apologize for my terrible scene. My poor mother would be mortified to know that I could not contain my grief.”


  “It is understandable, my dear. You had a horrifying shock.”


  She nodded. “I appreciate your kindness, sir. In time, I’m sure we will all move beyond this terrible misfortune. I realize that even now you have much on your mind and I do not wish to be a burden to you. Please be sure that I am here to serve your house as you wish.”


  “And so you shall,” he returned. He too was much changed from their previous   meeting, the sharpness in his mien restored full measure. The brilliant eye, the keen perception, the intensity that was so common to his character—Roslyn knew it well.


  “I do have some questions, sir, if you don’t mind?”


  “Oh? I thought that yesterday Sir Stephen apprised you on all the details that we know of the terrible incident.”


  “Yes, sir, he did a most admirable job. And he was very kind. However, there is one question on the matter that I thought I would ask you.”


  “Please,” he said with a deferential nod. 


  “How did it happen that your hunting party—it was your hunting party that rescued me and my maid, Celia?”


  “Yes, Stephen spoke correctly.”


  “How did they happen to be so far from your door; how was it that they happened on my father’s castle at that very hour?”


  He responded with a somewhat curious expression, but barely missed a beat in replying: “They were on their way with gifts from me, intended for my brother and his household.” He smiled. “Quite a fortuitous moment, don’t you think? Though I regret that they were not soon enough to save your parents.”


  Roslyn stared down sadly at the thought of her dead parents, although she appeared to accept his explanation. “I am sad too.”


  “We can be thankful that you were removed from harm’s way, that your maid was spared as well. You must know that these are treacherous times. It would not surprise me to learn that those who so efficiently stuck down your father’s house are on their way here. I have had to double our guards, post sentries at the far outposts. I’ve brought men back to shore up our defenses in case of an attack. I will do my best to guard what’s left of my brother’s house—his lovely daughter,” he nodded officiously, “and protect what we hold dear. I can promise you that much.”


  “I appreciate your efforts, sir. You can trust me to hold firm.”


  “Yes, you are strong, like your father was strong.”


  No, she was not strong like her father was strong, but was weak as a foundling child, Roslyn answered silently. She could repeat her uncle’s words to herself again and again, and still not believe them. But she would try; she would have to try, because she understood that men needed strong women at times like these. Her parents would expect it of her; they raised her to understand the treachery of the world. It would have been so easy to sink into the oblivion of her own romantic thoughts, to walk the gardens, pluck the flowers, sing the songs old Tevi taught her, or, perhaps, maybe… make love to the men she harbored in her dreams. Her body ached beyond its understanding of life for such passionate things.


  She ached for something she could not identify and, oddly, what seemed irrevocably tied into the knot of her present quandary were the memories of those strange happenings she’d witnessed in the village on her arrival. Again and again, that appalling scene came back to her with such a furious rush of feeling that she had to push it from her thoughts—which proved nearly impossible. For all her attempts to purge her mind of that incident, the picture of the punished girl returned to her feverish thoughts again and again. Oddly enough, she was almost pleased that she could not drive away the image of that screaming, half-clothed victim from her thoughts. Did that make her like the peasants in the square who clamored around the girl, who shouted for the executioner to wound her deeply and make her body bleed? How was that right? How could that be civilized? What did this despicable fascination have to say about her character? Oh, she was not strong; she was weak indeed, in her mind, her emotions and her young, untried body. 


  Roslyn stood so silently and was so thoughtfully engaged for so long a time that her Uncle grew impatient. 


  “I should like to speak with you about this more,” he finally broke through her reverie. 


  His comment made her jerk. “Yes, sir?” She looked directly at him.


  “But perhaps not now. I am busy.”


  “Oh, of course, sir. I will leave you. I thank you again for your kindness.” She was yet a bit dazed as she turned to go, but was then suddenly compelled to turn back. 


  “I do have one more question, sir… about the girl in the village, the day of my arrival?”


  “Girl? What girl?”


  “The little traitor, I believe,” his aide jumped in with the answer and looked directly at Roslyn. 


  “Yes, sir, that one.”


  “What of her?” her uncle asked.


  “Was she a traitor?”


  “It is believed that she shared secrets with our enemies.”


  “So, she was ordered to be beaten?”


  “Yes, I ordered it; the treatment is customary for those deserving my condemnation. She’s lucky that she wasn’t hanged. ”


  “And what is to become of her now?”


  “I am not sure,” her uncle replied. 


  “I believe, sir, if I may—” the aide spoke again.


  Her uncle nodded.


  “The girl will be taken to one of our outposts.” He smiled in a vain effort to hold back his salacious thoughts, then continued in deliberate fashion: “She’ll give succor to our troops.” The sibilant sound of the word succor lingered in the air, teasingly. 


  Roslyn cocked her head, a thoughtful look on her face, then she looked up questioningly, “She’ll be a whore?”


  “Indeed,” her uncle answered coldly.


  “I see, sir. That is what becomes of traitors?”


  “If they live.”


  She knew the other alternative without speaking of it further and all this made her heart beat with unwarranted passion. Her body was again ablaze with enormous emotion as she remembered that dreadful beating. For some very curious reason she wanted to be in that girl’s skin, to feel what she had felt, to know the extremes of emotions that surely stirred her as the lash wreaked its hell across her flesh. At the very same time, she questioned how it could be that she had such strange thoughts. 


  “So, the girl is no longer here?”


  “I believe she continues to be held in our cellars until she is readied for transport.” Again, the aide answered, while her uncle eyed her with some speculation. 


  After a moment, she finally said, “I see, sir. Thank you.” Then she nodded, smiling weakly. Her faced was flushed and her breathing seemed a bit labored, though she left the room without saying more. 


  “How strange of her to question me about the girl?” Lord Draydon exclaimed once his niece was beyond hearing.


  “Indeed. What do you make of it?” his aide asked.


  “Girls of her age are impressionable. I’m sure she’s never seen such a thing as that beating. Quite fortuitous for us that she witnessed that event.”


  “How so?” 


  “You know my plans for the Lady Roslyn. She’ll be serving me in ways she never expected. I always thought the girl could be of great use to me; virginity in a young noble born woman is, after all, a valuable commodity that should not be wasted. Soon as the sting of her recent misfortune has dulled, she can start her apprenticeship in the world of mature womanhood. That little exchange regarding the traitor in my dungeon is perhaps a hint. You think?”


  “That she has a predilection for the perverse extremes?” the aide asked, speaking with some delicacy. 


  “I think she has the predilection for passion, for great emotion, for hot-blooded romance. She is just a girl, but I suspect the seeds of perversity grow in her, just as they grow within the rest of her family. Put her at a whipping post and she’ll squeal like a pig while she’s feeling every lash fuck with her virgin cunt.”


  “Sir, you would recommend that so soon?”


  He shrugged. “It would be something to see, would it not?”


  His grin was sly; the cunning in him honed to a fine edge. 


  “She loves you so, sir!” the aide retorted. Though he spoke with a self-righteous air, behind that, a desire for such salacious things boiled within him wickedly. 


  “Then she’ll offer up her body as proof,” Draydon replied. He gazed off, relishing his own thoughts, while his aide bowed out of the room. 


  Later that day, Roslyn crept through the fortress, making her way toward the dungeons in the bowels of the stone castle. Infused with dreariness, steeped in the rot of past inmates who failed to survive the treatments meted out in the underground caverns, the surrounding air seemed to climb atop Roslyn’s shivering body and ride with her. Silent screams from the past echoed through her mind; she could barely breathe and could not think. Her more rational self would have exited the dank tomb after just a minute inside the creepy walls but Roslyn was driven; she had to see the girl before she was sent away. She had to see her once lovely body, hear her speak, even touch her if she could. 


  Aware, however, that she might be stopped before she reached her goal, the lady tiptoed silently, while looking warily in every direction, in hopes of slipping by the guards unseen. But there were no guards; the place seemed utterly deserted at first glance. She tiptoed further down a corridor lined with iron-barred cells. These alone were enough to make her quake; their crude stone walls hung with empty shackles enough to stir her ripe imagination into shocking scenes of painful bondage. 


  She suddenly jumped, frightened, gasping for breath. A drunk lay sleeping in one of the first cells, almost at her feet; his body moving with his breath while he curled up on the floor. She jumped again, hearing the sounds of men talking as men do, in gruff voices and conversations laced with foul language. She didn’t cringe hearing that rough talk, but she did stop short of continuing until she realized that the men were some distance down another corridor, playing a game of chance. She had only to recollect scenes in her memory of walking through the stone fortress of her home, where her father’s soldiers and the groomsmen gambled, their attention so fixed that little would disturb their games. 


  Buoyed by that fact, she moved on deeper into the cavernous prison, until she heard the sound of a female moaning. Adjusting her eyes to the encroaching darkness, she saw at last the object of her exploration: the girl, tied with rope atop a crudely fashioned rack. She lay prone, face up, her shackled wrists chained to the wall beyond her head, while her legs were widely stretched and her shackled ankles were tied to two firm posts at the base of the wooden contraption. Her breasts were bound as well, roped in a fashion that made the generous hillocks stick up straight, with her nipples engorged and pointing toward the ceiling. Signs of recent physical abuse still showed on her body—welts etched into her breast flesh, and what looked like cane marks were carved deeply into her plump thighs. Her body was further bound to the wood slats; head, shoulders, torso and limbs strapped into the rack with leather, so that there was no possible means of escape. Though her prison door had been left ajar, her jailers could be sure that their prisoner would go nowhere. 


  The girl’s disheveled blond hair clung like weeds to her skin, while her body head to toe was filthy from sweat and soot. Though she groaned, the sound seemed part of a dream for she appeared asleep. Being asleep, she was calm, and as the Lady Roslyn approached her, the curious visitor could see a remarkable softness in the prisoner’s face. She groaned because her body wanted to move inside the tight bondage and that freedom was denied her. Still, she was not given to fitfulness but looked almost sensuous in her slumber as if she were dreaming of a lover. Roslyn stepped close enough to stare into her placid face. Then, suddenly, the girl’s eyes shot open and Roslyn jumped back.


  “I’m so sorry.”


  The girl looked up, at first bewildered by the unexpected sight of the comely female. “Sorry, why?” she asked. 


  Struggling for words, none came to the noble lady. 


  “I’m so thirsty. Could you get me some water?” the girl asked.  


  Roslyn gazed about, her eyes finally resting on a cup that she filled from a pitcher sitting beside it. She carefully lifted it to the parched lips, though the liquid splashed out over the girl’s dirty face as she drank in huge gulps until satisfied. 


  “This is no place for a lady,” the girl then told her.


  “But I am here now; I have seen you. Shall I undo these straps and release you?”


  “You would pay dearly for that crime,” the girl warned. “Better you leave me here to the men and their hungry organs.”


  Realizing only now why the girl was so bound, Roslyn’s eyes shot open wide and her heart thumped in a disturbing rhythm. 


  “They…they…” she could not spit out the words. 


  “Yes, they use me as a whore, for that is what they have made of me.”


  “But surely, by now, you have paid enough,” Roslyn said, incensed. “Let me free you!” She began to work at the straps. 


  “No, milady, please!” she girl returned. 


  “What in the bloody hell are ya doin with me prisoner?” the suddenly, shocking voice leaped out from the grimy gloom.


  Roslyn whirled around coming face to face with the scruffy jailer. She fell back against the rack as the man moved in close enough for her to smell his rank breath, then getting her bearings she stood up a little straighter and moved to the side. “I thought her bonds should be loosened, you’ve bound her too tightly.”


  “Aye, I bind the bitch to keep her on me rack. Jus where I want ‘er.”


  He cocked his head, his one eye fixed on Roslyn’s face. “You Draydon’s niece, huh? Purdy, aren’t ya?” Eyes gleaming with a lurid light, he reached for her auburn hair, although Roslyn recoiled, stepping back. 


  “Mebe, ya’d like to see me fuck the bitch now, eh? Gonna be a lot a fuckin down here when my friends join me. Her hot little quim’ll be dripping. Lips’ll be swollen from gagging on cock.” The man’s hairy lip curled as he spoke. “Get her ready for Drago’s dungeon, huh? Take that arse ‘o hers; that’s what the bitch wants.” He moved to the girl’s side and pinched her chin in his fingers. Then he grabbed a bound tit and shook it hard, ending with a brutal twisting of her inflamed nipple. 


  A pained expression replaced the passive one on the girl’s face, but she made no sound.


  “In’t that right, whore?” he shook her chin again. “Hum, those purdy lips tell me so.”


  “Yes, sir!” she finally blurted back. 


  “Yeah, that’s what I like ta hear.” He turned to Rosyln, “So, you jus leave us to our fucking, milady… Go pour yerself some tea, huh?” He twisted off the word milady, enough to make Roslyn cringe and draw back one more time. Despite the fact that he was three feet from her now, she could feel his hands crawling all over her body, ripping at her clothes to grovel over her aching breasts. 


  “You are scum!” Roslyn suddenly burst out, then she gathered her skirts in her hands and moved toward the open cell door. Before she could exit, the cell bars were slammed in her face, while a mocking fellow on the other side smiled at her with his broad, toothless grin. 


  “Open the door, sir!” she commanded.


  “Ooo, ya orderin me.” She smelled the liquor on his breath.


  “I said, open this door!” 


  Laughing a big belly laugh, the man let go the bars and stepped away, allowing Roslyn to pass through.


  Though she wanted to run like the wind, she remained poised enough to walk back through the prison, past the sleeping drunk, past the cold and barren cells until she took the stairs toward daylight, happy to breathe fresh air again. Emerging from the prison, she walked in a different direction than she’d come, moving through a short corridor that entered onto the castle’s large courtyard, where the activity of a busy day swirled in around her.


  “So, what would the lady be doing in her Uncle’s dungeons?”


  So lost in her own impassioned thoughts, Roslyn barely heard the man’s voice. Only after taking a few more steps did she turn about, half expecting this voice to be just her imagination playing tricks and no one would be there. But, yes! There was a man behind that voice, a very handsome man indeed. 


  “And whom are you?” she asked, as she surveyed the kindly young fellow. By the look of his shirt, his trousers and vest, he was not a noble like her Uncle, but perhaps a merchant. His clothes were simple, but finely made. The features of his face were refined, his skin clean and shaven, his hair of a tawny brown shade—a far cry from the vermin populating the prison below. Though still shaking off the repugnant scene in the dungeon, she didn’t give the man time to answer, but continued walking into the courtyard, where the tradesmen and servants were doing their daily business. 


  Though she’d rather have been by herself to gather her wits, the young man moved in beside her, answering her question: “I am Markus Leeds.”


  “And should you, Mr. Leeds, be addressing a Lady to whom you’ve not been properly introduced?” She spoke with a great deal of reserve in a way she rarely did, feeling utterly annoyed that the young man persisted with her. She was not ready for pleasant conversation. 


  “Perhaps no more than you should be walking unescorted through the market, might I add after visiting the castle’s bowels. That is no place for a lady.” He was smug, but perfectly correct in his judgment.


  Conceding the issue, Roslyn sighed and stopped to address the man properly. “It would please me, if you would not mention this to anyone. I have my reasons, and you would be polite to let those reasons remain my secret.”


  “As if your movements are not known to your uncle?”


  “Are you his spy?”


  He laughed. “No, I am not in your Uncle’s confidence,” said with a wry twist.


  “Well, then, he’ll hear what he hears. I have my reasons for today’s visit to his dungeon.”


  “The girl, I presume?”


  She was taken aback that he would have such an uncanny grasp of her recent excursion.


  “And if I was?”


  “You would be wise to let that matter rest?”


  “She was then a despicable traitor to my Uncle’s house.”


  “She fell away from his requirements.”


  “Requirements? You talk in riddles.”


  “You’re young and have much to learn about the way our world works. Indeed, you may, by your noble birth, be spared of the fate granted to most women in your uncle’s realm. I should pray that’s so, as fine a rose as you are.” He sounded as though he were courting her; in that manner, his blue eyes twinkled teasingly. But then, he spoke so sincerely. 


  “What fate do you speak of?”


  “I speak only of what I know and will not embellish the matter beyond the facts, but there are those who decry the subservience of the female under your uncle’s gaze. Surely, you’ve noticed that fact.”


  “I have not been here long enough to notice much of anything.”


  “And perhaps your recent misfortune has preoccupied your time.”


  “Perhaps so.”


  “Then, I advise you to take notice of your new home and its unique customs.”


  “It would certainly help me if you were to elaborate on this issue,” Roslyn pressed. 


  But Leeds was not entirely comfortable with the length of their discourse and decided to cut it off with a gracious exit.


  “I have likely said too much already, milady. I wish you well in your stay here.” He bowed. “Perhaps, our paths will cross again. I need to be going. I would recommend your hasty return to your chambers within the castle, perhaps from the back entrance where you will be least noticed. And do heed my warnings.”


  The man left her, disappearing into the crowd seconds later, leaving Roslyn unsure from which direction. What an odd conversation! And so clouded in mystery as to leave her unsure if Markus Leeds was an angel or a villain. He was unduly anxious for her when she was not anxious herself. But sensing some truth to his warning, she fled back the way she came, passing the dungeon steps quickly and making her way to her chambers, hopefully unseen.




  Chapter Two


  Ripped Asunder


  “Ah! Milady, where have you been!” A flushed looking Celia rushed forward as her mistress entered the upper hallway. 


  “I have been exploring,” she returned simply, then her eyes lighted with some earnest on the maid. “You look flustered.”


  “I could not find you!”


  “As if you are tied to me and must follow my footsteps wherever I go?”


  “I did not mean it that way, milady. It is just that…” she took a deep breath, then collapsed into her mistress, crying. 


  “What is the matter, Celia!”


  “I am so ashamed!” she sobbed. 


  “Ashamed, why?” Roslyn pressed, pushing the fair-skinned maid away enough so that she could see her face.


  Celia stared around nervously. “Not here, milady.”


  Although the corridor was empty, Roslyn ushered the young woman into the privacy of her chambers. They sat facing each other in chairs by the window, a private tête-à-tête between confidents. “Now tell me!” she insisted of her maid, her voice hushed. “What has you so distraught, so ashamed?”


  “Oh, milady…” she started as if she were about to cry again, then managed to contain her emotion, “I was as ordered—doing laundry with the other maids—minding my own work, and saying nothing really, when I was, quite suddenly, singled out from the rest and scolded in the most demeaning fashion. I have no idea what I had done wrong. The mistress accused me of not working fast enough, but I know that I was tending to matters with the same care and speed as the other girls. I could hardly believe the accusations.”


  “My dear, Celia, you have been known to daydream,” Roslyn said kindly, in an attempt to calm the distraught girl. 


  “But not this time, I swear to you,” she came back single-mindedly. “I was not in the wrong.”


  “Then you should let the matter rest and be more careful when you are under the watch of the laundress; she sounds like an unpleasant woman to me.”


  “But how can I let the matter rest, I was not just scolded,” she took a deep breath, her big eyes moistening again, “I was caned on my arse, on my bare arse!”


  A look of shock replaced the placating expression on Roslyn’s face. “Is that so?” 


  “You don’t believe me?”


  “I did not say that,” she thought a moment, “but I should see your marks.”


  Celia wasted no time in rising from her chair, turning her back to her young mistress and raising her skirts. There, plain as day, were at least six, if not more, deep welts in the girl’s ample posterior. Oh, how they shone against the pristine white of her flesh!


  “Come closer, girl,” Roslyn ordered. Celia obeyed only to have her mistress graze her hand over the wounds quite deliberately. “They are still hot to the touch.”


  “And hot to my senses, too, milady,” she said, sounding as if she were about to break into another sob. 


  “Hush yourself!” Roslyn stopped short her hysterics. 


  Celia stood up, trying hard to contain her woe, while Roslyn ran a loving hand over the swollen skin, feeling from that fine flesh a most pleasurable warmth transmitted from the girl to her. 


  “Does that seem so bad?” she wondered aloud, as the caress became more intense.


  “No, milady,” Celia’s breathy voice replied. 


  Roslyn had to refrain from kissing the injured skin, from wondering how it must have looked to see her maid bent at the waist and taking the kind of rough punishment that would create such blemished flesh. 


  “I would think if you required punishment that I would have been advised of the need and given the task myself.”


  Celia instantly rose up in shock and turned about, devastated that her mistress would say such a thing. “Milad—”


  “Shush,” Roslyn quieted her again. “You are old enough to take such things as this. You must realize that our lives cannot be the same halcyon ones that we enjoyed in my father’s house. We will meet with trying situations and we must adapt with a glad heart and put aside our woes, nurture them only in secret.”


  The girl looked worried. “Oh, how can it be that we have found ourselves in these circumstances?” She slumped to her knees and rested her head on Roslyn’s knee. 


  “I believe we must be practical. I have seen things here, observed things. This recent trial tells me much. I don’t know what destiny will befall us, but we must be patient with the present and expect nothing of the future. We must both be strong, Celia.”


  To speak this way revived the worried Roslyn after her bout in the dungeon and the conversation with Markus Leeds. At the very least, it was a good show for the suffering young Celia. 


  Roslyn bent down, taking Celia’s head in her hands and kissed the lovely girl on the mouth. Their lips parted, but only briefly. Then they kissed again. And again and again. Their hands moved toward the other, tentatively at first, but then with ease, and soon, Roslyn moved to her feet and pulled the maid with her to the bed, where with unpracticed but natural effortlessness, they stripped away each other’s clothes. Something hot and stirring gathered in Roslyn’s loins.


  Letting her body swoon with pleasure, she again touched Celia’s tender wounds. Her wish was that they were her own wounds, that some harsh demon of a man beat her bottom with pitiless zeal. Brief moments hence, Celia’s hand snaked its way down her mistress’ belly to the pubic ‘V’, where a rush of hot energy poured forth from the enlivened lady. A flood of secretions flowed out over the girl’s hand, while Roslyn’s belly swelled with lust and the kissing, groping, embracing fervor continued. Something ravenous in them both made them clutch tight to the other’s unfamiliar but welcoming flesh.


  “Yes, girl!” Roslyn’s cry issued forth, as with dexterous ease, Celia’s hand searched deeper between her mistress’ thighs to the hungering sex. There she thread her way between the plump folds of her labia and thrummed the tender love bud at the center, learning as she did how that simple act sent her mistress into paroxysms of physical joy. “Yes, yes, yes, girl…” Roslyn vented, “your hand… yes, all over me… yes, your fingers there.” She gasped, lifting her hips to urge the girl on, although Celia needed no encouragement; her fingers slipped into her mistress’ tight quim and wiggled about. A strong spasm rent Roslyn’s belly and she devoured the girl’s face in a rash of insistent, mouth-open kisses. Their tongues searched deep; their wet, hot-blooded passion steaming like a geyser ready to erupt.


   “More, yesssss, do that more!” Roslyn hissed while clutching one of Celia’s fair, round breasts and squeezing, only to hear the girl pause a moment in her lovemaking to gasp in heated response. Ever so carefully, Celia’s fingers worked her mistress’ privates, her thumb caressing against her love bud, doubling the rising pleasure. “More, yes, do that more, my sweet!” the lady uttered as her head fell back and her chest rose. The maid’s mouth grabbed on to a pink nipple and sucked, while her fingers continued their ardent play. For several minutes their great need rose in tandem to a precipice where they teetered in wait, again and again rising in ever-crescendoing waves toward some unseen end. A novice in all these matters, the devoted Celia attended to her mistress’s pleasure, sensing, in her naïveté, that a finale was about to break upon them both. 


  Suddenly, like an arrow shot from a bow, a fiery flame of sensation erupted through Roslyn’s body. She bucked hard against the maid’s driving hand and screamed in a low and earthy wail, “God-in-heaven-forgive-me!” the last distinguishable words, “Aaaaaaaaaa, nughhhhhh. Yes, yes, yessssssssss,” following in a manner quite unladylike. 


  Celia held her mistress, feeling quite in awe of the rippling naked flesh before her. But before she took the time to ponder the immensity of their love act, she dove into that flesh, kissing the long, white neck and the heaving bosom, biting, sucking, leaving trails of bites down Roslyn’s throat all the way to her navel. The recovering Roslyn finally came up, still breathing raggedly and kissed Celia on the mouth. Then pushing the girl back against the bed, she dove between those ample thighs, letting the fragrance of the maid’s virgin sex drive her forward into the succulent valley. She tasted the earthy ripeness, what was sour and sweet at the same time. She drank in the divine of her maid’s potent center, finding her mouth riveted on the feel of that pink wet flesh against her tongue. Her fingers found the untried love nest tight and the girl squirmed, moaning in anguish but desiring more. 


  “Please, milady, have me!” she cried.


  “Yes, I shall have you girl, just as you had me.”


  But Celia shook her head, “No, more than that!” she begged.


  More? Roslyn didn’t understand what the girl meant.


  “Trust me, you will rise to a splendid climax, just as I have, sweet girl.” She clutched Celia’s center with her mouth, tasting the flooding juices while her teasing fingers worked the sensitive opening. 


  “Yes, milady, but take me like a man would do.”


  Roslyn came up breathing hard, but amused. “You sweet child, that is beyond my ability to do.”


  Celia scooted back and sat up, looking down on her mistress with sex-flushed eyes. “I want my body rent by you, only you. It can be done. There are ways I’ve learned about—the scullery maids talk of how women can pleasure themselves. Oh, milady, this is how I dream of being made a woman!”


  “You do not think of men?”


  “I think only of the person I love best, and that is you.”


  “But you will soon become some man’s lover. You must save yourself for him.”


  Celia shook her head, shuddering… 


  “What if it is not a lover who claims me first, but some foul and gnarled old man, with horny eyes, and wheezing breath, and half his teeth?” 


  Roslyn almost laughed at the picture. 


  “Please, milady, I would rather be rent by a woman in an act of love than by twenty men who care only for their own pleasure. I fear that I will not survive a virgin much longer. The way the groomsmen look at me, the way the scullery maids in this castle talk—a woman’s body is not her own in this place. Your uncle is not the man your father was, protecting the women in his charge.”


  “Ah, maybe so. But we were young then in that other castle.”


  “Young? It was just days ago, milady, that we were running free about his house, his castle, his grounds, like birds in the wind. Now we are here.” She said this as if it were a death sentence. “Have we grown old in so short a time?” 


  “Perhaps so. Perhaps we were too sheltered in my father’s house and face now what we were destined to face all along.”


  “Please, milady, my body burns with this unwholesome need, but you can make of it something holy.”


  “And how would I accomplish such a task without the proper equipment?” Roslyn reminded the girl, still trying not to laugh.


  “There are ways. I know there are.”


  “Oh, Celia, why this now? Why are you so consumed by this unwise passion?”


  “Is my passion any different than yours has been today?”


  “And I have been ready to give you pleasure, but you spoiled the mood, I fear.” Roslyn moved off the bed and grabbed for her clothes. “Time to bathe and dress me,” she said, somewhat coldly. 


  Celia didn’t mind the swift change in plans, although she had her mind fixed. She was sure of her desire now, sure she would persuade her mistress, certain she’d win. 


  A hollow, forbidding knock suddenly resounded throughout the room. Roslyn looked to Celia a little afraid. Another knock, then the sound of her Uncle’s voice, “I know you are there, Lady Roslyn, I must speak with you.”


  “Just a moment, Uncle,” she called, “I shall be right there.”


  Roslyn looked directly at Celia, mouthing, “You must hide,” to her maid. “In the wardrobe.” She pointed to the cabinet behind her. Meanwhile, Roslyn gathered her dressing gown from the chair and swiftly covered her body before opening the door to her impatient uncle. 


  “Ah, see, you are here!” He smiled broadly


  As if she weren’t. Such a stupid thing to say!


  “I was about to dress and come see you, sir.”


  “Oh?” he looked doubtful, gazing toward the bed wonderingly. It looked torn apart.


  “I’m afraid I slept long this morning.” 


  “But you were out early,” he noted. 


  This did take her off guard.


  “Well, yes, I was. But I have been napping since,” she explained. Would he believe her, or catch her lie? Had he heard the sounds of lovemaking with his ear to her door? She studied his face hoping to read his thoughts.


  “I see,” he said at last. He seemed to let the matter of the messed bed drop, for he had better things to send Roslyn into a stew. 


  “I thought I would warn you now that you’ll be leaving here shortly.”


  “Leaving?”


  “Yes, you and your maid will be sent to the garrison in the north protected by General Drago.”


  “General Drago?”


  “Yes. You’ve heard of him?”


  “Perhaps. I am not sure.” Only today she’d heard his name mentioned by the beastly jailer in the dungeon, and not in the most complimentary way. But, in fact, most people in both her father’s realm as well as her uncle Draydon’s, knew of the great General Drago. He was renowned not only as a fierce fighter, but an opportunist and a brutal man. “I believe I have reason to fear him, uncle.”


  “Not if you take pains to be gracious, do his bidding and not cross him.”


  “Do his bidding?”


  “I mean that in the strictest sense of honoring his household. You may be called on to take care of his domestic affair, his servants, that sort of thing, among others. I know it will not be the most gracious setting, the northern lands are hostile, but you will adapt and, most importantly, you’ll be safe.”


  “Am I not safe here?”


  “That I cannot say. I hear dire warnings of approaching armies. I’m afraid I cannot use my resources here to protect innocents such as yourself.  You will go to Drago in secret and remain there until the present conflicts pass. Your willing acceptance of this circumstance will do much to relieve my concerns for you.”


  Roslyn looked a bit dazed and answered cautiously, “If you think it best, sir.”


  “I do. Prepare yourself, by first light two days hence, you and your maid will dress to conceal your noble identity and travel the three day journey to Drago’s northern stronghold.”


  She bowed in assent for she had no other choice, “Yes, sir. I’ll make sure we are prepared.”


  “You will pack lightly,” he added. “What is frivolous must be discarded.”
“Sir, I came here with nothing just two weeks ago. In so short a time, I have accumulated very little and certainly nothing frivolous.”


  “Indeed.” With no more to say, her uncle nodded his head and turned abruptly to leave the room. 


  “Milady!” Celia, emerging from hiding, exclaimed in a clandestine whisper. She ran to her mistress and embraced her worriedly, although Roslyn immediately pushed her off. 


  “No time for your theatrics, girl. We have much to do.”


  “And you’re not dreadfully worried?”


  “Of course, I’m worried. General Drago is hardly the kind of man I am inclined to serve.”


  “I hear such things…why, they’d make you shrivel away in fright.”


  “Well, I will not shrivel away in fright. Nor will you! Drago is just a man and men can be conquered.” She spoke like a woman much older than her years. If she stopped to notice, she would have heard the sound of her own dear mother’s voice in her self-confident tone.


  “Milady!” Celia looked at her shocked, never having witnessed her mistress quite so bold.


  “Yes, we will prepare to take leave of this place. I had hoped that it would be a haven from our woes, but I can’t say I’m all that fond of staying here.”


  “Oh?” The maid’s expression filled with questions.


   “Think nothing of it, girl. We will move on.” She seemed distracted now and Celia had no choice but to do her mistress bidding without bothering her more. 


  There was much for Lady Roslyn to consider. The idea of yet another swift retreat toward the unknown weighed heavily on her mind. She hardly believed that Drago’s stronghold would be safer than her Uncle’s well-fortified castle. Certainly, entering the wilderness of the north seemed like a foolish act, if protecting her against the roving armies was her Uncle’s aim. What were her Uncle’s aim’s, she was forced to wonder. Was he less her champion than she believed? Was he as true to her father as she once thought? Was he the tyrant some whispered of? Oh, she’d heard his rifled commands, the way he ordered punishments with little thought. She suspected he was a cunning ruler, but was he a ruthless man as well? Was he as expedient and cruel as she feared? And most worrisome, was there some particular motive behind the sudden assignment to the notorious General Drago? 


  Life was a riddle, apt not be solved with simple questions and easy answers. She expected she would not have answers to any of her concerns for some time to come, thus she would prepare herself, not just for the journey her uncle planned, but for events unknown, for the mystery and the surprise of not knowing all that lay ahead. She certainly hoped, however, that whatever the outcome of her next months, her life would be touched by the passionate thrill of longings finally fulfilled. Her body, poised to enter its full womanhood, sensed the change about to happen with some gratitude.


  ***


  On the very morning that Roslyn and Celia were to have left the castle for Drago’s stronghold, Roslyn observed something quite odd. She’d arise from bed in the early morning hours, preparing for the journey when she heard a commotion in the courtyard below. Looking out the window, she spied the girl from the dungeon, shackled, cuffed and being loaded into a small corner of a fully loaded oxcart. Chained to the side of the cart, she was forced to sit in the awkward confinement for what appeared to be a long trip. The girl was mute, perhaps a bit proud in her attitude, though it was hard to see for sure. Certainly, she was resigned to whatever fate lay ahead for she gave the menservants little resistance. Roslyn recalled then the words of the jailer… that she would be a whore in Drago’s dungeon. Drago, yes. The very man to whom she’d been assigned herself. Was that where the girl was going now? 


  Not more than an hour after the oxcart with its female cargo pulled out of the courtyard, Roslyn was informed by one of her uncle’s aides that her own trip to Drago’s stronghold had been delayed. No explanations were offered, which left Roslyn in a huge quandary that did not sit well with her. Any attempts to seek an explanation from her uncle were rebuffed summarily—in fact, she only saw the man twice during the following two weeks. It had been made clear that she was not to enter his chambers without permission. As he was not in the mood for probing questions, he did not bid her enter. More than once, she marched to his door, only to have her uncle’s manservant, posted at the entrance like a sentry, stop her from knocking. He said that her uncle’s current business was too important to interrupt.


  After several attempts in so many days, Roslyn came to doubt that her uncle was engaged in any serious business affairs. Oh, he was busy, all right, but with very different concerns. One evening when the servant briefly left his post, she tiptoed to the door with every intention of entering her uncle’s chambers. But she stopped short when she heard from beyond the door, the unmistakable sounds of sexual activity—the heavy breathing, the savage screams of a woman, the bellowing grunts of a man—her uncle. She listened, at first appalled and curious about who was engaged in her uncle’s bed—the man had no wife, no concubine or paramour that she knew of, although he was certainly engaged in acts of a carnal nature with someone at that very moment! Instead of leaving right away, Roslyn listened for some time as the crude sounds of pleasure turned more voracious and intense. Unwittingly, her own body became so aroused, so afire from the remarkable noise that she finally ran flush-faced toward her own quarters, consumed by the ravenous feelings of sexual desire. She slammed the door of her room behind her and stood with her back to it, pressing her hand to her crotch as if to calm the needy beast she’d raised. But there was no calming her now. Her fingers burrowed under her clothes and with little effort brought her body to a momentous climax that left her panting and ashamed at such lack of self control. 


  While punctuated by a very few brief moments of unguarded passion like this one, the grueling days of waiting were difficult for Roslyn to bear or understand. Her maid Celia, however, took the delay quite differently. She remained thoughtfully engaged, pleasant and without the fretful face and worried brow that marked her first days in Draydon castle. Roslyn did not press her about why her spirits were so high, but, soon enough, she was to understand the reason for the girl’s renewed energy. 


  When at last, Roslyn’s trip north was scheduled for the morrow, her uncle announced the fact himself at dinner that evening—the first she’d seen of the man in many days. Of course, she accepted the planned departure with a grain of salt; postponements had been almost comical—if it had not been for the grave dangers she foresaw. It was difficult to know whether this trip would improve her lot or not—regardless, she greeted the news with a flutter of repressed excitement.  


  “And this is for certain this time?” she asked, trying not to be glib.


  “You presume I’d lie to you?” he responded with indignation, no longer disguising a degree of contempt she had never expected from her father’s brother.


  “I’m sorry, sir, I have been told many things these weeks.”


  “Well, I tell you now that you are leaving in the morning. I’d make haste to be ready, for if you’re ready or not ready, you will be traveling with the merchants who will take you to General Drago—even if I have to bodily carry you to the caravan myself.” 


  “Uncle, you will not need to do so!” she returned his indignation with the overtly testy retort—although she hardly cared now, as her affection for her uncle had significantly diminished in recent days. “But with the merchants?” she went right on, being both suspicious and concerned. 


  “I’ll have my guard positioned with them,” her uncle said. “You’ll be quite safe.”


  “I-I—” She was aghast.


  “You have something more to say?” He’d already risen from his chair and gazed at her with imperious intent, daring her to raise another objection. 


  Withering under that stare, she finally responded with a quiet, “No, sir.” 


  “And that little tart, what’s her name—Celia?  You’ll be sure she’s ready as well. Drago will have a use for her, I’m sure.” His lust-filled eyes gave away his meaning. 


  Appalled but speechless, Roslyn watched her uncle leave, hoping that he did not see the tears welling in her eyes.


  Whether she was safe or not, Roslyn was almost thankful that she and Celia were finally to be on their way. Returning to her chambers, she informed her maid of the anticipated journey, although she tried not to think of her uncle’s suggestive remark about the girl as she went about her packing. In two hours, with all prepared, Roslyn sat for a time with her embroidery, until her eyes were too tired to work. Sleep would come soon, she prayed. 


  “Lady Roslyn,” she heard her door creak, and looked to see Celia’s sweet face peek in. 


  “Yes, girl?”


  The maid slipped into the room, giggling, and stood by the door with her hands behind her back, her face awash with a blushing pink. 


  “What is it, Celia?” 


  “I um…” she bit her lip self-consciously, hesitating from embarrassment. “I, ah, you know what I spoke of some weeks ago?” she finally started.


  Roslyn shook her head, puzzled. “No, I’m afraid I don’t know what you are referring to. Spit it out, girl.”


  “Well, I, I took it upon myself to fashion something that will bring us closer—” Roslyn’s face remained a blank. “In that carnal sense…” Her blush enduring, Celia cocked her head, as if trying to gauge her mistress’s thoughts. 


  “I have no idea what you are talking about. Does it have something to do with what’s behind your back?”


  “Yes, milady,” she gulped as she moved one step closer. 


  “Let me see it,” Roslyn ordered.


  Blushing deeper still, Celia withdrew a mass of tangled leather straps along with a curious item that Roslyn could not quite identify. 


  “Come closer,” she held out her hand.


  “I should explain,” the maid rushed in nervously.


  “No, let me see it, or I’ll cuff you, girl.”


  Bound to obey, Celia thrust the strange items into Roslyn’s hands and stepped back. “The old lady in the laundry helped me. She knows all about these things, she says.” Roslyn gazed at the tangled leather in her lap, puzzled, and almost afraid to touch it. Celia, meanwhile, stood anxiously waiting, becoming worried with no immediate response from her mistress. Then, with her emotions at the edge, she boldly flung herself at Roslyn’s feet, then looked up, imploringly. “Oh, milady, I prayed we would not leave until this was done. I am most sincere in my desire to have you rent my womanhood, just as I spoke of when we lay together—that very perfect moment,” she rushed on, afraid to let her mistress speak. “This will do the task that you’re not equipped to do. I beg your kind, but fearless, attention to this matter. We go to the wild lands, to Drago’s fortress. Is there any hope that my virginity will be taken from me with love? I think not. I have been warned a dozen times. Even if just half the stories are true, I’m doomed to suffer at the hands of treacherous men who will force me to give up my body for their pleasure. I ask just this one thing, milady—” she stopped, having run out of pleas, but now watched as Lady Roslyn fingered her way through the harness and the phallus that she had so carefully fashioned. “You don’t think it is too big?” Celia wondered aloud, as Roslyn’s hand glided over the smooth surface of the wooden carving.


  “I would have no idea, girl,” Roslyn answered as her hands felt the well-shaped prong. She shuddered as if it were the real thing, real flesh and blood, as if it had a power all its own: the power to woo her, the power to make her as bold as a man would be. Her imagination went wild as scenes of debauchery flew before her inner eyes, until, rather than look at her sweet maid with amusement, a molten fire burned within, making the waiting girl tremble. 


  “Perhaps it’s possible,” she said carefully. “Yes.” She nodded, looking straight into Celia’s eyes. “I will do this once for you, my dear, but that is all. Because I, too, fear that your virtue will soon be ripped asunder. You are a fair flower that many men would seek to pluck.” 


  Roslyn wondered if it were prudent to confirm the girl’s fears? Was it better to tell the truth than lie? Indeed, she believed. Celia was that fair flower. Though just a peasant girl, her beauty shone and her heart was innocent. There was little way that Roslyn could protect her, especially now when she suspected that her own uncle was giving them up, and cared little about protecting them from the dangers of a horny man’s crude appetites.


  Roslyn tenderly stroked the girl’s fair hair and let her fingers linger along the smooth, youthful skin. A quickening in her loins, the dampening of her quim resulted, as the fiery need inside the troubled girl spoke silently but with great force. She would lie with her again, and they would satisfy their own cravings, for it might well be the last time they could be so intimately engaged. 


  “Go to my bed and be ready for me,” she ordered at last.


  As the girl scampered away, Roslyn rose and went about the room, dousing all but one candle, until the room glowed with a softer hue. The light was faint from the tiny flame, though as their eyes adjusted to the dark, they would note a sensuous stream of moonlight adding to the ethereal aura. 


  After shedding her clothes, Roslyn reached for the strange garment Celia had so painstakingly made, realizing as she held the remarkable phallus, what had occupied the girl’s obsessive thoughts during the previous two weeks. Her passion was nothing to be trifled with, for it had taken shape in this strange but defining way, and seemed now to have joined the two women in a lust that neither could cast off. It must be fulfilled! With instinct guiding her hands, Roslyn slipped the leather harness over her bare loins, setting the straps in place. Separate straps circled her thighs and were connected to a belt in front and back. It buckled at her waist. How strange this harness was, and yet, what a potent surge of power rushed through her as she tightened it round her middle. Jutting from a leather pouch that fit snuggly between the straps was the carved phallus, an ugly devil, its shape gross, its meaning terrifying for what it could do. Did she have the courage to do what her maid desired? Could she raise the kind of manly determination needed to complete the act?   


  Roslyn questioned herself just briefly, for the answers to her questions instantly appeared and the message was quite clear. If not her mind then her body answered with resounding firmness and mounting lust for the very act that would alter the maid forever. 


  Roslyn moved with some alacrity, climbing atop her bed where Celia lay waiting, naked, her legs widely spread and her fingertips stroking her primed virgin home. Her head was thrust back, her body breathing deeply, a fine lust pouring from the milky flesh of her rising bosom. Sensing that lust pulsing through her own body, it pleased Roslyn to know that the girl would no longer be a virgin after this night, that she would bleed, perhaps in pain, as the dreadful, man-cock plunged deep and ripped away the curtain that separated her from womanhood. That unexpected feeling of power rose up again, as Roslyn straddled the girl’s shapely hips and bent down to kiss her lips. The dangling cock bobbed teasingly along Celia’s skin while Roslyn moved against the warmed flesh. Their breasts joined the tease, their sensitive nipples enlarging as they delicately stroked against the other, while from their lips came the purring sounds of pleasure. 


  “How lovely you are,” Roslyn whispered, then added more boldly, “and how fortunate you are to have me!”


  “Yes, milady,” Celia answered back, her face now a canvas of lustrous sexual beauty. 


  Roslyn rose up on one hand and fingered the open portal of the maid’s love nest, positioning the phallus against the small, wet opening. She could see the girl grit her teeth in fear, though she looked up at her mistress as if to say please. Celia’s eyes shimmered in the faint light, defiant and sure. She was such a contradiction of weakness and strength, but then, was not Roslyn herself so possessed by opposing forces? Could she fault the girl? Or judge her?


  When Roslyn finally drew back, she clutched the phallus to steady its aim, pressing it into the gateway and holding it there, pushing firmly and causing Celia’s heart to race and her breath to become shallow. Then at last, Roslyn lunged, dropping her body forward, while thrusting with her hips. On breaking the girl’s feminine treasure, she heard a cry from Celia like none other—being both mournful and sweet in the same breathless instant.


  “Ah, at last!” Roslyn thought she heard the sensuous shriek. Celia’s pained grunting followed. 


  Roslyn made her attack brief; perhaps, she would have stopped altogether after she’d ripped away the membrane, but in her own body, the fiercest passion had risen strong. She continued the copulation, thrusting the phallus again and again into the virgin territory, while feeling a rubbing sensation against her own sensitive organ of pleasure. The wildness in her gathered and soon an explosive climax made her body move with deliberate force. Celia had grabbed on to her, the passion claiming her as well. The two women were clutched together as if in a brutal battle, each feeding off the other’s rising emotions and physical lust. Each climaxed with a thunderous rumble deep in their bellies, which, as they began to recover from the torrid moment, seemed to move beyond their spent forms and blanket them in pure love. 


  They lay without speaking for some time, both afraid to voice their thoughts, then Roslyn finally managed to say, “I hope your split blood was well-spent.” 


  “Oh, milady, my heart is not unchanged.” Celia turned toward her mistress. “Please understand my gratitude. I do love you, Lady Roslyn.”


  “And I love you, dear girl.” She stroked the maid’s soft face. They were not more than two years apart in age, though Roslyn often thought of Celia as a mere child. Was it possible that the girl, no longer being a girl, had become a woman with an understanding greater than Roslyn’s own? Could the simple act of losing her purity make this change so quickly? It hardly seemed possible, but as Roslyn stared at that familiar face, she would wonder if it were true. There was something in Celia’s eyes she’d not seen before, a luster and maturity that defied her present understanding.


  Roslyn was now left to wonder of her own fate in the coming days. Celia’s sexual fate was certainly sealed, but not her own. Would there be a lover not a brute to claim her? She could only wait and see, keeping to her dreams with hope. 


  When she pulled off the bed, she unbuckled the harness and let it, along with the bloodstained phallus, slide to the floor where she stepped from the tangle of straps; it seemed vile to her now. 


  “Get that out of my sight,” she said to the maid directly. “We’re done with that, and now we both must rest. Tomorrow will be a long and tiring day.”


  “Yes, milady.” The girl hustled from bed and did her mistress’ bidding. Despite the lady’s sudden shift in mood, Celia was still glad, in fact, her heart was overjoyed with a feeling that resided deep within her. 




  Chapter Three


  Welcome To Dragon-Horn


  These merchants were a surly sort, all rough-faced and gruff, but one: the man who led the group. That particular fellow was a well-dressed dandy with a corpulent body and an unctuous air, which made him as foul as the others. Roslyn did not know which she despised most. 


  While it seemed that all the men were constantly making lewd remarks about their two lovely female passengers, they managed to keep their hands off the tender flesh. Perhaps it was her uncle’s guard threatening them—although the man was half-drunk during most of their journey, and could not have prevented a rape even if he wasn’t. Percival was too old for much of anything but old battle songs and the strong ale that made his singing boisterously loud.


  This would not be a pleasant trip, Roslyn assured herself at the outset; she’d be glad when it was over. And yet, there were pleasant things to look at in the countryside. The air was clear and clean; flowers bloomed and toward sunset on the first day, the caravan of six wagons broke out onto a wide meadow just as the sun was dipping low into a cloud-strewn sky. Spectacular colors leaping from the canopy above caused them to stop, even for just an instant to gaze in awe at the beautiful sight. They camped by a stream that meandered through the meadow, with the men pitching a tent for the ladies and another for the unctuous Belius Fowl. The oily fellow invited Lady Roslyn and her maid to dine with him, but Roslyn declined, saying that she was much too tired to keep good company that night. 


  “Another night, then?” he said, while toying with his mustache, a nervous habit that would make Roslyn cringe every time she saw it. “It will be a long trip and we must find ways to pass the tedious hours pleasantly.”


  “To be sure, sir, although my maid and I are unused to the strain of travel and I’m sure we’ll need a good night’s rest to refresh our bodies and our spirits. It would not do for your company to be weighed down with irritable females.” She smiled graciously and ducked back inside her tent, whispering to a giggling Celia, “I will not dine with that man!”


  Roslyn found her vow quickly broken, as two nights later, she was unable to fend off the man’s invitation. At Belius Fowl’s insistence, they stopped early. “The ladies need a break,” he’d announced to his company with his eye on the reluctant noblewoman. Roslyn could have kicked herself for remarks about how tiring the journey was; she wanted only for it to be over in as short a time as possible. Now, she was faced with breaking bread with this slimy fellow. 


  To add to Roslyn’s misery, when she and her maid presented themselves at Belius’s tent, the man motioned Celia toward his fellows.


  “I should love to speak with you without your servant present, milady?” he said, offering her his hand. 


  “But sir, I’d rather not see the girl alone in the company of so many men,” Roslyn objected. 


  “No need to worry; she will be just fine.”


  Thus Roslyn entered the tent alone and sat across from her host at a small table that had been drawn from one of the carts. She need not worry how they would pass their time. Belius Fowl enjoyed the sound of his own voice and for the entire meal, he talked of his travels without pausing for her comment, assuming that she would be fascinated with his life history. 


  Toward the end of the meal, the man rose from his seat and circled the table, moving in behind Roslyn. One fat hand rested on her shoulder—to which she instantly recoiled—then those plump fingers moved to her face and she shrunk back, gasping, “Please, sir!” in a surprised voice. 


  “No need to worry, milady,” he stroked her cheek, all the while Roslyn shuddering in silence. “We shall make the arrangement simple.” Though still speaking in his fawning manner, there was something threatening in his voice. 


  Scared, but not too scared to move, she suddenly jumped from the table, turning it on end, “No, sir, there is no arrangement,” she whirled around indignantly. For just a moment as she stared into his eyes, she saw the intention there and worried that she’d be unable to get beyond the man’s corpulent body. She was, however, saved from that dilemma, when Percival suddenly appeared at the door of the tent. 


  “Anything wrong, milady?” he asked. He appeared unlike she’d seen him the last three days, with his large body looming over the much smaller Belius Fowl. His eyes were clear and there was barely a hint of liquor on his breath. One would have thought he was a man years younger than he normally appeared. He looked about the scene, the upturned table, the scattered plates, sensing the truth without being told. 


  “No, Percival, nothing is wrong,” Roslyn said. “But since my meal with Mr. Fowl is now finished, you can escort me back to my tent.”


  “I’d be most happy.” Percival bowed and took her arm. The two left, leaving the merchant scowling under his breath. 


  Celia had already been rescued from the other merchants by the dutiful and much changed guard, and was deposited in her lady’s tent.


  For the rest of the trip, no man gave either woman any trouble, while the surprising Percival continued to play the drunken sot. Was he truly drunk, or only playing a game? No one knew, but no one had the guts to challenge him again; the picture of his soldiering body was one no one wanted to forget. 


  ***


  The merchants with their special cargo arrived at General Drago’s stronghold late in the evening three days hence. The General himself met them at his gates, shouting orders as if they were his troops. Roslyn recoiled at first glance, yet could not take her eyes from Drago’s manly visage. He tall like a warrior would be, his build solid, his dark eyes flashing with authority under thick, black brows. His uncombed hair was as black as a raven’s wing, his two day’s growth of beard like dusty soot on his striking face. No sweet-faced youth, no pretty man, no polished gentleman, he was hardened by wars and driven by survival, creating such an awesome impression that the air seemed to rumble about him. 


  “Welcome to Dragon-Horn, Lady Roslyn,” he held his hand for her, but only after he’d given orders to the rest of the caravan of travelers, arranging for their carts and horses. By the time he finally attended to her, she’d become restless, wanting desperately to remove herself from the uncomfortable cart.


  “Yes, sir,” she said, putting her dainty hand into his large palm. Still unable to take her eyes from his, there passed between them a look that made her shudder deeply. She would not like this man, she decided immediately.


  “The girl is yours?” he asked, once he’d helped her down.


  “My maid.”


  “Then she’ll come too,” he said, bodily lifting the fair-haired maid from the cart and setting her on her feet. Celia blushed self-consciously, although Drago returned his attention to her mistress, leaving the maid to walk behind them, much like a timid mouse, while he showed them into his stronghold. 


  “There are few luxuries here but you’ll get used to it,” Drago declared. 


  Quite true! The stone walls were adorned with swords and the heads of slaughtered animals, trophies of the hunt.


  “I’m surprised that you don’t have the heads of your enemies hanging here,” Roslyn remarked.


  “I see you disapprove of me and you don’t know me.”


  “I never said that I disapproved of you,” Roslyn rebutted.


  “But it’s clear in your eyes.” His own eyes glimmered sharply. “I shall delight in your conquest.”


  “Delight in what?” 


  He grinned slyly, then laughed. “Perhaps you are as naïve as you are beautiful, milady.”He stopped walking, making a half turn in her direction and taking a lock of her auburn hair in his hand, said with a bit of awe, “Exquisite color.”


  Roslyn slapped his hand away to which Drago’s eyes snapped; his visage glowered and Roslyn instantly recoiled in fear. “Do not do that again, girl.” The term ‘girl’ may have been appropriate for a female of Celia’s rank, but to call Roslyn ‘girl’ was an insult. And perhaps a warning. “You may be of noble birth, but you are just a common female in this house. Prepare yourself accordingly.” He let her go, and motioned to an old lady who stood in the entrance to his great hall—though Drago’s ‘great hall’ was by no means ‘great’ in comparison to hall of her father’s home, or even that in her Uncle’s castle. Without glancing back at the two women, the general put them in the old woman’s care and left the room. 


  “Dearies, you following me now,” the stoop-shouldered, grey-haired woman motioned the two young women toward her. She tottered a bit as she started walking, then turned around, disappearing into the darkness behind her. Roslyn stood stock still, unsure what to do, but then the old woman’s faced re-appeared like a ghost looming out of the darkness. “I say you should be following me now, less some scoundrel take you to bed with ‘im.”


  Roslyn and her maid were shown meager quarters on the second story of the stronghold, no expansive windows, no balconies, just a simple bed the two would share, a stand, a pitcher and basin for washing and a chamber pot. There was plenty of space for their personal belongings, but they would not be carted upstairs until the following day.  


  “T’aint much, if yer used to fine things, but this will ‘ave to do. The general, he’s a plain man. But better than most. You’ll be fine here,” she said. “I poured fresh water this evening when we learnt you’d be arrivin’.”


  “Thank you,” Roslyn answered. She was still in a daze, coming to terms with the modest accommodations that looked more like a prison than home. “I’m sure we’ll sleep well now that we have a bed,” she remarked, trying to put on a pleasant face. 


  “That you’ll do,” the woman said. “It’s the best we ‘ave here.” While the two women stared, the old woman left the room, tottering all the way and closing the door after her. 


  Roslyn half expected to hear a key in the lock, for that was how much she felt imprisoned in this hideous fortress. 


  “Shall I sleep on the floor, milady?”


  Roslyn brooded a moment then stared at the maid confused. When she finally came around again, she answered, “Why no. Your bones are sure to ache as much as mine. We’ll sleep together.”


  Although Celia hoped that they would take the time to share a moment’s passion, if for nothing else than a bit of comfort in this hostile place, she was disappointed to find that her exhausted mistress fell quickly to sleep without so much as a goodnight kiss. 




  Chapter Four


  Escape 


  On the day following their arrival at Dragon-Horn, Lady Roslyn and her maid Celia were summoned at midday by General Drago; they would greet him in his great hall, the old woman said before she tottered off, muttering something that Roslyn did not understand, although it was clear that the woman was quite disgruntled, shaking her head. One could almost see the fumes rising from her head.


  “I wonder what he wants.” Celia said, her expressive eyes widening with undisguised interest. 


  “I wonder what you want,” Roslyn came back at her; she too seemed disgruntled.


  The maid’s face went blank “Mistress? Did I say something wrong?”


  “I would watch yourself. You act as if you’re hoping to be defiled now that you’ve had your way with me.”


  The girl looked back at her in horror. “Oh, no, milady! I-uh…” Roslyn waited for an explanation. “I-I just find these things…well,” she was all flustered, her face reddening, “…fascinating. It’s better than being scared.”


  “But you should be scared!” With that, Roslyn gathered her skirts and moved from the room, heading toward the staircase. 


  The two young women found General Drago in his great hall, as promised, although as they stood at the doorway, Drago stood with his back to them, staring pensively from a small window.  


  Roslyn entered the room, then stopped abruptly, finding herself a little afraid of the scene before her. Celia hung close behind her, nervous, yes, but excitement still bursting from her trembling body. For Roslyn, some evil feeling, compounded by the musty, earthy smell of the place seemed to climb right into her bones and settle there uncomfortably. For all her attempts, she could not shake the sense that the evils of this place would soon play out on her.


  “I trust you slept well,” Drago said, on hearing them enter, though he’d still not turned around.


  “As well as possible in a new place, in a strange bed,” Roslyn answered as graciously as she could, though she was not feeling particularly gracious. Still, he hadn’t turned to address her properly. What held his interest, she did not know, but he made her endure a long awkward silence before he finally turned around. In fact, she waited so long that she’d become annoyed by his rude behavior and was about to leave. But Drago, quick to sense her move off in a huff, whipped around and stopped her retreat.


  “Did I grant you permission to leave?” he barked, causing her body to shiver all the way to her toes. 


  “I didn’t believe that permission was needed,” she managed to come back. Roslyn was determined not to let the man intimidate her, although he had already shattered her determination with a penetrating stare that seemed to strip her of all indignation—as well as her clothes. Never had she felt quite so naked in a man’s presence. Her only choice was to break his fixed stare by averting her eyes. This she did as she moved to the hearth where at least the glow from the fire was warming. 


  “I had hoped that our dealings would be more pleasant, Lady Roslyn. Perhaps you think that your disdain for me will somehow soften me?”


  She looked up, taking a moment to inspect his face, the grim but civil expression, his shadowy but intriguing mien, although, she tried not to react in any visible way; that strange evil about him seemed difficult to shake. “I doubt that anything would soften you,” she said.


  “Only the smile of a kind lady,” he returned.


  Taken aback by that comment, she bit her lip and turned away again. The results of this meeting were not what she planned. She wanted Drago to find her strong, a forbidding adversary, not some girlish ninny with no backbone. Now, without knowing exactly how, she was teetering on the verge of a nervous faint, barely able to breathe.


  While her lady and General Drago faced off, the maid Celia stood in the corner, her eyes wide and transfixed on the scene, moving from Roslyn to the general and back as they took turns speaking. When one of Drago’s soldiers suddenly stepped behind her, whispering in her ear, she shrieked. 


  Drago’s attention instantly diverted, his eyes riveted on the frightened girl.


  “She is your personal maid?” he asked Roslyn. 


  “She is.”


  He stared directly at the fair-haired Celia. “Come closer, girl.” 


  But Celia was frozen in place as if she were panic-struck.


  “Come on,” Drago motioned her with his hand.


  She could barely get her feet to move, making painstaking work of such a short distance, then when she simply could not move an inch more, she stopped and waited. 


  “Turn around,” Drago ordered her.


  The girl visibly shuddered, then, taking small steps she turned until her backside faced the man’s awesome stare. 


  “All the way around,” he prompted when she stopped, and Celia continued with her head bowed like a sheepish child.


  “Look at me,” Drago barked the command. He saw the fright play out across her delicate features. “You’re scared of me.”


  She made no reply.


  “You’re a comely girl,” he announced, “and soon you’ll find your match here and spread your legs in welcome.”


  With that comment the poor girl was nearly overcome.


  Roslyn observed much; her maid, though quaking miserably was curiously aroused. Was it Drago? Or the young fellow behind her that made her react this way? A strange smile appeared on Celia’s face, something fleeting and a bit flirtatious. Had Roslyn been right? Did Celia want  the very thing she’d been warned about? Was that why the girl could smile now? Was she ready to be taken and used like a whore?


  “Geoffrey, take her with you,” Drago ordered. “The girl will be staying with the others.”


  “Yes, sir,” the young man answered. 


  As Celia turned about, her eyes took note of the handsome Geoffrey, first with surprise, then guarded interest. He was just a boy, but a very handsome one he was: his face was smoothly shaved—other than a square of his dark beard left on the cleft of his chin—and his long sleek hair was pulled back off his face and tied at his neck with a leather cord.


  As Roslyn viewed the pair, she saw the girl’s eyes light in fascination. She could do worse, Roslyn thought, if this young man was to take her as a lover. Even so, this unexpected turn of events alarmed her. 


  “Where are you taking her?” she rushed toward Drago, sounding anxious for his answer. “What does it mean that she’ll stay with the others?” 


  “She’ll stay with the other maids.”


  “No! She is to attend me,” Roslyn countered tersely. 


  “Not if I have other uses for her.”


  “You intend to use her as a whore!” 


  “What makes you think so?”


  “Is that not your reputation?”


  “Reputation? Didn’t know I had one.” Drago was startled but amused by the exchange.


  “Your name is known.”


  “Is it now?” He raised his thick brows. “And what do my countrymen think of me?”


  “You’re known as a brute, a barbarian, a defiler of women.”


  “Am I? Well, seems that is a fine thing to be; gives me the right to do as I please, doesn’t it? How about I make a whore of you, hum?” he said with a cocky half smile. “You would probably like that, little vixen that you are! I’ll bet you’re ripe and ready between those thighs.”


  “You are a shameless brute!” she seethed, a fact that only made him walk her way. She could do nothing but attempt to stand her ground and meet his firm gaze with hers. He moved in so close that she could smell his body, the rich perfume of earth; scents of smoke and leather lingering in his aura. They felt each other breathe, something hot passing between them. 


  As he had the night before, he lifted her hair in his hand and stared at the curious color, liking what he saw. He liked the whiteness of her neck, the pink blush, the youth; she was far younger than he expected. 


  “You do realize,” he started, “or perhaps you don’t… that your uncle has given you and your maid to me as gifts of appeasement.”


  Roslyn stared at him, at first too stunned to reply, then she finally found her tongue, “He has what?”


  “Given you to me.”


  “No! That is a lie! He has no right! I am no man’s gift!”


  “Oh, but you are, Lady Roslyn. Indeed you are.”  She took one step back and her hair dropped from his hand. “I own you now, like I own my horse, my fortress, my ducks, my geese, my cattle, the ale I drink and the food that I consume.” He smiled wryly. “Oh, and I will consume you, fair lady.” 


  “You will not!” In that moment of temper, she attempted to slap his face. Her hand reared back about to strike, but Drago moved too fast, catching the tiny wrist in his large palm. He held it there above her head and stared down, his face blank of expression, any second either anger or mirth might register there. But the result was neither one. Instead, he kissed the pale underside of her wrist, then carefully lowered her hand to her side. 


  “You try that again, milady,” he said quietly, “and I’ll have you strung up in my court and beaten bloody.”


  She stood immobilized for the moment, although her emotions raged; her eyes sparked and her chest heaved with passion. 


  He backed away. “I guessed right then. Your uncle failed to tell you the truth.”


  “He told me nothing about such a gift. I have no knowledge of that, in fact, I would vow it is a lie.”


  He raised his brows and then he seemed to snicker, making fun of her distress. 


  “Oh? A lie? Perhaps you should search your heart, for the truth is written there. The man’s a blackguard like the rest of us. Draydon is no gentleman, I assure you. The last true gentleman escaped this earthly life at the end of a sword.”


  Roslyn gazed at him confused by what he meant, but Drago did not explain further. 


  Perhaps a minute of screaming silence passed before Roslyn steeled her will, making herself strong when all she wanted was to collapse like a sobbing child. 


  “I suggest that you face the truth, Lady Roslyn,” Drago spoke again. “Your life no longer belongs to you—as if it ever did. You are merely a pawn.”


  “Pawn?” Anger rose in her eyes again. 


  “Do not condemn me for speaking the truth.”


  “Truth? Is that what women are? Pawns and nothing more?”


  “I did not create this life…I merely play my part.”


  “As if you did not have the power to choose, as if being a villainous lecher were your only option.”


  “I do what is expedient. What pleases me. And you, milady, please me.”


  “I don’t know how that can be if I despise you. Try as you wish, you will not win my favor.”


  He smiled. “But I need not win your favor to have you, not when I own your fair body, and it is mine to use.”


  A dizzying wave of sensation passed through her as the tension between them mounted. “Is that all you have to tell me? That you will conquer me by force?”


  “By force—or otherwise. Yes. That is all for now.”


  “Then I will take my leave,” she said, starting toward the door. She could not say more, no words, not even an indignant thought passed through her mind. 


  “Leave you may, but not without my permission,” Drago interjected. “There is one other thing?”


  “Oh?” 


  He had stepped back toward a writing desk, where a rectangular wooden box sat squarely in the center. Roslyn turned and watched as Drago opened the lid and withdrew from inside a collar, a claiming collar made of soldered chain links, the kind used for lowly slaves and servants, the metal old and dull. She’d seen several about the throats of Drago’s servants, although the general was not the only commander or sovereign to use such devices to signify their property. She stared at the hammered metal piece in shock. “Oh, you will not reduce me to this!” she cried, stepping back. 


  “I don’t reduce you. Your mind does that. But now is the time for you to understand that you are indeed my property. With the collar you’ll become accustomed to the requirements of your status.”


  “It will do no such thing!” Roslyn hastened toward the door, but Drago was too quick for her. Reaching out, he swiped her arm, jerking her back to him so she landed against his muscled chest, her breast heaving with distraught passion. Though she struggled to get away, he held her fast to him while he clamped the collar about her throat and set the lock. She had no choice but to breathe in the scent of him: his clothes, his breath, his body, and the dominant spirit that was as much a part of him as his eyes, his mouth and his hands. Quickly overcome by raw emotion, her anger exploded and she fought him off in a fitful rage, though her fight was no match for his impressive strength, as he contained her inside his unyielding arms. For just one brief instant, his lips were so close to hers that she thought he’d press a claiming kiss against her mouth. But then a second later, Drago’s eyes filled with merriment and he pushed her gently from him, seeing that she was effectively subdued. 


  The collar was rigidly set, loose enough not to cut, but tight enough for her to feel with every passing second the certainty of her subjugation. She could have wept, but she was still too angry for tears. 


  “You can take this horrible act any way you choose,” he mocked her. “Hate the thing as much as you want, but in time it’ll work like magic, Milady Roslyn. I know. I have seen it happen many times. Resign yourself, my little pawn.”


  “Never!” she screamed. 


  Her scream was no meager scream; the sound reverberated through the room, echoing off the stone and carrying throughout the fortress like a mighty thunder. The intensity shocked even Roslyn and made Drago look at her admiringly. Afterwards, however, she was spent; there was no more ferocity in her tired bones. 


  When she’d recovered, when she caught her breath, she finally spoke:


  “With your permission, may I please return to my room?” 


  The master of Dragon-Horn could see the acquiescence in the lady’s face, although he was by no means tricked into believing that she had been subdued. For the moment, at least, she was calm and that was enough for him. 


  “Yes, milady, you may go.” He nodded respectfully, then watched the indignant woman take her leave. The irony in the way he addressed her, however, calling her ‘milady’ still, did not escape either one. A fiendish pleasure for Drago, more fuel to further infuriate the humiliated noble lady. 


  When Roslyn returned to her meager room at the top of the stairs, she flung herself to the bed, fully prepared to cry herself to sleep. But her tears did not materialize, nor did her sleep. Instead, her mind raced about the memories of her last terrifying weeks, as if that activity might provide some explanation for why she now found herself in these impossible circumstances. What had she done to deserve such a fate? Had the stars betrayed her? Had the fair earth changed its course? It seemed that every horror she endured had been compounded by another one more vile. This last indignity, this internment in the hateful fortress with this contemptible man could not go on! Denied the company of her maid and the comfort of a home where she could rest and repair, her mind became busily occupied with schemes to alter her bad fortune. She went over the troubling exchange with Drago again and again, hoping that she might find some reason to be optimistic. But she could see behind his false kindness what his true intentions were. She had the collar to prove it!


  There was only one solution to her miseries, she finally concluded. Indeed. Her mind was set. The more the collar tugged at her neck, the more resolved she became. The only defense against the cruel General Drago was to flee his fortress, and that she would do at her first chance. 


  Once her decision was made, Lady Roslyn thought only of escape, although the means by which she could accomplish her flight eluded her for some days. In that time, she remained polite with the few servants who attended her. She ate in her quarters alone, and spent her hours with her handwork or reading from a book of poems belonging to her father—one she managed to find in her uncle’s castle. She even took a few tentative strolls through the fortress—ones she counted on to help her in an attempted escape. She learned that there were only three exits from the stronghold; two were guarded by sentries, while the third was through the scullery, where there seemed to be constant activity and any attempt to escape would surely be noticed. 


  Roslyn mulled over her plans incessantly, going over the possibilities, but had nothing fixed firm in her mind, except her unflagging resolve. She waited, watchful, wondering, praying, and spent her nights doing the same in her dreams. 


  On her third night at Dragon-Horn, she awoke frightened, a nightmare clinging to her like a spider to her bedclothes. With fear crawling along her skin and forcing her from bed, she moved silently into the corridor outside her door and from there crept stealthily down the stairs. As if sleep-walking, she moved in a dreamy trance toward the backside of the fortress, sensing an opening ready for her exit…into the kitchen, then the larder, past a sleeping cook and out a tiny side door she’d never seen before, then into the night. The door led to a garden and the garden path toward a gate, beyond the gate, the woods…


  She moved noiselessly, at first afraid, but hardly panicked; the way was effortless, as if the stars had finally converged in her favor and she would find her freedom. Still dreamy, still only half awake, she saw the forest welcome her and its low branches draw her inside. The way was rough for her bare feet, and soon the cold ground started to awaken her senses and her sanity. Still she pushed herself to flee, to run far, until she could not run back…


  She moved with haste, with no idea of her plans beyond this moment, or where she’d go, what she’d do if she actually were to free herself from Drago’s grasp. She knew only that she must press on…


  Suddenly, her progress stopped, she was unable to move forward. Ripped back, clutched by the claiming collar from behind, her entire body seized up, though her mind quickened, becoming fully awake, sensing in that instant that this abrupt capture had turned her simple flight for freedom into a new nightmare. 


  She immediately thought of Drago’s forceful hand, but she turned enough to see her captor and found Geoffrey, not his master.  


  Her mind worked fast and she spit out the first excuse to enter her thoughts. “Oh, please, sir, I was just out for a breath of fresh air.”


  “Oh? Running at full speed?” he said.


  “Why yes,” though she was hardly convincing. 


  Although he hesitated to smile, she could see that he was amused. “You’ll tell your story to the General. It is not for me to decide what to do with you.”


  “Please, young man, please. Don’t take me to him. Let me go. I don’t belong in this place, in General Drago’s world.”


  “Then where do you belong, Lady Roslyn?” 


  She stopped, unable to find a quick answer, and with her once unyielding resolve rapidly dwindling, she finally asked with pitiable desperation, “Perhaps you could take me back to my quarters?” 


  But there was no dissuading the young man. In fact, he seemed to enjoy her misery as much as she expected his master soon would. That very thought made her heart pump with maddening fury; her loins did the same. Meanwhile her spirit had been invaded by an unwelcome, but uncommon sense of rightness about this event. The savage forest into which she’d run was no place for her. The boy’s question had been a fair one. Where did she belong?




  Chapter Five


  Yoked & Collared


  General Drago paced the room—the great hall, with its stone walls and bare slate floors, where the haunting animal heads and hides were the only things to break up the vastness of immeasurable grey. He paced uneasily, although he was not surprised that he would be contemplating his next move with the feisty daughter of Duke Ledo. She proved an apt challenge, a diversion from the typical activities of his life. She was a beauty, no doubt about that, and she would take some taming, of that he was sure. But he was as sure of his own desires as he was of the lovely young woman. 


  She hung now in the center of his hall, yoked—her arms and head fixed into the wooden stocks he used to tame restless females. She kicked like the devil when his men forced the punishment, and now looked so breathtakingly beautiful in bondage that he could feel his manhood swelling with lust. Thankfully, she was silent now; subdued in her humiliation, although she could not bow her head for the way the yoke forced her head upright. Her eyes were closed, as if that would lift her from this world, into some better place.


  Drago had yet to speak with her; he’d paced thoughtfully about the woman, noting how she quivered inside her white nightdress. The garment clung to her sweating body—Oh! It had been quite a fight she’d waged, kicking, cursing, spitting, biting! But now, she’d atone for her crime. There was much to do in Dragon-Horn that night. 


  About the room, torches flamed and soot gathered in clouds above, streaming its way toward the windows high inside the stone walls. Into the teaming atmosphere, Drago’s men, Geoffrey, Trevor and Titus, led Lady Roslyn’s maid Celia. Though the girl trembled in fright, Drago felt from her quivering body a sweeping lust almost attack him at his groin. His already robust organ turned hard as steel. Pushing the reluctant maid to the center of the open space, not more than ten feet from her yoked Mistress, Geoffrey then stepped back to watch as his master eyed the girl. 


  Like Roslyn, Celia had been collared with a claiming collar, although she was also cuffed at the ankles and wrists with tight-fitting metal cuffs. Also like her mistress, she wore a simple shift that could barely disguise the body beneath the thin material. Her breasts made indentations in the fabric, as did the globes of her well-shaped ass. One could easily imagine the soft fluff of fair pubic hair where her legs met her torso. Though she wore no perfumes, it seemed there was an uncommonly fragrant scent to her body, one that caught the attention of everyone nearby. Although quite a sight to behold, the girl could not stand still, but fidgeted, unsure, blushing, her eyes darting from the surprising sight of her yoked mistress, to Drago, then Geoffrey and the others. The way in which her body squirmed, while almost childish, was quite provocative, considering that hers was the fully-formed body of a woman. 


  “I see you’ve readied her,” Drago spoke to the three men. 


  “Yes, sir,” Geoffrey answered. 


  “Has she been rent?”  


  “Yes. She is not intact.” 


  “And you verified the fact yourself?”


  “No, milord. Mim took care of inspecting her when she arrived. 


  Drago nodded and moved towards the speechless girl. As he did her eyes darted from Drago back to her mistress, then again to Geoffrey—she had no idea where to place her attention. By then, Lady Roslyn was fully conscious and she stared at the sight of her maid with great concern. 


  “You needn’t mind the Lady Roslyn, girl,” Drago said. “You have your own troubles to attend do.” Celia bowed her head, as the man gave the girl another studied inspection. Finally, he stepped back. “How about an unveiling?” 


  Geoffrey moved back in and lifted Celia’s shift by its hem, up and off the girl’s body, leaving her in nothing but the collar and cuffs. The unveiling only confirmed the speculations of the men surrounding the scene. White, lustrous skin…breasts voluptuous but firm, hips well-shaped, an arse with two splendid mounds of flesh, invitingly stimulating to the eye of a virile male. “You’ve caught yourself a fine female here,” Drago spoke directly to Geoffrey. 


  “Yes, sir,” he nodded. 


  From several feet away, where Lady Roslyn stood dangling, the view provoked the same admiration in Celia’s mistress, though she was forced to curb any erotic feeling she may have toward her maid.


  “So, what do you think of her?” Drago approached the lady, asking.


  Just Drago’s presence inflamed her ire. “I think you’re all swine!” she spat. 


  Drago laughed. “Pigs, hum?”


  “Yes, pigs!”


  “So, you think the girl is suffering?”


  “What you are doing is very wrong.”


  “Wrong to enjoy my properties? Wrong to observe the loveliness of a tender lass?”


  “You have much more in mind. I know that!” 


  “You should withhold your judgment until you know the truth, milady,” Drago mused. He patted Roslyn’s cheek dismissively and moved swiftly toward the lady’s shuddering maid. One hand clutched an ass cheek, the other was at her chin. With the hand on her ass stroking the flesh, her bare chest heaved with excitement and her lips parted, as if she were panting with want. Drago suddenly grabbed the flesh hard, holding it roughly in his fist. “Aroused, girl?”
Celia looked toward her mistress.


  “No, don’t look at her. She’s been a bad girl and is being punished. Meanwhile you have been a model property—kind of spirit, open, willing, and now aroused. Hum? Tell me what you’re feeling now.”


  “Yes, sir, I am aroused,” Celia gasped.


  Drago smiled. His hand moved toward the girl’s pubic ‘V’, pressing between her thighs, where he made contact with the private treasure stored there. He fished through the valley, finding it wet and gave her sex lips a tug, each one in turn.


  The girl hardly cringed, but she did let out a tiny gasp, saying something like, “Oh, sir,” but very quietly in a breathy whisper. 


  “Titus, lay down on the bench,” Drago ordered the man while pointing to a rough wooden chaise. 


  Hearing himself called out, the young man was quick. His eyes danced with excitement, and his smile turned into a lusty smirk, as he laid back, propping himself on one arm, waiting. 


  “Now, do what he wills, girl,” Drago ordered as he pushed Celia toward the man. She wasted no time moving to the chaise where she slumped to her knees, her hands moving across young Titus’ groin and freeing his organ with little effort. She took it deeply into her mouth as if she were swallowing it whole. Her lips worked the flesh in its flaccid state to start, licking and slurping the head and shaft, then devouring the penis inside her mouth. Drawing back, her one hand clutched the thickening stalk and her mouth fervently continued until the beastly penis grew into a steely rod. All the while, her naked ass undulated behind her as if she were in the throes of her own sexual pleasure.


  Roslyn watched, just as Drago and the others watched, the entire company being a bit in awe of the show Celia made of the carnal act. One would have thought that the girl was a practiced whore, when Roslyn knew for a fact, that Celia was as naïve as she was with regards to the stimulation of the male sexual organ. Obviously, she had some inherent knowledge; or, perhaps, a lot of naughty banter with scullery maids had been her teacher. The girl continued until the youth was about to explode into her mouth. But then Drago abruptly stopped her; he had other things in mind for the initiation of his newest property. 


  “Back off, girl,” he ordered. 


  Hearing the order, Celia lifted her head, blushing, her mouth wet, her lips parted, her eyes hooded and dark. Her hair was a disheveled mess of flaxen curls, making her look astoundingly sexual for a maid so young. 


  “Climb on and acquaint the boy with your randy quim,” Drago said.


  As if she’d been waiting for that very command, Celia eagerly climbed on the chaise and straddled the young man’s hips, while parting her love nest so the erect member could slip easily inside. After undulating in sensuous movements to start, the two soon began to move in a powerful rhythm, with Celia bouncing up and down, her breasts like two lively pillows, the nipples fully erect and boldly pink. 


  A few seconds later, Drago was behind the chaise, turning the heavy furniture with the two copulating youths, so that the maid was facing her mistress directly and the tortured Roslyn could see everything: the open cunt, the bouncing bosom, the look of sheer pleasure on the girl’s face. 


  The heightened moment had everyone charged and Roslyn herself feeling the effects, with a tickle of excitement between her thighs and a longing that she couldn’t shake. The feel of her nightshift against her skin was as dear as a lover’s caressing hand, though not enough to even start a journey toward the climax her body so urgently desired. 


  Suddenly, a thick grunting noise issued from the boy’s mouth, and his body appeared to freeze for a second, while his hands clutched Celia’s hips, keeping her crotch in place as he thrust hard, firing his seed deep on the path toward her womb. Her own cry was a sensuous, even lyrical swoon, a sound her mistress recognized. Pure. Sweet. But earthy, as feral as the feral feel of Drago’s great hall at that very moment. 


  Her moment of bliss ended too soon, however, with Drago pulling the girl from the chaise. He held her by the arm. “Did you climax, girl?” he asked—and accusation. Cum was still dripping down her thighs and glistening in the candlelight. “Yes, sir,” she whimpered with her blue eyes wide as saucers. 


  “And did you ask permission to do so?” he said sharply.


  She shook her head, “No, sir,” her expression completely flustered. 


  “You’ll be punished for that failing. You will learn that in this world, your pleasure is not your own, but mine to grant.”


  She hunched her shoulders gloomily, saying softly: “Yes, sir.”


  “How vile you are! Curse you, Drago!” The previously silent Lady Roslyn cried out so suddenly that everyone was aghast for several seconds. In fact, even Roslyn could hardly believe that she’d spoken her angry thoughts aloud. 


  Drago turned her way, letting go the girl. “You dare protest? Hum? Well, be assured you’ll have yours too. But because of your outburst, the girl will suffer twice the blows.”


  Roslyn’s face filled with pained shock and she seethed under her breath. Consumed with passion, her eyes darkened as Drago walked her way. “You care to spit out more curses, milady? I will make her hate you for the punishment you bring down on her. Is that what you wish?”


  “I can never hate Lady Roslyn!” Celia jumped in. 


  “Silence!” Drago commanded. 


  The girl shriveled instantly. 


  “Please, Celia, no,” Roslyn scolded her, though it was too late for that, too late to take back what she’d already caused. 


  Returning to the girl, Drago thrust her over the back of the chaise, so her bare arse was raised high and her legs unbending, the skin tight and quivering from hips to toes. 


  “Beat her well, Geoffrey,” the master ordered, then he stood by and watched as both Titus and Geoffrey took turns beating the maid’s firm behind, first with a leather strap, which merely warmed the skin, then with a cat of braided falls, that cut fiery welts across the skin. 


  The girl winced at first, and for a time it seemed that she accepted the punishment as a rousing finish to the sexual climax still shuddering sensuously through her flesh. But that did not last long, when the warmth of the leather’s firm caress turned into a rising sting that would not abate. Once Titus finished with the belt and Geoffrey took over with the meanly fashioned braided cat, the tails raked across her skin and she began to weep. Her weeping turned into sobs filled with anguish and her entire body became one enormous shudder of woe. Moved by her distress, Geoffrey tried to lessen the intensity of the blows, but Drago was displeased. 


  “Finish her, Geoffrey!” he barked. 


  Renewed by his master’s command, Geoffrey took an invigorating breath and reared back, his arm quivering at first, then his resolve toughening. He brought the cat forward with a flourish, laying a final pair of successive strikes against Celia’s raw behind. 


  Roslyn could barely look at the sight of her maid’s blistered ass. Although not unlike her previous experience with such punishment scenes, she found her own body quivering in that most dreadfully enthralling way. She hardly realized that Drago was at her side, that his hand had clutched the back of her head, so that she could not look away even if she tried. Little did he know that Roslyn found the sight so enthralling that she was just briefly tempted to close her eyes.


  “Your turn next?” Drago whispered to Roslyn privately when the beating was over and the crying Celia had slumped to the floor. 


  He then left the lady to stew in her own misery while he briefly attended to the girl. For nearly a minute, Drago hovered over the crying young woman, then he finally kicked her gently with the toe of his boot. “So, you’ve been punished for your sins and those of your imprudent mistress. You will survive. A resourceful girl as beautiful as you will thrive here.” He gave a second, more forceful shove and Celia looked up at the master’s face. 


  “I am glad that I could bear milady’s punishment. That is how I will serve her if I cannot attend her in any other way.”


  Impressed by her loyalty, Drago smiled. “My, my, the lady should be grateful to have such a loyal servant.”


  “I am grateful that I have such a worthy mistress, sir. I will gladly take her blows.”


  “Oh? Perhaps you enjoy being beaten?” he wondered. “If its punishment you relish, I would guard yourself against too much disobedience; my methods of training the obstinate and unruly are not all as pleasurable as this one.”


  Had Drago seen something in the girl that the others did not? those that watched would wonder. It hadn’t seemed that the girl ‘enjoyed’ the beating, although she was quite revived when she was finally ordered to stand. 


  “Now out, all of you!” Drago suddenly ordered Celia and his three male servants. “Out!” He shooed them on, hand waving, then waited with some impatience for the four to scramble out of the room and close the massive oaken door behind them. 


  With the youthful energy of that quartet moving elsewhere within Drago’s fortress, the quiet that descended on the room made it feel very much like a lonely tomb. For several minutes, the master of Dragon-Horn occupied himself with other matters as he peered from the window, apparently lost in thought. He ignored Lady Roslyn twice when the woman called for his attention—although she actually said nothing, but in frustration jerked about, rattling the chains that suspended the heavy yoke from the bar above. The quality of noise she made from the clanging metal clearly spoke of her disquiet. But after her second voiceless plea was disregarded—not even given a raised eyebrow or a fleeting glance—the frustrated Roslyn gave up. She finally closed her eyes and tried to settle herself, perhaps disperse the incessant anger that served no positive purpose in these circumstances; Drago was not a man to be persuaded by the theatrics of an hysterical female. 


  When at last, she heard the sound of his boots hitting the floor, she opened her eyes to see his solemn face approach. 


  “So, it is just you and me now, milady.”


  “It would seem so,” she answered, a bit of the haughtiness in her voice was gone now. 


  “The yoke fits you,” he said. 


  “Oh? Then you would keep me like this?” 


  “Perhaps. Perhaps I should keep you as a trophy in my trophy room. One of many, as you can see.” His arm moved in a sweeping gesture as he turned around admiring the trophies of past battles with fearsome prey. 


  “I am, then, no more than another conquered animal.” 


  “Oh, but I think you’re more than that,” he said. He was closer now, in that space where their auras mingled and their breaths pooled to make a shared fragrance they would both breathe in and find pleasing. 


  “How would you know if you keep me in this yoke?”


  “Ah! There are ways.” His arm went around to her back, his hand placed squarely on her arse. He grabbed the firm, small cheek and held it tightly, while he watched the Lady Roslyn’s eyes exhibit her unfolding emotions, from shock to surprise to a quivering, tear-filled erotic wonder. She could barely stop herself from moving against that clutching hand. The fingers so powerful! The grasp like a fiery torch upon her skin! Wild. Almost savage. Her feelings soared, almost beyond her power to contain. An enormous sigh threatened to disclose her delight, but still she managed to hold firm. 


  Staring into Drago’s eyes, her lips parted and she breathed in through her mouth, her chest expanding unconsciously. 


  He moved enough to the side to give his hand full access to her undulating rear, which he massaged with some vigor, moving back and forth from cheek to cheek. The treatment caused Roslyn’s body to quiver involuntarily and make the tight grip on her emotions and her physical response fall away. Torn by a fitful, mounting arousal, she forgot her rage for a time, giving back to him a consent that he did not need to proceed, but accepted, for it showed him her true will—not the lies she could easily rattle off in anger. 


  At her unwitting urging, he began to inch the material of her nightdress up, until at last his hand could dive beneath and fondle her bare flesh. He mauled her now, letting his insistent fingers slip between her thighs, just as they had slipped between her maid’s as foreplay. 


  “Please, have some mercy on me!” she begged him when she finally found her voice. 


  “Oh…don’t resurrect your indignation now, milady. You’ve already shown yourself.”


  And so she had. 


  In a place where she’d never known a man, she felt Drago’s fingers forcefully intrude. She gasped when two fingers pushed against her intact hymen, their further penetration stopped. 


  “A virgin,” he exclaimed, a little surprised. 


  “You shame me to think otherwise.”


  “You shame yourself with this behavior.”


  “I beg you, please end this now!” she said, but her words carried no weight.


  “Is that what you want?”


  “I swear, sir.”


  Still, he fondled her privates, raising a storm of surging fire that begged release. Feeling herself on that fine precipice of physical joy, she consented to let him conquer her this way. After all, what other choice did she have? 


  But that was not to be… for just as she let go her last inhibitions, Drago’s methods changed. He flung her nightdress up, and held it bunched up beneath her breasts, while his other hand began to spank her bared ass. 


  Her body bristled with that first strike, though it was not one intended to cause her pain. Again, his hand penetrated her aroused valley, then again he spanked her bottom only to ease the sting with his rough massage. A new level of crude and hungering want was reached. She could hear herself exclaiming with some ardor, “My lord in heaven, please…” like a prayer asking for more than what had already been given her. 


  Drago was not inclined to stop; he could feel his organ pressing against his thigh, filling with blood, tumescent and bold, driven, but no—not yet ready; it was not quite time. While still spanking her reddening behind, he dropped her nightshift over his hand and felt for those exquisite breasts that had so tempted him to rape her. But rape could not be as fine as this ungodly moment! 


  He backed off to make her wait, to make himself wait and the pleasure build, again giving her ass some deliberately painful smacks, only to return again to the intimate fondling. He kissed her ear, whispered kindnesses—silently. Then it was back to the hard punishment again—even though it was clear by now that the Lady Roslyn was more aroused than punished by the furious spanking. He worked her hard, while further plans for her formed quickly in his mind and he became so consumed by the thought of them, that he hardly heard the noisy clamor outside the hall. 


  A hard banging on the oaken door and bellowing voices finally brought him around. Once he paused, he sensed some great distress, and in a moment’s time, the fire in his loins dwindled. He moved away from the object of his last hour’s depraved joy and strode quickly to the door, where he pulled back the bar and the door swung wide. 


  Geoffrey engaged him in an animated conversation; the invasion they feared was imminent. Soldiers would ride, blades be drawn and the delectable pleasures of ripe and wanting females cast aside. All in a split second! 


  By the time Drago appeared to her again, Lady Roslyn’s arousal had abated and was now tucked neatly back inside her once yearning body. She knew about fear in a man’s brow, of the trouble that weighed on broad shoulders and the glint of an impending battle in the eye of a warrior. With one glance, she saw all this in the master of Dragon-Horn. 


  “It would seem our hour together has been cut short,” he said. He fumbled with the locks on the weighty yoke until he’d opened them all, and he set the lady free of it. Though he was anxious to be on his way, he lifted the noble beauty’s chin and gazed down at her face. “We will finish this soon.” 


  Perhaps he meant the battle that called him now, but she believed that he meant to finish the sexual act his lust had just inspired. 


  He turned away. “Geoffrey!” he called. “Return her to her quarters and make certain she stays. Although she may be careless with herself, she should know that to flee this fortress now could mean her life. Be sure she has no means of leaving.”


  He strode out, leaving the young man to return Lady Roslyn to her chambers. 




  Chapter Six


  Unleashed Passion


  The door smacked against its frame, closing Roslyn into the small space. She shuddered miserably at the defining sound, though she did not know whether to be disappointed or grateful that Drago was unable to consummate the scene. She was lost in thought, trying to sort out her mixed feelings, when a noise outside the door caught her attention—the clanging of keys and the click of a lock. She moved back to the door, trying the latch, only to find that it wouldn’t give.


  Her rage ignited. “No, Geoffrey, you cannot lock me in,” she roared as she banged on the wood. 


  “The general’s orders, milady!”


  “No, please, I cannot bear this!” She leaned against the door, her hand above her pounding uselessly.


  “The general’s orders,” Geoffrey repeated.


  She heard his footsteps in retreat, and a flood of tears was soon streaming down her cheeks. In time, Roslyn slumped to the floor, cursing her naïveté and that foolish leap toward freedom that had been sure to fail. With that foolish act, she’d condemned herself to this latest torture. She had only her tears now for comfort. 


  Once the tears had dried, a profound sadness enveloped her being. She had no idea why she felt that way—perhaps it was Drago’s leaving, she winced at the thought. Did she worry for his safety—there was little but luck and destiny in battle. Was there even a battle looming, or was she worrying uselessly about the affairs that rob men’s minds and few women understand? And why should she care about a villain of such ruthless character? He was all he was reputed to be—grand in stature, darkly treacherous, and very much more; much of which she did not yet understand. 


  The sadness crept in close and surrounded her shivering body, weighting her down so heavily that she crawled, not walked the short distance to her bed. There she climbed on and fell into a fitful slumber. Her dreams were no help; they were as rough as the truth she faced on waking. 


  The slow march of hours finally brought the sun to set on another day. By then, Roslyn was recovered enough to rise from the bed and look out that small window to see the evidence of the dying light. Her belly hungered for food, and her loins ached for what had not been allowed her. She could not keep her thoughts from Drago and the horrible swift ending that deprived her of her pleasure.


  When she heard the latch rattle and the door open, she turned toward the sound, hopeful. But it was only the old woman with a bowl of food and fresh water. 


  “It’s the best we can do,” she said, as she placed the dish on her stand and turned to leave. “Least the bread’s fresh.” She was gone again, locking the door as before. 


  Roslyn had not the presence of mind to realize that she could have easily overpowered the woman and at the very least taken the key away. But what good would that have done her with vigilant guards and a threatening world outside the fortress? 


  Her day was done then. Her energy taken, time to let this present worry slip away and wake in the morning with the hope of something better. 


  ***


  Before Roslyn heard a thing, her senses were stirred. Something in her belly brewed, a concoction of troubling fear, a great needy hunger combined to push her from bed. She moved toward the window as if there were answers she could see in the black of night, and from her high perch she saw flames from bonfires, tents like white mushrooms scattered across the landscape, men waiting to march, she supposed, but she had no idea if her summations were true. 


  Yes, something stirred in Drago’s world, but it was not enough to cause the bizarre distress she felt inside her body. Like a fingernail drawn down her spine, a tingling, perhaps a supernatural sensation set her body afire. The lust built in her loins again; she could feel the yoke about her neck, closing around her wrists and Drago’s hand grasping her arse, his fingers dabbling with her thirsting flesh. As if he was in her room that very moment, her breathing picked up speed while her skin crawled in anxious waiting. She ran back to her bed and tried to settle, but nothing settled her. Her hand moved between her parted thighs where she’d released such intense feelings before, but she drew it back, afraid to touch herself, afraid and oddly enough, feeling the same imperative rule on her that punished Celia, when the girl allowed her body to climax without the master granting his permission. 


  She waited restless in bed, perhaps falling back asleep for a time, then hearing something, like the sound of the lock, her mind was alert again. Her inner senses had not lied, for minutes later, the door swung open and Drago strode in.


  At the sight of him, she climbed from the bed and ran like a quaking mouse to the corner and hovered there, her arms crossed over her chest. 


  “You’re still afraid of me?” he said. 


  “No, I am not afraid of you.”


  “But you tremble so.”


  His movements were slow and easy, his voice gentle, but backed by a forceful resolve. He moved in closer, taking her into his arms. She wrestled with him for only a moment, then relented to his persuasive power. The feel of his surrounding arms was more comfort than she’d ever known. With it came a certain danger; she understood that, but still she relented, because by then, she knew she had no choice but to obey him, honor him, allow the collar she wore to quell her resistance. 


  His rough hand caressed her face, then moved down her throat. She stared up at him anxiously with little defiance now. He remained passive and expressionless, though his eyes shone with his intent. Then suddenly annoyed by the nightgown that covered her body, he grabbed it in his palm and ripped down, tearing the fabric with a mighty tug and laying free her bosom with the heaving breasts he’d touched but not yet seen. He gave them both a firm squeeze, then took a moment to relish the softness of her skin and the tender feel of her sensitive nipples. He could see her react, how her eyes seemed to glass over and to glow with an unearthly light in the dimly lit room—just his one candle illuminated the bristling air. His hand traveled lower, across her belly, making her lust billow forth and her arousal from earlier in the day return. When his hand slipped between her legs, she contained the desire to climax, and although the urgent need rose up anxiously, she knew that she wanted to wait, that she must wait. 


  When he bent down, perhaps his mouth would have locked on hers, but she dodged his lips. There was no aversion in that moment, but rather something shy and girlish. Perhaps, Drago didn’t see it that way. After the small rejection, he didn’t try again. Instead, he yanked her around and pushed her body into the stone wall, then pressed his groin against her arse. The spanked flesh had stopped throbbing hours ago, though now it seemed to pulse again, bringing back that sensuous warmth. She could feel his organ, the rising member a clamoring rod of steely strength. Her belly spasmed on this alone and her legs parted, her breathing quickened and her throbbing cheeks pushed back on him in want. 


  “So, she gives herself away after all,” Drago seethed in her ear. 


  He said no more, but swiped away the remains of her nightgown and felt deep for the opening where he would at last strike. His fingers worked there freely until he had her panting, mewling with the sweetest sighs. 


  “Or maybe we should do this properly?” he queried, although she had no idea what he meant. His hand moved out and smacked her bottom again. Any second, any moment… she could not take this much arousal without exploding. But then he backed off …


  “To the bed, girl!” 


  She scrambled there, laying down, clutching her torn nightdress so it covered her breasts, but exposed her sex. Drago undressed just enough to expose his organ, though Roslyn caught just a fleeting glimpse of the proud tumescent prick. He covered her body with his, the erection spearing her at the ripe and swollen center, where with a sharp thrust he breached the virgin barrier. His arms were beside her head, his body hungry and overpowering. His authority, the majesty, the importance of the act, and the pain—Ah! yes, the pain—it seemed her explosive arousal was swept away by the powerful forces inherent in the act of tearing away the impediment to his pleasure, his release. Her pleasure would wait this time. 


  When he lifted his body from hers, she lay motionless, too dazed and astounded to say a word, as she then watched Drago tuck his spent cock inside his pants. He looked down at her smiling and his eyes caught sight of the blood she’d spilled for him. Then he grabbed her by the collar, fixing his lips on hers.


  “I suppose you’ll call this a forcible rape. Oh, but virgins are the finest flesh.” She detected a slight smirk of triumph in his expression. “But it would seem the lady is pleased herself.”


  Something made her recoil. “No…I’m not pleased.”


  He was not dissuaded. “Then in time,” he said, releasing his hold.


  He left the room before she could speak again. 


  Left locked inside the lonely prison, it was all she could do to drive the man from her thoughts. He could not take hold of her! she swore. No! Never! Never would she let Drago have her.


  Roslyn would have plenty of time to steel her resolve, for General Drago and his army marched before daybreak. 




  Chapter Seven 


  A Nightmare in the Meadow


  Some days later, Lady Roslyn’s stringent imprisonment eased. First, her maid was allowed to visit her in the locked room…


  “You shouldn’t have tried to flee,” Celia sounded scolding and reproachful. 


  “Who are you to admonish me?” Roslyn was incensed.


  “Well, milady, it has brought you to this terrible predicament. I’m sorry, but it is the truth.”


  Roslyn was less concerned with what her maid claimed, than she was with how she said it. “You sound as if you are no longer in my service.”


  “Oh, but that is not true,” the girl came back passionately, “I will always be in your service, indebted to you. Yet, how can I service you properly, if I’m in the larder working not tending to your needs?”


  All that was true.


  “In the larder? Is that all that you do?”


  The girl hesitated. “Well, no. Not exactly,” she said. For a moment, her eyes lowered and her cheeks seemed to redden. 


  “Then you’ll tell me everything. I want the truth. I’m owed that.”


  Celia’s blush deepened as she combed her thoughts for answers. “It is Geoffrey,” she said at last.


  “Of course, it’s Geoffrey,” Roslyn exclaimed. “Any fool can see that he is smitten with you.”


  “Smitten? He hardly seemed smitten when he lashed my poor arse. Why, there are still welts!”


  “Really? I’d like to see them.”


  The dutiful girl got up straightaway and lifted her skirt so that Roslyn could see the remains of her wounds. These were five days old, but still the imprint of that braided cat could be clearly seen. 


  Roslyn traced her fingers over the fading welts, finding the same exhilarating pleasure she’d experienced when she lovingly caressed her maid’s caned behind.


  “I’ll bet your marks are as visible as these,” the girl declared.


  “Mine?”


  “Well, weren’t you whipped? Didn’t the master beat you, too?”


  “He did not!”


  “No?” She was shocked. 


  “General Drago was intent on other things.”


   “Oh? And what might they be?” the girl giggled, then she turned about and plopped down on the bed beside her mistress. 


  “I’m not saying a word…” Roslyn returned curtly, “my private matters are not yours.” Although there was a twinkle in her dark chestnut eyes. “But you will tell me what happened to you after you left the great hall with Geoffrey.”


  Celia batted her lashes, looking painfully shy, then her lips broke into an impish smile. “Nearly every day, he comes to me.” She fingered the collar that ringed her throat almost lovingly. 


  “Oh?”


  “He does. Even when I’m working, he’ll sidle up beside me and put his hand on my arse and give it a squeeze.” She giggled more, then leaned in intimately, her voice lowering, “I swear, I feel like my body is on fire every hour. Just the thought of him and my privates moisten in readiness. Last night, he pulled me right out of the kitchen and into the hallway where he impaled me on that fine stalk of his. It’s much bigger than Titus’, but perhaps not as large as Drago’s.”


  “You’ve seen the master’s too?” Roslyn wondered. 


  “No. But just like every busy kitchen there is talk, lots of talk. He’s a randy brute, I hear. And I think he’s taken with you, milady.”


  “A lot of good that will do him.” 


  “Why is that?”


  “Would you desire such a brutal man?”


  “Well, I don’t really know.” A pensive look followed, then her face lit up again. “I know that he makes me quiver with excitement, maybe not as much as Geoffrey, but I do feel that shudder, way down… you know… in my privates.”


  Roslyn didn’t want to hear more of that. “Tell me more of your lover,” she turned the conversation around.


  “Oh, yes, like I said, he impaled me just the other night, took me from behind.” She leaned in again, as if someone might overhear their conversation, whispering, “He even pressed a finger to my backdoor.”


  “How vulgar!”


  “But it was not vulgar at all,” Celia’s eyes were wide delivering this information.


  “How could that be?”


  “I don’t know. But the sensation is like none other. It’s wild, something more savage than a wet womb. I think he’ll breach me there for sure.”


  “You can’t allow that.”


  “How can I deny him? He’d surely whip me again if I refuse him. And I don’t want to refuse him.”


  “He can whip you without Drago’s permission?”


  “I think Drago has given me to him. I’m not sure why I’m so lucky to have such a handsome young lover. He’s far fairer than Titus and kinder than Trevor. Besides, I think that Trevor hates me because I respond so ill to his advances.”


  “He takes you too?”


  “Yes, well,” she bowed her head, her cheeks reddening, this time with shame. “I have become what I fear.”


  “A whore?”


  “A woman used for sport. Four men so far. Just about all the men I know, but the master, of course. Still, Geoffrey is by far the most appealing, the most kind, the most loving. And I don’t think he likes that the others have me. But I’ve told him that I don’t care for the others and that’s mostly true. Other than Simon, perhaps.”


  “Simon? Who is that?” 


  “I suppose you wouldn’t know him. He is an older man, an exquisite and tender one. I understand he’s one of the General’s valued confidantes. When he makes love, he’s not like the hard driving young bucks; he caresses me with great care. I’ve learned that men have very different ways of making love. Some pound you so you think you’ll break in two. Others caress a woman with great care. They like to see you pleased. They let your arousal build and allow you to take your pleasure too.”


  “Oh, my,” Roslyn sighed, a bit enviously, “much has happened to you in so few days.”


  “Yes, I guess so.”


  “So, I must ask, was it still smart of you to let your virginity lapse on the bow of a wooden prick?”


  Celia smiled, though her vibrant face darkened for a moment in solemn appraisal. “Oh, milady, I would still not change that hour with you one whit. I cannot believe that any of these men, even Simon, even Geoffrey use me for love.” 


  “Even Geoffrey?”


  “He’s too young to love any woman, I think. Too young to understand love.”


  “I would agree.”


  “But he is fond of me, perhaps infatuated. And that makes my body twitter so.”


  Roslyn wished she felt the same exuberant joy that Celia felt. But her maid could more freely express the raw lust that resided in her belly and her nubile loins. Celia’s life was simple, Roslyn’s complex. As a noble lady, she could certainly not afford to become the playful whore, nor could she let loose her savage want for General Drago. She must remain guarded, contain herself, even though in her heart and her dreams and her blood and bones, the aching hunger drove her hard. Soon, yes soon, she must satisfy this uproarious desire.


  A few days hence, Roslyn’s door was unlocked again; this time Geoffrey had come to take her down to the kitchen where she ate with the servants. He stood over her, watchful, as if he expected her to attempt another escape.


  After she’d eaten, he took her into the small garden where Celia was bent down gathering vegetables. “You could probably use the fresh air and the company,” he said. He let Lady Roslyn remain with her maid, while he sat on a rock wall guarding against any hasty move. 


  “You needn’t worry. I’m not about to stray off again,” Roslyn called to him.  


  “Ah, but still…the master will beat me soundly if I lose you.”


  “I promise, I’ll give the master no reason to beat you.”


  He didn’t look convinced. 


  In the next week, more hours of freedom followed, when the vigilant Geoffrey allowed Roslyn to leave her room. He was sure to escort her each time and make sure she was carefully watched, for he was one of the few men still guarding the fortress. Trevor attended Drago as his primary aide, while Titus was left back as well, along with three foot soldiers garrisoned at the fortress to keep watch. A rather small complement of men to guard Drago’s stores, Roslyn thought with some concern, but then, the master knew his business. He must have believed that his greatest threat was far outside the walls of the forbidding stronghold.


  After a month passed, Roslyn was finally freed to move about the fortress unguarded, having apparently earned Geoffrey’s trust, which was something she was not about to violate. In truth, she was not as worried about inviting Geoffrey’s wrath as she feared what lay beyond the stone walls, what lay hidden in the wild woods, what she couldn’t see that night the boy captured her and brought her back. Something evil, something mortally frightening kept watch over the noble lady. She would not try to leave again. And if fear alone was not enough to make her stay put, Roslyn still wore the collar Drago placed around her neck. Although the constant reminder of her position in Drago’s fortress often made her wince, she nearly as often responded with a tingle of pure forbidden thrill, and the strangest desire to submit.


  As the days passed, Celia’s affection for Geoffrey increased. They had sex daily several times. The girl was sure to be pregnant soon, if she weren’t already. Sometimes, the pair packed up a meal and took it into the meadow beyond the fortress where they played like lovers. Afterwards, the giggling Celia would whisper to Roslyn about her sordid afternoons in Geoffrey’s loving arms. 


  “You must come with us today!” the girl announced to her mistress one morning. Celia continued to act more like a free woman than anyone’s servant, so that this bold declaration was no surprise, even to the woman she served. 


  “And why would I do that?” Roslyn asked. 


  “Because the meadow is lovely. It will help shake off the bleak feel of this dour stronghold. Please come with us,” she begged now. 


  “Ah, yes, and watch you two make love?”


  “Oh, no! We’ll be good. I’ll have Geoffrey bring along another of the young men.”


  “As if you wish to make a match?”


  “Oh, never! None of them are worthy of you. But at least you can flirt.” Celia’s eyes danced so beautifully when she spoke of love and romance.


  The idea actually made Roslyn’s heart warm and her tummy tingle with a bit of erotic fervor. So little for herself, she thought, when so much bawdy sex was going on all around her.


  “Yes. I think I’ll join you,” she finally agreed, feeling quite pleased with herself. 


  The day was warm, perhaps the last before the first snow, the last opportunity to enjoy the blue skies and a welcoming yellow sun. They packed a meal: bread, meat, cheese and some tasty fruit pies the cook made as a rare treat. Then the four—Geoffrey, Celia, Lady Roslyn and Michael, a fresh-faced blond youth—trekked for nearly a mile into a golden meadow, where the last of the summer flowers were beginning to fade. The air felt warm but inside its breezy caress was the chill of the new season about to descend. Roslyn was glad to be away from the ugly fortress, and this lovely meadow had none of the shadowy malevolence of the twisted woods. She found Michael a pleasant boy, but he was just a boy, certainly not the kind to set her heart aflutter. No man she knew could do what her dreams would do to raise her desire. No man? Well, perhaps one…but she had yet to think of Drago fondly; he remained in her thoughts no different than any other man who would take advantage of her sex. 


  After the four had eaten, Geoffrey and Celia wandered down to the stream for some fresh water, while Roslyn sat back against a rock and let the sun caress her cheek; the boy rested lazily in the grass. In time, Roslyn heard Celia’s giggling as she and Geoffrey returned from the stream. The sound of their light-hearted laughter was enough to fill her heart with joy, but there were other, more startling sounds arising out of the distant winds that made her shiver. It began with a low thundering sound that was much too familiar from her past, then that thunder rose in volume during the next anxious seconds, until a horrible noise filled the air. Roslyn stood to see what was coming, only to have Geoffrey move at a dead run and practically jump on top of her. 


  “Get down, milady! Cover yourself,” he said in a heated whisper, while he gathered Celia into his side and motioned toward the frightened boy. 


  The four huddled by an outcropping of stones in the hope of not being seen. Roslyn hid her eyes, reminiscent of the day her father’s castle was ransacked and she was taken. Like that dreadful day, the ground seemed to crack and swallow whole her sense of peace. 


  “Found them!” she heard some unseen marauder shout to the others.


  Then the noise of snorting animals and the menacing voices of savage cruelty were all she heard—the same miserable noise that still echoed through her nightmares. Like that day many weeks before, a pair of voracious hands reached down and grabbed her where she crouched half-hid. In seconds, her body was flung up on the back of a steed and carried away. She looked back seeing three mighty horses galloping in the wake her captor left. Celia, too, was taken; the girl’s small body had been hastily flung facedown over the large animal. She kicked at the beastly man whose great arms clutched her fast to his groin, but his overpowering size soon reduced the girl to a sobbing sack of flesh. They rode straight into the untamed woods where Roslyn so feared to go. She closed her eyes, held her breath and prayed; prayed hard, refusing to believe this was happening to her again or that her life was forced to take another bizarre turn. 


  But indeed it had. Would the collar that ringed her throat mean anything now, or would she be mastered by yet another villain? 




  Chapter Eight


  Just Another Man


  The party made camp in the woods, among the creepy briars, on the cold ground, amidst an ashen landscape. The two shivering women were lashed together back to back with a small tree trunk between them, forced to stand barefoot in the dirt as the heavy leather lashings were wound around their torsos, their waists, their hips and thighs.


  “You cannot do this!” the angry Roslyn screamed at a thickly muscled man who fixed a knot right at her pubic mound. 


  He pressed the knot into her soft sex.


  “Ya feel it, deary? Huh? Yer gonna feel a whole lot more before I’m done!”


  Roslyn fired back, spitting in his face.


  The man pulled back in surprise. “Yer shouldna done that, girl,” he scowled, wiping his face with the back of his arm. 


  “You don’t scare me!” she spit right back.


  She was mad, dangerously mad, as if every hurt, every woe, indignity, and terror that the world inflicted on her suddenly boiled up in her belly and she could not contain the powerful blast.


  “No?” he queried with a sly grin, curling his lip. 


  “There is nothing that you can do to hurt me.”


  “I can kill you!” 


  “Go ahead and kill me!” Roslyn challenged him. She felt Celia behind her cringe in fear. But Roslyn was not afraid of anything; the fire in her boiled too hotly, and that hot temper made her bold, when she’d never been bold before. 


  “You are a crazy whore,” the fellow spat. 


  One of his fellows, suddenly swooped in-between them and pushed a mealy old apple in Roslyn’s mouth—an effective gag. Her eyes burned with tears now as she glared at this new man.


  “I think we’ve heard enough from you. Darius, get on with you,” he ordered. “We need a fire. It will soon be dark.” He turned to Roselyn, grimacing derisively, “Don’t wear yourself out. You’re going to need all the strength you can muster.” He stalked off, taking a seat on a nearby rock where he could view the camp, the men and the two bound women. 


  There were five men in all that Roslyn counted, four foul-mouthed bullies like the one who accosted her and the one more rational man, who had saved her more humiliation. Not that this Theron, as they called him, was a kinder sort; the man was cold as an icy stream, his thin mouth set like the blade of a knife. His fellows were meager peasants, while he had the obvious air of an aristocrat, standing tall and proud. He was clean in contrast to the others and was dressed with some sophistication. Still he didn’t speak much, but he kept his eye on the two females as if he expected that any minute they would find some means of escaping the bonds that held them.


  The men ate, though they offered their captives no food. Roslyn was determined to spit it back had they given her something to eat, and was rather disappointed when she missed a chance to vent her simmering rage again. She hated to see how they drank and when they drank, how the liquor colored their gross conversation. 


  “Comely one, that tart is,” Roslyn heard the foul man remark. She winced. 


  “We’re taking the fair one, that feisty bitch deserves a hot ass fer kicking me in the shins.” The man rose and swaggered toward the tree, turning away from Roslyn and, instead, eyeing Celia’s frightened face. 


  “Please, kind sir, don’t hurt me or milady!” she pleaded. “I swear, I’ll give you anything you want if you leave her be.”


  “Aw, you’ll be given plenty,” he smiled, showing a nearly toothless grin. He turned to the man sitting on the rock. “I need to cut ‘er down.”


  The solemn man nodded and went on peeling an apple with his knife, popping pieces in his mouth, while another fellow joined the brute, and the two untied the lashings enough to free Celia. The bonds were then redone, tighter than ever, cutting into Lady Roslyn’s arms so any struggle was too painful to try. She laid her head back against the tree. With every restless heartbeat she feared for Celia, although there was nothing she could do to save the girl. 


  After pushing the maid to the ground, the four men stood around her, brandishing swords and lashes. The swords poked at her sides, tearing at the cloth of her dress, while the lashes caught against her flesh producing tormented cries from the terrorized girl. At first, Celia tried to dart from left to right to get away from the savage treatment, but it soon became apparent that there was no way she could move to save her flesh from the sting of the leather and the cutting gashes from the swords. Her dress was soon in shreds, just pieces dangling from her body. Her pained sobs were ignored, in fact, the men took pleasure in mocking her misery. 


  “See if you can cut that rag off the pretty arse. I want a free shot at that pink skin.”


  Roslyn shuddered and turned her head away, afraid to look. When she heard the sound of the lash connecting with the maid’s pale ass, she peeked, wincing when the struggling Celia collapsed against the dirt. 


  “Get yer body up!” The four goaded her with their swords until she rose to her hands and knees again and took more punishment. 


  At last, the haughty fellow rose from his rock, where he’d watched silently for the last half hour. He parted the company of brutes, who then stood back and eyed the deft-moving Theron as he threw a chain around Celia’s neck and lifted her to her feet. But for Drago’s collar and shackles, she was naked now, the last of her torn dress falling uselessly at her feet. 


  “So, you’re the whore.” Theron clutched the chain tightly at the girl’s throat and spoke, his mouth just inches from hers. “Whore’s do what whore’s do,” he coldly spat. “I’ll bet you have one fine cunny.” He reached between her legs, fiddled there a moment, then withdrew his hand, showing off the wetness on his fingers. While the men around him chuckled with hungry delight, he pushed his fingers into Celia’s mouth. “Suck! Suck em like you’ll suck my cock.”


  Apparently, she pleased the man with her eager mouth, for he pushed her to her knees and pulled out an organ that billowed in size as it hit the cool air. With his hand threading through Celia’s flaxen locks, Theron thrust his organ deep, all the way to her throat, and then fucked her mouth, giving it a hard and furious beating. Celia’s sexual instincts took charge; what she’d learned in the fortress served her well. She spit on the pulsating head when he pulled from her mouth, then dove back in again, letting her hands work the organ and his balls beneath, until Theron shot his seed in great spurts. Some ran down her throat, then, as he withdrew from her mouth, the rest of the viscous substance splattered over her face and dribbled down her neck. 


  Theron turned to the others when he finished. “You can have her, use her as you like, but leave her unharmed. She has important business to attend to elsewhere.”


  The men hardly heard his cautions, for so aroused, they lit on the girl as if to tear her apart. Some restraint, though, seemed to rule enough that they took turns rather than rape her all at once. The act was still an awesome sight, for right in front of her mistress’ eyes, the maid was laid wide open on the hard ground. Her legs were held wide apart and her wrist cuffs were tied together, a stake driven through the bindings deep into the earth. One by one they fell on her writhing body, spearing her wet cunt with blades of steely flesh and fucking the delicate hole that Roslyn breached once, and Geoffrey knew with some degree of love. But this was no loving act. The men hooted and howled, reveling in the use of the lithe, young girl. Her breasts were mauled, her nipples twisted until she screamed in agony, and her lips were devoured with wet sucking kisses, until at last each man got down to the task, pummeling the readied cunny until they spilled their seed inside. 


  The lusty maid had learned in the company of Drago’s men that sex and pleasure took many forms, although this rape challenged her idea of pleasure. And yet, by the second penetration, Celia could feel the flames of lust rise inside her bound and taken body. Instinctively, her juices flowed and she kissed back, even when repulsed by the mouth of a vulgar brute. Her breasts were crudely taunting, undulating before their eyes. On her lips was a devilish smirk, while her eyes expressed a feral truth, that the maid, not her captors, held sway on that cold ground. Each time Celia’s channel was entered, her muscles grabbed for the erection and bore down, milking from the stalk in almost painful grasps the juices that were intended to demean her. But Celia would not be demeaned when she was like this; she would match them with her sexual prowess and would demand pleasure for herself. 


  The last man to top her seemed to catch on to the girl’s scheme. She was no longer a fainting, begging beauty, but a witch who seemed to suck him in as if she might destroy him. Suddenly fearing her, the man spent his seed quickly and withdrew, jumping to his feet. 


  “I think the bitch is possessed!” he exclaimed, pointing down at her.


  A ragged, worn out Celia had nearly fainted from exhaustion. But she was hardly possessed; she merely let her mind reflect on the lovely spasms that made her groin twitch and rock gently back and forth. While the men gathered around her, she thought only of Geoffrey, imagining him with her now, his hand resting on her brow and the sound of his tender voice whispering in her ear. 


  “I say we string her up and beat the devil from her!” 


  “That’s enough!” Theron’s shout cut short the brewing rampage. “I said no harm can come to her. No master will pay for tattered goods, least of all the one we serve. Release her. Bind her if you will, then leave her be.” He stood back, allowing the men to follow his order. 


  “I say we take the other, huh?” The man had already started to cut Roslyn down and his hand burrowed into her clothes with plans to squeeze her naked flesh. What lust he’d spent on the vanquished Celia was not enough to appease him. 


  “No!” Theron pushed the man away in a strange display of anger. “The captain has plans for her.”


  The comment was enough to settle all four restless men and they returned to their drinking after tying Celia against the tree. This time, she was allowed to sit, and as she struggled to get comfortable in the awkward position, she watched Lady Roslyn being led deeper into the woods. She was too tired to allow her fears to gather again to any great degree, but she knew that her mistress would not pass the night without feeling at least some of the humiliation she suffered herself. 


  Theron pushed his bound captive through nasty briars along a rocky path that finally opened into a small clearing where two men, dressed in soldier’s vestments were conferring beside a fire. Embers glowed red; they’d been there for some time; the smell of their evening meal still lingering in the air, along with smoke from their pipes.


  “She’s the one?” a small, wiry but sturdy fellow spoke. He gave Roslyn an incisive look, no judgment, just a studied stare. 


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Then leave her here.”


  “Yes, sir.” Theron let go his tight-fisted grip and she stood before the two men with her hands tied in front of her. 


  “That Drago’s collar?” the man asked. 


  “It is.”


  “So you’re bound to the man?” He puffed on the pipe and blew a cloud of smoke from his mouth. 


  “I’m bound to no man,” Roslyn said.


  The other fellow, obviously the captain’s aide, laughed slyly. “I think she’s a feisty one. The Duke will like her.”


  “The Duke won’t care if she’s feisty or not,” the Captain said.


  “True.”


  “Leave us now, my friend. I have business with this beauty.”


  The younger man rose from where he sat and moved through the woods in the direction of Theron’s camp.


  “Sit,” the Captain ordered.


  Roslyn sat where the younger soldier had been, finding the ground still warm from his body. She stared at the wiry captain while he puffed on his smoke, and he picked at the bowl of food beside him.


  “Hungry?”


  She shook her head.


  “Scared?”


  She nodded.


  He laughed. “You answer my questions, you hear?”


  “Yes, I’m scared,” Roslyn said.


  “So that’s good. A woman has a right to be scared. As for me, I think it makes their loins all the more ready to open. So my men fucked your maid?”


  “They did.”


  “Randy lot, they are.”


  “A brutal lot.”


  “Bet she got her pleasure from it. We hear she’s freshly trained. But you, you’re still dangling from Drago’s hand.”


  Roslyn looked at him with surprise. 


  “So’s, how would I know that, yer asking?”


  “Maybe.”


  “Traitors abound these days. Can’t trust your shadow to stick with you.”


  “I trust no one.”


  “You’re a wise girl. The Duke is going to love you, just watch yer step with his wife. She’s got a dagger where her heart should be.” His eyes inspected her more closely… “Stand up, girl, and turn for me.”


  Roslyn looked back at him puzzled as she moved to her feet. 


  “C’mon now, turn around.” The man made a circle with his finger and she started to move. His eyes seemed to penetrate right to her skin as she turned in place, all the while feeling the force of his mounting lust. He wasn’t a bad man, she told herself, just a mercenary, an opportunist. He would take his opportunity. 


  What would she care now? her mind reeled on.  Drago had already fouled her flesh with his seed. The list of ravagers might be long before she’d own the rights to her body again—if she ever did. Her strange and sudden resignation surprised her. Or maybe she was just too tired to care. The day that had been so promising had grown tedious; even her terror had little influence when she was so weary. If he was going to use her, let him use her. 


  Finally, he stood. Yes, he was small, about her height, and silent now, as he moved on her, cupping her head in his hand and pressing her mouth on his. The smell of his smoke was enough to make her choke, but then as she breathed it in, that cloud of fumes had a strangely settling effect. She opened her mouth to his kiss without his insisting, and she felt the pulse of his loins and his cock, as the organ began to throb against her thigh. He captured a breast inside his hand and squeezed just enough for her to feel a sudden thrill pass through her body. 


  Just a man, just another man…


  She refused to recoil in anger or judgment; she was much too tired, and yet, her body revived enough to respond to the man’s lovemaking. She expected something brutal, like what she witnessed with Celia, but he wanted nothing but to be satisfied by the warm body of a consenting female. As much as she could under these circumstances, she yielded to his want. When he released her wrists, her hands lightly grazed his clothes. She felt for his organ when he pulled it from his clothes: smooth, hungry, swollen to its erect state, tumescent and pulsing. She dropped to her knees without his demanding it and began to suckle the flesh, her mouth lapping the rod, which curved oddly upward toward the captain’s belly. How would that feel inside her body? 


  Some surprising tickle of desire began to breed inside her the more she let her mouth work the organ. She tongued the head, circling it again and again, paying attention to the sounds that came back at her in reply. She wanted to feel him erupt inside her mouth, and so worked zealously to that end, soon so embroiled in the act that she thought of nothing but giving this man pleasure. Though he held her head in his hand, she needed no guidance, no encouragement but what she provided on her own. Reasons escaped her. The mystery behind her slavish service, she’d never comprehend, and she did not care. This was what she wanted for this beastly moment, and at least for now, the captain wanted no more than what she gave him. She was as good as any tavern whore. Untried. Untrained. But she knew what a man needed and that was all he cared about. 


  Roslyn began to pump the captain’s organ with her hand as she felt the crisis in him rise. From her sucking mouth to her firm hand, back and forth from one to the next, she gave until she felt a sudden shift, an brief moment when time stopped. When that intangible timepiece began to tick again, the captain’s cock erupted on her face. She opened her mouth to receive her first taste of male spunk, and found herself crying and jubilant at the same time. What a smell came from the strange substance! What an odd taste! Sweet and earthy on her tongue, though it stuck to her mouth and lips and her blushing cheeks. She wanted to wipe it off—and would when she had the chance. But for the moment, she let the man take pleasure in the look of her face as it glistened in the warm firelight. 


  The captain looked down on her, his face not smiling, although his expression contained no mockery or malice, his eyes no ruthless zeal. He took his finger and swiped it though the drying spunk and fed it to her lips. She licked it, the act unconscious, as perhaps the entire incident had been. When it was over, the incident seemed very much like a dream; if she could only lie down now and sleep, perhaps the morning would bring something better to dwell on. 




  Chapter Nine


  An Example To My People


  For three nights, the party traveled on their way to an unknown destination. The roads were rough, the food foul, and the brutish company on the journey quick to humiliate the two beauties. Roslyn was to learn that the marauders were indeed mercenaries, in league only to earn coin from some unknown employer. She had been the prize, plucked with great deliberation, while Celia was taken to appease the men’s need for a woman’s cunt. 


  For many days, the band of men had lain in wait for Roslyn to show herself outside Drago’s fortress, for it would have been impossible to make the capture by breaching the fortified barrier. With the object of their search innocently picnicking in a meadow, the task of throwing off the two young bodyguards had been almost too easy. The Lady’s capture became a simple task. Once they brought her to the man who hired them—the captain—they followed the party of soldiers for their reward. Their lust was sated by the pretty maid, but what they wanted most was the barter, the coin, their reward in gold. The brutes would stick with the party until they reached the man who would pay the handsome bounty.


  For three nights they traveled. Celia was taken again, although not as one might have expected of sex-hungry men. One man was still convinced that she was possessed and another who took those fears to heart was cautious fucking the strange girl. Celia was strange to them only because she refused to cower like a chaste maid, because she had a sexual fervor they’d seen only in tavern tarts much older than this young thing. 


  “Is it so very easy for you?” Roslyn inquired of her when they were alone together. 


  “I have let principle slide,” Celia answered. “My purity has been taken from me, why not welcome what comes to me, what pleasure it provides, rather than tremble and tear myself apart over my slackened morals?”


  Perhaps Celia had a good head about her, thinking this rationally. Roslyn had only to remember how the girl once cried so mournfully of her fate and it was she, her mistress, counseling her to accept the conditions under which they now lived. Celia had taken this advice to heart and expanded its premise far beyond Roslyn’s understanding. 


  “I can only hope that you’ll see your Geoffrey again,” Roslyn, sighed. 


  “Yes,” Celia said quietly, blanketing herself in thoughts of her young man.


  ***


  The company of travelers arrived at night when it appeared that no one in the castle was awake and the thick walls of grey stone felt like a soulless tomb. Roslyn and her maid could hardly hold their heads aright; their eyes were heavy; their limbs weak from the long day of travel. Theron had pushed them relentlessly on behalf of an anxious captain, who’d made promises to the powerful Duke Wilhem. Moods were fitful and dreary and the imposing castle’s brooding nighttime facade did little to lift the spirits of the spiritless party. 


  While the bandits groused among themselves, the two women were hustled into the castle, taken immediately to a cell-like room where they were shoved inside and the door slammed shut and locked. A small slit of light high above was the only illumination, letting the night peek in with just a faint glimmer of intermittent moonlight. When the two huddled on the floor, there was no light at all, and that blackness closed in around them like a coffin. Mercifully, sleep came to them quickly.


  Hours later, jerked from sleep, Roslyn and Celia were hustled from their tiny cell and led down a long corridor that opened onto an opulent great hall. What had seemed like another hell on earth by night, became a slice of heaven in day’s light. Even Roslyn’s father’s house could not compare to this grand one, where the finery around them looked more lavish than any Roslyn had seen. Tapestries, intricately carved furniture, gilded statues of powerful warriors and nude females lent an air of abundance and warmth to granite walls that would otherwise have been forbiddingly cold. A glaring light from the clerestory windows streamed into the fancy hall, blinding the pair for a moment, until their wondering eyes finally lighted on a richly dressed nobleman who welcomed them with a pleased bow. So disheveled and dirty from the grueling trip, the two young women felt like peasants in their road-weary clothes—Celia dressed in nothing but a shift the men took from one of the females that accompanied the troupe.


  “Ah, at last! The daughter of Ledo, niece of Lord Draydon, property of the great general Drago.” The fine man held out his hand for Roslyn, who bowed as she’d been taught when in the presence of a nobleman like this one certainly was. 


  She then looked up, staring in wonder at a man of average build, his face as simple as a commoner’s. At first glance, he seemed like little more than a dressed-up peasant, but he had an air of confidence that revealed his nobility. And that ‘simple’ face seemed capable of transforming on a whim with every nuanced word. Though he seemed to greet her with kindness, he did little to disguise the triumph in his voice.


  “It would seem the victory goes to me at last,” he said, proudly revealing himself. 


  “So it would seem,” Roslyn returned cautiously. She stepped forward while Celia remained behind her. Oddly, the girl could take on a pack of sex-hungry brutes but not this lone gentleman. 


  “Watch out for him, milady,” the girl had whispered in Roslyn’s ear. 


  The man appraised her critically, his eyes moving from her dirt-smudged dress to her tattered slippers. Embarrassed by her filthy attire, Roslyn blushed.


  “I should say, we need to find the Lady Roslyn some new clothes to wear,” he said, but to no one in particular. 


  Although Roslyn was aware that there were others in the room looking on at the scene, she kept her attention focused on the man before her, whom she surmised to be Duke Wilhem. “Sir,” she spoke boldly, “I require an explanation before anything else trespasses.” 


  “Explanation?” He looked amused. “I should think the facts are clear. I’ve absconded with Lord Draydon’s prize jewel. He should have guarded you with greater care. But you need not worry now, you’re safe from that despicable man.”


  “Despicable? He is my kin. And it is to my Uncle that I owe my allegiance. Whatever you do to me here, that will not change.”


  The man shook his head. “How misplaced that allegiance, I fear.”


  “My uncle saved me from the barbarians who killed my father and destroyed my home.”


  The man smiled, ruefully. “Ah, you are a naïve child. How refreshing to have one so untested as you under my roof, in my care.”


  “I don’t care to be in your care.”


  “You prefer your uncle?”


  “I prefer my kin.”


  The man shrugged. “So sad for you, then. Though perhaps you would change your tune once the truth is told.”


  “As if you know a truth that I do not?”


  The Duke eyed her with great care as if he were probing her insides, picking through vast stores of information to glean for further use.


  “I suppose you know nothing of the villainous machinations that sent your parents to their grave.”


  “And what machinations were those?” 


  “Why your uncle was behind the scheme. At his behest, General Drago and his soldiers committed the treacherous acts.”


  “That is not true!” Roslyn shot back, although she was clearly rattled by this charge. 


  “No?”


  “I don’t believe you. My uncle loved his brother as did my father love him.”


  “A child’s vision, certainly.”


  Roslyn began to shake. “No, no, I refuse to believe your lies.”


  “You refuse to believe that you were the prize Drago wanted for that murderous raid? Does it not make sense? What use would you have been to your Uncle? He had his concubines.”


  “No! This can’t be! You shatter me with these lies. And General Drago was a loyal man.”


  “Loyalty can be bought,” he quipped smugly.


  “Who are you to tell me this? You think that somehow I’ll find favor with you, that I’ll resign myself to be your captive, when you, like those who stole me from my parents’ house rip me away from my proper place.”


  He laughed now. “As if you have a proper place but at the feet of the one who owns you. Believe what you will. I speak the truth as I know it, as it was told to me. I really don’t care about the treachery in your own house; I merely report what happened.”


  Roslyn took a deep breath and tried to think…tried to wipe away the fear that what the man said was true, painfully true. Certainly, his theory was plausible, even believable, after having glimpsed her Uncle’s dark heart. And she wanted to believe anything of the cruel despot Drago that would force her to hate the man. She had all the more reason to hate the man, if she believed this Duke.


  “I am sure this is a shock,” the Duke continued when it was clear that she’d been reflecting on these revelations. “I’m sure that your life would have seen more woe under the ownership of those traitorous blackguards. You were just a pawn.”


  Yes, she’d been referred to that way before.


  “Why don’t you sit down, have a bit of wine and refresh yourself.”


  “Yes, I shall.”


  The Duke motioned to a chair behind her and then moved to a nearby table where he poured two goblets of wine. Roslyn remained lost in her thoughts and did not focus again until she was handed her drink. 


  “I see you’ll need some new clothes for yourself and the girl. This is your maid?” the Duke asked as he placed the goblet in her hand. 


  Roslyn suddenly remembered her maid. “Yes, this is Celia.” The girl stood, alone and shivering, fingering the simple shift, tears streaming down her cheeks, leaving streaks along the dirt-smudged skin. Never had she looked so alone, so forlorn, as if all the life had been drained from her body. She reflected her mistress’ mood as if the two were one body and mind and Celia was expressing in the flesh what Roslyn could not. The noble lady rather cling to her misery with a miserly zeal than let this man or anyone else see how she suffered. 


  “Ah, she will do well,” the Duke said. He approached the girl as if she were an object, lifting her yellow hair and inspecting it with great interest before sliding his hand down her neck where it continued on, feeling her body down to her crotch. He turned her around and felt her ass, afterwards giving one fleshy cheek a sharp smack.Where was the girl’s fight now? Roslyn wondered. What was it about the Duke that returned Celia to the withering beauty who jumped at her own shadow? Where was the charm, the flirtatious eyes, the sly smile, vanished now as this man wrapped her in the invisible bonds of ownership? She had bloomed like a new rose in Drago fortress, but had been reduced again. Would she remain the timid mouse?


  “I like her,” the Duke said, as he moved back toward Roslyn. She’d sipped her wine and the glass was almost empty. 


  “What will you do with her?”


  “She’ll serve you as she has before. Why not?”


  While she was reluctant to believe this pompous duke, perhaps her life with him would again be that of a noble lady. 


  “Is that all?” she asked. He appeared not to understand the question. 


  “What I mean is: Can I expect to be treated with the respect that is owed a woman of noble birth, and that my maid will again be mine to rule and care for as I see fit?”


  The Duke stopped a moment, reflecting on Roslyn’s question, then he paced a bit, head down, while she followed him with curious eyes. When he finally stopped, his back was to her. He paused, then turned abruptly. “Surely, how you live your life is mine to decide,” the Duke said. “I’m afraid that plucking you from the General’s fortress was an incendiary act designed to show my strength to both Draydon and his General. I’m rather proud of your capture and I intend to use it to my full advantage. Within a fortnight, there will be few who do not know that Ledo’s daughter, Draydon’s kin is now owned by the conquering Duke of the Northern Valley. It will not be long before I have conquered their lands as well.”


  Roslyn shrunk back. Whatever momentary ease she’d felt vanished in that instant. 


  The man stood before her like a proud bird, his head held high, his eyes as evil as any man’s she’d ever seen, surpassing her Uncle, Drago, the marauders that brought her here, Theron and the Captain. 


  “I can certainly understand your desire to return to the easy life of a noble woman, but, I’m afraid that is behind you now. I cannot help but make an example of you to my people. You’ll have your leisure here, your comforts. I won’t demand hard labor. But you will be molded into a slavish toy so that your Uncle’s fiefdom will be mocked forever. Those who visit will see the pride of that realm as my chattel.” By now his keen eyes shone with all the evil that he bore in his heart. “You don’t know how much I’ve longed for this day.”


  Rather than sprout tears as Celia had done, Roslyn suddenly moved to her knees before the man and bowed her head; then she looked up at him imploringly. “Dear sir, if I could only persuade you otherwise.” 


  The man did not quit. Relishing every second of her pain, he kicked her kneeling body, then kicked her again, leaving Roslyn dumbfounded by the Duke’s cruelty. He inched her across the floor until she was at the feet of a hefty, graceless woman dressed in servant’s garb. He needed no more than to nod to have the woman reaching down and dragging Roslyn to her feet. 


  “In time, she’ll need new clothes, but for now, her naked skin will do,” he told the woman coldly, having now transformed himself into a vicious beast. He grabbed a fistful of Roslyn’s skirt, “Take these clothes and burn them.” Then he turned toward Celia. “Burn hers as well. Then you can put the little baubles back in their cell. Tomorrow is our feast.”


  “You want them washed, sir?”


  “Oh no! They can parade through my village as they are—” A sudden sneer broke out on his face, his spite turning from hot to chilling. “Yes, paraded, led by leashes. Bring Thaddeus to me. We’ll discuss which jewels they’ll wear.”


  The woman snickered, understanding his wicked intentions. “Yes, milord. They’ll make a fine example of your strength.” She bowed out with the two stunned women in tow.  




  Chapter Ten


  Shamed Before the Throng


  Thaddeus was a blacksmith by trade, a stocky fellow with a huge jowly face and nimble hands. As he was shoeing the Duke’s horse, two naked women were led to his stall in the castle stables. Although the sun had risen on a new day, the place was as black as night with smoke filling the air and orange embers glowing inside the fiery grate. 


  Roslyn and her maid watched for nearly twenty minutes until the man finished with the horse; then the animal was led away to await the day’s ride. Though the two women still had little clue why they were in this dragon’s lair with its heat and fumes, they feared that something terrible was about to happen, worse than the other tortures they’d suffered so far. 


  “You have to restrain them,” the blacksmith ordered the woman who brought the trembling beauties into his stall. “Strap the girl to the bar,” he pointed to Roslyn. “And tie her hands behind it.” He thought a moment. “And, ya better strap ‘er forehead too. I can’t have ‘em moving or we’ll mar the merchandise.” The blacksmith motioned to a flat board some ten feet off that had been pounded into the earthen floor and was now slick from age and wear; its six-inch wide surface gleamed as if it had been deliberately polished to its rich shine. 


  Roslyn shivered, still unaccustomed to her lack of clothes and the way the world around her was free to gaze at her nakedness. With her hands bound with rope behind her back, there could be no modesty. She understood now that she was kin to this Duke’s sworn enemy and for that she would become an example to flaunt before his people. Swift was this newest transformation. Where Celia had been the one to suffer the worst for their grim circumstances, the focus was now on Roslyn, while Celia hung back. Although Roslyn’s eyes burned with shame, the girl’s were hardly clouded. After having cowered in fright, Celia now seemed to treat this newest twist in her disgrace with an oddly noble ease that was lacking in her mistress. Or, perhaps, she was just too numb or too petrified to reveal her emotions. 


  “If only they would accept me as a sacrifice, and leave Lady Roslyn be,” Celia had prayed almost constantly since she’d learned what was to happen. She’d even begged the woman who brought them there to release her mistress from this ordeal. But for that suggestion, she was slapped across the face and told to be quiet. 


  Now that woman shoved Roslyn toward the board and the noble lady was strapped into place, with her hands uncomfortably squashed against the wood, her feet, her thighs, her waist and torso snugly roped. An inch-wide leather band around her forehead held her head in place, so there was no way she could move. Terror mounting, her eyes filled with tears when the blacksmith approached her with a needle between his fingers.


  “Close your eyes,” the man said, as if trying to be kind. 


  She closed them tightly with every nerve in her clenching in fear, her muscles taut and her face frozen in panic. 


  “The Duke likes his properties with a nose ring,” he said as explanation. 


  Roslyn had no time to react to the shocking statement. The blacksmith was swift in spearing the flesh between her nostrils and inserting the ring that marked her enslavement to the Duke. As the sharp pain shocked her body, her mouth opened in a voiceless scream that sent chills through the small crowd that had gathered in by the blacksmith’s stall. The strange and sudden heaviness in her nose was nearly eclipsed by the throbbing ache that followed the piercing, although none of that was as dreadful—or thrilling—as what followed next. 


  The Lady Roslyn’s eyes remained closed, even as she felt the blacksmith drop to one knee in front of her. Those nimble hands pried apart her womanly cleft, revealing the bud of her sexuality as a tiny pulsating finger that found a hellish thrill from the man’s deft fingers. Although she understood that what followed would be painful, her heart beat with great excitement and her loins heated with a passion she could not squelch. This was too much for a Lady who’d held back her favors to men, denied her physical lust and squashed the wickedness that had abided with her naturally for as many years as she could remember. Just before the shocking pain of the second piercing, she felt a flood of desire turn her crotch to liquid, and she shrieked with the crisis upon her. 


  No soundless scream this time—Roslyn’s cry reverberated throughout the small space filling every ear with the sound of a woman becoming the chattel of the Duke. He would have been pleased if he had been there to witness the proceedings, but he was more interested in the finished result, presented to him as the triumphant procession through the village began and all the villagers came out to see what trophies their Duke had to show them as a testament to his increasing power. 


  ***


  The spectacle began at noon. A chill wind whipped through the valley where the Duke’s castle stood, and through the adjacent village where it would seem that the entire town had gathered in the muddy street.


  The Lady Roslyn had been perfectly prepared according to the Duke’s precise specifications. She stood now with her arms bound behind her naked body, and chains dangling from her nose and sex rings. Each ring was attached to reins that were connected to the Duke’s saddle, with just ten feet separating her from the horse’s ass. Like the conquered prize she was, she’d be led through the village where the worked-up crowd would jeer and taunt the captured kin of Draydon. They’d throw rotten food, aiming at her ass and her privates, where the sore flesh still throbbed hotly and each strike would make her grimace in pain. 


  Celia, who had been pierced in the same manner as her mistress, now stood behind her a few feet off. A chain had been attached to her clitoral ring, which was then threaded through her mistress’ crotch from behind, and finally fastened to Roslyn’s sex ring.


  Both their collars and Celia’s shackles had been removed, making their ties to Drago a thing of the past. This was a new day, a new country, and these new rings, the mark of Duke Wilhem, signified the most lowly state in his realm. To be able to flaunt the girls in this way, especially one so nobly born as lady Roslyn, testified to the man’s greatness and what enormous threat he posed to anyone who crossed him. His reach was far and wide now, beyond the imaginations of his peasants, in territories they dared not go, in lands they considered alien to what they knew. 


  The Duke had been crafty in his choice of feast days. A minor saint’s holiday, the village was packed with revelers already in the mood for making merry. Their bellies were filled with ale, and their minds had already turned to lust and sodomy. The impending spectacle through the village fired their passions, and the men whooped and hollered at the show of the foreign noble lady and her maid. Though the pair did not hang their heads, they seemed to walk in a trance-like stupor, being too afraid to show how terrified they truly were—or how much in pain, as the miserable chains tugged at their freshly pierced flesh.


  Although the villagers were told to stay out of the procession line, there were those who walked with the girls and yanked the chains, only to see them wince, or even howl.


  “Little arses need big whippings!” one man jeered right into Roslyn’s ear. She tried to shrug him off, while attempting to keep up with the Duke’s steady pace. Not to do so would be catastrophic; the rings would be torn from their bodies. But, as if it were a test of their merit, they managed to keep a bit of slack in the chain attached to the saddle. Roslyn fended off smelly tomatoes and rotted squash. She raised her shoulders when she caught something flying toward her and often ducked, quickly gaining a sixth sense regarding the perils of this treacherous trek. 


  “Let’s wipe the pride from that purdy face.”


  “Cry, girl, you should cry for the crimes of your wretched father.” An ugly woman came at her, spitting in her face and she had to be pulled back, while Roslyn stumbled in the mud and scrambled to right herself before the Duke moved another step closer to ripping out the rings. 


  A pretty young woman with a child at her breast sauntered forward, scowling, her lip upturned. She stared at the Lady Roslyn, then said, “Yer a foul woman from a foul land… you deserve to suffer. What a stinkin’ whore!”


  True, her body now stunk, more fuel for the crowd’s turbulent passion and their pointed hisses. 


  “The lassies need a good wash, Duke!” some man shouted. 


  Wilhem reined in his horse, then stopped and turned around, sneering at his chattel, then smiling at the crowd. “Yes, bring the buckets, my friends. Bathe them before they foul my castle.” Such contempt! Such scorn!


  When at last the procession reached the castle entrance, the reins were removed from the horse’s ass and the two women were strung up to posts, where the crowd showered them with buckets of water that was likely to be as filthy as their bodies. Once they were fully doused and looked like bedraggled rats, they were led inside the castle to the washroom off the main kitchen for a proper bath. 




  Chapter Eleven


  A Feast In Her Honor


  While the pageant was intended as a humiliating spectacle for the peasant crowd, the feast that followed was for the Duke’s noble court, a higher class of citizen: the Duke’s friends as well as those he wanted to impress. He was lucky to have several travelers and a few merchant caravans there to share in his victory celebration. From their mouths, the word would spread to those who would take notice. Lord Draydon would learn that his niece was in the hands of his fiercest enemy, while General Drago would be humiliated to learn how his defenses had been breached and the prizes he’d so swiftly collared were now the property of a better, smarter, more able man—an adversary due Drago’s respect. Duke Wilhem wanted it known far and wide that the Lady Roslyn belonged to his house now, and that she would serve him with her legs parted and her mouth open wide—in a most unladylike fashion. 


  Oh! How she’d suffer to right the past wrongs wreaked on their sovereign land!


  Roslyn was scrubbed; her body from head to toe brushed of every bit of soot and sweat and rotten food. While the women attending her were not unkind, they were thorough in the most gross manner. She was forced to bend over so their wet rags would clean out her bottom hole, and while in this position, with her hands braced against a chair, a leather bladder filled with soapy water was pumped into her entrails until her bowels filled and the liquid gurgled strangely inside her. Overcome by familiar but painful urges deep within her belly, she begged the women, crying:


  “Please I must release myself!” 


  Almost instantly, she felt the hard sting of a cane thwacked against her rear. 


  She jumped up, nearly losing the swelling liquid in her behind.


  “Oh, please!” she cried in anguish, but she was pushed back down and forced to hold the liquid for several more painful minutes. While she grimaced, her torturers scowled amused, shaking their heads in gleeful delight as she squirmed before them. Finally, they gave her a bucket, saying: 


  “Clean up after yourself, girl.”


  By that time, Roslyn had no bite left in her tortured body. At least she was clean and sweet-smelling, once she’d taken care of her bowels. Afterwards, the women doused her with perfumes bought from the traveling merchants so that she smelled like a flower, as delicate as she looked—hardly like the spat on, tormented young woman who had been brought in from the streets.


  “This’ll be your playing field, milady Roslyn,” a woman named Anne spoke. She was the kind one. Once a dark-haired beauty, her looks were faded now; her eyes were sad and her manner defeated, as women of her station often become after their usefulness to men is over. “There was a time when I was the favorite at the Duke’s orgies. But you see me now?” She stared down at her stained dress, her care-worn body. “They say I’m too used up to satisfy the fancy men who want a nubile female.” She sighed more from weariness than discontent. “So, I spread me legs for the rough crowd out there,” she pointed toward the village. “I’d miss it otherwise. You get used ta the feelings in your belly when you ‘ave it all the time. You can’t do without that bit of wildness. Thank goodness there’s always some man who’ll want me, even if they aren’t the handsome, rich ones.”


  Roslyn took pity on her, which was not the woman’s aim. She intended to instruct the initiate, fearing that this nobleman’s daughter would have little clue what fate awaited her in Duke Wilhem’s court.


  Once she was washed and sweet-smelling, Roslyn was taken into another room where she was dressed, while the waiting Celia took her turn cleaning her foul body. Unlike the attention poured on her Mistress, Celia was given little assistance, just told to wash herself. 


  In that other room, a thick old woman walked around the naked Roslyn, inspecting the pretty young woman with great interest. “So, he says you is to wear somethin’ fittin’ of a lady, even though yous to be nothing but a whore.” She chuckled under her breath, letting out a little hissing sound. The woman plucked at Roslyn’s body again and again as she made her rounds.


  All this made Roslyn feel like a nest of spiders was crawling over her skin; she wanted to shake off the creepy feeling, but she dared not move. She hated the way the buds of her pink nipples shriveled into tiny erections, tips purple and filled with blood. A dreadful warmth had filled her belly and was moving downward to her crotch, where she knew that the horrid result would be a moist and fragrant snatch. Would the woman notice? 


  “Well, I sees we have little to do with you. This nice rump,” she swatted Roslyn’s naked behind, “and these titties will get the gents rock hard,” she slapped a tit as well and Roslyn jumped back nervously. “Don’t you get testy with me, dearie, I’m not the one you should be afeared of.” 


  “I’m so sorry,” she readily came. She was ‘afeared’ of everyone now that her status as a noble woman had turned her into a pariah. 


  The woman gave Roslyn’s nose ring a gentle tug. 


  “Ouch!”


  “Still hurts? Will for days, I know that. Had one meself for a time. But never one below.” Her fingers fished around Roslyn’s privates, seeming to enjoy the feel of the youthful flesh. “Little wet, aren’t you?” she snickered. “For being so disgusted and all.”


  Roslyn could not respond.


  “That’s okay. It’s as much nerves as anything,” she said, as if she knew firsthand the shame Roslyn now suffered.  


  With that, the hefty woman wobbled toward a nearby cabinet and dug in with one pudgy hand, pulling this and that from inside, obviously searching for something in particular. Finally finding what she was looking for, she wobbled back, holding in her hand a golden collar made of thin bands woven together in a fancy scrollwork. The piece was really quite lovely, and when fitted around Roslyn’s neck, it gave her a distinctly regal look, befitting her nobility. Had she worn a proper dress, the collar might well have accentuated her loveliness, now it simply drew attention to the naked body below.


  “Surprised the Duke didn’t pierce these, too,” the woman said, while plucking each nipple enough so Roslyn squealed each time. The woman then moved to another cabinet where she drew out a garment that was then fitted about Roslyn’s hips like a skirt. Although, as it was made of a transparent silk in a golden hue, it did very little to hide the treasure that lay on the other side. Again, the onlooker would be enticed by what they saw and inspired to look closer at the delicately lush pubic ‘V’, and her nicely rounded bottom. 


  “That be enough!” the woman finally declared with some satisfaction. “I believe the Duke will attach the bells himself, likes to do that with ‘is bitches. You go now,” she pushed Roslyn toward the door. “They be awaitin’ ya.”


  Already the clamor of voices from the great hall could be heard engaged in high-spirited conversation. So reminiscent of feasts she’d attended in her home, the excitement of the gathering invaded Roslyn’s body, even though she knew that this was no such humane assemblage. Indeed, the moment she appeared in the door, nervous as a young child in a room of people twice their size, Roslyn was looked at, scrutinized, and officiously probed by a crowd of well-dressed noblemen and ladies. An entire gauntlet of hands inspected, fondled and toyed with her body as she attempted to move between them, until she was finally, by some magical means, on the other side of the crowd, not two feet from where Duke Wilhem and his wife, Josephine, sat in their regal splendor on beautifully carved chairs. 


  “Why, what a pretty one! Look at that hair,” the lady exclaimed on first seeing Roslyn. “Who’d have ever thought!”


  “Ah! She is a prize,” the Duke agreed. “To think that Ledo would have a daughter as comely as this girl!”


  Lady Josephine seemed to squirm in her seat, as if she were feeling a sexual thrill just eyeing the young red-haired prize. She herself had never been the beauty that Roslyn was. Her thick black hair and white skin made her look like the mythical witch of the old tales. Her thin lips were painted bright red and her eyelids had been deliberately darkened with a sooty cream that gave them a shadowy glow. Her smile was as shrill as her voice, and in her lap she held a grey Persian cat that she stroked with long thin fingers—none of which dispelled the feeling in Roslyn that the woman was pure evil. Roslyn imagined that she might be easy to hate—and hadn’t she been warned about her?


  “Come here, my dear, and sit with us,” the Duke welcomed her with open arms and a lusty smile. 


  Though her natural instincts made her recoil, Roslyn obeyed, finding herself standing before the man as he inspected her body with great consideration. So many times in the last months she’d been so scrutinized; she would have thought that she’d be used to the probing eyes and the judgmental air. But no, she was not!


  “Ah, yes, you are perfect!” he exclaimed with some awe, after running his hand inside Roslyn’s skirt and tugging a bit on the clitoral ring. 


  Roslyn bit her lip, trying to respond as little as possible when a hot pain rifled through her. 


  “Get used to it, little lady,” Josephine drolly declared. “Pain makes you weak and powerless, turns the proud into begging fools. You’re here so we can see you beg, so we can watch you grovel, while we think of your father and that repulsive uncle Draydon. Imagine—the man must have wanted you taken, giving you to that brutish Drago.” With her husband having stopped the torture of Roslyn’s clitoris, she reached in herself and gave the ring a fierce tug. 


  “Yeeeeeeeeech!” Roslyn shrieked. Her eyes pooled with hot tears.


  “Yes, you cry, dear,” the queenish bitty, sneered. “Get acquainted with your tears, they will be your only succor.”


  Overcome by the rawness of her emotions, Roslyn blurted out, “Why do you hate me so! You know nothing of who I am!” She looked from the Duke to his wife, as her welling tears spilled from her eyes. 


  The Duke shook his head, while his petulant expression turned seriously grim, “We know the treachery of your ancestors, girl. The hatred between the old clans was fashioned long ago. In time, it has only burgeoned in intensity.  Better you were born a poor peasant as be the noble daughter of Draydon house. If you were male, you would have been drawn and quartered by now – or if pretty enough,” he added slyly, “sodomized in our dungeons. But because your body is so ripe, so youthful, so exquisitely made, so female, and your cunt so fresh and usable, we have other plans for you. It’s for you to decide if you got the better deal. At least you live.”


  Josephine laughed in mockery, while Roslyn paled—the truth dawning on her now; neither the Duke nor his wife were toying with her. The strength of their venomous passions poured out on her in a turbulent wave that nearly made her faint. She caught herself, stepping back slightly. 


  Within the instant, the hard-hearted Duke altered his grim mood and smiled broadly once more, acting like the gracious host. “You’ll sit here,” he said, pointing to a pillow at his feet. Although before she took her seat, he attached a chain to her nose ring. “Instant punishment,” he advised her giving the ring a tug. “Now sit.”


  And so Lady Roslyn sat like a princess on a purple pillow at Duke Wilhem’s feet. He kept the chain slack, though Roslyn was aware that any second he might give the thing a nasty tug. At times during the evening, his fingers would comb through her auburn hair, stroking her as gently as his wife stroked the prissy feline in her lap. The scene of the trio was quite a sight: a rich tableau comprised of the noble Duke and his Duchess, each with their personal pets securely collared and leashed. 


  The evening’s festivities began when Celia entered the room, much the same way that Roslyn had, although she was spared the groping introduction. Instead, the crowd was pushed back to the sidelines and the girl moved to the center of the room. She’d been leashed by one of the Duke’s aides, and that leash was attached to her clitoral ring, along with a bell that would announce her presence anywhere she went. Unlike Roslyn, she was totally naked, no fancy collar to signify nobility, no transparent skirt to veil her privates from immediate view. 


  “Such a delicate rose. What a shame to see her marred,” the Duke remarked slyly, just before he announced with great bravado: “Let her be tortured!”


  This was the cue for a rope to be lowered enough so that the girl’s hands could be bound above her head. Once they were securely tied, the rope was pulled up tight forcing Celia’s body to dangle with her toes barely touching the floor. 


  Whips appeared, and canes, and a dozen floggers. The men came forth, as well as several ladies, each taking turns, some working in tandem, laying powerful blows against the pale-skinned beauty’s quivering flesh. From all directions, the cuts of canes and biting leather whipped the girl’s body in a fierce and even angry punishment, as if all the sins of her world were in this place, born inside her body, there for a retribution as just as a morning sunrise. Though Celia had been through rough punishments before, the erratic intensity of this one took her by surprise as she screamed from the very outset, moving in fitful, swaying motions within her simple but vulnerable bondage. With no means to steady herself, panic struck as fiercely as the blows that landed in their inelegant patterns. Her body was criss-crossed with welts across her breasts and down her thighs, and while many cuts were concentrated on her belly, others were etched along her shoulders and back. A prime target was her well-rounded ass, which was worked over until her flesh became raw and in places she’d begun to bleed.  


  Roslyn watched stunned. Her body felt every blow batter her spirit. Every cry came down on her, as she understood that she, not Celia, was the reason for this terrible beating. She looked away, only to look back again—her eyes seemed to fuse with the girl—and so overcome, so filled with pity, she was about to declare to the Duke that she, not Celia, should be taking this beating, when the man himself stopped the brutal castigation.


  What Roslyn in her woeful self-indulgence had not seen was how toward the end of the beating, Celia’s demeanor changed. By the time the Duke stopped the exhibition, her body was spent, and yet, it heaved with a powerful arousal that most in the audience understood. 


  The Duke left Roslyn with Josephine, allowing the nose chain to dangle on the floor as he rose from his seat and strode toward the well-whipped girl. As his hands began to stroke her flesh, he sensed a powerful orgasm in her building quickly—indeed, the whole of the great hall could see, and if not see, feel Celia’s billowing energy for it blanketed them all. Wilhem went directly for her privates, diving in with his fingers, while his other hand locked on to the dangling beauty’s hair and held it at her neck in a tight fist. Soon, the gasping Celia shuddered, and a wave of passion coming from deep in her loins traveled outward in another display of her powerful sexuality. 


  She sagged limply when she finished and fell against the Duke. To prevent her legs from collapsing, which would have left her dangling by her wrists, he circled her with an arm and held her close.


  “Bring her a mat to lie on!” the man called the order into the crowd. 


  The order was quickly obeyed and the girl cut down and covered with a blanket while she recovered her strength.


  Roslyn, who had watched in trance-like fascination, realized that she too was overcome by a furious arousal. It was all she could do not to touch herself; for with just a few simple strokes of her throbbing sex, she’d come. Within seconds of Celia’s climax, however, her intense feelings thankfully calmed. 


  “It gets a randy cunt sopping, doesn’t it?” Lady Josephine’s pointed whisper was meant for her. Obviously, Roslyn could not hide the truth of her arousal from the woman. She nodded, not knowing what else to do. 


  “You’ll get yours, never fear,” Josephine warned. 


  Oh! But she feared for her life—now that she knew how much hatred had been heaped on her for a history of wounds and slights she had nothing to do with. If they killed the males for sport, they would use her just as the Duke warned, until she was worse off than the pitiable woman who bathed her. Roslyn saw her life before her eyes as one torturous moment after another. It had been passion, and a wild savagery that she wanted since she could remember, but it was not this life, not this kind of soulless treatment that she’d prayed for. There was no loving force behind this savagery, no loving arms, no man to hold her at the end, no wondrous moments of blissful sweetness, just what was abject and depraved, what would dishonor and abuse her. How could this be her fate? She felt so young now, so vulnerable, the victim of circumstances she could in no way control…not with the cruel Duke Wilhem.


  After nearly an hour of bawdy ballads and more drink to whip this supposedly decent crowd into a frenzy, the evening’s focus returned to Roslyn, who remained the diminished but not forgotten trophy at this feast. 


  An exorcised Duke, who for a time had joined with the minstrels in their lusty songs, finally came running back toward his wife and Roslyn, wiping his brow with his silk handkerchief. 


  “Ah,” he sighed breathlessly. “It is time.” He was most enthused and not at all the grim-face prophet of woe he’d earlier been. Now much enlivened by the music and the wine, the stage was set and his excited attention poured out on his pretty, redheaded spoils of war. 


  He bowed elegantly and spoke with eyebrows raised, “You suppose you would honor us with your presence in the center of my hall?” he asked. The civil question was laced with threat that no one, not even a naïve girl like Roslyn, could miss. At first, she sat back, eyes blinking, staring cowardly at the man, perhaps hoping he’d take pity on her. “Go on,” he shooed her with his hands, “if you can’t muster up the courage, I’ll be happy to help.” This warning did get her moving as she started to rise to her feet. Although before she could find her balance, the Duke pushed her back down on her rump. The chain attached to her nose ring clattered against the stone.


  “On your hands and knees, if you will,” he said this most pleasantly, but with an eerie smile that made her blood run cold. 


  “Oh, please! Don’t make me…” she started with a whisper and stopped, looking up at him hopefully. 


  “Make you? No, I’m not making you, but you will comply with my request because you understand the alternatives. I think the warnings that have already been given should be ample motivation.” 


  Perhaps they were, if she thought back to the string of reports and veiled messages and very pointed comments that made up his warnings. She was smart enough to know then that her cooperation was demanded, not just a request, even if it sounded like one. 


  Without saying more, she moved from the comfort of the plush pillow to her hands and knees, and then crawled like an infant toward the center of the open space—now surrounded by a crowd of increasing size. 


  The Duke followed her out, staying closely behind her, giving her ass a little kick now and again, which raised some boisterous laughter around the room. 


  “Give ‘er the boot!” An errant cry rang out. Sounded more like the villagers than the nobles of the Duke’s court! Perhaps they, too, were part of her exhibition. Oh, how horrifying could this become! she wailed inwardly.  


  “Yes! Beautiful!” the Duke exclaimed as he eyed with lust Roslyn’s upturned behind. “Wiggle that arse of yours, come on, wiggle it for us,” he goaded. “Come on,” he urged more, and when she hesitated, “wiggle that pretty buttocks!”


  Roslyn looked back despairingly, praying for some sympathy, even though she knew that there was only one response to the Duke’s urgings. Cringing with shame, she wiggled her bottom like a dog shaking his tail, then listened to the wild gales of laughter from the jubilant crowd. 


  “Come on, more!” the Duke ordered. 


  She wiggled more. 


  “Yes, like a little doggy, huh?” He gazed happily at the crowd, while Roslyn’s behind was their sole focus. “Here, let me pull this silly skirt away. Beasts don’t wear skirts, do they?” He swiped at the silk that covered her hips, tearing it from her body and exposing her pink, fresh-washed bottom cheeks. With the skirt removed, those behind her could now see the plump pink lips of her cunny form a pretty heart between her legs, on them, a pale red blush of pubic hair. “Lovely, lovely! Shake that tail now,” the Duke exclaimed, as if he’d found a brand new toy. “And put your head down on the floor so we can see your arse even better!”


  Roslyn lowered her head to the floor as her shame magnified. At least in this position no one would see her face, for she hid her blushing cheeks behind her long hair. It was not easy, but she continued wiggling her bottom as the Duke required. Someone had handed him a cane and he was tapping it against her rear should her enthusiasm for the activity wane.


  “I want her to whimper,” Lady Josephine called out. “Can she whimper?” 


  “Yes, little doggy, whimper for us,” the Duke amended his requirements. He tapped her ass with the cane, and when she didn’t respond immediately, he gave it a firm thwack! She jumped, letting out a sorrowful moan. Another solid thwack and she started to whimper as much from the pain as any desire to humiliate herself more. “That’s it, my pet,” he ran the cane between her cheeks. When he drew it away, he came right back, this time poking the end against the tight rosebud of her anal opening. 


  Roslyn shuddered with the bizarre sensation causing her body to react in the strangest manner—and it was not at all unpleasant! Her whimpers turned into odd sounding moans, and though she understood that this was the grossest humiliation so far, something more powerful seemed to sweep her embarrassment aside. At least for a few brief moments as the Duke toyed with her taut bumhole, she cared little about where she was and under what circumstances. All that was forgotten with this pleasure descending on her now…


  At least until the cane was suddenly removed and the Duke thwacked her roused ass end squarely across the middle. 


  “Yeeeeeeeeeeshhhhhhh,” she hissed under her breath.


  “Oh, look! Here’s your sweet maid,” the Duke suddenly stopped the caning and reported Celia’s entrance with great delight. The girl had disappeared for some time and now returned to the room, looking as if in a daze, a sexual daze. “Oh my, see how she’s dressed!” the man said to Roslyn. “Look up, I think you’d like to see this.” He poked her in the side with the cane and the cowering redhead rose up on her hands again and gazed in amazement at the sight before her. She instantly recoiled, being both repulsed and intrigued by the ungodly sight.


  “What a saucy pair you two turned out to be! Can you imagine,” he spoke in mocking tones to his guests, to Roslyn, to the mesmerizing Celia, “someone told us that it was the noble Lady Roslyn who took this poor girl’s virginity. Imagine? The maid confessed the truth to the ladies who bathed her. Well, knowing that,” he simply quivered with merciless spite, “I thought it only right that she, your very lusty maid—as we’ve all seen—break in this very…pretty…behind of yours!” He tapped Roslyn’s bottom with the cane again. 


  A ripple of excitement flew swiftly through the room. Than a round of clapping began; this was a randy crowd! The Duke let the frenzy build once more, then he suddenly stopped it with a wave of his hand. “Enough! Enough!” And the roar dwindled into the last of a belly laugh and a nervous cough or two, while the focus of attention was placed squarely in the middle of the room where Roslyn knelt and her maid Celia stood a few feet away.


  What had shocked the gentle noblewoman, what caused her body to quake and her belly retch with spasms that were on the one hand nauseating and on the other hand arousing, was the harness Celia now wore about her middle. From that harness swayed a thick phallus, a startling reminder of the one that Celia created for her mistress to wear; though this was not some simple handmade tool, but one that had been sculpted of wood and was veined like the actual fleshy tool between men’s legs. This one had been polished to a glaring shine that mocked the loving intentions of the crude one Roslyn used to spear the maid. Seeing the cock at nearly eye-level, Roslyn froze in panicked fear. 


  “You’re going to bugger the bitch who screwed you, girl,” the Duke told Celia. 


  Although Roslyn knew that the man would get his way, she expected her loyal maid would raise some protest, at the very least recoil at the idea of abusing her mistress so violently. But there was no such response recorded on Celia’s face; she stood with engaged interest eyeing the woman she so respectfully referred to as ‘milady.’ Something about her eyes—a molten, earthy quality emerged from them, enough to make Roslyn fear that feral lust. Certainly, Celia trembled and was filled with fear, but behind that fear was a desiring want that made her aura one of savage exhilaration. 


  The Duke moved in on the maid, speaking in her ear, his tone barely above the whisper: “Fuck her, girl—the way she fucked you.” Because the great hall was now so terribly quiet and in wait, the command seemed to echo through the space, hitting every ear with the urgency that this lusty company fed on. 


  “Make her bleed like you have bled for her!” a voice from the crowd shouted above the din of the waiting audience. Only then did the maid get moving, sauntering toward her mistress. For one moment she bent down and grazed Roslyn’s back with her fingernails, then, having reached her rear, she dropped to the floor behind the terrified lady, where a pillow had been provided to protect her knees. No such comfort had been offered to Roslyn. Celia nestled in behind the nicely rounded ass and laid her hands on the small fleshy mounds. 


  The girl seemed a bit confused for a moment, and she looked up at the Duke. “I can’t do this,” she said—enough of a protest to make Roslyn breathe a little easier. 


  He looked back at her surprised and the room quieted. Why would she balk now?


  “Something to grease her ass,” she explained, “I won’t go in dry.”


  The Duke snickered. “Ah, yes, then let’s grease her ass! A pound of butter, or maybe some lard!” He raised his voice so that someone would scurry to the larder and bring back his request. 


  Was it compassion that swayed the girl to request the lubricant? Or wise caution? No one could be sure.


  In the intervening minutes, the silent room watched Celia’s passive expression with great interest. From some inner reserve, the maid drew feral energy beyond her young years. She was no more the innocent girl, but a woman who seemed released from any bonds of earthly loyalty. She wanted only for herself, and this act was arousing her in every way the Duke hoped—and far more. 


  The bristling quiet became so difficult, so encompassing, that everyone breathed a collective sigh of relief when one of the scullery maids raced toward the scene with a slab of grease on a plate. Offering it to Celia, she then watched as the maid with the harness gave her a saucy smile and she reached to swipe a handful of the white substance. Once the grease was smeared along Roslyn’s cleft, Celia drew back enough to aim the head of the phallus, then she shoved forcefully, hearing a painful howl rise up from her mistress’s speared body. 


  “Oh, girl, noooooooo! No, no, no, please stop!” the lady wailed in pain.


  But Celia only paused. Her cheeks were flushed, her excitement running high. After thrusting deep, she pulled back and started slowly working the head of her fake erection into the tight, inflexible space. 


  The pain in Roslyn’s ass receded in small degrees, but for several minutes, every movement of the prick was sheer agony, producing another wave of pitiable tears. Soon they were streaming down her cheeks, while her cries, her exclamations and her pleas were ignored. If Celia had some sympathy for her, it didn’t show. But then, of course, the girl was bound by the requirements of the moment, on orders from the Duke to complete the task; he’d allow nothing else from her: no pity, no mercy, nothing but a ruthless taking. The more the girl moved, the more it seemed to please her, the more she thrust with greater abandon until her face filled with resplendent bliss. Her fingers dug into the rosy ass cheeks with more zeal and her hips thrust hard. Her body filled with fire and her eyes recorded the change—as if she’d been inhabited by a demon. 


  The thrusts were enough to raise her sexual heat, and the way the apparatus rubbed, her love-bud was massaged and her inner body flowed with sexual juices. Meanwhile, Roslyn went from abject pain to some curious acceptance. Driven deep into a submissive space, she knew some peace, even as the humiliating act continued to shame her. Forever would her relationship with the girl be altered; forever would she be altered by the act, forever cast into a world where there was no comfort but what she could give herself. Certainly, she did not reason all this out in those dreadful moments, but it would come to her later when she had a chance to breathe again and was no longer in the midst of her woes, but on the sidelines observing. 


  For those watching, the picture of the two women was amazing to behold. Some rubbed their crotches in reply, and even the prettily dressed ladies rubbed against their men in suggestive manners. Lady Josephine was especially stimulated. She let the Persian kitty leap away, turning to one of her fawning young men who was quick to do his mistress’ bidding. The subtle Louis had been standing behind her during the proceedings, his hand upon her shoulder, massaging it gently. 


  “You wish that were your cock inside your hand?” Josephine raised her head and whispered to the virile youth. This was an exceedingly pretty young man with a head full of blonde hair, soft blue eyes and a sweet smile. His lips were pure heaven pressed against a woman’s crotch, though for now, he gave his mistress another squeeze and a twinkling smile. 


  “They are an extraordinary pair, don’t you think?” he said.


  “I don’t think they’ll be much of a pair after this day,” the lady observed, with haughty amusement. “I so love a good story, and they make a fine one.”


  “You have too little to do, Lady Josephine,” the young man observed.


  “Oh, you’re terrible! Come here closer.” She pulled him into the vacant chair beside her, and his hand went immediately to her bosom. 


  The Duke watched his wife with a wry disdain, but was more interested in the little fucking machine of a maid who buggered her mistress’ ass with ever increasing abandon. She was reaching her crisis while the poor lady with the prick in her bottom still suffered for the hard thrusts that rent her body. Roslyn clenched her fists, her jaw went taut, and she breathed in and held her breath. As the Duke watched the performance, his crotch pulsed with fury and fire—his cock would be planted in the redhead’s ass as soon as the girl was finished. Then he’d leave her to the wolves who drooled on the sidelines in wait, aching for that moment to arrive when they would get their promised reward. 


  In the last few moments, they heard the cries of the maid rise like a terrible wind. Some would swear that she cursed the woman she screwed, but for most of the leering audience, they simply heard a savage wail. “Anughhhhhhh, ssssssssssssssss,” hissing, seething, sputtering, gasping for breath, when there was no breath… as the room closed in around her, bodies gathered too close for her to drink the air. “Yeaaaaaaaaa! Ah, ah, ah,” again and again, the nonsense peppering the atmosphere. As if all climaxed with her, the room was rent by a savage sweep of power, then as the girl returned to consciousness from a place so far away, the feeling subsided into something they understood. Some pairings went on their way to satisfy their lusts, while others stayed to watch the finish. 


  At long last, Celia backed out and sat on her legs, the phallus sliding from her mistress’s bowels with a bit of a pop. The lady slumped forward, her naked body now glistening with sweat. She was barely able to breathe. Silent and pensive, Celia waited for what came next. Her face was a blank; looking lost and perhaps aloof, just as she’d been before the buggering began. No one could predict what emotions would rise up an hour, a day, a week later, in the young maid. Certainly, she would know of the rift that began in that fateful hour. Would she care? Did it matter that she might be estranged from her lady? Would she seek her favor again, throw herself at Lady Roslyn’s feet and beg forgiveness? Or would she be left to her own devices, denied access to the woman she claimed she loved with a loyal heart? Was the fond relationship of their past now over, and this raunchy act the last fracture in a tiny world now fractured beyond repair? That world was once so protected by a father’s love and a master’s loving care that one would have sworn that nothing could break its firm substance. Never would one have expected this kind of show from the lovely lady and her maid. But never is a word so extreme that it seems pointless to use. Time and circumstances change…


  So the world, even Roslyn’s mean world moved on. 


  The Duke would not be denied what he had so excitedly waited for. It should have been his cock greasing the way for the others to follow, except that the word of Lady Roslyn and the rape of her maid gave him new inspiration—too good to pass on. Once this brutal rape was over, however, the Duke pushed Celia aside and took his place on the purple pillow, knees sinking into the soft cushion. Grabbing the pretty tail end from its collapsed repose, he held it in his firm grasp, aimed his exposed organ and thrust. So easy was the entry now that the lady hardly gasped as the man impaled her bottom. The Duke rode her hard, but then, she’d been ridden hard before, and this felt like nothing more than an afterthought following the bold initiation.


  Once the Duke was groaning from his spirited climax, men lined up to follow him, with their loins hot and seeking satisfaction. Roslyn’s ass was buggered six more times that day, her cunny pummeled three or four. For a while, the dwindling crowd looked on, but soon they, too, were turning away from the scene. As the party diminished, Lady Josephine took her lover into her boudoir, and the Duke finally left the scene on matters of state to be discussed with his lieutenants. Celia eventually left the room; having taken off the harness, she let it dangle from her hand as she walked in listless fashion back through the door from where she came. The grunting noises from her mistress still rang a hollow wail in her ear.


  “It is done?” the servant Anne asked her, when she saw Celia return to the room where she’d been prepared. 


  “I think so.”


  “You got your share, didn’t you? Feel mighty proud ‘o yourself rutting with yer mistress, I’ll bet.”


  Celia stared at the woman. “Yes, that’s what I did, huh?”


  “You’re the kind ‘a woman the Duke loves. I imagine you’ll be a favorite ‘a his, till he’s done with you.”


  “I never wanted that,” Celia said, still looking dazed.


  “So. That’s what you ‘ave ‘ere. If the fucking’s over out there, you’d better gather your lady and bring her in. There’s some who’d drag her into the streets.”


  “Oh, but I can’t do that!” She seemed, all of a sudden, quite aware of what she had done and how Lady Roslyn would hate her.


  “Oh, yes, you can. She’s yours to attend to until Duke Wilhem says otherwise. I got me orders to take you two straightaway to your quarters.”


  “I’ll sleep in her room?”


  “Don’t worry. We won’t let her ‘ave a knife, if it’s your throat you’re worried about.”


  Celia held back the temptation to massage her throat, feeling already the sensation of a sharp blade sinking into her flesh, going for blood.


  The great hall was strangely quiet when the maid finally had the nerve to return. Celia stood at the door watching while the remaining guests were moving elsewhere in the castle, or maybe back to their homes in the village. The servants were mopping up the mess that remained, gathering dirty flagons and sweeping the floors. 


  Lady Roslyn had pulled herself up from the violent collapse to the cold hard stone where she’d lay wasted for nearly a half hour before she felt her body begin to come back to life. Above her now, through a stained glass window, the light from the setting sun reached down, casting a warm red and yellow glow on her slouched shoulders. Her auburn hair gleamed like glowing embers, while her pale face looked sad, but oddly at peace. She refused to think—too dangerous and troubling now. 


  “Milady,” she heard the familiar voice and looked up, seeing her maid’s pensive face looking down on her. “I am to take you to our quarters. They are done with us for the night.”


  “As they should be,” Roslyn replied. She allowed the girl to help her to her feet, and even when she slumped, she used her maid for support.


  Perhaps she won’t remember, Celia thought silently. 


  Joined by Anne who led the way, the two journeyed through the winding hallways of the castle to a room different from where they’d slept the previous night. Unlike that forbidding cell, this was more pleasant: anything would have been more pleasant than that! The bed was soft that cradled the mistress and once she fell exhausted to the mattress, she seemed to drift unconscious, if not asleep, then in an unknowing stupor. Anne had brought a jar of warm water for Celia to bathe her. 


  “Perhaps you should,” Celia whispered to the servant, as she hung back, still afraid. 


  “This is your task, girl. She might ‘ate you now, but she won’t hold it against you. Not if she’s smart. You don’t let these things change your course, you accept and keep going. You bathe your lady and I’m sure she will not reject the kindness.”


  If Roslyn knew who, or even what was happening to her as she lay in a fitful insensible sleep, Celia would never know. The girl began to bathe the lady as she’d done before, first with trepidation, then with a well-remembered kindness that reminded her of all that was good in their long friendship. Once it was clear that her mistress was falling into a more profound sleep, Celia wiped her own face and arms, her breasts and crotch, then put the cloth away. Taking an unused blanket from the bed, she lay on the floor to sleep, curling up inside it like a cocooned butterfly.




  Chapter Twelve


  “She’s Mine Now!”


  “How bright the morning is!” Lady Josephine exclaimed as she swept through the Duke’s bedchamber opening the drapes to reveal a brilliant sun. 


  The man sat up “Woman, would you stop! Can’t you see I’m resting?”


  “You’ve rested enough. We have merchants coming this way; we must prepare.”


  “Prepare all you want! Just leave me be.”


  “Oh, but I need the girl.” She referred to Roslyn who was sleeping in the Duke’s bed. She’d been sleeping with the Duke every night since her violent initiation many weeks before.


  “And why the hell would that be?” He held his hand over his eyes, squinting, while his bedmate shivered under the covers. 


  “I want her opinion on the silks. She has such exquisite taste. Besides, you must send out a welcoming party to escort them on their way. You can fuck your lovely at night; she’s mine now. Besides, I like the way she combs my hair.”


  The Duke gave up arguing and pushed Roslyn from bed. “I’ll see you later on, my dear,” he said, sweetly, now resigned to give her up for at least a few hours. “I think I’ll use your mouth tonight,” he added, as if she should be pleased.  Roslyn hid her grimace and moved quickly to her feet. She’d learned since the day she was plopped in the lap of a self-serving Duke and his snappish wife that her role was to please them both, in whatever way they desired. But this was not an easy task. She was the rope in their tug of war; not the first, she learned, but one of many women who were called on to give succor and sexual favors to bickering rivals.


  Most recently, she’d been buggered regularly by Lady Josephine; in fact, it had been her harness and cock that Celia used on her at the feast. When the lady wanted to use her body, she made Roslyn bend over the foot rail of her bed, then stretching her torso forward, tied her hands to the headboard. Josephine came at her from behind, breaching the well-worked hole until the woman was in a frenzy of sexual excitement. In the end, she would climb up on the bed, her crotch splayed wide, and bid Ledo’s daughter to come dine on her privates. With her hands still tethered, Roslyn would make the awkward climb to the top of the bed and bury her face in the sour-smelling snatch. Roslyn used her tongue vigorously, for minutes at a time laving the tiny bud between Lady Josephine’s labia—she’d think it would get sore from so much working, but the woman was insatiable. Obviously, the shrewish bitch had too much time on her hands with nothing to do but spend hours in bed with her lovers. When Lady Josephine came, she arched her back, threw her head back and reveled in a climax that shook every muscle, her cries lifting far beyond the walls of her bedchamber. Then for nearly an hour sometimes, the woman writhed back and forth in blissful ecstasy, consumed by multiple orgasms until she was too tired for more. 


  Sometimes, recognizing how uncomfortable the bound position could be for Roslyn, Lady Josephine would mercifully untie the ropes and give the girl some freedom to move or use her hands in acts of pleasure. Most often, however, the lady preferred the girl tonguing her crotch, even if it was awkward. It pleased her to keep the ‘deposed’ Lady Roslyn—as she liked referring to their conquest—ever mindful of her status as a lowly sex slave. 


  Afterwards, Roslyn would bathe her lady’s languorous body, perfume her skin with oils, then brush her hair to a gleaming shine and fix it in some fashionable manner, all before she would be free of the woman. Although Lady Josephine was constantly critical of the ‘deposed’ lady, she must have received some enjoyment, for the entire process would repeat in some fashion the following day.


  Occasionally, the lady’s lover Louis would join them and Roslyn would be fucked simultaneously by the pair, atop the handsome young man, his organ in her love hole, Lady Josephine’s fake price embedded in her ass. She remembered that first time how amazing the moment of ultimate surrender became … something far more pleasurable for her than simply servicing her mistress…


  “Come, my sweet lady,” Josephine had lured her from the doorway of her bedchamber with hooded eyes, a crooked finger and the promise of something special dripping from her red lips. 


  On another occasion, she might have been seduced, however, Roslyn had just been soundly fucked by the Duke and was quite sore—the man’s erection was quite sizeable. She had little desire for more sex so soon, but she’d been in the house long enough to know that her wishes meant nothing when she was the Duke and Duchess’s love slave. 


  “Come on, don’t hesitate or I’ll have you whipped and placed in stocks for the night.” 


  Knowing the woman was vicious enough to live up to her threat, Roslyn conceded, and smiling falsely as she followed Josephine to her bedchamber, she climbed into bed beside her mistress. “Oh, take off these clothes. I don’t know why Wilhem lets you have them, but take them off!” She pushed Roslyn to the floor with a mighty shove—the woman was amazingly strong—and there Roslyn struggled to disrobe as quickly as she could, so as not to upset the woman further. Josephine was a villainess, but she could be kind, and once Roslyn was naked beside her bare body, the lady’s mood quickly changed. 


  “Suck my breasts,” she ordered with a lusty smile. Smiling back, Roslyn dove into the fine and fragrant bosom. This was her favorite part of making love to any woman, a fact she discovered while servicing the Duchess. The soft feel of a woman’s flesh warmed her; the nipples were sweet playthings, and as her tongue made rounds of the lovely buds, she even enjoyed the way they tasted. Sometimes Josephine pressed honeyed oils that she purchased from the merchants into her skin and Roslyn lapped those sweet tastes with undisguised relish. On this particular day, she became so enamored with the lady’s skin that she moved on her in the same loving way she’d reserved for Celia alone—those hours of pleasure with her maid seemed like ancient history now. So consumed by the intimate contact, she was unaware of Louis moving into Lady Josephine’s boudoir, where, with a broad smile on his pretty face, he began to remove his shirt and his pants. 


  “Ah yes!” the Duchess interrupted the lovemaking seeing her boy lover leave his clothes on the floor and emerge like a god. His slim hips curved into a tight behind and from his groin a sizeable, and fully erect spear emerged out of a nest of pale curls. 


  Roslyn looked around, seeing the surprising sight with a delightful fascination, which she didn’t dare reveal to her mistress. 


  “Take him in your mouth, girl,” Josephine ordered. 


  This was an easy command to follow. Louis moved quickly to her side and Roslyn’s mouth opened to receive him. Her tongue moved about the luscious organ, running its way over the cock head, then under the rim and down the stalk. She took the meaty thing in her hand and rubbed it in her fingers while her mouth continued its playful tease. Sometimes she swallowed the organ deeply, until she nearly gagged, although Louis’ lavish grunts inspired her to accept every bit of the demanding erection—at least until Lady Josephine pulled her away. 


  “Fuck her, my darling,” she told Louis. “Come here on the bed, while I take her pretty arse. How tight she’ll be then and how brutally taken!” The woman was awash with desire, caught in that dreamy sensuous place where nothing sexual was impossible and her love slave would do anything on command. 


  Louis gave the lady no argument; he’d been eyeing the girl for days, hoping that he’d join his Mistress’ sex party. The Duchess might not be as young as the Duke’s pretty maids or this captured noble girl, but she was inventive and generous with her favors—particularly this one!


  Caught up in Lady’s Josephine’s rapacious spirit, Roslyn straddled Louis’ hips and let her cunny slide down the impaling stalk. Ah! The feel of a virile man inside her was like no other—and Louis was like no other man she’d had. Unlike the Duke and the others she was required to service, Louis’ youth and comely body could be divine inspiration! She wiggled in, giggling in the process, her lips forming a sensuous smile before her naked torso sank down atop the young man’s muscled chest and she rubbed her sensitive breasts against his skin. In turn, the young man craved Roslyn’s beauty, her luscious red hair, and the sweet womb that seemed to suck the whole of him inside her. They moved flesh to flesh, while their open mouths met for the first time and their tongues groped greedily. They might have remained so clenched and so absorbed in their activity that they shut out the woman who devised this randy show, but that woman was not to be denied her pleasure. After gazing at the pair for several minutes, enjoying the subtleties of their youthful bodies, Lady Josephine at last pulled in close behind Roslyn and grabbed her arse. Her harness was already in place, the cock ready, and with a swift plunge, hips thrusting forward with an unwavering attack, she impaled the young woman’s ass. 


  “Aghhhhhhhhh! God!” Roslyn cried, as she collapsed deeper into Louis’ chest; his cock had nearly jerked free of her tight quim. Taking note of the lapse, the boy immediately grasped Roslyn’s hips with both hands and shoved deep, so that both pricks were now lodged securely in Roslyn’s crotch. 


  Her body screamed in rebellious anger at the stunning assault—and yet, she managed to keep her cries to herself. Breathing labored, muscles clenched, she poured every bit of physical energy she could muster into keeping both her lovers satisfied. In her fledgling sex-life this was a first. Never would she have believed this possible, but she made it so.  It seemed unbearable at first, but in time, her inner body adjusted to the powerful feelings, and as the minutes passed, she began to feel a deeper pain and greater satisfaction than she had known before. In a thoughtless stupor, her senses overwhelming her mind, she let go, allowing the two to have her—as she knew they would. Their bodies moved together in an uneasy gait, for it seemed that Lady Josephine in the ascendant position was determined to take charge, and yet, the boy was just as determined to have his way with the lovely young woman. Neither was about to give, so that squashed between them, Roslyn could do nothing but let them jerk her this way and that. Finally, after both Lady Josephine and Louis had come, the three collapsed into a heap of naked flesh—Roslyn sated, yes, but still happy that the fitful competition had come to an end. That was the first time the trio were together, but it was certainly not the last. 


  Now, in an odd turn of events, it wasn’t sex that enjoined Lady Josephine to pull Roslyn from the Duke’s bed; she quite honestly wanted her to examine the silks that the merchants brought for her inspection. Roslyn had done the same with her mother, when, like two giggling children, the pair had once reveled in the expensive finery Duke Ledo was generous enough to give them. Bittersweet were the memories of those intimate tête-à-têtes, and now sad thoughts returned to her when Lady Josephine demanded Roslyn’s company for such an activity. Though pouring over the exotic finery was less demanding than sex, and was certainly not as physically painful, the girl sensed her anger rise whenever Lady Josephine insisted that she join her for this sort of womanly conference. For many hours, she might forget the true reasons for being in this foreign place, but in the midst of such a familiar domestic scene, the injustice of being ripped from her ancestral home and bandied about like a common whore returned with poignant force.


  “You like this one?” Lady Josephine held up a beautiful purple silk for Roslyn’s approval.


  “It’s beautiful!” 


  “You really think so?” She held it up to her chin and let the fabric drape her body. She even swirled girlishly, letting the cloth billow out on the breeze. Roslyn could hardly bear to look at her. 


  “I was thinking I might have a new dress made in this. Trim it with gold. The bodice will plunge deep, barely cover the flesh, barely.” She gleamed with haughty pride, gazing down at her milk-white breasts. “Too bad yours are so small. Perhaps they will develop in time, when you have a bit more girth, I suppose.” She sighed. 


  “I don’t believe it’s been a problem for the men here,” Roslyn retorted. 


  “Oh? Certainly Wilhem wouldn’t complain now, would he?” Josephine responded sharply. 


  Having meant no harm by her remark, Roslyn was taken aback by the spite in the woman’s voice and she didn’t know how to respond. Somehow, she’d offended the woman—easy to do, but difficult to figure out how. Enough had been said already to indicate that Lady Josephine was jealous of her husband’s keen attention to his new conquest. Perhaps that was not so impossible to figure out; since the day Roslyn first arrived, she’d spent every night in the Duke’s bed. In the privacy of his room, Roslyn heard intimate exclamations about her nymph-like body and the sweet perfume of her flesh. She heard, as well, his unconscious thoughts when sleeping, times he muttered about the battles he had planned and thoughts on his domestic life. She knew he found his wife a shrew and hated how she made love. As interesting as these private matters might be, she found it dangerous knowing the secrets of a powerful man. And what Lady Josephine had heard from the Duke in lavish praise of his new bedmate, Roslyn was sure would settle unpleasantly with the self-absorbed Duchess.


  On matters of sex, Lady Josephine was particularly sensitive. Apparently Roslyn had touched a nerve. The woman sauntered forward, standing directly in front of her, her lip curled upward and quivering, her eyes like arrows aimed at Roslyn’s heart. “You think he loves you, but you are wrong! The man woos women skillfully, but he throws them off with no qualms when he tires of them. He’ll tire of you too, including those pubescent titties of yours.” A little spittle shot from her lips as she spoke her bitter words. Roslyn’s breasts were certainly not as robust as Lady Josephine’s, but hers were hardly pubescent. Certainly, there was much more to the woman’s complaint. 


  “I’m sure the Duke loves you very much, milady” she tried to reassure the woman.


  Again offended. “Of course, he loves me!” She looked as if she was ready to strike Roslyn’s face.  


  What could she say?


  “Oh, be off with you!” The Duchess shooed her on as if she could hardly bear the sight of her anymore, and Roslyn was glad to be gone. 


  That night, the Duke made love to Roslyn as he often did. He lit candles and loved her on his large bed. Roslyn wore silk to seduce his eyes—hardly necessary, but the man did love her in sensuous garments. Taking her into his arms, his hands gently caressed her body, then laying her on the bed, he hovered over her, showering her with kisses across her breasts; then he moved down her belly and along her thighs, and finally, with Roslyn’s legs naturally parting, into her sweet-smelling crotch. He was moved to devour her, to believe that he actually loved her—indeed, in his most private thoughts, he looked for a way to throw off his wife, and take Roslyn as his bride. But no one, not even Roslyn knew of this. 


  Although she sensed the Duke’s growing affection, she could garner little enthusiasm for him. His kindness was betrayed by his ruthless villainy, the way he sometimes tugged at her nose ring, or the clitoral ring until pain surged through her in waves. Small acts of torture were typical and his rapacious energy was only satisfied if he had sex with her several times a day. Survival dictated her actions when she was in his presence, so she was careful about what she said, and remained dutiful to his physical demands. 


  Still, he could arouse her, as he did this night when his loving tenderness sent her body into a fit of spasming pleasure before he even once jerked a ring or squeezed so hard it hurt, or bit deeply into one of her nipples. By the time he started the more mean-spirited tortures, her cunny was pulsating and on the verge of crisis. She clenched sharply when he pinched her nipple and let her body ride through the feelings; gasping loudly, her head thrown back as she let out a mighty wail. Even when he slapped her pubis with some force, Roslyn fed on the feelings, overjoyed that she could conquer the pain so easily. 


  “Oh, milord, you have me going wild,” she said when she came up for air and was breathing with some effort. 


  “Ah, yes, that is where I want your body, my darling girl. I have a bigger purpose in mind tonight.” 


  This scared her. She’d endured his often quixotic behavior more times than she could count, and was suspicious of the vile gleam in his grey eyes. He liked to whip her for no crime at all, and she suspected that this was exactly what her master had in mind this night. 


  Although he whipped her in many ways, he most liked to have her stand unbound in the center of his bedchamber, where he’d use a whip or a braided cat ‘o nine tails, chasing her about the room, while lashing her body until the first sign of blood. Sometimes, she ran for the corner and hid, though she learned that this would only anger him. When she cowered against the floor, covering her head in her arms, he’d be furious and punish her even harder. The best tactic was to let him chase her about, Roslyn dashing here and there, squirming to miss a blow—though he rarely missed. This could go on for minutes, sometimes a half hour, sometimes longer, when the man would take breaks to drink more ale, or just rest until his desire renewed. Afterwards, after he’d finally calmed, he would caress her welted body with soothing creams and kiss her lovingly. 


  Still poised inside his arms, Roslyn waited for the verdict. How would he beat her tonight?


  “Up, up!” He pulled away. “My poor arm is just dying for a little vigorous activity.” This was strange; he hardly seemed as agitated as he usually was on these occasions. Perhaps, she would fare better this time. 


  Roslyn moved to her feet, then to the center of the room where there was plenty of space for him to work his terrifying theatre. He strode about her for some time, eyeing her pretty body, smiling. She thought for a moment that this was all he wanted to do, but then he picked up a cane in one hand and took his whip in the other—she already knew that he was ambidextrous and what lay ahead would prove painful. Continuing his measured pacing, he began to work her flesh, at first quite inconstant, waiting long seconds after one cut of the whip or cane before he very deliberately laid on another. As he stared into her wary eyes, she saw there was no anger, no emotion at all; he seemed cold as a granite statue. No smile, no whimsy, no cruel stare, just a blank face, almost as if his spirit wasn’t even with her, but was elsewhere involved, and her body was not Roslyn’s anymore but some other woman’s. 


  He picked up his pace, moving more swiftly, the cuts coming on her faster, as he showed how truly gifted he was in the mastery of these dark arts. With each cut, she jerked in reply, her body shriveled up, her shoulders rising to her ears and curling forward, eyes closed tight, her hands in fists crossed across her heart. She turned as he turned, but not at the same pace, so the Duke could easily strike any part of her body he wanted to… thighs,  front and back, shoulders, belly, arse… everything but her breasts, which, surprisingly, he didn’t demand she bare for him. Even when he picked up the pace, the pain was still bearable, as he did not lay the cuts in rapid succession, or all in one place, but waited just long enough for the pain to fade before the next cut landed in a completely different place. It was an awesome experience in self-control and for a time, she thought she might get through the trial without falling into total anguish. 


  But, as usually was the case, the Duke changed his technique again and fired off the cuts with dazzling momentum, gauging her response, and laying on more at such an increased pace that she wanted desperately to run. Knowing that there was no place for her to hide, she continued in that same spot and began to cry for mercy. 


  “Milord, I cannot—” she shrieked. 


  “Oh, but you can!” he said calmly. 


  She tried to hold on, but then finally spat out: “Please, please, no more!” 


  Nothing would motivate the man to stop other than his own exhaustion. When he finally reached that moment, she slumped to the floor and sobbed quietly, until the Duke yanked her to her feet and planted his organ in her cunny as ruthlessly as he’d laid on the punishment. 


  When he finally recovered from his powerful climax, he started in with her as he often did. 


  “Never have I had a woman I more loved to beat than you,” he said, with a happy sigh.  This was a compliment? “There are few ways to shake off the pains of the day more satisfying than marking this pretty flesh.” She cringed now at his touch, but that did nothing to dissuade him in his effort to make right the painful torture. Though he thought his kindness should be enough to comfort the girl, it meant nothing, except to stir the anger she held deep within, her desire to throw him off and be done with him. How that was possible, she had no clue. 




  Chapter Thirteen


  No Good Outcome


  Roslyn was still nursing her latest wounds from the whipping she’d received from the Duke, when she ran into Lady Josephine while on the way to her own chambers. She was fleeing, seeking some privacy to nurse the painful welts and repair her spirit, but Josephine knew nothing of that. 


  “Good day, milady,” she bowed politely as she started to pass by her. 


  “And good day to you,” the woman said, although she halted Roslyn’s progress by stepping directly in front of her and eyeing her suspiciously.


  “He whipped you?” the woman concluded.


  “Yes, milady.” Roslyn bowed her head to indicate her shame. 


  “How awful for you,” the woman returned, though she actually seemed pleased. 


  “It is how I must serve him, milady.”


  “Indeed. And what hateful thing did you do to deserve such treatment?” she was all ears. “Tell me and I will beat you for it too.” 


  “I did nothing that I know of. He tells me afterward that I appease his inner rage. The mood comes to him quite out of nowhere, I assure you.”


  “Oh?” The woman’s face clouded.


  Did this upset her?


  “Perhaps he rages because you are so inept a lover,” Lady Josephine smugly retorted.


  This statement riled Roslyn and those feelings showed on her troubled face. 


  “Yes, when you think you’re so wonderful…” the edge in the lady’s voice cut deep.


  “I never said that, milady. I do as I’m told the best I know how.”


  “Don’t dispute me, slave girl,” the patronizing bitty returned. Anger coming on in a flash, she took Roslyn’s nose ring in her finger and yanked down, bringing Roslyn to the ground at her feet in seconds, then she rose up tall, looming over the girl like a disembodied spirit. “You remember your place with me and your master. You deserve every beating my husband makes you suffer. Say that! I want to hear you say that!”


  “Yes, I must,” Roslyn spit back. 


  “Must, nothing, phew! Tell me what you deserve! Tell me you deserve to be beaten because you’re such a sorry slave girl.”


  “I-I…” Roslyn looked up at the woman mournfully.


  “Yes, say it!” She kicked Roslyn in the arse.


  “Yes, um… I-I deserve to be beaten, milady, because I’m such a sorry slave girl.” She quivered; her shame redoubling. 


  “Yes, that is right. And you remember that. You cause your master to suffer, so he beats you. If you weren’t so unbearable, he would not have to punish you!”


  “Yes, milady,” Roslyn gulped. 


  Lady Josephine leaned down again, and grabbing Roslyn by the nose ring, she jerked up, bringing the girl quickly to her feet. The woman’s cruel heart heaped on more venom. 


  “Don’t you dare forget what I’ve said.” She gave the ring a final jerk and let go. “Now get out of my sight!”


  Roslyn ran off, hiding herself in her room, afraid to leave, afraid to be seen again by either one of this volatile pair. 


  Her nose ached where the woman tugged at the ring, so that the reminder of her servitude, which she could often ignore, would throb on through the night giving her a fresh reminder of all that she had lost when she came here.


  The explosive incident revealed more about Lady Josephine’s feelings toward Roslyn than it did her husband’s opinion of the young woman. Roslyn knew that there was nothing she could do to please the imperious Lady Josephine. There could be no good outcome for her in this precarious circumstance. 


  ***


  “I want her put down!” Lady Josephine declared, as she entered her bedchamber and spied her young lover lying in her bed, no doubt waiting for sex. “She has my husband’s ear when I do not. She has his affection, his adoration. I know how he looks at her. And now he beats her to vent his rage!”


  “Beats her to vent his rage? And that bothers you?”


  “Yes, and well it should. I know this man. I know his wants and his needs. Any whipping girl he uses in his bedchamber will have his ear on many matters. She’ll have his trust. I cannot have her usurping my power! It’s time that stupid girl was discredited for the traitoress she is.”


  “You say she is a traitor? Do you know this?”


  “Wouldn’t she be, if allowed? I mean, we have taken her as a sex slave. She’s been brutally shamed. That ring she wears through her nose should be reason enough for her to loathe us. Oh, surely she is spiteful and ill-content, despite the mask she wears to the contrary. Her sweetness and her innocent manner have my husband duped. The fool. But I am not a fool. Trust me, the girl will jump at any chance to free herself, including turning traitor.” 


  She paused in her diatribe and smiled thinly, her anger quite suddenly swept aside, and she quipped, “So, I’ll give her a chance to jump.”


  Louis raised his brows with interest. “How so, milady?”


  She mulled the thought, but only briefly. “I’ll affect a ruse. Yes, that’s it. We have visitors coming and I’m sure that by then, I’ll have a plan set. And you will help me.”


  Louis bowed respectfully, no doubt certain that he’d not heard the last of this.


  ***


  Roslyn remained in her bedchamber, sorrowfully pondering her life. Her heart bled for things she no longer had, for what she lost, for what she yearned for, for what eluded her spirit, even when she lay with the master of the house and had nights and days of torrid sex with many men. She craved something far far simpler, just one man, that was all. But that romantic dream seemed impossible to realize now, as long as she belonged to Duke Wilhem and his wife.


  “Milady,” Celia’s soft voice came to her as if in a dream. “Milady,” louder now.


  Roslyn abruptly turned. “What do you want?” she stared up through her tears.
“That is what I am asking you. I see you’re distraught. Is there anything I can do for you?”


  “You ask now?”


  “I haven’t known how to ask before now. I haven’t had the courage. But maybe the sting of that day has lessened? And you seemed so—” 


  Yes, of course, the sting of that day and those brutal hours of shame in the great hall had lessened over time. Many weeks had passed, and in that time a prickly silence had settled between the pair. Neither one would speak of the incident. It took days for Roslyn to recover, more days to search her feelings. And all that while, she was thrust into more demanding situations that continued to strip her of any remaining dignity. Little time was left to think of herself and the young maid. 


  Indeed now, the horrible rape seemed like years not weeks ago. None of the subsequent sexual abuse was at Celia’s hand; the girl had been banished to the lower ranks of servants: those that scrubbed the floors and peeled potatoes and laundered the Duchess’s clothes. What few times they saw each other were given to civil but not intimate discourse. Perhaps this was the first time that they could speak in private as they used to do. 


  Having studied the girl’s sorrowful face, Roslyn pulled up on the bed and let the maid speak.


  “I know how you have hated me for what I did,” Celia continued, “I swear that it was the drink they gave me.”


  “Drink?” Roslyn looked back puzzled. 


  “Yes, milady, I was forced to drink a flagon of ale before I donned that harness and walked into the Duke’s great hall.”


  “So was it the drink that took over?”


  “Oh, yes, milady, I would have never, never hurt you as I did, if my mind had not been altered by the strong spirits. I could barely breathe, I could hardly stand on my own.”


  “It didn’t seem that way to me. You seemed in full charge of your faculties in that miserable hour. I’m afraid that your face betrayed your heart. Your eyes burned with anger. I would have thought you would have me driven from the earth.”


  “Oh, milady, no!” Celia fell against the bed, sobbing. “You cannot believe that.”


  “But I do,” she replied, not unkindly as she stroked the girl’s fair hair.


  Celia looked up bewildered. 


  “You may deny the truth, but I know your anger was real, girl. You had reason to hate me.”


  “No, milady, no!”


  “I’m not hurt by it.” Even to Roslyn, it seemed strange that she would feel so little resentment over that degrading act. “I’m sure that I would have been shamed whether you did the deed or not—they were out to have me rent in the most unseemly way. We must expect that. Duke Wilhem had his fun giving me back what I had given you. Maybe that was just; maybe I deserved it. I don’t know. But I do know your rage. I could feel it and I will not let you lie to me that it was not so. I am also consumed this way.”


  “Oh, my love!” Celia sobbed more. “Please let’s not think of this again, please!”


  “But you know I’m right.”


  “Oh, perhaps. It pains me to say it. These months have brought such terrible misfortune…” her voice drifted, her head bowed. Then she looked up, hopefully. “Wouldn’t it be better if we forget that horrible day?” 


  “Yes. Perhaps that would be best.”


  “Oh, if I could lie with you again. If we could—?” she hesitated to name her desire.


  Roslyn shook her head. “No, girl, I am too tired for that, unless you want to curl up beside me as I sleep.”


  Celia settled for that, and for the first time in weeks, Roslyn enjoyed the comfort of someone who loved her and the quiet of her own thoughts.




  Chapter Fourteen


  A Rumbling Uproar


  Roslyn bathed her mistress, Lady Josephine, as she had before, although this time, there had been no sex beforehand; the woman, since the incident in the corridor days before had little use for the ‘deposed’ Lady Roslyn. For Roslyn, the break had been a welcome relief. But now, she was in her mistress’ chambers, readying the Duchess for a new and most mysterious suitor. Until then, Lady Josephine had only spoken of this man in veiled allusions. 


  “Twist gold ribbons into the braid, Roslyn dear. This is a special occasion.”


  “Yes, milady.” Roslyn went about the task, her fingers flying with ease. At least this was one thing that she did right in the woman’s eyes. Pleasing her otherwise was impossible now. If she were lucky, she’d be dismissed when the lady’s hair was done and she could occupy herself elsewhere. 


  “Hum… lovely…” Lady Josephine gazed into the glass admiring the curls, the gold, the braid, the way her hair shined. She was, in fact, quite pleasant today, which put Roslyn a little more at ease. “You’re doing a fine job. You know I must play my part in these next few days. I must be at my best.”


  “Your gentleman guest must be very special.”


  A dreamy look came over the woman’s face and her voice softened. “Why yes, he is a very special man. You must play your part, too. And that is to make me look as sensual as I feel.”


  “Yes, milady,” Roslyn nodded and she continued fashioning the woman’s hair as if it were a work of art.  


  “Tricky times these are, dangerous in fact,” Lady Josephine mused. “I worry for our Duke, his plans in the south, well, you’ll know soon enough that he will be commencing with an invasion that is sure to change the borders drastically. There are those who thought he’d be going east to expand his influence, but I pointed out how dangerous that could be. Such a terrible, brutal land that is… The south, well, the climate is much more amenable to our dispositions and he agreed. The enemies there are just as crafty, but I doubt they are as fierce. Ouch! You stuck me with a pin!”


  Roslyn’s hands jerked back. “I’m sorry, milady.” 


  Josephine settled back. “Well, I think it was me that mentioned that southern route through mountains will surely throw off our enemies,” she prattled on. “It may be a little out of their way… but now is the time for some artful trickery. I think sometimes that I was born the wrong sex, I mean the way I love games of strategy, how I like to take chances and my passion for sex…I wonder sometimes…” she sighed, deep in thought, while Roslyn worked, taking in the information. “Such manly things… but then, of course, I love being feminine. Like how you’re fixing my hair. It was a blessing to have someone so talented land on our doorstep.”


  Roslyn was just about finished, and not one nasty jibe. Odd, indeed this was. 


  “I know that Wilhem only suffers Cyrus’ presence in his household. I think it’s his prowess in so many ways… you’ll see. But I—” she batted her dark lashes and leaned into Roslyn secretively, “I do find him a superb lover… he has his ways…” her bosom rose and fell on the memory of his last visit, but then she sat up straight, adding primly, “well, I would never disclose that,” as she finally remembered who she was talking to. 


  “Cyrus?” The first she heard the name. “He travels through here often?”


  “Why no. It’s been almost two years now. And just twice before that, I think…or maybe I met him before that…I’m not sure…but you have no idea how delighted I was to have him come here now.” She sighed again, then suddenly perked up, her dark eyes looking sharp again. “Go on, girl, I have things to prepare. And, mind you, you will stay out of sight for the next few days. I wouldn’t want Cyrus distracted with his business here, or…” and she wiggled now a bit provocatively in her seat, “…or with me. Go now!” Turning back to the glass, she dabbed her nose with powder while Lady Roslyn backed out of the room. 


  ***


  The dark-skinned man from the south swept into the Duke’s castle creating a rumbling uproar throughout the great fortress. His presence eclipsed all else; he demanded that kind of acute attention. Roslyn was consigned to the kitchens with the other servants, forced to peek into the great hall secretively—as the other servants often did—in order to catch sight of the mysterious visitor. 


  Just his size made the young lady’s eyes open in shock. 


  “Oh, my!” she found herself gasping. Anne was beside her looking through the same peek hole in the wall.


  “He’s quite a bear, I think.”


  Cyrus stood a head taller than the Duke, who was no small man himself. And such dark radiant skin! He gleamed like the dark lord of an ancient and terrible world. Everything about him spoke of great power. His sword was mighty, his cloak dark as the night, his hands large as if they could break the neck of an enemy with a single snap of the wrist. 


  “I wonder…” Roslyn found herself saying aloud. Her heart seemed to jump into her throat.


  “How it would be to lie with ‘im?” Anne finished the statement for her. 


  The young woman quaked. “Indeed. But I think I’d faint.”


  “Oh, he ‘as made more than one woman faint. You can be sure milady Josephine sent you to the kitchen to keep you out of sight. She loves to take up ‘is free hours. Fact is, I think she’d ride off with ‘im, if she had the chance.”


  “And would Cyrus want her?”


  Anne shrugged. “Who knows? The man’s a mystery. Rides in ‘ere on the wind, no one knowing why, then ‘e rides out without so much a goodbye. Never know how long he’ll stay. That’s why we have to keep on our toes. Why, the last time he left in the middle of the night, went through the kitchen just to steal cook’s biscuits for the ride.”


  Roslyn’s heart was pumping so fast that she could barely breathe. Such a smile on his face, broad and open-hearted. But when he turned to one of his aides, he snapped off an order so sharply that Roslyn jumped back in fear. “Oh, dear lord!”


  “That’s the way ‘e is…cruel and kind in the same instant.”


  Because she had been ordered to keep out of sight, Roslyn was forced to put the man out of her thoughts. As vindictive as Lady Josephine could be, Roslyn knew that not following her order would bring disastrous results on her. 


  ***


  Rarely had Roslyn a moment to walk the Duke’s gardens, or even be outside. A refreshing change certainly, but one denied her in captivity. With the arrival of Cyrus and his company, however, all attention was focused on the man and Roslyn was able to escape the stone-walled fortress briefly—with the eye of the Duke’s guard keenly on her. 


  Though the season was in throes of winter, there was a quiet and subtle beauty in the dried vines and the brown leaves; the loose ones darted with each new gust of wind, and those still clinging to the shrubs held tightly to their branches only to eventually break away. The season had its rules that even the mightiest tree could not break. Roslyn clutched her cloak tight to her neck, warding off the meanest gusts, although she was exhilarated by the cold air and breathed deeper than she had in some time. There was no place to go other than this small garden, but she could spend some minutes just staring at the changing scene about her. Nature seemed to reflect her mood.


  “Milady Roslyn.”


  She heard the voice and turned. 


  “Louis.”


  The young man bowed.


  “So, you’ve been banished too?”


  He smiled. “No bother to me. I’m sure Lady Josephine will take succor with me, and with you too, once the black man is gone.”


  “I understand he is quite powerful.”


  “Oh, and who have you been talking to?”


  Roslyn laughed. “No one really, I guess just the whispers of the servants and my own observations.” She looked for some confirmation, but he didn’t reply. “Is he powerful,” she finally asked cautiously. “I mean does he have some sway with Duke Wilhem?”


  “Hardly. I think the Duke considers him a threat. The only reason that he abides his presence is to pick the man’s brain. Meanwhile, Cyrus is picking his. He’d be more than happy to learn our Duke’s secrets.”


  “Oh.” It was difficult to know just how much interest she should show, or how much she should ask Louis, so she continued to stroll on, seeing if the young man kept up with her. He did. A plan was sprouting in her mind, but she must be careful.


  “He looks as though he would command a great army,” Roslyn finally spoke again.  


  “True. But he does not. In fact, the Duke believes he is a spy.”


  “Oh?” She tried not to look too interested. 


  “I know he doesn’t trust the man. I can remember him calling Cyrus a dumb fool.”


  “Maybe he is a fool.”


  “Cyrus? That’s like the Duke calling himself a fool,” Louis laughed. “Perhaps I should not be making that joke.”


  “Perhaps you should not be talking to me this way,” she returned. 


  “Oh, I think of us as being very much alike.”


  “And how would that be? You’re a free man. I wear a ring through my nose; I am a man’s property.”


  “And don’t I wear milady’s ring through my nose? You may not see it, but it’s there. My fortunes rise and fall with her favor and there is not one move that I can make that I don’t consider what she’ll think.”


  “Yes, I suppose in that we are alike. But still, you have your freedom. You could take off out of here and not be sought after. You may be maligned, but you’d still be free. I live very differently.”


  “Yes, differently now,” he agreed. “But things can change.”


  “What do you mean by that?”


  “I state the truth. Did not your future take inalterable shifts, suddenly, without warning? Who’s to say that won’t happen again?”


  “Are you making a prediction?”


  He took a breath and breathed out a cloudy fog of white vapor. “Am I a seer? No. Can I read the stars?” He stared up. “Ah, they are as mysterious to me as a woman’s heart.” He looked back at Roslyn again. “But I trust that some things are ultimately true, and change is one. Just look at this season. Weeks ago, this was a very different place, green and beautiful. Months hence, it will spring with life again.” 


  Roslyn found herself smiling at the boy, thinking wistfully about what he said, the hope he nurtured in her heart, when there seemed to be so little hope, caused her to stir that most devious of emotions. She wondered if in another time and place, the two might have come together as lovers, real lovers. She might have enjoyed that. But they were both chattel to a fearsome lady that neither one dared cross. The reprisals from the witch could devastate them both. 


  ***


  The following day, after fixing Lady Josephine’s hair again, the woman ordered her in the most stern tones: “Return to the kitchen through the back entrance and down the old staircase.”


  “Milady?” Roslyn didn’t understand.


  “Are you dense, girl? Do I have to spell it out?”


  Still she was baffled. 


  “You are not to be anywhere near my room. I am expecting Cyrus to visit shortly. He’ll have his eye on me with no distractions. I know what a cunning girl you are… but trust me, that man would devour you… it takes a special kind of woman to please a man so great.”


  “Yes, milady. I understand,” Roslyn nodded dutifully, then she backed out of the room taking a secret entrance she’d accidentally discovered a few weeks before when she was searching for the lady’s scarves. Since then, Lady Josephine liked dismissing her through that back entrance, which connected to a rickety wooden stairs few used for fear that it would collapse under too much weight. Josephine explained to Roslyn that her light weight should be no problem for the shaky structure. However, every time she used the stairs, Roslyn believed that the woman actually hoped she’d have an ‘unfortunate’ accident. Using the hidden passageway now, she had no choice but to cautiously make that perilous trek.


  Breathing a sigh of relief once she reached the bottom of the stairs, Roslyn started toward the kitchen, which was no more than twenty feet from the staircase door. With her head down, her mind deep in thought and her feet moving without any conscious thought, she suddenly ran smack into a barrier so huge that she was startled out of her wits. 


  “Oh my!” She jumped back. Sir Cyrus! “Milord, I beg your apology.”


  The man was a mountain, must have been two feet taller than her diminutive body. And such a spirit in every bit of his beautiful black flesh—not that she could see much of it. His hands and his face where quite enough. His bald head shone, his teeth were white as snow and his lips were nothing like she’d seen anywhere ever. The most unseemly thoughts converged on her mind. Oh, such shameful thoughts!


  “Well, what have we here?” Cyrus said in deep, rich tones that caressed her as much as she imagined his large hands could. 


  “Sir, I am the Lady Josephine’s maidservant.”


  “Is that so?” He cocked his head and stared at her with one fixed eye. “You look more like a gentlewoman to me.”


  She blushed. “My, why would you say that?”


  “I have been around noblewomen and sorry peasants, servants and kings, and you, milady, are no meager servant.”


  “I’m afraid, I must dispute your observation. I serve Lady Josephine. Certainly, you can see that by the jewelry I wear.”


  “So, you serve her with a servant’s esteem and fond regard?” he asked. 


  Roslyn could not hide all of her secrets; she was much too emotional a young woman for that. “I do what I am called on to do,” she answered, while trying to hold back the truth. “I really must see to my duties.”


  “Yes, of course,” he said, nodding with amusement. “I should hope we’ll see each other again. 




  Chapter Fifteen


  A Night In His Chambers


  On hearing Louis reveal the nature of Cyrus relationship to the Duke Wilhem, a small kernel of a scheme to free herself sprouted in Roslyn’s mind. But it only festered there, with little place to go, especially since she might well have missed her only opportunity to speak with the visitor. Roslyn did not see Lady Josephine or Cyrus all the next day; she could only assume that they were heavily engaged in the bedroom sports the lady so looked forward to. Of course, obeying her mistress’ orders, she had kept herself sequestered in the kitchens, staying far behind the scenes in the busy castle. Only when it was very late did she sneak up to her bedchamber for sleep. In truth, she prayed that she might once again, accidentally stumble on the man. But she had no such luck. 


  Most of two days and a night had passed, when she suddenly heard the shrewish tones of Lady Josephine’s sharp voice. Like a whirlwind off the great plain to the west, the woman blew into the main kitchen, silks flying, hair asunder, eyes flashing danger. “Where is she?”


  The room of busy servants stopped what they were doing and turned to look, most shivering in their shoes. Roslyn was in a far corner speaking quietly with Celia, who was scrubbing dishware. Once the angry lady spotted her, she was on Roslyn within seconds; a finger threaded through the ring, she hauled the frightened young woman into a nearby hallway. If she did so to make her accusations in private, she failed in that task. She spoke with such vehemence that everyone in the entire castle was likely to hear. 


  “You vile, miserable slut!” Josephine slapped Roslyn across the face. “You came at him like a harlot!”  She shook the girl by the arms, rage pouring out of her in great waves. 


  “Milady, I swear I did not,” Roslyn finally shook herself from the woman’s grasp. “I swear to you. It was quite by accident that we met. I had no idea…”


  “You’re a liar, too.”


  “No, milady. You can say all you wish, but I am not a liar!”


  “And I say you are!” Still enraged, Josephine dragged her back into the kitchen and swiped the correction rod from the wall by the pantry. In front of an audience of kitchen and scullery maids, the laundress, the cook and three stablemen, Lady Josephine shoved the flustered beauty over a table, lifted her skirt to bare her arse, and began laying the rod against her milky white cheeks. Again and again, the thin rod came down, etching streak after streak of red into the smooth skin. For as long as she could hold on, Roslyn held back her misery. But she could only take so much pain before she finally cried out. 


  “Oh, milady, please!” Her feet danced beneath her; her bottom jiggled; her hips swayed; and her cries continued unabated. Roslyn shook her auburn tresses vigorously as the pain mounted and her once white arse turned scarlet. From the top of those fine round globes to the tender base to the tops of her thighs, where the rod seemed to scorch the skin, that bright red color shone. 


  When at last exhausted, Lady Josephine threw the rod against the floor and stared around. The woman had paused just long enough to realize how unseemly her wild anger might have looked to her underlings. She stared about, wearing her righteous indignation as a mantle and took a deep breath, forcing herself to calm. Speaking to Roslyn, she said, “Go to my husband’s private office now. I will be there shortly.”


  Roslyn’s arse throbbed as though stung by a thousand bees. Some beatings result in sexual outcomes, this one would not; she was far from feeling sexual in any way. The lady’s wrath, the scorn, the spite, the pain invaded the marrow of her bones, and she could not shake her own seething anger. Still, she knew she must act submissively. This woman could do her even greater evil without an ounce of remorse. Her warpath cut a wide swath across the face of her world. 


  “Well, you will get your desire,” Lady Josephine swept into the room, very much collected compared to her previous dramatic entrance. She stood calmly, next to a table, the fingers of one hand resting on the surface, and she smiled cruelly, her dark eyes glassed over oddly. 


  She paused as if she expected Roslyn to respond. “I have no idea what you mean, milady,” the young woman tried to be polite. 


  “Cyrus wants you for a night in his chambers.”


  It took a moment to absorb the message, then her inner being lit in wonder. No wonder Lady Josephine was so upset… he really asked for her? What could that mean?


  Roslyn did her best to contain her emotion, being just as guarded as the mistress. But surely, the two women inwardly acknowledged what a blow this obviously was to the flirtatious Josephine who primped so specially for her black lover. He’d laid eyes on Roslyn just once and now he wanted her for a night!


  “I should warn you, Cyrus often wants a little tart like you on which to vent his dark evils. It has been many a girl who has come from him shivering in pain and despair. You can expect more than a burning bottom by the time he’s finished with you. And your cunt and backdoor will be raw.” She sighed wearily inside her disturbing emotions. “Oh, but what am I telling you this for? Why, the way you have betrayed me, disobeyed my orders. Why should I warn you of anything? You don’t deserve as much.” She paused, and it felt very much as if she wasn’t going to speak again so Roslyn was moved to offer:


  “I appreciate your warnings, milady. I had no idea—”


  “Ah, don’t get all puffed up about this. As I said, the man likes young flesh for certain kinds of abuse. He’s a power-hungry brute, who at times requires more than the maturity of a fine woman with a prowess for pleasing men. You go to him; you know where his chamber is.”


  “I do, milady.”


  “And mind you, you are the property of Duke Wilhem. You are his servant and his chattel; you survive at his whim. You would be advised to remember that in all matters.”


  “Yes, milady.” 


  “Now leave.” She waved the girl off. 


  Roslyn bowed dutifully and left the room 


  ***


  A black man in a black robe, lounging on the bed, his one leg bent, a hand casually resting on his knee—this was the scene laid out before Roslyn, as she entered Cyrus’ bedchamber. 


  Staring at the astounding sight, her heart beat at a frightful pace and she was too afraid to move. 


  “Do the servants of Wilhem not bow when they greet his guests?” The man’s deep voice resonated with a lush sound that made love to her ears. 


  Jerked from her paralysis, she rushed forward and dropped to her knees, bowing her head in respect. Was this what he asked for? 


  “Better,” came his reply as he pulled from the bed and moved toward the humbled girl, standing over her with all the weight and authority of his commanding presence. His powerful form radiated an energy she’d not felt since she was with the loathsome Drago. Would she soon loathe this man, too, in the same perplexing way? she wondered. “I see they have not trained you, Lady Roslyn, so I’ll have to do it myself.” 


  She lifted her head, “Sir?” having no idea what he meant.


  “Make love to me, daughter of Ledo.” 


  Her heart struck a dissonant chord at the use of her father’s name. Why would he call her that?


  “Girl?” the sound of his voice brought her back. “Start with my feet.”


  Surely, this was no time to grieve, Roslyn reminded herself.


  Cyrus pressed his foot forward and Roslyn understood his meaning—although she’d never done anything like this before. Tentative, nervous, hardly able to breath, she reached out and timidly grazed his bare feet with her fingers. With just this simple touch, the warmth of his skin suffused her body like a blanket protectively cloaking her body. She kissed his darkness, lips pressed to the flesh, her heart beating faster than ever and her fingers barely able to do their work. She kissed and caressed his feet for several minutes in a gesture of worship, then reaching higher, she parted the robe finding his muscled limbs, where she explored his thick calves and thighs with her searching lips—as if he were her lord. Never had she been this bold, this aggressive making love to any man. The others who used her had sex with her body, while she passively accepted whatever tender or harsh demands they made. The others wanted her to hurry, but not this man. 


  As she moved to his thighs, her lust and anxiety mounted ten-fold. And when she breathed in the redolence of his body—the sweat, the perfume of his skin, the alien aura of his darkness—that heady aroma moved through her in such a violent wave that she became light-headed and had to catch her breath. For a moment, she rested her head on his thigh, her ear against the skin where she thought she could hear his beating heart. Then, once recovered enough to begin again, she raised up higher, reaching for his hips. Before her wondering eyes, his half flaccid organ teemed with vitality, pulsing, expanding, its color that of the feral earth, from which it seemed he drew his strength. On taking the prick in her hand, her mouth watered with desire and her tongue hesitantly reached out to lick the smooth head. With her first taste she absorbed him; at the same time, she was drawn into his substance, becoming one with his tremendous power. Cyrus pulled his robe wide and let it drop from his shoulders—how strange that he was naked and she was still clothed. 


  His desire began to escalate, and so he cupped her head from behind and with steely gentleness held her firm, demanding that she continue pleasuring his organ. On opening her mouth, Cyrus pressed forward and his cock filled the emptiness, leaving her wholly consumed by him, no longer herself but an extension of the awesome man. Her mouth worked with the same avid zeal that she’d employed with the other men she served, but Cyrus was in no hurry. 


  When he finally pushed her back, his mighty hands reached down and drew her to her feet. Even then, she was forced to crane her neck upwards to see his face. 


  “Take off your clothes, harlot. I should like to see your flesh.”


  He called her harlot, Lady Roslyn, daughter of Ledo… 


  She stared upward, mesmerized by his voice, his size, the strangeness of his color, the way he spoke to her and the manner in which he joined himself to her as if he owned her soul. She loosed her dress, dragging the sleeves off her shoulders and down her arms, so that her bared breasts came into view. The pink nipples stood up like soldiers, while her chest heaved with sensuous animation. She could barely breathe now as the man gazed at her bounty—the less than adequate bounty by her mistress’ standards. Was he pleased? It was difficult to tell. 


  “And the rest. I want to see all of you.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  Baring her beasts seemed more intimate now than any baring of her body had been in the company of hundreds. And now he demanded more! 


  Though shaking so hard that her hands could barely work, she awkwardly shoved the rest of her clothes down her hips where they joined the black man’s robe on the stone floor. Both naked now, Cyrus suddenly picked her up, held her against his chest and kissed her on the mouth. His amazing lips seemed to swallow her, while his tongue demanded an avid response, which she gave him—she could do nothing else but what he required. 


  Breaking the kiss, he swung her around so that she straddled his hips, her legs going around his waist and hanging on to him. Precarious as the position might be, she felt secure inside his muscled arms, while underneath her bottom, she felt his hard stalk, firm and pulsing against her flesh. So taken with the naughty pleasure, she rubbed her quim against his groin, quietly gasping, “Oh, my lord, what have you done to me?”


  He smiled, and while holding her up with one hand, the other stroked her hair, his palm smoothing her auburn tresses, admiring how they shone. He moved with her against him, rocking her in the odd embrace and circling around as if it were some strange dance. Her eyes were filled with wonder, as he carried her around the room like a young child. Of course, she was not a young child…but every bit a vibrantly sexual woman.


  Suddenly he stopped his pacing and lifted her hips up slightly so that he could position the end of his prick against her love hole. Shoving her down on his tumescent cock, the spear stabbed her cunt deep. 


  “Ohmygod!” Her eyes opened wide in awe. 


  While she was still adjusting to the stunning impalement, Cyrus drilled her hard, raising and lowering her hips, bringing her love hole on him again and again, their juices mingling, while the smacking noises of their bodies reverberated through the room. 


  And this was only foreplay…


  Cyrus strolled with her again as he worked her love hole, enjoying the feel of her small body captured by his, contained and used as it was meant to be used.


  After a few minutes of such spirited thrusts, Roslyn could sense Cyrus’ lust rising, how his eyes became glassy and the sweat appeared gleaming on his black skin. He teased her toward a zenith, so she was ready at any moment to explode on him. But Roslyn waited, panting and breathless. She wanted to know it was right to come. That he was ready for her, that she had his permission; a man like Cyrus would demand she ask. And yet, just when her spasms had reached that painful peak where it would be impossible to stop from careening over the edge, he suddenly moved toward the bed, jerked her off his groin and tossed her to the mattress. 


  He practically fell on her, his body crushing her so she couldn’t breathe. They quickly rolled to the side, and as he held her against his chest, he reached around and began to slap her ass. He took a nipple in between his fingers and squeezed, then forced his kisses against her mouth again, only to start over with his teasing torture. She seethed, she grunted, her responses erratic and unsure; tears came to her eyes, joy and pain sharing space inside her slight frame. He fingered her privates bringing her back to that critical edge, then heartlessly tugged the ring, wiping out the pleasure and replacing it with a throbbing pain. 


  When he wanted her mouth on his organ, he shoved her head to his prick. When he wanted to spank her, he spanked her. Then when it pleased him to feel her body surge with pain, he twisted a nipple or yanked her nether ring while making her look him in the eye. He smiled seeing the agonized grimace appear on her face. 


  For a time, he spanked her sore behind without stopping, enough to raise another fiery burn on the same flesh that Lady Josephine earlier punished. Her body seemed to love this spanking, and she barely cried; the heat of it made her hotter still, soon turning her into a puddle of sensuous desire.


  Maybe she wanted more, maybe not. But it didn’t matter; nothing this day was hers to decide on. Cyrus ruled her with a stolid will, with a command she could not fight. She was so in awe of him, it was difficult to know what she felt but the requirement to surrender. 


  Finally, as he toyed with her privates, rubbing her love bud until it was raw and swollen, a crescendoing orgasm was on her again and the spasming quickly revived. She was at that pinnacle again, and sensing her about to explode, Cyrus collected her into his arms, pried apart her inner lips and shoved himself inside again. 


  “Come, little one,” he ordered, his voice terse and strained. 


  He pummeled her now, with the fucking becoming brutally hard. His hand came down on her ass cheeks again and again, and within seconds of that first thrust, she began to climax. Falling fitfully over the edge, her body fucked back and her mouth opened up in a wild scream while she banged her fists against the bed. As he ejaculated his seed into her pulsing love hole, his guttural grunts joined her cries in the steamy air. 


  Afterward, they lay side by side, an odd pair: the enormous black man, his chest heaving upward as he caught his breath, and the languid redhead with the dreamy face, whose body still spasmed in a sweetly fitful way. They both stared glassy eyed into the canopy of the bed above them and rested.


  “Ah, milord…” she breathed in and exhaled with this exclamation. 


  “What is it?” he asked. 


  “You have consumed me.”


  “Indeed. You need to be consumed. Used up. Eaten up. Taken. Broken…” he laughed. 


  “You tease me, sir.”


  “And you should be teased.” He turned on his side. “Did it not bring a smile back to this pretty face?”


  “Oh, indeed it did.”


  “Good. Then I have done what I desired to do.”


  But her brow furrowed with worry. “But have I pleased you?”


  He laughed full and big. “If you cannot tell yourself, then you are as dim-witted as you are beautiful. And I will not answer that ridiculous question.”


  She smiled. “I am sorry, milord.” 


  She never wanted to leave this bed, his side, his comforting presence. All that she felt about him had to be good, and with that thought she felt her heart ache with concern. Being with a man willing to care for her only fed the desire for love and freedom that still smoldered deep in her heart. Even sex with his splendid man was not enough to make her content. She wanted to be gone from this castle, from the man who owned her body and the shrewish bitch who made her life hell. Too soon after an interval of pleasure, this terrible reality came back to her and she must have frowned, for he asked:


  “What troubles you, harlot, daughter of Ledo?”


  Her father again… “Why do you call me that?”


  “What? Harlot?”


  “No, not harlot. I know that I’ve become that. But you call me Daughter of Ledo.”


  “Are you not Duke Ledo’s daughter?”


  “I am, but it is painful to think of that.”


  “And why? Your father was a great warrior.”


  “A murdered warrior.”


  “That is the sad truth about powerful men. They make enemies, and enemies find them worthy targets. Your father was no different than that.”


  “Did you know my father?”


  “No. But I did know people who did.”


  “Duke Wilhem was his enemy. Which is why I’m here.”


  “So it is.”


  “Had you known him, would you have been my father’s enemy or his friend?”


  “I consider myself no man’s friend or enemy. I survive by being neutral in any cause.”


  “Is that possible?”


  He shrugged and pulled off the bed, going to the chamber pot to relieve himself. Finished, he strolled back to her and stood by the bed with his arm resting on the bedpost, his placid facing looking down on the young woman’s loveliness.


  “Is it possible to be neutral?” he pondered. “Probably not. But my aims are not political.”


  “Then why do you travel from place to place?”


  He gave her a secretive smile. “Hum…let’s just say that my neutrality allows me to serve many causes, most especially my own.”


  She looked puzzled, unsure what this meant.


  “Don’t worry yourself over it, girl.”


  But she couldn’t let it rest. “You’re a slave trader?” she asked him directly. 


  He laughed. “Maybe I’ve bartered for slaves, but that is not my occupation now. You have nothing to worry about from me.”


  Roslyn could feel her anxiety rise as her mind goaded her to ask his assistance with her great need. Like a pestering child, the dangerous thought had to be slapped down, although she did come back with an innocent query to test the waters. 


  “I heard it said that you are a man who gleans secrets.”


  “Secrets? What kind of secrets?”


  She shrugged. “I suppose political secrets.”


  “Did I not say that my aims are not political?”


  “Oh.” She stopped, her mind still furiously working over her dilemma. She sighed. “So, if you’re not political, then those you visit are your friends.”


  “Some are, some aren’t.” He looked at her suspiciously. “What is in your mind, girl?”


  “Are Duke Wilhem and Lady Josephine friends?”


  He laughed. “Hardly. The pair is foul as foul are. But they are good entertainment, and I bear them no ill will.”


  “I see.” She felt the door closing on her plans, and yet the painful urgency of her situation forced her on, tempting her to say what was on her mind.


  Cyrus read her anxious feelings. “You best spit out what troubles you, Lady Roslyn, because you’ve already condemned yourself.”


  “Condemned myself?” Her face paled.


  “Have you not, speaking this way, in this house?”


  Had she condemned herself?


  “Only if you were to speak of our conversation to Lady Josephine.”


  “Although you’ve hardly done anything but ask a few innocent questions,” he conceded. Was he baiting her?


  “Oh! But I do know secrets, important ones!” she could not refrain from replying.


  “And I suppose you have a price for those secrets?”


  “Yes, but just a simple one.”


  “Then speak it.”


  She came back boldly, without thinking, “My freedom. I want to be free of these people and this place.”


  He nodded. “A worthy goal for a woman so abused.”


  Her heart leapt on that. “So then you’ll help me?”


  “If your secrets were of value to me.”


  She cocked her head, believing she had secured his favor, although it was difficult to tell. Still, her body shivered with excitement as she spilled out all she knew. “If I were to tell you that in a fortnight, Duke Wilhem’s army will be marching through the southern mountains, would that be enough of a secret to win my freedom?


  He raised his eyebrows. “Interesting…”


  “But is that enough?” 


  “That is a damnable thing,” he said, “to those beyond the southern mountains. There are those who would pay dearly for that information. Those who have no use for Wilhem’s desire for conquest, which,” he laughed, “most don’t.”


  Her heart was lightened. “So you will assist me?”


  “Perhaps.” He nodded. “Perhaps.”


  “Oh, please, sir, don’t let me hang like this!” she implored him. 


  He appraised her for some minutes, his eyes scrutinizing her so closely that her nakedness became her shame again. 


  He took her chin in his hand and held it fast. “It was my thought to help free you, Lady Roslyn, daughter of Ledo, and that has not changed.”


  “Oh, milord!” she fell on him sobbing. 


  “But understand,” his brow narrowed, “that your freedom comes with prices that might be difficult to pay or even understand.”


  She pulled back and looked up, questioningly.


  “In time, you’ll understand. In time.”




  Chapter Sixteen


  Betrayed Again


  Roslyn spent the night with Cyrus, slavishly attending to his sexual needs, then he sent her off in the morning with little more than a kiss to her cheek—as if she were a child! Although, she’d made several halting attempts to peek into his mind, she found that her further inquires met with little information. 


  Once she was dismissed, she returned to her own chamber, feeling like a prisoner awaiting sentencing. 


  The day had come and gone and still no word when she was finally summoned by Anne, who led her to the Duke’s private office. Inside, sat the two who owned her, the Duke and Lady Josephine side by side, expressions grim enough to make her shrivel into nothing. Cyrus sat to one side with his big body lounging back in the chair, casual as you please.


  “Why, here’s our little traitor!” Lady Josephine’s eyes gleamed with anger. Her husband’s were hard and cruel. 


  Roslyn froze. 


  “Come here,” the woman ordered. 


  She didn’t budge.


  “Now!”


  Roslyn started forward…


  “On your knees!” the woman shouted, more shrill than Roslyn had ever heard her, which was saying much. 


  Roslyn dropped to her knees. 


  “Crawl, you stupid girl, crawl!”


  Her knees hurt as soon as they hit the stone, and with every labored move, they throbbed. When she reached the pair, she bowed at their feet, her head to the floor in abject submission.  


  A cruel twist this was. She trusted the man, that scheming man!


  “I want her hanged for treason!” Josephine cried out. “She deserves no less! Let her go into the underworld where her kinsmen rot. Let the last of Ledo’s line be destroyed, just as she would destroy us!” The lady was so overcome that she slumped back into her chair exhausted and had to fan herself to revive.


  “Oh, milord, please no!” Roslyn offered up her only plea to the Duke. “I only hoped for my freedom. Surely, you understand how this life pains me. But I have served you in the ways you asked. And I will do so…”


  “Shut! Up!” the Duke interrupted, voice clipped, the words enunciated with deliberation. 


  Roslyn’s eyes filled with pitiful tears. 


  “Be remorseful all you want, but it will do no good,” the man went on. “You have condemned yourself, little harlot. I don’t care how lovely that pretty body of yours is, or how youthful your sexual vigor, you have earned the sentence I will hand out. I have dealt with you kindly, good lady. I brought you into my bed, giving you a place of honor in my home. I nurtured our pairing, as you well know, and you repay me this way, sharing the secrets you overheard, with a man you believed would betray me to my enemies. How vile you are!” he stood up shouting. “You reprehensible bitch! You…will…die…for this!”


  “Oh, please no!” She was overcome by sobs, while Lady Josephine, looking much recovered gloated by her husband’s side.


  “May I speak, kind sir?” Cyrus’ resonant voice seemed to thunder quietly through the room…interrupting the bristling mood, settling the anger and halting Roslyn’s painful sobs. Roslyn stared at her betrayer, her tears still glistening on her cheeks. 


  “I’m sure your lust for revenge runs deep, Wilhem, but do you want the death of Ledo’s daughter staining your hands?”


  “We have just cause!” Lady Josephine cried. 


  But all Cyrus had to do was raise his hand and she mellowed quickly. 


  “I think there might be a better solution to your dilemma regarding what to do with the girl. She is just a girl. Think what you could bring down on her that would be far better than death.”


  “Better than death?” the lady looked at him curiously, fanning her face even faster. 


  “There is a merchant caravan on its way from the East. To the East it will return once it travels through this region. You sell her to them, turning a high profit, considering who she is, and in turn, she will be sold to the brothels and harems in the foreign lands, where she will be used…She’ll be stripped, branded, brutally whipped each day, living in shackles. She’ll eat on the ground like a dog, relieve herself in the dirt. Her life will be a living hell of hard sexual abuse. In little time, her fair face will grow old and hardened, she’ll shrivel like a woman three times her years. When she is no longer good for sexual sport, she’ll be traded to the caravans as a whore and beggar—and if she wishes to live, she’ll grovel before men to survive.”


  Cyrus stopped his monologue, appraising the faces of his audience. 


  “You know this?” Lady Josephine asked with great interest. “About such a caravan coming here soon?”


  “I was three days, perhaps a few more ahead of it. You are their most northerly destination.”


  The lady’s eyes were bright with wily satisfaction once again. 


  She turned to her husband, “My dear, I think this might do, hum?” 


  He nodded. “Yes. I will think on it.”


  “Meanwhile, she will be punished!” the woman declared. “It has been too long since our dungeon had a proper candidate for torture. But we have one now. We’ll have that little strumpet servant of hers too.” She sighed as if weary. “Oh, dear, this excites me so.” 


  The Duke rang for his servants, and while the three above her looked on in judgment, Roslyn was taken away, led to the foul dungeon where she would be subjected to her next trial. 


  And this was a reprieve from death? her beleaguered mind wondered.


  ***


  Sometime later in a back corridor of the castle, Lady Josephine, looking positively radiant, met in furtive conversation with her lover Louis. 


  “It is done!” she exclaimed in an excited whisper. 


  “She has betrayed you!” the boy looked surprised. 


  “You did fine work, my love. Believed every half-truth you told her.”


  “And Cyrus was willing to tell you of her falseness?”


  “Of course. He adores me, darling, just as you do,” she sighed a bit regretfully. “I merely told him that we feared she was plotting against us and to look out for her treachery. She fell right into our hands.”


  “She’ll be hanged at dawn?” he wondered.


  “I would have done so…but there’s another scheme afoot to sell her. Been some time since we’ve auctioned a woman of such noble standing. She’ll bring much gold.” The woman sighed. “It was my finest performance, I think. The hurt of betrayal, the righteous indignation…oh! I was meant for these treacherous machinations!”


  The boy nodded respectfully. He was pleased with an outcome that spared Lady Roslyn from the gallows. In his mind, this was a far better fate for a woman with whom had no quarrel. 


  ***


  The cell was large and open to the elements, one where exotic animals were sometimes housed when the traveling circuses roamed Wilhem’s realm. Tigers from the East, bears from the north, and strange cats from foreign lands would prowl restlessly inside a space too small to contain their mighty spirits. But there were no more exotic beasts to cage inside the cell than the beautiful daughter of an enemy Duke and her comely blonde maid. Erected just outside the dungeon proper, the iron-barred enclosure could be looked upon by those jailed inside the crude cells, while there was still plenty of space for an audience to gather and watch the proceedings play out.


  The two women had been taken from their small dungeon cell, shackled with chains, their faces wide-eyed and roused. Celia was now strapped into a punishment wheel, her arms and legs stretched wide so that her entire body lay open to the elements and the eyes of voyeurs, vulnerable to the whips that would fillet her tender skin. She moved into the contraption resigned to another horrific fate, though she exhibited signs of mortal terror when the collar that ringed her neck was bolted to the heavy wooden crosspiece. Her mouth was stuffed with rags and from the clitoral ring a heavy weight had been fixed. 


  The jailer fingered her between her legs, until the blonde’s body heaved an erotic sigh, her bosom expanding, breasts thrust out in want. The man stood back, pleased. 


  “You’ll suffer pretty, my sweet one,” he said in a terrible whisper, as he gave her cheek a slight but warning slap. 


  The crowd began to gather once the word of this punishment became public. Many were disappointed that there would not be an execution this day, but most were just as willing to watch these fair maids feel the fiery wrath for their traitorous deeds. Watching from specially erected platform seats were the Duke and Duchess. Cyrus shunned the empty one beside the two, preferring to stand nearby, his feet planted in the ground, his arms crossed over his chest. From time to time, as the theatre unfolded like a sacrament, he broke his stance and roamed to one side or the other, although his interest in the proceedings wavered little. 


  Inside the cage, firmly clutched from behind by another of the jailers, was the Lady Roslyn. She’d been stripped of her clothes, and her nose and clitoral rings shined to a glossy brilliance. Her face had been painted white, her eyes circled with black, and her lips and cheeks rouged with red. The same bright red color highlighted her erect nipples and her pussy lips below. The clownish look poked fun at her noble lineage and roused the gathering audience who anticipated a wild spectacle to whet their lurid appetites. 


  The noble Roslyn would have to wait for her punishment, while the attention of the crowd and the jailers was first drawn to Celia. Once the girl was firmly fixed on the wooden struts, her jailer began to turn the wheel, slowly, with careful deliberation, cackling a bit as he did and whispering more lewd comments that only the girl could hear. She remained passive, breathing deeply, chest heaving and her body venting a lust that no one missed. Perspiration made her skin glow, and if you looked carefully between her legs, one could see her sex lips glisten with her female juices. The slow wheel continued to move, until Celia was up-side-down, her blond hair dangling toward the ground, the ends skimming the dirt. The weight on her clitoris shifted as her body shifted positions, making that ponderous throbbing feeling change direction and become more acute—although it was difficult to gauge her response with her facial features oddly contorted. For a time, the crowd watched her struggle to adapt. And perhaps she did, or perhaps she merely learned to accept the pain and discomfort. Before she had a chance to completely settle, however, the jailer laid on his whip, a thin bull hide braid with a fluffed end that could bite flesh and draw blood. That end repeatedly snapped against the girl’s white skin, so it took but a few minutes before the evidence of the man’s labors appeared on her flesh in small red welts. All the while the girl was silent but for a few deep-throated grunts, and yet, it was clear to see that the girl was in agony, struggling as if she could actually loosen her bonds. Once satisfied with his work, the jailer stepped back and viewed the results, finally smiling with approval. With the girl still head down, feet stretched to the sky, the jailer left her positioned so, and turned his attention to the noble lady who would bear the brunt of the day’s exhibition in torture. 


  Pushed forward with a rude shove by the second jailer, Lady Roslyn stumbled to the ground.


  “Make her crawl!” Lady Josephine shouted from the sidelines. “I so love it when she crawls!”


  And so Roslyn crawled on hands and knees to the center of a low dais, where she was pulled to her feet and two chains were attached to her rings, one through her nose ring, and the other ring that thread her sex bud. Her clownish face looked sullen and scared, eyes large and glaring, her lips bitten and moist. In a final insult, her arms were pulled behind her, hands attached to elbows, so her chest was thrust out, inviting the attention of the crowd and the jailers with a job to do. 


  To her left and her right, in front and back, four men stood with whips. At the start, they took turns with the frightened beauty, laying on their cuts with measured precision, in a way not difficult for the girl to take in. But after ten minutes of this erratic torture, they started in in pairs, laying the cuts in tandem, then three whips, then all four at once came thundering forward until Roslyn was jerked in every direction like a crazy puppet with a demented puppet-master pulling her strings. Every jerk tugged at her rings, every one a torture of its own, every one bringing more desperate tears to the noble Roslyn’s eyes, until her clown’s face became streaked with black and red and white, and the salty paint dripped on to her breasts and stained the skin.


  “Please have mercy! Oh, please!” she finally cried, after taking the abuse for many minutes—until she could no longer be silent. 


  “Mercy never!” Lady Josephine mumbled to herself. 


  “Oh, dear God in heaven,” Roslyn wailed, and her head fell back only to be jerked upright by a tug on her nose ring. She thought she was about to die!


  The girl cried often enough for Lady Josephine to suddenly rise and halt the exhibition. 


  “Gag her!” she ordered angrily. She waited until her order was obeyed, then she sat back down.


  In the fashion of Celia’s gag, a wad of dirty rags had been stuffed into Roslyn’s mouth and down her throat. She choked at first, then finally adjusted to this next horror.  


  Sobbing through the rest of the punishment, she jerked with every brutal lash that landed. Her breasts and belly were cruelly stripped, long welts rose across her shoulders, and embedded in the flesh of her ass cheeks were streaks deep enough to open the skin. She had little strength left to keep her upright, though she knew what would happen should she have collapsed to the ground. 


  “Enough!” This was Cyrus halting the punishment this time. Though his voice moved through the gathering with authority, effectively stopping the torture of the traitor, Roslyn heard nothing at the moment he spoke. Her mind had fled elsewhere into a dream, the terror gone, leaving only the endless physical pain from the whips. The sudden cessation of those whips made her start and finally come back to the present, though she dared not open her eyes. 


  Lady Josephine fanned herself, fuming, restless for more, but willing to submit to her black lover’s decree. “Put her in the dankest cell you have, jailer!” she ordered. “And Cyrus,” she looked to the man, “when the caravan arrives let them know we have some fair flesh to sell them. And I want a good price!” She stood up, proud and haughty as ever. 


  “Indeed, milady.” Cyrus bowed, a wry smile on his dark lips. 


  The lady sighed smugly and left on the arm of her much more subdued husband. The Duke, while finding it necessary to deal with an apparently traitorous female, could only think of how he’d miss Lady Roslyn’s warm body and the succulent sheath of her ripe quim. 


  ***


  Lady Roslyn and her maid huddled in the corner of the tiny cell; the space so squat that they could not stand up and they could barely stretch their legs. At least there was some comfort in each other’s arms. And the salve an old woman handed them through the bars was enough to sooth Roslyn’s deepest wounds. 


  Pitch black in the cellar spaces, it was quite a shock when late in the night, a glaring light suddenly struck their sleepy faces—although they had not yet slept a wink. Their eyes shot open and their hands went up to protect them from the glare.


  The two heard the whispering voices of men whose roving eyes inspected them thoroughly. The pair could not see any faces with such a bright blinding light covering up the shrouding darkness. Just as abruptly as it appeared, the light withdrew and so did the men.


  “I think I heard one say, she’s the one,” Celia whispered to her mistress when they were gone.


  “I heard nothing at all like that.”


  “Do you suppose that Cyrus might be buying you for himself?”


  “Girl, I have no clue,” Roslyn answered wearily. 


  “But maybe there is hope.”


  “Maybe.”


  Celia held her tighter for comfort. Her own trial that day had been simple. Except for a brief headache when the wheel turned her back upright, there had been little pain. The whip for all its threat had been lightly laid on compared to other whippings she had endured. Not that Celia desired the rough whipping that Roslyn suffered, it would have certainly been more arousing to a girl who fed on such things—even when Roslyn assured her maid that there were no sexual feelings to be enjoyed while she was being so viciously tortured. 




  Chapter Seventeen


  Purchased


  Lady Roslyn and her maid limply glided toward the auction block that had been set up in the village square. Again a crowd had gathered, again Roslyn was displayed naked for the prurient interest of a clamoring throng. Two days since the whipping, her body had recovered some, and for the auction, she had been bathed, the filth from the cell washed away and her wounds tended. Her body had been rubbed with oils so that her white skin gleamed with a pearly hue. No clownish paint this time; her face, while sullen, was still filled with youthful beauty, and her lustrous auburn tresses, now freshly washed, shone like fire in the morning sun. 


  Two posts with a long high bar between them had been installed on the platform. The cedar scent of the fresh cut wood sent Roslyn back to her home, the day she and her father had roamed the forests with the woodsmen, cutting trees for a fine new table for Ledo’s great hall. As quick as the sweet memory returned, it fled with the jailer jerking her listless body into place beneath the overhead bar and fixing her wrists into dangling shackles. With Celia likewise tethered, the two were ready for inspection. 


  Some slave sales can be done in private, when there are few to bid on the offered wares. This was what Cyrus intended; the buyer he planned on was ready to make his bid. However, once news of this particular sale became public, there were more buyers coming out of nowhere to vie for the two girls. They were to be sold as a pair—a stipulation Lady Josephine insisted on—for reasons no one quite knew. One suspected that she simply want them gone.


  “You defeat your purpose if you sell to a buyer other than one from the caravan,” Cyrus had warned the Duchess. 


  “I don’t suspect these others will have the coin they do. Or will they?” she asked. 


  “I have no idea. Sometimes you’d be surprised.”


  “Perhaps. But we’ll see to it that the right buyer makes the purchase. I do love spectacle, and I simply wanted one last opportunity to cast my eyes on that horrible face and that ugly red hair. One last time to enjoy the little bitch’s woe.”


  “You find her ugly?” Cyrus asked. 


  “Oh, indeed. Puny too.” She practically spit.


  “Ah! Then you have different eyes than mine, madam.”


  “Perhaps, you wish to purchase her?” Lady Josephine wondered.


  “Ack! I have no use for a slave. I prefer my women willing.”


  The Duchess smiled. “Then perhaps when this unpleasant business is over, we can get back to ours,” a glimmer of lust in her eye.


  “And I would love to, milady,” Cyrus bowed. “But I will be traveling with the caravan for a time, and I must head south.”


  The Lady frowned unhappily, and sidled up to the man, taking his arm, “Oh, my love, I hoped that you would stay longer.”


  Cyrus patted the back of her hand and smiled deferentially, “Perhaps I will return soon.”


  The gavel came down suddenly and the auctioneer began to speak, his voice rising above the crowd, silencing it to no more than murmurs and an occasional sneeze. 


  Roslyn stood, her head held with regal though submissive grace, while a string of potential buyers marched up on the platform and began to inspect her body. Several were run off—just horny men who wanted to feel the soft skin of a young woman. Other buyers had their way with her. Roslyn squirmed as her privates were felt up, as fingers moved between her legs and her insides were fondled, front and back. She squirmed too much—enough to bring the jeers of the crowd. But she could not help herself.


  A man behind her whispered. “It will be over soon, milady…” the voice a dark and mysterious reminder of a previous dream. She nearly lost herself inside it, and was brought back only when her nipple was yanked and the next buyer demanded her attention. 


  After thoroughly examining the prize, the buyers moved on to Celia who garnered as much attention. Then there were murmurs in the crowd and bids began. Within seconds most of the buyers were topped by bids too high for them to counter and there were just two merchants from the caravan vying for the women, both concealed by the crowd so that neither Roslyn nor her current owners could see exactly who was making the purchase. 


  “Bring the buyers forward. We’ll see them privately and complete this sale,” Lady Josephine finally said, on conferring with her husband. She fled the scene quickly and the prisoners were led back to the castle’s dungeon. 


  Early the next morning, just as dawn was breaking over the Eastern horizon, Roslyn and her maid were pulled from the dungeon and shoved into barred cages sitting atop two ox carts. Each was given a cloak to cover their nakedness, then the carts were taken to the caravan of merchants where they joined in the long procession. Their life under Duke Wilhem’s rule ended that day. 


  They saw nothing more of The Duke and Josephine, although Cyrus did stop by, eyeing the captives with thoughtful consideration. He reached into Roslyn’s cage and stroked her cheek, although she immediately pulled away. 


  “Someday, you will thank me,” he said, his voice as soothing as his touch. 


  Still, Roslyn recoiled; it was clear that her heart had hardened toward the black man. She glared at him briefly, then turned away for her eyes were burning with tears. 


  ***


  Miles past slowly as the ponderous caravan of carts and horsemen made its way toward its next destination. Meanwhile, Roslyn jerked this way and that inside her barred cell. Her entire body ached to stretch out, for a bit of freedom to use her limbs. By then, her mind was numb and her heart was unable to feel a thing. The fear that she would never again enjoy the luxury of a downy bed, or a meadow in a springtime morning, or the kindness of a man who loved her, left her deadened as the stark trees in the winter sky overhead. Only when she heard Celia sob—dear Celia, who had tried so hard to make the best of her wretched fate—did Roslyn feel some tremor crack the icy barrier to her heart. But with the pain being more than she could bear, her heart chilled again as the caravan took her from one terror toward another unknown one.


  Finally, when the day was half spent, the company stopped for rest and refreshment; Roslyn and Celia were freed from the cages and escorted by a guard into the woods, where they could relieve themselves. 


  “Bring them here!” a strong voice called to their escort. 


  “Ah! Yer new master calls,” their attendant said, and he changed his course, veering away from the cages and delivering them into a clearing where a number of men were dining on their midday meal. Something familiar about these men made Roslyn awaken with some interest. Then there was the man who summoned them, sitting on a rock while eating bread and cheese, his back initially to them so the man’s identity remained clouded in mystery until he finally turned around. 


  At once, Roslyn’s cold heart leapt with unchecked joy, then her legs weakened and she grabbed Celia for support.


  “General Drago!” her voice barely a whisper, though its intensity held all enthralled. 


  “Am I so awesome a sight?” The man lifted himself from the rock and walked her way, smug, satisfied, almost smiling as he looked on the Lady Roslyn once again. “My, you are a mess.” In a repeat of their first meeting, he lifted her hair to inspect the beautiful color, which was once again grimy from prison filth. He touched the ring threading through her nose and she jumped. “I prefer a collar about a woman’s throat; this will have to go.”


  A small kindness that would be to remove the wretched thing, she thought.


  “Am I to assume that you have purchased me—and my Celia?”


  “Yes, you can assume as much. You can also assume that I will never again be so cavalier with my property. I let you slip from my hands once. I will not do so again.” Although she tightly clutched the heavy cloak, Drago insisted on opening it to inspect her body, and with that display, she blushed red and closed her eyes in shame. Drago noted her lovely body, reminding himself of how he’d enjoyed the young lady months ago—even the self-conscious blush was beautiful. Finally, his eyes rested on the nether ring. “I suppose it will hurt if tugged?” he asked, giving the thing a sharp yank. 


  “Ouch!”


  “Apt answer,” he smiled. “I might just keep the piercing so I have a ready way to torture you.”


  Oh, how the icy freeze melted now! Her blood ran hot in remembrance of his arrogance, his conceit, the self-satisfied smirk that plagued her in the past. Even her loins burst with new life that this terror of a man could so easily evoke. How did he have such power over her when she hated him with a hardened heart! She drilled the man with a fuming stare. 


  “You should be grateful that I have come to your rescue, I and your friend Cyrus.”


  She let her guard down briefly at the mention of the black man’s name, then came back brusquely: 


  “Cyrus betrayed me; how can you call that rescue when his duplicity started this wretched business?” 


  “So, you’d rather be in the hands of a sworn enemy and his crazy wife, than suffer with me?”


  “Does it matter whose hands I’m in if I’m not free to be the noble woman I was born to be?”


  “Freedom comes in many forms.”


  “Well, I cannot be free when I’m under the authority of the man who killed my father?”


  The accusation took Drago by surprise. “And who says that?”


  “Duke Wilhem.”


  “As if the Duke would know?” He laughed sourly.


  “I thought my Uncle was an honorable man, but I discovered that to be a lie. I have no reason to think better of you, General Drago.”


  The warmth in Drago’s expression disappeared, as if carried away on the gust of cold air that ripped through the camp. “You believe this true? That I would kill a man I honored, a man I served and loved?”


  Surprised, even shaken by his unexpected sincerity, she had no response.


  “You believe that true?” he pressed.


  She steeled herself against the onslaught of feelings that threatened her resolve. “I have no proof otherwise,” she came back, voice quivering but firm. 


  “You will persist in this?” Drago tried again.


  “Til the day I die!” she vowed. Her heart was beating so hard and hotly, her head throbbing in pain, that she felt her legs about to collapse beneath her—Oh! She could not let that happen! 


  “You are a fool,” Drago said. 


  “Perhaps so. But I know what’s in my heart.”


  “Do you?” he wondered critically. “If you’re lucky, Lady Roslyn, when you learn the truth, I might forgive you this wrong-headed stubbornness. You can only hope.” He turned to his aide. “Put them back in their cages. We’ll be on our way shortly.”


  She stood stunned 


  “No! Please don’t put me back in that prison!” she begged. 


  But he turned on her coldly, letting the guard drag her from the scene and force her back into the cage. 




  Chapter Eighteen


  Unleashed Again


  Roslyn did not see General Drago again until many days later when they were back in his fortress, and she had been returned to the chamber she previously occupied. Again, however, the door was locked and her freedom to come and go restricted, dictated by the whims of those who held the key. 


  On the second day inside the stronghold, a wooden tub was brought to her room and filled with steaming water. Roslyn was allowed to wash the stench and dirt from her body. When she finished and was thoroughly dried, the woman attending to her bathing inspected the nose ring, and finding that it had not been welded closed was able to twist the thing enough to finally thread it through her nostrils. 


  Ah! Such relief!


  Amazing how this simple act lifted a burden that lay heavily on her spirit; for the first time in many months, she had something to rejoice. 


  “About the nether ring?” she asked, in hope. 


  “No, milady. I believe the master likes this one as it is.” The woman then fished through the pockets of her skirt and found a collar, much like the one she previously wore at Dragon-Horn. This one fit like that previous collar, although it seemed to rest more comfortably there than the one before, and it was certainly far less odious than the awful nose ring. The servant brought her clothes to wear, a dress for day, a shift and robe for nighttime. While it felt human to have clean clothes that fit her, it mattered little to Roslyn how she dressed; she remained captive in her high perch like a gilded bird, still caged and unable to fly. 


  Several days passed with Roslyn’s heart somewhat lightened at the prospect of a more pleasant life at Dragon-Horn. Certainly this would be better than the fate she suffered at the hands of the Duke and his wife. Her mind was sometimes filled with curious imaginings, and her dreams with strange erotic musings about her master. Still, after long hours alone—her only company being the servant who brought her food—she finally succumbed to the same heaviness that had taken over her spirit in those last days in the Duke’s house. Did Drago want her just to keep her imprisoned in this inhospitable chamber? What kind of life was that?


  Late in the evening about the fourth day, Roslyn heard a key twist in the lock that kept her captive in the room, and moments later one of the servants appeared. Secretly, she hoped that Drago would stalk into her small world and bring it back to life, but the visitor was only a scullery maid. 


  “Come with me, dearie,” the hunched old woman said. 


  “Where are you taking me?”


  “Not advised to tell,” the woman murmured, then her bony old hand reached for Roslyn’s, and as if she had the strength to do so, she lifted her to her feet. Moving slowly through the fortress, through corridors unfamiliar to Roslyn, they finally stopped at a thick oak door, an important door by the looks of it. 


  The old woman knocked, and after hearing a voice from inside reply, she opened the latch and without stepping inside, let door swing on its hinge. 


  “Here for you, General,” she said in her murmuring tones, then without a proper dismissal, she shuffled away. 


  Roslyn waited, her heart thundering with excitement and fear… she loathed this  man, she must; it was her duty to defy a man who would so callously murder her parents and use her for his own ends. 


  “Come in!” The man was bold and welcoming this time, turning directly toward the reluctant lady. As she finally approached, his visage lightened. “Ah! Much better,” he commented on her appearance. “How lovely you are when you are once again the noble Lady.”


  She bowed simply, keeping a grim face. Drago moved to her, his hand reaching out to caress her cheek. Then, with little warning, his lips descended to hers, which despite her opinion of the man, naturally lifted in response. While the kiss was quick, his lips did linger on hers feeling the sweet moisture there, then he backed off enough for her to breathe more easily. Every second in this man’s presence proved perilous; his was a power that stripped away her resolve. He made her weak, disloyal, even ashamed of her lack of self-restraint. 


  “You have little idea how I prized you, how much I suffered at your loss,” he said.


  “I don’t understand how that could be when you knew so little about who I am.”


  “I know much more than you think, milady. There were nights when you were much younger, when I sat with your father around a fire and he spoke of his only child.”


  “You did that?”


  “Yes, on several occasions.”


  “How then could you betray him?” Tears were forming in her eyes.


  He shook his head, despaired. “How long will you believe that lie?”


  “I experienced my Uncle’s treachery first hand. I know he was not the man I believed him to be. I have little doubt that he was responsible for my father’s death. And you? Why else would he give me to you?”


  “You have no proof of this, but your sorry mind’s fitful assumptions.”


  “I need no further proof. Can you prove that you were not part of my father’s murder?”


  “And if I can’t?”


  “Then I cannot give myself to you. Take what you will, that is all you will get.”


  The man cocked his head, surveying the proud young woman as if to know her thoughts more clearly. But then he gave up and backed away, with the softness in his expression turning to stone. 


  “Well then, milady, we will get on with our business. Remove your clothes and climb up on the bed.”


  Roslyn shivered at that command, with her body warming and her hard heart feeling a dazzling lust leap at her. Though she dare not give away her feelings, she was wiser now. No matter how she felt about the man, no matter what the conflict within her, women in her position cannot afford to disobey such an order; and so shaking visibly, she moved toward the large oak bed. The massive piece had a canopy high above and was shrouded in a cloud of curtains. Although she stood where Drago could see her, he had turned his back on her and was removing his own clothes.


  Shucking the dress from her shoulders, it fell to the ground, then she doffed her under things, all the while feeling her anxiety soar. Poking at the curtains, she found entrance to the bed and slid beneath the bedcovers, where she waited in silence, while feeling the pulse of Drago’s erection already impaling her body with its merciless intentions.


  Minutes past before he appeared inside the curtains. After ripping back the bedclothes to unveil Roslyn’s quaking form, he wasted little time with further pleasantries. Climbing in with her, he grabbed her flesh in his hands, his organ hardening almost instantly. Drago’s air of authority was too much for her, his kisses too passionate, his need too alarming. His mouth drove on her so forcefully that she could do nothing but kiss him back, and part her legs and let her arms go round his muscled chest. Within seconds, her rapacious lust stripped away her righteous loathing and took charge with all previous vows forgotten. With no fair warning, she’d been delivered up to his demands by her own crude needs, and the man she deigned to shun had won her unbridled consent.


  When his tumescent organ impaled her, she let her face fall into his chest where she drank in the essence of him, and that earthiness she remembered so fondly. He filled her full, so that as he pumped his cock in her quim, her inner being grabbed for him and her muscles held on, milking the vibrant flesh. On holding her nipple between his fingers and bearing down, he brought out a luxurious gasp of pain; she was hardly hurt, but rendered helpless in the face of that beautiful sensation. Likewise, he punished her bottom, his hand smacking down hard on one cheek until it was bristling hot and she wrestled with him fitfully, only to be contained by his magnificent body. Again and again, his methods, his determination, his use of pain and pleasure made her sexual body crackle with fire. 


  Drago’s large organ continued moving in and out, with his rhythm gaining on her and taking over, while the action of their bodies—her breasts rubbing against his chest, her lips on his, mouths wide open, loins fused tight—became so fervently heated that she felt the climax start to tickle her within and out. Deep, deep in that wet valley the sensations rose like the approaching thunder of an enormous storm. 


  Surrender came to her so easily; she understood this. But why with this man! Why! Her heart cried out. 


  “Ohmilord!” she gasped unconsciously, when her mouth was free enough of his to speak.


  He used her hard, thrusting into her quim with merciless zeal, holding on to her ass with a forceful grip. And yet, given her amazing compliance and the boisterous lust she unleashed on him, the copulation became more than simply another hard screw. This was not the taking Drago envisioned, nor the hard use Roslyn expected. Something bigger surfaced as she threw her head back and climaxed with a strength that set off his powerful finish. For just a moment they were lifted beyond themselves where they could see some greater picture of their life—the way it might be. They held that image for one glorious moment, but then it vanished and the raunchy, self-absorbed spasms moved through them both, until they finally fell away, their bodies withdrawing in exhaustion. 


  “You ravish me, girl,” Drago was the first to speak after a long interval of silence where all they heard was the sound of their own breath.


  “This is mine to do,” she replied, with a heavy degree of resignation. 


  He turned over and pulled her to him, though she instantly recoiled. His brows narrowed with worry. “Did your heart not just testify to the truth in you?” he asked.


  She gazed at him confused, but just for a moment. “No. That was not it. If I am passionate with a man, that is because I have been trained to be. It has been months since I was with you. Much has happened. Surely, you know that. I give you nothing that I wouldn’t offer any man who uses this vessel.”


  Drago knew this was a lie, but he would not fight her.


  “Ah, then, I stand corrected.”


  He pulled from her and lay back, saying:


  “Remove yourself and return to your chambers. I’m done with you for the night. You’ll find Renny outside waiting. Have her send me the girl Diana—the new kitchen maid—so I’ll have a bedmate to sleep with.”


  The suddenness of this turn of events left Roslyn speechless for a moment. A betraying part of her wanted to take back that ugly vow she’s just confirmed, but she resisted, finally doing as he asked, replying, “Yes, milord,” as she moved off the bed and gathered her clothes. 


  Roslyn remembered Diana only as a lovely young lass, much like her Celia. But suddenly, the innocent maid had become an adversary, and try as Roslyn would to stop her jealous feelings, they plagued her mind and grabbed viciously at her heart. 


  ***


  In the days that followed, Drago took Roslyn again, several times; the same savage results always followed. Each time, when her spent body should have softened her mind, Drago expected that she would finally relent and forget the foolish idea that he’d killed her parents. But she clung tightly to that belief, almost afraid to think otherwise.  


  Between the nights of sexual activity, Drago occasionally allowed himself the pleasure of harassing the Lady Roslyn. She sometimes ate with him while he played the gracious host and she the respectful guest. Twice they endured a meal with nothing but clipped formal conversations. But Drago so despised the artifice Roslyn insisted on that for their third dinner together, he stopped her as she was about to take her seat at the table. 


  “No,” he said.


  “No?”
“No, you’ll eat on the floor.”


  He noted her response, seeing her eyes widen in disbelief.


  “But y-you can’t…”


  He interrupted before she could finish. “Oh, I can do whatever I please with you. You play the whore, I’ll play my game as master. Now on your knees.” He watched her stunned expression turn flustered. “I said now!” he demanded. “Celia, bring me a switch!”


  Celia was now one of the kitchen maids and Roslyn rarely saw her. She was quite compliant, even given the current situation. She must herself be suffering some punishment for the girl’s skirt had been tucked into the waist of her dress at the rear, and when she arrived at the master’s side with the switch in hand, he turned her ass toward him to inspect the fresh wounds. Roslyn could see that she’d been punished recently and the lady watched as Drago ran his hand along the maid’s arse, then as his fingers slipped down the cleft, lightly teasing her. 


  “I see these still look raw.”


  “Yes, milord.”


  “And I shall punish you again this way, if you fail me again?” he asked.


  “Yes, milord. I am sorry that I balked.” She hung her head.  


  “You’ll make your backdoor ready for me, won’t you girl?” he went on. 


  “Of course, milord. I am always ready to do your bidding.”


  Accepting the switch, he then gave Celia’s arse a stinging smack and sent her off.


  “The girl enjoys sex. I suppose you know that. Although I’ve let Geoffrey enjoy her return, she has given me several nights of pleasure. I think tonight will be another night.”


  “She’s yours to use,” Roslyn conceded, not knowing what else to say, though her face was flushed and her heart burned bitterly.


  “Just as you are mine to punish,” Drago said. “I thought I ordered you to the floor.”


  Hearing that, Roslyn dropped to her knees immediately, crushing her kneecaps on the stone.


  “Head down!” he demanded.


  Her head went down, her forehead touching the floor. 


  “Raise that arse! And spread your knees.” 


  So she did, while her body felt like jelly, shaking almost uncontrollably. 


  Arse high, cheeks parted, Drago laid into her with the thin switch. The strikes cut her deeply, drove into her cleft and about the plump flesh of her bottom, until she squirmed and her wails were no meager whimpers. When he finished, he placed the switch beside him and ordered up his dinner. Meanwhile, Roslyn remained so poised, forehead on the floor, her red ass high, the draft air in the dining room tickling her privates. Drago finished his meal, leaving a few healthy scraps that he scraped on to the floor. 


  “Eat!”


  He watched from above to see what Roslyn would do, and when she hesitated, he spoke again: “You have some problem with the food I have offered you, fair lady?”


  “Milord, I cannot eat like this!” 


  “Oh, surely you can.”


  “But I can’t!”


  “Then I’ll wait until you can.” He sat back, legs stretched out before him, his ankles crossed. He looked as though he would wait all night.


  Roslyn turned her head to the side, peering up with her despondent face. 


  “Lick it clean,” he said. “You can do it. Slaves do these things; they obey their masters. Or don’t you remember that?”


  “I do, sir, but anything but this.”


  “Oh, you’re foolish to make that vow, girl. Besides, I want you to eat what I have given you, Lady Roslyn. Or would you rather I switch your ass again to inspire your obedience?” 


  “May I take the switching instead?” she asked. 


  “I make no bargains. You will eat my food if we both have to stay a fortnight.”


  “You are an evil man!” 


  To that, he shook his head, giving her a self-satisfied grin.


  Roslyn could see no way out of this, for as determined as she was not to eat the filthy food, Drago seemed twice as determined that she would. 


  Thus, with a fuming sigh, she turned her attention to the task, carefully picking up bits of meat and bread and cheese with her teeth, trying desperately not to gag. She chewed, but only briefly, and swallowed some pieces whole. Finally, when she finished, she looked up hoping that the man was finally satisfied. 


  “Very good, he said, “but my floor is dirty from the grease. I want you to lick it clean.” 


  “Oh, please, sir, I’d be happy to scour it properly.” She was nearly in tears. 


  “Your tongue will do for now. Noble ladies don’t scrub floors in my fortress, but they do obey their masters.”


  Drago waited while she let the thought settle with her, then she finally used her tongue to wipe clean every bit of meat juice and butter that remained on the stone. She tasted the filth of boots along with the food and was finally finished without gagging, taking a deep breath, though his mouth remained contorted in a terrible grimace. 


  “Here,” Drago said, handing her a goblet of wine. “Wash your mouth.”


  She gladly did. 


  Scenes like these became more common over the next several weeks—along with the pair’s intermittent sexual clashes. 


  Drago liked most to display her for small audiences of friends where the humiliation would sting deeper than all the exhibitions Duke Wilhem made of her. These were more personal moments, times when a Lady of nobility should behave to her station, when being Duke Ledo’s daughter meant something important. Yet not one of Drago’s high-born friends objected to the indignities he demanded of her. She polished the floor with her nose and a simple cloth; she lapped wine from a dish like a dog, and perhaps her greatest indignity was being forced to pleasure her body while several of his fellows watched as if they were critically appraising her technique. She knew that the behavior aroused the men—Drago in particular; she saw them squirm in their chairs, but not one salacious comment was made of the scene that took her from coldly nervous to outrageously roused, her body heaving from orgasm and her face in a blissful trance of climax. 


  “I think you’ve proved your point, General,” was the only comment she heard the men make. This she did not understand because she was immediately dismissed to her chambers after her performance. An hour after that exhibition, Drago was in her room, their bodies clashing like two opposing storm fronts. 


  There were numerous sexual clashes and wild moments of hard copulation; whether it was her mouth or arse or quim Drago demanded, she gave with little resistance, relishing each moment that their flesh joined, as if this were the only true passion of her life. In truth, it was.


  “You looked flushed, milady,” Roslyn heard Celia remark one morning when the girl was in the master’s chambers and so was Roslyn—in his bed. The master had already left the room, and now Celia stood leaning into a bedpost, dreamily. 


  “He’s a fine lover, isn’t he?” she said. 


  “I suppose so.”


  “Well, you should know,” Celia reminded her. 


  “I guess I would.”


  “Not that you’re the only female in the castle the master uses for sport.” Celia sighed. 


  “He takes you often too?” Roslyn ventured carefully. 


  “Oh, my yes. He has a fondness for my arse. I do like him wiggling into me that way. Makes my nights with Geoffrey all the better.”


  “And Geoffrey is not jealous?”


  “Oh, I think he is,” Celia giggled. “But the master says that he will stop, just as soon as Geoffrey marries me.”


  “You’re going to be married?”


  “Oh, he hasn’t quite asked me yet. He’s shy, you know. But I think he will?” She smiled, but then she frowned on looking back at her lady. “I have fared well returning here. I’m just sorry that you have not, milady.”


  “Oh, I have fared better too, Celia,” Roslyn said, but she refused to be specific. Privately, she recognized that returning to Dragon-Horn ended the whoring life she’d known in Duke Wilhem’s world. Although the master used her at his leisure—as well as any other woman he desired—and though he sometimes humiliated her before his friends, Drago gave her to no other man or woman. She was his and his alone. This meant something, but Roslyn was still uncertain what that was. 


  The sparring war between the Lady Roslyn and General Drago continued for nearly two months, until the day he unexpectedly left the fortress. No warning given, he was simply gone. 


  The night before, he’d been with Roslyn; at the time, quite restless and ill at ease. They made love as they often did, following a bruising spanking that seemed to surprise them both for its ferocity. Roslyn would decide much later that the spanking was one symptom of the man’s current disquiet; he whaled hard on her bare ass with his bare hand, not stopping until he’d thoroughly exhausted them both—although they were not too exhausted for sex. What followed was a rigorous battle of bodies that was no less passionate than the spanking had been. Giving her with little reservation, Roslyn had even nursed the idea that her vow to loath the man forever might be a foolish one. At the time, however, the notion was just a small seed of an idea that would soon have reason to grow.


  Still, as Drago lay back in the bed recuperating from their long session, he asked the pertinent question again. 


  “So, you will never break this foolish resolve that makes me your enemy?”


  “Of course not. I have no reason to,” she said without thinking, brisk as usual—as if she had every reply written in her thoughts and ready to pluck at a moment’s notice. This time, there was just a twinge of regret behind the hasty comment. 


  “I see,” was his immediate reply and then he quickly popped up from the bed. 


  Oddly, the agitation in him that normally would ease with good sex still seemed to simmer below the surface of his calm demeanor. And even stranger, after the man dressed, he moved back to the bed, bent over where Roslyn still lay, and put a hand on either side of her head. He stared at her for nearly a minute saying nothing, while Roslyn tried desperately to understand his unusual mood. Finally, he broke his silence saying with some force:


  “Never have I met a woman who so earnestly refuses to be loved.” His eyes bore into hers coldly now, then he stood up and left the room. 


  The next morning, General Drago was gone from his fortress and Roslyn was left with his parting words repeating in her mind like the last refrain of a minstrel’s song. 




  Chapter Eighteen


  A Dragon On His Shield


  An old woman came in out of the dark, late on a turbulent windswept night. Her clothes were drenched and she was speaking in riddles. Celia had been in the kitchen when the woman arrived at the back door begging, though she hardly noticed her at first. 


  The cook was rather brusque with her, and would have sent her on her way if Celia hadn’t stopped, just briefly, in her preparations of the next day’s meal to listen to the oddly familiar voice. 


  “Tevi? Is that you!” she suddenly ran to the woman.


  “Ya, ya, ya,” the old lady started to babble. 


  “She’s talking in riddles, I can make no sense of it,” the cook reported.


  “We must let her in,” Celia insisted. “This is the Lady Roslyn’s old nurse.”


  “Well, is she now! Don’t look like much of a nurse now. She’s a crazy old fool.”


  “I’m sure. But may I call my mistress?”


  The cook nodded her agreement, hands firmly on her hips. “Do what you like. I’m sure the master wouldn’t turn her out on a night like this. She can sleep in the stable, or with you, if you like.”


  “Oh, thank you!” And after sitting Tevi in a chair with a blanket about her shoulders, Celia rushed off toward Roslyn’s chambers, glad to see that the door had not been locked. Since the master left, no one had bothered to keep her locked inside the room. 


  “Milady Roslyn you must come quick! Your old Tevi is in the master’s kitchen.”


  “What?” She was roused from her needlework and peered up through the darkness.


  “Tevi. It’s Tevi. She’s in the kitchen.”


  “You swear, girl?”


  “Oh, I’d know her anywhere.”


  ***


  Roslyn borrowed a small salon that Drago had occasionally used for conferences with his aides. Once she’d stripped old Tevi of her wet clothes and found a dry gown for her to wear,  she led the woman into the room and stoked the fire. 


  “They was in the castle…” the woman had been babbling non-stop… “I was there… I saw them take the lady first, for the Duke, for Draydon, shouting like demons…I tried, oh! How I tried,” the old lady shook her head. Her eyes were closed and she was speaking to no one, at least no there. Perhaps, plead her case before the judges residing in her confused mind; judges who condemned her for the folly of hiding safely out of the way when Ledo’s castle was destroyed. “The man, he was no good, a bad seed in a good family,” she shook her head morosely. “I’s not gonna tell anything, nothing to tell,” she whimpered now as if someone had threatened her, “a bad bad time of it… if only the girl was saved. The monsters, the brother born under the bad sign, evil was he, so bad he could have no children. Oh, I cried for him,” she sobbed, “oh, the eyes… what eyes he died with… oh, and her so badly broken,” the woman sobbed and kept on talking until with a brief pause, Roslyn interjected:


  “Tevi, was this when Duke Ledo was murdered?”


  “Yes, yes yes,” she rocked in her chair repeating the word until Roslyn asked another question. 


  “Was General Drago there, Tevi? Please tell me?”


  The woman’s eyes shot open. Then she cocked her head and peered closely at the pale face in front of her. “Why ye me girl, me pretty red girl,” she reached out and touched Roslyn’s hand. “Pretty, pretty girl…Rosie, little rosie, like the rose…”


  “Yes, Tevi, I am your pretty rosie…” she wanted to cry, but she forcefully stopped the tears, “Tell me, Tevi…the General, General Drago, was he there when my father was murdered?” Roslyn pressed


  She shook her head. “Drago. No. No Drago. It was his foul kin, I know that. They screamed his name, they did, sticking their blades to the master’s heart for Draydon.”


  “Then Drago wasn’t there the day the castle was stormed?”


  She shook her head and started rocking. A mat of thin grey hair covered her head and as she rocked, her head moved back and forth in exaggerated movements, like a crazy woman. 


  “You’ve been speaking of Rosie’s father and mother. Isn’t that right, Tevi,” Roslyn continued. 


  Tevi kept nodding, almost smiling, eerily so. 


  “The great man stopped it all…”


  “What man, Tevi?”


  “Comes with a Dragon on ‘is shield. But late, too late. Dead all dead but me. Rosie gone…” The woman mumbled on making little sense. 


  Celia gave the woman some spirits to soothe her and warm her body, then they put her to bed in Celia’s small bedchamber just off the kitchen.




  Chapter Nineteen


  Freedom


  One could sense when the master of Dragon-Horn stalked his fortress. The stones rumbled and he left a wake. On the skin like a breeze, against the palm of the hand a small vibration, and in the belly that certain knowingness—if you listened carefully. Roslyn had felt it all day, but Drago was still a ghost in his own home, and Roslyn was still restless when the sun finally set.


  Another dawn had already crept into the sky before Roslyn’s feelings of dis-ease vanished. He’d come back at last, and with Drago’s return, the house bustled, fears were eased and much was set at peace.


  Although not in Lady Roslyn. 


  It was late in that day before Roslyn finally crept down the stone steps and moved toward Drago’s great hall. The door was open and she could hear the master conferring with Geoffrey, and Titus, perhaps, though she couldn’t be sure. 


  Buoyed by an unexpected bout of courage, she suddenly rushed into the room and bowed humbly at the master’s feet. 


  It took a moment for the man to realize what had happened and he finally looked down, saying: “What have we here?” 


  Roslyn looked up, preparing to give the speech she had rehearsed, but something made her pause. She stared about seeing that by Drago’s side was a lovely dark-haired woman, dressed in finery that signified a woman of some means. 


  “No need to bow before me, anymore, Lady Roslyn,” Drago said. “I no longer require such devotion, you will be happy to learn.” He leaned down and taking her arm made her stand.


  “What is this?” she wondered.


  “You’re free, free to go, free of me, free as you wish.” He smiled as if this should make her happy. 


  “Sir?” She was too puzzled to make sense of his glib speech.


  “Yes, you heard me right.”


  Her stunned body quaked with fear and loss. “But I have no place to go!”


  He looked at her oddly. 


  “Is that so?”


  “That is most certainly so.”


  “Then perhaps you can stay a while, perhaps return to your Uncle?”


  “No! Never my Uncle!” All this was wrong, dreadfully wrong. And the woman, who was this woman?


  “Then stay until you choose. I simply thought you’d be overjoyed to at last have your precious freedom.”


  “But no, that is not right!” she declared, flustered, even angry. 


  Drago looked at her grimly. “What is this you say?”


  Roslyn looked at the dark-haired woman again, seeing the truth behind her presence, and the force behind her own well-laid plans vanish. The two had been intimate, very intimate, no one could miss that fact. 


  Now ashamed of her display, she bowed her head respectfully, “I should leave.”


  But Drago came back quickly, “No you should not leave until you state why you’re in such a stew.”


  “You have released me, milord. What more could I desire?”


  He waited, as if he hoped she would speak more, then he finally replied, quietly, “Yes, what more could you desire?”


  “I’ll excuse myself then.”


  He nodded.


  She turned to leave, stopping at the door; the room behind her was silent and she feared that all eyes were on her. No courage left at all, she hustled from the room. 


  ***


  Despite the trials of her last year, the Lady Roslyn was still a young woman, and young ones from time to time givethemselves up to foolish plans. Thus, it was not unlike a night some months before when in panic Roslyn tried to flee Drago’s stronghold in a rash and dangerous move. 


  She awakened now, drawn from sleep by the sounds of sex coming from the direction of Drago’s chambers. Although she tried to cover her ears, the sound kept on and on—the cries of a woman and Drago’s familiar deep-throated grunts. Finally rising from bed, she left her room and tiptoed down the corridor, knowing now for sure that the dark-haired beauty was the master’s next lover. She herself had been thrown off for another woman—all for good reason, of course, at least in the master’ mind. Roslyn could tolerate Drago sexually using the female servants in his fortress while he still used her, but she could not take being dethroned from a position that she proudly held as the object of his affection—even if she had spurned it with great passion.


  Yes, she would leave and now! She had no other choice. 


  Turning away from the sounds of Drago with his woman, she returned to her room and gathered the few things that were genuinely hers. Then with desperate speed, she made her way down the stairs toward the same side door she exited months ago. This time, she would not be foolish and flee through the woods, but make her way toward the main road. She thought of a cousin, a child of her father’s younger brother. The man was kin and would certainly take her in… was her first thought. Or perhaps she could join one of the traveling caravans and live her life as a traveling gypsy.


  And yet, just as the Lady’s plan was set, but before she could make her hasty exit, Roslyn was stopped. 


  “You think you’re leaving at this hour?” 


  Drago!


  She stopped abruptly. 


  “I must forbid it,” he added.


  She turned. “Am I not free to go as you said?”


  “No you are not free to go.”


  “Then you lied to me.”


  “No. You’re free to be sensible. But if you take one more step to leave this house tonight, I will string you up naked before the entire household and whip you!”


  First, the thought chilled her, although there was something in the imperious manner that roused every nerve. 


  “Why do you care if you’ve replaced me in your bed?”


  His eyes lit with recognition. “Ah, do I hear jealousy speaking? Has Lady Miriam made you jealous?”


  Roslyn could not stop her blush. 


  “No answer?” he asked.


  Her breath was short and the room in which they stood so close that she began to feel light-headed. 


  “Oh, I can’t breathe!” she slumped against the door behind her, then in desperation turned and opened the latch. If only she could leave this place, draw in a breath of fresh air…


  But she was pulled back before she could move into the cool air, and was then hoisted on Drago’s shoulder and carried through the kitchen to the receiving hall where he plopped her down—carefully so, and she landed on the floor, sprawled out in a most unladylike pose, legs spread, hair askew. 


  The master stared down at her, his eyes were filled with fire. “Now, girl, tell me what you wouldn’t say before and be done with it!” 


  She looked up, truly frightened. Her face was red and hot and she managed to spit out:  “I have nothing to say.” 


  “And I say you lie!” Drago countered.


  “And I say you’re an arrogant bastard!” 


  He merely laughed, “A bastard I am, arrogant to boot.” He pulled her from the floor and tossed her toward the wall behind her, a scant two feet. There he held, taking her hands in his and pressing them to either side of her face. “Now say something nice to me, milady or I will call the servants out and we will whip the life, the sense back into you.”


  “I don’t know what you’re saying.”


  He lightly slapped her face.


  She cringed and almost spat at him.


  He slapped her face again, harder this time.


  “I hate you, Drago!”


  “Do you!” He’d fixed her with his eyes so she couldn’t move. She could do nothing but stare. “The truth, that’s all I want. Give me the truth and I’ll let you go.”


  “I’ve told you the truth before,” she returned.


  He slapped her again. “C’mon, girl, I know what’s in your heart, but you have to say it.”


  She bit her lip rather childishly and turned her head in an attempt to wipe the tears from her eyes. Unfortunately, Drago’s steely hold on her hands prevented her from using them. 


  She stared again at him, her heart beating with ever increasing strength. 


  “Say it, Roslyn.”


  She could hardly stand his probing stare, but then the words came, halting but real, “The truth…the truth is I love you…” she stopped, “at least I think I do… at least until you brought a woman here to replace me.”


  “I brought her because I want a woman who can love me.”


  “But I can love you!” she insisted. 


  “Really?”


  “Yes, yes I can.” She hardly knew what she was saying, the words just spilled from her mouth. “I have forever loved you, since I first laid eyes on you, but my mind deceived me, even when my body could not reject you. Then my nurse, Tevi came, speaking in riddles but making sense about the day my parents died. You were gone then, I was going to tell you when you returned…”


  He stopped her, holding his finger to her lips. “Yes, I know about old Tevi and her story…Celia told me when I arrived. Funny, even a crazy old woman can still speak the truth.”


  She was suddenly indignant. “So, you let me suffer, knowing that I had my proof!” 


  “You owed me a little suffering, my dear Roslyn. You want more?” His eyes were playful, but still threatening. 


  “No, sir. No, milord, not at all.”


  “Good,” he nodded as she acquiesced. “You are a quick one to accuse. I hope you’ll be quicker to love now that you have your answers.”


  “Oh, I do love you, Drago, I do.”


  “Indeed.” He stepped back, smiling. 


  “Yes, indeed,” she repeated. 


  “Well then, I take back your freedom,” he came on triumphantly. “You are NOT free to do as you wish and the collar stays about your throat.” 


  She let the force of his passionate words sweep over her leaving her dazzled with the erotic thrill.


  “And Lady Miriam?”


  “What of Lady Miriam? We’re talking about you.”


  “But will she warm your bed too?” she ventured cautiously.


  “Not as long as you continue to please me.”


  Her heart sighed with great relief. 


  “And you’ll still treat me as a slave?”


  He shrugged. “If I want to…” He watched her eyes, how beautiful they were, shining, defiant, but beautiful. “And I’ll treat you as a wife as well, if I want to.”


  Her eyes then narrowed, her heart beating so fast that she could barely speak. “You say wife? As in married?”


  “Married. Yes, perhaps. Fixed to me for life. You can spend the rest of your days proving your devotion and paying for this lengthy bout of foolishness. But, I haven’t yet decided how soon that will take place.”


  “No?”


  “I need a little humility first… you may be Ledo’s daughter, but you have his stubbornness. You want me, you can start proving yourself now.”


  “How do I do that, sir?” she asked meekly, so wanting to repair the damage she’d done. So filled with the hope she once thought the stars had banished from her life. 


  He stared at her for a long time, then as he turned, heading toward the stairs and his bedchamber, he answered simply, “Crawl.”


  Roslyn hated crawling. No noble lady should be required this dreadful measure of loyalty. Hadn’t she done enough when she was made to exhibit her submission before his friends? She watched Drago for a time, standing motionless with her back to the wall, until the man was half way up the stairs. Then suddenly afraid of his reprisal should she not follow, she dropped to her hands and knees and made that painful, harrowing crawl across twenty feet of stone, to the stone staircase, and to the corridor into which Drago had already disappeared. She followed his scent like a hunting dog, finally reaching his bedchamber where she waited on her knees. 


  When at last he turned to her, his visage had softened and his mood was almost merry. 


  “Come to me, Lady Roslyn… on your feet,” he quickly added. “I think I’ll spank you first before we consummate this arrangement, but let’s hurry. I have much to do.”


  Roslyn smiled. She was more afraid, but more excited than she’d ever been. Rising to her feet, she stumbled into his room as if racing toward a new future, then offered him her wide open arms, which he accepted laughing.


  The spanking that followed that embrace was hard—over his knee, her naked body pressed against Drago’s waist. His large palm stuck fast and authoritatively, reddening her arse to a heated scarlet until she cried, long and loudly. Although these newest were tears of liberation; Roslyn hardly felt any pain. Now liberated, now free. Yes, at last, she was free to be the passionate woman she’d always yearned to be. 


  Epilogue


  Lady Celia never married Geoffrey; they never quite got around to a formal ceremony. But she did bear his children—seven of them—and he stood by her like a faithful servant, while she faithfully served him. 


  Lady Roslyn, on the other hand, was joined to General Drago little more than a month and a day after her second escape attempt. They had waited for the ceremony in deference to her tender bottom, which he’d blistered raw several times as punishment for the crimes she committed since he brought her back to Dragon-Horn. She may have accepted his judgment and the rough treatment gracefully, but she still wanted to start their marriage with a clean slate and a pristine arse. Thus they waited for the wounds to heal and she remained very compliant with his every wish, so as not to rouse his wrath again, at least until they were finally married.


  Roslyn never licked her master’s floors again—though she did worship at his feet and she wore his collar until the day she died. She also took a thousand beatings if she took one, and clashed with him in bed in numbers too great to count. She was chattel, his property, and his wife; while Drago ruled her with an iron fist and a heart full of love. She wanted no more, or no less; she was at last content. Her stubbornness remained and for that she paid his price—but she was content in that way too. In her own mind, she had only one thing to prove to her lord and master: never, never again would Roslyn refuse his love. And never again would Drago doubt her love for him. 
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