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Oh it must have been grand once!

Meghan sighed as she imagined the fortress as
it would have stood almost fifteen hundred years earlier. Castle? A
small city, in truth. The outer walls were nearly sixty feet high,
and ran along the edge of the ocean to the south, then inland to
where the mountains rose up to tower hundreds of feet above. There
was a massive outer gatehouse reached by way of a thirty foot long
drawbridge, and it stood in the middle of a large moat on the
western side. In fact, the moat was so large the gatehouse had a
second drawbridge which dropped down onto a flat stone midway
along. A third drawbridge then dropped from the other direction,
from the second gatehouse.

Past that was the inner wall, eighty feet
tall, and within that the many-towered, many winged grand palace.
They had no idea how tall that was. They only had tantalizing
guesses based on the foundation stones and ancient myths and
legends. It was supposed to be a fortress in itself, but so
beautiful it took ones breath away. Then again, most of the locals
were utter savages, so it wouldn't have taken much to impress
them.

This had been an outpost of Rome at its
height, but there were so many things not quite right about it.
Apparently, after Rome fell, this area remained as a sort of
outpost, ruling itself. Little was known about that time, and the
discovery of these ruins had caused quite a stir.

“Back to work, Sullivan, you lazy sod.”

She made a face and half heartedly stuck her
tongue out at Myra Dunning. Dunning was a full professor, and in
charge of the digging on this side. She was English, and had the
typical English attitude that everyone else, especially Americans,
like Sullivan, were woefully lacking in their superior
organizational skills.

But Meghan was only a third year undergrad,
and not about to risk being booted off the dig by an irate
professor for telling her what an uptight, anal-retentive ivory
tower academic she was.

After all, many of her friends were in summer
jobs which had little or nothing to do with their major, and of
those which were, fewer still were on digs as comfortable as this
one in southern Spain. Her friend Andrea was on a dig in Africa,
and they were staying in tents in the desert with 100 degree heat
and scorpions for company. Meghan considered herself very lucky
indeed. Besides, she'd always had a fascination for early European
history.

That might have come from all those romance
novels, those 'bodice rippers' she'd devoured from adolescence on,
but whatever the source, she was definitely in her element here.
Every new bit of pottery or carved stone was a small thrill.

It would also be a thrill to get back to her
hotel room and a cool shower!

Archeology was not a profession for those
afraid to get their hands dirty, of course, but Meghan had been on
her knees in this dusty corner of the dig for hours now, carefully
digging with a small hand trowel, and dusting off bits and pieces
of rock and pottery to set aside. It wasn't Africa but it was hot
out, and her fair skin had never appreciated the attentions of the
sun. Her shoulder length blonde hair was drawn back into a pony
tail and she wore a broad brimmed straw hat with a blue feather
protruding from the side.

Her hiking boots were ankle deep in loose
soil, and her bare legs were dirty most of the way up her thighs.
Even her cutoffs were dirty from her constantly wiping her dusty,
dirty hands on them. As for her upper body, her tank top was moist
with perspiration, and the light, loose blouse she wore on top as
added protection from the sun seemed to draw the dirt in like a
magnet.

But she still loved what she was doing, and
wouldn't have been human if she hadn’t fantasized about discovering
some great thing all by herself, to much world acclaim. This
despite the fact she and the other undergrads had very strict
instructions to summon one of the professors at the least sign of
anything interesting. She had little doubt who'd get credit for
anything discovered in such a fashion.

She heard the whistle blow for the end of
their work day. It wasn't, to be truthful, a very long day. They
dug for perhaps four hours, then the professors would work at
dissecting the importance of anything found while the lowly rabble
of students left for their hotels – and that night's
entertainment.

She groaned as she straightened to her full
six feet of height. She put her hand at the small of her back,
rubbing it as she stretched and turned. Little wonder, she thought,
that the middle aged professors left the kneeling and crawling and
digging to students. It was hard enough on her. She had no doubt
Dunning would be laid up in bed for a week with a bad back if she
tried to do the same work.

She made her way down the hill and across to
the where the old microbus waited. She and seven other students,
most of them male, crowded in, all hot and sweaty and tired. One f
the things she'd learned about men, though, in the eight years
since she'd began to sprout up – and out – was that nothing
deterred them from their eager pursuit of sex. She felt the
farthest thing from sexy but the Peter Allen on her left, and
Foster Ellery on her right were still both eager to chat her up and
race their eyes over her body.

It bemused her, this fixation men had with
sex. It wasn't that she was uninterested, but not all the time! And
besides, if they were really as obsessed with the act of coitus
she'd have thought they'd put a little more effort into perfecting
their ability to perform it. She'd slept with six guys so far in
her life, and not been terribly impressed by any of them. Certainly
none were like the romances, nor the erotic stories she'd read.

They were all eager, of course, but to her
uneducated, but jaded eye, not terribly skilled or impressive. They
didn't do anything the men in the books did, seemed to finish
quickly, and then loose interest, and were inordinately proud of
themselves for what little they accomplished. Her former boyfriend
Dale would at least try. She had to admit that. He tried so hard
she'd become very good at faking orgasm so he'd stop and go do
something else.

Before him was Gordon, who lasted as long as
he needed to to get his own rocks off, and no longer. And then
there was Peter. She hesitated at Peter. He'd been an absolute
asshole, a four-star jerk, a creep, a cretin, a bully. She'd dumped
him very quickly. A pretty face didn't make a pretty mind, she
mused. On the other hand, the one and only time she'd orgasmed
during sex had been with him. He'd tied her spreadeagled to a bed
and had roughly taken her, used her, long and hard. She'd been both
aghast and excited. She'd been sore, embarrassed, indignant, and
yet some part of her had thrilled to the wild, carnal sex, and
she'd come powerfully.

Since then, though, she came when
masturbating, but not with men. She considered that a pretty sad
indictment of the male gender given they had more equipment to work
with than she. That was especially so given that she considered
herself, in general, to be a very erotic person, a very sexual
person who, like the guys, certainly had a lot of hormonal urges
towards wild and nasty sex. She had a very active fantasy life,
masturbated frequently, loved teasing the guys, and loved the
attention she got from them – usually.

As for Allen and Foster, they were both
likeable enough, though not terribly exciting. And they were both
as horny as most young men, as eager to fuck anything in skirts,
and probably as lacking in ability. Certainly they hadn't the sense
to realize that a girl who was hot, sweaty and dirty was not going
to be receptive to their double-entendres and innuendo, not to them
'accidentally' rubbing their bare legs against hers.

Foster was jammed in against her left side.
To relieve the pressure – or maybe not – he was sitting forward a
bit. That did relieve the pressure on her shoulder but he was in a
position that left his left arm pressing repeatedly into the side
of her breast, and she had a sneaking suspicion that was not an
accident. Other than turning her upper body away or keeping her
left arm raised she didn't know what she could really do about it
without getting rude.

Idiot. Clod.

“What do you think, Meghan, off to Badajoz
tonight for some partying?” Allen asked.

“I don't know. I feel kind of tired,” she
said. “Right now all I want is a shower.”

She made a face. Now they'd both be thinking
about her naked.

“Brad found a new disco last time he was
there. He said it was really hot,” Foster said.

“I'll see if I get my second wind later,” she
said. “Right now all I want to do is relax.”

Back at the hotel she left them behind, went
to the hotel room she shared with Mallory Cooper, and quickly
stripped. Mallory was at the museum today working on cleaning some
of their previous findings, so they didn't have to fight for the
shower this once.

After a few minutes under the cooling waters
of the shower she started to turn up the heat, then soaped herself
off a couple of times and washed her hair. She was starting to feel
better, and actively considering whether she wanted to go out
dancing that night.

She put on a wraparound skirt and tank top,
then went downstairs to get something to eat. An hour later she was
in a rented car on the way to Badjoz with Allen, Mark, Mallory and
Collin. She was wearing a very short, tight black dress with its
own built-in bra, and nothing else beneath but a small black thong.
She didn't know if she'd wind up getting lucky that night, but was
prepared for the possibility.

Two years ago, during a wild, drunken pub run
with her girlfriend Andrea she'd gotten her nipples pierced. Well,
they both had. Or at least, Andrea had gotten once pierced, which
had been her intent, as well. Somehow she'd gotten both pierced.
Too drunk to make herself understood properly, perhaps. And since
she'd already gone through it she was reluctant to let the holes
close. It was sexy, in a way, after all. So she usually wore studs.
Tonight, she had rings in, just in case anyone got a chance to see
them.

That would not be any of the guys in the car
unless she got really drunk. She worked with them every day and
didn't need rumors floating about. Nor did she like the idea of
whichever of them she slept with eagerly telling the others all
about what she was like in bed. Just because she was a tall blonde
all the male students seemed to have chosen her as their preferred
target for conquest. She was quite sure whoever managed the feat
would be considered a hero by the others.

Maybe on her final evening, she thought with
a small sense of smug arousal. Maybe she'd gift one of them with a
little 'exercise'. Hell, maybe she'd even enjoy it! Wouldn't that
be a shocker.

They arrived early but she loved to dance,
and set about doing so almost at once. The first few dances were
with the guys, then a handsome Spaniard came over, and she and he
danced several times as he flirted outrageously. After him came an
Englishman, then another two Spaniards. She was very much in her
element, basking in the male attention, and wondering, as she
consumed more alcohol, which of them she would choose that
evening.

What the hell. She was in Spain. She was on
holidays. Who said you were only supposed to sleep with a guy who
was a committed boyfriend anyway? Maybe Spanish men were better
lovers than the Americans she'd had in the past. Alejandro had a
beautiful smile, and was so cocky she was strongly tempted to see
if his performance lived up to his braggadocio. He had a nice ass,
too.

His fingers skimmed lightly along her as they
danced, always teasing, never crude, gliding up her sides, gently
brushing the sides of her breasts, sliding down her back and over
her buttocks. His legs slid between hers as he ground against her,
and his eyes were filled with the promise of hot, nasty sex even as
the music pounded against her.

Yes, it would be Alejandro! She batted her
blue eyes at him and let her lips lightly caress his lower lip.

“Do you live nearby?” she asked above the
music.

He just grinned and winked, then took her
hand and guided her through the wildly dancing crowds. The base
pounded at her chest as the lights flashed in the darkness, and
here and there a hand reached out to grope her bottom as she
passed. Then they were in a dark hallway, and then – outside! She
felt a sense of relief from the sound and light but was a little
bemused by the darkness. They'd come out a side door into an alley
facing the parking lot.

She wondered what he drove.

But he abruptly turned away from the parking
lot, and then with a gasp she felt herself whirled around and was
up against the wall. He was against her, his lips on hers, lightly,
at first, testingly, then filled with hunger and want. Her hands
pushed against him almost instinctively at first, then slid up his
shoulders as his mouth pressed down harder and his tongue slid
inside.

She moaned excitedly into his mouth as the
outside heat began to register. But her inner heat was far more
important, and it was rising fast. She grunted as she felt his hand
cup her breast and squeeze it. Another instinctive response drew
her hand down against his wrist, for they were outside, however
dark, and someone might happen by.

He gripped her wrist, both wrists, and jerked
them up and back, pressing them against the wall above her head,
then kissed her fiercely, taking her breath away. She felt no fear,
though, only a little indignation and a sense of anxiety, both
overridden by hunger as he held her wrists pinned with one hand and
returned the other to her breast. His fingers kneaded her soft,
swelling flesh as his mouth and hers slid hungrily together.

Then his hand slid up along her neck, and she
gasped, wide eyed, as she felt the top of her dress give way! She
tried to protest, but his tongue was still in her mouth, and in an
instant the top of her dress had dropped, baring her breasts.

His hand enveloped her left breast, squeezing
firmly, then fingers searching out her nipple. He pinched it
lightly, and she felt his fingers toying with the nipple, pulling
and twisting it experimentally. She gasped at the strange mixture
of wicked heat and throbbing ache as he tugged on the gold ring and
stretched out her rigid nipple. Her wrists pulled against his grip
again, but he only tightened his grip, then forced her wrists down
behind her head so that he could grip a hung of hair and hold her
head steadily too.

His free hand slid down between her legs, up
between them and under her skirt, and before she could react he was
already cupping her sex, his middle fingers rubbing her through her
thin thong. She gasped, her hips bucking, and tried again to twist
free.

“A-Alajandro!” she gasped as he pulled his
mouth free of hers. “S-Someone might come!”

“Yes, you,” he replied, his lips moving down
along the nape of her neck, his teeth nipping at her as his fingers
tugged aside the crotch of her thong.

She let out a squeal of shock, her eyes
rolling to the sides, anxious to ascertain no one could see. Then
she squealed again as he yanked hard on her thong and it tore
free.

“Wha – .”

He crushed her lips with his once again, and
she heard his zipper go down. He kneed her legs further apart as
she felt a sweltering sense of heat within. Then she felt something
rubbing up and down against her bare little sex which was
definitely not his finger.

“Oh!” she gasped as he slid into her.

He released her hands, his hands clutching
her buttocks, and she grasped his shoulder for support. His left
hand forced her leg up and apart, and he pushed deeper as Meghan
gulped in ragged breaths of air. Then she was clinging to him for
dear life as his hips worked in and out with hard, deep, eager
strokes that made her wince and gasp again and again.

Jesus, I'm letting some guy do me up against
a fucking wall!

The thought was appalling and arousing at
once, and she felt like a slut – but in a strange way that actually
aroused excitement rather than guilt or shame. His shaft was jammed
up against the very top of her sex, stroking back and forth as he
drove himself into her, and she could feel the rough material of
his jeans grinding against her clit. Her breathing became more
ragged as swelling waves of heat swept through her, and she felt a
sense of wonderment and glee as she approached orgasm.

She wrapped one long leg around him, grinding
back against him as their lips met once again, this time hers as
hungry as his, their tongues twisting together as he rode her up
into a massive orgasm that nearly shattered her mind.

* * *

“Hope it was worth it.”

She groaned and held her head as Mallory
looked unsympathetically in at her.

She was standing in the shower letting the
cool water pour down on her aching skull, and had a terrible
hangover. Mallory was standing in the doorway, arms folded across
her chest, looking unsympathetic. She thought Meghan had dumped
her, found some other people to party with, and gone on to another
disco. Meghan hadn't wanted to correct her because the girl was a
terrible gossip.

“You're lucky you're on cleaning detail
today,” Mallory sniffed. “I can only imagine how you'd handle being
out in the sun digging in your condition.”

Go the fuck away, Meghan thought fuzzily.

She turned the water a little colder, then
tilted her head back and opened her mouth, letting it pour in and
fill it so she could spit it out. She felt like shit – physically.
But in spite of that she also felt oddly cocky and smug. Alejandro
hadn't been the man of her dreams but he hadn't been boring,
either. And she felt a sense of conquest, of victory at having gone
against all the rules like that.

She'd done a guy up against a wall in an
alley!

And it hadn't ended there. Her throat was a
little sore as she had demonstrated to him, in her eagerness and
continued excitement, that her oral skills were superior to most.
Apparently Spanish women didn't routinely deep throat their men,
and it had almost literally blown his socks off. Unfortunately,
that had been his second climax in fifteen minutes or so, which
left her hungry pussy without much further satisfaction until he
had demonstrated his own oral skills.

She wasn't sure if he was good or not. Most
of the guys she'd had sex with had put little, if any effort into
it. Half hadn't done it at all. Alejandro's eager tongue probably
wasn't all that skilled, but once again, up against a wall,
virtually naked, her mind pulsing with a wild, sexual high, it had
been sufficient.

He definitely was going to get more chances
to show his skills. He'd even been polite and suave in the car
home. Then he'd persuaded her to demonstrate her oral skills once
again, which had left him too drained to do more.

Next time she'd make him go first!

But for now, as the queasiness receded in the
face of the cooling water and several aspirin she began to feel
more human. She'd have some coffee, and maybe some sort of fruit
plate for breakfast. Then she'd head over to the museum and ponder
the past – and future.

Of course it was silly to even think about
anything permanent with a Spanish guy. She was headed back to New
Hampshire in a few weeks, and she was realist enough to know that a
long-distance romance needed a lot more grounding to survive than a
few weeks of sex and partying.

That didn't mean the sex and partying weren't
a worthy objective themselves, of course.

Up against a wall!

Her throat was a little gravelly, for he'd
been a little rough that second time, but on the other hand, rough,
she decided, was exciting. She needed more rough in her life, more
wildness, more hot, nasty sex against walls! She was twenty. If she
wasn't going to get that sort of excitement now when the hell would
she?

She'd never met a guy named Milton before. Up
until this summer she'd have sworn there was no such name. Milton
Stein was somewhere between sixty and a hundred years old, and
never strayed far from the cool, softly lit confines of the museum.
He was small, thin, nearly hairless, with a doddering voice. But he
seemed to know his business, even if he did often enough forget who
the students were or what they ought to be doing.

She was sent off to a quiet corner of a dimly
lit storage room where there was a table, a desk lamp, a brush, and
other cleaning materials to carefully clean off some of the
findings the professors had decided were most worthy of attention.
Meghan definitely appreciated the dim lighting, though the small
lamps over the table were bright enough to cause her a bit of
trouble as she picked up a small oblong object and examined it.

At first she thought it was a stone of some
sort, but it quickly became clear that it was hardened clay coating
some sort of oblong square of wood. The corner of the wood
protruded where the clay had been broken off, so this was clearly
what they wanted her to clean off. She started with a small hammer
and a sharp chisel, delicately chipping away at the clay, using a
strong wire brush to expose more of the wood.

It was monotonous work, but still required a
focused mind in order to not damage the underlying object. Meghan
worked carefully, and the more of the box which was exposed the
more interested she became. It was clearly a manufactured item of
some sort, with small decorative carvings on the side she had
exposed. She continued to work away at it, humming softly to the
tune from her IPOd as she worked.

Then with a gasp, she realized that there was
a thin crack along the edge of the object just below the side. That
indicated it was a box of some sort, and she felt a momentary flush
of indecisiveness. She knew she ought to call the professor, but
her excitement got the best of her. She continued to work away
along the edge of the seam until she could slide a tiny screwdriver
in and gently try to open it.

She failed a few times, and went back to work
with brush and chisel, then, with wide eyes, she was able to see
the lid open and peer inside. There was an object, a shiny jeweled
object of some sort, and her excitement mounted. She slid her
fingers in and through a gold chain, then gently lifted out what
looked like an enormous, square cut sapphire in an intricate golden
frame. She licked her thumb and brushed it gently across the face
of the jewel to clean off some dust which had filtered in, and
darkness took her.
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Meghan had no idea where she was when her
eyes opened. She lay in some confusion and uncertainty for long
seconds. Her bed felt very hard, and she didn't remember going to
bed...

She slowly sat up, groaning. She had a
headache, and her mouth felt dusty dry. She also felt hot, and
wondered about the air conditioning in the hotel.

Her mind cleared slowly, with sharp little
shocks coming one after another.

The first shock was that she wasn't in bed.
She couldn't see much, but her hands knew the feel of dirty and
grass readily enough. She was laying on the ground somewhere!

Then she found she could see, after all. She
could see upwards to a vivid, star-filled, moonless night! With a
gasp of alarm, she forced herself to her feet, staggered, and fell
to one knee, her head aching, the world spinning around her. She
sat back down, staring around her, but seeing little but shadows in
the starlight. How had she gotten outside!? Who had brought her
here? Had someone drugged her, taken her here and...

She ran her hands over her body. She was
still dressed, right down to her thong. She felt a little sore down
there, but then the sex with Alejandro had been wild and rough. She
remembered that easily enough. But then she had gone home, slept...
showered... She remembered going to the museum, and that was the
last thing she remembered.

She ran her fingers over her head, exploring.
Someone with a concussion could easily lose their memory of the
events which had immediately precipitated the blow. She remembered
the jewel, and that was it. But a sharp blow to the head could have
caused her to lose hours of memories. Except she felt nothing to
indicate she'd taken a blow to the head.

The dizziness was fading. She tried to stand
up again, and this time succeeded. She swayed a little, but held
herself in place, and looked around. Unfortunately, the view was
little better than it had been from the ground. Without at least
moonlight, there was little to be seen. She tried to move around a
little, but the ground was uneven, and after her second fall she
resolved to wait until the sky brightened.

She sat on a piece of soft grass and
considered her situation. It was hot out, very hot, in fact, and
she was thirsty. But she couldn't be far from the hotel, or some
other source of water. She must be in some sort of park or farmer's
field as she couldn't see any lights. She was wearing the short
jean skirt she'd been wearing at the museum, and a midriff baring
blue tank top. Her Ipod was clipped to her belt, but she was
carrying nothing else. There were no pockets in her short skirt,
nor in her top. She was wearing comfortable flats with a low heel,
and her underwear. That was it.

How had she gotten here, wherever here was?
She didn't feel any bruising. She supposed she might have been
drugged, but she didn't feel like it. And there was no evidence
she'd been assaulted. Yet she knew the ground around the hotel. It
was a built-up area. There were no great, green fields or forests
around. She'd been there weeks now. She'd have noticed.

She didn't have access to a vehicle, so
someone had driven her here Had she gone out with Alejandro after
the museum? Had something happened which had robbed her of her
memory? Some sort of traumatic event? Her mind churned anxiously
with the possibilities, but she had no way to pursue them.

Slowly, the stars dimmed as the sky
lightened. Birds began to sing, and she strained her eyes, trying
to see around her. As the day continued to break she impatiently
rose and paced around. She could at least make out the ground
nearby now, well enough not to fall into a ditch or trip over a
large rock. Yet at first all she saw was barren ground with weeds
and grass and wild plants. She moved a little further afield and
heard a sound, a familiar sound she quickly identified as
water.

She almost fell over the edge of the cliff
when she reached it.

Cliff, was perhaps an exaggeration. But the
sharp brown rocky rocks upon the edge were a good twenty five feet
above the narrow swirling water which flowed past below. The other
side was perhaps fifty feet across, and the water flowed through
and downhill as the land fell away in that direction. It was quite
a familiar sight, though for the life of her she couldn't remember
where she'd seen it. IT took long moments before it came to
her.

This was the Langora, which flowed right past
the museum. But the narrow foot bridge which crossed it was gone.
She stared without comprehension, then slowly turned to look behind
her. All she saw were trees and brush. She turned back to the
river, knowing that she was surely mistaken. But she had faced this
exact bridge every day she had come down the side stairs of the
museum, and even crossed the bridge any number of times to get to
the parking lot on the other side.

Could there be another spot on the river
which looked exactly the same?!

Yet the landscape was similar, as well. The
museum sat on a low rise and the land fell away to the river, and
even further behind. The rolling hills were the same in the
distance, only now there were no power lines nor roads... nor
buildings.

But this was impossible!

There was a way to be sure, though. If this
was the Langora of her memory it turned in around behind the
museum, and there was a low ledge just above the water on the other
side people could climb down to and jump into the water. She
quickly made her way in that direction, heart thumping far too
loudly in her ear, and thought the ground was now overgrown with
brush and grass, rather than being paved, as she remembered it, she
went unerringly to where the ledge ought to be.

And it was.

She stood staring at it for long minutes, her
mind spinning like a tire on ice, unable to grip, unable to
understand what she was seeing or how she could be seeing it. A
dozen ludicrous impossibilities swept through her mind, each
instantly rejected as absurd. Yet as the world continue to lighten
around her and she stared around she saw no sign of life, no sign
of roads, of buildings, of anything man-made.

She turned and climbed the hill further, to
where the museum ought to be, and at its peak she stared around her
and saw nothing but grass and fields and trees.

“Where the fuck is everything!?” she
cried.

Somehow, this was a duplicate of the museum
area. That was the only theory which fit, however unlikely it
seemed. She was in some geologically similar area, in a forest or
national park. She would simply have to walk until she came to a
road. She clung to that thought as she looked for the most likely
direction, and then set out.

Two directions were blocked by the river, so
she set forth on the third, which she decided, based on the rising
sun, was west. It didn't really matter. Spain was a fairly heavily
built-up nation. It wasn't like the United States, with thousands
of miles of forests and woods. She walked awkwardly. The flats were
fine for walking around on stone and wood, but not really the thing
for tramping through fields.

It was either that or go barefoot, though,
and the land was rough around here, with many jagged stones. The
walking was difficult, and as the sun rose so too did the heat.
Meghan was soon sweating profusely as she stumbled along. She moved
towards a group of trees, pushed through the undergrowth around
them, then found herself in a shadowed interior. The trees were
immense, and the high, overhead branches shut out much of the sun,
so that there wasn't a lot of brush beneath.

It was easier walking now, for the land was
more even, and the she was protected from the sun, but her view was
more restricted. She caught occasional glimpses of the sun, and
measured her direction from that, not wanting to walk in circles.
After hours of walking, the silence became unbearable, and she
plugged her earphones into her ear and turned on the IPOD. The
familiarness of the pounding music brought tears to her eyes and
she wiped them miserably as she struggled along.

And then she heard a sound!

She jerked the earphones out of her ears and
listened intently. A voice was yelling not far away, a male
voice!

“Hello!?” she cried, turning in that
direction and scrambling forward. “Hello! Is anyone there!?”

There was silence around her save for her own
breathing. She continued to move quickly through the trees, and
once or twice thought she caught glimpses of movement, but whenever
she turned in that direction there was nothing but stillness. The
trees loomed tall on all sides, set close together, blotting out
the sun.

“Hello! Is anyone there!? I'm lost! Please
help!”

It occurred to her that if someone was there
it might well be whoever was responsible for bringing her there,
but she was so alarmed at the lack of any signs of civilization
around her she would have gladly accepted something familiar and
even mundane like some pervert kidnapping her to molest her!

The sound of movement spun her around and she
stared, gaping, at the man a few yards back. He was a tall, man,
broad shouldered with a massive, bare chest. He had dark brown hair
hanging to his waist, darkly tanned skin and narrow, suspicious
brown eyes as he held a spear aloft as if posed to throw it – at
her.

Meghan gaped at him, and then a second man
who moved out from behind a tree, then two more.

Like the first, they were all big men, all
bare chested. They wore a kind of kilt made out of hide, and
sandals laced up almost to the knees.

“H-Hello?” she gulped.

The closest one shouted at her. It sounded
vaguely Spanish, but though she'd been trying to learn some since
her arrival, the words seemed fuzzy and incomprehensible to her.
All four held spears at the ready, and stared at her as if,
somehow, she was dangerous. They were half crouched, wary,
suspicious.

“I-I'm sorry. I don't speak Spanish!” she
said, taking a step forward.

They jerked their spears even more
menacingly, and she halted, turning from one to the other in
helpless bewilderment. Who were they! Why were they dressed like
that!? What was with the spears!?

The closest one lowered the spear, but held it in both arms, more
fit to thrust than throw now as he moved closer. Alarmed, Meghan
eased back until she found herself backing against the trunk of an
enormous tree, and then the tip of the spear was up under her jaw
and she didn't dare move.

The man growled something at her, but she
only stared at him helplessly. His hair, she saw, was dirty, with
thick bangs spilling over his forehead. His chest was powerful and
muscular, his arms even moreso. It was not the toned physique of a
man who worked out at the gym, but of a man who worked his body
constantly.

He drew the spear-point back a little, then
up, brushing at her blonde hair, staring at it. The other three
came closer, staring, staring at her hair she thought fearfully,
and muttering darkly.

“I don't – .”

Her voice seemed to alarm them, one of the
others thrust his spear closer, almost into her belly, while the
first brought his up under her jaw again. Meghan moaned fearfully,
her head forced up and back – and back by the sharp tip of the
spear. One of the men snarled as if a curse, making as it to drive
his spear into her, but another held his arm.

The first spear lowered itself, sliding very
lightly along her exposed throat, then down to the front of her
blouse where it buttoned. A dark look, a hungry look came into his
eyes, and she realized that they had been distracted from –
whatever they had intended, because of how her back had arched as
her head had been forced back. Her back had arched – and her
breasts had thrust out against her thin top.

Now the sharp tip slid under the button, and
up, and the button popped off, the threads cut.

Meghan gulped in alarm, but anything they did
was better than sticking a spear into her. She didn’t move, frozen
against the trunk, breathing very shallow and ragged as the spear
slid down, and cut through a second button. The front of her blouse
began to part, and she could see the dark leers on their faces now
as the creamy top of her breasts was exposed.

They whispered urgently to each other. One
continued to glower murderously at her, his spear ready to throw.
The others had – different thoughts, apparently.

Meghan had no idea what was going on but… but
she needed to encourage those other thoughts!

The metal on the tip of the spears was made
of brass, if she wasn't mistaken, but were no less sharp for that.
They made short work of the buttons holding her blouse together at
any rate. Her stomach quivered as the spear points spread the
blouse open, exposing her chest and black lace bra. They stared at
it, frowning as if they'd never seen one.

Then one of the spears pushed between her
thighs, raising up her short skirt. The men leered even more, and
Meghan's pulse raced. Yet the fear of sex was far, far less than
the fear of taking a spear in the throat, so their sexual interest
was actually a relief. One of them shouted at her, and she jerked
back. He motioned with the spear, and she licked her lips, not at
all certain what he wanted.

She drew her hands up very slowly so as to
not anger them, up just as high as her hip, then unbuttoned the
skirt and eased the zipper slowly down. She felt the waistband
loosen, then as she pulled her buttocks free of the tree, the skirt
slid slowly down her thighs to pool around her ankles.

The men leered even more, and one of the
spears moved away from her.

Gulping, heart still pounding, still
trembling with fear, Meghan drew her hands up a little higher,
gripping the open blouse, and pulled it wider, then over her
shoulders. The men held their spears but didn't interfere. And even
the angriest one seemed to be less intent on doing away with
her.

Shuddering, she let the blouse fall. There
was a time for anger and resistance, but this was definitely not
it!

She reached behind her and unfastened her
bra. She'd often joked that men could be distracted from anything
by a pair of breasts. Now she let her bra drop and found the truth
of her own words as their eyes widened at sight of her breasts and
their lips drew back in eager desire. Meghan blushed hotly, then
hesitated. She saw their eyes going down and one of the spears slid
between her legs again, then rose up – all the way – until the side
of the spear, the shaft, was pressing against her sex through the
thin material of her thong.

Was this some sort of… medieval role playing
thing!? That must be it! These guys were acting like the savage
barbarian tribesmen who had conquered Langora! She almost felt
faint with relief. But then she felt a burst of anger! They were
using their getup to scare her into showing off her body, the
bastards!

On the other hand… they were hunky, muscular
men, and the relief of the fear which had been biting so deep into
her mind was so powerful that she found it hard to get angry. In
fact, now… now the idea of finding herself trapped by ‘savage
barbarians’ was kind of, well, darkly thrilling!

Ravaged by tribesmen from the middle ages!
How wild a game would that be!? But God, not all of them, surely!
She’d had fantasies about group sex, of course, but they were just
fantasies. True, she was away from home, away from her friends,
colleagues, family but God! Not four at once!

She gasped at the feel of the solid, rounded
wood against her sensitive flesh, forced up and back on her toes.
There was a dark sort of smirk on the man's face as he pushed it up
again, harder, then jerked it back.

Meghan gulped in a breath of air, realizing
she'd stopped breathing, then eased forward a little from the tree.
All the spears jerked up, as if in alarm. They sure were good
actors – if… if they were actors… But of course they were! What
else could they be!?

She had no idea why four large armed men were
supposed to be afraid of her but it was quite evident they were. Or
at least, were pretending. She looked at them uncertainly. This was
so bizarre! What was she supposed to do here?

Their behavior was not that of powerful men
with a helpless girl at their mercy, but anxious, wary men who
weren't sure what they had, but were certain it was dangerous.
Unfortunately, they weren't frightened enough to run away, just
frightened enough to kill her! Barbarians!

But wait, no, they were just role playing! Of
course… if that was the case they were awfully good. The
expressions on their faces were very real. Her mind was spinning
with it all. Certainly those spears looked and felt real!

But removing her clothing seemed to have
distracted them, and perhaps made her seem less threatening. She
sank downward, down to her knees. Surely that would make them feel
better? It was a submissive pose that could not be mistaken. Nor
was it. The men clearly relaxed, and now she saw the bulge in the
front of the man before her, in his... leather kilt thing. There
was no more mistaking that then there was her kneeling.

There was no doubt in Meghan's mind what they
intended. Certainly they wanted her body. But after that, what
then? Would the spears follow? Or was this role playing or… or
what!? Could she take a change that it was and just tell them off
and take off or… could she play along and have the wildest,
nastiest sexual experience of her life?

The spears were still pointing at her,
especially the man in the fore. He lowered it as she lowered
herself, and the tip was an inch from the center of her chest – at
first. But then eased aside, tracing lightly across her left breast
to the nipple, then into the gold ring. The cold metal made her
nipple harden and he licked his lips hungrily, the sharp tip
tugging up on the ring, and thus her nipple.

Meghan winced slightly as the ring was tugged
up, her nipple aching, stinging, but she didn't move, didn't try to
bat the spear away, made no sign of resistance. She liked bondage.
She had played those games many times. It turned her on, the
fantasy of being a helpless prisoner. So the idea of doing it like
this… in so realistic a way… was starting to make her body thrum
with sexual energy.

He drew the spear back, and she felt a wave
of relief. She saw him thrust the spear into the ground as he
barked something at his comrades. Then he swung the kilt thing
around and just like that, his cock sprang up and out from a nest
of dark pubic hair. It was thick and long and uncircumcised, and
Meghan couldn't help staring at it with wide eyes. There was no
avoiding this, she knew, and she desperately wanted them to not
fear her, not want her dead.

If they were real. But she didn’t think they
were real, at least, probably not! But if she pretended she thought
they were real, then she could have an experience to remember the
rest of her life! And if they were, well, then she should be doing
the same thing…

She reached very slowly for his thick cock,
and the other men held their spears ready as the one in front
glowered at her, standing his ground. Her slim fingers gently
traced the tip of his cock, then she slid them slowly around it.
Her left hand rose to slowly cup his balls and massage them, and he
licked his lips and looked on.

Heart thumping, Meghan eased a little closer,
slowly pumping her fingers on his thick cock, letting her thumb
stroke across the underside of the head. When she brought her lips
closer, though, the spears came up angrily. She halted in alarm,
but then, knowing nothing else to do, she eased forward and kissed
his cock. She raised her eyes up at him, trying to show that she
was no threat, trying to convey complete submission, and then let
her tongue lick lightly across the underside.

He gasped and flinched, but didn't move.
Meghan took long, slow licks at the underside, and kissed it
lightly, several times. Her fingers slid up his bare belly, and
despite the shock and fear she was feeling she felt an odd sense of
appreciation at how well-muscled his body was. Her fingers stroked
lightly against his abdomen as she gently took the head into her
mouth and began to lightly lick and suck.

All four men were staring at her in
astonishment, as if they'd never seen such a thing. The man before
her was especially shocked, but he didn't seem to be intending
violence. Meghan began to slide her lips up and down against him,
sucking and licking as she moved.

Their reactions shook her a little. It was
not the reactions of modern men. They were still in their ‘roles’
as barbarians. Their very, very well-played roles. Could they…
could they possibly be real!?

No! But it didn’t matter. She had to do this
anyway. And feeling herself in a fantasy was starting to heat her
body up like nothing she had felt in a long time. She was a slave
girl, or… or a princess trapped by these angry, hunky barbarian
savages! About to be ravaged!

That had always been a favorite fantasy. But
now it had a dark edge to it because she was beginning to suspect
it might somehow… be real!

She had no idea who these men were, but
without understanding how it could possibly be, some part of her
had decided that they were not men as she knew men. They were not
modern men, and somehow, she was not in a modern land. It was
impossible, but she was acting on that presumption, and that meant
she had to do anything she possibly could to keep these barbarians
from acting barbarous.

Pleasing men sexually was a pretty small
price to pay to keep those spears out of her body. And pleasing men
sexually was something she very much enjoyed doing. She was gripped
by anxiety as she did it, but also a strange, dark, twisted sort of
heat, a breathless sense of strange excitement.

Her lips slid slowly up and down, as her
hands slid back downwards, then in beneath his kilt to cup his
buttocks. She pushed her lips downward, and this time kept going,
taking him deep into her throat. There were cries at this, but they
were of anger and alarm. She felt herself hurled backwards and
landed heavily on her back with a gasp of pain, staring up at four
spears about to come down on her.

She screamed and covered her face, but the
spears held still. The man before her was examining his cock with
some consternation, glowering at her.

Meghan's mind raced, trying to understand
what she'd done wrong, then realized that they must have thought
she had quite literally swallowed his cock, or rather, bitten it
off. The man thrust his spear down into the dirt again and dropped
atop her. He tore her thong off and big hands gripped her hips,
flipping her over as though she weighed nothing. Then he yanked her
hips upward.

There was more consternation as they stared
at her, and Meghan felt his fingers trace the line of her bare sex,
perhaps wondering why she had no pubic hair.

She doubted they understood anything so
complicated as laser hair removal, but it didn't deter the one
behind her. He slapped her bottom sharply, stingingly, and Meghan
yelped as he forced her legs wider. Her face burned, but a strange
sense of wild, raw carnal heat began to percolate within her. This
was, after all, her favorite position and her favorite fantasy!

And almost subconsciously, she had adjusted
to the idea that sex was all she had to give away, all she had to
bargain with, all she had that was of interest, and so she had no
hesitation in using it to protect herself.

She blushed deeply as the other men looked
on, her mind squirming with a lifetime of discomfort, her chest
tight, her stomach fluttering and churning, but as she felt the
man's thick cock pressing against her entrance there was no thought
of resistance, and in fact, a strange sense of fatality and almost
anticipation.

Her widespread fingers were shoved into the
grass as the man mounted her, as his cock, slippery with her
saliva, pushed into her body. She was surprised to realize that she
was not dry, and felt a sense of breathlessness as she felt him
pushing deeper. His enormous hands tightened on her waist, and she
gasped and moaned as he pushed into her depths while pulling her
back against him.

Then he began to ride her, thrusting in and
out with harsh, rough, short strokes. It hurt, but it was nothing
compared to what the spears would feel like, she knew. And as he
jerked in and out her body began to adjust and open to him so that
the pain faded. His hands began to move over her body then,
caressing it, squeezing her. They slid beneath to cup and roughly
fondle her breasts as his cock moved more steadily inside her.

He was riding her quickly now, his hips
slapping against her upraised buttocks. His hands could not seem to
keep still, but raced over her body as he leaned forward. Meghan
braced her hands to keep herself in position as his hips struck her
harder, his cock punching deep into her belly with every rough,
powerful stroke. She gasped and grunted at the blows from his hips,
her insides swirling and churning as she felt the movement of his
thick shaft inside her.

He came quickly, giving a final series of
deep thrusts, then burying himself within her and pulling her
buttocks tight against his body as he emptied himself. He groaned
and then slowly eased back and Meghan felt a sense of
disappointment, the kind she always felt when her partner finished
too fast for her. Then, turning her head, she saw a second man
thrust his spear into the ground and turn his kilt to the side.

God, she thought, am I going to
have to fuck all of them?! Will I have to fuck every man I meet?! I
don't even know where I am!

But submission was her only key here. She
instinctively knew that any resistance would meet with a violent
response, so she held her position obediently, bottom raised, knees
apart, hands braced in the grass. She felt like a slut, in part.
But another side of her felt a dark hunger. So what if the first
guy had finished too soon! She had a second!

One of the men moved to the side, and then
his foot kicked at something. He bent and picked it up. It was her
IPOD, and frowning, he examined it. He drew the thin wires up in
puzzlement, and then stared at the buds. Lifting them closer to his
eyes, he heard the sound of music, and held one to his ear.

With a scream, he dropped them and stumbled
back. The others looked at him and he shouted and pointed at the
IPOD, picking up his spear again. The others gathered around it,
squatting, prodding it with knives, and bending to hear. One lifted
the wire with his knife until the buds were close enough for him to
hear the music, then he too shouted and fell back, dropping them in
the dirt.

The eyes they turned on Meghan were no longer
lustful. She gulped in alarm, her heart pounding as they shouted
and pointed at her. Then one of them leapt on her, slamming her
belly down onto the ground. He and another jerked her arms back
behind her, and she felt rough leather ties going around her arms
above the elbows. They crossed her arms there and bound them
painfully tight, ignoring her gasp of pain, forcing her shoulders
back cruelly.

Meanwhile, two of them were apparently trying
to start a fire, and acting almost frantic in their efforts.
Another leather strip went around her ankles, binding them tight,
as the men moved away from her, and she watched fearfully as they
built a fire, tossing in twigs and leaves, and then small, broken
branches. They built it up higher and hotter, and then one of them
began to push the IPOD across the ground with the tip of his spear.
He flipped it into the fire, and then they turned to her.

One of them bent and grasped the end of the
leather strip wrapped around her ankles, then straightened. He
began to drag her across the ground towards the fire, and Meghan
started to yell, to cry out, to beg, and then to scream as she got
closer to the flames.

Cursing, one of them leapt on her, jerking
back her hair. A wad of leather was jammed into her mouth, then a
thin leather cord tied around her head to keep it in place. The men
looked around nervously, then two moved off, spears in hand, as the
third continued to drag her to the fire.

She was almost to the fire when an arrow
struck him in the back and he fell forward, straight into the
fire.

The other yelled and whirled in alarm, but
another arrow came out of the trees, and he fell back as well.

Meghan's eyes bulged as she stared at them,
then around her, but there was no further movement for almost a
full minute. Then several men emerged from hiding. They were
smaller than the others, more slender. They too had sun bronzed
skin, and vaguely Latin features. They were boots, however, and
some sort of mail armor along with metal helmets.

I'm going insane, Meghan thought
dazedly.

But she could smell the man in the fire as he
began to burn.

Several more men emerged from the trees,
quickly and efficiently checking the bodies of the men they'd
killed before turning to her.

“What do you make of this?” one said.

Meghan's eyes widened at the English.
Except... it wasn't English. Yet she understood it, somehow.

“I have no idea. My cousin has been far to
the north and her skin looks like those northern tribesmen he
described. Her hair ...”

“I have never seen hair that color,” a third
man said wonderingly.

“Look. This is not something the Daghari do,”
said a fourth, squatting, knife in hand, and laying the tip against
her ringed nipple.

“I don't know what she is but I say just kill
her and be done,” said another.

“Look! She has no hair!”

The knife went between her thighs, against
her sex.

“Maybe she's had some sort of disease,” said
one of the men suspiciously. “Maybe that's why the Daghari were
burning her.”

They all drew back a little at that.

“I say kill her,” one of them said.

“I can think of other things I'd like to do
with her,” muttered another.

“Gods above, man! Do you have any idea what
you could catch from a creature like this!?”

“If we're going to kill her, let's take those
rings first.”

“Look, another!” said the closet, indicating
her belly button ring. “That looks like it would be worth a
fortune!”

Meghan was wearing a zirconium belly ring, a
bright, shiny bauble they seemed to have mistaken for a
diamond.

One bent and gripped her hair. Meghan
squealed into the gag as he pulled, forcing her to her knees. Then
he bent and cupped her breast, examining the ring piercing her
nipple.

“This is fine work,” he said. “Excellent
work. I don't know where I've seen better. This wasn't made by some
barbarian blacksmith.”

“Perhaps she's from one of the far eastern
tribes.”

“If they all have tits like hers I say we
invade.”

“We'll bring her to the captain and let him
decide.”

They cut the strips from her ankles and
hauled her to her feet, but left her arms bound and left her
gagged. One tied a coarse rope around her neck, then they led her
through the trees a short distance to a grass field. There was a
path through it and they moved along it, pulling Meghan behind. Her
bare feet moved awkwardly in the mud and grass, and with the terror
of her immediate death fading from her mind she became aware that
her shoulders were aching.

And, of course, that she was entirely
naked.
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Nudity just hadn't seemed important in the
face of possible death. It was amazing how the fear of taking a
spear in the belly focused ones mind. But now that those fears were
receding, now that she could actually understand what the men were
saying, and had some hope of communicating with them – if they ever
took away her gag, her fear was receding, and other things were
rising in her mind.

I'm fucking naked!

There were now eight of them, these soldiers,
all, of course, robustly male. They weren't as tall and...
savage... as the others had been, but there was no mistaking the
shape they were in, and no mistaking the eyes they kept casting on
her as she stumbled along... naked.

They seemed particularly fascinated by her
breasts, and couldn't stop commenting on them, not on the ringed
nipples, but the shape of her breasts, which they evidently found –
like most men in her experience – quite pleasing. Meghan was not a
big breasted girl. But she had never found it difficult to fill out
a bikini top. And they were full and firm with youth and
vitality.

And now eight sets of eyes kept admiring them
as they moved along. Nor did their eyes stray long from her groin,
where her pussy was far and away more visible, she supposed, than
those of most of the women of this place. If she was correct, if
somehow she had been transported back into the distant past, then
most women would have a copious amount of pubic hair down there.
That was not something she had ever found attractive, herself.

She had no hair below the waist, thanks to a
gift from her mother on her eighteenth birthday. Her mother
intended her to simply have her legs done, but as her comfort level
had grown, Meghan had decided to include her bikini area, as well
as her underarms. She wondered what the practices were of the local
women.

But that was an idle thought. For as she
walked along, her mind was divided along two paths. One was
concerned with where she was and how in the hell she'd gotten
there, along with what was going to happen with her, and how she
might get back. The second path was her intense awareness of her
undressed state, of her helplessness, and of the men surrounding
her, eying her like wolves escorting a succulent sheep.

At any moment they could pounce, and then
what?

Oddly enough, she did not fear that, at
least, not much. She hadn't forgotten the suggestion she simply be
killed out of hand. So survival was still her primary goal. Any
lesser fear was simply irrelevant at this point in time... in
time.

She was growing rapidly tired, however, as
they walked. None of the men seemed even winded, but she had walked
for some time already, and was probably not in nearly their shape
to begin with. She scented smoke from a fire, finally, then saw a
few thin tendrils rising above the grass. They came out of the
grass into a broad cleared area by a stream, and there was suddenly
a camp there.

A part of her felt a sense of relief, for she
was exhausted, sweating and desperately needed a drink. But then
she became aware of the men in the camp, dozens and dozens of
soldiers. Some were sitting near campfires. Some were sitting in
front of low tents. Some were standing around talking. All turned
to stare as she was led up, and her face heated further as they all
focused on her. Her arms jerked involuntarily, as if they could
pull free from the leather binding them behind her and cover her
naked body.

She was led through the camp, which was
silent at first, then erupted in a cacophony of whistles, mostly
obscene shouts, suggestions and questions.

“Where'd you get the slut, Jenmore?”

“New recruit, Jenmore?”

“Give her over to me! I'll train her!”

“Look at the tits on that slut!”

“I want to bend that one over my saddle!”

“Over your saddle? I just want to bend her
over!”

“I bet witch pussy is tight pussy!”

“That your new wife, Jenmore? Think she's big
enough to hold that horse cock of yours?”

“You forgot to shove your spear into this
one, Jenmore. Or did you do that earlier?”

Cringing, she was led amongst them all, past
numerous tents, up to a larger tent, where an older man stood. He
had no armor, but instead wore a black blouse of some kind over
what Meghan could only consider to be a red skirt. It wasn't a
kilt, for it wasn't pleated. The skirt came down to about
mid-thigh, and he wore it with no evident sense of
self-consciousness.

Nor, she admitted, did he look the least bit
feminine. He was perhaps thirty, which was quite a bit older than
most of the soldiers, and not as muscular. His body, though, looked
strong, wiry. His dark brown hair was cut much shorter than most of
the soldiers, almost what she thought of as a brush cut. His skin
was as tanned as theirs, though, and his eyes as brown.

He wasn't an unattractive man, but one she
would have dismissed yesterday as too old for her. Two men stood to
other side, flanking him, guarding the tent, she realized. They
were soldiers like the others, only bigger, taller, and their chest
armor was made up of strips of well-polished plate, layered, rather
like the shingles of a house, and fastened together with thin
leather cords against a leather undercoat.

“Report,” he said curtly.

The man who seemed to be in charge, the one
who had decided to take her to 'the captain' stiffened his body and
punched his fist against the center of his chest.

“Sir. We found a group of four Daghari,
probably a hunting party, just inside the woods to the southeast.
This one was as you see, and they were dragging her into a fire
they'd built.”

“Interesting.”

The captain examined her closely, then
reached out to brush her hair. A moment later he slid strong brown
fingers under her chin and raised her head, forcing her to look at
him.

“Have you questioned her, Jenmore?”

The other man seemed surprised. “Ah, we don't
speak Daghari, Captain.”

“And does this appear to be a Daghari to
you?”

Jenmore bit his lip in consternation.

“She doesn't look like a Daghari to me.”

“It didn't occur to me, Captain. She's so...
foreign, I was sure we wouldn't know a word of whatever language
her folk speak. And... well, if she was a witch, Captain, she might
have spelled us, belike.”

The captain nodded gravely but Meghan didn't
think he put much store in that idea.

“Remove the gag.”

Jenmore produced a knife and slid it up
against her cheek. Meghan flinched but he was quite nimble, and
sliced through the leather without cutting her. She worked the wad
of leather in her mouth out and spit it at the ground, then gulped
in air.

“Water,” was the first word she gasped, her
mouth being so horrifically dry.

There were mutters of surprise all around
her, and after the captain nodded, Jenmore opened a water skin he
had at his side and poured the liquid slowly into her mouth. It
tasted horrible, but Meghan tilted her head back, drinking
greedily, sucking from the narrow mouth of the skin before he
pulled it back.

“Who are you? Where do you come from?” the
captain asked.

It was impossible that she was standing her
naked, surrounded by scores of men, and be forced to answer
questions! It was bizarre, but after swallowing and licking her
lips, Meghan tried to explain as best she could.

“M-My name is Meghan,” she said. “I don't
even know where here is. I was in a museum, north of Badajoz, and I
was working on a small ancient box we'd found. I opened it and
found a jewel inside. I was cleaning the jewel and... and I woke up
… here... I don't know where here is!”

There were more mutters around her, extending
further back into the crowd of men.

“Where is this jewel?” the captain asked,
looking down at her belly button ring.

“I... I don't know. I mean, I never thought
to look.”

“Bring her inside,” he said.

The two guards at the door seized her arms,
one at each side, and half lifted, half dragged her into the tent,
then put her down roughly on her knees on the hide floor.

The tent held a simple cot made of cloth and
wood, a table, and two small chairs. A pack sat in one corner. A
sword hung from a hook on one of the tent posts, and armor lay in a
near pile at the head of the cot. The floor was made of some sort
of rough hide.

“You can go,” the captain said.

The two men thumped fists against their
chest, and withdrew. The tent flaps closed behind them, and she was
alone with the captain.

He stood before her, as if studying her.

He reached out and slid his fingers through
her hair, then tightened them, and drew her head slowly but firmly
up and back.

“You're a lovely woman, May-gan,” he said.
“Tell me about this Badajoz place you come from.”

He released her hair, then pulled over one of
the chairs and sat down in front of her.

Meghan swallowed anxiously. He had made no
move to hurt her, but neither had he offered to cut her arms free
or give her anything to wear.

“I'm not from Badajoz,” she said. “I was on a
dig near the museum which is near there.”

“The dig?”

“I... I'm an architecture student.”

She had to backtrack further and explain what
architecture was.

“So you are a scholar,” he said.

“I... I... yes. And we were digging at the
ruins of an ancient palace.”

She explained the dig, the purpose of it, and
how she was working on the jewel. Then she had to backtrack again
to explain that she actually came from Boston, and that was some
distance from Badajoz.

“What direction is that from here?”

“I don't know where here is!” exclaimed.
“More importantly, I don't know when I am.”

He raised his eyebrows.

“I think that... I think that somehow I have
gone back in time.”

His eyebrows raised even higher, and he
smiled.

She tried to explain about the landscape
around the museum, and how it had all changed, even as he reached
down and cupped her left breast. She gasped, but continued to speak
as his fingers slid up to her nipple and began to examine the ring
there. He tugged it a little, and slipped his little finger through
it. It was, to put it mildly, distracting.

“Who made this?” he asked.

“I-I don't know. I bought it at a store.”

His other hand toyed with the other ring,
turning them both, lifting them, his fingers stroking both rings
and nipples together as she felt her chest tighten and her stomach
begin to churn.

“The soldiers seem afraid you are a witch,”
he said. “Your hair is an extraordinary color, though I have heard
that some in the far north have such coloring. Your skin is very
fair and unmarked, and your features are like to that of statues of
celestial maidens.”

His hand slid down her chest, down her belly,
and between her legs, causing her to flinch again.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

Biting her lip, Meghan obeyed, and her face
reddened as his fingers rubbed at her sex and the flesh around it.
She felt a hot rush pass up her body as his fingers caressed her
clit.

“Your body seems to have no hair. I thought
perhaps you had shaved it with a very sharp razor, but there is no
trace of hair where all mortals have it.”

He gripped her hair again, jerking her head
up and back sharply so that she gasped in pain.

“Yet I believe you are mortal,” he said
thoughtfully.

“I-I am!” she gasped.

“Well, there is one way to test that, but if
you speak truthfully, passing the test would be the end of
you.”

He released her hair, then cupped her
breasts, lifting them, examining them.

“And that would be a waste. For you could be
worth a great deal of coin.”

Coin?

“How many summers do you own?|

She stared at him blankly.

“Your breasts are those of a very young girl,
yet over large for that. I sense, though, that you are no
child.”

“I'm twenty, “she said.

He cocked his head to one side, his fingers
kneading her breasts as she fought to keep herself steady.

“Twenty summers. You look far less than that,
for all your height.”

He brushed his thumbs across her nipples,
which were already erect.

“I have not seen skin so unmarked in a very
long time.”

He released her breasts and stood up. Meghan
found her face inches from his groin, but only for a few moments.
He walked past her and opened one of the flaps.

“Send for the physician,” he said.

He returned to her and poured a goblet of
something.

“Would you like some wine?” he asked.

“Yes, please,” she said eagerly.

He held the goblet to her lips and she drank
thirstily.

She drew her head back a little. “I haven't
eaten or drank since I wakened here.”

“Last night, you say.”

He went to the table, and she saw him open
the top of a wicker basket. He reached in and took out some sort of
pear, then held it before her lips. It wasn't what she wanted, but
she bit into it anyway. It tasted sweet, and she bit again, chewing
and swallowing quickly as he watched.

She was half finished when the flap drew back
and a thin, older man came in. He had white hair and a neatly
trimmed white beard. Aside from that, he wore a white robe which
dangled to his knees, with a rope around his waist.

“Fostus, what do you make of this girl?”

“Lovely,” the man said.

“Is she human?”

“For all her strange coloring, she would
appear to be,” the man said.

He touched her hair, ran his fingers through
it, then tugged on it, forcing her to her feet. She gasped as he
lifted her and sat her on the table, then ran his fingers over her
face, down over her breasts and back up to her cheeks. He pressed
his thumbs against the sides of her lips, forcing her mouth open,
and examined her teeth.

He pushed against her shoulders and Meghan
yelped as she fell back onto her back. His hands pulled her thighs
up and spread them wide, then his thumbs pulled open the lips of
her sex.

His finger pushed slowly into her sex as the
captain looked on, and she blushed furiously.

“Her skin is remarkably unmarred, but you'll
have noticed that,” he said over his shoulder. “Aside from her lack
of hair her sex looks as it should.”

He pressed a finger against her back opening
and slid it into her, and Meghan blushed even more furiously.

“Note her teeth. I haven't seen teeth that
perfectly shaped before. Her facial features are longer and more
narrow than I've seen too. She's like a portrait of a celestial
maiden.”

“Yes, I know.”

“She is no virgin but has born no children,
and I judge has been little-used.”

“She says she is twenty summers.”

The doctor's eyebrows rose. He ran his
fingers over her breasts again.

“It is possible. Tell me, what was she
wearing when found?”

“Nothing. The Daghari had her prisoner.”

“And your men did not search around to see
what they might have taken from her?”

“Were you wearing anything, girl?” he
asked.

“I-I... yes,” she gulped.

“We should obtain the clothing. We could
learn much about her origin from the style of the weaving.”

“I will see to it.”

Meghan yelped as the doctor abruptly thrust a
thin pin into her breast. He tugged it back, and watched a thin
bead of blood emerge. His finger brushed it off and he sniffed at
it, then licked it.

“The blood tastes normal,” he said. “She
looks like she was raised in a palace somewhere.”

“A very valuable prize then,” the captain
said.

“Even more if you can find more of them.”

“Yes, we shall have to search.”

“But there aren't,” she gasped. “There's just
me!”

“Perhaps,” the captain said. “Or perhaps you
lie.”

He turned to the doctor. “Thank you,
Fostus.”

The man bowed his head, then left, and the
captain looked down at her. Since he was standing at the edge of
the table, where her bottom rested, legs spread, Meghan felt her
pulse beginning to race. His eyes moved up and down her body, and
then his hands followed, but casually.

He brushed two fingers over her lips, then
slowly eased them into her mouth and across her tongue. Meghan felt
her heart thump, and stared up at him as his fingers gently
caressed her tongue, turning slowly within her mouth. He withdrew
them, and his hand moved between her spread legs. His fingers
rubbed lightly along the lips of her sex as she held her breath,
then slid slowly into her.

“Mortal of celestial, you will bring a fine
price at market,” he said.

Meghan's eyes widened. Then she gasped as the
pad of his thumb brushed at her clit, then did so again, and again.
She felt the rapid resurgence of that dark fantasy heat, the heat
which had not been satisfied by the barbarians. Here was another
barbarian, but a much cleaner and more civilized one!

“I have never seen a girl denuded of hair
before,” he said. “Save for very young girls. I must say I find the
appearance... pleasing. And your skin is... soft. Very, very....
soft.”

Meghan stared up at him, wide-eyed,
breathless, watching as his fingers rubbed at her, as they slid
slowly in and out of her pussy. The front of his skirt – his robe,
she supposed – was rising. When he raised it she caught her breath
as he drew himself out, naked, thick, hard, and as uncircumcised as
the savages in the woods.

He rested his cock against her, drawing his
fingers out, then rubbed it slowly up and down along her sex.

“I have never been serviced by a celestial
before, but I have some experience with well-born women.”

He pressed down with the head of his cock,
still sliding it up and down her sex, letting it spread the lips of
her sex slowly apart as it moved. It stroked across her clitoris,
and then pushed down into the mouth of her sex. Meghan held her
breath, chest tight, heart pounding as he slowly applied more
pressure, and then sank his shaft down into her.

“Ohh!” she gasped.

He gripped her thighs, pressing them down
harder, and his hips pushed forward. She moaned as his shaft pushed
deeper, as it spread the lips of her sex and the walls of her
pussy. She felt it push almost all the way to the back of her, then
reached even that as his hips pressed against her buttocks.

He sighed, then reached down and peeled his
robe up and off. Nude, he was all muscles, but small ones. He had a
slender body, but athletic, without an inch of fat. Meghan lay on
her still-bound arms and stared up at him as he leaned into her,
coming closer and closer. His hands slid off her thighs as his hips
pushed down, slid up her body and kneaded her breasts. Then he bent
fully, and seized her hair roughly, jerking her her head up and
back to draw a small gasp of pain from her lips.

His own covered them, and she moaned against
his tongue as his hips pressed firmly against her buttocks, then
began to grind against her. She was breathless, overawed by
everything, and lacked even the most elementary control over
anything she did – or was done to her.

She was alarmed that he had decided to simply
use her like this, but not surprised, and in some way even
reassured as to her value. He was also being considerably less
rough than the barbarians had. And again, that dark twisted thrill
of being a sexual prisoner to barbarians began to rise, and she
felt the sexual tension crackling through her body.

More to the point, her entire concept of
sexual morality had gone out the window with her passage to this
place, this... time. This was a place where people killed each
other for any old reason! And she had no defense. That meant she
needed someone to defend her, to protect her, and that in turn
meant she needed someone to value her.

Meghan couldn't have explained her feelings
to that degree, not just then, but she felt no outrage that the
captain was making use of her body, no resentment towards him as
she would have if she'd been back in her own time. This was the way
of things here, and if she was going to survive she needed to
rapidly adapt.

If she thought in historical terms, in fact,
women had been trading their body to men for protection for eons.
Perhaps it was even instinctive, in a way. But she wasn't really
thinking at that moment. She was seized with the sensations of his
thick cock inside her, and his dark eyes above her, and his tongue
in her mouth, and his hips pressing against her upraised buttocks.
The weight of her body on her still bound, crossed arms was a
constant reminder of just how helpless she was as his hips ground
against her, then began to move in and out.

“So... tight!” he gasped, hips working
faster, harder.

Meghan moaned as his hips began to strike her
more forcefully, as his thick cock penetrated deep into her belly,
the head punching against the back wall of her sex with every
thrust. Her thighs ached as the tendons strained with her position,
her legs spread out wide to either side. The table rocked beneath
her as he thrust harder. Then his lips were on hers again, his
tongue sliding between her teeth. Only now her tongue rose to
caress it in turn.

His fingers continued to slide through her
hair, while his other hand slipped up to knead her breast. Her
insides began to churn, a strange dark wall of sensual heat
building within her as his cock moved in and out. Her tongue and
his twisted within her mouth and her insides began to ache from the
force of his rapid thrusts.

He drew up and back, standing straight, his
hands on her thighs again. He gripped her legs, fingers like steel
as they surrounded her soft flesh, and jerked her hips up to meet
his strokes. Again and again and again he jerked her up against him
as her breathing became more and more ragged.

She had a wild, desperate thought that it
seemed incredible that she could become so aroused so quickly,
especially given her situation, but her mind and body seemed to
have fallen back on instinct, and with the powerful strokes driving
his cock deep inside her she soon realized she was on the verge of
orgasm.

He jerked her hips up again, raising her
buttocks off the table, her legs jerking wide to either side, and
the orgasm struck. The strain, the ache in her thighs seemed to
resonate with her pussy, with her clit, and she arched back, her
head rolling helplessly, bonelessly, beneath her as the orgasm
lashed her senses.

Then the captain dropped her buttocks,
dropping his body atop hers, and began to thrust with an even more
aggressive, powerful stroke. He grabbed her hair, his lips crushing
hers as he thrust in faster, shorter strokes that stretched her
orgasm out and elevated to something so intense she wanted to
scream.

The pleasure rolled over her in a long,
endless, mind shattering wave as the muscles in her body spasmed
and snapped, and she felt her hips bucking up against him as she
impaled himself on his stiff cock, glorying in the sensual pleasure
pouring over her.
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Meghan sat in a corner of the cage, kept in
with the rest of the booty the men had collected during their
campaign. There were a lot of furs, along with weapons and armor, a
lot of leathers, and rough made boxes whose contents she could only
guess at. Her arms had been unbound, for which she had felt a
profound relief, but then her wrists were tied firmly together,
crossed behind her. She was still helpless, but her shoulders no
longer ached.

And she was still, of course, entirely
naked.

The entire camp had found a reason to come by
to stare at her over the previous hours, however, so she was
starting to get used to it, and no longer cringed every time
someone looked at her.

There was a tarp over the cage to keep the
sun off, but she was still hot, still sweating. Every now and then
one of the guards came by and held a water skin between the bars so
she could drink from it, but even that was embarrassing. With her
hands bound she had to drink from the skin as if, well, she was an
animal. She half expected them to put a bowl of water out for her
to lap.

Not all the men were short, but from what she
could see she was the tallest person in the camp. She remembered
history classes detailing how poor diets kept people much smaller
in previous centuries, so wasn't altogether surprised at this. She
wondered what they would have made of a collection of NBA stars.
She supposed the men in the woods ate better. Certainly they'd be
eating a lot more meat.

She had gone back over what had happened in
the tent with the captain. She didn't think much of her behavior,
of her response to him using her body as he had. She didn't
understand it and her mind squirmed away from the memory of her
coming like some kind of whore. What was wrong with her anyway? Of
course she couldn't resist whatever they wanted to do to her, but
why on earth would she respond like that!?

Of course, it was true that she'd always had
sexual fantasies, like many women, of being 'taken' by big,
powerful men, even of being the sexual prisoner of pirates or cruel
kidnappers (invariably very handsome), so there was some context,
she supposed, to reacting to her situation in that way. But there
was far more to it than that. Meghan had always been a practical
girl, and in accepting that she was no longer in her own world, she
had almost unconsciously thrown aside all the rules of
behavior.

Proper behavior now was whatever was locally
called for. And in her situation that was doing anything the men
wanted. There was no recourse, and protest would have been
useless.

But there was also something strangely,
darkly exciting about being naked, the lone female, in amongst all
these men. Her long walk back, surrounded by them all, had done
strange things to her head. She'd been entirely naked, helpless,
bound, and they'd all been looking at her, staring at her, wanting
her, making lewd, often obscene comments about her. It had been
humiliating, at first. But you couldn't go on being humiliated by
the same thing for hours on end. Soon you got used to it.

And when the shame of being nude around them,
the shame of the way they looked and talked about her faded away,
what was left was the sexual electricity around her. Several of
them, she knew, had had erections just from looking at her. She
could only imagine what was going through their minds as she walked
along!

Hours of that had left her feeling very …
odd. Self-conscious, certainly, but also with a heightened sense of
her own sexual attractiveness and sexual value. All those men, they
had wanted to jump her, bear her to the ground, and ride her like
rutting dogs! She remembered the way the forest barbarian had
ridden her, the feel of his thick staff driving deep into her
belly. It had been so... carnal, so raw and sexual.

It was so immensely beyond all her previous
experiences of any sort of public displays of sex or sexuality!
There were so many rules about harassment most places, that men
just didn't... well, and of course, she never dressed slutty so...
it was just all so strange!

Several men came to the cage, and she drew
back anxiously as they unlocked the door and came in. All of them
gazed at her lustfully, but none touched her. Instead, under the
loud and obscene direction of one of their sergeants, they began to
pack up the goods and carry them outside to place in a wagon. The
sergeant then reached down for her, gripping her arm. He turned her
around and then cut the rope around her wrists, freeing her.

Meghan groaned and rubbed her wrists as he
shoved a wooden bowl of some sort at her.

“Eat,” he barked.

She had no idea what it was. It didn't look
very appetizing. It was some sort of meat broth. But she was so
ferociously hungry she bent her mouth to it and began to slurp it
up as quickly as she could. When she was finished, she licked the
bowl, then drank from a small mug of water, finishing every
drop.

Now if she only had a toothbrush, she
thought sadly.

How am I going to get home!?

Would whatever had happened simply wear off?
Would she wake up and find this was some sort of strange dream? She
had gotten here because of the jewel thing. Maybe if she could find
it again she could get back. But where was it? She had probably
dropped it back in the museum, which would render the point moot.
But then she suddenly had a thought. What if she had dropped it
only after she'd been transported – here? What if it was even now
laying in the grass where she'd wakened!?

She had wandered around from there almost as
soon as she could see well enough to not fall. It was quite
possible that it had lain at her feet and she'd never even noticed
it! If she could make her way back there might she find it, and
might she be able to use it to return home?!

She gazed across the camp towards the
direction they had come in from. A few hours walk and she would
reach the forest area where she'd been taken. Then she could enter
the forest and head – east. Once she found the river she could
follow it to the hilly rise where the museum had been. Yes, she was
fairly certain she could find it again.

But how to escape...

The sergeant tied her hands behind her once
again, then drew her outside. He gripped her by the waist, then
lifted her easily up onto the wagon, where she settled beside a
sack of something soft. The sergeant then lifted the tailgate of
the wagon and the wagon set off.

All around them the camp was packing up, and
getting ready to move. Her wagon moved over beside a group of
others, then the men formed ranks and started walking, with the
captain in the lead, riding a horse. The wagons, of course, brought
up the rear.

With some effort, she managed to re-position
herself off to one side of the wagon, where the weapons were. She
worked a short sword out of its sack, then began to saw at the rope
around her wrists, slowly, but carefully. It didn't take very long
to free them. She then waited an opportunity, heart pounding now,
for if it didn't come, they would find her wrists cut loose and be
much more careful with her in future.

She had long legs, and had always been a good
runner. She was fairly confident of outdistancing them in the short
term, but there was no way she had the stamina to keep that up
long. And besides, the captain, and a few others, were on horses.
She began to despair of seeing a way to escape until they passed
through some trees, and then out through a field of very tall
grasses.

If there were wide, cleared roads in this
place she hadn't seen one. They were on what was little more than a
wagon trail, and the grass grew to eight or ten feet on either
side! The problem was going to be the man driving the wagon behind
hers. He spent a good deal of time staring at her, ogling her, and
would certainly notice the instant she jumped over the side and cry
out the alarm.

She knew she would be pursued quickly, but
was hoping for at least a few seconds head start so she could dodge
off to one side or other.

She examined the tailgate. It was a simple
affair, and she quickly realized that she could dislodge the thin
wooden pin holding it up by simply shoving it back through the ring
with her foot. That would drop the tailgate. But then what? Her
mind worked furiously, and she was not a woman lacking in
creativity or intelligence.

She had been riding on a sack. Now she slid
off onto the floor. That meant the driver behind could only see her
head over the tail-gait. She deftly emptied the sack. She searched
around in nearby sacks without appearing to move too much to the
wagon driver, and found some hides and then a length of long
leather strips. Perhaps she could tie something together, she
thought. She took a long knife from the sack of weapons, as well,
or perhaps it was a short sword.

The trail was not straight and true. It
veered from side to side every now and then. When it began to turn
she shoved the pin, while sitting on the sack of soft items. As
soon as she saw the tailgate start to go down she shifted her
weight violently to the side, shoving the sack hard. This dropped
her down onto her bottom on the wagon, but sent one of the sacks
dropping over the edge onto the road behind her.

“Hey!” the driver behind her said.

But that wasn't a call which drew a lot of
attention at first. Her wagon had a large pile of goods on it.
There was so much that the driver couldn't see her over the pile.
And he couldn't see the driver behind him either. He kept going.
The wagon behind stopped for the driver didn't want to run over the
sack.

“Hey, idiot! You dropped something!” he
called.

Her wagon continued to move. Every foot
further away it got from the driver behind moved it further around
the turn until the wagon behind became invisible behind the tall
grass. Meghan seized her chance, dropped off the end with her own
sack and its possessions, and ran into the grass.

She ran as fast as she could, angling off the
way they had come, but changing directions often, heading directly
away from the trail as much as she could. She heard shouting from
behind her, but then was running down a low hill and into some
trees. She gleefully embraced the shadows and slowed her run, but
kept moving quickly, wanting to enlarge the distance they would
have to search in order to find her.

She was soon clear of the sounds of pursuit,
and more than a little smug about it as she moved through the
woods. True, she was completely naked, had, and was in a strange
land full of violent men. But she'd escaped! Now she had an
objective! And that was to get back to where she'd started, cursing
herself for a fool for not having checked all around her when she'd
wakened to begin with. She might have avoided everything which had
happened if she'd picked it up, rubbed it, and popped back into the
future!

If it was there.

But she refused to think about it not being
there. It had to be there!

She found a stream to drink from, then took a
short swim, paddling about, wetting herself and her hair to wash
off some of the sweat and dust. That was energizing, and afterward
she opened her sack and considered what she had available. She was
able to cut one of the hides into a reasonable approximation of a
short skirt and then cut holes in the end so she could use the
leather strips to tie them in place around her hips. She did the
same for a smaller leather hide to use as a kind of tank top. Then
she tied two more pieces of hide under her feet, using the leather
cords to bind them in place.

They were not as good as shoes, but would
offer at least some protection from stepping on stones.

She was altogether quite pleased with herself
when she finally rose, took another sip from the river,. tied a
thin hide strip around her hips as a belt, and slid the long knife
into it. She stuck the now nearly empty suck through the other
side, and then moved on.

She stayed by he river as much as possible on the theory it was
headed in generally the right direction, and might turn into the
narrow, fast moving one which went by the museum. It also provided
drinking water, of course...

As night fell she considered her options. Had
she really only been here one day!? She kept going, despite her
aching legs, as long as she could, but then she was stumbling and
falling, and had to find a place to wait out the night.

It should have been impossible to fall
asleep, but she slid into a copse of trees and, exhausted, was soon
sleeping soundly.

Shouts brought her awake. It was still dark,
but she heard voices in the distance, making her heart thump as she
crouched low. She hear dogs then, and her eyes grew round. Could
they have tracked her!? She cursed her stupidity for not thinking
of dogs! But there was an answer to dogs, and she crawled on her
belly to the edge of the river and slid in.

It wasn't a wide river, and she swam slowly
across it, as quietly as she could. The sky was starting to
lighten, but she could still not see far beyond her nose, so was
hoping whoever was back there could see no further.

She reached the other side and turned, seeing
pinprick lights of small torches in the distance. Swallowing
anxiously, she turned away from the river and began to move as
slowly as possible until the sounds faded and the light grew bright
enough to hurry.

Her stomach soon started rumbling, but she
steadfastly ignored it. She'd been meaning to lose a little weight
anyway, she told herself. If she kept up this pace she'd be back at
the museum by mid-afternoon. She could eat whatever she wanted
then!

She stopped around noon, panting for breath
in the heat and wishing she dared go back to the river. She was
sweating like a pig! And the hides were hot!

She removed the skirt and cut it shorter,
just long enough to hide the essentials. Her modesty, after all,
had taken a hit over the past day. Then she took off the top and
examined it. It was basically a rectangle with a hole in each
corner and two cords binding it together behind her neck and back.
She cut two more holes near the bottom, then cut off a large chunk
of it near the top and cut two more holes.

She used a third cord now. The first, at the
bottom, tied the bottom of the halter in place. The second pulled
it in tighter against the bottom of her breasts to lift them up and
support them better. Then she drew the third cord up behind her
neck and tied it into place. The halter fit much better now, and
was also smaller. It had entirely covered her breasts and upper
chest. Now it covered her lower breasts to just past the nipples.
It showed an awful lot of cleavage, but that wasn't much of a
consideration.

Her rest done, she headed off again, checking
the sun on occasion to make sure she was still headed east and
south. The sun was headed toward the horizon when she heard barking
again. Gasping, she jerked her head around, then began to sprint.
She ran until breathlessness dropped her. Then she quickly cut her
now nearly empty sack to strips and bound them around her feet,
hoping they would throw off the scent.

A little rested, she ran on as best she
could, but her legs were aching fiercely. She'd been on them most
of the day, after all. Despite her best efforts, however, the
barking grew closer. Then as a desperate turn of the head showed
them bounding through the woods behind her, leapt up at the
branches of the nearest tree and climbed frantically up out of
reach.

The dogs had seen her, however, and reached
the tree, barking like mad, a pack of six of them. At first she
wondered if they might not be wild dogs, but then saw the cords
around their necks. When the sound of horses hooves reached her she
knew she was caught and closed her eyes in despair.

* * *

The ride back was less exhausting, but no
more pleasant. The two men on horseback stripped her of her
hand-made clothing, then bound her arms behind her and hefted her
up across one of the horses. The grinning driver mounted behind
her, and snugged in tight against her buttocks as they headed
back.

It was not a short ride, and his wandering
hands constantly made her yelp and gasp and jerk so that she almost
fell off the horse. He let her drink from his water skin, however,
and let her chew on some not-very-tasty chunk of hardened food. At
least she assumed it was food, that he kept in his saddlebag.

The men switched her between them several
times, supposedly to not overtire one of the horses, but she
suspected it was more than that. Both of them had very eager,
wandering hands, and her nipples began to ache from the constant
plucking and pinching and rubbing. The younger one ground himself
into her buttocks until he came, which grossed her out. The older
one was also hard, but his hands were a lot more experienced, and
her nipples ached in a different way under his touch, even as he
stroked at her clitoris with a soft, gentle motion that her insides
churning despite her situation.
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They couldn't make it back before dark so had
to stop and camp for the night. Just two men, six dogs, and her –
naked. They gave her more water while they made dinner over a
campfire. It tasted so delicious her mouth began to water as she
stared into the fire. She had put out a great deal of energy that
day and taken in very little in the way of sustenance. She was
ferociously hungry!

The chunks of meat they ladled out onto their
plates caught her eyes as she edged closer. But neither of the men
moved to untie her.

They were both a head shorter than her. One
was her own age, the other, named Brill, probably twice that. They
had short dark hair, round, darkly tanned faces, and wiry bodies.
Brill had a square cut jaw and a small scar across his chin, while
the younger one, Greyor was fresh faced, with wide eyes, and a
slightly flattened nose. Both wore thin mail shirts and the same
short skirt like garment she'd seen on every other man.

Their eyes seldom left her as they sat by the
fire. That left her constantly aware of her own nudity, and her own
value as a sexual object. No doubt that was all they saw her as, of
course, and treated her that way too.

“Man, I'd like to put her down and fuck her,”
Greyor of them sighed.

“You heard the captain,” Brill said
sympathetically. “Quim like that ain't made for such as us. She's
not to be befouled by our seed.”

“Captain wouldn't know, now would he?” Greyor
said, eying her hungrily.

“Would if the slut started to get fat with
your babe.”

They both sighed.

“You could fuck me and then let me go and
they'd never know,” she said.

They both laughed.

“We go back and tell them we couldn't find
you and we'll be booted out of the trackers and have to start
walking with the infantry again,” Brill said. “That's if we're
lucky. No one would likely believe it and we'd probably be put to
the question on suspicion we sold you somewhere.”

“C'mere, slut, if you wants some food,”
Greyor said.

She edged closer and one of them held up a
greasy chunk of meat, grinning. It was obvious they weren't going
to untie her, so, blushing, Meghan had to lean in and lick it out
of his fingers.

Brill did the same, and they alternated,
feeding her, even taunting her as though she were a dog, making her
kneel 'properly' which meant with her knees spread wide. They had
placed her between them, and their hands continued to run over her
body as they fed her.

Meghan gasped and flinched every now and then
at this or that touch or pinch, but knew she could do nothing about
it, and focused on eating. Greyor's hands were rough and eager,
especially where they groped her breasts and pinched her nipples.
But Brill, who sat on her left, had a delicate touch with his
fingers, and seemed to enjoy the tactile pleasure of rubbing her
between the legs. His fingers stroked up and down across her
clitoris again and again, dipping inside her every now and then,
turning and twisting within the tight folds of her sex.

“Tight slut, she is,” he sighed.

“Noose be tight too, around yer neck,” Greyor
said.

“Aye. I know it.”

Brill slid his other hand forward and held a
chunk of meat between two fingers, but rather than letting her lick
it out he slid it slowly into her mouth, his fingers following. She
eyed him anxiously, and slipped her lips back as she chewed on the
meat and swallowed it.

His fingers, coated in grease, stayed where
they were, then pushed forward again, sliding through her lips.

“Clean those off, girl,” he said.

Rolling her eyes at him, swallowing, she
licked and sucked at them as his other hand continued rubbing at
her clit, pushing in and out of her pussy.

“I could think of other things I'd like to
see those lips wrapped around,” said Greyor.

“Aye. Me too. And she couldn't get no babe
from it neither,” said Brill.

Meghan was becoming faintly alarmed, but not
so much by what they were saying, or the implications of it, but by
the heat which had begun to bubble within her belly, by the
sensations Brill's talented fingers were stirring as they continued
to finger her sex. It was true her mind was somewhat deadened,
numbed by exhaustion, but a bubbling sense of excitement began to
rise to lend her new energy as Brill now slid two slick fingers
deep into her pussy and stroke the pad of his thumb across her
now-swollen clit.

“You know how to drive a slut insane,
Greyor?” Brill asked with a grin.

“Promise to marry her then run off?”

Brill chuckled. “You young men don't know
womens' bodies very well.”

“Not for lack of wanting to,” Greyor said
unhappily.

“Ah, stick with me. You're in the trackers
now. You can afford whores on occasion.”

“For a week's pay!”

“Then you needs to find a way to persuade
those that don't charge for it to part with their favors from time
to time.”

“I don't have yer gift of the gab with the
females, Brill.”

“Sometimes it's the a different kind of honey
on your tongue that will make em roll back and spread their legs
for you, boy.”

He jerked on her hair suddenly, forcing
Meghan's head back and her back to arch as she gasped.

“See down here. See where my thumb is? That's
their weak spot. You got to have the soft touch right there. It's
harder to see on most of them cause of all the hair, but here it
just about stands out and begs for attention.”

He pulled a little harder and Meghan gasped,
forced to bow back even more, her knees spreading wider for
balance.

She could feel Brill's two long fingers deep
inside her now, sliding slowly in and out as his thumb stroked
across her clit. Because of how far back her head was she could no
longer see what they were doing, but could certainly feel it. And
she could instantly feel the difference when the rubbing against
her clit began harder and sharper.

“Not like that, boy. Yer not trying to scrape
off a scab! Soft and gentle like, with just the pad of yer
thumb.”

The stroking became gentler as the fingers
continued to slide in and out of her, and Meghan stared up at the
stars, feeling her insides beginning to swirl.

“But I'll show you the secret few men know
about,” Brill said. “You know what a talented whore can do with her
mouth?”

“Aye,” Greyor said.

“And what do you think a man can do with
his?”

Her breasts were thrust firmly up and out,
and a moment later Meghan felt a mouth envelope the center of her
left breast, a mouth with teeth that bit in gently, and sucked
rhythmically. A tongue began to caress her rigid nipple as her
pulse pounded in her head.

A moment later there was another mouth on her
right breast, biting in harder so that she winced.

“Not so hard, fool. Softly, suck with a
rhythm, move your tongue across that nipple. And don't suck like
yer a babe trying to feed.”

“I know how to suck on a woman's teat!”
Greyor said indignantly.

“Oh yay? And how do you know that?”

“I've had whores!” the younger man said
indignantly.

Brill laughed derisively. “A woman you pays,
boy, is always going to be pleased. But when it's for free they
expect something in return. They'll tell you what's what if they
don't get it, too, and tell all their friends, as well. You please
them or you don't get no more, less you got the money to buy a farm
and a wife.”

Meghan's breathing was starting to become
ragged. Her head was still bend back sharply as two mouths licked
and sucked at her breasts. Brill's fingers continued to pump slowly
up and down inside her, while either his thumb or Greyor's rubbed
at her clit.

“Now I'll show you the secret, boy. Pay
attention. Just cuz some girl spreads her legs for you once don't
mean she'll do it again, less you pay her. But If you kin get a
woman to spread her legs for you once, she'll do it always so long
as you can do this.”

Another sharp tug on her hair caused Meghan
to fall back with a yelp, until she was laying on her back, on her
arms, on the ground. The two men were looking at her hungrily, and
they moved to spread her knees wide apart as Brill bent over
between her legs.

“What are you doing!?” Greyor gasped.

Brill chuckled and began to lap at her sex.
His tongue twisted and turned, pushing inside her, then slid
upward, riding across her clit.

At first she tried to ignore it, but her mind
and body were both weak, and her defenses were at a low ebb. She
went limp, moaning, staring up at the star-filled sky as Brill's
tongue licked faster and his fingers pushed into her again.

Greyor stared in amazement while Meghan's
hips began to slowly roll up to meet the older man's mouth. Her
head rolled weakly from side to side, then her hips began to roll
up harder and faster. Her breathing became more and more ragged,
and then she let out a long, gurgling cry of helpless pleasure, her
back arching sharply as the orgasm took her and Brill sucked her
click hungrily.

“What did you do?” Greyor asked as she lay
gasping, chest heaving.

“I told you, this is their weakness,” she
heard Brill say as a finger rubbed at her swollen clit.

“I thought a good, stiff cock was their
weakness?”

“That too.” Brill chuckled. “But that's a hit
and miss thing. This never misses, boy. This will put you head and
shoulders above other men and have them raising their skirts every
time they see you from then on.”

“What did you do, just lick?”

“Naw, but that's a part of it. You put your
mouth there, start licking, but you want to use your lips, suck on
it, blow on it with yer breath, even nibble slightly. Watch what I
do closely.”

And then as she lay there moaning, Brill
began to lick her again, and again drove her to a shuddering,
moaning, gasping orgasm. Then it was Greyor's turn. He was far less
expert, but Brill kept leading him through it again and again, and
finally, with him kneeling between her legs, his hands on her
breasts, his mouth sucking eagerly, Meghan climaxed for a third
time, hips bucking helplessly up into his mouth.

“When's it our turn to feel a mouth on us?”
he asked afterward.

“Good question, boy.”

Meghan groaned as they lifted her back to her
knees. Brill stood before her, grinning, his robe shifted so his
erection pushed out at her. His fingers slid through her thick hair
and then he pulled her forward. With her arms still bound tightly
there was little else she could do, and Meghan opened her mouth to
take him inside.

Unlike the forest barbarians, he seemed to
know what to expect, and his attitude was so smugly superior, as if
just licking her would drive her crazy, that as Meghan's mind
focused on the task, she decided to return the compliment.

She began to bob up and down on his shaft,
sucking and licking at the underside, and he began to tighten his
grip on her hair as his breathing came faster.

“Oh... yes!” he gasped. “This is a … good
one.”

Then she drove her lips forward and took him
deep into her throat. That drew a curse of passion from him as her
lips wrapped themselves around the base of his shaft, then slowly
eased back.

“Oh she's a good un!” he gasped. “She knows
her business, this whore!”

“How'd she do that!?” Greyor demanded as she
drew back off him.

“It's a talent boy,” Brill sighed.

“No whore never did that to me,” he said
indignantly.

“The kinds of whores you can afford for your
two coppers aren't like ta the ones you find in the higher class
places, boy, and this one is fine indeed.”

She sucked avidly on the head of his cock,
licked up and down the shaft, then slid her mouth under, sucking on
his balls as he cursed softly. When she took him into her throat
again he exploded, clutching her tightly to keep from falling, and
even then, when he softened and stumbled back, he fell to his
knees.

“Oh fuck!” he gasped.

“I thought she'd unmanned you when she'd
swallowed your staff!” Greyor exclaimed.

Brill chuckled. “In a way, she did.”

Of course, then she had to perform on Greyor,
but he took even less time than Brill to explode, and she felt a
small measure of smugness at them.

They tied her ankles together, then tied a
rope around her neck and tied it to a tree before falling asleep.
Meghan tried to get loose for some time, but finally gave up and
fell asleep. In the morning, she was 'fed' again, given water, and
then she was thrown up atop Brill's horse, this time belly down
across it, with her bottom sticking up and out.

Brill mounted behind her.

“Yer too tall,” he said to her protests. I'm
tired of trying to see around you. Sides, this is a nicer
view.”

She yelped at a slap to her bare bottom.

The horses set off, and Brill amused himself
during the journey by fingering her sex. At first, Meghan ignored
it, indignant, uncomfortable, and with her head upside down and
throbbing. But the throbbing began to ease, and the rising heat,
both inside and outside her body wore away her indignation.

And Brill had very talented fingers.

He seemed to have little interest in bringing
her to orgasm this time. But his fingers danced and stroked and
teased her into a constant state of flustered arousal. Whenever she
approached orgasm, however, and her hips began to move, he stopped,
sometimes slapping her bottom a few times, sometimes simply
ignoring her until she cooled off.

She was perspiring in the heat, moaning
weakly as she hung over the side of the horse, hair trailing below
her, arms bound behind her. Her breasts were grinding against the
side of the horse as it moved.

Her skin was slippery with sweat, especially
where Brill was caressing her naked sex, his fingers stroking,
skating across the surface. Now and then she felt him spread her
lips a little, his fingers probing within, then sinking slowly down
into her.

By the time they reached the place where the
captain had stopped for the noon meal she was trembling and shaking
with the heat within her, dazed with the intensity of it, and
hardly able to think straight. Brill rode up before the captain's
tent and pulled her up so she slid off, and immediately fell to the
ground, her legs collapsing beneath her.

“About time,” the captain said in
irritation.

“She'd gone halfway to the Teon Hills,
Captain,” Brill said. “Made good time on those long legs.”

The captain gave a curt order, and Meghan was
dragged to her feet. She felt her arms unbound, but it was not a
kindness. The two soldiers dragged her to the side, and bent her
over a low chest, while a third moved in behind her.

The man who stepped up behind her had
enormous shoulders for all his lack of height. He held a wide, thin
belt in his hand, and gazed at her bottom with considerable
interest.

“Remember, Harnan,” the Captain said. “You
tear that hide and I'll tear yours off.”

Harnan gulped anxiously. “No fear, Captain. I
knows my business.”

Meghan struggled uselessly, moaning weakly as
her backside was so lewdly displayed to all the men behind her. She
tried to twist her head around to see behind her but a rough hand
gripped her hair and forced her face forward. She panted weakly,
her breasts, overheated, swollen, pressed crushed below her against
the rough surface of the chest to keep her bottom raised high.

She felt the blow across her bottom, felt the
sharp impact, and the loud report, followed, an instant later by a
stinging jolt of pain that made her cry out loud. Her hips bucked
wildly, and she struggled anew against the powerful, hairy arms and
hands of the two men pinning her down.

“Whoever your owner is will be far stricter
than we are, girl,” the captain growled.

The belt cracked across her bottom again, and
again, and Meghan struggled helplessly against the men holding her
down, her bottom stinging and burning from the blows. Another blow
landed, then another, and she squirmed and twisted as the belt cut
across her buttocks.

Every blow made her body jerk forward against
the chest, rubbing her breasts against the harsh surface. Her hair
was a mass of sweating blonde around her face even as one of the
men held much of it in a chunk behind her neck.

She could hear the cat-calls from the men
around her, and her face burned as she realized that half the camp
was looking on, men leering, laughing and elbowing each other. She
could only see the ones before her, for she could not even turn her
head as the sharp, steady blows continued to send stinging
explosions of pain through her body. She saw, through tendrils of
ragged hair, that the men standing watching looked somewhat amused,
but also excited as she was strapped.

She was sure the ones with the view behind
her were even more interested!

She felt a sense of anger and outrage, then a
sense of frustration, irritation and contempt. Men! Anything would
excite them!

But it was a passing thought as she struggled
to cope with the repeated jolts of pain, and as her bottom grew
hotter and hotter. But finally, her bottom seemed to reach a
plateau where the throbbing heat was so great that the fresh,
sharp, stinging blows of pain were filtered and drowned out in its
steady throbbing. The blows no longer stung so sharply, and hardly
seemed to hurt very much, in fact.

Angry, she was tempted to snarl something
behind her at the captain, something insulting and obscene, but she
knew this was not a battle she could win.

The blows stopped

The men released her, but she made no
movement, at first. Her chest was heaving and she was sniffling a
little, her hair a ragged mass around her face as she half lay atop
the chest. Then a rough fist gripped her hair and she cried out as
she was yanked upright, her head bent back by the captain.

“You'll learn to obey, wench, or you'll learn
to cope with a hot bottom every damned day!”

Her wrists were untied and she was given
water, then they were bound together in front of her, and the long
rope which tied them was tossed to the captain as he climbed onto
his horse. When he started off up the path, Meghan was forced to
trot after him.

The rest of the men had been packing up, and
now as she passed, arms stretched out before her, she realized how
many had stopped to watch her being strapped. Basically, all of
them! The sergeants were snarling at them as they started to move,
but she noted that a lot of them, at least the ones closest to her
that she could see, appeared to have erections.

She would have cursed at them if she'd had
the breath, but she had to hurry to keep up with the captain's
horse.

She felt sullen and angry as she scurried
along. The pace the captain set was too quick to simply walk
normally, but too slow to run. She had to jog in an awkward way to
keep pace, and if she slowed too much the rope would yank her
forward harshly. It was hard enough finding her footing on what
could only very charitably be termed a 'road' , and she almost fell
several times.

Behind them, a couple of officers on horses,
then the rest of the men fell into line, followed by the
wagons.

The going was slow enough for the soldiers to
keep up. She wasn't in as good shape as them but her legs were
longer. She was rapidly tiring, though, and her legs, already
aching because of all the work she'd put them to the previous day
were soon burning almost as much as her bottom.

They soon emerged from the trail onto an
actual road. It was not paved, but made of stones, like ancient,
cobble-stoned Roman roads she had seen. This one had not had a
thousand years of weather to wear away the stones, however. These
ones were perfectly flat and fit together precisely. It was really
rather amazing, that academic part of her mind thought, as she
stumbled across them. Still, her bare feet felt all the accumulated
dirt and small pebbles underneath as she padded along.

They stopped after another hour, and she
all-but collapsed to the road, panting, sweating, and exhausted.
The captain climbed down from his horse and handed him off to
someone else to look after, then came back and examined her. He
gripped her mass of hair and pulled her firmly to her feet,
ignoring her whining and attempt to push him back.

He seized her arms and examined them as one
of the sergeants came up to him.

“Water her,” he said.

“Aye, captain.”

He looked at her arms and then made a
face.

“Rope's not doing anything good to her
skin.”

“Be a fair shame, captain, as fine and
unmarked as it is,” the sergeant said.

“Yes.”

The captain cut her wrists free, and examined
the rope marks on them before releasing them and walking away.

“Water her. If she escapes it's your
head.”

“Yes Sar,” the man said.

He scowled at her as she sank back to the
road, then squatted next to her with a water skin.

Meghan took it and gulped down the water as
the sergeant stared appreciatively at her heaving chest and licked
his lips.

“Wh-what does he mean my owner?” she
asked.

“Huh? Well, when you gets sold, acourse.”

“Sold? Sold to who? For what?”

“For a pretty piece of gold, I'm thinking, at
t'auction when we get to Hironia.”

“You can't sell me!” she said in outrage.

“And what else am I to do with you?” the
captain said, returning with another man.

He gestured, and she was pulled to her feet,
and her arms were drawn back behind her again, and once more,
crossed at the elbows. A soft strip of leather was wrapped
carefully around her arms and then tightened to hold them firmly in
position.

“Let me go!”

“Why would I do that?” he asked, as if
honestly curious.

“You have no right to sell me!”

“You were taken as booty from the
Daghari.”

“But they didn't own me!”

“They did the moment they captured you. And
were it not for us you'd be dead, so you shouldn't complain. And
while I don't know what kind of people you came from you should be
aware that complaining is not going to get you the kind of
attention you'll be wanting once we're in the city.”

The man who had bound her arms behind her
produced two very thin leather cords, and tied them to her nipple
rings as she blinked in surprise. He then tied them to a longer
piece of cord and handed that to the captain.

The captain grinned, and then drew the cord
behind him as he walked to his horse.

“You can't – .”

She squawked as he started forward and she
felt the pull against her nipple rings jerk her nipples forward,
sending her stumbling after.

The soldiers stared forward again, and
despite her exhaustion this time Meghan was very alert to keeping
up! The captain hadn't tied the cord to his horse's saddle as he
had the rope. No doubt he had no more intention of damaging her
nipples than she did! But he was still holding it firmly as she
scurried to follow.

With her arms now bound behind her she had
less balance, and was trotting awkwardly back somewhat arched,
chest thrust out as the cords tugged against her nipples.

They soon began to pass other traffic. Or
rather, the other traffic stood aside to let them pass. Her face
burned as farmers and merchants stared wide-eyed at the sight of
her trotting along naked, her nipples stretched out before her!

They continued on for some time, until only
the sting of the pull against her nipples kept Meghan from
collapsing. Then the captain called a halt, and the cords were
removed as she was carried back and put into one of the wagons. Her
ankles were bound, as a precaution, though, before they started
forward.

She was given water, again, and a bit of
food, and the captain examined her once more, this time apparently
troubled by her browning skin. He had an awning stretched over top
to protect her skin – not, she was sure, for her benefit so much as
for the price he hoped to get for her. She didn't really care,
though, so long as it kept the sun off her.
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They paused outside the city walls. The
soldiers brushed off their uniforms and cleaned their armor. The
captain, who hadn't previously worn armor now donned a splendid set
of polished silvery plate armor and a helmet with a tall blue
feather. The horses were brushed, and the booty was taken from the
wagon and put on a pair of low-walled carts.

One of the men them came to her and brushed
out her hair for some reason she couldn't, at first, understand.
But then she was lifted onto one of the carts and taken up front.
There was a shoulder high, upright pole there, and she was made to
stand against it before her arms were drawn up and back behind her,
then secured to the rear of the pole just below her shoulders. Her
legs were spread and tied down, and the men then jumped down,
leaving her in position.

She blushed furiously, for she had been
riding in the back of the wagon, largely invisible to the other
traffic on the road for the last day and a half. Now she was
standing up, back arched, completely naked and completely unable to
hide any part of her body from the traffic. And this close to the
main gates of the city there was a lot of traffic!

The captain led the procession, followed by the two sub-officers on
horses, then the carts. She was in the first cart, and masses of
people were forced aside to make way for them as they entered the
city through immense front gates.

She barely had time to recognize the place.
It was the city of the dig! There was simply no mistaking the huge
outer gatehouse, especially once they passed through and she
realized they were on a second drawbridge which led to a large rock
base, and then on to another drawbridge. The outer walls loomed up
before them as they passed between a horde of pedestrians passing
in and out. At least three or four rows of them lined either side
of the wide road as the procession moved through.

It seemed every single man and woman turned
to stare at her: at her nudity, at her fair skin, her golden hair,
her golden ringed nipples and belly, and her hairless sex. Meghan
cringed under their gaze, and it only got worse as they passed
through the walls. Now the crowds were deeper, masses of people
going one way or the other, or simply standing in place to stare as
the soldiers and their booty passed through them.

Some of those watching were other soldiers.
There were vendors with small carts, women of all sizes and ages
wearing colorful shawls and robes, peasants carrying food to
market, workers with tools, and the occasional nobleman (she
supposed) wearing fine robes and often riding in gaudily decorated
palanquins carried by powerfully built – and entirely naked – men
she suspected were not being paid for their effort.

Slaves, she thought.

Her humiliation persisted for long minutes as
they moved along, and yet even that must slowly begin to fade
somewhat as she endured the stares of so many strangers. It never
quite left her, though, as they moved through the city. Still, she
was able to concentrate on other things – largely by ignoring the
people staring at her as much as possible.

For a student of history, after all, this
city was an amazing, breathtaking lesson in the reality of what
she'd only ever read about. Here were the houses and buildings and
fountains she'd dug pieces out of the ground a fifteen hundred
years after they'd been built. Here was the city as it actually
looked: vast, bustling, crowded with people, and it finally hit her
that she was really there, that she had somehow slipped at least
fifteen hundred years into the past!

There could be no doubt, especially once they
headed towards the big, central palace, and she recognized the
layout from the foundation stones they'd dug up – was it only last
month – and stared at the tall, forbidding walls, and the flags
atop the towers. The weight the distance between her and her home
fell suddenly on her shoulders, and she stared, filled with both
wonder and horror.

How was she to ever get home!?

They passed through a gate, and the carts
stopped. The booty, including Meghan, was taken off, and taken
away.

In her case she was taken into a stone walled
building and handed over to two thin bald men, who washed her
thoroughly, from head to foot. She didn't mind that, so much as the
way their hands moved so familiarly over her body, ignoring her
twisting and curses.

Finally, she was thrown down naked at the
feet of another woman. She was short, squat, and round faced, and
wore a long dark robe with a blue shawl covering her head and
tucked into the neck of the robe.

“Well, and what manner of beast are you she
asked.

“I'm not a beast!” she said indignantly.

She was exhausted for forced herself to
stand, glaring down at the woman, who barely came to mid chest.

The woman cocked her head back and then shook
it from side to side.

“You're certainly a curiosity,” he said.
“Should fetch a good price.”

“I refuse to be sold!”

The woman's eyes widened, and then she
laughed in delight.

“Refuse!” She cackled in amusement.

Meghan fumed. “You can't – !”

“Be silent!” The woman was no longer laughing
and her voice snapped out like a whip.

She glared at Meghan an clucked her tongue
with disapproval.

“Let me explain something to you, foreigner.
You speak our tongue well but clearly understand little. Tomorrow
morning you will be sold at auction. If you protest and squirm and
fight and yell then that will lower your price considerably.”

“Good!”

The woman smiled coldly. “You think it so? If
your price is within reason, you will be purchased by one of the
Chackras used by wealthier merchants.”

Meghan frowned at the unfamiliar term.

“That is an establishment where men go to
drink and boast and fornicate with whomever the establishment has
to offer. You will be much sought after as a curiosity, and because
you are very beautiful. Is it your wish to have drunken merchants
fumbling atop your body fifty times a day?”

Meghan's eyes widened, and she jerked her head.

“I thought not. You want to be the pampered
prize of some wealthy nobleman. You will wear gold and jewels and
only have to service him and perhaps occasionally a guest or two.
It is a far more comfortable life, and you would be well-advised to
seek it.”

“Wh-what do I have to do?” she gulped.

The woman nodded in evident satisfaction.
“You have lain with men, I am sure. You have a child's face but you
are no child. You know how to make them want you. Smile prettily,
pose your body, seduce them with your eyes, promise them the most
amazing lovemaking they have ever experienced. And abandon your
pride or it will be beaten from you.”

“I-I don't know if I can,” she gulped. “I
mean, naked and … if only I had clothes – .”

“You are a slave now. You will not wear
clothing again any time soon. Reconcile yourself to that and
abandon your modesty. It is nothing but a shadow of the pride you
must also forsake.”

She was placed in a cell, but first the
nipple rings and belly-button ring were taken from her. The men who
did so seemed fascinated by the way the rings were held together,
marveling over the workmanship. The woman who had spoken to her
examined her nipples with equal interest, and the holes in
them.

“Did this not hurt?” she demanded.

“Yes, for a bit.”

“Why do your people do this?”

“They don't... all.”

“And is there some significance to why this
was done to you?”

“I was drunk.”

The woman's eyebrows shot up, then she
laughed in delight, turned and left.

Food was brought to her, along with more
water. There was straw on the floor of the cell, but that was it as
far as luxury went, and as she sat there waiting her date with the
auction, Meghan tried to think things through. She might never get
back home again. It was hard to admit that, but it was a possibly,
a very strong possibility.

She certainly didn't want to spend the rest
of her life as some sort of prostitute having sex with dozens of
drunken men a day! She wanted to be bought by a powerful man,
perhaps even a man who might be interested in treating her like,
well, someone useful for more than sex. It was hard to ignore the
truth of the woman's advice. The more she sold for, the higher the
quality of her owner.

The next morning she found herself led to the
auction. She was not bound, but was herded into a large cage just
off a large stage, with a dozen other women. Across on the other
side of the stage was a similar cage filled with men. All of them
were naked.

The difference between her and the other
women was hard to miss. The others looked either shamed, terrified,
or utterly indifferent. She guessed the latter group were long-time
slaves. All of the other women were about chest high to Meghan.
Their skin was brown, and their breasts were largely sagging,
probably, she realized, from never having seen a bra in their
lives. In fact, they were staring at her breasts as much as the men
had.

Their faces were plain, either extremely
thin, attesting to a lack of proper diet, or pudgy. Their skin was
covered in various blemishes, scars, or an array of blotches,
birthmarks, moles, and port-wine stains. Peasants probably didn't
have the best, easiest or gentlest of lives, she mused, nor get the
best of diets.

The contrast to her high cheekbones, narrow,
sculpted nose, wide-set eyes and rounded chin couldn't be more
obvious, even if it weren't for her pale, unmarked white skin. She
had been born in a time of immense wealth, by their standards, and
had had an excellent diet her entire life, not to mention shelter,
comfort and expert medical care they couldn't even dream of.

She paid attention as the women went out and
were auctioned, and watched what seemed to interest the buyers. She
couldn't actually see the buyers, for the cage was too far
offstage, but she could hear them as she watched the auctioneer
displaying the slave to be purchased.

They were apparently considered attractive
enough, regardless of what Meghan thought, to draw healthy bidding
from a wide variety of would-be owners. And she mentally slapped
herself for being so arrogant about being born when and to whom and
with what genes she'd been gifted with.

Interestingly, the men being sold seemed to
fall into three distinct categories. There was the heavy lifting
types, with big muscles, much like the forest barbarians. Then
there were more slender men, younger, with prettier faces, and
finally, older men, who were sold as “clerks”. Apparently,
according to the auctioneer who trumpeted the virtues of each one,
they could read, and write. That made them worth quite a lot more
than the musclebound men, but not as much as the pretty boys.

Society, she thought with some sense of
satisfaction, was already moving away from the notion that big,
powerful men were worth more than the ones with brains.

It was a satisfaction dampened when she
realized that she kept examining the big, powerful men, who of
course, were nude, with a sense of very nonacademic interest.

She was the last woman sold, and she had
learned much from watching how the others were posed and how they
behaved, and how that affected the price. She wasn't sure of the
value of the local currency. It was in cold, silver and copper, but
she understood that larger numbers were higher. The girls who
seemed clumsy fetched lower prices. The ones who had downcast eyes
did not seem to inspire a lot either. She'd intended to be meek and
obedient, but now reconsidered in light of what she'd learned of
men in her life.

Men liked a challenge, especially the A-type
personalities.

Her heart pounded in her chest, and her pulse
raced, but she forced herself to stride confidently forward when
the cage was opened, shrugging off the hand of the man who reached
for her.

It wasn't easy. It was horrifically
difficult. But thousands of people had already seen her naked, and
she'd spent the last several days being stared at by lustful men.
She braced herself and strode forward, arrogantly stopping next to
the man and putting her hands on her hips as she stared defiantly
out at the audience, chin uplifted.

She made sure her shoulders were back, too,
so as to present her breasts to their best.

The auctioneer seemed surprised at her
attitude, but recovered quickly.

“And here we have a special prize,” he called
out. “We have no idea what tribe or race spawned her, but all can
see her sleek beauty! She was found by soldiers, taken from the
Daghari, who had evidently captured her and were intent on
sacrificing her to some heathen God. Look at those fine breasts,
gentlemen! Where have you seen breasts so full and firm on a grown
woman?!”

“Does the savage speak?” a voice called
out.

Meghan jerked her head around and gave the
man a scowl of contempt, and a wry smirk.

“She not only speaks, but I'm given to
understand she thinks of us as savages, not the other way around,”
the auctioneer said dryly.

Meghan tossed her head and shrugged
slightly.

“Is she sick? Why has she no hair between her
legs?” another called.

“It is apparently a habit of her people to
remove the hair by some means we do not understand, just as it is
to decorate the nipples with gold and the navel with jewels.”

There was a murmur of conversation at
that.

“But I can assure you all that her skin is
soft as a baby, and her lovemaking skills, attested to by Captain
Minari himself, are amazing. In fact, “he coughed slightly. “Uhm,
I'm given to understand that she is extremely responsive to a man's
touch, and her ability to play the flute is unparalleled.”

Meghan frowned in confusion. She hadn't
played any damned flutes!

“Walk back and forth before them, girl,” the
auctioneer snapped.

She scowled at him, then tossed her head
again, sniffed disdainfully and strode up to the edge of the stage.
She could not look at anyone out there. She tried very hard to keep
her eyes focused on nothing in order to not quiver and turn and
run. She walked along the edge of the stage, slowly, the way she
usually needed high heels to accomplish.

She was only twenty, but she knew very well
how to walk to catch a male's eye, and she caught many as she
sashayed along the edge of the stage, then turned, and with a quick
and graceful swish, turned and strolled back.

She stopped, one knee extended, and granted
the mass of faces to another disdainful and arrogant look.

The bidding lasted for quite some time.

The previous high bid for any of the other
slaves had been six gold and eight silver. She fetched one hundred
and seventy five gold.

She had no idea who had bought her, though,
as she had continued to not focus on any faces. It was hard enough
standing on a stage before scores of people completely naked. If
she were going to maintain her aloof facade she simply could not
meet anyone's eyes!

They took her back to the cell, and then
quickly handed her off to two hard-faced men in orange colored
robes. They slipped a rope around her neck, tied her wrists, then
led her out through a back alley and out onto the streets.

Again she had move amongst crowds of people
naked. This time she was at ground level, with them all around her,
jostling her, and often groping her. The two men with her fended
off most of the gropers with curses and blows from cudgels, but
whenever the crowds thickened hands shot out from the crowd to grab
at her ass or breasts.

They turned onto a quieter side street and
walked for some way, circling inward towards the palace, then
entered the rear door of a walled house. She was led down a short
flight of stone stairs into a basement of some kind, then handed
over to a pair of ancient crones in dark robes. The woman scowled
at her, shook her head, spat on the floor, then took her through
the basement and up another flight of stairs to a courtyard.

There she was washed again, and the women
ignored Meghan's protest that she could do it herself.

When a small, robed man arrived the two women
bowed deeply leaving her standing dripping wet. The man looked at
her with a weasel's grin.

“So? Arrogant bitch, aren't you? Well I like
nothing more than breaking arrogant peasant bitches so they
recognize who is their proper lord!” he growled.

Meghan looked at him anxiously. This was not
the sort of man she'd hoped she would be bought by!

“Once you're ready, slave, you will come to
learn the true measure of obedience,” he said.

He looked at the two women. “Get her ready.
Don't feed her too much. I want her stomach settled when she dances
to the whip.”

He turned and left, and Meghan stared after
him, filled with dread.

The women finished washing her, brushed out
her hair, then led her to a blacksmith where two more men carefully
fitted a gold collar around her throat. They put a thick mass of
leather around her neck first to before placing the already hot
metal in place, then closing the ends. Once the ends were welded
together she knew there was no way she was going to the collar
off.

They did the same with golden bands around
her ankles and legs. Then they considered her nipples.

“He wants gold rings in them. Said she had
them when she was captured,” one of the men said to blacksmith.

“Craziest thing I ever heard,” the big man
said. “But she's got holes there all right.”

He used hammered thin gold down and twisted
it into a ring. It was a bit thicker than the ones she'd had, and
certainly larger. It was still warm when he slipped it into her
nipple. He pressed the ends together, holding the ring out with a
pair of players, then dripped a bit of hot metal onto the place
where they joined. He poured water onto it to cool it a little,
brushed it with a tool of some kind, then cooled it further.

With both her nipples holding rings again, a
leash was attached to her collar, her wrists were locked behind her
in the golden shackles, and she was led into the main house, down
wide, marble corridors, and into a room which must have been fifty
feet square.

Her owner was there, and there were a dozen
more men sitting back on cushions on the floor before low, polished
tables laden with food and drink.

Of more concern were a pair of tall posts in
the middle of the room.

Meghan was led up to them, her wrists pulled
up and out, and locked to chains. Her ankles were then spread, and
similarly locked in chains. On a table to one side were an array of
whips, and frightening looking metal devices.

The little weasel who had bought her looked
pleased at the reaction of the other men, who were staring at her
in wonder.

“Is she not as beautiful as a celestial
maiden?” he crowed. “And with as much arrogance as one might have
too!”

“She will have left when you're done with
her,” one of the men called out.

There was rough laughter and her owner moved
to the table and picked up a long, cruel looking whip.

“I'm sure we can convince her of – .”

Suddenly the doors were flung open and a
dozen soldiers rushed in. Her owner, and all the other men there
gaped, then flung themselves on their bellies on the floor.

A man walked into the room. He was tall,
compared to most of the rest, older, in his late thirties. He wore
a well-fitting brown silk robe and moved careless grace, hardly
even acknowledged the presence of anyone else. The soldiers simply
stood along the walls while the men who had been in the room
cowered on the floor.

“Merchant Peiestali,” the man said in a low,
contemptuous growl.

“My lord!” the man said from his belly. “I am
unworthy!”

“Truer words were never spoken,” the older
man said dryly.

He stepped up to where Meghan stood. He was a
tall man compared to most of the ones she'd seen, but was still not
as tall as she was, even with her legs spread.

“An interesting prize, this one. And what
were you intending to do with her?”

“I-I was … she was very arrogant, my lord. I
was going to demonstrate to her the superiority of the Haran Empire
until she groveled like the savage she is!”

The older man raised his eyebrows. “Going to
demonstrate she was a savage by torturing her, were you?”

“Yes, my lord!” the man said eagerly.

“It's an interesting plan. Worthy of all I've
heard of you.”

The man beamed, apparently unable to detect
the sarcasm contained in the words.

“Leave us,” he said.

Peiestali stared in surprise, but the rest of
the men on their bellies hurriedly climbed to their feet and,
bowing so low they could barely stand, backed out of the room,
quickly followed by her owner.

No one was left but the soldiers along the
wall, and the man in the brown robe.

Meghan swallowed nervously as the man
examined her. His fingers slid through her hair measuringly, then
his open hand slid down along her upper chest, between her breasts,
and along her stomach before easing out across her hip.

“You have very soft skin, girl,” he said.

His hand abruptly slipped between her legs,
and she jerked against the chains as he gently cupped her sex, then
let his fingers caress her. His hands rose and cupped her breasts,
then examined her nipples where the rings pierced them. He slipped
a hand under her chin and pinched lightly on the sides. She got the
message and opened her mouth.

“Whatever you are, you are no peasant or
savage,” he said.

He drew back and nodded carelessly to one of
the guards. That man made a gesture and several men came forward,
quickly removing the chains from her shackles. Her wrists were
shackled behind her, then, one man on either side gripping her arm,
firmly but not tightly, she was led back out of the room, and then
out onto the street again.

There was a large palanquin there, with walls
and roof. Long poles extended before and behind it, and eight
strong men stood by those poles, ready to raise the palanquin and
carry it. A man opened the door and revealed in interior covered in
what looked like black velvet and silk cushions. The man climbed
in, and sat back, and then Meghan was handed inside before the door
was closed.

She knelt awkwardly amid the cushions as she
felt the palanquin raised and then move forward.

“My name is Drevin,” the man said.

She stared at him anxiously.

“Some think I'm too practical a man to be
truly royal,” he said. “Practicality is deemed a peasant trait by
some. None dare say so to my face, of course.”

Meghan continued to kneel anxiously.

“What is your name, girl?”

“Meghan... uhm, your lordship.”

“The proper term is 'your highness', but it's
interesting you realize the distinction.”

She blinked in confusion.

“As you are not an imperial citizen I am not,
in fact, your lord. However, I am the son, through only the third,
of the emperor, and within the empire, aside from my older brothers
or father, I might as well be a god to you. I am also now your
owner. So 'my lord' would be the proper honorific.”

She stared at him a moment. “Yes, my
Lord.”

He smiled slightly.

“No, not a savage at all. That practical side
of me, Meghan, says that before torturing someone to get
information, one might save some bother by simply speaking to them.
What do you think?”

She gulped. “That would also be my opinion,
My Lord.”

He nodded. “Unsurprising.”
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“Come closer, girl.”

Meghan shifted closer, then at a gesture,
crawled forward until she was kneeling right beside where he sat
atop a low padded stool of sorts. His hands, she noticed, were
large, and rough, but as she slid forward his fingers delicately
combed the bangs out of her hair, then slid down the side of her
face.

“You're a lovely girl. One might almost think
you really were a celestial maiden.”

His hand slid beneath her breast, cupping it
and squeezing it.

“Your body seems altogether too perfect, like
a sculpture.”

His fingers stroked idly against her nipple,
and Meghan swallowed as a shiver ran through her.

“You look like a creature designed for
nothing but arousing men and tempting them into wickedness and
sin,” he said, still rubbing her nipple.

“Is sex sinful, My Lord?” she asked a little
breathlessly.

“Some would deem it so outside certain
boundaries.”

His other hand slid slowly down her belly and
abdomen and the fingers began to stroke lightly against her
pussy.

“This is far too soft,” he said. “No razor
has done this, no matter how sharp. Tell me how your people
achieved it.”

“I-I'm not sure I can... M-My lord,” she
gasped.

“You cannot withhold information from me,
girl. Eventually, I always get what I want.”

“It was done with light, My Lord.”

He frowned. “Light?”

“Very bright, very focused light.”

He frowned and gripped her arm, pulling her
closer. She gasped, forced to rise somewhat, then settled down
straddling his lap. She could feel the hard muscle of his thighs
under her buttocks even as he pushed her upper body back to gaze
down at her pussy. She felt a rising thrum of heat as the fingers
of his other hand were still stroking and caressing her there.

“I see no sign of burning,” he said.

“It is very, very carefully focused on the
hair follicles only, My Lord,” she gulped.

One of his fingers pushed up gently between
the lips of her pussy, and she flushed as it caressed the soft skin
within the mouth of her sex, then pushed deeper.

“That is not possible,” he said.

“I-It is for my people, My Lord.”

“Tell me about your people. For I would seek
them out.”

His finger was very long, she thought, her
insides thrumming.

“I... you... wouldn't believe me.”

He snorted. “You fear we would conquer
them?”

She blinked in surprise, almost smiled, then
caught herself. “No, My Lord.”

His mouth opened in consternation, and then
closed again. “Arrogance indeed,” he said. “I don't believe I have
ever witnessed its like, though I am accounted to be a great
practitioner myself.”

“I-I don't...”

“You are amused at the notion the Empire
might attempt to conquer your people. Amused!”

She had been. The man was exceptionally good
at reading people's responses.

“I am from the future,” she said.

“The future?” His eyes narrowed. “How distant
a future?”

“More than a thousand years,” she said, a
trifle breathlessly, her insides churning more and more as his
fingers stroked against her and within her.

His eyes moved up and down her body.

“It is an interesting claim,” he said.

He gripped her nipples, hooking his fingers
into the wide rings which had been placed there.

Meghan gasped as he tugged up, forcing her
back to arch. She started to rise to ease the pull but his voice
lashed out.

“Stay seated, wench.”

It was a voice of absolute command, and she
obeyed it, even though her nipples ached as he stretched them
further and further, distorting her breasts so that they were
elongated, pointing up and forward. Her breathing grew more ragged
as her nipples burned, while the man whose lap she was sitting on
looked at her in a calm, casual way.

“Tell me of this future,” he said.

“I-I don't … know what to – to say!” she
gasped.

He released the rings, and she gasped in
relief. Then he pushed her and her upper body fell backward, but he
gripped her thighs and pulled them forward. She wound up with her
head on the silk pillows at his feet, her body arched back across
his knees as he held her in tight against his torso.

His hands slid slowly up and down her abdomen
and belly, then over her taut breasts before sliding back. His
fingers spread the lips of her sex, and examined her, then one
began to stroke lightly across her clit as another pushed deep
inside her.

“Tell me what magic brought you here?” he
asked.

“I-I don't know!” Meghan gasped.

He reached down and gripped her arm, lifting
her back upright on his lap, but just as quickly drew her to the
side, twisting so that she fell across his lap on his belly, her
bottom raised high. She felt his hand caressing her buttocks, then
a sharp slap that stung and made her yelp.

“It is something I will need to know,” he
said.

She started to speak then gasped as she felt
his fingers slipping down between her legs, felt them penetrating
her and pushing up into her pussy.

“But I-I don't know!” she gasped.

Another sharp slap to her bottom made her
yelp.

There was a small cushioned box beside him,
right next to where her head hung. He opened the lid and drew
something out. It was a wooden handle or tube, she thought at
first. Then she got a better look at it and realized the familiar
shape. It was a carved penis, a long, thick one, very highly
polished. It disappeared from view, and then she gasped as she felt
the pressure of the nose against her sex.

It pushed into her, and she was grateful she
was almost somewhat moist from his caresses, for the thing was very
thick. He pushed it slowly into her, twisting and turning it,
easing it out, then back in. He slapped her bottom several times as
he did so, until she could feel the thick, solid weight of it deep
in her belly.

“You shall have to do much better than that,”
he said finally.

He drew a second of the wooden dildos out of
the basket, and she gasped.

“It was a jewel!” she gasped.

“What jewel? The jewel in your navel?”

“No! It was a sapphire!'

Meghan felt his fingers spreading her
buttocks, then caressing her wrinkled back opening. They felt oily,
and when they pushed into her she had no doubt of it.

“And where is this sapphire?”

“I don't know!” she moaned.

A sharp slap made her jump, then she felt the
pressure of the hard wooden cock pressing against her back opening.
He twisted it from side to side, and she groaned, wrists pulling
feebly against the gold shackles as it slowly pushed into her and
began to thrust deeper.

“You have too many lapses of memory, girl,”
he said.

“I-I don't know if it came with me!” she
gasped. “It might have! I didn't check! I woke up at night and
wandered. It might have been where I … woke up!”

She felt the thick wooden cock draw back,
twist, then thrust deep, and her head jerked up and back as she
gasped in pain.

“You expect me to believe you did not pay
attention to something as important as that?”

“But I had no idea what was happening!

She yelped as his hand slapped her
bottom.

“My lord,” he said.

“My lord!”

He adjusted her on his lap, and she could
feel his hardness beneath her belly. He slapped her bottom again,
then ran his fingers along her sex. She felt the pressure of the
wooden cock inside her pussy as he tried to push it deeper, and
groaned at the pressure against the back wall of her sex. Then the
one in her bottom was pushed deeper and she gasped as she felt
cramps in her belly.

“I-I'll tell you anything I know!” she
gasped.

“Indeed,” he said, “you will.”

He rolled her off him and she gasped as she
fell onto her back on the floor. The floor was heavily padded,
however, and covered with cushions and pillows.

“Play for me, girl,” he said.

Meghan blinked her eyes, staring up at him,
and saw him motion her forward.

Grunting, she rolled onto her side. Getting
up required some effort given her bound hands and the two thick
wooden cocks he had jammed into her, for they were not fully
within, but projected out from her sex and her bottom. She eased up
onto her knees and he spread his legs, then drew the front of his
robe up and back.

“I'm told you have superlative powers with
the flute. Demonstrate for me.”

It did not take a genius to realize what he
meant, and she shuffled forward on her knees. His hand reached out
and his fingers combed through her hair as she bent over his cock.
It was large, hungry and thrust rigidly up from his muscled thighs.
She bent over gingerly, then licked at the underside of the
head.

She remembered just how important this was,
how important it was not to have this man angry at her, how
important it was for him to value her, and set herself to the task
with deliberate effort. She licked lightly at his thighs, kissed
and licked at his heavy testicles, then licked and kissed a slow,
soft trail up and down his shaft. She mouthed one of his testicles,
sucking it, massaging it within her mouth, letting her tongue swirl
against it, and he stood there unmoving, observing her without
apparent response.

She licked up his cock to the head and
mouthed it slowly, pursing her lips and letting the head push
slowly in, forcing it into her oral cavity where her tongue began
to stroke against it. She sucked gently, rhythmically, pushing down
further, taking an inch of his shaft, then two, then six. She slid
slowly up and down as she worked on him with tongue and
suction.

She wished she had her hands free. There was
more she could do with them! But she knew it was pointless to ask.
She bobbed up and down, then slid lower still. When the head was at
the entrance to her throat she braced herself, then sank lower,
taking him down into her throat. She slid down to the base of his
cock her face jammed in against his groin as her tongue licked at
the bottom of his shaft.

He tasted much cleaner than she would have
expected, and it felt oddly good to have his cock deep in her
throat. Sex, for Meghan, was always good. She couldn't remember any
bad things happening during it. So she had a natural inclination to
relax as she slowly worked her throat and lips up and down his
cock.

She took him deep again, preparatory to
sliding back off, but his hand suddenly came down on top of her
head, holding her in place, and she heard a gasp as his hips bucked
against her. She felt his cock beginning to slowly soften as his
hand dropped off, and she slowly slid back up and off.

“You have unmanned me, girl,” he said with a
gasp.

He looked down at her with a strange smile. I
am noted among the women of this city for my endurance,” he said
accusingly.

“I'm better than them,” she said with
conscious arrogance.

He snorted in amusement.

“I'm sure I can make you uhm, rise to the
challenge again soon,” she said.

“You will be given that opportunity, girl,
but not just yet. We are at the palace.”

He reached out for her, and took her collar,
drawing her up and forward.

“As I said, girl, I am but the third son.
Peiestali is an uncouth pig of a man, but he has much money, and so
much influence. His squeals of outrage will already be echoing in
the palace, so it will be questioned. It must not appear to anyone
that I am – ”

He glanced down at his groin with a wry
smile. “Soft. Neither soft hearted nor soft headed. Nor do I wish
to discuss what benefits might be derived from your service other
than the obvious. You will speak nothing of being from the future
to anyone without my let. Do you understand?”

“Yes, my lord.”

“You are a sex toy, and nothing else,” he
said, eyes narrowing in warning.

He clipped a leash to her collar, and then
the palanquin stopped and the door was pulled open by a bowing man.
He got out, and she followed, wrists still bound behind her. The
two thick dildos, as she thought of them, were still inside her,
but so tight there seemed little danger they would easily slip
free. She could feel the pressure of her buttocks against the one
behind, and her thighs against the one protruding from her
pussy.

She blushed fiercely at the way the guards
looked at her, at the way their eyes descended to note the wooden
cocks sticking out of her. Drevin tugged on her leash, and she
started after him up short, broad marble stairs and into the
building.

Everyone around them, aside from the soldiers
outside, wore various colors of robe, some off-the shoulder, some
more complex than others. She walked with her head down, for the
most part, blushing as she moved among them. But she was aware of a
vastness to everything. The corridor and rooms were enormous, with
very high ceilings. The floors were all marble, with a variety of
distinctive patterns.

Light came from a row of torches overhead on
the left wall, and cunningly placed skylights up high on the right
side of the ceiling. They turned and now the floor was covered in a
thick red carpet as they walked up to an immense pair of double
doors guarded by men in shining armor. The two soldiers opened the
doors and bowed their heads as they passed within, and she found
that they were in a large apartment of sorts.

The bed was immense, with massive oak posts
reaching high above. The furniture was covered in padding, and some
sort of gold paint or flake. There were fine sculptures along the
walls with paintings overhead. Meghan couldn't help wondering what
even one of those paintings would be worth if it had survived to
her day.

Scurrying servants in robes, both men and
women, moved around them. Opening the huge shuttered doors which
led out onto a balcony, placing bowls of fruit and jugs of water
and wine, and helping Drevin undress.

“Leave us,” he finally said.

He was nude, by then, and Meghan was
kneeling, as she'd been placed, still blushing, but peeking up at
him as he ushered the servants out.

Apparently there wasn't the same sense of
anxiety about nudity here, for he had no shame about his own, not
even around the female servants, and none of them seemed to pay him
much notice. He closed the doors and turned back to her, and she
felt a swelling interest as he approached. He wasn't muscular as
the forest men had been, but he was powerfully built. He had what
she would call a swimmer's body, as opposed to a weightlifter or
boxer.

His skin was sun bronzed, his hair short, his
body lithe and powerful, and she licked her lips unconsciously as
he stepped closer to her and she found her face at a level with his
cock. He reached down behind her, and she found her hands unbound
at last.

“Now you can show me just how well you play,”
he said.

He pulled her gently up to her feet by the
collar, then backed towards the huge bed, and fell into it. She
climbed in atop him, feeling a genuine sense of heat as he
positioned himself in the middle of the bed, half propped up on a
group of pillows.

Sex toy, was she? Well then, she would show
him what a superior example of the breed she was.

She licked slow trails up his thighs, inside
and out, her hands caressing him lightly as she moved ever higher.
She pushed against his inner thighs, and he obligingly spread his
legs wider as she crawled between. She was fully conscious of the
thick wooden cocks inside her, and beginning to want something just
as hard and yet – softer.

She massaged his balls while licking at his
cock. Her fingers could not keep still. As she felt her inner heat
growing her hands caressed his muscled abdomen and belly and her
mouth licked and kissed at his cock and balls. She gripped the tip
of his cock, stretching it up along his belly, and licked slowly
upward from the base, mouthing him, sucking, stroking and caressing
as he began to grow thicker and harder.

She took her time, and then began to mouth
him, bobbing slowly, seductively, up and down as her fingers and
hands massaged his balls and even probed lightly at his ass. Her
hands moved excitedly over his body, reveling in the tactile feel
of his flesh against her.

A part of her knew it was foolish to think
that just because she gave a man a good fuck he would be nicer to
her, would value her more, but it was instinctive, and it was
really all she had at this point.

She bobbed up and down slowly, turning her
head to rotate his shaft a little within her throat, then slide
forward, her breasts rubbing against him, mashing down upon his
rigid cock as she licked at his belly. She groaned as he gripped
her hair and drew her higher along his belly, but her tongue never
left him, licking a trail up along his belly to his chest where she
sucked and licked at one of his nipples before he pulled her higher
still.

She felt his hands sliding down her back,
then massaging her ass. One of them slid under her belly and she
moaned as he fingered her clit. His lips kissed hers, and she
kissed back hungrily.

She felt him gripping the base of the wooden
cock and drawing it free, and then positioning his cock against
her. She pushed her hands against his chest, half rising, then
sinking down on him with a shuddering groan of pleasure.

Leaving forward, panting, she rode him,
rolling her hips, squeezing down on her pubic muscles each time she
rode up, gasping in pleasure every time she sank down to the
bottom. His cock felt glorious inside her! After the harsh wood,
his cock felt like a part of her, and she rode him excitedly as his
hands kneaded her breasts and rolled her nipples.

He abruptly rolled over, and she gasped as
she found herself underneath him. She spread her legs as he drove
himself into her, her hands sliding up over his shoulders as he
began to stroke. He drew back, then, gripping her legs behind the
knees, lifting them up and back, bending her body as he rose above
to thrust into her aching, burning pussy.

His powerful hips thrust down again and
again, and Meghan moaned and gasped and jerked under the heavy
impact against her upraised buttocks. His cock was a spear
thrusting deep inside her, but a soft, rigid, slick spear which
caressed her insides like silk on silk. His grip shifted to her
ankles, forcing her feet back further, elevating her bottom as he
rode down upon her.

Meghan's body was aching with the sexual
pressure, the intensity of the sensations roused within her growing
more powerful with every deep thrust. Her eyes glazed over and then
widened as the orgasm hit. She cried out, twisting and writhing
beneath him as his hips pounded down against her. She felt the ache
in her thighs, in her tendons, as his weight forced her ankles back
further, actually back behind her head, but she didn't care.

The deep, steady, powerful stroking of his
cock inside her drove her over the edge and sent her mind tumbling
and spinning as all her cares, concerns, fears and worries spun
away under the cloud of swirling, steaming sensual pleasure. She
felt his cock deep inside her, stroking in and out, punching
against the back wall of her sex. She felt the pressure, the
fullness from the wooden one stuffed up her ass, and how the
combination made her ache so deliciously inside.

She forgot to breath.

Her mind tumbled through a storm of pleasure
as he rode her, as he pounded down into her, as she felt him atop
her and within her, and the dark hunger of being so totally
possessed. She had not really thought before, of the reality of
being a slave. Even though she had been sold, it had seemed an
entirely foreign concept. But now her mind linked his words and her
reality, in a strange dark way. A sex toy, he had called her. A
slave.

A sex slave!

That was what she was. There was no point in
even trying to deny it. She hadn't been sold or purchased for her
value as a seamstress, after all, or an accountant, or a
housekeeper. She was a sex slave, and that was where her value in
life now lay!

It was a simple and obvious fact, but one her
mind only now fully absorbed, as she lay there, collared and
shackled, and ridden by a prince of the city whose cock punched
deep into her belly with every stroke. She was utterly at his whim,
his to do with as he chose, to hurt or pleasure or sell or even
kill!

As the orgasm slowly subsided, she found her
mind floating her body feeling a languorous ease. Yet he was still
atop her, his cock still thrusting into her.

He's still fucking me, she thought
dazedly.

But finally he drew back, his thick cock
sliding out of her as her legs dropped to the bed below. He drew
back onto his heels, then gripped her thighs and flipped her bodily
onto her belly. Meghan gasped and then moaned as he slapped her
bottom, gripped her hips, and jerked her bottom high. She pushed
herself up onto her hands as he spread her legs, and then he was
pushing into her again from behind.

He started thrusting, only now there was an
added element. His hips were slapping against her buttocks just
before, but now his upper belly was pressing against the out-thrust
base of the wooden cock he'd stuffed down into her ass. Every time
he sheathed himself fully inside her, she felt the pressure of that
wooden cock deep inside her, and groaned at the ache.

Sex slave, she thought dazedly. I'm a sex
slave in a Roman city!

It seemed impossible. It was impossible. But it was also
undeniable. His cock was still thrusting into her, and now his
hands were moving up and down her body, sliding beneath to squeeze
and knead her breasts as his upper body came down onto her back.
She felt his lips on the nape of her neck, then his teeth and
tongue as he bit her lightly.

His weight pushed her down onto her elbows,
and she shuddered as he drove even deeper, as his hands crushed her
breasts and his lips sucked at her throat. She felt the heat
pouring through her nervous system and the sudden flickering rise
of the flames once more.

Still he rode her, as she breathlessly and
helplessly knelt before him, beneath him. Her arousal deepened and
spread, and she felt it taking hold of her mind, as well as her
body.

He rose up and back, gripping her hair,
twisting it around his fist, using it like a handle to jerk her
back every time he thrust forward. His free hand slapped her
bottom, then slid beneath her chest to knead her breast as Meghan
felt the heat beginning to fray the edge of her sanity.

He had said he was known for his endurance,
she thought frantically.

Her skin burned.

Still he rode her, sometimes fast, sometimes
slow. He paused often, deep inside her, grinding himself against
her. Other times he pulled out completely, then she felt the head
of his cock rubbing up and down against her pussy before he
penetrated her again.

She felt her mind floating, her jaw going
slack. She grunted helplessly with every deep thrust as her insides
swirled and churned. Then another massive orgasm tore through her
mind like a hurricane, and she cried out in pleasure as her elbows
gave way and she fell on her face on the mattress, her bottom still
raised high as he pounded against her.
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The conversation went slowly. She had to
explain so much he had no concept, no vision, no understanding for.
He did not understand cars or even motors or electricity. And,
unfortunately, she was no engineer to explain the details to him
with any clarity. He understood the water wheel, however, so he
could grasp the concept of burning a fuel which turned a wheel
which turned other wheels. He had no concept of airplanes, but her
description of a balloon intrigued him.

Her description of digging up the foundations
of the city, however, were of more profound interest to him.
Hironia had been a Roman outpost, but as the authority of Rome had
retreated and then degenerated, his grandfather, who had then been
a Roman general, had seized control and declared himself emperor of
Hironia and all the surrounding lands. He was not pleased at her
description of what remained in her time.

“Well, but it is fifteen hundred years away,”
she said.

“My lord,” he growled.

“My lord.”

“And you tell me Rome still lives.”

“Yes, well, I suppose.”

“And Athens.”

“Yes, but they're a lot bigger. Lots of
ancient cities fell to war or just collapsed for one reason or
another.”

He was laying on his side next to her on the
bed, his hand slowly moving up and down her body, enjoying the feel
of her soft, warm skin.

“Father has a vision of a new Rome, of us
conquering more and more territory until we are as great as the old
Republic. Yet you tell us that nothing is known of us.”

“Not even the name,” she said.

“So he failed. We were destroyed by some
enemy, and nothing remained not even distant records”

He toyed with her nipple ring.

“How soon, do you think?”

“I have no idea.”

“Some scholar. So we could go on for
centuries.”

She hesitated and his eyes narrowed.

“I doubt it,” she said. “If you had existed
so long outside of Rome's shadow there would have been more written
about the city, if not here then among those nearby.
Besides...”

“Besides what?”

“The Muslims are coming. They conquered
almost the whole of the Iberian Peninsula during the sixth and
seventh centuries.”

“Muslims!?”

“Moors.”

“Here!?”

“Well, yes, until they were driven off, but
it took centuries to do that.”

“So you think it was the Muslims who
destroyed us..”

“Possibly, but before them there were the
Vandals and Germanic tribes. After the weakening of the western
Roman empire they crossed the Rhine and ravaged much of Gaul until
the Visigoths drove them out, drove them into Iberia, in fact, and
that was a century or two before the Moors.”

He frowned and stood up.

“The Daghari who captured you were of these
Germanic tribes,” he said, pulling on his robes. “They have been
seen only lately in this area. Father thinks they are of no great
import”

“He's probably wrong about that,” she
said.

His eyes flashed. “It can be unhealthy for a
prince to suggest the emperor is wrong. It is far less healthy for
a slave to suggest it.”

There was a diffident knock at the door and
then it opened. One of the guards bowed.

“My Lord, your father wishes to see you and
uhm, the slave, in the green room.”

“Very well,” Drevin said.

The guard withdrew, and Drevin scowled at
her.

“You will say nothing of this to him.”

She nodded, and his hand slapped down on the
table next to the bed.

“My lord!” he snapped.

“Yes, my lord!” she exclaimed anxiously.

“You are a slave. You are a very obedient,
very obsequious slave whose purpose is obvious to all who see you.
Is that clear?”

“Yes, my lord!”

“And you will make that very clear to my
father, and everyone else who might be there, who might wonder why
I had an interest in you and why I offended that imbecile Peiestali
by taking you from him. You will be a sexual creature from the top
of your golden head to the tip of your small toes. Do you
understand?”

“Yes, my lord,” she gulped worriedly.

He snapped his fingers. “Come here.”

She scrambled out of bed and he took her by
the collar and bent her over the edge once more. She saw him pick
up one of the wooden dildos.

“Oh please, my lord!”

He slapped her bottom. “What are you?”

“I-I'm a .. sex slave,” she said.

“What is your purpose?”

“I – my purpose? To... to please men?”

He slapped her bottom sharply. “My lord!” he
growled.

“To please men, My Lord!”

“You will call me master. It is more fitting.
You will call my father My Lord if he deigns to speak with you. If
he does not you will remain silent.”

“Yes my – master.”

She gasped as the wooden cock slid deep into
her pussy, spreading the walls of her sex wide so that they
squeezed down tight around it. The lips of her sex ached as they
stretched wide. Then came the other, and with a little oil, it too
was soon deep inside her aching belly.

“Your life depends on just how unique father
sees you as a bed toy,” he said. “If he believes I used my royal
prerogative to possess a unique toy at the expense of a commoner he
will find no fault. If he believes you are simply a whore like any
other to be found and bought, then he will assume I took you merely
to insult Peiestali, which he has previously ordered me to cease
doing. You understand the danger of being seen to be disobeying the
emperor?”

She nodded quickly, then started. “Yes,
master!”

“If he feels that was what I was doing he
would command me to return you. That would be a humiliation for me,
and far worse for you.”

He thrust his hand against the base of the
dildo protruding from her bottom and she yelped in pain.

“You must impress him with your value,
Meghan,” he growled. “For all unique things of value should belong
to the emperor and his family.”

“Y-Yes, master!”

* * *

It was to be worse than she had imagined.

He walked her there, holding her leash. But
once they neared the doors to the emperor's chamber he ordered her
onto all fours. She then had to crawl like an animal as he led her
forward.

“When we reach the foot of the dais you will
press your forehead to the floor,” he said out of the side of his
mouth.

If she'd been thinking, she'd have known
that. The levels of obsequious behavior required of commoners in
ancient days often required such overt displays. But her heart was
pounding and her pulse racing as she imagined what would happen if
the emperor decided to give her back to that awful man who had
bought her.

Once again, she thought of the meek, timid
girls she had seen at the auction, and of how she needed to
distinguish themselves from 'common whores' as Drevin termed them.
Being shameless and brazen seemed to be the way, but what if she
angered the emperor?! And how could she be shameless whens he was
crawling on a wide, bright red rug naked with wooden … objects...
sticking out of her pussy and ass?!

For the fact was, she was far from shameless.
She was horribly embarrassed.

Fortunately, she had a lot of time to get
used to her shame. As the doors opened, Drevin walked through, and
she crawled alongside him. He did not walk quickly, so she was able
to keep up. The room was enormous, and there were dozens and dozens
of people there as she was forced to crawl down the center
aisle.

Just when she thought she was getting used to
such shocking exposure, these people came up with a way to make it
even more shocking and depraved!

But it was a long crawl up the aisle, and
while her face burned hotly as they entered the room, it began to
cool as the time passed. Drevin was in no hurry. He paused to
exchange greetings with people along the way several times.
Scanning the front of the room, Meghan saw the dais on which the
throne sat held a half dozen people, and it seemed the occupant was
busy with one group at present.

Everyone stared at her as they passed. Most
of them were men, but there were a few noblewomen who smirked or
tittered at the sight of her. At first their attention burned into
her pride, what remained of it, but after a few minutes even that
began to fade somewhat. She was still horribly embarrassed when
they reached the front of the room, but her face was not as hot,
and her mind had stopped fluttering like a caged hummingbird.

It helped that she realized she was not the
only naked woman there. There were two more naked women, also
collared and beautiful, on the dais, next to the throne. Perhaps
the emperor kept slave girls too? Given the depravities of the
Roman Empire anything was possible.

She bowed her head low, pressing it against
the floor as Drevin, standing beside her, bowed his head.

“My lord, you wished to see me?”

The man on the throne was large, but had a
noticeable middle-aged spread. His long hair was white, and spilled
down past his shoulders.

“I've had complaints about you, My Lord,” the
man said back, eying her doubtfully.

“Some peasant complaining about my arrogance,
My Lord?” Drevin asked politely.

There were titters from the crowd.

“Apparently you absconded with a newly
purchased slave from one of our more notable merchants,” the
emperor said with a scowl.

“I presumed the royal prerogative still held,
My Lord. I saw something new and unique and so I presumed the
merchant would be most proud to gift it to a member of the royal
family.”

A tug on her leash brought Meghan's head up,
and raised her to all fours just as the emperor scratched his belly
and eyed her sourly.

“Some slave taken from the tribesmen to the
southwest, I'm given to understand.”

“Technically, of course, whoever spoke such
words to you is correct. The slave was taken from the Daghari.
However, as you can see, she is no Daghari. It might be worth
investigating to see where they got her, as she seems to be from a
most comely race. Certainly she's not from nearby as I've never
seen a female quite like her.”

“She's a female like any other,” said a man
in a dark robe who strode forward with a bow to the emperor. “And
the use to which she's to be put is similarly identical. Surely
Prince Drevin can find any number of comely young lasses to make
sport with and need not humiliate an honorable merchant by
snatching his newly purchased favorite. Unless, of course,
humiliating him was the point.”

“A female like any other?” Drevin said with a
smile. “By no means, my lord.”

He tugged on the leash and Meghan rose on her
knees, arms at her sides, then he shifted his grip to her hair and
pulled her to her feet. There were murmurs around her at her height
as he pulled back on her hair to arch her back.

“I ask you, father, if you've seen one like
this anywhere about,” Drevin said.

“She's a tall woman,” the emperor said with a
scowl. “And she's from far to the north, where hair like hers is
said to be common.”

“But we are not far to the north, father, and
she has some very unusual talents.”

There were more titters from behind.

He pulled harder on her hair, and Meghan
gasped as she rose onto the balls of her feet. He kissed the side
of her throat, and whispered.

“You see the tall guard to the left, the
Sumerian? You will go to him and play his flute. He will not move
without the emperor's let.”

He released her hair and she almost lost her
balance, then decided that she ought to drop down, and did so,
kneeling beside him. Heart pounding, she started forward, even
though her mind resisted the very notion of what she had to do. But
the emperor's attitude was not encouraging. He didn't think there
was anything special about her being either tall or blonde, and she
shuddered at the thought of going back to Peiestali and his
whips.

She let her hips start to roll as she started
forward, and drew her head up proudly. She licked her lips, slowly,
then slitted her eyes and tried to crawl like a cat, proud and
arrogant. She kept her bottom high, ignoring the fact most of the
room could see the wooden cocks sticking out of her.

The two guards standing at the foot of the
throne were almost a matched set. They were both massive men, but
short, by her standards, at least. They were wearing full, golden
armor, but that armor consisted, of a leather skirt with round gold
strips on it. The one on the left was as black as an Ethiopian, and
wore hob-nailed sandals, like most of the soldiers.

Her mind spun wildly as she crawled to him.
He watched her but his face was placid and he did not react in the
slightest. He stood upright, a spear in his left hand. She let
hunger fill her eyes as she approached, knowing the emperor was
watching. She reached his feet and looked up from beneath her long
lashes, then bent and licked lightly at his foot, her tongue
sliding slowly up along his ankle, then up and around his lower
leg.

She kissed and licked her way up along his
black leg, up past his knee, up until her head began to ease his
thick leather skirt up. Her tongue slid up along his thigh
underneath as her head raised him higher.

She heard a curt bark of some word from the
emperor, and then felt movement. A moment later the skirt was
pulled off and the soldier stood still, just as stolidly, not with
any apparent embarrassment or unease.

His upper legs were thickly muscled, and she
let her hands glide up and down along his skin as her tongue
reached his upper thigh. She caressed his outer thighs and hips as
she kissed the head of what looked like an enormous cock, even
flaccid. Swallowing nervously, she licked at it again, kissed along
it to the base, then mouthed one of his balls. She sucked and
massaged it as her hands moved around to squeeze what felt like a
very tight, muscular ass.

She sucked and licked at the other, and saw
him beginning to harden. His cock thickened and rose as she
continued to suck on the balls, then lick up and down along the
underside. It rose still higher, until, thick and gleaming black,
it pointed out at the room like a spear, tilted upward.

He was enormous!

She mouthed the underside of the head, then
mouthed her way slowly down the side, playing it as a flute. She
wondered if that were where the expression came from, as she slid
lifted his cock, pointing it straight up, mouthed his balls, then
licked slowly up the underside to the head. When she eased the head
down she opened her mouth as wide as she could, straining her jaw,
and managed to get the thing inside.

It was unquestionably the biggest cock she'd
ever seen up close, and she quailed at the thought of swallowing
it. But her life might depend on it, so she did everything she
could to seem confident, exotic, and erotic, rolling her eyes hotly
up at him as she slowly drew more and more of it into her mouth. It
soon filled her mouth to overflowing, even with two thirds of it
still to go.

She bobbed her lips on it, sucking, licking,
caressing the head with her tongue, then pulled free and licked her
way up and down the shaft. She rubbed the thick shaft across her
face, moaning, rolling her head back, licking at it every time it
crossed her lips.

That she was doing this with a hundred people
watching seemed incredible, but fear focused the mind, as she had
noted before, and her fear of being returned to Peiestali was
great. So with his cock slick and gleaming, she drew the head into
her mouth again, forcing her lips down its length, and when that
fat head pushed against her throat, she closed her eyes, and
swallowed

It was too big for her throat. But she forced
herself down it, regardless. It hurt, but that didn't matter. She
gurgled weakly as her fingers dug into his buttocks, and she pulled
herself forward until she felt the thing sliding down into her very
chest! Only when her lips were pressed firmly against the base of
his cock, with her face jammed into his groin, did she let herself
stop.

Briefly.

She eased slowly back, drawing the long,
gleaming length of him free of her chest, of her throat, then
finally of her mouth. She felt saliva filling her mouth, and used
it to effect, letting it pour over his cock as she tilted him
skyward and then squeezed her hands around the length of him,
pumping up and down on the slick skin, then rubbing him against her
face once more.

She took him into her mouth again, rolling
her eyes up at the man. He was still not moving, but his eyes were
hooded as she forced him down her throat again. Her fingers
squeezed his ass, then she forced a saliva-coated finger up into
his ass. His eyes widened, and wiggled her finger as she drew her
lips back slowly, then faster.

She pulled her mouth free, thrusting her
finger up inside him as she pumped her other hand on the front of
his cock.

He exploded.

She had seen it on porn videos, watched with
a sense of disgust, really, but now she pretended to glory in the
feel of a thick spattering, spurting rain of fluid across her face
as she pumped his cock and moaned weakly, rolling her head and
rolling her bottom, pretending to exult in the feel of his semen on
her skin.

This apparently was something new to the
Romans. Many stared in disbelief, and there were murmurs of
consternation from behind her.

As calmly as she could manage she used her
finger to scoop his semen off her face, and slide her dripping
fingers into her mouth as the emperor watched. She gave him what
she hoped was a smoky, carnal gaze of hunger, slid her tongue along
her lower lips, and sucked on her fingers as she pumped them slowly
in and out.

Even Drevin seemed impressed.

And for some reason, her embarrassment faded
at last. She almost preened under their amazement. She licked at
the man's cock again, her hands rising, caressing him as her mouth
slid down to suck lightly on his balls and draw them into her
mouth. He was a young and healthy man, and with her fingers working
on him, and her increasingly confident, even cocky mouth sucking
and licking, he began to harden once more.

“I think you'll agree, father, that such a …
special slave, is something the emperor and his family deserve to
possess. Unless merchant Peiestali can find a replacement as
beautiful and skilled in the art of lovemaking as this one.

“She plays the flute well,” the man in the
dark robe said in irritation. “No doubt any slave could be made to
do a similar task.”

“She is a natural creature of sex and
sensuality,” Drevin said. “She lives for nothing else. She is like
no female in the city or around it.”

“Does she?” the emperor said with a snort.
“Fine then, she'll probably like being mounted by Jaffar
there.”

“I'm sure she will go mad with pleasure,
father,” Drevin said. “Why, it is only because of those devices you
see inserted within her body she is able to keep from turning into
a lust-crazed animal, for she craves sex of every kind every moment
of the day.”

A fine way of calling her a whore, Meghan
thought, a trifle miffed, but she wasn't about to contradict
him.

At a word from the emperor the guard put down
his spear – the bigger one, and removed his upper armor. When he
was nude, his powerful body shone black against the overhead lights
and lamps.

His cock seemed, if anything, even bigger, as
he reached down and took her hair. She gasped, back arching as he
forced her head back. Then he put her forward and she fell onto all
fours before the throne.

He knelt behind her, and his big black
fingers caressed her sex, then pulled the wooden cock out of her.
She moaned as she felt his own, even thicker cock rubbing against
her entrance. She was surprised at how moist and hot she was as he
began to push into her, and felt her mind sinking into a strange,
darkly erotic sense of the impossible.

She was going to be fucked right here in
front of the whole room! By this huge man's giant cock! Her mind
spun, but then as he began to push into her she felt her old life
slipping away, her old modesty, her old inhibitions. She groaned
with sudden excitement as his cock stretched her so wide.

His big hands almost encircled her waist as
he drew her back. His cock stretched her painfully, then began to
penetrate. And as he pushed deeper and deeper she began to feel a
dark, exotic sense of eroticism. She was a sex slave. This was
nothing to be embarrassed about. This was nothing to be shamed of.
This was something to glory in!

And yet she still felt dreadfully
self-conscious. Her inner heat began to rise as the big man pushed
deeper, and her hips began to roll as she realized the need to
fulfill Drevin's description of her as a crazed nympho. She moaned
and gasped as he pushed still deeper. She'd never had anything so
large inside her, and she still had the big wooden cock up her
ass!

These people had never seen a porn video, she
thought. She began to roll her head, to gasp and moan more loudly
as he ground himself against her. His cock was simply too long to
fit entirely within her slender body, or so it seemed. He didn't
wait to bury himself, but began to pump in and out, gripping her
hips tightly to hold her in place.

It hurt, but she ignored the pain as she
continued to feign pleasure, and slowly her body adapted and she
began to realize she no longer needed to fake it. Her body was
starting to burn with heat, and her rock hard nipples were tingling
and aching as the rings pulled on them from below.

A sense of unreality settled on her as she
looked out at the crowd, and then the steady, deep thrusting pulled
her attention back and she began to lose herself to the heat of
that awful, wonderful piercing cock.

The nose of it pummeled the back wall of he
sex, and then, slowly, gradually, slid deeper inside her, the point
where his hips were finally slapping against her buttocks. It ached
fiercely, but wonderfully as Meghan's brain was flooded with a
wild, tumult of sensory pleasure. Her own rising excitement as
shame dropped away only added to the heat, and she felt herself
almost basking in the attention even while a part of her continued
to feel utterly mortified by it.

What she was doing was so wicked, so wild, so
wanton, so shocking and slutty! And she gloried in it as a fever
rose in her body. Her head rolled up and back and she thrust her
hips back at him to increase the force of his thrusts. Her ragged
breaths echoed through the room along with her yelps and cries of
pleasure each time he buried his mighty cock inside her aching
belly.

The orgasm poured through her senses like a
thick, overheated cream and she cried out, again and again, her
body writhing and twisting, head jerking back as she was impaled on
the giant black cock, her insides churning and burning as fire
raced through her mind. She sank to her elbows, keeping her bottom
high, rolling her hips, then lower still, moaning, pressing her
overheated breasts to the floor, slack jaw rubbing against the
brilliant marble as she drooled dazedly, her body moving in time to
the big man's thrusting hips.

He buried every last inch inside her, then
shuddered as he came.

 


 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


The last of Meghan's inhibitions seemed to
have been burned away during that shocking session before the
Emperor and his court. Oddly, that did not mean she was
'shameless'. In fact, she still felt a scalding heat at public sex.
The difference now was that the heat was more turned inward, and
arousing rather than cringe-producing. She was shocked by her own
actions, and shocked by the very idea of doing them in public, but
some part of her was darkly thrilled by them.

Her exhibitionistic side had truly come to
the fore, along with a strange, masochistic sense of heat at being
so degraded, so outrageously exposed. Perhaps that latter sensation
came from too many cheap romantic 'bodice busters' set in early
times, along with a previous hesitant fascination for bondage and
rough sex which had not had much to satisfy it prior to her falling
back into time.

Yet she now found herself in a role where,
for the first time in her life, behavior which would have
previously been deemed whorish and sluttish by all those around her
was now not only normal but expected. In fact, it was more than
expected: it was required!

Drevin was not a cruel man by the standards
of this period, but by the standards of the twenty-first century he
was a brute and a bully! He brooked little in the way of argument,
and several times during their first few days Meghan had abruptly
found herself belly down across his lap while his hand cracked
stingingly across her bottom. Nor were these playful spankings. Her
bottom hurt!

Yet he also rode her like a bull. While she
was taller than him, she was slender and feminine. Drevin was all
man! He had thick, powerful arms and shoulders, and could throw her
around on the bed effortlessly. Sex with him was completely
unrestrained. It was raw and carnal, and animalistic!

Yet as his 'bed slave' as it was apparently
termed here, she had no other duties. She found herself in a cage,
the cage being his apartment, with nothing to do when he wasn't
there. She started exercising for something to do, though she had
no equipment. She did get a mat which could serve as a yoga mat,
though, and it wasn't difficult to find something to use as
weights.

She was pleased when a man named Diangelo
showed up to speak with her about her gold rings, and the naval
ring she'd once worn. But she really couldn't tell him a lot about
how they were manufactured.

He had also brought her bra and thong, and
once again, she was at a loss to explain the manufacturing methods
and how they'd gotten the stitching so small and tight. Her best
guess was that the needles and thread they used were just much
smaller than what was available now.

They did have a long and interesting
discussion about archeology, though, and how the modern world went
about unveiling the secrets of the past. For even these people had
a distant past, distant ancestors and ruins.

When Drevin returned that evening she greeted
him as enthusiastically as usual, but with a mission in mind.

“I'm bored,” she complained.

He raised his eyebrows. “I bore you?”

She tsked and shook her head. “Of course not.
I'm bored when you're not here.”

“I can hardly spend all my time in bed, much
as the thought pleases my mind,” he said.

“Isn't there anywhere I can go, to wander
around or do? It's not like I can get out of the city like this,”
she said, waving at her nudity. “Nor like I have anywhere to go
to.”

“It isn't considered seemly for bed slaves to
wander around in public,” he said.

He sat down and she knelt to undo the straps
of his boots and remove them, but then before he could stand she
straddled him and sat astride his lap, facing him. Since her
breasts were directly in his face he didn't object.

“Well, if I didn't have to be naked all the
time it wouldn't be an issue! I know there are other slaves who are
clerks and stuff. They're not kept naked.”

“No one wants to see a fat, middle aged clerk
naked,” he said with a smile, licking lightly at her nipple.

“I could wear very little, and that could
actually be more attractive than just being naked.”

“I doubt that,” he said, sliding his hand
down her bare back and cupping her buttocks His hand slid under her
buttocks and she felt a jolt of excitement even as he pulled back
on her hair and kissed her throat and neck.

“But I'll go crazy if I don't do something!”
she complained, knowing her voice was starting to sound whiny.

“Then do what other women do”

“What do they do?”

He frowned uncertainly. “Knitting, crafts of
some sort. I confess to not paying much attention.”

“Are there places to buy the materials for
things like that? I don't have any money, after all.”

He laughed. “A slave with gold. An amusing
notion.

“I could make something really sexy. You
would really like it,” she promised.

“I doubt I would like it more than this,” he
said, cupping her breasts, his fingers sliding up to lightly pinch
and pluck at her nipples. He had had the rings , gold shackles and
collar removed because they were marks of Peiestali's ownership.
All she wore now was a silver collar with his house sigil on
it.

“But I have odd foreign knowledge, My Lord,
which might not be in your experience,” she said, a trifle
breathlessly. “Perhaps you would encounter something entirely
new.”

“Hmm,” he said, fingers stroking up and down
between the lips of her sex. “Perhaps I will send Tortelli tomorrow
to find you something to do.”

Tortelli was a junior officer who worked as
one of Drevin's aides.

She reached down and rubbed him through his
robe, then slid his robe up, and he rose a little so she could peel
it up his body and off. Nude, she admired his body, running eager
hands up and down his powerful arms, and then over his chest and
onto his shoulders. He rained kisses on her breasts and sucked and
licked at her nipples as his hands moved over her buttocks and up
and down her sides.

She had demonstrated a lap dance for him the
other day, and it had become something he was rapidly becoming
addicted to. She ground herself slowly and sinuously against him
now, as she leaned in and down to kiss him. Her fingers slid up and
down over his shoulders, and then down his bare back as their
tongues twisted together and their lips met in tight, firm
embrace.

She rose up then sank down, grinding his
erection under her buttocks, rolling her hips from side to side as
she eased back and guided his mouth to her breasts.

Then his hands closed on her buttocks and he
rose, standing smoothly and easily, despite her in his arms. He
turned and walked to the bed, then flung her off so that she landed
with a gasp on her back. Grinning, he climbed onto the bed, then
seized her ankles and gave a casual yank.

Meghan yelped as she jerked down closer to
him. Then with a quick movement he gripped her thighs and flipped
her onto her belly. A slap on the buttocks, and his hands were on
her hips, yanking them up, raising her bottom high, pulling her
legs wide.

Breathlessly, she lay on her belly, moaning
softly as she felt him gripping his shaft, rubbing the head up and
down along her moist, warm sex, pressing the head harder with each
stroke until he sank into her. Then his big hands encircled her
waist and he pushed forward as he drew her back.

Meghan closed her eyes briefly and groaned in
pleasure as his cock pushed deep into her belly. He ground himself
against her as his hands slid up to her ribs, then began to drew
back and push forward. He spent little time working his way up to
speed, and he was soon pounding himself against her upraised
buttocks with bruising force.

She forced herself up to her hands but his
hard thrusts kept knocking her forward, and she wound up on her
elbows, gasping in time to the hard impacts of his muscular hips
against her raised bottom, His cock was a battering ram against the
back wall of her pussy as he rode her, and her mind began to be
swept by waves of heat and pleasure. It ached, but it ached in such
a darkly delicious and erotic way that nothing but excitement
penetrated her aroused mind.

He rode her to a thunderous orgasm, and kept
right on riding, as she twisted and cried out in wildfire pleasure.
Her buttocks slapped back against him as his powerful staff speared
her with every violent thrust, and she felt a dazed sense of
wonderment at how she had lived so long without getting fucked as
wonderfully as she did now.

He was a wild, rough man using her as his
whore, and there was no part of her which didn't glory in it! The
idea of equality given her situation was laughable. There was to be
no sharing, in that sense, for she belonged to him. In fact, her
only purpose in life was to arouse and pleasure him.

But that side of herself which she sensed had
become somewhat feral only rejoiced in every hard, deep thrust. She
felt a cat-like glee in being mounted by her mate – though of
course, he was far form that. But as her body was rocked by his
hard thrusts she could forget that little tidbit and glory in the
thorough use he was making of her lithe young body. There was no
sense of self-consciousness, no thought whatever of what he might
'think of her' afterward, nothing but utter acceptance that he
could do anything he wanted to her however he wanted to do it.

His big, rough hands kneaded her breasts, and
she shuddered as the tips of his fingers found her stiff nipples,
rubbing and rolling them, pinching and plucking them as his hips
continued to beat a powerful tattoo against her buttocks.

He finished suddenly, with a gasp, his weight
atop her now, bearing her down onto the bed as he ground himself
into her buttocks. His teeth bit at the nape of her neck as his
hands mauled her breasts. Then he was still, until, with a groan,
he rolled over.

“Rub my back, slave,” he said after a few
moments.

“Y-Yes, master,” she gasped.

No other reply was acceptable to an order.
She had already learned that much, at least.

* * *

Captain Tortelli was much like the captain
whose men had captured her out in the woods. He was a little
younger, and a little wider in the chest. His black hair was short
and curly, and he had a keen sense of intelligence in his dark
eyes.

He came into the room while she was
exercising. In fact, she was on the yoga mat, in a pose not
terribly dissimilar to the one Drevin had used her in the previous
evening. He paused to admire the view from behind, and watch her
bottom and hips move up and down.

“Whatever is it you are doing, wench?”

She jerked in alarm, twisting around on the
mat, staring at him.

“I-I was exercising,” she gulped.

“An interesting type of exercise,” he said in
amusement “I can see the resemblance to other things.”

She stood up uncertainly, and as he pushed
himself away from the wall and approached she found herself backing
up until she was pressed against a table.

“Your master asked me to come by and see to
you,” he said with a dark smirk.

“I uhm, well, he did say uhm, something about
my taking up a craft or something.”

“A craft?”

“What kind of craft?” he asked, moving up
against her so that her legs had to spread apart.

“I uhm, I'm not sure,” she said
uncertainly.

He gripped her nipples and pinched them,
stretching them out and examining the holes.

“Hmm, perhaps you are to become a jeweler,”
he said.

“I-I don't think so,” she gulped.

She was suddenly unsure of her position. A
part of her, the twenty-first century part, saw herself as
something like Drevin's girlfriend, even if she was also his
possession. But she was a slave, she knew, and what were slaves to
do when people touched them? Could a slave say no? Could a slave
resist? She was fairy sure Tortelli would not do anything which
might anger Drevin, though.

The interesting thing, she realized
afterward, was that she spent not thought on whether she wanted
Tortelli to touch her, or to do anything else to her. Her only
actual concern was what she was supposed to do given that she was a
slave. She did not want Drevin to be angry with her, after all.

“I thought you already had a profession,” he
said. “You are a flutist.”

She felt the pressure on her nipples grow
painful as he tugged them downward, and she quickly bent her knees
with a gasp, and then let herself be pushed to her knees.

There was no question what he wanted, and on
question he felt that he could demand it of her, so she obediently
slid her hands up under his robe and reached for his cock. He
lifted the robe himself, and she went to work on the head of his
cock, licking and sucking as her hands massaged his balls.

She took him deep into her throat, something
which seemed to evoke considerable excitement from men of this era,
and Tortelli was no exception. He did have a better ability to
resist the sensations than the others she had encountered, though,
even after she had taken him deep three times.

He pulled her off, though, on the third
stroke, lifted her rapidly to her feet, then lifted her up and set
her bottom on the edge of the table behind her. His hands pushed
her thighs up and apart, spreading them achingly wide. He then
guided the dripping wet head of his hard, slick cock to the mouth
of her sex.

“We'll see if you're as tight as the prince
says,” he growled.

He pushed himself into her until his hips
were pressed firmly against her, then shoved her upper body back so
she fell onto her back on the table. Gasping, she watched as his
hips moved in and out, as his hands roamed up her body to knead her
breasts. Her knees were stretched wide apart, her buttocks on the
edge of the table as he thrust into her, and despite hardly knowing
the man, she felt her inner fires rising rapidly.

His fingers were rough on her breasts as he
enthusiastically thrust himself into her. Meghan stared up at him,
lips parted, gasping as he used her, staring at his face, at his
body, at his cock as it moved in and out of her, at his hands on
her breasts. Like Drevin, he was unrestrained, thrusting hard and
fast so that her body and the table beneath it jerked in time to
the hard strokes.

There was nothing romantic about it. It was
hard, fast, animal sex. Yet she felt no sense of shame or guilt
over it as she might once have. In fact, excitement began to rise
within her, for being nude all the time, and thinking of herself as
a sex slave had done amazing things to her sense of sexuality.

And with no shame, guilt or fear, her mind
dwelled on what was still somewhat shocking.

I'm being fucked by a Roman officer!

An amazing thing for a historian who had
devoted her life to studying Rome.

Unfortunately, unlike Drevin, Tortelli didn't
see the need to worry about outlasting her. She was just a slave
girl, after all, and not even his. So he stopped just as she was
rising towards the deeper, more intense part of arousal that
presaged orgasm. She moaned weakly as he slowed his pumping, then
pulled free entirely, giving her breast a final squeeze.

“I trust I have been entertaining enough,” he
said smugly.

“Y-You... his... my lord said you would...
bring me to where I could buy materials.”

“Materials?” he frowned. “For what
purpose?”

“So that I could craft or sew like other
women do when they are alone.”

He snorted in surprise. “I have never heard
of slaves doing such things.”

She sat up with a groan, combing the hair out
of her face. “I am not a normal slave.”

“That is truth, I suppose. But I do not think
you should be taken out to the market as you are. You would create
considerable … disorder.”

“My lord wants me to make something I can
wear,” she said, not entirely truthfully.

He raised his eyebrows at that.

“Nothing... heavy,” she said hurriedly.
“Something small and uhm, teasing.”

“Hmm,” he said. “Well, I would not argue with
the prince over such as that. I can send for crafters to bring
supplies that you might choose, since you know more what he seeks
than I.”

Meghan was relieved at that. The thought of
wandering through a busy market naked, picking at this or that
piece of fabric or thread had been intimidating. It took a while,
but the merchants began to show up, each presenting his wares while
trying not to ogle her too obviously.

In the end, she bought a number of threads
and needles, along with an assortment of beaded strings, some
colorful fabrics, and bright silver, decorative stones. She also
bought a jar full of beads, and a number of shells and polished
ivory stones and strips. She had no idea what the price of any of
it was, and only the vaguest notion of what she might make of them
all. But it ought to at least keep her busy for a while, she
thought.

When they were done, she was eager to get
started, but Tortelli was eager for something else. She had to
kneel and perform oral sex on him, once again. As before, he seemed
to exult in the feel of his cock sliding down her throat. But
again, as before, he didn't seem to want to finish with himself in
her throat. Instead he drew her to her feet and bent her over the
desk.

She felt his saliva-coated cock pressing
against her back opening, this time, and gasped in surprise, her
fingers tightening against the palms of her hands. It was
unthinkable to try to resist, and she knew she couldn't say now.
She was a sex slave, after all, so she bit her lip and simply
moaned as she felt his cock penetrating her there.

She had only had anal sex once, and hadn't
liked it. She had felt dirty and ashamed, but she remembered the
instructions her then boyfriend had given her, and did her best to
keep her sphincter from clamping down on him as he pushed into her.
He was not as big as Drevin, but it still took some getting used
to, and she was gasping in some pain before he had succeeded in
getting most of his shaft buried inside her.

Meghan tried to focus on something else, to
keep her mind off the sensation of his cock pushing into her ass.
That wasn't easy, but it had an effect, easing his way, and when he
was all the way in he began to grind against her and move in and
out. It was surprisingly easy to take, she thought, as his hips
slapped against her buttocks. It didn't make her feel degraded as
it once had, and while there was a little ache, it was nothing
serious.

Her breasts pillowed out beneath her as his
hips began to slap against her buttocks, and she groaned as he
forced her legs wider, allowing him to drive deeper into her belly.
After a couple of minutes she actually began to get used to it, and
then to even kind of enjoy it. She was quite surprised, and
gratified, as he continued to thrust into her hard and fast.

It didn't feel as good as it would have in
her pussy, but there was a strange dark thrill to it as he
continued to run his hands over her body and thrust up into her
ass.

When Drevin came back early she felt a
momentary panic, as if she'd been caught cheating on him, but of
course, he didn't see it that way. She was merely a slave, not his
wife or girlfriend. He actually seemed amused as he came up behind
Tortelli.

“I see you're finding a way to amuse her,
Tortelli,” he said.

“I'm doing my best, your highness,” the other
man gasped.

“Are you one of those who prefer the Greek
way then?” Drevin asked.

“Only with women, your highness,” Tortelli
replied.

He was still thrusting into her, apparently
not at all embarrassed.

Drevin moved to stand at the side of the
table, then caught a thick hunk of her loose, tangled hair and
lifted her face up and back, then looked down at her.

“And you, slave? Have your people given you
much experience in the Greek way?”

Meghan stared up at him, more than a little flustered. He
apparently wasn't bothered to find her being sodomized by his aide,
and as she realized that she began to relax, though she also felt
slightly irked. She knew that came from her twenty-first century
upbringing, though, and had to remind herself she was not his
girlfriend, but merely a slave.

“O-Only a l-little, m-master!” she
gasped.

“Some men say the back passage feels tighter
around their shaft,” Drevin said, “And of course, it staves off
pregnancy.”

She felt a small pang at that. Her pregnancy
injection would last another ten weeks. After that, with the way
Drevin was riding her, and apparently whatever aide he assigned to
the task, it would not be long before she'd wind up pregnant. She
did not want to get pregnant and subject herself to fifth century
medicine!

With that thought she was abruptly reminded
of what had been one of the single greatest advances in medical
science to occur in the middle ages. That had been when doctors had
been convinced to wash their hands before doing anything. The
realization that she could tell them of this, or at least, tell
Drevin, and perhaps make a massive change in the fortunes of sick
people, in particular, women giving birth, dropped her jaw.

She started to say something, but apparently
the sight of her being ridden by Tortelli had brought more
immediate thoughts to Drevin's mind. He pulled a little more on her
hair, forcing her head to twist to the side as he raised his robe.
Then he pushed himself against the edge of the table and thrust
himself into her open mouth.

Her thighs were grinding against the edge of
the table as Tortelli continued to thrust into her ass. But now her
long torso was twisted to the right so that she could reach the
side of the table where Drevin stood. She gripped the base of his
cock, sucking weakly as he ran it across her tongue, then closed
her lips and began to concentrate. She raised her other hand,
letting her fingers caressing his abdomen, then slide around to his
hip.

A flush of heat swept through her, for this
was something astonishing and new. She'd never had sex with two men
at once before. The loss of most of her sexual inhibitions had
expanded her sense of sexuality and the more hedonistic and
exciting the act, the more aroused she was.

Now she felt four strong male hands roaming
her body, kneading her breasts, caressing her bottom and stroking
across the downy surface of her skin. Drevin was the one who
mattered the most, so she tried to concentrate on him and ignore
Tortelli. That was easier said than done as the other man spread
her buttocks wider still and drove himself home deep into her
ass.

A part of her was daunted, but most of her
mind swirled and churned with a delicious sense of the forbidden,
of the exotic and erotic. Her inner flames began to heat higher as
the intensity of the sexual pressure within her grew. Drevin jerked
on her hair as he drove himself into her throat, and Tortelli
spread her buttocks wide as he pushed himself deeper into her
ass.

A crackling sense of sexual electricity ran
up and down her spine as the two men used her, and not the least of
that excitement was the strange sense of freedom she had from
knowing she had absolutely no control over anything that was done
to her, and that no one would think ill of her for giving herself
into her sexuality and hunger.

She opened her throat as Drevin pushed in all
the way, and found her face jammed against his groin, staring
cross-eyed down into his pubic hair as she felt his cock throbbing
within her. Her hands slid around him, clutching his buttocks,
squeezing and kneading them as she let her lips caress the base of
his shaft.

Her body continued to jerk in time to
Tortelli's thrusts into her bottom. Those thrusts were coming
faster now, and were more powerful, but she actually felt less
pain. Evidently her muscles had relaxed and so she felt now only a
cramping sensation when the head of his cock was at its deepest
point.

But the overall sensation of his cock sliding
in and out of her body with neither inherently painful nor
pleasurable. It just – was. Given her level of arousal, however, it
became something else entirely, for the lewdness of it, the fact
she was sexually pleasing two men at once, had woken something
particularly wild within her, and she reveled in its presence.

Their hands roamed and caressed, kneaded and
squeezed, and she felt utterly used by them, but in a deliciously
nasty way. They were, though they considered themselves civilized,
really little more than barbarians themselves, to Meghan, after
all. And she felt lifelong fantasies being stroked as they made use
of her body. She felt the heat within her rising, felt a powerful,
throbbing sexual intensity which made her want to tremble and
shake.

Drevin pulled his cock free of her mouth,
stroking it across her lips and over her tongue as she breathlessly
pushed it out at him. She licked at the head, licked at the shaft
as it slid by, then opened her mouth wide as he pushed it in once
more. There was a wonderful sense of satisfaction in closing her
lips around the thick shaft, in licking and sucking it and drawing
it deeper even as Tortelli's hips slapped against her buttocks.

The shuddering echos of that impact seemed to
resonate through her lower body, to travel like waves of sensation,
into her groin where they set her clitoris to trembling and
buzzing. She just needed – something – something small – to push
her over! She drew her right arm away from his bottom and thrust it
down, her hand trying to force its way in beneath her abdomen. Her
questing fingers found her clitoris, and she rubbed furiously,
crying out nearly soundlessly as Drevin's cock pushed into her
throat again.

The sensations redoubled and she thought her
head might explode, then it did, and she screamed into Drevin's
groin as the orgasm tore its way through her body.
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Meghan pondered her predicament as she worked
with the beads. She could do a lot if she imparted some of the
simple information she knew, and could convince Drevin to actually
make use of it. Simply having doctors wash their hands would have
an enormous effect. The problem was – it would have an enormous
effect. She would be changing history. Would that change be for the
better? Now it would, but would would it change in the far
future?

There were too many imponderables. How many
children would be saved because of such an innovation? And what
would all those people who had, in history, died at birth, do to
reshape the world in the next thousand years? And should she care?
If she wasn't going to get back did it matter? And was it really
changing history if no one had lived it yet? Perhaps it was
creating a different world, one separate from the one she had
left?

It was all very confusing!

But for now, she decided, she should keep her
mouth shut. She'd already told him too much. Suppose what she'd
told him changed history? What would the same area look like when
she got back? If she got back...

She knew there were limited options with the
beads and strings. Making something respectable was out of the
question. Drevin wouldn't allow it. But there was a way to cover up
some, but still look extremely provocative. In fact, the Romans
didn't seem to understand that sometimes being completely naked
wasn't as sensual as being partly naked. What she settled on was a
kind of pornographic variation of a Navajo design she had seen
once.

The formed the beads into a hanging screen
sort of like a loin cloth. The silver gray bead strings started at
the middle of her left thigh and extended to the middle of her
right, and were angled so that the ones on the ends were shorter
than the ones in the middle. She hung them from a beaded string
which hung low on her hips to begin with.

The result was a very revealing loincloth
which was even more revealing when she moved, but it was far better
than nothing. She decorated the top, just below the string around
her belly, with the silver stones, and added more strings in the
back, though these only covered the center of her bottom, and
again, were cut shorter up they reached halfway across her
bottom.

They would likely not tolerate her covering
her breasts, even with beads, so she settled for decorating two
teardrop shaped leather strips with beads, then attaching them to
either end of a thick beaded strong which she draped across the
back of her neck. The beaded leather teardrops covered the center
of each breast, and were held in place by a small pin through her
pierced nipples.

She decked herself out in a half dozen
different silver bracelets on each wrist – Drevin had a lot of
jewelery in his jewel box – and found a gaudy silver clasp for her
right bicep. She also weaved beads into some silver necklaces he
had and draped herself in them.

She thought she looked barbarically splendid,
and couldn't remember reading of anything similar in her studies of
ancient Rome. At least she wasn't completely naked. All her private
parts were at least somewhat covered.

She was still making small adjustments as she
examined herself in the gold-leafed mirror when Drevin arrived. She
turned suddenly and he halted as if dumbstruck. He stared at her in
astonishment for a long moment, so that her stomach began to churn
with anxiety. Then he moved forward slowly, transfixed.

He stared at her from up close and then
reached out, gripping her shoulder between thumb and forefinger to
turn her. He gazed at what there was of a back – then shook his
head and turned her back to face him.

“This... is how your people dress?” he asked,
his voice sounding quite odd.

“Well, no not all the time,” she said
uncertainly.

She wondered is he could explain a thong
bikini to him.

“Do you like it?” she asked.

“I … do,” he said. “It's most...
interesting.”

He cupped her bare breast, and let his
fingers examine the beaded teardrop over the center. Then he slid a
hand through the beaded strings hanging from her lower waist and
cupped her sex.

Meghan gasped a little as the warmth of his
palm spread through her, and her legs shifted automatically apart.
He chuckled softly and released her, then backed up, never taking
his eyes off her.

He backed up and removed his sword belt, then
sat down in a gilded chair.

“Let me see you walk,” he said.

She smiled, feeling a rush of heat, knowing
from his reaction just what he was thinking. She felt herself
basking in his admiration, felt a rising sense of delight, an
almost egotistical pleasure as his eyes remained fixed on her.

“You want to see me move, master?” she asked
coquettishly.

She let her hips roll a little, and a slow
song came into her head so that she halfway danced forward to where
he was sitting. She ran her hands slowly and seductively up her
body as she smiled down at him, then eased forward, straddling the
chair – and him.

“Have you ever had a lap dance, Master?' she
asked, with a purr in her voice.

He frowned uncertainly and she smiled.

* * *

The odd thing was that where people used to
eye her in the corridors, particularly men, they now stared openly
at her, jaws dropping. She didn't quite get it, but Drevin seemed
to enjoy the reaction. He didn't find it necessary to lead her by a
leash, either. She walked along to his side and a pace behind, and
everywhere they went she left distracted men – and women
behind.

That was another rush for Meghan, of course.
And it wasn't like she felt exposed now, for she was more covered
up than she'd been in some time. She had gotten used to being
stared at, being wanted, especially by the soldiers during their
trip to the city. But that lust now seemed to be even more powerful
on the part of those men who saw her.

Two days later there was a party of sorts,
though the Romans simply called it a 'gathering'. She wasn't
invited, of course, but Drevin was, and he told her to accompany
him.

The gathering took place in an enclosed
courtyard which was half filled by a massive swimming pool. There
were dozens of men and women present ,most of the women being on
the young side, and mostly lacking much in the way of clothing. The
moment they walked in she realized at least half the people there
were drunk. there were musicians in a corner playing some sort of
odd, jaunty tune, and a number of people splashing about in the
pool.

Slaves made their way around carrying jugs of
wine and trays of food, and many people were partaking of both.
Many others were engaging in something quite differently, and quite
openly, and Meghan stared in astonishment at the revelry going on
around her. It was, as far as she could determine, a Roman orgy
come to life before her very eyes!

Most of the young women were in good shape,
and so were the men, whose wide shoulders and muscular frames
reminded her that Drevin was a military officer, in addition to
being a prince. Most of the men there, she thought, were probably
Roman officers. They might also be nobles, she thought, for most
nobles were also in the military at one point or another in their
lives.

Drevin paused to engage in conversation with
a drunken man who half hung off his shoulder, and Meghan ran her
eyes around the courtyard in considerable amazement. She had lost
just about all her inhibitions about sex now, but this was the
first time she'd seen other people engaging in it. They were doing
so quite enthusiastically, too, without any evident inhibitions of
their own!

All around them was laughter, shouts of
amusement, dancing, drunken singing, splashing in the pool, and
sex. There was a lot of the latter, sometimes one on one, and often
enough with multiple parties experimenting in different ways to
join together. To one side, a pair of husky men were holding a
naked woman upside down by the ankles, holding those ankles wide
apart. One man was on either side, and they were thrusting into her
pussy and ass at the same time.

Not far away, a woman was straddling a man
laying on a mat, riding up and down while holding the cocks of two
more men in her hands and pumping them up and down. Two women were
engaged in a sixty-nine on another mat while men nearby laughed and
shouted. And not far from them a man was riding a young woman from
behind very roughly indeed.

A man who looked a lot like Drevin came up to
him. He was shorter, with blunter features, but there was no
mistaking the family resemblance.

“So, Drevin,” he said, eying her up and down.
“this is the famous slave you stole from Peiestali.”

“Lucius,” Drevin said. “I'm sure he would
have offered her freely given his boundless admiration for the
emperor.”

Lucius smirked. “Not without getting
something out of the deal.”

“He got my appreciation,” Drevin said.

Lucius snorted, cupping Meghan's breast and
giving it a squeeze.

“Interesting outfit,” he said.

“Yes, I thought so to.”

“So I suppose we get to see for ourselves the
amazing level of satisfaction she holds between her legs.”

“She is... a talented girl,” Drevin said.

“Are you a talented girl, slave?” Lucius
asked her, his hand sliding slowly down her belly and in between
her legs through the beads.

“I hope so... my lord,” she said, sliding her
tongue along her lower lip as she gave him a bashful look that had
him laugh.

Meghan felt alive!

She had never before felt so sexually free
and alive, so completely uninhibited! The attitude of the Romans
was amazing compared to what she'd grown up with. She found herself
embracing it with delight.

She felt no shame whatever as she knelt to
perform oral sex on Lucius as Drevin and others looked on. In fact,
she felt rather proud at all the watchers, particularly the women
looking on enviously as she took him deep into her throat with
apparent lack of effort.

Nor was he the first. She got to demonstrate
her 'flute playing' to a dozen others besides him. At one point she
was kneeling on a pillow with one cock in her mouth and one in each
hand, trading off one for the other to keep all three men pleased
and excited. Later she found herself riding Drevin, and then
another man whose name she didn't get. She wound up on her back
under yet another man, and then in the pool with another.

It was indeed a wild orgy, and apparently no
one minded if the slaves sampled the wine. Meghan was too busy to
drink most of the time, however, though the men, including Drevin,
got drunker as the party wore on.

Her services were in high demand, and she was
eager to please. As long as her contraceptive shot lasted she had
no danger of pregnancy, after all, and Europe was almost a thousand
years away from its first recorded case of a sexually transmitted
disease.

So she threw herself into the party with
enthusiasm, grabbing at wine whenever she could, and indulging
herself and the men around her to anything which came to mind.

She was not terribly pleased at one of the
men choosing to sodomize her, but of course, knew that slave girls
didn't get to say now. When as second knelt before her, though, she
thought of her wild fantasy as Tortelli and Drevin had used her a
few days earlier.

“I-I need... another... man!” she gasped.
“Inside me!”

There was no shortage of volunteers, and she
was soon straddling one young, naked man while the one who had
started to sodomize her slid into her bottom once more. Then the
third knelt before her and she took him into her mouth.

The sensation of two cocks in her belly was
wild! She moaned around the cock in her mouth as the two men, the
one beneath her, and the other behind her, thrust into her in
tandem, then worked out a kind of rhythm.

Her nipples were aching, however, for as she
moved around so energetically, her breasts wobbled as well. That
was tugging her nipples against the pins piercing them because of
how the bead covered leather was attached to the string over her
neck. Her nipples throbbed and she frantically tugged at the pins,
pulling the patches free and baring her nipples as the patches hung
free.

No sooner were they free, of course, then the
man below her drew one breast down into his mouth and began to
suck. That made the nipple ache even more at first, but the ache
soon turned to a hot rush of sensation that made her moan in
pleasure.

There were cries of pleasure around them as
others indulged themselves in various ways, loud, drunken laughter
and shouts amid the frantic noise of the musicians. Meghan rode the
stiff shaft of the man below her, gasping and moaning as the man
behind thrust into her rear. The man before her tugged on her hair
and she swallowed his cock as the one below sucked at her breast
and nipple.

Why would she ever want to go home, a part of
her thought dazedly as the orgasm bubbled up within her and scalded
her senses.

* * *

Being far less drunk than most of the other
participants, including Drevin, Meghan was among the first to
recover. Drevin was dead to the world on too much wine, and so she
headed back towards his apartments, wanting a bath.

She felt quite pleased with herself, and more
than a little smug about her first orgy. She couldn't even remember
how many men she'd had sex with, but she knew it was more than all
the other sexual experiences in her life combined. And she felt no
guilt at it! After all, she was simply a Roman slave, at a Roman
orgy.

A bathroom in a Roman city was not quite the
same as in the modern era. It literally was for bathing, and
nothing more. In fact, most Romans went to a bathhouse, but Drevin
had his own, the water heated by fire elsewhere in the building and
then pumped into the a sunken tub covered in postage stamp sized
tiles. She slid into it and picked up a rounded ball of soap, made
of lye. She wasn't fond of the harshness of Roman soaps, and what
they might do to her hair, but wasn't fond of being filthy
either.

After a long, hot bath she returned to the
main room of Drevin's apartment to find him there, still a little
woozy but remarkably recovered.

His eyes lit on her and he smiled darkly.
“Ah, there's my little slave girl.”

“My lord wishes something from me?” she asked
demurely.

“Your lord does, girl,” he growled.

“Surely my lord is too worn out and is going
to strain himself,” she teased, backing away.

“I'll show you how worn out I am, girl,” he
said as she dodged behind a table.

'I would not want an aged man like my lord to
cause himself harm,” she said playfully.

“I'll tan your backside, girl!”

She squealed, through her towel at him and
ran across to the balcony, then out onto it as Drevin gave chase.
She halted as her eyes lit on a mass of men outside, and Drevin
grabbed her with a shout of triumph.

“What's going on there?” she asked.

He looked over her shoulder and jerked back
so abruptly she stumbled.

“Vandals!” he shouted.

At first, a part of Meghan thought he meant
someone was vandalizing something, but then she quickly recalled
the origin of the word. Hordes of fur and leather clad barbarians
were pouring through the gates, both gates, and there seemed no
sign of meaningful resistance.

“How did they get in!?” he cried, for only
now was the alarm starting to sound.

Meghan stared at them and felt her stomach
sink. There seemed far too many for the city to have any hope
against, and she whirled as Drevin ran back inside.

“We should.. run!” she cried.

“Run? I'm not running anywhere, girl! Except
down there to split their bloody skulls!” he roared.

He grabbed his sword, flung open the door of
his apartment and raced away, screaming for guards.

Meghan turned and stared at the German
tribesmen pouring through the gates and spreading out below and
felt her pulse race. These were some of the same people who had
tried to burn her in a fire as a witch! If she thought the Romans
were barbarians the Vandals were infinitely worse. She had no
desire to be a slave of the Vandals, and that was a best case
scenario!

She ran back inside, looking for anything she
could use to defend herself, and remembered a gold and jewel
encrusted dagger she'd seen in amidst Drevin's valuables. She
grabbed the dagger, then, her mind racing, pulled as many golden
bracelets as she could find from the mass and slid them up her
arms. There was nothing wearable nearby and her heart was pounding
with fear, for she was certain she had almost no time. She drew one
of Drevin's robes over her head. It fell to her ankles.

She ran down the corridor, which was
mercifully empty, took the stairs three and four at a time, and ran
to the rear of the palace, where Drevin had brought her in. Now she
could hear men shouting, and the sounds of horses. She ran out to
see Roman soldiers, some only partially armored, leading horses out
of a nearby stable and throwing themselves into the saddle. Her
first indignant thought was that they were running away, but she
didn't have time to ponder it.

She ran forward, watching the last of them
ride off. There were still horses inside, and the area was
temporarily abandoned. One of the horses still there was a huge
black charger, and she picked up a light saddle and threw it
across, then quickly fastened the leather straps. She had always
loved riding, and new a fast one when she saw one. There were water
sacks hanging from a hook, and she grabbed one, then quickly
mounted.

There were some shouts of consternation as
she kicked her heels, driving the horse into a sudden sprint out
into the courtyard. She looked towards the door to see more
soldiers hurrying through, pulling on armor. She ignored them and
raced towards the open gate which led down into the rest of the
fortress.

Most of the inhabitants were hiding inside,
and she headed in the opposite direction from where she'd seen the
Vandals, heading for a small gate she'd seen off to the south. She
found it abandoned, and raced across the narrow drawbridge and out
of the fortress city.

Once away from the walls, everything seemed
amazingly peaceful. There was no sign of Romans or Vandals. She ran
the horse for some distance, however, before slowing to a trot,
heading southeast and wishing she'd stopped to get some food before
leaving.

But if she had she'd have delayed long enough
for those late-coming soldiers to grab her.

The trip south was largely uneventful, though
quickly grew tiring. There was only the one road, so she was
confident of her direction, and when she spotted the river in the
distance she broke off the road and headed across country. A group
of barbarians spotted her before long, and shouted, running towards
her. She simply kicked her heels and rode away, leaving them far in
her dust. She reached the river, and the horse swam across under
her guidance, then she turned further east.

She had only one goal in mind, of course. She
was headed back to where she came from, to see if that jewel which
had brought her here had been dropped into the grass when she'd
arrived. Unfortunately, while she knew the general direction,
finding it wasn't as easy as she had hoped. She rode until it was
too dark, then wound up sleeping in a copse of trees, the horse
tied to a low-hanging branch.

The next morning, her stomach growling, she
rode along the edge of the wood, following the river south. She
rode slowly much of the day, stopping a few times to scoop water
out of the river and drink it. The horse drank freely and munched
on tall grasses, and she envied its self-sufficiency.

She was still searching when a group of
horsemen came out of the trees behind her. She kicked the horse
into a run, but the immediately gave chase, shouting and howling
like the savages they were. Her horse was, she thought, a higher
quality, but not exactly fresh, nor was she the best rider in the
world. The barbarians began gaining on her, and were soon so close
she thought she could actually smell them!

Her mind worked frantically, searching for a
place to hide, a way to put some distance between them, and then
she thought of the bracelets on her wrists and arms and plucked one
off. She half turned in the saddle, waving the gold bracelet at
them, then threw it behind her. As she'd hoped, several of them
abruptly jerked their horses to a halt and jumped off to fight for
possession. Several more almost ran into them.

She plucked off another bracelet, then
another, then another, waving them wildly so they would see, then
tossing them back into the tall grass they were racing through. She
managed to get quite a distance on most of them before running out
of bracelets, but one clung grimly on, getting closer and
closer.

She burst through some trees and abruptly
realized she had found the site of the museum! It was on the other
side of the river, however, and there was no time to stop. The
horse jumped and fell heavily into the rushing river. The barbarian
made a huge splash as he landed a dozen yards behind.

Meghan's horse swam with the current, and
towards the far shore, but there was nowhere to land. The bank was
high overhead, so they continued to be swept along by the river,
around the corner. She spotted a small landing only a foot or so
above the waterline, but could not get the horse to turn towards
it, so leapt off and swam the dozen yards to reach it.

Unfortunately, the barbarian was right behind
her at that point. He grabbed at her ankle but she managed to yank
it away and roll onto the bank, then, dripping wet, she hiked up
the robe and climbed up the steep embankment as he cursed furiously
and gave chase. She had just topped the embankment when his hand
grabbed her ankle and she dropped abruptly onto her belly in the
grass.

He gave a shout of victory as he loomed over
her, then gasped and stared down at the arrow sprouting from his
chest before falling back down the embankment and dropping with a
splash into the river.

She gaped at him, turned, and stared at
Drevin standing with arms folded, fully armored, bracketed by two
soldiers, one of whom was lowering a bow.

She scrambled to her feet, chest heaving,
pulling wet hair out of her face as he walked over.

“H-how – !?”

“You described this place well,” he said.
“And my men knew exactly where you had been found, so it wasn't
hard to backtrack.”

He looked down at the robe now plastered
wetly to her body.

“We have seen no signs of a jewel as yet.
Perhaps you would be so good as to show me precisely where you were
when you arrived.”

She looked at him numbly and he took her arm
in a firm grip and led her further from the embankment.

“I-I thought the... V-Vandals would – .”

“A mob will never defeat a Roman army. Once
the men were roused from their barracks and formed up, it simply
took time to drive them off. But within a few hours half were dead
and the rest fled. It turned out that Peiestali had made a deal
with their tribal chief to rule the city and pay them tithes. Fool.
He was crucified, of course and we pursued the remnants of the
Vandals south. Now where did you waken?”

“T-There will be more, you know.”

“So you've said.”

“Many more.”

“The jewel.”

“I don't know! I was asleep and then.. then
it was dark and – .”

But she knew roughly where she had been, and
headed in that general direction.

“What will you do with it? You can't use it!
Or do you want to go into the future, if that's what it does?
You'll have no royalty there, no city, no power.”

“If it can go into the future, and we know it
can go into the past then there might be many things which can be
accomplished by a man who can make the journey back and forth.”

Meghan's eyes widened at the sudden thought
of machine guns in the hands the Romans. God only knows what THAT
would do to history!

“And even if not, I have no intention of
letting you get out of my sight. I believe your stories of the
Vandals are true, and that means there must be many, many other
things you can tell me which will help gain power for us, help us
expand and retake the lands Rome once ruled, perhaps even take Rome
itself and make a new empire.”

“And that is quite aside from your other
value,” he said, his hand sliding around her to cup her breast
through the thin, wet robe.

“Remove that so your body can see the light
of day. I find it more pleasing so.”

He pulled the robe up in the rear and Meghan
reluctantly peeled it up and off, aware that she would no longer be
able to hide the jeweled dagger strapped to her side.

They had been walking slowly over the ground
she thought was where she had wakened, when one of the soldiers
suddenly gave a cry and hurried forward, squatting and pulling up a
gold chain, and a large, square cut sapphire half buried in the
dirt.

“Excellent!” Drevin said.

Meghan through the wet, bunched up robe in
his face, and slashed at the soldier's arm with the dagger. He gave
a cry of alarm and jumped back, dropping the dagger, and she
snatched it up and ran.

“Stop!” Drevin shouted!

The other soldier raised his bow but Drevin
slapped it aside with a curse.

“No, fool! Alive!”

There was nowhere to run to really, but she
was rubbing the jewel madly as she raced away, desperately trying
to find what mechanism or means would transport her back to her own
time. Her long legs and desperation kept her ahead of them for a
time, but their endurance soon began to tell, and they closed the
distance rapidly.
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She had a terrible headache.

It was dark, she had a terrible headache, and
she had no idea where she was or how she'd gotten there.

Meghan felt a wild rush of hope and
excitement got up, and then cried out in pain as her head hit
something hard. She fell back to the ground, but felt another surge
of excitement as her fingers felt the cool tile under them. She
reached up with her other hand and felt a kind of table or
bench.

She rose, ignoring the pain, hands fumbling
ahead of her in the dark as she moved. She was inside somewhere,
and she moved until her hands found a wall. It was a stone wall, so
that told her little. She moved along it until finding a door. She
yanked it open, and a little light entered the room from up the
hall, enough to spot the light switch just next to the
doorjamb.

She flicked it on and almost burst into tears
as she recognized the museum work room where she'd been working on
the box and jewel. She had gone fifteen hundred years back in time,
and fifteen hundred years forward, but hadn't moved more than a few
feet in distance.

Being naked in the museum was a slight issue,
but not one that concerned her. She could have jumped for joy if
she wasn't so dizzy with relief – not to mention a terrible
headache made worse by her banging her skull into the desk. And
there was the jewel on the floor. She stared at it, but had no
intention of ever touching it again!

There was a broom leaning against the wall.
She used the handle to shove the chain under a shelf, then found
donned one of the long white jackets worn by the curators. It fell
almost to her knees, and with her lack of modesty that was more
than sufficient coverage. Now all she had to do was get back to her
hotel room and put all this behind her.

She had no idea how she would explain her
absence, but as she left the museum through the rear door (setting
off an alarm) she decided that the only acceptable answer would be
some sort of drunken date with someone or other. She wouldn't have
to provide a name in any case. Of course, that might get her sent
home but that wasn't a daunting punishment at this point.

She padded barefoot through the dark, empty
street, delighted at every sign of civilization she saw. Light was
starting to appear in the sky when she reached the hotel. The
sleepy night clerk raised his eyebrows when he saw her but she was
far beyond embarrassment after her experiences with the Romans. She
asked for her key, and got it, then went upstairs to her room to
find Mallory sound asleep.

She snatched the Blackberry off Mallory's
night table, set, as usual, to wake her at seven. According to the
date on it this was the same day she had wakened up with a hangover
and gone to the museum. She would have been missed from the Museum,
of course, but that would not be hard to explain away. Hey, she was
blonde. She was a girl. She'd found a boy.

No one would be very impressed by that story
but it wouldn't shock anyone either.

She reached into the pocket of the robe and
pulled out the jeweled dagger thoughtfully. Turning it in would
gain her no accolades. It would be assumed she had found it during
the dig, and stolen it. She slid it under the mattress, put on a
pair of sweat pants and a t-shirt, grabbed her wallet – which she'd
thankfully left behind this morning, and went downstairs.

The restaurant was closed, but there were
machines, and she was starving!

* * *

She was on the dig three days later, when
there was a rising hubbub from the senior archeologists working on
a dig into the area where the main palace had been. A number of the
students crowded around to look as Professor Dunning carefully laid
out a small silver box with a crest on the lid. It was a crest
Meghan recognized quite easily. It was Drevin's crest.

Working in the dig had brought a lot of
interesting feelings to mind since they'd forgiven her for
disappearing. The dig was more spread out than she remembered, for
the fortress city was bigger than she remembered it. And more was
known about it, including its name, and that of its first few
emperors – previously the family of the governor under Rome who had
taken control when Rome's authority had faded.

One of which was Drevin.

They opened the lid slowly and gazed in
surprise at what lay within.

“Well this is … strange,” Dunning said,
carefully lifting up a beaded garment which seemed to consist of
nothing but a string with beaded strings hanging from it.

Meghan's eyes widened and she gaped at
it.

“It's a slave girl's skirt,” Dunning said
with interest.

She scooped up a small beaded string with two
teardrop shaped beaded patches attached to either end.

“This was the fashion for slave girls,” she
said. “This was all the coverage they wore over their breasts.
These were held to the uhm, center of the breast by a thin
cord.”

“You mean around the nipples?” one of the
girls asked, making a face.

“Sounds good to me,” one of the guys said,
grinning.

“All the slave girls in Hironia wore such
things,” Dunning said.

“Wasn't much coverage,” Mallory said.

“No, but then, that wasn't the intent. The
Romans were not particularly shy about nudity, and of course, a
slave girl would not have any say in such things. The Romans were
very sexual. Orgies were not at all uncommon n Hironia among the
nobles.”

“Ah, to be at a Roman orgy,” Professor Sims
said with a bemused smile.

Dunning glowered at him in disapproval.

“In any case, this crest is of the imperial
family, so that was perhaps the garment worn by a favored slave
girl.”

Visions were flashing through Meghan's head
as she stared at it, remembering the orgy, the sex with Tortelli
and Drevin, that wild, perverse demonstration of her oral skills in
the throne room. Had that really only been days ago? And yet, it
had been fifteen hundred years, and all those people were long gone
to dust. In a way, she felt saddened. They weren't bad people,
though obviously not terribly enlightened by modern standards, and
even now she didn't feel as though she'd really been
mistreated.

Her warning to Drevin had affected history,
but not much in the end. Perhaps the city had lasted a little
longer, had a little more influence, enough to remembered, at
least, but in the end, her warning was not enough to change the
flow of history. The barbarians had won out in the end.

Of course, Hironia had had its influence on
her, too. Over the following weeks her reputation changed quite a
bit. She wore far more revealing clothing, and indulged her sexual
interests with indiscriminate enthusiasm. But she thought of that
as merely being awakened more to life's pleasure and life's
possibilities. Whatever could be said about the Romans, they had
fun and she intended to imitate them in that.

She had been to the past, now she was in the
present. And the future was whatever she made of it. One thing she
knew, she was going to make it worth living.

 


End

 


 


Other erotic novels by JJ Argus

Have praise, suggestions or complaints?
writeargus@gmail.com

 


Zoe's New Job * Working For The Smiths * Two
Teachers * Twins in Training * Twenty Nine * Tomb of Darkness * The
Wicked Stepfather * The Slave Girl * The Shackled Brat * The
Senator's Aide * The Secretary * The Ring * The Racist * The
Punished Schoolgirl * The New Neighbors * The Naked Niece * The
Mouse * The Master's Choice * The Hooded Co-ed * The Haunted House
* The Girls in the Band * The Director *The Detective * The Dark
Passage * The Country House * The Cheat * The Challenge * The Candy
Striper * The Butler * The Barbarian's Toy * The Banker Babe*
Stripper * Sorority Girl * Sore Bottoms! * Small Town Girl * Sir *
Slave of the Vampires * Slave Daughter * Rich Man's Yacht *
Pleasure Toy * Personal Services * Nigger's Girl * Miranda's Tower
* Melissa's Master * Kendra's Dark Seduction * Kendra's Brotherly
Love * Journey into Slavery * Jade's Submission * Her Very Own
Pirate * In the Vampire's Lair * In The Summer Heat * Girl on a
Leash * Girl Next Door * Fiona's Need * Family Ties * Erin's Four
Masters * Emily's Debt * Destiny's Need * Darker Games * Cry Uncle
* Courtney's Boring Life * Courtney Gets Caught * Chains of Ice *
Chained Heat *Chained Cheerleader * Bound in Red Tape * Blackmailed
* Biker Bitch * Behind the Mask * An English Girl in China * Amy:
Student Slave * All Work, No Play... * A White Girl in Harlem * An
Office Affair * A Life of Slavery * A Dark Spirit * A Dark Desert
Heat *

 




cover.jpeg
Into the Past

By JJ Argus

Modern Erotic Library





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



