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 “God does not care. That is what life means, and that’s what death is. Death is something that just happens. I shall live! I shall live every day, all my life, and if it is short, then . . . I shall have been here!” 

      

    —Guy Kingsaver of Messaria, 

    The Crusader 
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    The Night Slayer 

    Round and white as a buxom maiden’s breast the moon hung over Palestine. Its silvery rays picked out the pennons and gonfalons rising above the sprawling encampment of the crusading host of Richard the Lion-heart. A gentle breeze rustled among the tents and great towering pavilions, pitched to stand like sentinels over the camp. 

    That same brilliant moon picked out the silvery steel in the hand of a bent, skulking man. 

    Step by slow, gliding step he moved through the night whose silence was broken only by the occasional low whicker of a horse—or the snore of a sleeping soldier. Slowly and quietly, his feet making only the faintest whispering sounds, the night stalker moved forward. 

    His dark eyes were fixed on the back of a helmeted sentinel. 

    The sentinel was not alert; this the stalker could see even from behind, and a smile twitched his black mustache and biforked beard as it twisted his thin lips. His eyes, though, did not smile. He took another slow gliding step, foot planted carefully. 

    Now he was but two paces behind the yawning guard. One hand of the skulker was empty, powerful warrior’s fingers curling restlessly. The other hand was fisted, and the moon struck a quicksilver glint from the long dagger that projected from the enwrapping fingers. 

    The moon of Syria watched, uncaring. The wind sighed and tickled at the leaves of the gnarled and twisted olive trees that stood in the oasis like dark, silent gnomes. The stalker drew a long, slow and very quiet breath. Slowly his fisted hand rose, measuring, upper arm held well out from his body, forearm curved in from the elbow, the red-stained blade held horizontally. His other hand was similarly poised, slim fingers spread and slightly curled, like claws. 

    He drew in a long, quiet breath. 

    Then, in one swift movement, his left hand leapt around the sentinel, grasped and whipped up and back his beardless Norman chin. Even as the man’s bulging eyes were forced to stare skyward, even as he strove to get his mouth open to cry out an alarm, he felt the icy line of the swiftly-traced dagger draw across his throat. 

    Spurting scarlet fountained from his neck, splashed and spread over the sleeveless white coat he wore over his long shirt of steel mail, until the crimson cross sewn there was obliterated by the new splotch of liquid crimson. 

    The night slayer gripped his victim firmly until the man’s body had emptied itself of most of its blood. Only then did the killer lower it quietly to the ground, careful that there be no thud of slumping body, no clank or jingle of armor or arms against the reddened earth. Aside from spasmodic little twitches of his limbs, the sentinel was still. 

    Wiping his knife in the clothing of its second victim, the slayer drew the body swiftly into the shadow of one of the great overgrown tents called pavilions. 

    The camp was still. Somewhere a man muttered in his sleep, and a horse whinnied, low-voiced. There was a faint tinkling rattle of linked chainmail. The moon, measured against an extended finger, moved but a centimeter. 

    Then from the pavilion’s shadow stepped the sentinel again, miraculously resurrected, wearing helmet over cap of mail, leggings and sleeved coat of steel links, belt and scabbard of dull shagreen leather. But now he was without tabard, or surcoat of the coarse cloth called fustian—and had another looked closely he’d have seen a darker face than that of the Norman, bearded and mustached in black. 

    Disguised and not quite so stealthy now, the night slayer moved on through the camp. He’d been given directions and he had not forgot; soon his keen eyes spotted the warrior’s tent striped in white and blue. Beside it, he glanced about, then tugged back a corner of its flap to peer within. 

    Again his beard and mustache writhed, but not, this time, in a smile. 

    Within the tent were a man and a maid, playing the ancient game of love—though between them the term was lust, not love. He was big, a brawny near-giant with brown hair, on whose muscular body there was no trace of fat. That big warrior’s body covered her darker one fully. She was writhing in pleasure, a raven-haired daughter of this land, of Islam, whose clutching hands were dark against his broad and naked back. 

    The night slayer watched them with narrowed eyes. 

    Her mouth releasing delighted and delightful little gurgles of pleasure, she snapped her hips up to meet her lover’s long, fast, rough strokes. He watched the almost berserk light blaze in her wide-flaring eyes, and he loved it. He pounded into the nest of her spread crotch, fucking her way up the belly. 

    The night slayer clamped his thin lips, and he watched. 

    The writhing temptress held her lover between deeply tan thighs and met his slow, methodical strokes with grinding circular motions of her sweaty buttocks. She was writhing and twitching in the grip of extreme sexual agitation and excitement. All around his driving, rutting organ he could feel her channel clenching and rapidly unclenching, then clasping him again. 

    He began moving faster and faster. Their breathing was loud in the night stalker’s ears, and he smelled their lustful sweat. Beneath the man, she writhed and jerked violently, in an utter surrender to sexuality. Panting with an uncontrollable urge to climax, he jammed his rigid penis as deeply into her petal-soft slash as he could. His powerful body hammered hers, skewered hers, shook and rocked her. 

    Locked in a sudden frenzy of twisting, shuddering release, she was shaken by mingled ecstasy and relief. A sensuous woman, she was forced to bite her lips against her throaty cries. 

    Then he too was jerking, groaning, sending his seed gushing into her in a flood, emptying himself into the channel of her slippery sex oval. 

    So the Christian slime waits for his “lady” to reach her release before he unleashes his, the night slayer thought, and his lips twitched in a sneer. 

    Even as the big man—little more than a youth—spent his lusts, the disguised night slayer swiftly entered the tent, using the singularly long, wire-wrapped bow just inside the flap, rapped the spent lover sharply at the base of his skull. 

    The only sound was the chunk of the descending blow, followed by the victim’s grunt. He went instantly limp atop the woman. 

    Dropping the bow, the stalker tumbled the powerful young body off the far slimmer one of the young woman. She lay tense, naked and shiny with perspiration, staring up at the newcomer with wide eyes, sprawled there on her back with her legs apart and her black pubic fleece glossy with wetness. 

    Then, “Yarok!” she said, her lips pulling into a smile. She stretched up her arms to him. 

    He drew her sinuously to her feet without a word. 

    Still smiling, she said softly, “I see that my true lord has made good use of the dagger I slipped him under the eyes of his whoreson jailers!” 

    “Aye—and I see ye’ve made good use of the body of this infidel swine!” 

    He spoke in a snarl, and even as her smile started to vanish he smashed it from her lips with a hard backhand. Her head was swept to one side by his blow, her mass of black hair flying, rustling. A little throaty squeak escaped her lips, which his harsh slap had crushed back against her teeth. Blood curled out over the full lower lip, glistened on her chin. 

    “My lord! I did but play the part of his captive and his woman, I swear in Allah’s name, that you might easily escape their foul imprisonment. Yarok ibn-Ammar has no cause to doubt his Johara!” 

    “Clothe your sluttish nakedness,” he said, “and help me clothe and then bind this Christian cur!” 

    Clothing herself was simple; not so simple was the matter of attiring the unconscious man whose great frame could bend that wire-bound bow no other man could so much as string. But Yarok and Johara at last succeeded in covering the unconscious man’s body, and then they bound him. Yarok stuffed a great wad of rough wool into the fellow’s mouth, then secured it there with a length of cord. He drew it cruelly tight. 

    “Lead me to their horse compound,” Yarok ibn-Ammar ordered. The girl nodded and, as he gruntingly shouldered their captive, she left the tent. Her ballooning trousers, sarawil in her tongue, swished as she moved, graceful as the dancer she was. 

    Minutes later she was swaying up to a sentry, a man with a red-brown mustache curling on his English face. 

    “Guy of Messaria says ye be his friend,” she cooed, moving closer to the man before the low palisade. His eyes widened beneath his helmet. 

    “G—aye, oh aye,” he said, reaching for her sinuous slimness as her own arms rose to his mailed shoulders. 

    Happily he accepted her advance and her embrace, then claimed her soft, parting lips, recognizing the lovely woman captured shortly after her former lord, the devil Yarok ibn-Ammar, who had been the most valuable—and most vicious—warrior of their enemy, Sultan Salah-Din: Saladin. Why she had come here, why Guy of Messaria had sent her—if indeed he had—the sentry could not imagine. Nor did he care. 

    He enclosed her lips with his, sipped her honeyed kiss, ran his hands greedily over her tight-skinned softness. She had been a dancer, he knew—what a woman! Supple as a serpent. 

    And just as dangerous, for of a sudden her arms tightened about the delighted English man-at-arms and she gripped him with all her strength. 

    In that instant the sword of Yarok ibn-Ammar plunged into his back in a spine-smashing, scarlet-spurting deathblow. 

    First bracing herself to keep her footing, Johara stepped back quickly; the guard slid dead to the ground. 

    Yarok swiftly wiped his bloody blade on the man’s surcoat. Then he slipped into the temporary enclosure among the horses. The surcoat he had appropriated from their captive’s tent, Johar noticed, was very long on him. She glanced at the captive and her scarle-tbloused bosom rose and fell in a sigh. He was a man, he had four times met Yarok the Butcher in battle and at last, in single combat, had made him captive. Later, seeking vengeance, she had tried to slay the captor of her lord, even as he sat with his lion-heart king and Saladin’s own brother, watching her dance. But he had been too clever, too swift, too strong, and she’d been ignominiously punished by the flat of a sword across her backside—and then by his fleshy staff entering her while he rode those same sword-whipped fulsomely rounded curves. 

    “And what now, my lord unbeliever?” she murmured, her mouth losing its prettiness in a sneer. 

    But the sighing feeling remained. For happy as Johara was to be the woman of Yarok ibn-Ammar al-Jazzar, the unbeliever had personally bested and captured him . . . and her as well . . . and besides . . . he was the better lover. 

    Yarok’s return interrupted her ambivalent thoughts. Having added three more Christian lives this night to his toll of many, he now brought an equal number of their valuable horses. Johara aided him in the swift bridling and saddling of them. They hoisted their prisoner so that he lay face down across the back of the third animal, and they lashed his wrists to his ankles with a strap that ran beneath the beast’s belly. 

    Then they set about making good their escape from the camp of the invading men of the hated Cross, with their unconscious prisoner. 

    The year was the one thousand, one hundred, ninety-first since the coming of him the Christians called Son of God; the place was near ibn-Abrak, near the midpoint between the Mediterranean and city the Muslims called al-Quds, the Holy, and that the Christians called Jerusalem. The month was November; soon the winter of the Holy Land would begin with its incessant rains, and there had been only minor skirmishes of late between squadrons of the two hosts, Richard and Saladin. Security, as a consequence, was lax. 

    First Johara had been able to smuggle the dagger in to her man, and then Al-Jazzar—the Butcher—had slain three men in making his escape. Now, with so little difficulty that he knew the King of the English, “Malek Ric” the Lion-heart, would fly into a red rage on the morrow, Yarok al-Jazzar succeeded in riding out of the sleep-bound camp with his woman and his prisoner. 

    The three horses, one with its rider tied in place across its back, paced out into the Levantine night. Yarok and Johara set their faces southward. For a long while they rode in silence, wincing when their mounts’ hooves struck sound from the rocky terrain, for they must make certain they had escaped both the encampment and its outlying pickets. 

    Then Yarok spoke, without glancing at the cloaked woman who rode beside him. “Ye have the drug to keep him kitten-placid?” 

    She glanced at him and nodded, though he stared straight ahead into the moon-splashed night. “Aye. He will be no trouble to us, my beloved lord.” 

    Her beloved lord chuckled, though as ever, his eyes did not enter into that smile but remained cold and serpent-steady. 

    The three horses paced on into the night, drawing steadily farther from the sprawling camp of the invading host of the third great Crusade of Christendom against the Saracen who held Jerusalem and the Holy Sepulcher. 

    Having taken prisoner the finest of Saladin’s knights and conquered and bedded his woman, Guy Kingsaver of Messaria, the Crusader, was now a prisoner of them both—a prisoner of his deadliest enemy. 
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    The Butcher 

    The Crusader awoke to awareness of a buzzing throb in his head, a steady hum in his ears. His belly felt both empty and troubled. He could hear it gurgling. He started to lift his head; found that the movement heightened the throbbing. He closed his eyes and clenched his teeth against it. 

    What had happened? He’d been tupping with al-Jazzar’s woman, Johara. Yes, he was sure of that—and he had finished, spent his juices up her Muslim tunnel. And after that? 

    He was unable to remember anything else. He had dreamed, he was sure. What? What had he dreamed? 

    Memory, pictures tickled at the edge of his mind, but he could not quite catch them, could not make them coalesce into full pictures. With a sigh, he started to move his arm. Only then did The Crusader learn that he was bound, and lying on his back on what felt like a wooden floor. His eyes snapped open. He stared up at the rough-beamed ceiling of a small room. Slowly, because of his headache, he turned his head sideways. He faced a blank wall, plastered in the Muslim style, and one of the small, strangely-shaped windows of this land of the enemy. Beyond, he saw only sky and clouds. There was no furniture. 

    Wary of the throbbing in his head, ever ready to leap into a harsh pounding, Guy moved his head to look on his other side. He saw a low couch with a rumpled spread of several colors, an equally low table on which were some crumbs, a piece of bread bearing toothmarks, a smaller piece of dark meat, and two mugs of pottery or earthenware. 

    Beside them, on the sleeping couch, sat a man. One loosely legginged leg was doubled under him; the other stretched out with his soft-shod foot on the floor. The Arabic pantaloons were scarlet; the long waist-nipped, side-slit shirt was black with red trim. Guy of Messaria raised his eyes along the strong, wiry body to gaze into the man’s face. 

    He stared at his gaoler. 

    Eyes flat and expressionless, like a pair of dusty onyxes set into his chiseled face, eyes that never showed rage or mirth or hate. A slender, muscular man with a silky black beard arranged in twin points. Dark he was, and falcate of nose, and thin of lip; it was a cruel mouth, a mouth capable of sneering at the living or the recently dead. Slayer of many, this man, many among the crusading host. Indeed, this man who always wore black armor and bestrode a superb black warhorse could lay claim to being the finest of Saladin’s knights, just as Guy Kingsaver of Messaria was one of the finest of the fighting men under the Cross of Jesus and the leopard banners of Richard. Guy stared at him. 

    Yarok ibn-Ammar, called al-Jazzar—the Butcher—stared back. 

    Acting on the orders of his king months ago, Guy had “returned” one of al-Jazzar’s red-banded arrows—plucked from the corpse of an English knight—by driving it an impossible distance into one of the Butcher’s Turkish cohorts. After that introduction, the two men had met again and again, though ever fleetingly—until that last time. During a battle, another arrow from the outsize bow of the man called the Human Crossbow had carried away the black cloth with which al-Jazzar covered his helmet. Still later, during that long march of the Crusaders down the coast of the Holy Land from fallen Acre, the two had faced one another again in the melee of battle. This time the result was that the Butcher lost a second black helmet-cloth, and his horse galloped away wearing an arrow from Guy’s bow. 

    Their fates sent them against each other again. It was in that bloody battle near ibn-Abrak that the two, now rivals, determined each to end the other’s heroic career, had met still again. This time, in personal combat and then corps-a-corps on the ground, the Crusader defeated his Turkish opposite and forced him to mouth the two words most abhorrent to any knight, be he Saracen or Christian: “I yield.” 

    Thus had Yarok the Butcher become the Cypriot’s captive. Only a few nights later, Johara had tried to slay the former stable boy now most often hailed as Guy Kingsaver. And Guy had defeated her, too. And taken her. Aye, and he’d thought he had tamed the slut. So much for what Guy Kingsaver of Messaria knew about women! 

    Now, he realized, she had tricked him. He was their prisoner, Johara’s and her deadly lord’s. 

    The Crusader’s eyes rolled again, slowly, taking in what he could see of the small room. He frowned. A slight tensing of muscles told him that his ankles were as securely bound as his wrists. He returned his gaze to his captor; the Butcher was staring at him. 

    “These bees and the thunder in my head—you struck me . . . from behind? And where is this ye’ve brought me, son of Hell?” 

    The other man did not bother with an answer. “What think ye, Cypriot? Will Malek Ric pay ransom for the stable-hand from Cyprus who once saved his charmed life?” 

    Guy considered. Ransoming captured knights was common enough, but he was no knight. His taking of al-Jazzar had prompted King Richard’s friend, Robert, Earl of Leicester, to offer to make him Sir Guy. (Sir Guy, son of Peter the peasant of Messaria on tiny Cyprus! By God’s holy wounds, what a thought!) But the knighting of his newest squire was up to Richard; Guy had made the bronze-bearded giant his liege-lord the night he had saved his life from an assassin’s thrust, in the stable on his native Cyprus. 

    “Ye’ve brought me here to ransom me?” 

    Yarok chuckled scornfully, though his eyes did not change their cold stare. “Ransom you?” he said, speaking again in the Arabic tongue that Guy now understood nearly as well as the other man, for the young Crusader had received much tutoring from the girl he made his woman one night in the palace of Acre. 

    “No, my unbeliever friend,” Yarok went on. “I shall demand no ransom for you! Ah no, I spare ye the embarrassment of learning that a peasant’s son of Messaria on Cyprus isle merits no ransom!” 

    Guy said nothing. He well knew that he was one of the most valuable men in the crusading host. Yarok knew it too, but Guy would not say it. He would not beg his captor, nor bargain with him. Though far from noble, the Crusader’s blood ran far too rich for such as that. 

    “It is a strange place,” Guy said, again glancing about, “to have brought me to slay me then, O Butcher.” 

    “Slay thee? Why should I slay thee, archer? You did offer me my life when you might have taken it; how could I slay thee?” 

    Guy spoke quietly, and his gaze was steady. “I defeated you in fair and equal combat, ibn-Ammar, even disarmed you sword to sword. It was honorable—and it was not the way ye’ve taken me.” 

    For a long moment the Turk’s flat black eyes stared into the dark brown ones of the man with the short-cropped brown hair. A dark, veined hand caressed the hilt of the Saracen dagger at his Saracen hip. Then Yarok smiled. 

    “Nay, uncircumcised rooter in pigsties! Ye’ll not goad me into ending your life . . . I have plans for ye, ye see, and they do not involve anything so swift and pleasant as death.” 

    “Surely ye cannot be so cruel as to plan that I must lie here bound and continue to gaze on your ugly countenance!” 

    “Ye would die, wouldn’t ye!” 

    “I have heard it said that death cures aches of the head, and—” 

    “Aye, by Allah, for a headless man hath nothing to ache!” 

    “Look closely, al-Jazzar, and mayhap those keen butcher’s eyes that have slain naked lovers in oases by night will see some tremor of my body that you can count as cringing.” Guv’s voice was very steady, his eyes bland. 

    Yarok’s face had gone tight and his eyes all narrow, and now his hand was drawn into a fist around the hilt of his dagger. His knuckles paled. 

    Then there was a rustle of cloth, and into the room came a young woman, sinuous and graceful, in yellow blouse and sarawil of pale blue. It was Johara, who had felt the steel-hard swords of flesh of both these men up the scabbard she wore hair-clothed between her legs. She bore food, and a well-decorated earthenware jug. 

    “Ah, our mutual slut,” Yarok said, sneering. 

    “My lord!” she accused. 

    “Will ye break bread with us, Frankish dog?” Yarok asked his prisoner, as though Johara had not spoken. 

    “With salt?” Guy asked, pleasantly enough. 

    Yarok laughed. “Aye, even with salt!” 

    “And how shall I eat, armless and legless as your cords have me?” 

    “Johara will feed you.” 

    “Yarok—” she began, but he interrupted. 

    “Feed him! It has been three days since he’s had food in that growling belly of his!” 

    Guy stared. “Three days!” 

    Yarok laughed again, leaning back against the wall with his two hands around one updrawn knee. “Aye, by Allah, three days! For ye be far from your doggish cohorts, O son of Eblis! Full fifty miles have we brought ye, and with Johara administering the drug that enabled us to bring ye hence meek and weak as a newborn pup.” 

    “Fifty . . .” Guy trailed off. 

    Six months ago he had been a stable boy. Then, all in one night, he had become Kingsaver and squire to Richard Coeur-de-lion. Less than a month later he was a crusader, bending his great home-fashioned bow against the defenders of the lofty tower of Acre, on the Mediterranean coast. Once, wearing the armor of his fever-stricken king, he had turned a sally from that city, above which now fluttered the leopard pennons of the King of England. Neither knight nor archer nor, indeed, man-at-arms, he had then tramped down the coast with the others, fighting their way through heat and rocky land and crocodile-infested rivers and skirmishing Saracen warriors. He had slain far more than one of their number and thrust his loin-weapon into far more than one woman, including noble-born Franks and dark-eyed daughters of Islam and even the heiress to the throne of Jerusalem. 

    But never had he been captive of any man, and never had he been so far from his own companions. 

    Dully, his head still thick and full of thuds from the drug, he ate what Johara offered. And drank of the wine she brought, wondering if it were drugged. He thought not. They had kept him drugged, and now he was not, so that they must have ceased, wanting him to be in possession of his senses. Because, most likely, they had reached their destination—though they would not tell him where it was when he asked. 

    “Was she a good fuck, Christian cur? Remember you the warmth of the gap betwixt her strong legs, the way they rise to wrap a man with such suppleness? Remember you the feel of her hard breasts against your chest, Guy of Messaria?” 

    “I remember,” Guy said, without looking at the anguished Johara. 

    “Show him again that body he has enjoyed, Johara,” Yarok bade, idly sloshing the wine in the green-and-yellow jug. 

    “Yarok—my lord—” 

    He said nothing. He but stared at her. And Johara stripped, and once again Guy watched the baring of that superb body. Aye, he remembered, and even as he watched, even in his captivity, he felt the stirring of the big shaft of his loins. 

    While he watched, Yarok ran his hands over her—his eyes on Guy—and in between her thighs, and over her tight large breasts, and into the crease between those firm-fleshed buttocks Guy had so recently sword-whipped. She but trembled when her lord and master slipped a thumb into the curling dark fur between the tops of her thighs, and then pushed it out of sight up into her quaking body. 

    Yarok ran that thumb in and out of her, slapping her pubis with his hand, until she shuddered and went weak in the legs. Then she begged him in a tiny voice, then broke out in sweat. At last she shuddered violently in her climax and sank forward against him. 

    “On your knees, woman, and fill your mouth with your lord and master!” 

    She obeyed without a word, and Guy could not do other than watch while she ran her tongue around and around the broad dark corona of Yarok’s cock, which he liberated from his loose leggings without removing them. Guy shivered, hearing the wet little sucking noises she made all the while she licked stiffening cock like a kitten at the cream-bowl. 

    He saw clearly when, nakedly kneeling before the other man, she took his now-hard shaft in her slim fingers and guided it deftly between her lips. Deep into the nearly-round hole formed by her distended lips ran that thick-knobbed penis, while Yarok’s hand twisted in her dark, dark hair and his eyes stared at the helplessly bound man . . . and Yarok al-Jazzar smiled. 

    “Suck,” he bade her in a throaty voice. 

    With her clever mouth utterly enclosing his lusty pole, she sucked, sliding her mouth forward and back along the long shaft. She sucked and drew at it, fondling and cupping the heavy hanging ovals crowding his scrotum as she slithered her mouth and willing tongue over the saliva-wet stalk. 

    Fully clothed and comfortably seated, her man pressed his hands to either side of her hollowing cheeks and urged his throbbing, bulging organ even more into her face. Helplessly watching in a growing agony, the Crusader could see the way her cheekbones pressed against the tight-drawn skin, as eagerly and submissively she accepted more and more hot male meat into her straining facial hollow. 

    “Enough!” Yarok snapped suddenly, and pulled free of his bewildered fellatrix. “Be still,” he next commanded, as he walked around her kneeling, naked body. 

    Standing high and hard and mouth-wet before him, his excited cock swung and danced as he moved in behind her. With ease, the powerful Turk lifted her, still in her kneeling position, and deposited her on the edge of the low divan where he’d sat. Her legs and feet extended out over its edge. Yarok moved quickly in between them, bent his knees, and guided his thick organ forward with his own hand. 

    Guy gritted his teeth. The long vermillion slit slung just beneath the lower curves of the kneeling girl’s buttocks beckoned sexily, lewdly, a wet slash waiting to be filled. 

    In a lurch, Yarok al-Jazzar filled it. The girl grunted as he skewered that warm furrow and crammed himself far up inside her, all in one swift violent movement. 

    “Unnnngh,” she groaned, quivering, planting hands and knees and bowing her head at the loud-smacking impact against her upturned butts. 

    “So you spread your legs for this whoreson Frankish cur, did you my . . . love!” Yarok snarled, lunging forward against the quivering girl’s upturned backside with each shouted word, and slamming his long thick poker deep, deep into the quaking flesh of her cunt. 

    “No, no my darl—uh!” 

    She lurched with the power of his drives. Her hands were planted hard to brace herself. “Ah, ah,” she groaned, responding with helpless sensuality to the power of his masculinity, even in its harshness. 

    “Ah you sluttish wench . . . even . . . this, being fucked like . . . a she . . . cur . . . fires your lusts . . . doesn’t . . . it?” 

    “Uh—ungh!” She moaned and gasped, quivering, writhing. Pushing herself back to take him the deeper into the sucking deeps of her slitted hole. “Ye-yes m-my love!” 

    Then her moan was even more loud, with a trace of desperation, when he withdrew completely. Guy stared at her quivering backside, at the great dripping erection that the other man pulled forth from her oily passage. 

    “Yarok . . . my love.” she quavered—and then, just as he seized the base of his well-oiled tool, she drove herself forcibly backward, blindly seeking the warming presence of that magic masculine wand up inside her. 

    She obtained it, and as she did, she shrieked in pain. With her own violent backward thrust, she had split wide the flesh-ring of her anus, impaled her own squirming back-passage on that, vast, swollen penis. 

    Before the agonized Johara could hurl herself forward as she had back, Yarok’s hands had leapt to her, up past the bones of her hips. Into those hollows his fingers sank, and clutched. He held fast. Despite her cries and high-voiced sobs and pleas, he clung to her—and pulled. He drove to sear the inner surfaces of her ass with the hot, swollen flesh of his charging organ, forcing it into her. And he felt it, gasping, as reluctantly and submissively, the muscles of her anal sphincter gave way. 

    His thick penis slid in, opening her up into a big straining ring of stretched flesh. He held her there while she moaned and shuddered. And then, beginning again to accuse and castigate the young woman, Yarok began to bugger her rapidly, and with full strokes. 

    Bound hand and foot, Guy could only watch the tempo of the other man’s thrusts increase as he felt her strong anal muscles sphinctering around the thick shank of-his delving lance. In he stroked, until her anal mouth formed a straining circle around the very base of his tightly sheathed cock. 

    “Ah . . . Ah . . . does it hurt now, she-cur?” he snarled, pumping hard. 

    The fleshy masses of her buttocks danced in cadence to his strokes as he forced his prick into the pink wrinkles of her arsehole. She groaned aloud—and took it. His strong hands leapt forward and down, grasping and mauling her shaking tits as if he were trying to pull them off. His hips flattened her rear-cheeks continuously as he drove straight through the center of their sweaty valley. His cock plunged along the teasingly narrow crevice of her anus and deep into her rectum. There he agitated it with spiritedly swinging hips. 

    “You . . . you are hur-hurt-ing my breasts,” she cried out, wagging her head to and fro in pain. 

    “Oh—well then, I’ll release them at once,” he said harshly, and did. 

    But instantly his hands sprang to grasp great masses of her midnight hair, which he began pulling and tugging until her head was forced up and back. Her back bowed far inward. 

    “My woman,” the Butcher snarled, “does not fuck so willingly and happily with my worst enemy!” 

    Johara was unable to reply. Her neck was stretched into a curve, the inner bones pressing harshly out until the skin of that smooth throat was ridged and she could not swallow, much less reply or protest. 

    Then he released her. Her head lurched forward; she coughed and gasped. 

    “As Allah is my witness and I his servant,” she at last got out in an ugly voice, “I love only you. It was I who stole and gave you the dagger that enabled you to es—” 

    Her voice broke off in a gargling sound. Her implacable lord had grasped a sheaf of the hair dangling past her face on the left, drawn it under her chin, and caught it in his other hand. Reaching again under her chin, he caught up with his left hand another swatch of her thick jet hair, from the right side. 

    Then, while the Crusader watched in frozen-faced horror, Yarok continued to jerk, sending his prick deep into her, leaning back and pulling strongly as though attempting to slow a team of runaway horses. 

    Johara’s eyes bulged. Her mouth gaped. Her lovely body shivered and twitched. Her nostrils flared desperately. Guy knew she was not able to pull in any air. Nor could she gain breath through her hugely dilated mouth. Her tongue came forth, as if in search of the air she needed. Darker went the face of that young woman, who had risked her life in trying to slay her lover’s captor and in smuggling to Yarok the dagger that had enabled him to escape. 

    She sank forward, twitching, limpening. 

    Suddenly liberated from her rectum, Yarok’s big flesh-shaft jerked, bobbed—and began hurling its steaming seed into her bowels. Golden-white semen trickled along the dusky skin of her back. At the same time, Guy of Messaria saw another, darker trickle from her throat. 

    The luckless girl’s merciless lord had sawed so hard on her own hair that its fine strands had cut into the skin of her neck. 

    Streaming blood and semen, Johara rolled over on the floor, a staring corpse. 

    “Butcher!” Guy lashed out, with a voice like a cutting whip. 

    “So I am called,” Yarok ibn-Ammar said, with a nod as equable as if the other man had complimented him. “I am foremost among the warriors of Islam . . . I keep by me no woman sullied by uncircumcised Frankish cock!” 

    “Best you slay the owner of that cock,” Guy said in a steady voice, deadly quiet. “For I swear by Our Lady that I will have your life, Yarok, O Butcher!” 

    “Not likely, son of Eblis! You will have neither my life . . . nor your own. For now, my Frankish cur, it is time for your selling. Mayhap your new owner will wish to make a eunuch of you. . . .” 

   

   

      

    [bookmark: _Toc509478693]Chapter Three 

      

    Slave! 

    Numbed by certain knowledge that he was soon to be sold like an animal snared from forest or plain, the Crusader was led through narrow streets by Yarok and the man the Butcher had easily persuaded to aid him. 

    All about Guy of Messaria now were dark-faced Arabs, Turks and Egyptians and natives of Palestine: the land called Holy. Their bright clothing, long robes of white and the blue of the sky and of cobalt, of olive and red and orange and of stripes of all . . . the constant chatter of their voices in their alien tongue . . . none of this did anything to alleviate the mental staggering of the captive stranger among them. 

    From the snatches of converse he heard, Guy learned that he was in Abasan. It was a smallish town some fifty miles southwest of Jerusalem—close onto the Red Sea and vast Egypt, land where once mighty pharaohs and spoiled Cleopatra and the arrogant Caesars named Caius Julius and Octavianus Augustus had trod, and now main source of supply for the new conqueror, Saladin. The Butcher, Guy mused, half in a trance of shock, had pushed the horses hard to have made this long trek in but three days. 

    Three days ago he was hero, called tu by Richard, the greatest knight in Christendom. And now . . . now he was to be sold, pushed up there onto that platform surrounded on three sides by robed men with bags of dinars for the spending on new property, human property. Smiling, grinning, gesticulating men who even now were bidding on a naked girl of their own people, a girl of no more than twelve ripening summers, whose jutting round of pubis had not yet grown the fur of womanhood, whose breasts had only just begun to blossom. She was, the gesticulating auctioneer in the green and orange and bright scarlet robe assured his prospective buyers, a virgin. 

    She was sold to a grossly fat creature whose citron-yellow robe hung on him like a garish tent. His swollen hand happily fondled the close-crowded high-perched bowls of her buttocks as she was led away to his . . . ownership. 

    Others were bid upon and bought; a knight of France who stood tall and austere as though he still wore golden spurs rather than a dirty and torn tunic that bared his powerful legs and mangled left arm; a plump scarlet-crowned woman with great loose-swinging tits and dead eyes; another European nobleman who wept openly and brought only a few dinars; others, and others. 

    The Crusader ascended that platform in a daze. 

    Thousands upon thousands of the fairer people the Saracen called “Franks” had been sold in this accursed land of heat and strange language and a strange god and his peace-hating prophet. Men and women and children too, all having come here from far-away lands where the sun was not so angry, blessed by the priests of the faith that led them here . . . to be taken, and sold, and to live and die in slavery. 

    Perhaps those women sold into hhareems were the more fortunate; perhaps they were not. Perhaps their loveliness was a blessing, perhaps a curse. Some were sold into seraglios . . . and some into brothels in tiny towns or the squalid back streets of Cairo and Damascus. 

    Otherwise, man or woman, their lives were spent at manual labor under masters (or, usually worse, mistresses) who spoke an entirely different tongue. Whether they had been born to silks or homespun, to wield lance and sword or mattock and scythe, they lived lives—existences—of lowly and underfed slavery, and thus they died. For their faith. For Holy Mother Church. For the Prince of Peace. 

    From the platform, the Crusader gazed down at his prospective owners. 

    I’ll not die a slave, he thought, hardly aware of his purchase by a jowly and nigh-hairless Egyptian who squinted at the world from weak eyes and scratched often beneath his mauve-and-cerulean robe. Or . . . if I die a slave . . . I’ll not be old! 

    Captors and fellow captives, owners and guards and drovers noted the unusually tall man their Cairene master had purchased for so many dinars. There was much muscle on him; much work in him. Young, broad of shoulder and thick of chest, far from unhandsome, he said nothing; indeed, he moved as though in a trance. 

    And so he was, for four days. 

    Then, on the afternoon of the fourth day after his owner’s caravan had left Abasan, Guy awoke from his black depression and daze. He found himself walking, his legs chained, beneath a searing sun. 

    Without seeming to, he took immediate inventory of his surroundings. 

    Mounted escort: gaunt-faced, wolfish men beneath pointed helmets of blue-clothed steel, whence depended camails like cloaks to lie on their shoulders. Camels laden with great chests and bales and parcels, tended by robed and pantalooned drovers with their staves. And other slaves—seven—shackled together in a line so that they jingled as they walked. 

    But Guy Kingsaver walked alone, rather than shackled to the others. 

    Because I appear insane, he thought, keeping his gaze down and continuing to walk as he had been, dully, automatically, like a driven cow. I have been walking for days; I can feel it in my legs. But saying nothing, responding to nothing, and so they separated me from the others. 

    I shall pretend to be the same. But now . . . from this moment forward I shall be on watch! 

    He was on watch, but no opportunity came for escape. The four days stretched into six, and then seven. For seven days he was forced to stagger along with the caravan, forced to walk, sun-blinded and weary, across the hot sand and scraggly-grassed earth between the southern tip of the Holy Land and northernmost Egypt. On one of those long wearisome days—he was not later to remember which—he heard one of the score or so armed escort tell another that the Red Sea was but a few miles due south. Once they had crossed, just above it, they would turn into Egypt, and then march still farther south. 

    Into Egypt. Into a different country. And still the Crusader shambled on because he could do nothing else, with his ankles connected by just over a foot of strong chain. 

    He took note of one fellow captive; a European woman, blonde, and of proud bearing. She bore up well and bravely, a woman forced to walk as Guy was. Her strong calves flashed beneath the jagged edges of her torn skirts; the fabric rippled magnificently over the churning of her buttocks. With clenched teeth, the Crusader noted how she was spat upon by her Turkish and Syrian fellow-slavewomen. 

    Now and again, he saw, without appearing to notice, that she shot him a look from large eyes of Mediterranean blue. Playing the dumb, trancelike role, Guy pretended not to see her. 

    She was slated, he knew, for a lifetime of servitude. Most likely, considering her face and figure, for someone’s harem; perhaps that of their fat bald buyer. 

    On the seventh day, the twelve camels and nearly thirty horses—and unmounted slaves—plodded along parallel to the foothills of a long line of low mountains. It was on that day Guy learned her name; he learned much from the conversations of those who treated him as though he were not present. The blonde with the fine calves and backside was Melisende, and she was from “Frankistan.” 

    France, then, Guy thought. Or perhaps one of King Richard’s lands: Normandy, or Aquitaine, or Poitou. Poor beauty! 

    His feet hurt. Yet he felt now as though he could run for miles on end, so tough and supple had the thews of his legs become. He received only subsistence food; his stomach consisted of hard bands of muscle. In some ways, the Crusader was in better condition than ever in his life. But what use was it to him, with his ankles connected thus by chain? 

    They camped that night at a quenching oasis, with those slow-rising foothills a few miles to their right. A slave was beaten, a Muslim male. Guy affected to take no note; certainly he was not concerned with the fate of any Saracen! 

    As usual, he was left to himself. Once his owner came to gaze upon him from a distance of fifty paces, and ordered that a girl be first stripped and then ordered to serve the big silent Christian his food and drink. 

    Guy betrayed no reaction to her unclothed presence, though he was glad for his ragged tunic; it covered the iron erection her swiveling coppery hips and tip-trembling breasts and flashing black bush engendered in his crotch. 

    She was very young, and naked and totally desirable. She still squatted near the suffering Guy when the moon soared up into a sky afloat with clouds. 

    Her presence brought one of the escorts, like a mailclad dog sniffing out a likely bitch. The man was tall, ugly, and walked with a swagger. The Crusader’s eyes were drawn to the sword worn by the cocky whoreson: a broad European blade! Booty, Guy mused, off some dead or enslaved knight of Christendom. It hung long and tempting as the Turk lounged nearby and spoke arrogantly to the girl. 

    “Best ye get far hence,” she told him, “else our master sees ye at converse with me and has ye whipped the rest of the way to Cairo!” 

    To Cairo! Guy thought. And then, like a breaking chain in his brain: I shall not go to Cairo! 

    “I fear that fat blob no more than I do the sting-flies who buzz about us in hot Tammuz,” the warrior said, with a curl to his lip. 

    “As ye buzz around me,” the girl pointed out. 

    The guardsman laughed. “Aye! Even so, in Allah’s name—far better me—a man, eh—than your fat owner . . . or this tongueless excuse for a man he was so unwise as to buy!” He turned about, posing, to look at Guy, who squatted dumbly a few yards away. 

    “Ho Christian! Stand in the presence of your betters!” 

    Slouched in a squat with his back against an outcrop of stone, Guy appeared not to hear. 

    “Idiot!” the soldier muttered. ‘Christian!” You, slave—get up! On your feet! Show me whether ye’ve the horn of a man beneath that grubby tunic of yours!” 

    Guy was still. 

    The escort moved toward him, slowly, concentrating on his swagger while the girl watched. His hand was on the hilt of the Frankish longsword he wore so proudly. But it only rested there, a part of his posturing. Despite the size of the obviously witless Frank, none feared him. The Turk came closer. Behind him, Guy saw the naked girl hurry away; she well knew her fate if she were caught having to do with one of the escort! 

    The guard came closer. Now Guy was staring at his mailed leggings. 

    “Up, unmannerly hare, and stand in the presence of a real man, a fighting man,” the guard said. 

    After waiting a few moments during which Guy remained motionless, the Turk drew back his right foot. It rushed forward in a kick to the shin of the big man who had seemed to become smaller in seven days of silent, bovine plodding. 

    The rushing foot was a handspan away when the seemingly mindless slave came alive. 

    His right hand leapt out. Fingers and thumb slapped about the Turk’s ankle, and it was as if he had driven his leg into a blacksmith’s vise. Then the powerful arm behind that big hand jerked, forward and up. At the same time, Guy rose. The guard went back, and down. The impact of his fall knocked away the breath he drew to raise a cry. His chain mail camail fell away from his throat—and was forcibly replaced in seconds by the Crusader’s left knee. 

    “Fight then, fighting man,” Guy muttered. 

    But the guard would fight not again; his cry had just begun when a broken-neck death took him. Twisting swiftly about, the Crusader laid hold of the ornate hilt of that long sword, pulled. The familiar broadsword scraped out of its sheath. 

    “Spanish,” Guy grunted, rising, hefting the yard-long blade. 

    Be strong, Spanish blade, he thought fervently. Ever has our steel been more powerful than the Saracen’s! 

    Then the sword was a silver arc in the moonlight as he swung it high over his head and brought it rushing down—to slice through the chain connecting his ankles with one great blade-notching blow. The chain parted, only two links removed from Guy’s right ankle. 

    “Free,” The Crusader muttered, and on the instant he thought of the blonde. 

    Free? Already the other men of the escort were calling out, running toward him across the encampment. Curved steel blades whined out of their scabbards. Others of the caravan shouted; people moved in the darkness. There was no time for the blonde, or for anything else, not even water or a sheath for his sword. 

    Whirling, the Crusader ran for the horses. An armored man with a ready scimitar was there before him. His eyes widened at the headlong charge of the man who wore only a ragged undertunic. The scimitar struck; the long sword of Spanish steel turned it, and bit into the hand of the wielder. The man grunted and jerked his hand away—and Guy’s swift backswing, the product of tremendous strength and instant reflexes, bit halfway through the Saracen’s neck. 

    Starting to vault into the little enclosure housing the nervous horses, Guy saw the horse outside, saddled, hitched to one of the wooden poles forming the enclosure. His teeth flashed in a grin. No matter why it was tethered here thus; one did not question gifts from heaven! Even as he pounced to the gray, an arrow thudded into the pole nearest him. It whipped rapidly back and forth. Guy hurled himself at the horse, knowing now that it Was not merely human legs he raced, but arrows as well. 

    Another bow-sped shaft thunked into the earth where his foot had been—as Guy swung into a high Arabic saddle with a grunt. It became a moan as he felt pain; he wore only the dirty, torn undertunic. 

    This only clothing the tunic flapping raggedly about his legs, the chain rattling from the iron gyves on his ankles, the Crusader galloped into the night. Arrows keened about him and he leaned far forward in the saddle. The horse galloped, tearing away from the oasis, accustomed to the greater weight of a steel-clad warrior with lance and saddle-bow and shield. 

    With a blade of good Spanish steel and on a swift Arabian horse—nothing else—the Crusader escaped into the darkness, riding back northward and east along the mountain range. 

    The other horses were neither saddled nor bridled; the escaped slave wore gyves and little else, and was alone in their land, far and far from his own kind. There was no pursuit. 

    * 

    Well up in the rocks of the long mountain range, Guy halted to rest for the balance of the night. He tethered the horse with care, thankful he’d been fed, however sparely. 

    His brief period of slavery had ended, though brief examination of his “anklets” of iron was sufficient to assure him their removing would be no swift or simple task. Clothing and armor he had not. No bow, no arrows, not even a dagger armed him. Further, he thought as he sought a comfortable position amid the stones and larger rocks, he was a pale-skinned man amid darker people whose hair was far darker than the sun-paled brown of his. 

    It will not be easy, and I may have to force them to kill me, he mused, but by God’s balls I am fr— 

    The thought was interrupted by sounds, conducted to him in the mountain foothills through the clear night. From far away he heard shouts, screams. The clamor came from behind him, and he was instantly certain they emanated from the oasis, from the camp of his former . . . owner. 

    The Crusader sat up, frowning as he stared into the darkness. Then he rose. And he saw the flames. 

    “The caravan’s been attacked,” he murmured aloud. His new horse, a swift but smallish gray, stirred at the sound of his voice. 

    Guy considered, gazing back at the flames that were perhaps three leagues back. 

    Any enemy of my erstwhile . . . owner is no enemy to me, he thought, and into his mind came a vision of a more-than-comely young woman, blonde, with eyes blue as the sea surrounding his native Cyprus. 

    Guy of Messaria sighed, and a few minutes later he was riding back the way he’d come. 

    Flames still flickered and crackled when he reached the oasis, though the fighting was at an end and the attackers gone. He was too late to interfere, to join one side against the other and then discover whether that excused his being a foreigner and a non-Muslim. For of one thing he was certain: none of the crusading host was this far south. 

    All around him lay the corpses of both humans and animals, camels and horses, men and women, even a dog. Others snarled over strewn meat and the remnants of the evening meal. Dismounting, Guy tethered his gray and walked slowly through that oasis become charnel preserve, amid the strewn supplies and burning tents and the bloody bodies. He inspected every one. 

    Here lay the man who had bought and chained him, sliced across his great belly to a crimson depth of several inches. A few feet left of that body were the smoldering remnants of his tent; amid them was the charred body of the Egyptian’s girl-for-the-night. Next sprawled one of his escort; his was the third helmet Guy tried. As had been two others he tried, it was too small. Guy walked on. 

    A drover lay dead in a grotesque position, as though he had been hurled off a cliff; the sword-hewn mouth in his neck was broader than that of his face. Nearby was the corpse of the naked girl sent to feed the Crusader a few hours ago. He paused, gazed at her ruined, crimson abdomen with stern eyes. And he walked on. 

    Behind him, she moaned. 

    Guy returned to her, went to one knee beside her. Several inches of pink sausage looped out of the terrible wound in her lower belly. Her eyes sought his weakly; she tried to speak; blood emerged from her mouth with her groan. 

    “You are beautiful,” Guy told her, in Arabic, and at the word “hacene” she almost smiled. “Because of you, I escaped.” 

    Then Guy ended her pain, and rose, and walked on with naked sword. He wiped the blade on the leggings of the dead drover he found but a few yards farther on. He had never before slain a woman, and fervently hoped he never had to meet one in battle, or do so again, even under these circumstances. 

    A headless soldier . . . and two body-lengths away the head, neatly helmeted. That one Guy Kingsaver did not try on. He walked past it, stepped across the body of one of the new slaves; the rest lay in a pitiful little line, all slain even as they remained chained together. 

    The attackers had left no bodies, he thought as he squatted to try on another spiked Turkish helmet. Either they’d suffered no losses, or they had carried off both wounded and dead. 

    The helmet was slightly overlarge. Guy padded it with a bit of cloth, fine silk curling from a burst bale of the sky-blue stuff. From that same man he gained a pair of leggings of well-kept chain mail. And a belt, though the curved scabbard would not hold his Western longsword. A few moments later he corrected that: he found the man whose neck he had broken. That dead Turk yielded up a mailshirt, too, though it was snug and fell not quite to Guy’s knees. 

    He kicked two dogs away from a package of foodstuffs, which he shouldered. 

    Here was a serviceable lance, here a bow, here a quiver full of arrows, here a better bow. A leather waterbag he stumbled over; it was full, and became his. He gathered more food, scavenging with the dogs, thankful they hadn’t beaten him to the savory-smelling viands. 

    When he had covered what had been the camp and thoroughly tramped the perimeter, the Crusader paused, gazing ruminatively down at what were obviously the tracks of the departing raiders. 

    Nowhere had he found the corpse of the blue-eyed blonde. 

    Guy pondered that, and danger, and his future and the extreme danger to him no matter where he went, which direction he took. Certainly the sensible course was to return the way he’d first ridden: northward into the Holy Land, where somewhere far north the army needed him. 

    At last, with a sigh and set lips, the Crusader set off on his gray Arab horse, following the trail of the raiders. And Melisende of Frankistan? 

   

   

      

    [bookmark: _Toc509478694]Chapter Four 

      

    The Handle of a Whip 

    Hours later, beneath a bright, fat-bellied moon risen high and sassy in the sky, Guy Kingsaver plodded along on the same broad trail. 

    Insanity, he told himself. Naturally they took her. And at least two other women; I remember them. And there are many of these raiders, since they utterly annihilated the camp, escort and all. Yet here go I, as though I were an army, by Holy rood, following them . . . one man, alone. 

    But had his action been more sane, that night he had dropped from the loft of the stable on Cyprus? He’d driven a wooden pitchfork through the skulking man who was creeping with naked sword, upon the woman-sated giant lying there naked and vulnerable, the golden-haired giant named Richard, King of the English. 

    Had it been sanity that led the young ex-stablehand to hold his own with quarterstaff against one of that same Richard’s best men-at-arms, or to outshoot his best archer (who could not pull Guy’s homemade bow enough to string it), or then to outshoot the lion-heart king’s best crossbowman? 

    Or publicly to proclaim himself, a Cypriot, Richard’s subject? 

    Or to accompany him here, to this unholy place called Holy Land? 

    Or to act as Richard’s secret agent, more than once? 

    Or to . . . to do all the other things he had done, to become the hero of this, the third great Crusade against the Saracen who still held Jerusalem and the sepulcher in which the Savior had been laid. 

    Guy Kingsaver heaved a sigh, and went on, wondering about the blonde woman and what might be befalling her even while he followed her captors. 

    * 

    She was miserable. 

    Her name was Melisende de Bois-Courtenay, daughter of the knight banneret Letold de Bois-Courtenay, a third son who had followed a nobler lord to the Holy Land in search of name and fortune. Like so many others, Sir Letold had found neither; he had been slain when Saladin’s Turks took Ascalon, four years ago, in September of 1187. 

    Melisende, thirteen then, had watched with horrified blue eyes while her screaming mother was raped by her husband’s four killers, and then bloodily slain. Spent and hardly interested in the pre-nubile blonde, the men had taken her with them. She became one of many Western slaves put up for sale after Ascalon’s fall. 

    She was bought by Zuleyka, wife of the emir Shadhy, a stern Turk of Seljuk to the far north. 

    Over four years passed. Shadhy’s glances at the ever-lovelier slavegirl made Zuleyka increasingly nervous—particularly inasmuch as she was, after the manner of too many smug wives, putting on weight apace. At seventeen Melisende was a woman tempered in the stern furnace of horror and slavery; a lovely virgin, and strong withal; Melisende carried as many as ten water buckets daily, in addition to her other duties. 

    Zuleyka found it expedient to get rid of her. She found it profitable, too; a blonde virgin with fair skin would be valuable merchandise on the slave mart at Cairo. 

    The profit to Melisende’s mistress, who feared her beauty of both face and figure, was pure. As for her new owner, the fat and jowly Cairene, he fully expected to realize double or more the amount he’d paid for her in Abasan, on the wealthier markets of Egypt’s foremost city. 

    But then came the attack, and Melisende de Bois-Courtenay, one of the few survivors, was only a captive slung beneath a big black Arabian horse, swinging loosely and helplessly by her wrists and ankles. Daughter of a nobleman; orphan; slave to an emir’s wife; slave to a fat Egyptian; now captive of surely the strangest band of warrior-thieves in all the world. 

    When at last they reached their incredible destination, the sore and stiff Melisende was cut loose all at once, allowed to drop to the ground on her back. 

    Then she had stared up at the cat-eyed woman in the mailed hauberk: a warrior-woman! Her name was Subha, this daughter of Islam, and she bared her black-furred crotch as she stood over the confused captive. She displayed her loins, her pubic delta, and spread her legs—and stared down at Melisende. 

    A slave for four years, Melisende understood and spoke Arabic. She understood the command she was given. 

    “Kneel up. Lick, suck Subha’s pussy.” 

    No! No! 

    Melisende shook her head, switching her shoulders with fine blonde hair, gold near her scalp but baked nearly white by the fierce sun of Syria. She was aware, as ever, of the soft joggling of her breasts beneath her disgracefully thin blouse, under which she wore nothing. 

    Subha stepped forward to bestride her. 

    “You had best obey, Frankistaniyeh! Think well; refuse again and you will be very sorry indeed.” 

    “I am no sehhikeh,” Melisende said, in a low voice in the woman’s own tongue. “Seek out one of your own kind to lick your oily slit, sehhikeh!” 

    Called lesbian, Subha bristled instantly. And Melisende screamed, her scream dying into an ugly groan, when the mailed woman kicked her: swiftly and carefully, in the soft cavity of her womanhood. 

    It was but the first of many screams to be ripped from the throat of the seventeen-year-old daughter of a Christian knight. 

    “Subha,” a voice called, and Subha looked up. 

    The big woman flashed a smile even as she brought one hand rushing up to catch the tossed object: a whip. She hefted it. It was a wicked little instrument, its handle composed of a leather-wrapped club of wood, just under a foot long. With the black leather wrapping, it was two inches in diameter. From one end emerged, like slender serpents of shining black, its three lashes. Each was knotted at the end of its foot-and-a-half length. 

    Without warning, Subha brought those three hissing tails down on the pale-haired young woman at her feet, across her very round and firm calves. 

    Taken by surprise, Melisende screamed. Absolute pain enveloped her naked legs and made her every sense swim. Her eyes filled instantly with brimming tears. 

    Even as, twisting, she looked up, that hissing burning lash bit into her upper left arm and back. Tears squirted from her eyes and a soft moan escaped her compressed lips. She flung herself aside, twisting, seeking escape where there was none, in a ring of stern-faced captors. 

    Subha struck. The three thongs fell with another blistering caress, this time across the huddling girl’s back. She wore only a thin Arab blouse of a chartreuse color. Where one leathern knot struck, the fabric broke. Again the victim cried out, again she twisted away. This time she tried to crawl, blindly, desperately fleeing the whip. The target was obvious: the whip fell with a harsh swish to plant its burning kiss across the upturned rounds of her backside, lightly covered in Arabic pantaloons of a medium red. 

    “Gaahrrgh!” Melisende throated out, and she lunged forward, her body shaking and writhing as if in epileptic seizure. 

    She turned over; the whip dashed down to send flame-red waves of agony through her breasts. With her face screwing up in pain, she turned over again. The whip swept down, following relentlessly, to curl wickedly from base to summits of her ripely rounded buttocks. The agonized girl rolled, still seeking the unattainable relief. Tears streamed from her eyes and she was groaning, trembling in every part of her body. 

    As if in a berserk fury, as if thirsty for no less than the crimson life-juices of the blonde Frank, Subha struck and struck. Groveling, sobbing, rolling, twisting, Melisende took every three-thonged blow that sliced and tore her clothing and striped and welted the smooth skin beneath. 

    Round and shapely, a rosy-tipped breast spilled out through a rent in the shredded blouse. One excitingly opulent buttock, well reddened by stripe after stripe, was totally bared. So was most of its twin and the deep crease that divided them. Her left leg was bare from waist to ankle, flailed by ragged cherry-colored fabric. Her navel flashed darkly through a rent in the dirty yellow-green of her blouse. A flailing knot bit into a mound below that navel, a mound of flesh lightly furred with golden tendrils of silky hair. 

    The whip marked her with livid red weals from its burning caress. Elsewhere, from her groveling on the harsh ground, her flesh was fiery red, chafed and cut, bleeding. 

    The young woman was barely able to move when Subha ceased beating her and issued a swift directive to the others. Four of them pounced; two hands gripped each of Melisende’s wrists and held them flat against the ground as she lay on her back. Two others clamped on each ankle. They drew her legs far apart. 

    Subha squatted in that broad V. She ripped away more red cloth, completely baring Melisende’s lower belly, slave-flat, and exposing the strong bulge below its base, hardly covered by the sparse, curling fleece of her loins. With her left hand, Subha peeled aside one firm and close-gripping labium. 

    Then, with the whip reversed, she thrust its handle into that flaming pink cleft. 

    The prostrate blonde drew in a sharp breath as she went tense, all over, in a surprising display of well-toned muscles. Then she emitted a long shuddering groan that seemed torn from her throat. 

    Subha buried half the length of the whip-handle in that narrow flesh-tunnel, agitated it here, and withdrew it. 

    It emerged glistening, and dripping scarlet. 

    Someone laughed aloud. “A virgin! The Nazrani slut isn’t a slut at all, but a virgin!” 

    “Was,” another voice said, with a chuckle. 

    “Was,” Subha said, and rammed the whip’s handle back into her victim’s bloody gap. 

    Obviously possessed of a strength that belied her apparent softness, Melisende winced, moaned, tensed again . . . and went limp. 

    She lay slackly in exhausted sujugation, her open mouth releasing only soft, pitifully weak little moaning sounds. In and out of that warm, narrow, throbbing sheath Subha thrust the harsh instrument of the young woman’s defloration, seeking with it the very bottom of her distended slit. The muscles of her thighs tensed and quivered; pitiful little shudders ran through her whip-marked body. She only groaned, lying there in helpless defeat and acceptance of the violent rape of her previously unopened, anguished vagina. 

    Subha wielded the leatherbound whip handle with vicious enthusiasm. The girl had refused her. Now she’d been beaten and callously, degradingly fucked by this obscene substitute for a man. The grinning warrior-woman drove it up her victim’s untrammeled nook with hammering blows, stretching wet, raw membranes with hard jerks of her arm. 

    Melisende shuddered. How swiftly and simply and unromantically and . . . nothing-ly that bit of membranous flesh had been sundered to terminate her girlhood forever! 

    Without love, without tenderness or romance, without her acquiescence or any semblance of honor—without even a man—she had been bloodily deflowered. And now they held her down, chuckling, while the big woman named Subha fucked her with the handle of a whip. 

    The cruel dildo plunged far up inside her, far up her cringing, straining cunt. She could hear the broad club sucking in and out of her body, its pathway slickened by both her blood and her natural inner juices, so that it came burrowing in far up her belly, abrading tender tissues as it expanded them, rooting as fiercely into her as the raping organ of a barbarian male. Her taut labia formed a painfully-throbbing collar around the obscene instrument. 

    She could feel it, feel it, the big leathery shaft stretching her sexlips and making the inner oils well in unwanted response, ramming deep, pumping her pussy deep so that she felt its broad base, way up in her belly. She squirmed, compressed her lips. 

    Her crotch felt as if it had been pounded with a sledge hammer. 

    At last, sweating, Subha ceased her brutal ransacking of the pale-furred slash. 

    “There,” she grunted, getting to her feet. “All because ye refused to yield up your other mouth, bitch!” 

    Then, while rolling waves of pain mingled with horror, Melisende was forced to watch while four women raped and forcibly masturbated one of the three male captives they’d taken. He was not unhappy when the first woman squatted over and plunged her black-furred slot up and down the standing pole of his organ until he lurched and jerked and groaned and then his seed was trickling down her thighs. 

    But he was pleading well before the fourth, at last, gave up trying, with her pumping hand, to force that now sore tool to spurt a fourth time. 

    He was then mutilated and slain. 

    At that instant, all unaccountably and unbidden, the staggered mind of Melisende de Bois-Courtenay went to the broad-shouldered, brown-haired and very tall man she had been so aware of while the caravan moved south and east; her former fellow slave who had slashingly escaped just last night, before the raiders attacked. 

    She knew a sudden sense of terrible anguish, of having been cheated—and of longing. 

   

   

      

    [bookmark: _Toc509478695]Chapter Five 

      

    The She-Lion 

    When he found himself nodding in the saddle and totally unable to follow the track of those he trailed, Guy of Messaria halted his mount, slid down, and tethered the horse so that it could crop the sparse and scraggly grass. By this time they had paced far into the foothills, ever upward. 

    The Crusader stretched out on the bare ground, wearing the armor he had grown accustomed to these past five months since he had decided to serve Richard as squire and join the Crusade. Neither the harshness of his rocky bed nor his armor was sufficiently uncomfortable to overshadow his weariness: Guy slept and did not wake until the morning sun sought to fry his eyelids. 

    He rose, lowered his steel-link leggings to piss, and ate of the food he had stolen from the dogs the previous night. Of the water he drank but little, and he murmured an apology to the horse, stroking his neck, that there was no water and little food for him. 

    Then man and mount set off again. 

    The trail was difficult. Now and again a line of horse-droppings pointed the way. Sometimes he was forced to dismount and range about until he found a rock that bore the mark of a shod hoof. Another time there was only a bone, with tendrils of meat still clinging to it, not yet dried; the remains of someone’s hasty, horseback snack. 

    Slowly, as often on foot as mounted, the Crusader followed the tenuous trail into the mountains of which he knew neither the name nor the location. 

    Darkness closed down again; again he slept. The horse complained. Stroking him and once more apologizing, Guy hoped the thirsty beast understood at least his tone. And they went on. 

    The winding track entered a long narrow divide between towering granite walls. The rock-strewn floor rose up and up toward the white-bellied clouds. The sun rose higher, reached its zenith, and frowned down upon man and toiling beast. But it was the armored man who lost the more sweat. 

    What, Guy wondered, am I doing? Guy, son of Peter, a peasant near Messaria on tiny Cyprus. Following a woman! Better I were heading north, in hopes that luck and sword and God’s grace might see me through many hostile leagues and back to my companions—to my duty. Here I may well be riding to meet my death, and none will be there to offer a prayer or bury me. 

    Whoever they are . . . how can I expect to wrest from them such a valuable prize in this land: a woman at once fair and blonde, young, and strong? 

    He did not know. But he went on, the Crusader on a new and separate Crusade. 

    Eventually he was pacing his nervous mount along a slender ledge halfway down a cliff that towered surely a hundred feet above his right shoulder . . . and plunged hundreds of feet when he glanced leftward and down—which he did only once. He had no difficulty persuading his mount to hug the inside of the ledge-path, though his right arm was thus next to useless, should he need it. 

    Then they turned a corner of that slender track—and the horse halted instantly. Man and mount stared. 

    They had emerged onto a broader terrain, sufficient perhaps for four horses abreast. And now Guy Kingsaver faced a leveled crossbow shaft. The bolt seemed to stare him in the face, deadly sharp. Slowly, keeping his right hand on the rein, he moved his head, looking about. 

    Two more crossbow-nocked arrows were leveled at him. 

    The wielders wore steel helmets whose sheen was hidden beneath a fluttering scarf of pearl-gray silk. Chain-mail jackets could be seen above the deeply-v’d necks of their gray surcoats, which had three-quarter sleeves that again exposed chain-mailed arms. From left shoulder to right hip ran the slender strap that supported their daggers; from right shoulder to left hip a buckled baldric supported the sheath of a curved Arabic sword. The skirts of the gray surcoats, slit back and front to facilitate the wearer’s sitting the saddle, were long, falling to the instep. 

    And . . . all three deadly crossbows with leveled bolts were held in the sunbronzed hands of helmeted, mailed, well-mounted, stern-faced . . . women. 

    “Understand ye our language, Frank?” one of them asked, and Guy met the slitted eyes beneath well-arched brows. The eyes were heavily kohled, as protection from the sun. 

    “Yes.” 

    “See that your hand remains on the rein.” 

    Guy nodded and kept both hands still. Women! 

    “Why came you here, Frank?” 

    “I have followed you two nights and most of two days. I was captured near Latrun by a Turk, taken in my sleep in coward’s fashion, and sold in Abasan. I marched with my buyer’s caravan into this land. One night I cut my way free—and hours later heard an attack on the caravan, and saw flames.” 

    One of his accosters chuckled. The spokeswoman said, “At the oasis of Kaylulah?” 

    “At an oasis, aye. I know not its name.” 

    She nodded with a little smile. “So.” 

    “Was it you who attacked the caravan?” 

    After a long silence, she said, “It is we who ask and you who answer, Frank. And then what did you do?” 

    “I was not born a slave and do not intend to die one. I returned to aid your attack on him who bought me, and I have followed your trail since.” 

    “We left no trail!” 

    “I have just followed one.” 

    Again, a long silence; the women exchanged looks. Then, “To aid us, eh? But you have not answered my first question. Why do you follow us?” 

    Us. Then they were the raiders . . . these women! 

    “With you is a Frankish woman whose hair is the color of the sun and whose eyes are like the Mediterranean. She is my sister.” 

    “Oh? What is your sister’s name?” 

    “Melisende.” 

    After a moment of silence, they laughed. The spokes-woman backed her horse, gestured. “Come then, Frank. Meet thy sister. Mahara—take his sword. Easy, Frank; crossbows trigger too easily.” 

    Guy nodded, raised his arms slowly and held them clear while the warrior woman named Mahara relieved him of his long sword. His dagger, too, she plucked from its sheath, and never had Guy of Messaria known less emotion while a woman’s arm went around his waist. Then she had disarmed him and was backing her mount, turning the big bay. 

    Guy accompanied them, one in front and two behind him and his gray. Along the broadened ledge they paced, and into a cave that soon encompassed them in darkness, though it was short, a natural tunnel, for he could see the light at its far end. 

    They emerged onto a ledge above a terribly high drop, a narrow crevasse no more than twenty feet across. The ledge itself was slightly less wide. And the leader of the trio of warrior women shouted, then made a trilling bird-call. 

    With his captors, Guy stared upward. 

    High above, a pair of thick wooden poles thrust out over the edge of what was obviously the mountain’s very top. From the two poles swung, on chains, a great iron-bound platform, framed with thick wooden slats like a cage made for an elephant. With chains creaking and rattling, the strange device descended to Guy and his escorts. 

    One of them was dismounted and ready, while her companions kept their crossbow shafts trained on their prisoner. She opened two bolts the moment the great cage was steady on the ledge. The closed portion of the cage swung downward, revealing itself to be a heavy door, like a drawbridge. It formed a ramp from the ledge into the cage. Into the structure she went, leading her mount. 

    Once she was inside and aside, another of Guy’s captors led her horse in. And moved him aside, and turned, and leveled her crossbow once again. 

    From behind the Crusader, Mahara said, “Dismount, Frank. Lead your beast in.” 

    Guy turned half about in his saddle. With a small smile he said, “After you, milady warrior.” 

    She rolled her eyes upward. “I remain behind. In!” 

    The gray was not at all certain about entering the great cage, but the calm presence of the other two horses and Guy’s gentle words and stroking hand convinced the beast. Clop-clop, and Guy and mount were aboard. Mahara closed and secured the door. 

    Then she stepped back and shouted. 

    “Climb up here, Frank,” one of the women bade him, and he mounted to the ledge that ran around three sides of the heavily-constructed cage, above the level of the horses’ backs. 

    Then came the rattle and clatter of chains once more, and the cage creaked, and shifted—and began to ascend. The gray snorted and stamped, widening his stance to brace himself in his nervousness. The other two horses acted as if they had been thus rising into the air all their lives—which, for all Guy knew, they had! 

    Up and up they went, with much noise of metal chains and creaking wood. 

    Then, when they were snugged up against the two huge poles that jutted out over the crevasse, one of his guardians tripped the miniature “drawbridge” again. It fell with a heavy thud. 

    One by one, the three led their horses out onto a broad, nigh-flat mesa dotted with pavilions and strange structures of wood roofed with some glittering black substance. 

    Now Guy saw that the cage that had drawn them up was operated by means of a great horizontal windlass mounted around a pole of enormous girth. The windlass was turned by four horses harnessed to its spokes. The Crusader marveled; nowhere had he ever seen such as this evidence of ingenuity of man. 

    But . . . was it of . . . man? 

    The camp—or town—as he was led from the cage-lift out onto the mesa, appeared to contain nothing but women! He saw what were apparently servants, wearing very little indeed, low-slung girdles of slender plaited silk from which depended long fluttery strips of gauzy stuff in several colors. One strip hung down in front, past the calf muscles; another covered all but the outer curves of their buttocks and dangled in back, to the same length. 

    All wore bandeaus, again in various colors, that tied twice: behind the neck and then either behind the back or between the breast, which were in all cases, partially exposed. 

    They stared at him. 

    So did the others, women who wore long side-slit robes—slit, indeed, to dusky hips!—over bare flashing legs, drawn tight above the waist by clasped or laced vests. The robes were of a half-score colors; the vests were uniformly black. And all wore scymitars in curved scabbards on their left hips. No, two wore their swords on their right hips; he assumed these to be left-handed women. 

    It seemed to the astonished Guy Kingsaver then that he saw fifty or so women and girls, of varying ages. But none was truly old, he noticed. 

    He was led to the center of the mesa-top hamlet, stared at and whispered about by women, some of whom had never seen a man not of their race before. (That they had never seen a man was too much to believe!) 

    When his two captors brought him to a halt, he faced a strange pavilion. It had been pitched atop a great wooden platform, with three steps leading up to it. The great entry-flap of the pavilion—which was jet black, like an oversized bedawin tent—was set perhaps a yard back from the edge of the platform, which thus formed a sort of porch before the “door.” 

    In that doorway appeared a woman. She and the Crusader stared openly at each other, brown eyes staring into jet black pools like oil. 

    Guy decided that she was not tall, though she gave the appearance of being so by the slimness of her hips and the length of her legs, which were emphasized by the snug-fitting leggings of dark blue-gray mail. Her torso and arms were covered by a scarlet blouse of clinging silk, with balloon sleeves and tight cuffs covered by bracers of buckled black leather. Rather than the over-the-head blouses Guy was accustomed to, this one was laced up the front by a black thong—and loosely laced, at that. Plainly visible were the fruit-firm curves of golden breasts. 

    Over the shirt, like the others, she wore a black vest, though hers was broidered in scarlet and hung open. Red gauntlets sheathed her hands past the wrist, and matching boots of soft leather rose just above her ankles, clasping the lower curves of her calves. 

    She descended the steps of her dais-elevated pavilion of stark black with the majesty of a queen. And slowly, without taking her eyes off him, she approached the Crusader. 

    Hers was a squared face, firmly square-chinned. Its high cheekbones were well-delineated and just escaped being sharply-etched. A gentle central declivity divided her strong chin. Long, almond-shaped eyes gazed boldly at him from beneath thick, well-arched brows with a hint of insouciant nonchalance that was almost arrogance. Her mouth was broad, firmly held, its lips neither thick nor thin but well-etched, beneath a long, haughty, and only faintly aquiline nose. 

    Brows and eyelids were black, glowing and gleaming liquidly. Her hair was invisible beneath a blue-gray helmet, its tall spike piercing a kerchief-like veil of chain mail that fell in back and on both sides of her face, to the shoulders. 

    There was a weird aspect to the vest; it was sewn with two breastplates of gleaming gold. Somehow Guy was certain that when this woman donned chain-mail coat, she wore the breastplated vest outside. 

    Everything about her was striking; the gold breastplates, worn so ostentatiously and unnecessarily, perhaps drew his gaze more than anything. But she was a striking, handsome, perhaps beautiful young woman without them. Her carriage, the open boldness of her eyes, the set of her shoulders and mouth, spoke confidence, unusual in any woman of her time—particularly one in the land of al-Islam. 

    “What’s this you’ve brought me, Aziza?” she asked, in a surprisingly high, very feminine voice, which was clear and firm of timbre. 

    “A Frank who claims to have followed our trail from the Oasis of Kaylulah, O Libwah.” 

    Libwah, Guy mused: Lioness! Aye, an she be captain-general of a band of women, the name may well fit the arrogant beauty! 

    “Speak you our language, father of trackers?” 

    “I speak your language,” Guy replied, in Arabic, though their accents were different. 

    “Speak your name, Frank-who-speaks-Syriac-Arabic.” 

    The Crusader spoke the name the warriors of Saladin had given him, Son of Satan: “Guy ibn-Eblis.” 

    She blinked, then shrugged. “So, son of the devil. And why have you come here?” 

    He gave her the same story as he had told her minions, adding to the truth only the lie that Melisende was his sister. What else could he say? He was fool enough already! 

    “Interesting. My brother would not have been so solicitous as to follow me—nor was he so expert a tracker. Know, son of Eblis, that you are among the band of Julanar al-Libwah,” she told him, gazing coolly into his eyes. “There is but one way down from our great city, unless mayhap you care for a thousand foot leap! Thus there is no escape; the other sides of this mountain are sheer, and without purchase even for skilled fingers. You say that this woman is your sister—said I woman? This cloud-haired little girl of Frankistan!” 

    Guy noted that she mentioned Melisende at last, and spoke of her not in the past tense; she was alive, then. He noted too the satiric lilt in the voice of Julanar the Lioness when she called this strange collection of tents, pavilions, and strange houses a “great city.” 

    “Know, O Son of Eblis, that she was a virgin, but that she is no longer. Her maidenhead was taken by the handle of this, my whip.” She flourished a three-tailed whip with a long handle, thick and leather-wrapped. “She bled beautifully, and we pumped her with it until she spent her passions in sensuous climax. I believe she may wish only the company of this whip hereafter! Only the truth Julanar speaks. You understand?” 

    “I understand,” Guy bit out, hoping he imitated well the angry brother of a European girl ignominiously deflowered by a whip handle, barely able to contain his rage. 

    After gazing at him a moment, in what appeared to be contained surprise, Julanar laughed. “Good! Then hear this, and only the truth Julanar speaks. You will either fuck your sister, Guy ibn-Eblis—or so ye say ye be called—or suffer the fate of Ayyub.” 

    After a startled moment, Guy asked, “Who be Ayyub?” 

    “Him,” she said, pointing, and, menaced by crossbows and many surrounding women, Guy turned to follow the direction of her pointing finger. 

    A naked man had been fetched from somewhere. He was now being stretched over a bale of some fabric from the caravan, so that his genitals were raised on high, balls dangling. Each of his wrists bore ropes, tied around wooden stakes a foot in length; these were pounded into the earth. His legs were immobilized in the same fashion. 

    While Guy and the others watched, one of the servants, an obviously very young girl with taut breasts like the golden cups on Julanar’s breasts, stepped between his tethered legs and dropped to her knees. 

    The man gasped when her hands slipped up beneath his scrotum and began to toy with its twin-agate contents, kneading and pressing and fondling them lovingly. Then her pink, lasciviously wet-shining tongue began jabbing at his curled, limp member. She worked to arouse him with lips and tongue and fondling hands. 

    His organ, Guy saw, was beginning to straighten itself out, radiating heat and lust. A film of transparent wetness formed on the very tip of the bulging crown. Smiling, the girl bent her head to it. The man groaned and twitched; she was kissing away the glistening drops of moisture that emerged from the tiny hole in its swelling head. 

    “What think you of the fate of Ayyub?” Julanar the Lioness asked quietly, from behind Guy. 

    “Methinks I could withstand such a fate,” he said, without turning. 

    Around him there rose scornful laughs. 

    Now, at a command, the girl rose fluidly to her feet. She backed away with her dark, dark eyes fixed on what she had wrought: a great thick prick that throbbed impatiently above its owner’s tight-clenched balls. 

    One of the robed women stepped forward between his legs. She glanced about at her fellows as she opened her vest and handed it to the girl whose mouth had prepared the high-standing shaft of hardened flesh. Next the second woman, whom Guy supposed was one of the warriors of al-Libwah, doffed her side-slit robe. She revealed a good, plump body with a rounded belly and large round breasts whose brown tips appeared knotted amid their aureoles, downward-pointing. 

    She bestrode Ayyub’s hips. Poised above his outstretched thighs, she positioned the fluffy black bush of her loins in a lascivious, parted display above that standing flesh-club. With deliberate slowness, she lowered herself, her face taking on an expression of strain as she impaled the luscious mouth of her vagina on his upstanding cock. 

    Her stomach’s muscles appeared in its roundness, tensing and tightening as she continued lowering herself, her widening slit riding down his thick organ while he stared up at her, gasping and groaning. 

    Then he was enveloped inside her body. With her mouth stretched in a broad grin, she turned her head to gaze upon her companions—and Guy. 

    And she started to move. Up and down rose her supple body. Her calf-muscles bulged as she raised herself and then slid again down the pole of the man’s organ. Guy stared, watching the big balls of her breasts rise and fall, flopping and jiggling so that they seemed to leap up and down before her. 

    As she rode the helpless tethered man, her own fingers rose to her breasts. Guy saw how rough she was with them, her dark hands squeezing and pinching the tight flesh, making the shapely globe shapes quiver until the fattening brown tips danced. They also swelled to an incredibly fat tumescence. 

    Then she fastened onto those teats and began to pluck at them, squeezing, pinching, twisting them about on the ends of her big breasts. All the while, her body rose up and down, up and down. 

    The man groaned, stiffened, began to twitch. Obviously he was spending, his semen spattering up into her, seemingly pumping quarts of sticky syrup into her vertical channel. 

    But she continued her steady, now-furious riding. Now as she pumped up and down, semen appeared and spattered his belly, trickled down his softening shaft onto his belly. Then all the watchers—some of whose hands had stolen inside their robes—were watching her with staring eyes as endless waves of climax washed and rolled over her. No one had to ask whether she had spent her lusts to the full; she suddenly yowled as though dying. 

    When she stood erect and backed off her well-raped “victim” at last, his liquid-glistening penis fell from her and lay limply against his crotch. He was gasping; so was she, as she took her clothing from the waiting servant and walked naked to one of the pavilions without so much as a sideward glance—or a word or glance at her choiceless partner in sexuality. 

    “And what think you of Ayyub’s fate now?” Julanar’s voice came, low and throaty from behind the Crusader. 

    He had to work to answer calmly: “I believe I could withstand that, too.” 

    She laughed. Others laughed. 

    And then one of the warrior women came forward and, grasping Ayyub’s penis and scrotum in one hand, she swiftly used the dagger in the other to slice them off. She sprang back as a fountain of blood erupted from the crotch of the hapless man, who shrieked as his spurting blood drained away his life. 

    Hands went to swordhilts and crossbow bolts leveled on him as Guy wheeled about to face Julanar—whose face was frighteningly impassive. 

    “Demon from hell!” he accused. “Either that monstrous fate or lie with my own sister?” 

    “Aye,” she said, and nodded. Calmly, coolly. 

    “God! And how long have I to ponder this evil choice?” 

    She glanced at the shadow the sun cast from the pointed crest of her helmet onto the ground, a scant fingerbreadth from Guy’s left foot. And she pointed with a scarlet-gauntleted hand. 

    “When the shadow of my helm falls upon your foot,” she told him with utmost coolness, “you must have chosen.” 

    Guy blinked. 

   

   

      

    [bookmark: _Toc509478696]Chapter Six 

      

    The She-Demon 

    “You would really do that to me, a stranger, unless I agree to lie with my own sister?” Guy asked. 

    The beautiful Julanar the Lioness gazed unblinkingly at him. “Only the truth does al-Libwah speak.” 

    Guy nodded. “And what if I agree to your heartless bargain, O Lioness of Egypt?” 

    After staring at him several seconds longer, Julanar shrugged. “You both live, Son of Eblis. I guarantee it. Life. Only the truth I speak: what else is there but life, man of Frankistan?” 

    “Than life? Nothing.” Gazing steadily into her eyes, Guy stated what had become his own credo: “God does not care. That is what life means, and that’s what death is. Death is something that just happens. I shall live! I shall live every day, all my life, and if it be short, then . . . I shall have been here!” 

    She blinked, widened her eyes, regarded him with intense interest. “That is what you believe, Frankistani?” 

    “It is what I believe,” he said with a swift nod. “There was a woman, once. I loved her. She was young, a servant to a noble lady, and God saw fit to send upon the noble lady—the mistress of a king—the illness we call the Syrian fever. My love caught it of her, and they both died. I went away in despair, and I thought long and hard. And at last I said to myself what I have just said to you and it is that I live by.” 

    Still obviously intense, seeming to strain toward him, she urged, “Repeat it.” 

    Guy repeated the words that had become his personal philosophy and guideline. 

    “Guy—listen to me!” 

    All others were as if vanished, as though invisible or not there. Only Guy and Julanar stood there atop this mesa, and he nodded. “I am listening to a beautiful woman in breastplates of gold. I have no choice; she has power of life and death over me. Speak, Lioness Julanar.” 

    Her eyes were dark, piercingly intense like those of a hunting hawk who sights what he has long sought. 

    “I have spoken, and al-Libwah speaks only truth. Once I have spoke, I take back nothing, an it mean my own death. Do it, man of Frankistan. Lie with your sister. It is not yet your time to die.” 

    The Crusader gazed steadily at her. “Bring forth my sister. I have not seen her since you evilly took her maidenhood. I cannot guarantee that I shall be able to be . . . up to the occasion. My own sister, after all. Long have I loved her, but as my sister, O Lioness. I would drink strong wine, had I strong wine.” 

    “Bring him kahwah!” Julanar called, without taking her stare from his. “And bring forth the Frankish . . . keuss.” Her eyes checked his reaction as she callously and insultingly called his supposed sister “cunt.” 

    “An it pleasure ye to call names,” he said quietly, “call me names, then. Elsewise it is unworthy.” 

    Her blink showed her astonishment. “I, a woman, speak of another woman!” 

    “You speak only to test my reaction, to rouse my anger and then sneer at it, for I am captive here. As to your womanhood, yours and Melisende’s, she is a girl. You are a lioness, leader of this band of fierce outlaws. There is no comparison . . . as there is none between me and that man Ayyub.” 

    She was still staring at him in silence when a plump serving girl in lemon-yellow bandeau and orange “skirts” brought him his wine. The goblet was of solid gold, and beautifully tooled with the head of a lioness; the wine was rich and good and old; better than good. 

    And then from one of the broad black tents came the blonde he had seen earlier, the woman he had so noted on the march from Abasan. 

    Guy called out quickly, in French, the language of most of Europe and most of the English and others as well. “My darling Melisende! It is I your brother Guy! This demon decrees that we lie together before them all, my poor darling, lest we die. Remember our father. Melisende—speak his name!” 

    For a time the blonde young woman stared at him. Then she said, “Our father, Letold de Bois-Courtenay would die rather than see what it is we must do, O my brother. But Guy, Guy . . . we must do what they say, or be slain. Which is worse; is there not hope while the heart yet beats?” 

    And in that instant, Guy of Messaria felt love for that magnificent, brilliant woman, who had become beautiful in seconds. 

    “What is this talk?” Julanar demanded. 

    “I greeted her in the language of our land, Frankish,” Guy said. “And apprised her of your evil bargain. She is my sister; do you see her turn pale and sink down in a swoon?” 

    “A nuptial couch will be brought,” Julanar said, signaling, and a pair of her warriors went away, grinning. “Son of Eblis—ye cannot lie with your waiting bride while wearing full armor! Strip!” 

    Never had Guy Kingsaver of Messaria stripped less willingly or in such discomfort. With a closely watching audience of fifty women and his supposed sister looking on, he divested himself of armor and then under-leggings and tunic. Then he stood naked before them, and of a sudden he lost his uncomfortable feeling; their eyes were in the main impressed with what they saw. He stood to his full height, conscious of showing them his broad, bulging chest. 

    He stared for a time at Julanar, silently challenging her to keep her eyes on his, not to drop them to his bared body. Then he turned from her, not without arrogance, and looked at Melisende. She was but a few paces away now, near where the two women were placing the divan they had brought from one of the pavilions. It was covered with a spread patterned with interwoven red and green and blue. On it lay a large pillow of white silk. 

    But Guy looked at Melisende, who had removed the blouse they had given her and was loosing the ties of her blousy Arabic pantaloons. 

    A high forehead capped a long face whose brows were nearly as straight as her longish, slender nose. Melisende’s hair was honey and gold and cloud-bellies, obviously delicately thin and softly tendrilly, the sort of silky hair that stirred in the gentlest of zephyrs—and looked ever delicious, however disarrayed. Her nicely shaped but thin, in-turned upper lip was neatly balanced and set off by the sensuous fullness of the lower. Her lashes were pale, her eyes blue as the sea or a summer sky, and marked by a skittish lack of confidence, a constant fearfulness that bespoke her harsh and uncertain life of the past five years. 

    Absolutely lovely breasts swelled below a long, slender neck; they were beautifully rounded, not big but rather large for her narrow shoulders so that they crowded each other’s inner curves. They were charmingly uptilted at the crowns. Those nipples were tiny, set like delicate pink jewels in swollen, shinily protuberant aureoles. They rode above a very narrow waist and even narrower belly, set between long, womanly hips. There was an unusual excitingly long space between her coiled little navel, almost a perfectly round and decidedly shallow crater, and a bulging pubis, only the crest of which was adorned with wavy but not quite curly hair like golden pinfeathers. The hair was very sparse, just coating the slit itself, which showed through plainly. 

    She stood with her arms at her sides and her eyes on the Crusader’s, her bare feet and ankles obscured in a pile of her pantaloons. 

    He saw the distinct marks of a whip on her body, and wondered if it were Julanar’s, and if she herself had wielded it. 

    Julanar’s soprano intruded on his thoughts: “To your couch, brother and sister Frank—and couple for your very lives!” 

    Seeing the blonde tremble, Guy went to her, very conscious of the swing and jiggle of his penis, which, though not fully erect, had thickened and lengthened. Sliding his hands onto the smoothness of her hips just below her waist, he looked into her eyes. 

    “I will not tell you that I do not want you,” he said. “I have seen you! But . . . I am sorry it must be this way.” 

    “Thank you,” she said, in a soft, muted voice. It was about the same level of soprano as Julanar’s, but so different! And after a long moment, “Just—just beginning will be the hardest!” 

    “Are you . . . sore?” he asked. 

    “Ye’ve been told what they . . . what they did?” 

    He nodded. 

    “No, not sore, though . . . it may hurt, I suppose.” Her face had been taken by a flush. 

    “I will try to make it so that it does not hurt,” he said, terribly aware of the steady rising of his cock, “and to make you forget if it does.” 

    She gave him the shadow of the ghost of a smile. And nodded, a barely perceptible movement of her pale-crowned head. 

    Behind him, Julanar clapped her hands sharply, twice. 

    Tightening his mouth, Guy sat on the divan, drawing the girl down beside him. 

    “It must happen,” he said. “You . . . you must put your hand on me, so that I am hard and ready for you.” As he spoke, he was gently manipulating her nipple, hoping that her once-invaded womanslit was one that readily and copiously oiled itself. 

    Then he grunted and twitched as her hand encircled the base of his prick. 

    “It is not necessary,” she said. “It—you are . . . big, and hard. So big!” 

    Guy looked down. She spoke truth. His penis was imitating a quarterstaff, though thicker than most. Its angrily swollen, livid head pointed nearly straight up. 

    His hands slid from her hip inward, making her tremble, caressing, slithering over the delicate furring of her loins. He found the tight-pressed lips, springy and firm and outthrust, and the line between them that was narrow enough to have been sliced there in one swift movement of a shaving knife. She trembled, sighed as he opened her, slowly and gently, and insinuated his finger into the vestibule of her girlish cunt. 

    It was wet. 

    “In a moment,” Guy murmured, “she will call out again, to order us to get on with our incest.” 

    Suddenly Melisende flashed him a smile. “Think of it that way!” she said. “We are deceiving the bitch! Cover me . . . my brother Guy!” 

    Releasing him, she fell back on the divan, with her legs parted. Deliberately Guy rose, so that their onlooking captors had a full view of his mighty erection. Then he moved between Melisende’s whip-marked legs, which she opened still more. 

    The big glans of his prick nosed up against the soft pursed beauty of her slitted vulva. For a moment he smiled down at her, then he began moving his hips forward. 

    “Uh,” she gasped, but she managed to return his smile. 

    Her once-widened passage began to enclose his steely tool like warm oil as the moist, hypersensitive glans probed between scalloped inner lips. 

    “Better to take it all at once,” he said. 

    “I . . . am ready,” she said. 

    “Do not scream for them.” 

    Her face had paled and her eyes were like those of a frightened and cornered rabbit, but Melisende said, with near-firmness: “It will not hurt!” 

    He nodded. And he slipped it on into her, drilling in and in, straight for her cervix, long and hard and cramming; filling and feeling the extreme constricting heat of her buried passion. 

    He wondered if it had ever been awakened; if al-Libwah did indeed speak only truth; if he was capable, under these circumstances with the sun and fifty or more hot gazes upon his back, of arousing and satisfying this terribly mistreated young woman who was hardly yet a woman at all. 

    She had stiffened, trembling, tensing, and he bade her relax, in a soft voice. He saw her trying. And he gave her the rest of himself, to the balls, and waited again until that sudden tension had left her. 

    “You have it all.” 

    “I—have it all,” she said. 

    “Lift your knees, draw up your feet,” he told her. “The villainous bitches have given us the narrowest divan in all Egypt; there’s no room for me to raise my self on my hands.” 

    “Aren’t you supposed to lie on me?” she asked, with ingenuously wide blue eyes. 

    Guy chuckled, belly against belly. “There is no ‘supposed to,’” he said. “But a man worthy of a woman takes his weight off her as much or more as he lets her feel it.” 

    She was silent, then she heaved a great sigh that moved her tits squirmily under his chest. “Let me feel it, then. Guy—is that your name?” 

    “Aye. Guy Kingsaver, of Messaria on Cyprus. I was squire to King Richard.” 

    “The Lion-heart?” 

    “The Lion-heart.” 

    “And you will be a knight?” 

    “Aye, if ever I can return to them. I could have been ere now,” he added truthfully, for her sake; she was nobly born. “The Earl of Leicester in Richard’s land of England offered to knight me, less than a se’en-day ago.” 

    “Tell me about it later,” she said, breathing more and more easily. “Why do you no longer feel so huge inside me?” But that question was a wondering, rhetorical one for herself alone, telling him that she was relaxing and accommodating herself to him. She followed it with another: “Why the surname ‘Kingsaver?’” 

    “On Cyprus, my home, I saved the life of Richard the King from an assassin who’d have ended it but seconds later that night.” 

    She smiled. “Brave enough to escape the caravan . . . brave enough to follow here and challenge all these . . . unnatural creatures; brave enough to have been offered knighthood by no less than an English earl . . . brave enough to have saved the life of the Lion-heart!” Her hands rose warm onto his hips. “Now save my life, Guy Kingsaver!” 

    He began slowly, and stepped up his pace only when he saw that he was not hurting her. Far from it; she loved what she was getting. His belly churned with erotic joys as he drilled through her now juice-saturated pussy lips. He was breathing hard and shallow under the hot afternoon sun, grunting with lust and effort in a rising, uncontrollable joy. She was very tight around his delving organ, and it was utterly engulfed in her, embraced by her sapping, humid cunt. 

    She gasped when he dragged all the way out, groaned when he drove it all the way back in, with lubricious ease and a heavy jolting impact. 

    He thrust and thrust, stirring her, opening her wide, straining her virginal track all around his great skewering sword of flesh. His cock raced in and out of her with wet slurpy sounds. Sweat beaded his brow. 

    Placing his lips against her warm ear, Guy whispered, “Act ecstatic.” 

    Her hands clamped him. She strained every muscle to move beneath him. “I do not have to . . . act,” she groaned. And then she was jerking, twitching, stiffening, and a long wailing sigh silenced every whisper and sneering voice on the mesa, for all knew the sounds of a woman who has reached the peak and the release of her arousal and need. 

    An inferno of sheer ecstasy spread through her system until she was so excited she was unable to contain it. She pounded the divan with her bare heels. 

    He pounded her silky form with his solidly-built body in a savage rhythm that smacked the gentle concavity of her belly and drove him deep, deep into the hot slick delicacy of her. Hot slippery juice flowed forth from that dilated hole onto thighs like warm satin. Her mouth was gaping and gasping in erotic abandon, her whole luxuriously formed body enveloped in wanton impulses. 

    Half mad with the impatience of physical demands and desire for absolute possession of her supple curves, he rode her with whipping, convulsive movements. 

    Then a bursting dam of thick white semen gushed into her open, swollen cunt. His jerking organ salvoed hot streams of sperm into the very depths and filled up that squirming vaginal tunnel until it leaked forth in whitish little rivulets. 

    He lay still upon her, holding and being held, until a hand tapped his back. 

    “Up, fucker.” 

    Smiling, Guy again kissed Melisende’s ear, then rose from her. Both his loins and hers were covered with their mingled juices. 

    “The face of one who has so delighted in the embrace of her own brother is an abomination before my eyes!” Julanar shouted in an angry cry. She pointed to a tall stake in the center of the little hamlet atop the mesa. “Bind her there, by her ankles, so that her incestuous cesspool is lifted high and her brother’s sperm may flow into her womb and get her big with the child of her own father’s son!” 

    Guy wheeled on her, fists knotting, but leveled crossbows kept him at bay. He brought himself up short. 

    “I remind the Lioness that she claims to speak only truth,” he snapped. “I have your word . . . would you then bind her thus, in the sun?” 

    She nodded with a little smile. “Aye, I would. The sun is almost gone this day, anyhow. Soon it will be more than cool; it is not hot at night, atop this mountain! Her back and shoulders will bear her weight, and she will not die. I promised you life, and her as well. Ye still have my word, man of Frankistan. Ye both live! Life I promised you both, and life you retain. To neither of you did I promise freedom, or even happiness. Yasmina, see to the attaching of a new chain to the iron anklets this slave still wears!” 

   

   

      

    [bookmark: _Toc509478697]Chapter Seven 

      

    Dinner with a Lioness 

    Melisende’s fine, almost tendrilly hair spread out over the sparse grass and granite of the mesa like a white fan tinged with jonquil yellow. 

    The sun beat down on her strained body, attacked her eyes so that she turned her head this way and that and constantly ran her tongue over her drying lips. Her face, like the soles of her feet, was turned straight up to the cloudy sky. Her ankles had been fastened high enough on the stake to force her weight onto her shoulders and neck. 

    But if her fair, delicate skin and so-pale hair made her captors think she was a soft and therefore perfect victim, they were disappointed. The upended young woman did not so much as whimper. 

    Around her, the business of the unnatural community went on. Scantily clothed servants laundered, and sorted out the foodstuffs and wines from the looted caravan, and carried water from where it was drawn up from the well. Warrior women sharpened their blades, carefully rubbing out nicks, checked their armor, tested and repaired their leathers. 

    Guy sat still while the two ends of a three-foot length of chair were attached to the shackles on his ankles. 

    “You have no men here?” 

    “Oh, now and then,” one of his warders said, without glancing up from his ankle. “Who needs men?” 

    Guy chuckled. “The world. Men make babies.” 

    “Ugh. We neither want nor need babies here.” 

    “But I saw two children!” 

    “Ye talk o’ermuch, big man,” the other woman, older and thicker, said. Also without looking at his face. 

    “Oh let him talk; he’ll accomplish nothing more here! Aye, there are children, Frank. We have taken in pregnant women—raped slaves.” 

    “Can slaves be raped?” he asked. 

    This time she looked up at him, a chain-mailed girl no older than Melisende, with very thick eyebrows. “It is always rape,” she told him, “unless a woman says ‘yes’ or ‘weave my yarn.’” 

    “Umm. And is there no weaving here, no ghunj? For pleasure?” 

    The older woman looked up sharply. “We find and take our pleasures, Frank!” 

    “Sehhikeh,” Guy suggested; “‘she who rubs’ or a tribadite, a lesbian with a large projecting zambur, or clitoris.’ Uh!” 

    She had deliberately twisted the chain so as to make the upper edge of his iron anklet bite into his leg. She chuckled, rose. The other woman tested the chain, and herself stood up. 

    “There, man. Would ye like to challenge me to a foot race?” 

    “Another time,” Guy said, rising to tower over them both. He would have freedom of movement—constantly accompanied by the clink and clank of the yard-long loop of dragging steel links—but certainly attempt no act against his captors. 

    Women smiled, and some chuckled as he was escorted, rattling, to a small black tent. He was ordered to remain within. 

    The tent was empty save for a worn mat of woven fibres. On it Guy sat, trying to convince himself that he was dreaming, that there could be no community of over a half-hundred armed and armored warrior-women atop a north Egyptian mesa. But shackles and chain, when he tested them, were real enough. He’d not be getting them off with anything approaching ease. 

    He wondered what they would do with him. If they were male outlaws, they’d have been raping Melisende, all of them, and he’d probably already have been killed. But . . . women? 

    Melisende. 

    Well, he had pleased her, he knew that—and she him. He thought disconsolately of her now, of the sun baking her smooth thighs and belly and her uplifted loins, so delicately furred, and the white undercurves of her lovely breasts, turned up by her position. He trembled in impotent anger; told himself it was pointless and stupid, and calmed himself. 

    The Crusader thought about Julanar too, and the mix of her sensuous beauty and insensitive cruelty . . . and of Yarok al-Jazzar. 

    “Somehow,” he murmured. “Someday, somehow, al-Jazzar . . . we will meet again, and I shall not grant you life, as I did when I had bested you and set my dagger at your throat. Some day, Yarok the Butcher. Wait for me!” 

    After a long while the Cypriot rose, stretched, as was his habit, to keep his muscles ever supple and ready, and with his chain clinking he went to the tent’s open entry. 

    Night-black eyes met his from beneath a domed helmet with a point rising from its crown like a slender, erect penis of shining steel. And her lance was ready. 

    “Better to guard and menace me with a sword,” he advised, “and held ready to strike, not pointed at my body where I could grasp it easily as I could now snatch your spear!” 

    She blinked . . . and retreated a pace. 

    “So advise your lionlike mistress,” Guy said, gazing out at the stake. Melisende was no longer there. A servant passed, the heavy ovals of her breasts trembling within a light short blouse tied beneath them in a way he had never before seen. “Where is my sister?” 

    “What matters it to you, Frank?” his guard sneered. “She is alive; so Julanar has ordered. Perhaps we will put a ring through her nose and hang a weight therefrom,” she said, smiling viciously, warming to her taunting suggestions, watching him for reaction. “Perhaps we will shave off all that pallid hair of her head, or pluck out her eyes, or slice off her silly pink-tipped tits, or perhaps—” 

    “Perhaps,” the Crusader said in a voice so low and full of menace that she had to cease talking to listen, “ye’d best cease your prattle, else I take your spear from ye and impale your unwiped anus on it.” And he turned and walked back into the tent that was his prison. 

    He exercised, but the rattling of his chain only reminded him of his helplessness. He sat and gazed morosely out the open flap of his tent. Now and again someone passed, tinged red by the setting sun, and once a very pretty, very dark servant, who wore only loose trousers and unclosed vest of lemon yellow, shot a glance his way. 

    Or perhaps, he mused in disgust, at his guard. Sehhikeh! 

    After a time, a new sentry replaced the evil-tongued bahglah outside. The sky darkened. 

    After a time, a figure loomed in the tent-entry, and he looked up, blinking. There stood Julanar, still wearing her golden tit-cups but daringly bare of leg beneath the sleeved scarlet tunic. Almond-shaped eyes fixed him with an emotionless stare that reminded him for a moment of al-Jazzar. 

    “Is it true ye advised Shadi to guard ye with scymitar rather than spear?” 

    “Is Shadi my sentry?” 

    “Was. She reported to me.” 

    “Aye.” 

    “And is’t true ye threatened, too, to impale her rectum on her own spear?” 

    “It be true. And did she tell ye why?” 

    But Julanar was laughing. “Marvelous!” she snapped. “If your life be short, then ye shall have been here, eh?” 

    “Aye.” 

    Laughing, the lioness-queen of the she-bandits turned and left him. 

    Guy sat and waited. For anything; for nothing. Captivity was waiting. He’d rather have been ordered to work at some stout labor. 

    After a time a big woman with naked scimitar came, and with her two others, doe-eyed servants in snugsleeved blouses and baggy trousers. 

    “Come, man.” 

    Guy went. The chains clanked; watching women stared and giggled and muttered. Containing his anger, the captive was led to a bath house. There he suffered himself to be stripped, then bathed by the servant-girls, and dried. The guard sneered at his erection; the servants giggled, and one of them brushed the seated man’s cheek with her pointed breast. 

    Then they dressed him, and to his astonishment . . . 

    Underpants of soft Egyptian cotton. A high-collared, long-sleeved shirt of white silk, the first Guy of Messaria had felt on his skin. Then a blood-red robe that fell past his ankles and fitted snugly to the waist. It was ornately decorated with cloth-of-gold curlicues, arabesques, and closed with loops of the same heavy stuff that slipped over sewn-on bosses of gilded bone or ivory, and cinched with a belt of braided cloth-of-gold. 

    He was garbed, surely, in clothing intended for an emir. 

    “Boots?” he asked, as the three women stared at him in awe. 

    His warder did not smile at the obvious taunt; to have added boots to his attire, they’d have had to remove the gyves. “Come.” 

    Again the Crusader went. This time there were many stares but few chuckles as he crossed the camp, tall and broad and striking, in the long robe. 

    They conducted him to the heavily-reinforced silken pavilion of Julanar al-Libwah. Inside burned no less than two ornate oil-lamps and as many candles, illuminating divans, low tables of wood and brass that should have groaned beneath their burden of meats, dates, nuts, bread, and several strange but passing savory Arabic dishes. Pillows and tasseled cushions were scattered everywhere, in many colors and shades. There were also three silent servants, very young, all bare of arm in tightly-laced vests of red cloth and ballooning trousers white as clouds. 

    And there was Julanar. On her wrists silver bracelets glittered; from her ears dangled lengths of the tiniest, daintiest silver chain, with two strands of red-amber and turquoise stones. 

    She seemed to have been draped, rather than dressed, in several shades of flowing gauze that flashed bare coppery skin every time she moved. 

    Gone were helmet and gold breastplates and vest, and somehow the steel in her thin face and almond eyes seemed to have been doffed with the warlike trappings. Her hair fell in long blue-black waves. 

    Julanar the Lioness was both beautiful and consummately feminine. 

    She took a deep breath, and Guy saw the surge against the pale blue gauze of restless breasts with blood-red tips. 

    “Magnificent!” she said. 

    While he felt the word was merited by her more than himself, Guy was not of a mind to pass compliments on his captor. Instead, he replied drily, “They neglected to provide me with footgear.” 

    Her eyes dropped to his bare feet; the robe only partially covered his iron-circled ankles. She looked again into his eyes. 

    “Swear to do only what I say and attempt no escape, and I shall order those chains struck off.” 

    “And the shackles?” 

    “And the shackles.” 

    He shook his head. “No. A captive makes no such promises; a captor should expect none.” 

    She regarded him for a moment, long liquid-black lashes veiling her black eyes. Then a smile tugged at her full lips, which had been stained a violet-red. 

    “Swear to do only what I say and attempt no escape,” she amended, “and I shall order those chains struck off—and I shall order your sister bathed, fed, and given silken pillows for her bed . . . and no torture this night.” 

    “Done.” 

    Julanar smiled. “Aziza—” 

    “Wait,” the Crusader interrupted. “I agree to make no attempt at escape, nor to lay violent hands on you. But I shall not swear to do all you say,” he told her levelly. 

    Again those onyx eyes gazed at him, wide-held and cool under brows that arched faintly. “Ye interrupt me to say that—ye would not even lie, attempt to trick?” 

    “Only the truth Guy speaks,” he said, without the hint of a smile. 

    Only her eyes smiled; she nodded then, once. “Done. Aziza—” 

    “This night,” Guy added. 

    The outlaw chieftain jerked up out of her lounging posture on a great tasseled cushion of purple-bordered yellow satin. Now she sat very erect. “What?” 

    “The Lioness added the words ‘this night’ to her pledge. I do also. Tomorrow perhaps you may decide to mistreat Melisende—and I may decide to interfere.” 

    This time Julanar regarded him for a long, long while. Her bold dark eyes ran up and down him, his broad shoulders and unusual height. Even among his own people Guy was tall, rising six feet; among the shorter sons of Allah, he had even fewer peers in height. In the emir’s robe, with the slimness of his waist and hips accentuated by the belt, he was as Julanar had said: magnificent. A man among men; a man beside whom other men were as boys. And him as yet unmarked by the wrinkles drawn by age’s relentless brush! 

    “And were I to extend the parole through tomorrow?” Julanar asked at last, bargaining. 

    I have pushed her, Guy thought, challenged her. And she, the captor, now bargains! He nodded. “So shall I extend my pledge to act the guest and ignore the fact of my captivity.” 

    “It is what I wish. Aziza, remove his shackles. Sakina: measure his great feet and bring him shoon of felt.” 

    “O Lioness—” the nervous Aziza began, but the look on her commander’s face closed her mouth like a trap. 

    Guy was soon seated on the edge of a low divan of dark blue stripes and bordered in two shades of green, with Aziza bent over his legs. 

    He rubbed his chafed ankles, once the gyves were off. Then Julanar ordered a servant, plump and naked but for a single broad bracelet and a low-slung girdle from which hung an ankle-length strip of sky-blue silk to cover her loins, to see to the chore. The Crusader leaned back while the jiggly-plump girl sat at his feet, rubbing and kneading his ankles. 

    “Eat and drink what you will,” Julanar said, again lounging back and regarding him from beneath lowered lashes. “I eat little.” 

    The servants poured wine for him, passed him this heaped dish and that. Guy ate well, indeed. 

    “What would you tell me of Frankistan?” 

    He quaffed a draught of wine to wash down some peppery dish of meat and a Syrian legume. “I would tell you that the castles, and the silken pillows and divans, and the food of your land are far superior in beauty and comfort. And, so also superior are the women of al-Islam. But what of one called Julanar, an outlaw, who lives apart and manless as queen of outlaws on this eagle’s aerie?” 

    Julanar shrugged. “Suffice it to say that I live well and am happy, and have slain many, of both sexes—and will slay more. And you, Frank?” 

    “I? I am Guy Kingsaver, and my liege-lord is Richard, called the Lion-heart. I have sent many men to hell, all Turks save only one, who was of Cyprus.” 

    “Only men?” 

    “I have slain two women,” he admitted. 

    She asked, and he told her of the female attacker in that upstairs room of Acre’s palace where he had found Leila, and lain with her and learned the language of her people. And he told Julanar, too, of the woman he’d found after her own raid on the caravan, and how he had ended her misery for her. 

    “A man afflicted with the dangerous virtue of consideration for others,” Julanar commented, “as I have noted. Not an ideal trait for a warrior.” 

    “I was human before I was a warrior.” 

    “Umm. A little wine, Zo,” the lounging Lioness said, extending a jeweled goblet of well-shaped gold without glancing at that servant, whose shoulders and chest were broad, but whose hips were narrow; she had breasts like eggs, tiny and stiff. 

    “You ignore the Prophet’s mandate against strong drink,” Guy observed, suffering his cup to be filled, too. 

    Julanar al-Libwah pretended to spit. “Muhammad was a man; Islam is a faith for men, with no place for women save as slaves. I believe neither in his rules for the worship of Allah . . . nor in your faith of a dead carpenter of the Jews.” 

    “And God?” 

    Julanar flashed him a smile. “Who can say? I have never seen . . . Her.” 

    Guy had to smile, too, at the pronoun applied to the Deity. 

    “And those who have felt the bite of your steel were all Turks, Guy of Frankistan?” 

    “Aye, all save one. It was he sought to slay my lord the King of the English, master, too, of lands in Frankistan, he whom Saladin calls Malek Ric.” 

    “The Lion-heart.” 

    Guy nodded. “The same. And he, Julanar, has sent headless to hell far more men than you or I will meet at arms in this lifetime.” 

    “And you slew one who sought to slay this mighty lord?” 

    “An assassin, aye. I am called Guy Kingsaver, of that deed.” 

    She asked him about that night in the stable on Cyprus; with more wine, he told her of it, though he neglected to mention that he was of Cyprus. 

    “And ye have loved many women I suppose, saver of a king,” she said, watching him from beneath veiling lashes like raven’s feathers. 

    “Not many, Lioness of Egypt, but always well.” 

    They gazed at each other in silence. 

    Then she said, “Ye brag like a Turk!” 

    “You like not the Turks?” 

    “Pfah! No! My family is of Egypt, nowhere else.” 

    “We have that dislike in common then, commander of she-warriors.” 

    She chuckled, studying him from under her lashes. “You fancy yourself quite the lover, then?” 

    “No,” Guy said, though he did; before she had turned traitor, the Lady Luisa Vermandois had taught him what it was that women wanted of men—not always what men thought, and usually more than men gave. Thus he was not so selfish a lover as were most men, and a champion in the lists of love and lust. “I am good with sword and quarterstaff, and I know none better with a bow. That other is merely something else I do, now and then.” 

    She smiled then looked challengingly at him. “Ye fancy yourself an archer?” 

    He nodded. So he had said, and he saw no reason to repeat. 

    “We shall see,” Julanar said. “And perhaps about sword and stick, too.” 

    “And the other?” 

    “The other?” 

    “The weaving and pulling of yarn,” Guy said, speaking her language and using a common euphemism in it for the way of a man with a maid. 

    “My yarn needs no weaver to tug it into new shapes,” she said, rather sharply. 

    Guy nodded without comment, and again sipped the wine forbidden by the holy book of Allah and his prophet Muhammad. Calling their names one by one, Julanar dismissed the three nearly-naked servants with a little gesture of her fingers. Lying languorously back in the plushy buoyance of her cushions, she stared at Guy until he met her piercing gaze. 

    “Guy, son of Eblis, Saver of a King.” 

    “Julanar,” he acknowledged, “surely daughter of Eblis, Lioness-who-slays-lions, and surely the most beautiful woman in Egypt.” 

    She did not so much as blink. Without preamble she returned, “Stay with me this night.” 

    “So,” the Crusader said, “I appear to be doing.” 

    “Kabul!” she snapped. “You know my meaning.” 

    “Ye ask me to remain with ye, Lioness, and practice ghunj, and ye call me kabul . . . one noted for buggery? Your desires are unusual, Julanar!” 

    She leaned suddenly forward with restless movements of her scarlet-crowned breasts beneath their gauzy covering. Her voice was low and intense: “‘God does not care. And if life be short . . . then I shall have been here!’” she said, quoting him. “But toy not with me, smirking hulk, or your life may be shorter than ye’d wish!” 

    “I made the mistake of forgetting we were captor and captive, spider and fly, O mistress,” he said drily. 

    She started. “You are a man!” Julanar breathed at last. 

    The Crusader did not bother with replying to the obvious. 

    “Stay with me this night, man among men.” 

    “Provide clothing for my sister, woman of women.” 

    “Ye . . . ye dare bargain!” 

    “It is not meet that the sister of Guy Kingsaver be naked, as a child or the lowliest of slaves,” he said, watching her carefully. 

    The wings of her nose flared with her angry breathing and her eyes seethed. For a long moment she stared thus at him. Then she shouted, “AZIZA!” 

    Aziza came. In his resplendent robe, wearing only the tiniest of smiles, and wondering if he were not perhaps insane to have thrown away a night with a woman by challenging and crowding her too far, the Crusader was escorted back to his prison-tent. 

   

   

      

    [bookmark: _Toc509478698]Chapter Eight 

      

    Virgin! 

    In the morning Guy was brought food and water by a girl he recognized as one of Julanar’s trio of personal servants. She spoke no word, but swayed swiftly from his prison tent with her tight little buttocks pumping on either side of the long strip of cloth that slung from a girdle so low on her hips as to show rearward cleavage. 

    He ate and drank, wondering what sanctions Julanar might take for his insult last night. He sighed. He’d pushed and pushed—and at last pushed her too far. 

    Well, at least he was not chained. Yet he knew that he must be docile, so long as they and their strange leader showed no menace to Melisende or himself. So long as he was their prisoner, and hadn’t wings to fly to freedom, he’d bide his time—and search for a means of escaping this falcon’s nest! 

    He smiled a secret smile, wolfishly. A man knows when he is attractive to women. Guy of Messaria knew that Julanar was interested in him, as a man. And he had shown her he was no fawning slave, by Satan’s scarlet pizzle! 

    Aziza came for him; he was told to wear only the dirty undertunic he still possessed, not last evening’s finery. His mail they had taken from him, naturally, along with his weapons. Guy accompanied her. 

    Fifty female warriors were gathered, some mailed and all armed, and a halfscore of the servants. One of the former stood with her gaze fixed on him. A red-leather quiver was slung on her left hip by a narrow strap that was buckled betwixt her breasts. She held a short, curved bow of the desert. Neither Julanar nor Melisende was in evidence. Three crossbows were, though, and their shafts remained fixed on the Crusader as he walked to the archer. 

    “Observe,” she bade him. And in a few swift motions she drew and nocked and drew string three times, loosing three shafts at a bale of straw many yards away along the mesa. All three arrows drove deeply into the target and stood there quivering. Only then did she return her gaze to the near-naked man. 

    “You are convinced that this is a worthy bow?” 

    “Aye. And that its wielder is worthy of it, as it is of her.” 

    His pretty speech brought a mingled reaction of glances, smiles, sneers, titters, chuckles, mutters, and rolled eyes. The archer’s reaction was among the last-named, that and nothing else. With a single brief nod of her black-banged head, she handed him the bow. Automatically, he tested its strength and suppleness a few times. 

    “You are to shoot against me, Sitt al-Shihah,” she said, holding out a hand; a servant girl in white bandeau and scarlet “skirts” hurriedly placed another, more ornately-worked bow in her hands. 

    “At you?” Guy asked innocently. 

    “You heard her,” Aziza said. “The Lioness has said that you admit to no peer with the bow. We would see proof of your archery.” 

    “You are best among them, Sitt al-Shihah?” he asked the archer. 

    “I am.” 

    “I, Guy Kingsaver, am called the Human Crossbow. This toy is shorter than my bow, and lighter, and gentle in the pull,” he said, and he pulled the bow, and broke it. 

    Amid murmurs, Aziza bade that he be brought another. The second was slightly more powerful. “And what be the prize in our competing?” he asked, getting the feel of his new weapon. 

    There was a moment’s silence before Aziza chuckled: “Clothing!” 

    “Since I have so little, then I must take care to win!” 

    They nodded and chuckled their approval of his lighthearted words. He held out a hand to Sitt, palm up. “And may I have arrows for the testing of this bow?” 

    Her eyes swerved uncertainly to Aziza, who said, “He has eyes to see the crossbows. Take care, Guy Kingsaver.” 

    “I am not stupid,” he said, and in seconds he too had placed three arrows in the bale, without difficulty. 

    “Well shot,” Sitt al-Shihah said. “And how find ye the bow?” 

    “Serviceable,” he said, and after a pause, “and weak.” 

    She cocked her head. “Ye be so strong?” 

    Guy nodded, without further comment. 

    “I fear ye must needs content yourself with that bow, man of Frankistan,” a clear soprano called out, and all eyes turned to the speaker: wearing helmet, mailed leggings and coat, with the golden breastplates worn over it, Julanar descended the steps from her porched pavilion. The morning sun flashed fire from the breastplates as she waved a hand. “On with it.” 

    “A gong will be struck,” Aziza said, while two warriors plucked the six arrows from the bale, and stood well back. “Sitt will then draw and loose arrows until its tone has ceased. Then it is your turn, Frank.” 

    Guy shrugged. A test of both speed and accuracy. “Arrows missing the bale count nothing?” He was looking at Sitt; she nodded. 

    None saw the gong. The black-and-scarlet-clad Sitt took up her stance, turned slightly leftward to the distant target, bow in left hand, both arms full length at her side. 

    The brazen note of a gong pealed out. Sitt moved swiftly. Arrows rattled out of her quiver, hummed away like bees with the twang of her bowstring. Under his breath, Guy counted, a steady beat. When the gong’s uluating voice was no more, a voice called “Stop!” Sitt, with a seventh arrow nocked and bow half-pulled, froze. She had loosed six arrows; all six stood from the bale of straw. 

    “Twelve,” the Crusader said aloud. 

    “What said you?” Aziza asked, while the arrows were plucked from the target and Guy adjusted the strap of the quiver he was given. 

    “I said ‘twelve.’ It is as high as I counted while the gong resounded. I shall count again, during my turn. And I shall feather my man in the upper chest, seeking his heart. I am ready.” 

    He barely was. Someone was swift: the gong’s deep voice boomed out the moment he’d said the words. Counting in his head, Guy plucked arrow from quiver, nocked, drew, let fly, plucked, nocked, drew, let fly. “Twelve,” he muttered, nocking the seventh arrow. 

    “STOP!” 

    “Fairly struck,” he said, with a nod, and let the arrow fall to the ground. His six shafts were in the upper portion of the bale, closely clustered, at center or just left of center. The competition was a draw, though all knew that he had placed his arrows where he had promised, and with a strange bow at that. He nodded respectfully to Sitt, who hastily returned the gesture of acknowledgement to a fellow archer. 

    “And now a head for your foeman!” Aziza said. 

    Not only was a head-sized melon set atop the bale of straw, a helmet surmounted the melon! There was to be no timing, no gong. Each would loose three arrows, alternately. Again, Sitt would shoot first. 

    Sitt drew, nocked, pulled, aimed, and her arrow whished away as the string twanged. The arrowhead rang off the helmet. There were cheers. 

    “He is yet unharmed,” Guy muttered, and an instant later sent an arrow into the melon. There were no cheers. 

    Biting her lip and aiming carefully, Sitt sank an arrow into the melon beside Guy’s. And then he did again. And Sitt did, this time splitting the melon—one falling piece of which was pierced by Guy’s third arrow before it struck the ground. He had won, a clear victory. But now, amid murmurs and frowns and looks both admiring and unhappy, he backed ten paces and sent a fourth shaft into the melon’s other half as it lay on the ground, a very poor target indeed. Then he nocked a fifth arrow—and deliberately overdrew. The bow snapped. He tossed it to the ground. 

    “I said it was weak,” the Human Crossbow said into silence. 

    “Bring Guy Kingsaver a stronger bow,” Julanar called out, and he waited, trying to look natural while striking a nonchalant pose, studiedly looking at no one. As the bow was fetched, he turned a brown-eyed gaze on Aziza. 

    “I have won clothing?” 

    “Aye,” she told him, with but little grace. 

    Without a word, he tore off a strip of cloth from the hem of his tunic. “Do you dagger this to yon bale,” he said, extending the bit of fabric to Aziza. She stood stiffly, wearing an unfriendly face. 

    “Hamama,” Julanar said, “pin that cloth to the bale. Here.” 

    A dagger whipped past Guy, who managed not to flinch. It sliced into the ground a hand’s length from the bare foot of a plump serving girl. Swallowing her shock, she plucked it up. Then she took the new target from Guy’s hand, which was broader than the wisp of dirty white cloth. 

    Guy tugged and bent the new bow, arrowless, while Hamama swiftly walked the many yards to the bale. When she stepped away, he hoped he had not gone too far; the fabric was a tiny target indeed, at this distance. His little finger, held before his eye, obliterated the target! For the first time since he had bested her, Guy glanced at Sitt. He raised his brows questioningly. She looked unhappy. Then Julanar the Lioness spoke again. 

    “Ye’ve fairly bested her, bowmaster. Now it is demonstration.” 

    “I would test the bow for distance first,” he said, looking at the lovely bandit queen and thinking himself a great fool for having left her last night. “It is strange to my hands. I shall loose three shafts; the third will be directed at the target.” 

    She nodded. All eyes watched the ragged man on whom their leader had conferred the title “bowmaster.” Then heads whipped away to look at the bale. The first arrow struck it a foot below the white spot that was the cloth. The second clove into the bale a few inches above it, and slightly to the left. As Guy drew his third arrow, the cloth fluttered. He waited, motionless. Second after breathless second passed. 

    “Have ye lost confidence, O Human Crossbow?” al-Libwah demanded. 

    “He waits for the breeze to abate, O Lioness,” Sitt unexpectedly said. “See how the target flutters.” 

    Guy glanced over to give Julanar’s best archer a tiny smile and a nod with his eyes. Then he turned his glance back to the cloth. It was still. The Cypriot drew string immediately, back past his cheek as he tilted the short Arab bow slightly—and then the string snapped forward with its fnggg! sound and the arrow whipped up and away. 

    It pinned the cloth to the bale of straw. 

    There were excited murmurings and some cheers; some of the women could not restrain themselves. Captive or no, he was good. Before Julanar or anyone else could comment on the superb shot, a small shadow appeared on the ground before Guy, moving. His right hand rushed across his muscled belly even as he tilted back his head. Above flew an Egyptian buzzard, soaring so high as to resemble a large insect, black against a high-sailing white cloud. 

    Sitt al-Shihah was saying, “A magnificent bowshot, Guy Kingsaver. I acknowledge ye—” 

    She broke off as he whipped up bow and nocked arrow, let fly, and without lowering eyes or bow drew the last arrow from his quiver. This was not his great wire-wrapped bow; a thin line against the sky, the first arrow fell short of the carrion-eating bird, which immediately pulled out of its soar and began to flap its ragged-edged wings. A bowstring twanged; another dark line raced aloft, and Guy held his breath. 

    The buzzard jerked in air. Two dark feathers flew, and began to flutter down. The buzzard itself dropped like a stone, transpierced by the Crusader’s arrow. 

    Of the sixty or so women, only a handful failed to cheer or cry out excited congratulations. A bird on the wing! 

    Guy threw the bow to the ground. “It, too, is weak,” he said disgustedly. “Two arrows for such a large bird!” He swung on Julanar. “And now a test of swords, O Lioness?” 

    She almost smiled. “Fetch him a goodly quarterstaff.” 

    “A goodly quarterstaff,” Guy echoed. 

    The long stave was brought. It was nearly two inches thick and just his height, as was the one wielded by the big woman called Subha. She wore a coat and leggings of linked chain; Guy wore only the undertunic. 

    “Signal to commence,” he said, noting the two women who stood ready with drawn swords. They took no chances, with him “armed!” 

    “He has no armor, no protection!” Aziza called. 

    “BEGIN!” Julanar commanded. 

    The armored woman and the nigh-naked man circled and paced, eyeing each other. Each gripped quarterstaff in both hands, though less tightly with the left. Subha feinted; Guy tucked his left elbow in to his body and shoved with his right. The stout staves clacked together, then again as Guy jerked back his right arm and slammed forward his left. He followed up with a stride. His left hand slid back along the thick pole as he thrust it forcibly forward; Subha only just blocked, with a loud rap of wood on wood hard enough to break bones. 

    Guy spun completely around, the staff extended from his right hand, at the end of his rushing right arm. As he whirled back to face the big cat-eyed woman, she was swinging her stave to meet his, which was a racing blur. But his right leg seemed to go limp, and as he dropped his knee to the ground, his hard-swung shaft, now on a lower trajectory, struck her mailclad left calf. 

    Subha grunted. She staggered, her face twisting. Guy danced away from her two-handed thrust, then struck her staff with most of his strength. Her arms were hurled rightward by the impact, her body partially turning. One of the sword-armed guards was forced to leap back. Then a great cry of laughter rose: the Crusader’s quarterstaff impacted Subha’s mailclad butt, hard. 

    Even while she was stumbling forward, off balance, Guy half-turned to slap his stave into the curved sword of one of the two guards. She groaned, then went to one knee when he thwacked her broad hip. Aziza, looking alarmed, reached for her curved saber. 

    The other swordswoman was springing forward, swinging a great overhand cut, clearly having lost her head. Gripping his quarterstaff in both hands, Guy thrust it up and forward in the manner of a weight-lifter. At the moment of impact, he let his arms drop, and sank into a crouch. The maneuver caught and cushioned the swordcut, also saving the quarterstaff. Then the Crusader, rising and lunging simultaneously, sent the woman sprawling backward. 

    Ignoring the circle of naked swords, he leaned casually on his great stave and directed an equable smile at Julanar al-Libwah. 

    “Return my mailshirt, and ye may bid them seek my death!” 

    “I did!” cried the woman he had downed, scrambling up with murder in her eye. “And I shall!” 

    “HOLD!” her chieftain called. She stared at Guy, who noted that her color was high and her eyes asparkle; her gold breastplates rushed visibly up and down with her rapid, excited breathing. She gasped, “Aziza! Go to the Frankish woman with the cloudlike hair and see that she is clothed as befits the sister of a man among men!” 

    Then, after another long glance into Guy’s eyes, the armored outlaw queen whirled and strode to her pavilion. She mounted the steps and disappeared within. 

    Guy watched grinning, then turned to apologize to the swordswomen he had attacked. Next he spoke to Sitt: “If there be a stronger bow, a longer bow or suitable piece of good wood, I should like to see it, archer. And is there any wire about?” 

    “Wire, bowmaster?” She was the sort who acknowledged defeat and showed her respect for the victor; a good loser. 

    “My own bow, archer, was the length of my body, could not be strung by two such as Subha, and was wrapped all over with wire.” 

    Sitt al-Shihah blinked. “I think I believe ye,” she said quietly. “I shall look personally. And what, bowmaster, do ye not do well?” 

    “Lose,” Guy told her, and she believed that, too. 

    Then Melisende de Bois-Courtenay was walking through the mountain-perched hamlet, her hair a pale bright cloud about her face. She was attired in lurid scarlet blouse with broidered cuffs and neck, vest of yellow felt sewn with glimmering pearls, and ballooning orange trousers that clung to her thighs and billowed about her calves. Guy went to her, took her two hands in his. Both were very aware of watching eyes and listening ears. 

    “Thou art well, my sister?” 

    “I am well, my brother,” she said, smiling quietly as her blue eyes met his brown ones. 

    “I hope that the wicked plan of our captor did not succeed, and that thou art not with child, my sister.” 

    She lowered her pinkening face. “My thoughts and desires on that matter are . . . mixed, my brother.” 

    Around them, the outlaw women laughed. The Crusader was not unaware of the open looks that had been lavished on him. 

    He was provided with leather-soled boots and snug white leggings and a knee-length Arabic outer shirt of deep blue, and a broad leather belt. Sitt found and brought to him a stave nearly six feet in length, along with a strip of gut. She watched with eyes of both an archer and a woman as he bent the stave, his arms bulging, and nodded; aye, it would make a fine bow. 

    There was more. Last night Julanar had said, “Stay with me this night, man among men.” And Guy had responded by pushing still further, bargaining: “Provide clothing for my sister, woman of women.” And now, obviously excited by his prowess and the bit of violence, Julanar had ordered Melisende clothed “as befits the sister of a man among men.” 

    Guy had assumed those words to be a signal to him, and that he would be called again to her pavilion this night—for the weaving and pulling of her yarn. “Akhmitu ghazla-ha,” Arabic men said; “Thicken her yarn (or thread)” was the literal meaning. But the slang usage meant “Fuck her well.” Another weaving term was applied as well: “’award o burd,” “brought and bore away” applied to the to and fro movements of the loom, and to ghunj, the movements in fuckery. 

    He requested a shave or a blade, to rid his face of a fortnight’s growth, but word came from Julanar: denied. With that word came the expected: his commanded presence in her pavilion. 

    “Only fourteen days?” she said, when he was there. “Ye raise a respectable beard in a fortnight, Guy Kingsaver. It is the way I know you; I like it. When it grows out more, it can be trimmed and shaped. For now—keep it.” And on this mesa, with escape dependent on the horse-operated lift-cage and with Melisende to consider as well as himself, Guy had to accept Julanar’s word as law. Until . . . opportunity arose. 

    This night she wore a bandeau, similar to those of the servants; the snowy silk contrasted beautifully with the bronze rounds of her bosom. A chain of slender golden links encircled her neck, depended upon her chest, vanished excitingly into the cleavage between the boldly high-perched thrusts of her breasts. A jeweled girdle supported what Guy eventually learned was a voluminous skirt, not pantaloons. 

    Their meal was a prelude, and both of them knew it. Their conversation, the movement of their mouths and tongues, was a prologue to their coming movements together. And then the meal was finished, the tables cleared but for a bowl of dates and wine, and the three servants again departed at command of their mistress. She leaned back, directing her smoky gaze at the Crusader from beneath glistening, night-black lashes. Her hand stretched out blindly, the three gold bands about her wrist clinking, and returned with a large date. As she set it between her lips, Guy moved from his divan to hers. 

    “That should be shared,” he said quietly. 

    After he’d bitten half of it from her teeth, their lips remained together, moving together as they chewed. Her hand slid up his back; his went to her supple waist. Their mouths opened to unite restless, probing tongues. The kiss lengthened, warmed, grew more and more animated. Guy felt the familiar stirring of his own organ against his thigh. 

    His hand slid up over a silk-contained breast, firm and full and flawlessly rounded. She sighed into his mouth; suddenly her hands became claws that sank their nails into his back. At the same time, with a sound that was neither a moan nor a growl but that contained the elements of both, she sank her teeth into his lower lip. 

    For many, many long minutes they fondled and caressed and embraced and kissed. Guy was intent on being the lover, not a mere cocksman. Most men were the latter; few filled the former role. 

    His tongue stroked her nipples, back and forth, from one to the other, until they were thick and hard and quivery. His teeth teased with a light nibbling; his hands massaged the virginally-hard ovals they decorated, arousing them until the fat centers contained every micro-inch of her aureoles and were thrusting eagerly into his mouth. 

    By this time she was moaning and writhing openly, and her hand was busy in his crotch, tracing out the great swollen length of the quarterstaff that had developed there. 

    The time for doffing clothes came. Their eager hands stripped each other—and Guy found that the Lioness of Egypt had still more surprises for him. 

    Her vulva was not available. Over it she wore a gleaming shield of padded, beaten gold, with a single toothy hole—that would admit no cock, even one far tinier than the big erection with which he saluted her. Frowning, his eyes met hers. 

    “I am virgin still,” she said quietly, fondling his great swollen bollocks and sliding another hand over his massy chest. “And I shall remain so. But . . . I am open to thee, O my lover.” And she turned over, so that he gazed down upon the naked, swollen summits of her arse, and its enticing peach-cleft. 

    The bands that encircled her thighs below those finely-molded buttocks were of gold; the one that encircled her hips above their swell was of black leather, broad as his thumb. She had sealed herself, but offered instead the garden gate, the channel up into her bowels. 

    His hands molded and manipulated the spongy cheeks, traced the warm crevice separating them, and he planted a kiss on each trembling summit. She sighed, squirmed, arched their superb curvaceousness up to him. Then she was sucking in a swift breath and releasing it in a long, vocal sigh, as he tested her openness with a spit-wetted, gently pushing finger. 

    It slid easily up into her rectum, a tribute to her powers of relaxation. 

    “It is the way I . . . excite and give myself release,” she said softly, against the divan. 

    “It is the way I shall excite myself, and gain my release,” he promised her in a voice as low, as he circled the finger inside that hot snug channel. 

    And he did, first arranging her comfortably with her upper body resting on elbows and forearms and her legs spread well apart, her lovely stern lifted to receive him. The cheeks of that velvety rump thus jutted out and up at him in pouting, long ovals. 

    She trembled, feeling the pressure of his swollen, blood-filled glans nudging at the tight elasticity of her clenching anus. Then she was breached, her flesh dilating and spreading all around his incoming meat-shaft, and his flesh-loving cock nosed hotly all the way into her rearward passage. 

    She moaned, deep in her throat. Her lithe hips began to undulate in time with the strong pumping strokes that drove her passion to a seething pitch. More and more swiftly, the turgid hugeness of his cock slid steadily and easily out of the little amber hole, and she felt it all the way along the hallway to her liquid bowels. 

    The buggering man trembled. The tight, clinging membranes of her arsehole were molded tightly around his imbedded stalk and his lunges flattened her broad, fleshy rump. Shiver after shiver of delight and arousal swept through her. 

    Delighted, he held her with both hands on her firm, flaring buttocks while he thrust in and out of the warm and super-tight chamber in an attempt to rush himself to the very pinnacle of sexuality—and over the edge. 

    Insurmountable lust sent sizzling sparks of desire charging through her. She snapped her supple body back and forth, riding the thick organ filling her anal hole. Behind her, he chuckled aloud in sheer delight. Now she fucked herself savagely on him, her rectum an expanding, welcoming cunt, she groaning and squirming as he fucked strongly, almost brutally up her widening arsehole, into her squirming guts. 

    She was an unashamedly passionate woman. Her belly rippled, filled with a sexual magic. She bounced up and down and twisted her hips to meet and take the powerful hips that pounded her and crushed her buttocks while driving their hot appendage between the quivering cheeks. 

    He knew that she reached her climax, an anal release, when she squealed and her body lurched into a series of massive, convulsive jerks and contractions. He pumped faster, harder, thumping her head and jiggling her body with the impacts of his hips on her butts. 

    Then his hips were jerking without control, and he was groaning, and his seed leapt from him, warm semen spewing into her in a series of jerking spurts that filled her encompassing arsehole’s narrow tubeway to the bursting point with thick hot liquid. 

    He sank upon her, enwrapped her with his arms, and they lay panting and gasping, with his spent prick still up inside her dilated anal ring. 

    So tight was she that he did not lose his erection, and after a while he began pumping again, and they paused after a while, and with great care to move without losing their connection, they turned her over to face him her legs high and her rectum still impaled, the gold shield covering her vulva hard and chill against his lower belly, and then they fucked still more, until they were exhausted and fell into a sweet sleep. 

   

   

      

    [bookmark: _Toc509478699]Chapter Nine 

      

    Girls for the Sultan 

    Intoxicated with his lusty Egyptian paramour, a woman of less than twenty-four years, the Crusader—who was younger still—hardly noticed the passage of four days. 

    Nor, in his enchantment and since he and his “sister” were not allowed to converse, was Guy aware that Melisende de Bois-Courtenay was receiving no wine, and food of considerably lower quality than he; further, the lovely blonde had been set to work. In the wood-reinforced cave wherein were kept the horses and camels, she joined others of lowly station, in tending the beasts. 

    Guy learned that the captoress of his body and now of his mind was not only not a follower of Islam, she was anti-Muslim. Muhammad, she told him, founded a faith in which men were gods and women no more than slaves. She did not hate men, as men; she hated the faith, and what the men stood for. And above all, she hated the Turk. 

    Nay, above all, she loved Guy’s body against hers, Guy’s hands on her, Guy’s charging penis hard and thick and long, up her back. 

    Then came the day when, as he sat working at turning the thick stave given him by Sitt into a bow, an excited scout raced into the camp to make her report. He noted well the subsequent excitement and activity in the camp, while pretending to devote all his attention to the task of laboriously wire-wrapping the powerful bow that would replace the one so far away in Richard’s encampment. 

    Late in the afternoon, the Crusader was called to the great black pavilion of Julanar al-Libwah. 

    His Egyptian paramour wore the tightest-fitting shirt and leggings he had ever seen. He realized immediately that they were designed to be worn under armor. 

    “A Turkish caravan rides northeast from Cairo,” she told him, excitedly. Her black eyes seemed to glow like moonlit pools of pure oil. “It is not huge, so as to attract little attention. A guard of thirty mounted men, with five camels and five wagons.” 

    “Turks!” 

    “Aye. As you once said, my lover . . . that which we have most in common is a hatred for the Turkish overlords!” 

    Guy nodded. His brain began to work furiously, excitedly. 

    “Four of the five wagons,” she said, “contain a special cargo, my lover.” She paused, then flashed him the almost frightening grin she had shown him a few times previous; the grin of a predatory cat, intent on its soft prey. “Women, Guy! Girls, really. Girls, young and soft—for the soldiers of Salah ad-Din, the Kurdish peasant; thirty of them.” 

    Salah ad-Din. It had been many days since Guy had thought of the conqueror Saladin. His breathing was rapid, his mind awhirl. 

    “Julanar!” 

    “My lover?” 

    “Do you keep Melisende here in the camp as hostage. And return to me the mail I wore when I came here, and the long Frankish sword. And let me ride with you!” 

    She studied him for a few moments, then grinned lazily, like a well-fed and smug lioness. Certainly her sexual appetites had been fed well of late! “The girls,” she told him, “are for us. Some will be servants . . . but some, surely, will become members of my band!” 

    He stared at her. “Allah’s eyes, woman! Could I lust after soft little kittens when I have lain with a lioness? It’s a tug at Saladin’s beard I want . . . and Turkish blood on my blade!” 

    Again the slender outlaw studied him for a time in silence. Then, “Guy, my lover . . . if you ride at aught but Turks, slay aught but Turks, Melisende of the cloudlike hair shall die many deaths, hemorrhaging from a camel’s cock up her belly, toothless, each hair of her cunt and then her head plucked forth, one by one. Only the truth I speak.” 

    “Play at frightening me another day, Julanar. You insult me, and so I say: So be it. But it’s fighting the Turks I lust for. When do we ride?” 

    He suffered another long, thoughtful scrutiny from her clever black eyes. Then she nodded, briefly. “At sundown.” 

    “At night? No man fights at night!” 

    Julanar the Lioness smiled. “Women do,” she told him. 

    * 

    Working swiftly in thin leather gloves, the Crusader completed the wiring of his new bow, then checked the Frankish armor he was brought, link by link. The previous owner had been not so tall as he, but as broad of shoulder and chest, and thicker through the gut. The steel shirt would fit. 

    The hot blood surged in Guy Kingsaver’s veins like mulled wine set fire to a man’s brain. Ah, to fight the Turks again! To snatch from under his pointed vulture’s nose Saladin’s own playthings! To jerk his biforked beard . . . Guy grinned wolfishly and whistled through his teeth. 

    What a shock for them, he mused in high excitement, when those enslaving Turks hear the cry “Dieu le Veult”—in Egypt! 

    “DIEU LE VEULT!” 

    Just at dawn, five-and-forty yelling women, mail gleaming in the rising sun, charged down onto the Turkish camp. Julanar rode shrieking, waving her curved sword, surging forward on her big black horse, Guy on a superb roan, long bow in hand, shield on saddle, longsword of Spanish steel at his side. 

    A dozen men died bloodily in that first mad charge, which they were totally unable to meet. Pounding hooves and flashing scymitars tore through their ranks. 

    The nubile young maidens destined for Saladin’s men tried to conceal themselves, shrieking and cringing, behind wagons and the trees of the oasis, or ran with flashing legs to take shelter behind rock outcrops. 

    Chopping away most of the face of a warrior-woman from his rearing gray-white horse, a snarling Turk swung his mount even as its forelegs touched the ground, and away he galloped, obviously without stomach for battle. In headlong pursuit pounded a roan horse carrying a silent man in armor of gray steel. Guy bent low, squinting his eyes against the wind of his own fleet mount’s passage and against the beast’s flying, whipping mane. 

    Within less than a league, he overtook the Turk. In passing, without so much as engaging the man, Guy sent his head arolling with one terrible sweeping chop of his long sword. Helmeted head went flying in a shower of blood to bound over the sand, leaving a red wake. 

    The horse galloped on for several yards before the headless rider toppled sidewise from the high-pommeled saddle and added a fresh spot of gore and crimson liquid to the thirsty sand. 

    Wheeling back to re-enter the fight with the joy of battle singing inside him, every muscle tingling, Guy saw ugliness. It must all have been a trap! 

    For now, bucketing down the long hill toward the oasis where Julanar’s triumphant band was already dismounting to inspect bloodily won spoils, came a contingent of well-armed cavalrymen, mounted on fleet steeds and obviously intent on massacre . . . a squadron that was fully a hundred strong! 

    Guy’s dark eyes swept about, taking stock of situation and terrain. Then he twitched the rein, turning leftward from his intended course, and bent low again as he spurred his roan into another stretched-out gallop. 

    Even as he fled across the Egyptian sands, the Crusader’s slitted eyes picked out the leader of the ambushers: a man with silver-glittering armor and heron plumes cresting his helmet, waving and streaming in the breeze stirred by his loping mount. 

    The ambushing squadron was upon the warrior-women when Guy’s horse attained the same hill over which the Turks had silently sped. He sped just as silently, hurtling down upon their rear. 

    Even as he rushed down the slope behind the new attackers, his enormously powerful new bow drove a feathered arrow into the back of one cavalryman with such force that the gore-smeared point tore through his armor in front and stood before his belly. 

    Then with shield up and heavy sword whirling in a silvery wheel of steel above his helmeted head, the Crusader smashed into the Turkish rear. Aye, and Turks they were, not Cairenes at all; the ambuscade, then, was of the devising of Saladin’s men, not the native Egyptians. 

    A short-bearded man with a scarred cheek fell before Guy’s chopping blade, cloven through his chainmail shirt from shoulder to nipple. 

    Another man spurred about to meet the maniac charging their rear, and in seconds his sword-grasping hand sailed away in a welter of liquid scarlet. A third Turk tried desperately to rein aside to get his shield up; Spanish steel chopped into his thigh to the bone. Guy twisted and jerked his blade free and spurred on into the mass of Turkish knights. 

    The sword whirled; a headless body toppled from a silk-streaming saddle, fountaining blood that splashed Guy’s horse and the skirt of his surcoat. At the same time a scimitar rang off his shield on the opposite side. The berserk Crusader rammed mightily with that arm and set the fellow reeling in his saddle so that a screeching woman found him easy prey for her chopping, crescent-curved saber. Guy spurred on. 

    Then it was a squat, broad-shouldered man in silver-chased mailshirt and helmet decorated with nodding heron plumes that the Cypriot faced, both with swords dripping crimson. 

    “’Tis a MAN-N-N ye face, son of a barn-cunted whore!” Guy bawled in filthy Arabic. “Guy Kingsaver—son of EbII-I-I-IISSSSSSSS!” 

    The heron-plumed leader of the ambushers might as well have tried to stem the fierce desert sandstorm as to meet the berserk, iron-muscled attack of a man gone happily mad with battle’s lust. His shield was struck so hard that it was torn half away and his arm sprung from its socket; his scimitar met another whirling, slashing chop, and its last six inches were sheared through and went flying away to scar the cheek of one of his own men. 

    Seconds later, the man in the plumed helmet, commander of men, was a man no longer but a corpse, and his slayer was slashing away at the shield of still another man—and then at his mailed arm. It flew from his shoulder, still gripping that torn and bent shield. 

    Splashed with blood, his chest rising and falling in great lung-swelling breaths beneath his shirt of gray steel mesh, the Crusader sat his horse in a space clear of all but corpses and blood-pumping men becoming corpses. As he swung his head in search of a new direction in which to launch his attack, his eyes went wide. 

    Even as he looked, an unhorsed Turk stabbed upward with his curved scimitar—into the belly of a great black horse. The animal screamed out its agony and its life poured out in a twisting spaghetti of looping intestines that dangled to the ground. Its rider, wearing flashing breastplates of solid gold over her mailshirt—and jet-black tabard, plunged forward over the beast’s head as it went to its knees. Its slayer died, pop-eyed, under the body of the falling horse. 

    And the sprawling Julanar looked up at a saber of Damascene steel that was already starting its downward rush toward her neck. 

    Guy Kingsaver dug in his spurs to the blood. His horse shrilled a cry, then, as if hurled from a catapult, it careened forward to slam into the mount of Julanar’s nemesis. The path of the sword descending upon her was changed; the hardswung scimitar rang off her helmet in a shower of sparks, rather than sheared through her throat. 

    Before the reeling man knew what had befallen him to spoil his murderous aim, his Saracen soul went flying down to hell, aided by Guy’s comet-rushing sword. 

    “Onto that horse, lion cub!” the Crusader bawled. 

    But the woman on the ground was beyond mounting or hearing, sagging to earth to lie prostrate. The chainmail kerchief binding her helmet was torn; the helm itself bore a goodly dent. She lay still. 

    Hurling aside his shield and clinging to his rein, Guy swung down from his high-curved Arabic saddle. Even as his feet struck the ground, he was scooping the limp body up in his sword arm, not knowing whether she might be dead or dying, but determined that she should not be trampled by the eddying tide of the battle. 

    Then he was forced to drop her again to the ground, in order to parry a blow and to chop a knee into splinters mingled with twisted chain mail, sword-torn like cloth. The man plunged by on his bay horse, screaming; Guy again picked up the fallen Lioness. 

    This time he boosted her across his horse’s saddle, her head dangling off one side and legs down the other, her mail-shining butt high in the air. With the flat of his sword he gave the animal a mighty blow on its heaving, sweat-shining haunch. With a squeal, the beast bolted forward and was a hundred yards away in seconds, still galloping. 

    The fallen body of a woman nearly bowled over the Crusader as she was toppled from her horse with her mailshirt and the breasts beneath in crimson tatters. He let her fall, and was in her saddle seconds after she had slammed to the ground. Guy’s sword swung, chopped; the woman’s slayer joined her posthaste. 

    Then Guy Kingsaver of Messaria, unaware that he had put fully nine of their number out of the battle, was watching the mad flight of the remaining Turks. Nine . . . including their leader . . . but without taking into account the three he had slain of the little caravan’s original escort. 

    Fully sixty men lay dead or quickly pumping out their lives from wounds that no one would staunch or treat. Perhaps dead or dying, Julanar al-Libwah was out of the combat, and so was a ghastly toll of her female warriors: no less than twenty-one of them lay bleeding. 

    As the battle madness began to fade from the Crusader’s eyes, he found himself staring at Aziza across a carpet of cooling corpses. 

    “The wagons,” he said, and she nodded. 

    “I saw all, or nearly,” the woman who had never warmed to him said, and she added, “ya layth!” 

    Then she was spouting orders, and the remnant of her command as Julanar’s second were checking their dead and wounded and hurrying about to round up the wagons and the terrified girls that Saladin’s men would now never see. 

    For a moment Guy sat still atop the horse he had commandeered, his eyes bemusedly following Aziza. 

    Ya layth, she had called him: O Lion! His proving his prowess with bow and quarterstaff in the camp, his being the obvious favorite of her commander, none of these had won the faintest glance or word of respect or friendship from her. But his actions this day had, and she admitted it with those two words bestowed upon the man worthy of playing the lion to her chieftain’s lioness. 

    Hoping his roan horse with its limp burden had been headed straight back to the mesa of the outlaw encampment—and without losing its senseless rider along the way—Guy at last awoke and galloped off in its wake. 

    Within a league, swaying and afflicted with a sore headache that had her cursing with the vehemence of a Pisan sailor and the eloquence of a knight of Thuringen, Julanar came cantering to meet him, astride his horse. 

    She stopped, reining in to stare at the big blood-spattered man riding toward her. Like Aziza, she well knew that the Frankish knight they had made their prisoner had saved them all from annihilation, as well as Julanar’s life, personally and alone. 

   

   

      

    [bookmark: _Toc509478700]Chapter Ten 

      

    Idyll 

    “Thou art my lion,” the proud commander of that army of female outlaws said, once they were back atop their fantastic aerie-nest. And she dropped to her knees before Guy of Messaria. “I am thy woman.” 

    The Crusader stood over her, gazed down upon her. “Mine?” 

    She met his eyes with the black pools of hers. “Only the truth I speak, ya layth.” 

    Guy did not smile. “On your feet, woman—lionesses do not kneel!” 

    She rose slowly, her mouth uptilting at the corners. She had been knocked unconscious in the battle, and that only. As tokens she retained a lump on her head and an ache within, under her mass of night-black hair. Now, slowly and with her eyes on him, she peeled off surcoat and armor and then the snug-fitting clothing beneath. Again the dark-tipped thrusts of her breasts braced him, joggling softly with her movements. Again the golden shield she wore over her untrammeled vaginal depths glinted and flashed at him from the base of her near-flat belly. 

    She came to him, walking naturally as a confident and competent woman, rather than swaying seductively. Her hands rose to him as the tips of her breasts touched his surcoat. 

    “My lion wears too many clothes,” she said, and together the two of them remedied that. 

    “I am no longer a captive?” a naked Guy asked a naked Julanar. 

    Meeting his eyes directly, she spoke without hesitation: “You slew more than any of my pack of she-wolves; you destroyed the trap and in all likelihood saved us from annihilation . . . and you saved my life. You are no longer a captive, Guy Kingsaver. You are my man, my lion and my love.” Her eyes were bright with the fervor of her words. 

    He nodded, noting that though she assured him he was no longer a captive or a slave, she made him sound like a possession. . . . 

    “Aye,” he said. “Julanar . . . I am also squire to him the Turks called Malek Ric, my liege-lord. I cannot remain here, Lioness of Egypt.” 

    After a moment of wide-eyed staring, she lowered herself sinuously to her knees and spread wide her arms. 

    “Slay me! Strike here, between these breasts I offer you! Slay me physically, Guy Kingsaver, for by talking of leaving you slay my mind and soul!” 

    For a moment he considered laughing at the melodrama. But he did not; could she be serious? He went to her discarded clothing, slid her dagger from its sheath, and returned to set its point between the mouthwatering pears suspended on her chest. 

    “You are ready to die then, woman?” 

    “What other man could there be, for such a woman as I am?” 

    Guy touched her naked skin with the point of her dagger; she continued only to gaze steadily at him. Then, swiftly, he lowered the blade and sliced through first one, then the other of the leathern cords that held her self-imposed chastity belt in place. 

    Her eyes flared wide as that padded golden shield fell, like a dropped drawbridge, to bare the defenseless triangle of her loins. Soft fleecy curls of jet black completely obscured the furtive crevice he knew nestled there. Unopened, as she said? 

    He found out, on the instant. Her dagger was not the only object he’d fetched from her discarded clothing. He had, also, her three-tailed whip, and while his left hand pushed her over backward, his right thrust it at her. The thick, leather-wrapped handle of her lash rushed toward the valley of her belly. 

    The back-sprawling Julanar started a cry that broke off into a gasp of pain and shock as he thrust it into her puckered, hymen-sealed cunt. 

    The whip handle tore its way into her, splitting those tight-clenched lips wide and creating its own blood-lubricated tunnel as it plunged in with the force of his arm. She cried out at that brutal first invasion of her cuntal canal. Her body squirmed desperately as the coarse handle of her own lash seared fiery pain through her unused passage. Her mouth dribbled moans that she tried hard to keep him from hearing. 

    “You invited me to strike, to slay,” he told her hoarsely. “I have, Julanar—but it is not your death I want, lioness!” 

    He pulled the cruel instrument of her defloration out of her. Blood drooled forth with it. Then he jolted it in again, increasing the rawness of tormented inner membranes. Trembling violently, she writhed her gorgeously curved body in burning pain. But she did not seek to escape, or to oppose him. 

    “Now,” he grunted, holding the savage cock-substitute well up in her, “you know how Melisende felt, daughter of Eblis!” 

    Her eyes were full of pain as she looked up at him. 

    “All . . . right. I invited you to slay; you slew only the bit of skin I have kept intact all these years, since my father lusted for it and I slew him and fled. Now you have your revenge for your sister’s maidenhead. I suppose it is justice. And what now, my lion?” 

    “Now, my lioness, you experience what else she did—though immediately, not after two days.” 

    He pulled the whip handle out of her. It was red-smeared. He discarded it, and moved swiftly. 

    One quick movement sent his violently erect organ into her crimsoned cleft and the burning circlet beyond, unheeding her groans and pleas and threats. A flood of virginal blood enveloped his turgid prick. It was considerably thicker than the handle of her whip, and she emitted an un-pretty grunting noise as she felt herself stretched anew, now around a throbbing sliding hardness that enforced all her attention on her crotch. Every nerve in her body seemed to end there, in that tortured hole. 

    He plowed in deep, pushing with his toes in an effort to pierce her very womb. Her cunt was like the hungry, fur-rimmed mouth of a lamprey eel, feeding, sucking away at his engulfed tool. She was very, very tight inside. 

    She ran her tongue nervously over her lips, staring fixedly up at him. Her lithe belly and legs quaked. Long tremors ran through her. But he remained still within her, holding his weight off her slippery, sweat-soaked body by propping himself on his elbows, lying there gazing into her face while his big shaft stretched her supple labia. 

    For many minutes he eased it in and out of her, in long, slow strokes that made her feel the constant lascivious distention of her fluid-filled niche, the slippery gliding of his great staff of manhood inside that natural channel she had so long kept closed, like a treasure vault, whilst proffering the unnatural one in the division of her backside. 

    Minute followed minute as he carefully, slowly, gently plied her with his prick. 

    He knew when her face changed, when her reactions and responses changed, when her natural sensuality took over within her. He could see it, in the tremor of her skin, the twisting of her face, the surprised look in her eyes, the way constant erotic thrills jolted the long-virginal beauty, until she was shaking and shivering. 

    The heaving turrets of her breasts swelled, heavy with passion and humid carnality. He pushed and pulled, pumping her now-welcoming chalice with steady strokes that suffused her face with joy. She moaned in a helpless, feverish ecstasy. 

    And then Guy pushed back, and back, and drew his wet-shining staff totally out of her. 

    For several seconds she lay there, blinking in surprise, staring up at him. Her tongue came out, slicked over her lips. They gazed at each other in silence. 

    At last she said, “I . . . have been fucked.” 

    Almost, he smiled. 

    A little frown worried its way over her forehead: “You have not spent?” 

    “You know I climax like a storm!” 

    Her breasts heaved, jiggled liquidly as she sighed. She turned her face aside, started to speak. Then, with obvious warrior’s resolve, she faced him again. 

    “Then finish what you’ve only begun, my lion.” 

    He smiled, bent to plant a kiss on each of her nipples. His tongue coursed over them until they glistened brightly, wetly as they jutted pinkly forth in strong erection. 

    “Ah,” she sighed, half closing her eyes. “They feel swollen to bursting!” 

    Then he set about finishing what he’d begun, having met a worthy warrior in combat and, as so many times in past, having conquered. He positioned himself between her splayed legs, staring down at the burgeoning pole that jutted forth from the auburn mat of his loins, to touch the parted vermilion lips behind her own thick forest of jet-black curls. 

    He stuck her with it in one good swift lurch, and in an instant her excited and welcoming cleft had taken it all, all the way to his hairy scrotal pouch. She groaned and shivered; the blood pounded at his temples. They were again united, and this time her virginal belly had accepted and swallowed his full breadth and length, all at once. 

    Smiling, she put her hands on him, began jogging her rump, seeking still more prodding of that hot maleness, loving the throbbing invader that cruised her warm, dark depths. His hands swept beneath her, warm on her teasing buttocks. 

    He probed his cock into her fully open vulva and began jackknifing his hips, clenching his hands on the supple mounds of her nether cheeks. He poled it to her, good. She began writhing her smooth belly under him, against him, grinding her butt into his clenching fingers and slapping his furry pelvis with hers. 

    He released those sexy cheeks and propped himself above her on both hands, as if exercising. 

    “Move!” he commanded. “Shake that pretty arse! Grind that sweet ass, woman!” 

    She grinned lewdly and obeyed with fervent enthusiasm. 

    He could hear the susurrant hissing sounds as the clenching half-moons of her rump glided back and forth. He could feel her thighs against his, her soft-skinned belly rubbing his, and the strong suctioning pull of her cuntlips around his penis. 

    Her steaming passage felt as if it was trying to come together, to crush his big driving bone in a vising grip. Inside, she had become a frenzied well of desire in which he submerged his virile meatstaff. 

    She was ready for more; he gave her more. He slammed his hips forward, his nakedness glistening with a coat of sweat. Pure ecstasy streamed through the length of his encunted shaft. The little jerks of her agitated body added to the delight, increasing the friction around his encompassed erection. He squirmed atop her in a transcendent rapture, loving the feel of her belly’s satiny smoothness. 

    She accepted it, she took it, she gloried in it. 

    Their bodies slapped together loudly, hands moving and seeking, hips writhing against each other. Her breasts were like hard tight fists against his chest. Her breath hissed between her set teeth in panting gasps. She jerked and plunged, screwing herself with squealing gusto, and he grinned, enjoying her wild thrashing beneath his plunging body. 

    His heart was pounding wildly as he humped her, driving his thick knight’s lance deep into her now-gaping lower mouth—which was gulping down, inch by inch, all of that swollen staff he could stuff up her. 

    He shuddered. His organ was being gripped by excruciatingly powerful muscles, deceptively sheathed in soft wet silk. 

    He could not hold back any longer; she was far too tight and far too exuberantly cooperative. 

    A groan escaped him as he tried to stem the sudden rushing tide. As well try to blow back the wind. His aching cock began spitting forcefully into her. The milkish fluid of his boiling load shot into her tight, clenching cunt. She cried out as she received it, and gripped him tightly. 

    He lay for a time on her, while her hands and arms strove to crush his body. 

    Then, aware that she had not spent, he moved, letting his emptied penis slide from her inundated slit, and with his fingers he rubbed and circled and pressed her clitoris, while she moaned and twitched and tossed her head. 

    It took a long time. His wrist grew tired, but still he strove to give her release, and at last she filled the air with shivering squeals. She lurched, jerked, groaned, and her hand rushed to remove his as she slid into the soft sweet daze of final consummation. 

    After a time, she rose and performed the necessary ablution to avoid that which she feared most, getting with child. She returned, beautiful and glowing, to where he lay. She dropped to hands and knees beside him, her breasts jiggling wildly beneath her. 

    For a long time they stared into each other’s eyes. 

    Then Guy pulled her down onto him, and her hand slipped between them to encircle his cock, and they began anew. 

   

   

      

    [bookmark: _Toc509478701]Chapter Eleven 

      

    Murder 

    In the morning she was relaxed and warm and open when he bored in between her soft labia, spreading the supple folds farther and farther as he pushed his churning tool into her. Totally exquisite sensations raged through him like a fever as he sank between her legs. 

    They parted, widened. Her desire rose ebulliently. Her arms leapt up to encircle him. Like twin mountain peaks beneath his hard chest, her quivering breasts surged their sherry nipples. She groaned. Her belly seemed to knot up with an intensity that matched that of the thick rod he sank into her body. 

    Her cunt tightened up, milking him in unbelievably ebullient contractions. Again he spurted her full; again he fingered her gristly, wobbly little clitoris until he was tired. This time she stopped him, apparently needing no release. 

    They lay naked, toying with each other. 

    Her servants called her in soft voices without daring to enter; Julanar ordered them away. Aziza came, re questing audience to discuss yesterday’s booty; Julan bade her return later. 

    “Much later,” Guy whispered. 

    “Much later,” Julanar called, and rolled giggling onto him. 

    They did nothing that day, lion and lioness who had discovered each other. She brought him dates and nuts and meat and Guy called her jariyah: slavegril. She laughed at that, and they laughingly dressed her in white bandeau that barely contained the dazzling swells of her breasts, and loose trousers of some transparent stuff of pale blue, and jingly bracelets. And she fed him morsels of meat and nuts and dates, bite by bite, with her own fingers. With her dagger he slashed her trousers, then ordered her to her hands and knees as if she were indeed his slave. Chuckling, she assumed that unfamiliar posture, and he crouched and entered her from behind. 

    “Ah . . . ah! Put it into my anus! Up my back!” 

    “No,” he said, and he did not. 

    Neither of them left her pavilion that day, nor did anyone enter. They slept away much of the afternoon; awoke hungry. They cleansed each other with wet cloths, giggling, and dressed. She called for her servants, who brought them dinner. Guy ate ravenously, and drank deeply of the good aged wine from Shiraz. 

    She bade the three girls leave then, and took a great mouthful of wine, which she transferred to his mouth in a long heated kiss of lingering sensuality and promise. 

    Suddenly she drew back to stare excitedly at him. She looked . . . girlish. 

    He put his head on one side to give her a questioning smile. “Julanar?” 

    “I . . . have thought. Yes! Yes . . . I shall give you a present!” 

    “You have,” he told her quietly. 

    But she bounced to her feet, wearing voluminous white pantaloons and the breastplated vest over a blouse the color of polished new gold. “Ah, but you will love this present!” she assured him, and the Crusader sat wearing a whimsical smile while she hurried out of the pavilion that he had not left in more than twenty-four hours. 

    She returned, smiling smugly, secretly, and sat opposite him. He did not speak, though he looked questioningly at her. But she also remained silent, maintaining her secret, though she was obviously full of it to bursting, nervous and fidgety. 

    The secret came. Two secrets. 

    They were nervous, and shy, and fearful, and they looked at him and at her and all about the pavilion. This within the first few seconds after they had entered. Then they stood straight and still, seemingly examining their feet. 

    Girls. Two of the newly-gained girls from Cairo, those intended for the recreation of Saladin’s men until Julanar and Guy and her band had stolen them from the caravan. Both of them appeared quite young, indeed. 

    The one with the extravagantly curly hair that seemed flecked with red in its twisting, convoluted mass of black, wore a tight-cuffed blouse with broadly belling sleeves. It tied behind her neck and beneath her breasts, and it was sewn with pearls and semi-precious stones in several colors; the color of the blouse was rose. An expanse of surprisingly pale skin stretched between the ties of the blouse and the thick, jeweled hip-band of her ballooning sirwal, which, were partly transparent. She was very slender, though she was far from boyish or breastless. 

    The other was plump; had she not been, her breasts would have been ridiculous. They were huge, bulging out against the fitted top of her caftan-styled dress, which covered nearly all of her body. Her face was round, full of cheek and lips, and both mouth and eyelids had been tinged with surmeh, a preparation of crude antimony that, unlike kohl, imparted a purplish hue. Her long coal-black hair decorated her shoulders so far down her back as to caress her buttocks. 

    “Had you reached your destination, you would have provided pleasure for the soldiers of Salah ad-Din,” Jiilanar said quietly. “All your days and nights would have been filled, and so would you have been, with a progression of erect cocks jutting from nameless and faceless bodies. It was your destiny, or so Salah ad-Din thought. Eventually you’d have become unattractive, or cavernously large between the legs and in your bungholes where, too, they’d have used you—or with child. Then you’d have been discarded, and only Allah can say what you might have had to do to gain a bit of bread daily.” 

    They stood unmoving, but Guy saw that each of them was taken by a tremor at her harsh words. 

    “Here, we are free women, who live and eat well and answer to no man. As to this man: he be a Frank, as ye can see. He defeated my best at archery and at quarterstaffs, and he it was yesterday who spoiled the trap the Turks had laid for us. Hear ye both: he slew no less than thirteen men, and was unscathed, for no sword can come within the silvery circle of his great blade.” 

    They blinked. The plump girl lifted her lashes to dart a look at Guy; saw his eyes on her and swiftly veiled hers once more. They stood still, hands behind their backs. 

    “He is Guy Kingsaver, of Frankistan, a warrior of Malek Ric of the lion’s heart. I am Julanar the Lioness, and he is my lion. And tonight you are ours. You are here for our pleasure; you two I have chosen from all the others. What are your names?” 

    Their names, they advised in subdued voices, were Miska, she of the curling hair, and Shemselnihar, the plump one, whose parents must have welcomed her indeed; her name meant Sun of Day. 

    “You will divest yourselves of your clothes,” Julanar told Shemselnihar and Miska. 

    Both shot Guy glances from beneath their dark lashes; Miska turned a frowning face on Julanar. That swiftly, Julanar’s three-lashed whip whushed out to enwrap the young Egyptian’s hip and snap its nasty kiss onto her lightly-pantalooned buttocks. 

    The girl’s face twisted and she jerked, clapping her hands to her burning bottom in a way that made it hard for Guy not to grin, despite the swift and surely unnecessary meting out of cruel pain to her slim young body. 

    “We are not cruel,” Julanar assured, “but I am sole commander here, and I am accustomed to being obeyed, not stared at.” 

    Plump little Shemselnihar’s enveloping gown was half off, and before her sullen companion had begun untying her blouse, the darker girl with the long straight hair stood naked before Guy. Though her loins were shorn and her bulging cunnus thus invitingly displayed, all raw and naked and inviting and most vulnerable in appearance, it was her breasts that drew his eyes; they were very large, far too big to stand up and brace the world, but great naked ovals of shining flesh that dangled like elongated melons ready to be picked from the bough. Large, red-brown aureoles extruded tiny nipples that were even darker. 

    “I chose one slender and one otherwise,” Julanar said, paying no attention as Miska divested herself of blouse and trousers. “Like you her with the cow’s udders?” 

    Guy nodded. “I would not call them so,” he said, with a catch in his throat; the sight of such immense tits made his mouth dry, made him anxious to suckle at their nipples, drawing them out longer. 

    Julanar stood, nodding. And she began stripping. 

    With a little smile tugging at his lips, Guy also stood. But he did not touch his clothing. “Shemselnihar,” he said, “strip me.” 

    She trembled, licked her lips, blinked—and stepped quickly forward to obey, her great breasts dancing and jiggling with every move she made. They brushed him again and again, as she removed his clothing, gazing admiringly, appraisingly at his rising cock in a way no virgin would have dreamed of. 

    When she was before him again, he seated himself—and reached for her breasts. He clutched them in both hands, cupping the soft, swollen undercurves in his big hands and lifting the little nipples with their large settings to his mouth. She sighed as he suckled impatiently at each dainty protrusion, pulling and drawing strongly to make them fatten and lengthen. Her hands came to his head, her fingers slithered through his hair, she sighed, and held his face against her huge melons with their tiny centers. 

    “Do that to me,” he heard Julanar’s voice, and when he lifted his head to glance around Shemselnihar, he saw that slender Miska’s rounded little buttocks were turned up at him, bowls placed in the center of the flare of her hips, and tightly cleft. She did as she’d been bid, bending her curly head to kiss the other woman’s breasts with her soft lips, her tongue licking and swirling over the tips of those shapely tits. 

    Miska sucked and licked Julanar’s jiggling beauties until the nipples were superbly diamond hard; Guy drew and sucked at Shemselnihar’s extraordinary eminences, working to draw out their nipples, which were recalcitrant. 

    “Umm,” she sighed, “ah—oh my lord . . . let me . . . let me . . .” 

    He lifted his head from his saliva-wet feast. “Let you—what?” 

    She smiled, caressed his face, and slowly began shrinking. Or so it appeared; she was bending at the knees, going to them before him. 

    “Ah—ah, suck, you sweet little bitch!” Julanar throated out to Miska—and Shemselnihar obeyed. 

    She went after Guy’s swollen prick without urgency, raising and lowering her hot wet mouth over it, steadily lapping it with her slithering tongue as she eased it slickly in and out of her face. Her full lips made smacking noises as she drew them up and all the way off over the big red head, then thrust them back down again until she endangered her breathing. 

    The girl sucked the thick staff deep and hard, in a seeming effort to strangle herself with it, to engulf its entire length inside her bobbing head. She sighed around that great mouthful as she moved her head gently up and down, up and down. 

    “Kneel,” Guy heard Julanar say, excitedly. He glanced at her, over Shemselnihar’s head; saw that the lioness was avidly watching him and his fellatrix. She flashed him a smile, thrusting Miska down with her hand on each of her slender, narrow shoulders. The curly-haired girl went to her knees; Julanar’s hands slid into her hair, tugged. 

    The girl’s back bowed as her head went forward to nestle between Julanar’s clasping thighs. Guy stared at the kneeling girl’s widened arse-crease, at the dark shadowy cleavage between those small buttocks, at the tuft of black hair that curled back at the very base of that long fissure. He saw that Julanar was tensing her legs, tightening and relaxing her buttocks in unison so that she was fucking herself up and down against the girl’s face. 

    Julanar’s head went back; she emitted a long, throaty sigh. 

    “Ah yes—lick deep, deep, little slut—ahhhhhhhhh!” 

    Guy was trembling at the delicate friction of Shemselnihar’s lips as she sucked, her head pumping up and down. The muscles of her throat worked smoothly, drawing at his enormously swollen glans. He surged helplessly forward, straining her full lips as her mouth willingly accepted and engulfed even more of his broad, bulging organ. 

    His hands slid down onto the grandiose curves and radiant warmth of her breasts. He caressed the milk-soft bulges, molded them, pressed them together and sank his fingers into the resilient flesh, his hands roaming back and forth and over them, teasing and arousing their delicate little nipples. 

    Above Miska’s bowed back and enslaved head, the crowns of Julanar’s breasts were violently, quiveringly erect; she was watching all that Guy and the other Cairene girl did. 

    He tried to imagine what it was like to be a woman, to be Julanar at this moment, the unbounded delight as her lover began lapping, licking and sucking at her soft-furred cunt, feeling a sweet busy mouth making oral love to the musky, squishing slit, feeling the slithery tongue gliding over her twitching love-button. . . . 

    He was sure it felt as good as the oscular and lingual attention he was receiving. 

    Enveloped in the soft inner caress of loving mouth, his cock twitched and flames of lust rose in him. He was wild about the way her pretty purple mouth seemed to pulse teasingly up and down the full swollen length of his pecker. His body was coated with gooseflesh; his prick was more than half swallowed by that sweet mouth. 

    His hands clenched around her huge tits; she shivered and sucked with all her strength. Noisily, fervently, the sensual little bitch sucked cock. His hips pushed automatically, helplessly forward in short fucking motions. 

    He fucked her face. 

    Then it wasn’t enough; he had to be inside her body, wallowing on that plump flesh and feeling the fat give of her tits beneath his chest. In seconds he had tipped her back and over, and was on the floor with her, heedless of the guttural grunting, gasping noises Julanar was making. 

    Shemselnihar smiled up at him: the sensual maiden lay wantonly squirming, shaken with tremors, shaking her tremorous mountains of tit, her legs shifting so that his eyes were drawn by the play of the muscles along supple, butter-soft thighs. Even as he loomed over her, the misty languour of rising passion dewed her dark eyes. 

    He pushed forward at her nakedly shorn loins, and quivered when he felt her hand enclose his cock, guiding it to its nest. The soft little sex-lips closed hungrily around the crown of his incoming prick. Immediately, she pushed herself onto it. 

    Little sounds of effervescent rapture gurgled up from her throat as she felt the relentless, pleasant distending of her delicate inner layers of spongy flesh. Her entire desirous organism seemed to rush out to pull him into the waiting oval slit of her loin. Holding onto him with a shocking strength and fervor, she pushed until she felt his pulsing male strength deep inside the haven of her pelvic basin. 

    He began moving hard and fast, immediately. His prick was hot and hard in the tight grip of her cunt, which he pumped rhythmically, loving the luxurious feel of her heaving flesh under his. Her breasts were like two great silken pillows for his comfort; her thighs were a fine padding for his lunging hips. 

    He rose, got himself onto his elbows, got his hands onto those outsized breasts. He commenced mauling the soft nipples with enveloping intimacy, so that she writhed and wriggled violently. She hunched to him, levering her pelvis up while he continued kneading the soft tit flesh. Her well-rounded, squirmy ass was pounded into the pavilion’s carpeted flooring as he stoked her inner fires with the poker of his loins. 

    A few steps away, the other girl was working at Julanar’s soft loins with lips and tongue. A surging cataract of lust rocked the naked body of the woman called lioness. She was gasping for breath, so desperately that there was the sound of voice in every intake of air. The kneeling girl who mouthed her crotch deliberately let her hear the soupy slurping noises she made around and in that flowing slash. 

    Julanar groaned, jerked, bit her lips to keep from crying out. The rising and falling of Guy’s muscular body, the pumping of his hips and small, tight male buttocks, became a misty vision she was not sure she saw. 

    And of a sudden her lover ceased her oral ministrations, and looked proudly up at Julanar’s face, between her swollen, hard-tipped tits. 

    “My mistress is pleased with me and my mouth?” she asked, in a purring voice. 

    Julanar stared down at her. Her eyes blazed; she quivered. The girl was so smug; she sought control, and now interrupted so as to prove it, to be begged to continue. 

    “Little slut,” Julanar the Lioness hissed, and Miska had no time for any reaction but enormously widened eyes as the other woman’s hand rushed down. 

    Into the kneeling girl’s fist-sized left breast plunged Julanar’s dagger, and blood spurted, and Miska’s eyes rolled and her mouth went slack as she jerked and quivered, like a leaf in a rising wind. The breath gushing from her mouth was the only sound she made. Her eyes remained wide and staring as she sagged. 

    “Ah—ahhhhh,” Julanar al-Libwah gasped. She screwed up her eyes as it happened, her body seized and gripped and shaken in the physical and emotional power of orgasm. Her body seemed to fall in on itself in uncontrollable and overpowering climax that left her weak with rapturous satiation. 

    She glanced down at the huddled girl, at Guy and the other one on the floor. He had not seen; neither had Shemselnihar. They did not know that where there had been four there were but three; that one had died in a moment of anger and passionate lust for satiation, and in dying had provided the outlaw queen with the most marvelous orgasm of her life. 

    “P—” she gasped, and had to swallow and take a breath before trying again to form words. “Please, my darling lion—roll over so that I may see her great bobbing rump as you lance her womb!” 

    Without looking up, the Crusader grinned. He was no follower of Muhammad and Allah, to be shocked and horrified at a woman’s coming between him and heaven! Without losing his penile anchorage in the plump, gasping girl, he enwrapped her with his arms and rolled onto his side, then onto his back. He grunted; she was no lightweight burden, stretched this way atop him! 

    He could not see what Julanar was doing. 

    First she tipped Miska sidewise, so that the curly-headed Cairene flopped onto her back. Then, crouching, Julanar withdrew her dagger. It was followed by a great swelling of scarlet. Into that growing pool of blood the Lioness dipped the handle of her whip. . . . 

    Shemselnihar wriggled her rump up from the man beneath her, gasping and pounding at him, taking his mighty wand of masculinity deeply up her belly every time his powerful body lunged up to hers. His arms were warm around her, big and enveloping, his hands fastened on the buttocks that thrust up and out in majestic mounds above her, opening them, spreading them, widening the crease between them so that she felt the kiss of cool air in that hot, heaving crease. 

    Then Shemselnihar shrieked, and Guy groaned as she slammed down against him. Her rectal tunnel felt as if it had flamed up and was afire. 

    Something big and thick, and slick with wetness, was being crammed up into her from behind, scraping her sensitive inner walls and grinding along them against the mighty cock thumping her from beneath, slicking and sliding in the contiguous hole of her agonized body. 

    With a wild light in her eyes, with her hips jerking orgiastically, Julanar forced the blood-greased handle of her whip farther and farther in between the plump, clenching cheeks of the girl. 

    Shemselnihar shrieked, jerked wildly, desperately strove to escape the burning invader of her bowels. But then Guy was supporting even more weight; Julanar, sprawling on the girl’s back, held her in place atop him—and kept the searing whip handle in place with her own hunching cunt. 

    It hurt, it hurt—but Julanar sighed and groaned and twisted, loving even the hurt, loving the knowledge that she was giving the other girl both a thrill and pain. . . . 

    All three of them hurtled into orgasm, groaning and gasping and lurching about. Their sweat poured, streamed, mingled. 

    Shemselnihar cried out when the weight left her back, but fingers slid into her hair and jerked. Her eyes bulged and squirted tears when Julanar dragged her off Guy and dumped her on the floor on her back—with the whip still implanted up her rectum. 

    “O my lion,” Julanar panted, kneeling to suck the cream off Guy’s subsiding penis, “my darling, my life . . . we shall love and fight and raid and kill and kill—and love again . . . and if our lives be short, why then we shall have LIVED!” 

    The Crusader was a long while assimilating the scene. Then he knew; Miska was dead, her chest and abdomen covered with blood, and Shemselnihar had turned onto her stomach and dragged the bloody whip-handle out of her arsehole. 

    Julanar had spent, hugely. 

    He stared down at her bobbing head, and he shuddered. He had known she was an odd mixture. Now he realized that she was stranger than he had thought; the Lioness was not wholly sane, and therefore terribly dangerous. 

   

   

      

    [bookmark: _Toc509478702]Chapter Twelve 

      

    Duel to the Death 

    Miska and Shemselnihar, Julanar told the others brought from the caraven, had sought to attack her in the night. And then she, along with Aziza and two others, began the recruiting process with those frightened young women. The quiet converse went on for a long while. 

    Guy occupied that time in thinking. 

    He had to get away from this place. There was not just the matter of trying to make his way back to the crusading host that was the hope of Christendom. In addition to that, there was the plain fact that Julanar al-Libwah was more than erratic; she was obviously less than fully sane. 

    One moment she was his lover, the next his slave, the next an excited girl with a surprise, like a child about Guy’s present. And then she was the stern and powerful lioness, ruthlessly using her whip on Miska for a misdemeanor, then sharply ordering the girl to suck, first her tits and then the slash of her loins. And then, swiftly, with seeming uncontrollable passion . . . murder. Miska was dead, for no reason! 

    And later, while Guy was out behind the pavilion relieving himself, she had slain Shemselnihar! 

    Julanar had patiently explained to him that there were thirty of the girls, that they must not know of this night; she needed them. Shemselnihar would certainly have told them of Miska’s death and her own sadistic buggery with the whip handle. Thus, naturally, Shemselnihar had to be silenced; surely Guy could see the obvious! 

    He had to leave this place. 

    But there were two complications. First, Melisende. He could not leave a Western woman here, could not leave her here. The second complication, though, thrust all else into the background. There was no way for them to leave this mesa together. There was one way down. Whether she called him lion or lover or master, Julanar was not likely to permit him and Melisende to descend at the same time. 

    It was to continue the waiting game, then. The dangerous waiting game. Meanwhile, he could observe, and remember. A time would come, surely. 

    He knew that were Julanar to order Melisende slain, or to start to do it herself, he could and would attack. Otherwise . . . no. Guy was not so constructed; he knew he could not even hold a knife at her throat and demand his and Melisende’s release. 

    The others? No. A man must accept responsibility—and know where it ends. 

    He would wait, then. At least he had partial freedom, so long as he was cautious. The Crusader entertained no notion of trying to learn how far he could go with her before Julanar curbed him. No, he could not utilize his lack of chains to wander too freely about the camp. But he did decide to tell her the truth about himself. 

    He did, that night, in a strange situation: he knew Julanar was to be feared. He no longer wanted to make love with her. On the other hand, how could he refuse her? That might well return the shackles to his ankles, or bring worse down upon Melisende, despite his having saved Julanar’s life. Besides . . . he was a man. 

    Thus he again enveloped himself in her hot and juicy interior, pushing hard and deep as though he were raping her, his cock rolling juicily in and out of her, pounding with a maniacal lust into the deep narrow channel while his hands maltreated her breasts, squeezing the eminently squeezable tit-flesh all the while his body pounded hers, surging forward and back, in and out, until he had spurted a tidal wave of warm milky juice into her and then was lying upon her, gasping for the time required for his heartbeat to return to normal. 

    Then he told her, told her that he was from Messaria on Cyprus, and that Melisende was not his sister. 

    She came fluidly to an erect sitting position. “Not your sister?” she said, with an odd light in her eyes, and suddenly he saw her mouth curve into that smile of the predatory cat she was named for. “Then . . . she does not matter to us!” 

    Guy knew instantly that he had erred, and he tried not to talk too rapidly. 

    “She doesn’t,” he said. “She is a Frank, a Christian, and so am I. You must not do her harm, Julanar.” He fought his desperation; kept his voice calm. “I have not spoken with her or asked to, and I have shown no interest in anyone save you.” He stroked the smooth flesh of her bare thigh. “You need have no fear on her account, my lioness.” 

    He was aware that he was talking to someone whose moods and mind were as changeable as the weather, as a child’s. 

    She was silent a long while, her eyes dark and steady and unpredictable. “I will make you a bargain,” she said at last. 

    “Another?” 

    She nodded, smiling. “Aye. Another. I must be sure, you see, my lion. None has ever affected me as have you—and ye know that. Only the truth I speak!” 

    He nodded, stroking her. “Aye, and there be no reason to—” 

    She interrupted. “You have proven yourself a man, then fought as the best, and conquered my heart and then my body, as a man should take a strong woman—with strength.” 

    “Then why a bargain? What have I to prove to you, Julanar?” 

    “That you have no care for her, my lion. You see? I must have that. You will sit beside me, as my lion, while she is scourged—for she be only a captive, Guy,” she added, warningly, “and then while she is fucked by one of the captives.” 

    “You—daughter of Eblis! Why must you try to make me hate you?” 

    “Son of Ebliss . . . I love thee! And I must know that you love me, and have no care for that pallid daughter of Frankistan!” 

    Guy squeezed her thigh reflexively, then released it and pounded it in frustration. “You owe me a life, Julanar—your own! I claim that life!” 

    She had become the ingenuous child again, gazing into his face with wide eyes. “Mine? You would slay me?” 

    “Of course not. I claim life—for Melisende!” 

    She shook her head. “Not necessary. Only the truth I speak: She shall not die at our hands.” 

    He nodded, bent to touch his lips to her soft nipple, still trying to persuade. “Then she need not be whipped and raped.” 

    She stiffened. “You care?” 

    “Of course. I cared last night, about those two girls.” 

    “They were only worthless girls; only cunts. We saved them from whoredom in the camp of the sultan . . . their lives were ours to dispose of.” 

    “Then yours is mine to dispose of?” Guy put in swiftly. 

    She shrugged in a way that made her naked breasts quiver beautifully, made the rising twin swells roll from side to side. “I offered you my life, but two nights removed from this!” She turned, stretched sinuously for her clothing, turned back to him with her dagger. She offered it to him, hilt-first. 

    The Crusader stared at the sliver of steel, at her twin-pointed chest. He thought of Miska, stabbed just there. And of Melisende. 

    But he could not do it. 

    And surely, though he were able to bring himself to slay this strange woman, he could never gain Melisende and then lower them—and two horses—to the ground below, past all her warrior women! 

    He heaved a sigh. “I do not want to take your life, Julanar.” 

    “You cannot.” 

    “I cannot.” 

    She hurled the knife away and embraced him fiercely. “My lion! My love! Love me! Enter my body with yours—bruise me, as a man with a woman, just a woman!” 

    He slid his hand over the warm, tender skin of her lush haunches, between which he had thrust his skewering organ so many times. “Then we need not prove anything.” 

    She stiffened, eased back, stared into his eyes. She said, “She will be scourged and raped.” 

    Guy raged inside. But he could not cause himself to be shackled or incarcerated. He had to try to do it with words. “Mother of God, why? And—” He paused, stopped. He temporized. “While I look on, as though I had some part in it? WHY?” 

    “Because,” she said with intensity, “both she and I must know that you have no care what happens to her, ya layth.” 

    For a long while he was silent, in frustration and exasperation. Then: “Julanar—sometimes I think you are mad!” 

    Her eyes blazed. She thrust him back and bounded to her feet. Her breasts heaved up and down with her infuriated breathing, and her eyes seemed to flame as she stared down at the seated man, for a long while. 

    Then, like a summer storm, her rage subsided. She knelt gracefully, then sank to her haunches before him again. 

    “Aye, I am mad. Mad over Guy Kingsaver of Messaria, lover of Julanar, and great lion of Egypt!” 

    He turned away. “You said a bargain, Julanar,” he said quietly. “A bargain involves agreement and profit on both sides. What is to be the profit in this for Melisende, and for me?” 

    Her chuckle brought his face around, swiftly. “You persuaded me to take her out of the stable, Guy, my lion. But—perhaps she longs for those horses and camels. Perhaps she is hot of blood . . . as I am. Perhaps the pale-haired slut who is not your sister would like to return to visit her former charges . . . and to get a camel’s cock up her slit!” 

    He thrust his head forward, and his voice came low and intense and menacing with barely-controlled anger. “Do that, and you will never have me. Do that, and I will feel nothing for you but hate and horror, Julanar, and I shall think of nothing but revenge.” 

    “Perhaps she would not die,” she said, teasing now. “Mayhap she would merely have great pain, and a cunt like that of a whore of sixty, like that of a she-camel! And you have no feeling for her, why should that affect . . . thee?” 

    “She has done nothing to you, Julanar, nothing!” 

    The naked woman’s nostrils flared. “You are a Christian, even though from Cyprus close by, and a Frank who fought with the Franks against the sons of Allah. How know I that you may not decide you prefer the blond Frankish woman and her softness to . . . a lioness?” 

    I do, he thought, now. 

    In the end, he agreed to her ugly bargain, though he gained a bit more. After her ordeal, Melisende would have freedom of the camp, and would be treated as were the servants, which was well. 

    Thus it was that the Crusader, not sure that he did not despise Julanar and himself as well, sat beside her next day, she in her golden breastplates and he in emir-like splendor, while a wretched and completely uncomprehending Melisende was stripped and whipped. 

    She was lashed rhythmically, with long spaces between the strokes. Weal after red weal appeared on the snowy flesh of her thighs and hips and buttocks. Her wrists, as she twisted helplessly at her bonds, were cruelly chafed by the slender cords. With each falling lash she gasped through parched lips, her bared breasts rising and falling in shallow, chest-lancing breaths. 

    The whip Subha wielded with such obvious pleasure and expertise made a vicious singing, hissing sound as it clove through the air. Guy’s hooded eyes watched the way she huddled her poor buttocks, the way the whip slithered obscenely off their slopes after Subha had struck. He knew that sharp spasms of pain were ripping through her, stabbing as if a thousand needles slashed and rammed deep. And each leather-strapped blow left a bright red welt on the soft, quivering flesh. 

    Tears poured down her flushed face as the nervous spasms of pain filled her with shudders. She was unable to be still; she had to writhe her burning body in agony. Now the lash had marked the swelling halves of her backside with vivid lines. 

    But they could not make her scream. Guy could not understand whence came Melisende’s strength. Again and again the whip hissed out and bit into the soft flesh of her shamefully denuded body. Shudders and tremors rocked the hanging globes of her breasts. She moaned, she groaned and grunted, and tears like diamonds glistened on her contorted face. 

    But she did not scream, even as Subha turned this way and that and struck with great care, etching that tight-clenched, twitching rump with red weals that swelled and swelled and took on a transparent, too-tight appearance. 

    Then the cruel lash split the swollen flesh, and blood oozed redly from the raw wound. 

    Guy was tensing to leap forward and take his chances, when the woman beside him called a halt to the beating. 

    Melisende sagged, panting, sobbing as she gasped, weak and swollen and cut and yet grateful that it was at last over. 

    She well knew that Guy of Messaria sat there beside the leader of this unnatural group, and that he was still there when the big Turk was brought out from his prison, escorted by two women with drawn swords. His dark eyes twitched about, taking in the bruised, whip-streaked bottom of the blonde, the tufts of nearly-white hair curling back between her thighs, beneath those ex-coriated cheeks; taking in the ring of warrior women, their chieftain . . . and the man beside her, a Frank who was richly clad in Eastern garb. 

    He was told what he must do; fuck or die. 

    They then turned him to face the helplessly proffered, swollen backside of the Frankish woman, whom they bound into a new position—on her hands and knees, so that she could be fucked like a dog. 

    The Turkish captive’s wrists were freed. He was unbound, and naked, with a naked sword on either side of him. He stared down at the kneeling body, the upturned bottomcheeks, and then he squatted. He began to run his hands over them and between her thighs and over the light-furred, resilient bulge of her vulva. 

    His cockstand came. The moment he had got it up, he guided it forward with two fingers, between the backs of her red-striped thighs. And he plunged it into her. 

    Grinding his teeth, Guy of Messaria sat beside Julanar in her breastplates of gold, and he watched as the Turk hunched hard, thrusting his thick cock into Melisende from behind, slapping her burning arse with his thighs and jarring her body. 

    He groaned, tensing his own buttocks and banging strongly into the soft trembly cheeks of her broad-flanged rump. The humid walls of her vagina caressed his shaft all the way in, as though trying to suck him off in her pussy’s warm, mushy wetness. 

    Guy well remembered how tight that recently virginal channel was, and he knew the Turk had not been with a woman for several days. As he had expected, the man came swiftly, grunting, grinding, then weakly half-lying across Melisende’s poor bruised, welted, bleeding ass. 

    The Turk recovered swiftly—and moved with the speed of a striking adder. 

    He was rising to his feet even as he lunged leftward. The warrior woman there grunted as his body slammed into hers and his hand easily plucked her sword from her fingers. The man spun, whipping up the crescent-curved blade as the other guard started at him. He lunged, scimitar extended. 

    The blade ran deep into her belly, was jerked out even before she she began sinking. Then the naked Turk, wearing an expression of wild desperation and determination, swung again—and sprang toward Julanar. 

    Already Guy had marveled at the man’s swiftness and courage; he must have assumed that he was a dead man, one way or the other, and had decided to go down with a bloody blade in his hand, as befitted a warrior of Saladin. 

    But the Crusader, too, was a warrior, and his courage and swiftness were no less. He had no thought at all of allowing the lunging man to succeed in his attempt to plunge the stolen scimitar through Julanar’s body. Perhaps he should have allowed it to happen; the thought did not occur to him. Guy Kingsaver moved, and no roused lion ever took action more swiftly. 

    All in the same motion, the Crusader rose, pounced, and clamped a big hand down around the wrist of the Turk’s sword hand. Then he jerked, and twisted, and let go. 

    The man was hurled backward. Even though he recovered swiftly, he came up to a crouch to find himself facing an Eastern-dressed Westerner who was now armed with the sword from the dead fingers of the woman the desperate Turk had slain. 

    “Get back, Aziza—have at him and I’ll carve off your head!” Guy Kingsaver rapped out, without taking his eyes off the wildly burning ones of the naked man facing him. “You want death—here it is!” 

    “Idiot!” the Turk said, circling warily, half-crouching. “I am dead already—but you have no reason to feel this blade!” 

    “I do not intend to,” Guy said quietly, half-smiling. 

    Ah, God, how good it felt to be facing an enemy again with a steel sword in his hand, though the blade was short, and curved, and his foeman was naked, and Guy without armor. Too, neither of them bore a shield. It was man against man, vulnerable body against unarmored flesh and bone, scimitar against scimitar. 

    The Turk lunged forward in a driving thrust at Guy’s middle; he beat the blade aside even as he moved rapidly leftward. The Turk recovered before Guy could bring his blade up and back in a return cut. The two men circled, crouching, within a circle of staring women. 

    The Turk feinted; skipping back a step, Guy grinned wolfishly. Had he parried that pretended lunge with his blade, he’d have been a dead man. 

    This was no way to fight. A man should have a shield on one arm, so that he could cut viciously, widely, trusting in his strength and skill and the shield to turn the other’s blade while his own great slash fell. This business of dance and thrust was—unworthy. Childlike. 

    Accordingly Guy thrust viciously, swinging his blade as he did. But the other man twisted his body sidewise so that the rushing steel actually touched his side as it, plunged past, and his blade came rushing down at the Crusader’s head. With all his strength and in pure desperation, the Crusader twisted his athletic body in mid-lunge and hurled himself aside. Pain leaped through him as he forced his body to vie against itself, moving in two directions at once, and new pain flashed when he struck the mesa’s hard ground. 

    The Turk, too, was swift and athletic, and he managed somehow to stop his terrific cut before his blade bit the ground. Whirling even as he raised the scimitar again, he whipped it above his head and began what would obviously be the final slash of this strange duel, at the man lying on the ground, unarmored and without even shield to protect himself from the down-rushing sword. 

    A woman shrieked; Guy realized only later that it had been Julanar. But it did not deter the Turk’s death-chop—of Guy’s swift upward thrust, a thrust that sent his point driving into the man’s lower belly, slicing through skin and intestines and bringing forth a sheet of blood that drenched his recently-spent penis and black-furred balls. 

    There was a second shriek; this one came from the dying man. What had begun as an attack ended in a toppling, and Guy rolled aside to avoid the bloody body, not the blade that now slapped down without force and bit the ground. The Crusader rose victorious . . . 

    . . . and found himself staring at a ring of scymitars, each backed by a wary-eyed, staring warrior woman. 

    He made his sneer implicit as he half-turned and tossed his bloody Saracen blade to the ground at Julanar’s feet. 

    Julanar’s arousal was obvious in the dilation of her eyes, the flaring of her nostrils with her agitated breathing, and the heave of her bosom. 

    “Come with me to my pavilion!” she said hoarsely, staring at Guy. 

    He took a deep breath, gazing at her. Then, with his eyes meeting hers, he said, “No.” 

    And the Crusader turned and walked from her, across the outlaw camp, to spend the night in the tent in which he had originally been a prisoner. 

    With each step he took he felt his back crawling. Would an arrow or spear come plunging between his shoulder blades? True, he had saved her life. But . . . he had also scorned her couch, scorned her, given her an unqualified No. He had no idea how many people had said that word to her. He assumed very few—and he wondered if any of those were alive. Would she order him slain, now? He was sure she was standing there in a rage, with all her women about her, watching her, waiting, having seen their indomitable and unrefusable leader refused, and insulted. 

    The distance across the outlaw “hamlet” seemed tremendous to the pacing man. 

    But he traversed it, with neither shout nor arrow nor spear from behind him, and he entered “his” tent. There he spent the rest of that day in thought. And that night, alone, Guy Kingsaver was a long while getting to sleep. 

   

   

      

    [bookmark: _Toc509478703]Chapter Thirteen 

      

    Ingenious Plan—or Harebrained Scheme? 

    Next day Melisende was obviously free, and well clothed besides. She was just as obviously looked upon with respect by the other servants. She had taken the whipping, she had taken the brutal fucking; she had earned status. 

    She also would not so much as look at Guy Kingsaver. All she knew, he realized, was that he had sat there, by Julanar’s side, while the blonde was lashed and then dog-fucked in a public display. 

    The same was the case with Julanar; she refused to see the man who had refused her. 

    He wandered about, taking careful note of the whole camp without seeming to do. Without stopping and making his interest obvious, he particularly examined the great windlass that raised and lowered the lift that was the only means of access to this mesa—and of egress from it. 

    He watched the windlass and its operation that afternoon as an excited spy was drawn up. She raced across the camp, and entered the big porticoed pavilion of the Lioness. A short time later preparations were got under way for a new raid of the band of female outlaws. 

    Guy waited to be called. 

    He waited in vain. He was not summoned to Julanar. 

    At last the raiders, fully armed and armored and leading their horses, massed before their leader’s headquarters. Guy of Messaria was striding that way when Julanar emerged, in full battle dress. He moved through her followers to confront her at the base of her pavilion’s steps. 

    “A raid? Why have I not been called?” 

    Her eyes met his coolly from beneath her camailed helm; eyes that seemed to cut and slash, to stare through him. God, he thought, how totally and unreservedly magnificent this warrior-woman was! 

    “You,” she said, “are not going with us. We warriors go to fight more Turks and strip them of their burdensome booty—but you, lion-cub, remain here with the servants!” 

    Guy stood alone while she led her horse to the mesa’s edge. All her band but three followed, nearly cleaning out the camp save for the servants and the new girls from the recently-robbed caravan. And then the draught-horses were plodding round and round, and chains and cables and wood were creaking and rattling, and warriors and horses were going down, and . . . and then they were gone. 

    The Crusader stood alone. 

    There were none left in the camp but three of her warriors—one of those limping from a recent wound—and the servants, and the captives . . . and Guy Kingsaver, who was none of those. 

    The sun was approaching its point of disappearance on the horizon; it set a bit later, seen from here atop the mountain. Guy bit his lip, and his brain worked. 

    If I go now and talk with Melisende—wherever she is, he thought bitterly, Julanar will be told of it, seconds after her return. And though he hadn’t seen Melisende for hours, he knew that knowledge of his having conversed with her so soon after Julanar’s departure would endanger the blonde. 

    He chewed on that for a long while, like a dog seeking to break open a huge bone to get at the marrow. I shall have to take that chance, he decided at last. I must tell Melisende I was forced into . . . 

    And then the Crusader knew. Julanar had made it easier. 

    It will not matter, he thought, with his heartbeat quickening, what Julanar is told . . . if Melisende and I are not here when she and her raiders fly home to their vulture’s nest! 

    One of the new girls, won from the caravan meant for Saladin’s warriors, was, Guy knew, more than passingly interested in him. It was to her that he imparted his wish to talk with Melisende. 

    Kelmoune looked at him strangely. He watched her take a deep breath and hold it, to impress him with the swell of her bosom, which was already more than half exposed by her skimpy halter. At last she told him, reluctantly, that the skinny, pale-haired Frank with the washed-out eyes was in the stable. 

    “Guy Kingsaver thanks Kelmoune of the beautiful bosom,” he said, and started toward the stables, which were at the far end of the mesa from the lift. 

    “Wait,” she said after him. 

    Guy paused in mid-stride, looking back over his shoulder without appearing to have been stopped. He directed a questioning look at her, without speaking. 

    “You—you cannot go in there,” she said, her face and dusky breasts strangely blood-washed by the setting sun. 

    “Can’t? Why not?” 

    “She is . . . guarded.” 

    “Guarded? And what is she doing?” he demanded, turning back to her with anger in his eyes. 

    She raised a staying hand. “I know not, Kingsaver. I am not allowed in there, either.” She gave him a bold look. “But there are . . . other secluded places here.” 

    “Aye . . .” 

    But that was all he said, and the girl heaved a sigh and gazed after him as he strode past her and went to the warrior-woman Julanar had left in charge in her absence: Yasmina. She was just emerging from the Lioness’ pavilion; Guy met her at the foot of the steps. He told her he wanted his armor, which was kept inside. 

    “You need no arms and armor, man of Frankistan.” 

    “I think I might,” he said, letting his eyes run up and down her chainmailed form. 

    Her eyes narrowed. Her voice, her face, her question were a challenge? “Why?” 

    “Consider, Yasmina. Suppose it is another trap. Suppose those in Cairo, or in Saladin’s force, know even more now than they did before when they sought to annihilate your band with the decoy caravan. Stare at me and keep high your head, but let me remind you that all are alive only because of me. My problem with Julanar is personal and none other: I refused to fuck with her after I slew that Turk yesterday. You know how the sight of blood excited her. . . . Well then. Suppose this was another ruse, this caravan they go to attack? Suppose they are followed when they return . . . or suppose that all of it was a ruse only to get them off the mesa so that soldiers may come here!” 

    Yasmina glanced around in the dusk. “But—none can climb up to us,” she said, not without nervousness. 

    “True, none can,” Guy said. “But they could wait below and massacre Julanar and her band as they return, or attack just as we start to bring them up. . . . 

    Yasmina stared at him. Her tongue came out to lick her lips, suddenly dry. 

    “We are not many, Yasmina,” he said, “but you and I are surely more than any ten of them!” And he ascended the steps, and entered the pavilion of the Lioness. 

    Guy got his armor—and a bit more. When he went out to the brink of the cliff near the lift, bow in hand, he sat down as if to keep watch. He had taken a dark cloak, which was obviously to pad his rear as he sat . . . though he was careful not to sit on the several days’ supply of dried meat wrapped in it, or the full canteen of water. 

    Kelmoune came to bring him food, which Guy gratefully ate. She remained there before him, the heavy ovals of her breasts much on display in her kneeling position, with her buttocks on her heels, her upper body tilted slightly his way. Her dark gaze was for him only, and all for him. 

    She intended to stay, he saw. If he sent her from him, she would watch him: either because he was angered, or to seek another chance: she wanted him. 

    Without preamble he said, “I am armored, Kelmoune, and will not remove any portion of it so long as there is a possibility of attack.” 

    Her dark eyes steady on his, she shrugged. The movement darkened the cleavage of her smooth fleshy breasts and: rippled their surfaces, bulging above the cuplike portions of her halter. 

    I will drive her from me with callous roughness, he decided. He was a warrior: to think was to act. He reached out. 

    Seizing upon her halter, he twisted and pulled until he had torn it and the girl’s pretty, tip-tilted tits came jumping out into his hands. She gasped. Her mouth writhed. Her eyes flashed. But she said nothing, and she did not jerk back or flee; she leaned farther toward him. 

    His hands moved over the firmness of those ripely outsurging ovals and slid beneath to cup their under-hang. He tugged them out into large, dusky ovals and smiled at the result of his sensuous whim, her breasts all stretched and taut and standing straight out from her chest. Fiery thrills assailed Kelmoune’s well-padded body, and she gasped. 

    His hands moved, roughly, callously, as though he were kneading dough. Her moans were not all of shame and horror as he toyed with her, watching her face for her reaction. Nor did she draw away, or raise her hands to interfere with the harsh manipulating of his. Yet his hurtful attentions had her whining, twisting uncontrollably, shivering. He hardened his heart and the pressures of his hands, squeezing and pressing as if he meant to destroy the youthful firmness and muscularity of her sumptuous mounds. 

    His thumbs slipped out to the tips, found the firming little nipples. With his fingers clenching the curving sides of her breasts, he pushed with both thumbs. She gasped and quivered, rolling her eyes down to watch the erotic rigidity of her nipples vanish into the straining, forced-in, unfolding flesh of her sensitive tits. 

    “Uh—unnnngh . . . oh, oh!” 

    Her nostrils flared and her eyes bulged. He had shoved her nipples deep into the balls they crested, and it was a weird experience, feeling her own bosom-crests rubbed around over her ribs! He grinned down at them as he continued moving his wrists, circling, circling. . . . 

    Shivering spasm and tremors rippled through her voluptuous young body. Her rounded belly was amove with a constant twitching in convulsive reaction to his irrepressible manhandling of her breasts. Her luminous eyes sparkled in the light of the up-soaring moon; he could see that her forehead was beaded with lust-sweat. 

    He had discarded his notion of driving her from him with cruelty, now. He knew that he must finish what he had begun. He was aware of the ecstasy that grew and swelled deep in her body. Her lithe, sumptuously rounded thighs were shaking and jerking in erratic movements, as utterly delicious sensations assailed her. 

    Guy whipped back his thumbs, releasing her breasts. The full tits juddered and shook, bouncing; their bulging, distended very dark tips thrust thickly forth, swelling still more at contact with the cool night air. Her eyes misty, she swayed forward to collapse against his armored body. 

    He thrust his hand in between her thighs, found the slash of her filmy scarlet pantaloons, pushed in. He discovered a thick forest of curling pubic bush that covered the full mount of her genital bulge. She groaned when his finger found the sweet crack and ruthlessly pried it open. The soft folds of that heated cavern were already moistened, ready to be parted and entered. 

    “Unh—AH!” she gasped, shuddering in pain and pleasure as he jammed his finger up into her. It slithered through soft cloying membranes like a handful of wet worms fresh from the ground after a rain. 

    He began running his finger in and out of her. 

    She squirmed, gasped, rolled her eyes in rising sensual pleasure and helpless lust and love of what he was doing, not with, but to her. With the tip of his finger and its harsh nail, he tickled the trembling, cringing head of her cervix, far back inside her dilated hole. 

    Then she was sprawling, unaware of where she was or what she was doing, unaware of her fingers clutching her nipple, pinching it viciously, while he finger-fucked her cunt into a boiling cauldron that spattered its sizzling juices out onto her thighs. His constantly-moving hand thrust aside satin-sheathed inner tissues and mashed the delicate little lips framing the slit he filled and battered. 

    She rocked her hips, loving every lunge that drove his finger ever deeper until he was teasing the tiny mouth of her womb with the tip of it. Squishing, sodden noises arose from the base of her belly as his fingertip skidded repeatedly over her cervix. She mewed in whining pleasure. 

    Guy kept at her, treating her as if she were a captive to be spun down in to a giddy vortex of deep sensual joy. Then she squealed, totally astonished. 

    Her belly exploded in fiery and convulsive throbbing that made her contracting cunt squeeze his engulfed finger like a hot fleshy vise. 

    She lay there limply, sighing, for a long while after her climax. When she showed signs of returning to awareness of her surroundings, the Crusader seized one of her now soft-nippled tits, turned her roughly over, and landed a harsh swat on one upturned buttock. 

    “Until tomorrow night,” he muttered. “Next time it will be more than a finger, darling little whore. Now get to your quarters.” 

    She lurched away into the night, staggering a little. Guy stared after her. The unpredictable variety of women; the manifold manifestations and needs of sexuality! 

    The moon was two hours high when he rose. Wrapped in the dark cloak that prevented any flash of his armor in the silvery light, he slipped around the perimeter of the mesa, to the stable. Then, looking all about, he emerged from shadows and walked boldly to its door. 

    Armored and with helmet in hand, a guard challenged him. It was Mahara. 

    “The Lioness left orders,” she told him. “No one enters until her return.” 

    Guy opened his cloak to show her his chain-mailed body—and his bared sword. “Do not cry out, and do not think to cross blades with me, Mahara—you know better. Now turn and lead me in to Melisende.” 

    She neither cried out nor reached for her sword. “Go back now, O lion,” she urged. “I shall tell no one you came here. Otherwise, when Julanar returns, she will slay the Frankish woman and make a eunuch of you.” 

    “It is what she said?” 

    “Aye. And well you know that al-Libwah speaks only the truth; she makes no idle threats, and her word is as constant as the sun.” 

    Guy kept his gaze fastened on her eyes. “Lead me, Mahara.” 

    She looked at him for a long while. Then she sighed. And turned, and led him into the hay-smelling, manure-and-sweat-and-leather-smelling darkness of the stable. There was no trickery; she led him to Melisende. 

    The girl was naked, bound with strips of harness leather in a stall—where she lay face down in a pile of straw-threaded manure. 

    Guy hoped he struck hard enough but not so hard as to kill: he used his swordhilt on the back of Mahara’s head. And caught her as she started to fall. He had gauged aright; she was still breathing, but quite unconscious. 

    He gave Melisende a brief explanation, leaving out much but letting her know that he had bargained with Julanar for her life and had been forced to agree to her being beaten and raped—whilst he looked on. This, as he raised her and freed her of the binding straps. 

    “She loves you?” the blonde asked. 

    “Perhaps. Who knows, with Julanar? Here, cleanse yourself,” he said, handing her the handsome dark cloak he had wrapped himself in. 

    The naked blonde, wrinkling her nose but showing great pluck, used the cloak to rid her body of the horse-shit, calmly enough. Meanwhile Guy was undressing, then binding Mahara. 

    “Dress,” he said, and Melisende began, without a word. But he did not leave Mahara naked, or return her to the pile of manure where Melisende had lain. There was no viciousness in Mahara. She had been doing as she was ordered, guarding the girl, just as it was Julanar’s orders that had the blonde bound and in such a stinking, sickening cell. After gagging Mahara, Guy wrapped her in the cloak. She did deserve a bit of discomfort . . . . 

    Melisende had donned all the women’s gear, and now she and Guy spent several minutes tucking her mass of blonde hair up into the helmet. The Crusader was glad for the camail of steel mesh that fell from the helmet like a curtain of supple steel links to cover most of her head except her face. 

    Astonishingly, she did not look tiny or swallowed up in the body-encompassing mail that left bare only her face and hands. Melisende de Bois-Courtenay looked . . . warlike. 

    In the moonlit darkness, two warlike figures strode openly across the mesa to the edge of the cliff. Some saw them; none paid overmuch attention. They knew the big one was Guy Kingsaver of Messaria, he whom Julanar had dubbed lion, and a few knew that the armored, helmeted woman beside him was Mahara. But as they were not rushing, there was obviously no imminent danger. The other inhabitants of the aerie returned to their previous activities—which, in more than one case, were soft girl-to-girl games. 

    Four horses remained at the cliff, day and night. They were there to turn the windlass that raised and lowered the cage-platform that was the only way the aerie could be reached, or escaped. All four horses wore halters, and lead-straps of slender leather were provided. 

    Using his dagger, Guy cut and prepared reins that would make riding horses of the draught-animals. From the harness they wore, a system of leathern straps from chest to rump, he created a sort of stirrup. One horse he left as it had been accoutered. 

    The dried meat and canteen were where he had left them concealed. 

    “We will have to ride bareback, you know,” he told Melisende, smiling. 

    “But—how are we to get down?” 

    “Pray,” he said. “And not so loud. I think that if I prop open the brake on the windlass, the one horse we leave attached to it will not be able to prevent the platform’s descending—once you and I and three horses are on it! Yet his presence, harnessed to the windlass, will serve as a sort of brake, to slow the descent. He may have to run—and we may well drop very fast. But with God’s grace and the luck of Cyprus and of Bois-Courtenay, we will win freedom!” 

    With her help and the aid of the leading straps, he propped open the brake on the windlass. Then he created a sort of brake, so that he could start their descent from within the cage, at the cliff’s edge. For a moment he and the girl looked at each other in the moonlight, two pale faces surrounded by chain covered with cloth. A smile flickered on her face, though it was a pallid one. 

    The wood creaked, the cage-platform rocked, and the chain tautened once the Crusader and Melisende and the three horses were on the platform. Guy secured the door. The makeshift brake of leather was a quivering taut line. 

    Then, with a last glance at his companion, so warlike in her militant garb, her face so wan in the moonlight beneath the camailed helmet, he bade her climb up on the cage’s slat framework. She did, and the Crusader lifted high his good Frankish sword. . . . 

    And chopped through his makeshift brake. 

    The platform began dropping; the horse above was forced to move, snorting, for its tugging weight was more than he could withstand. The platform wanted to drop. The horse could not withstand that pull. But he could slow it, Guy hoped. . . . 

    Down they went, to freedom via an ingenious plan . . . or death on the rocks below, via a harebrained scheme. 

    Once the platform swung so violently that Melisende cried out—and swiftly clamped her mouth—and had to hold fast to the framework to keep from hurtling into the abyss. 

    Their hearts pounded. The air of their own rapid downward passage whistled in their ears. The three horses squealed and moved nervously about. 

    Then they struck bottom, with a frightful jarring and a crash. Wood groaned, creaked, and some slats splintered with cracks loud as lance on shield. The horses neighed and stumbled; only their being up on the framework saved Guy and Melisende then. 

    But they were down, and alive, and so were the horses. Even the platform had survived the swift drop, though the horse above, Guy thought with a grim little smile, must have his tongue hanging to his knees from the enforced race around the speeding windlass. Guy was down in seconds, opening the gate that fell forward to form a drawbridge. 

    “Now we must get ourselves down the rest of the way,” he said, well remembering the narrowness of the ledge they must tread . . . in the darkness broken only by the moon whose rays now only just found them, halfway down the gorge and far below the mesa. 

    They departed the lift. Guy walked first, leading one horse. Another horse followed, hanging close to his fellow so that his nose was switched by its tail. Then came Melisende, a noblewoman in the armor of an outlaw. She led the third beast. 

    It seemed to them both that they walked for hours. 

    They were out of the gorge, with the mesa far behind them, and open country ahead, past the foothills they must first cross through. 

    “Safe,” Guy said, expelling a long gust of breath. 

    “My thanks to Our Lord’s virginal mother,” she said, with the piety of her people—or the vocal piety, at any rate. 

    “Now we mount and ride, Melisende, ride, and hope that we and these animals can find our way, and survive days on the desert ahead, without dying from the sun, or from lack of water, or being discovered and slain—or worse.” 

    He boosted her onto one of the horses. 

    “I have already experienced the ‘or worse,’” she said, taking up the reins he had made. “I shall not return to it, nor shall I be slain.” And she showed him Mahara’s dagger, which was now Melisende’s dagger and coup-de-grace. 

    “We will see,” Guy said, swinging onto his unsaddled horse and getting his feet into the (very) makeshift stirrups. 

    And they rode. 

    It had been hours; it was hours. 

    The sky was commencing to go gray with the coming of dawn when they were at last riding out into the open, out of the long gulch and the foothills that disguised the way to Julanar’s aerie. 

    “Now, by heaven,” Guy Kingsaver said, sitting tall on his converted draught beast as though he were a king mounted upon the finest of warhorses. “We are away, and we shall—” 

    He was interrupted by the going up of a shout from many throats, and he and Melisende both whipped their heads to the side to see them: fast-galloping horses. Julanar and her returning raiders! 

   

   

      

    [bookmark: _Toc509478704]Chapter Fourteen 

      

    The Field of the Dead 

    The galloping mass of warrior-women, led by their gold-breastplated leader, waving her scimitar and screaming her rage, looked to comprise some twenty-five of her band. They had completed their mission, presumably, and sustained losses. But this quarter-hundred was alive, and well-mounted—and angry. 

    They bore down on Guy and Milisende, who sat staring, frozen. 

    The the Crusader jerked his heels. “FLY!” he shouted. “Hang on, and grip with your knees, and bend low, girl, and use those spurs! FLY-Y!” 

    The two horses bolted forward as armored heels slammed into their flanks. They galloped. 

    Behind them, Julanar’s warriors gave chase. Sensible or not, she wanted the two captives back. The burly form of Guy Kingsaver was easily recognizable; she could well guess at the identity of the armor-clad woman with him. 

    While the pursuers’ horses were not so fresh as those Guy and Melisende bestrode, their mounts were without saddles and were draught-animals, not trained war-houses. But they were powerful animals, long accustomed to release or pull or hold back the windlass controlling the horse-laden lift, and they galloped well enough. 

    They fled, a man and a woman in armor and helmets, mounted on horses without saddles, and behind them streamed a long line of five-and-twenty women. That pursuit was silent now, determined, bent on vengeful murder, and preferably not swift in nature. Doubtless Julanar entertained hideous thoughts of tortures and the slowest of deaths. But the Crusader knew that if they were overtaken, he would draw sword and his arm would not cease swinging and hacking and chopping until he was dead. He’d have no compunction about fighting women this time, and to the death! 

    Now and again an arrow whished by or clattered beside or behind the fleeing couple. But the warrior-women of the mesa were not so strong, or so expert at loosing their arrows from galloping horses as were the Turks, and they knew it. Guy was sure that even if an arrow found him, it would not pierce his armor—and thank God for the knight from whom it had been stolen that night in the oasis of death. 

    That hopeful surmise was soon corroborated: he felt the blow in the back, heard the arrow rattle away. With a wolf’s savage grin, he galloped on. Both he and the girl who was his companion in flight bent low over the flying manes of their mounts. 

    A mile, two miles, then three fled by beneath the pounding hooves of the horses, who stretched out and ran, as if delighted at the relative freedom after their long captivity as mindless drawers of a horizontal wheel. 

    The rolling ground became a plain, stretching far before them and now basking in the glow of the rising sun. 

    Then came the second great shock of this new day, for suddenly their way across that plain was barred . . . by a long rank of many mounted men! 

    Automatically reacting, Melisende cried out and drew rein. 

    We are lost! 

    Behind came racing the female fiends of Julanar the Lioness; ahead ranked a broad line of well-mounted men, with the sun glinting off the spike peaks of their helmets . . . Turkish knights! 

    “Follow!” Guy snapped, without slowing his horse, and then the Crusader raised his voice in a loud cry: “LHAMDULILLAHHHH!” he cried—Praise be to Allah! And, still in his Turk-accented Arabic, still at the top of his lungs: “SUCCOR! SUCCOR!” 

    The cavalrymen ahead of them were pointing, jabbering—and not only at Guy and Melisende who rushed toward their ranks at the gallop, with a seeming fullness of confidence, but past and behind them. 

    The wind rushed past the ears of Guy and Melisende. They raced nearer and nearer the massed enemy in still another desperate gamble that might well be an ingenious plan . . . and might well be a horrible mistake that would soon end in their bloody deaths. Their galloping mounts covered precious feet at a stride. 

    A hundred yards from the ranks of the newcomers, some threescore armored Turkish knights in pointed helms, Guy tugged the rein of his careening mount rightward. With Melisende following his lead, galloping behind, he cut across the front of that mass of men. They sat their horses and watched him and his companion and their onrushing pursuit, a squadron of cavalrymen three deep and twenty across. 

    The moment the fleeing pair had cleared their left flank, the Turkish knights charged the oncoming band of raider-women! 

    Sixty powerful knights of Saladin directed their plunging warhorses at the racing band of twenty-five women—who had been out on their all-night raid and could not possibly be fresh. 

    Guy reined in, thrusting his feet forward and leaning back as he tugged the straps of leather, but it took many yards for his snorting, excited horse to slow and come about. Melisende was still with him. He smiled, admiring her courage and skill in remaining on a galloping horse without benefit of saddle. 

    They sat their restless, heaving horses and gazed back down the long gentle rise they had just topped. Below, the dawning sun was already flashing like white storm-fire from armor and bobbing helmets and whirling, chopping swords. Curved blades of Damascene steel clashed and rang from spike-centered shields, chittered along the circles of close-linked chain. Horses neighed and screamed, men and women shrieked out their hatred and their death-cries. 

    “Guy . . .” 

    “Aye, I know,” the tortured man said, sitting atop a hill watching the destruction of the outlaws; the destruction of the life and dream of Julanar al-Libwah. “We should be riding on. These men have saved us, all unwittingly, for those be warhorses and I’ve no doubt Julanar would have followed us clear to Jerusalem, if she had to. And now, she’s met by men on fresher horses, men who have not been fighting, and who outnumber her force by more than two to one.” 

    He sank his teeth into his lower lip, a fighting man watching a massacre. 

    And abruptly he decided. 

    “Melisende, stay you here. Watch. If the women win and I come not galloping back—fly, fly! And remember your dagger, and your vow. And if it is the men who win—then I shall certainly not be coming back, and your course is the same. Fly, ever north and east. Accept help from no one save Christian knights, girl—and then be sure you doff your helmet so they can see the flying of your blonde hair!” 

    “Guy—no! You can’t!” 

    But he could. His legs were already twitching back and up, teasing his mount’s flanks with his spurs. 

    “Shouldn’t!” he corrected, dust flying from the hooves of his horse as it hurtled forward toward the battle. His voice floated back to her: “But must!” 

    Melisende de Bois-Courtenay was almost of a nerve to gallop after him, regardless of her lack of skill with sword. But, to what purpose? She could not help that noble madman, and scimitar-wielding combatants of both sides would be cutting at her; the men because she was a woman, and the women because they would recognize her as the Frankish woman, as the renegade whose pursuit had got them into this one-sided combat, on this horse without a saddle. Too, despite all the sun she had taken, her face was far from dark as most of theirs; Melisende had the blonde’s tendency to freckle, rather than to tan. And her eyes were blue. 

    With tears slipping from her eyes to sparkle on her cheeks, furrowing the dust, she sat her horse and watched as Guy Kingsaver plunged like an enraged lion into the sword-slashing melee on his unsaddled draught-horse. 

    A broad-swept scimitar struck blue sparks from his helm, and the Crusader reeled. But only for an instant. Already he was past that man, and deeper into the steel-shining host. His own sword battered a helmet, struck partway through it, and splintered the Turkish skull it housed. 

    Already the bodies lay beneath the horses’ feet like ripe grain, oozing their crimson sap upon the earth of Egypt. Over those mangled shapes of once-men, and those they should have been loving rather than slaying, drummed the slashing hooves of the warhorses. 

    With his sword a blur of silver, the Crusader struck, and struck. Around him rose the screams of horses and warriors of both sexes, the horrid clanking sound of heavy steel blades biting into flesh and blood, its terrible crash and screeching, teeth-edging scrape along shield and mail. Dust rose about the battle, dust rose within it to clog the mouths and dim the vision of the combatants, and blood spattered that swirling dust and carried it scarlet to the ground. 

    Heads and hands sprang through the air, fell to the hoof-torn earth to roll and lie forever still, pounded and slashed beyond recognition by straining warhorses. Obviously the Turks were winning, though Julanar’s women—and the berserk ex-captive who now took their part—were taking a heavy toll of the knights of Saladin. 

    The battle flowed across a hundred yards of plain, tearing up the ground as though it had been plowed, sowing it with bodies and soaking it with blood. The Crusader saw Aziza go down, her face a streaming cauldron of crimson. He hacked and slashed, grunted and ducked and hacked on. A crescent-curved blade struck his left arm, but failed to bite through the linked steel covering it. Yet that shield-arm was limp and tingling for many minutes, so that he was forced to let his horse take its own course and defend himself with sword and weaving body, for his sword arm was constantly amove, far too busy to bother with reins. 

    A blade came rushing at him when his own was at the end of its sweep in the opposite direction. Desperately Guy hurled himself leftward. At the same instant that his saddle-less horse plunged to the right. Unable to recover, he plunged to the ground. His knee drove down into a blood-smeared chest. Then he was up, dodging a vicious cut, diving aside from a great black horse and dragging himself into the empty saddle of a roan who seemed happy to bear his weight. 

    His sword flashed and glittered like balefire, and in seconds the world boasted two less followers of Allah and his prophet Muhammad. Then the Crusader was somehow side by side with a fire-eyed woman in golden breastplates. In a momentary lull, she cut viciously at him. Only his mail and the jerk of his arm saved him from being chopped through the shoulder. With a grunt, Guy sank in his spurs. His horse bolted ahead, nearly bowling over another, whose rider Guy struck so hard in the back that the man pitched forward to the ground, though his armor had held. 

    Seconds later that warrior was a mass of red jelly beneath the hooves of more than one lunging, staggering, blood-sliding horse. 

    A man rode at him, sword high as he stood in his stirrups, and Guy’s vicious, full-force backhand chopped the sword-wielding arm from the Turk’s body. Shrieking, the man plunged past on his snorting mount, to prove easy prey for the first woman he met. 

    The horses plunged and braced and skidded over a carpet of blood-spattered steel and bone and flesh tattered like ancient cloth. 

    Within the melee, concentrating only on staying alive and reducing the number of those bent on the opposite end, Guy hardly noted that the battling mass became less noisy, that somehow it was less crowded, that horse after horse was riderless and retreating from the scene of carnage. In a superhuman effort that should not have been possible save for his battle-rage and berserk lust, the Crusader, hurled himself onto one of those beasts as his own second mount was cut from beneath him. 

    He chopped and chopped again, slashing and swinging, slicing armor and flesh, chopping into necks and arms and legs and notching his Spanish blade on shields and spike-surmounted helms. 

    Then the Crusader realized that there were but three women left, and himself, and more than a half-score of the men. 

    He plied his shining blade with throbbing arm in a way that sent three more of the enemy racing down to hell. He saw a warrior-woman slain, back-chopped while she killed another. Both fell and rolled together on the ground, as if armored friends overcome with amorousness. 

    Yet again Guy’s horse was cut down, falling with a wavering scream more piteous than a human’s. He fell, rolled, saw another unhorsed man rushing him with extended scimitar . . . and saw the galloping woman lean out of her saddle and send the fellow’s head rolling. Her golden breastplates flashed in the sun, and then Guy of Messaria rolled again, desperately—for, having saved his life, Julanar now sought to ride him down! 

    To his left, a woman screamed out a gurgling death-cry and fell in a spurting gout of blood like molten lava. 

    Afoot, the Crusader looked swiftly about from within a low-walled castle of bodies, horses and humans alike, all smeared with the ruby juices of life. 

    Now there were five men, four of them mounted, and Guy Kingsaver, and the woman called Lioness. And corpses, a carpet of corpses and crumpled, writhing, blood-streaming forms becoming corpses. 

    A Turk screeched and his hands shot automatically to his face as Julanar’s sword slashed across it. The curved blade took away an eye even as it left behind a deep blood-welling gash. Guy sprang for another man, trying to topple him from his horse; the knight’s scimitar slammed down on his helmet and the Cypriot rolled, dazed, among the dead. 

    He looked up into the face of a bleeding Turk, kneeling over him, swinging down his sword. There was no time to roll or meet that descending blade with his own. Guy’s hand shot up and his big hand slammed into the downcoming wrist with a shock that rattled both men’s teeth. Guy yanked, twisting. The man fell half across his legs. The Cypriot slammed his sword down onto his upper back. The armor partially held; the back did not. It cracked loudly, and Guy struck again in something approaching mercy for an agonized foeman with a broken spine. 

    A riderless horse plunged by. Guy sprang to grasp the stirrup—and cursed his folly, as the horse continued moving, seeking escape from the awful scene of carnage. But it was slowed by the armored body it was now encumbered with, the Crusader’s feet dragging the ground. He continued shouting the Arabic “WHOA!” until the beast at last came to a stop. 

    The handsome black horse turned its head to look curiously back at the man it had dragged a hundred yards. 

    In seconds, that man was in the saddle and turning back. 

    Even as he charged, he saw that Julanar was unhorsed. A man on a plunging bay swung a mighty scimitar blow that sent her helmet rolling. Hair so black it shone blue in the sunlight sprayed out over her mailed shoulders in a great mass. Then she was falling backwards over a dead horse, her legs flying high. The Turkish knight reined, wheeled his horse to return and finish her. 

    “GOD AND FRANKISTAAAAAANNN!” Guy bawled, in a desperate attempt to distract the three remaining cavalryman from her. 

    One of them turned, grinning under his spiked heel like a gaunt brown fox, and spurred to meet the insane Frank on the black horse. His rushing sword struck interposed shield with a sound like fifty such impacts. The off-struck shield buckled, bent back half over Guy’s arm, and he groaned—even as he clove through steel-mesh camail and neck in a great sidearm slash that sent the Turk lurching out of his saddle with the tremendous impact. 

    Then a fallen war-woman rolled over, groaned, with blood bubbling from her lips, and thrust her sword blindly upward. 

    Guy’s new mount emitted a hideous scream as the curved blade slashed into his ponderous sac of balls and on up into his intestine. He wrenched sideways, staggered. Kicking free of the stirrup, the Crusader swung his ironclad leg over before the agonized beast could fall on it. Hurling himself from the screaming animal even as it fell, Guy plunged headfirst to the ground. 

    He groaned as his body rolled over fallen weapons and legs and the leg of a death-jerking horse and the mailed leg of a dead man. 

    The world was a kaleidoscopic rush that left Guy’s eyes useless. But he heard a galloping horse, heard without believing his ears the high-screamed words, “GOD AND HOLY SEPULCHRE!” shouted in French, heard the crash of forged steel on steel mesh and a man’s hideous dying cry. 

    The the Crusader was on his back, up on an elbow that tingled from being slammed against something unyielding, and staring. 

    A new warrior-woman had joined the dying battle, and added to the carnage. As Guy looked, her horse plunged past that of a man who was toppling sidewise from it; she must have slammed her sword into his back at full gallop! Now she reeled in the saddle, sawing at the reins of her still-racing mount. 

    Melisende had joined them. 

    The man she had slain fell, and beside him rose up an unhelmeted woman in gold breastplates and gore-smeared surcoat. Her raging eyes followed Melisende’s horse, carrying her out of the body-strewn battle area. Then the Lioness’s dark eyes dropped to fix their gaze on Guy of Messaria. 

    Julanar rushed at him, swinging her sword up. 

    Guy tugged at his own blade, wondering even then if he could strike her—and learning that he would never know. His sword was caught. The horse over whose twitching leg he had rolled had jerked and thrashed a last time in its death-throes, and now its great body pinned his sword to the ground. 

    So I am to be slain by her after all, the Crusader thought, and he released his grasp on the useless sword to paw out his dagger—which would be of as much value against her scimitar as a Christian life in Damascus. 

    Then the swift-moving horse of the last cavalryman slammed into the running Julanar, intersecting her course so that she struck it like a wall. The woman called Lioness went flying like a doll made of rags and old cloth. 

    The eyes of that last Turk swung to Guy. His lips peeling back in a grin, he jerked his horse’s rein. 

    “DIE, MANGY DOG OF AN INFIDEL!” Melisende’s voice screamed, from somewhere behind the Crusader’s supine form. 

    The Saracen’s eyes jerked up even as he started the charge that would end with his sword smeared with Guy’s blood. It was a moment of respite, and moments, in battle, were as golden hours to a man such as the Crusader. He hurled himself sidewise with all his strength, grunted in pain when his knee came down on something cylindrical, something that rolled . . . . 

    Then he was twisting, pawing up the lance that had fallen from some dead hand, and running with it stretched before him. 

    The Saracen was in the act of turning his mount, having smilingly allowed the charging Melisende to sweep harmlessly past him. His eyes went huge, and then his horse screamed as the lance slammed into its neck just above the shoulder. The beast reared, attempting to get away; Guy groaned as the lance’s haft came up in his armpit with sufficient force to lift him off his feet. He fell sidewise as the Saracen fell backward off his scarlet-welling mount. 

    The ground was soaked in blood, littered with the bodies of men, women, and horses, and weapons. The Cypriot’s mailed hand snatched up a curved Damascene sword as he dragged himself to his feet. His armor now seemed to weigh a hundred pounds; surely it was only a matter of minutes before his muscles collapsed into jelly. . . . 

    Surrounded by bodies, both Without horses, the last two men on that tiny battleground of ferocity and carnage faced each other. 

    “So ye fight with these women spawned of Eblis, do ye, Frank?” 

    “I did,” Guy told him, the words emerging through gasps. He had lost pounds this day, in the coursing sweat that slimed his armor-clad body. “It was only meet that I did—I am called Guy, Son of Eblis by the lord Saladin himself, little man—and I have sent many of his men off to the cold hell!” 

    The man blinked. His face twisted, and he charged. 

    Guy took a vicious chop on his ruined shield, gritting his teeth against the pain to his left arm. Twisting slightly, he sheared away the arm that had wielded that sword. The Turk staggered back from the short-lived duel, staring in horror and disbelief at his blood-gouting stump. Seconds later Guy put him out of his misery. 

    He heard Melisende’s shout as the last enemy fell, but the Crusader ignored it. 

    Slamming his sword down so that it stood quivering in the ground like a solitary marker for all these dead, Guy of Messaria ran, staggering and stumbling in weariness over the corpse-covered ground, to where lay an unhelmeted woman in breastplates of gleaming, shining, blood-spattered gold. 

    There was blood on her lips when he slid an arm beneath her shoulders and turned her onto her back. Dark, almond-shaped eyes stared up at him, and there was no hate in them now, only wonder. Her steel-mailed body trembled in his arms. The gold breastplates were suddenly hard, harsh, ridiculous, a travesty of the woman she was. 

    “My . . . lion!” she gasped. “I’d have . . . killed you willing . . . ly!” 

    “You’d not have done it, ya libwah. A lioness does not slay her mate.” He gazed down at her face. It twitched in pain. 

    She coughed; bright blood burbled over her lip and stained her chin. Within her carapace of linked steel, she had been crushed like a beetle by the racing horse and the impact of her flying fall. 

    “M-ate?” She blinked, blinked again, rolled her eyes, which suddenly widened. 

    “Aye,” Guy said quietly. “Only the truth I speak. We are mated in blood and spirit, in love and hate, Julanar my lioness, I who have saved your life and you who have saved mine. We—” 

    “The sun!” she gasped, and blood covered her chin. “It . . . dims, it fades . . . oh my—my li-on . . . I am cold, and the sun fades from the sky.” 

    He glanced around, realized with horror that she was looking directly up at the blazing circle in the sky, which had not faded at all but had surely cost him ten pounds in sweat this day. 

    “I will warm you,” he said, holding her close, heedless of her blood and the pressure of one ridiculous breastplate of gold. 

    “No . . . let me . . . look at you . . . see you . . . Allah help . . . me . . .” 

    “Aye,” Guy murmured, staring down at her face, “Allah help this—” 

    She interrupted. “Allah does . . . not care,” she gasped, and blood slid from her mouth with every word. “This is what . . . life means . . . and . . .” she coughed. “That’s what de-death . . . is. Death is some-thing that ju—ungh!” She shivered violently and her face writhed. “Just happ-ens. And if . . . if my life is short . . . th-then . . . then I shall have . . . ha-have . . . been here!” 

    “We have lived, Julanar,” Guy said, feeling a tickling behind his eyes, “you and I. Oh we have lived, my lioness, and fucked like children who have just discovered it, like a lion and lioness in perpetual rut, and we—” 

    He broke off. 

    Julanar had gone limp, after a long aspiration. Her eyes stared up at the sun. She did not blink. 

    He stared down at her face for a long while, holding her. 

    “Did you love her, Guy Kingsaver?” 

    He looked up, blinking against the moisture in his eyes, to see another warrior-girl-woman bent over him, gazing into his face with eyes more blue than the sun-splashed sky. 

    He looked again on Julanar’s face; closed her eyes with iron-clad fingers she did not feel. 

    “No,” the Crusader said very quietly. “We were animals together, and she . . . frightened me. But we were drawn to each other. Animals, lions, and our lovemaking was as full of fire and fury as a battle. I smashed her maidenhead, Melisende, did you know that? For you, I used her own whip, the same plaited leather handle she used on you—in you. We were magnificent, she and I, and we were hideous. We loved, and we hated. Neither of us was ever sure, Melisende. She was fierce, and cruel, and loving, and confused, and not quite sane. Rushing to kill me was her last act . . . I wonder if she’d have brought that sword down?” 

    Melisende said nothing. The Crusader was sure the blue-eyed blonde had no doubts; she had known only Julanar’s viciousness. 

    Guy rose to his feet. Now that the battle was over and the need for adrenalinized super stamina had faded, his legs trembled and the muscles twitched. His right arm seemed to weigh fifty pounds. He was aware, too, of a throbbing pain in the left. 

    “We must get from this place.” He looked about. “There are provisions behind many of those saddles, Melisende, and we will need robes or surcoats, and a Saracen helmet. And look, only a few of the horses have really fled. We have our pick of the animals. You take one, and I shall, and we will lead a third.” 

    “A third?” Glancing about, the mail-clad girl seemed to realize for the first time what she saw. She shuddered. They stood in a great charnel house that was already attracting flies and dark circling shapes in the sky. 

    But there was no way, now, for him to wrap a comforting arm around her; no way either that she could have accepted such a gesture. 

    “Aye,” he said. “We must ride. We must soon be far from here, for the buzzards will attract the attention of all within miles. But, her we take with us.” 

    She stared at him, blinking, uncomprehending. 

    “I have to bury her, Melisende,” the Crusader said. 

   

   

      

    [bookmark: _Toc509478705]Chapter Fifteen 

      

    A Town with No Name 

    Long days had slunk past, with Guy of Messaria and Melisende de Bois-Courtenay riding across the forbidding plain. 

    Perhaps it would have been better to travel by night and sleep by day, but other travelers were abroad then, too, and Guy Kingsaver had rather be surprised in the saddle than on the ground in the shade of some great rock or dune. 

    They rode, and the sun lashed at them, and sweat sloshed when they moved in the saddle. Each of them was in an oven of steel links. 

    And then there was the rain. Guy was sure it was December by now, and the Levantine rainy season was under way. It rained every day, pouring out of sullen skies where moments before there had been the flaming sun-ball. They huddled, muffled their heads and armor in the great cloak he had taken from behind a Turkish saddle, and the voluminous robe of dark blue she had taken from a similar source. The sun was agony; the rain was misery. Surely God hated this land! 

    They had seen a caravan once, southbound, but they had given it wide berth and the column had paid them no attention, two lonely riders in robe and cloak and Saracen helms. Surely, in such weather, there’d have been no caravan, but for the war and Saladin’s necessity of supplies from his base in Egypt. 

    Daily the sky attempted to dump down rain enough to see this ugly land through the long summer of total dryness; daily the sun attempted just as assiduously to suck up all of yesterday’s rain, so that the horizon and the very ground only yards before them seemed to tremble and waver. And then the darkness chased the sun, and the clouds rolled in, and again the rain came crushingly down. The horses slipped and slid and complained. 

    Guy paid them little mind. Accompanied by the ghost of the woman whose captive they had been, whose tormented victim she had been, whose lover he had been, Guy and Melisende hardly spoke. Nor, when they rested, did she seek shelter nearer him than a yard. 

    The way became harder. The rainy season was deepening, coming down swiftly, for it was late in the year in this land called Holy where even the seasons were confused. 

    Meals for the horses were whatever scrub grass they found. Their riders were forced to let them tear at the scraggly nourishment as they plodded on, ever northward. Meals for the pilgrims were the dried meat Guy had brought from the mesa, and the few dates and nuts they had discovered in a fat saddle bag on a horse that must have belonged to the Turkish leader. 

    Guy rode him now, without giving the great black beast a name. 

    And it rained. 

    On what he thought was the eighth day, they came to a town whose walls had been breached in more than one place. They approached slowly, and with caution, though there was no sign of life within those smashed walls. At the tumbled gate, he glanced at Melisende; she was looking questioningly at him. 

    Freeing his sword arm of his cloak and bracing his shield, the Crusader shrugged and made a clicking noise in his cheek. The black warhorse paced forward into the town. 

    Wary, their eyes rolling this way and that, they rode down muddy streets between silent houses with gaping windows and flapping doors. The horses paced with care, just as wary of the sucking, slippery mud that threatened to slide their hooves from beneath them. The noise of their passage was loud and wet and sloppy. 

    There was no one. Not even corpses, or bones, not even vultures or buzzards. These people had fled. There was no way to know whether from Christians or Saracen, or whether on command of Saladin, who had emptied so many hamlets and towns and even cities, ruining their defenses against the relentless advance of the moving wall of mail that was the Third Crusade—King Richard’s Crusade. 

    Guy had no way of knowing where they were. He was sure they had once again crossed up into the Holy Land from Egypt, into Syria or Falashtim, but he could not be certain how far they had plodded northeast. Certainly their daily total of covered miles was miserably low. 

    They came to a wall once more; they had paced the length of the deserted, mud-streeted town. 

    “We need rest, and so do the horses,” he said, checking the rein. “Let’s check the stables for fodder, and find a house with carpets left behind.” 

    She agreed in silence, giving him only a weary nod. 

    Within an hour they had stabled the delighted horses, who were feasted on a small amount of grain and on dry, long-dead but not mouldy hay, and the two pilgrims were themselves in a cozy home whose owners had left behind both carpets and cushions. One fat cushion with a cover of third-grade silk, dirty yellow, was leaking its stuffing on the brown-and-blue carpet. 

    Outside, the rain, which had abated for no more than a half hour, began anew. Heard from within the shelter of a house, it was not nearly so dreary a sound, that steady beating and pattering and the heavy splashes where it ran from the roof. 

    Melisende said nothing as he began stripping, but when he was down to his underclothing, sodden and discolored, she frowned. 

    “What are you doing?” 

    “It’s raining, and there’s a barrel outside. I am going out to wash all this.” 

    “Naked?” 

    He nodded. “I have nothing else to wear.” 

    “You’ll get wet!” 

    Guy laughed. “Aye—and I am going to love it!” 

    She turned away when he began stripping off his drawers. Then, gathering up his clothing, he gave her stiff back a smiling glance, and curbed his sigh. He went outside into the rain. 

    It was as he had thought, though it brought gooseflesh to his skin: he loved it! The encrusted sweat of many days began running off into the mud, which did not notice. When he looked upward, grinning, a harder stream of water ran from his beard onto his chest and plunged down to feel cold on his pubic hair. 

    He was wringing out his clothing in the overflowing barrel when he heard the little squeal. He turned swiftly, instantly ready for anything, even naked. His smile returned; he saw that he had been joined in the cleansing rain by another naked form. 

    But it was, to his eyes and mind, a far more interesting form than his, with sleek-curving hips and broadly rounding backside and jostling, shaking breasts that looked very white and as succulent as fresh dangling fruits. 

    The rain plastered her nearly-white mane to her within seconds, so that she was streaming water when she came to where he stood at the barrel, staring. 

    “Stop staring,” Melisende admonished, dimples creasing her cheeks as she smiled, “or I shall blush, and that will make me angry—and I feel so good! Isn’t rain wonderful?” 

    “We’ll not be saying that by March,” he said, in a sudden attack of practicality. “I am told it rains every day here, this time of year.” 

    “Oh it does, and it’s miserable, but it is wonderful now, and you are an evil, terrible old man to remind me of it!” 

    Stricken with remorse, he muttered an apology. He hardly felt an old man, though, as he took his clothes inside. 

    In the back room of the little house, the cooking room, he wrung out his clothing again, then spread it over a low table to dry. He searched, but the abandoned dwelling contained neither food nor clothing. His surcoat was both dirty and wet, but he drew it on over his nakedness before he went to inspect their little store of food. Enough, he thought, for two or three days more—with a little husbanding. 

    At least there was no problem now about thirst! 

    He transferred the cushions to the back room, all of them, and dragged the small carpets from the front room back there as well. 

    Then Melisende came in, carrying her clothing. She stopped short to stare. She had lost weight as well as he; there was little padding on her hips now, and she seemed to possess no stomach at all. Riding through rain and then blazing sun that sucked up that water—while wearing full armor—was a miserable proposition, but an excellent means of producing figures worth a troubadour’s rhymes. 

    “How dare you have put on clothing!” 

    Guy blinked. He said nothing, merely continuing to stare at her. He felt a stirring along his inner thigh. She was beautiful. And ten days had passed since he had lain with a woman. 

    She extended a hand, making her breast jiggle and rise slightly to aim its sugar-pink nipple at his shoulder. “Give me that surcoat,” she said imperiously, “I’ll take it out and wash it.” 

    “It will serve,” he said. “When we leave, the rain—” 

    She wiggled her fingers. “Off with it! I washed mine, and you shall not be clothed when I am not!” 

    At last he gave in and removed the surcoat—to bare an erected penis that stood before him like the strong bough of a tree. 

    “Hmph,” she said, and took the surcoat, and went outside again, with a great churning of her naked and almost snow-white buttocks. 

    He stood there and tried to take his mind off her nakedness, and he succeeded only in reducing his prideful, needful cock to the point of standing straight out from him, rather than aimed upward. It was at that level when she returned, looking thoughtful. She spread out his surcoat, then stood and gazed into his eyes for a time. 

    “Guy? Do you think we will make it? Will we find our people? Or die on the open land, or be slain because this is enemy country and we have been blessed so far?” 

    Good, he thought. We will talk of something else, and trouble our minds, and I shall be rid of this cockstand! Arrogant bastard, to rise and point so rudely at a woman who does not want it! 

    “We may,” he said truthfully, for he was not a man to dissemble about danger. 

    He had no idea. Perhaps this was his last adventure. So far as he knew, this night, as might have been every other since last July when he had come to this barren land of the enemy with the different god, might be his last on earth. 

    Just now he was far more concerned with her seductively lovely nakedness and with his own obvious response. It was standing high again, that uncontrollable response. He wished it would blow away; that he could slap it down into wormlike quiescence. He could never initiate anything with this woman, this girl, really, of only seventeen years. Not with what there was between them. Not after what she had seen, and perhaps heard; not with what she knew of him and that magnificent lioness he had once known. 

    Melisende sighed and lowered her chin in a faint nod. “You do not lie, even to me. We may live, and we may not. Perhaps I shall be eighteen, and perhaps never. Well, thank God I shall not die a useless virgin, for I have learned that the nun’s life is not for Melisende! That vasty bludgeon standing before ye was my first, Guy, and since we may not see so much as another sunrise, it might well be my last as well.” 

    Naked and slender and white, with her pretty breasts swaying and softly rippling, she came swaying toward him. “Come, warrior . . . plunge that sword of hard flesh into me!” 

    Still he hesitated, the hero-son of a peasant possessed of more nobility than most highborn. “Are you sure about this, Melisende, gentle Melisende?” 

    Her eyes met his steadily from a distance of less than a foot. 

    “Only the truth I speak,” she said. 

   

   

      

    [bookmark: _Toc509478706]Chapter Sixteen 

      

    In the Mud 

    Without another word, the naked man drew the naked woman to him. 

    His descending mouth found her full lips wet and parted. His arm encircled her slender waist. He ran his fingers titillatingly over her sleek, still wet flesh, while he pressed his mouth to hers. The slow, gentle grinding of his hips made her profoundly aware of the blood-bulged staff rising up from his loins. It was a hot bar that beat steadily against her with a pulse that seemed to make it a live thing. 

    That, and the penetrating kiss, sent shivers of excitement racing all through Melisende. She filled his mouth with a long, uninterrupted groan and grasped the thrusting hardness of his buttocks, pads of muscle that felt as if they could impel him all the way through her vagina and nail her on the spike of his groin. 

    He maintained the kiss, making her feel small in his arms, until the inner churning of sexual desire had her grunting and gasping and sweating. She pressed against him, arching up her cunt and ripe bowls of her breasts. The inquisitive squirming of her tongue became a flogging urgency between his lips. Her hands clutched his muscular buttocks as though she sought to bruise them. Deliberately tensing those cheeks, he lowered his hands from her waist. Thrusting deeply with his tongue, he placed both big hands over her backside and gripped one plump cheek in each. 

    “Um-mmmm,” she breathed into his mouth, flexing, squirming the shapely, opulent rondures in his grasp. Her words were uttered into his mouth, barely coherent: “Hands so warm!” 

    His hands continued to roam the rainslick hillocks of her rump, fingers pressing the spongy resilience of its cheeks, teasingly tracing along her tight crease. The sudden delving of an errant finger into that warm division of her buttocks brought a startled gasp from her. She rubbed the root of his thick erection and the heavy pouch beneath it with the soft prominent bulge of her mound, so delicately feathered with sparse, nearly white hair. 

    She hugged him sweetly close, rubbing her vulva against him in open provocation. 

    He was very aware of her silken, honey-skinned breasts against him, pressing their crests into his flesh. He could feel them, two separate points, thickly erect and warmly pulsing. And urgency was overwhelming him. He had to have her, though he knew that he would be fast, too fast. 

    With shivering willingness, her sighs emerging as little moans, she allowed herself to be backed to the pile of three cushions on the three small carpets from the other room. 

    Once on that pallet he had created on the floor, Melisende went wanton, afflicted with an insatiable itching between the very firm tops of her thighs. 

    Guy could see that her nipples had stiffened and lengthened to throb fatly erect, standing atop the smooth summits of her perfect tits. Her thighs were well open, a blatant sexual invitation. Her eyes, the flushed heat of her face, and the lustful, abandoned aspect of her posture invigorated him and spurred him. 

    Her Mediterranean blue eyes rose from his heavy erection, standing high before him, throbbing with its engorged blood in a series of lewd salutes to her loveliness. She met his gaze. Her breath was coming fast and her eyes seemed to house flames behind their blueness. 

    “Must I say it again? Come, warrior, plunge that great sword into me . . . fuck me!” 

    With a smile, he dropped swiftly to his knees between her thighs, which were wide apart, the pouting, slitted niche of their juncture well parted by her uplifted knees. 

    He used his fingers to guide his stiff and distended organ between the juicy outer lips of her vulva. Her hands leapt up automatically, voraciously, to his neck. She pulled him strongly onto her, into her. The oval ring between her inner labia grabbed his swollen glans, stretched around its sensual girth. She pulled as he pushed and his sweltering cock was quickly wedged deep in her. 

    His kisses and caresses had built her desire to the fever point. Her rage to quench her own flaming desires made a chaotic shambles of her mind. She seemed borne up by wings of ecstasy, completely abandoning herself to the delicious sensations. 

    The thick shaft was searing and skewering in her. She could feel it all, with an intense awareness of his cock’s forcing her warmly clinging lovelips to dilate around its lecherous breadth. 

    Her legs snapped wide, quivering with tensed muscles, and he had to lie on her and reach out with both hands to drag them back. He felt their shivers of sensual response. Their warmth was an erotic joy against his palms. 

    He was too aroused; it had been too long. He could not hold back, could not cruise his thick cock slowly in and out of her to make it last. No, he plunged and lunged like a raping barbarian. He had fought that last battle with a berserker’s fury; now, a week later, he fucked the same way. He pounded throbbingly into her with a male vigor that shook her and made her squeal. 

    Her restless hands prowled his back, his hips, the lewdly thrusting bowls of his muscular ass. A sudden hot current of wanton need took her and she thrummed her heels, rubbing his humping hips with her thighs, then planted the soles of her bare feet on the carpeted floor. She exerted herself to arch her wet-thatched mound up, while she pressed down with her soles, in a lust-dictated effort to draw and force him deeper and deeper inside it. 

    “I—I can feel it! I can f-feel the head of that marvelous truncheon of yours . . . right in the very bottom of my—ah! My CUNT!” 

    Grunning, he swiveled his hips to heighten the raking of his deep-seated glans over her cervix. 

    She squealed in delight, then seemed to go all weak and flaccid. Her legs slid out to lie flat. Her eyes became huge azure marbles that stared glassily up at him. 

    He began pumping hard and fast. His flesh slapped hers with loud sounds. The throbbing shaft of his turgid cock plunged and plowed into the juicily luscious recess, a warm wet cocoon well-greased with sweat and his pre-seminal juices and her own inner lubricant. 

    Riding her fiercely, unable to hold back, he gasped and grunted at the feel of the pounding heat of the blood rushing through his veins. 

    “I—it’s going to,” he gasped, stiffening, “to happen!” 

    “No!” she cried, but instantly clamped her lips so as not to spoil it for him by betraying her own disappointment. She needed more, more. 

    He went taut, groaned. A fiery torrent of sperm went rushing, cascading in to mingle with the seething juices flowing in her eager slit. He continued, jerking in love spasms, squirting out his semen while the fleshy warmth of her cunt remained like a powerful, satin-covered vise all around his plowing organ. 

    He filled her utterly with bubbling, seething sperm. 

    He continued pumping his spent cock into that slimy pool of his own liquid seed as long as he could, while she held him with fiercely tight arms and strained the seething pudding of her loins up to his. Then he was panting, too exhausted to continue moving. 

    His body sagged upon hers. The gasping girl held him clamped there, happy beneath his weight. 

    Happy, he knew . . . but wanting. He felt no shame, no guilt. He knew that he would soon be ready again; there was more than one arrow in the quiver of Guy Kingsaver of Messaria! 

    Carefully keeping his emptied but unshriveled penis in her, he began to play. He nibbled at her sweat-damp breasts, licked them, tasting the salt as his tongue traced over the swollen, jiggly, pink-tipped turrets until they were coated anew, this time with his saliva. 

    She seemed surprised, but she responded, stroking him even as she sighed under his gentle lips and tongue. She felt his teeth, inflicting little love-nips all over her breasts. Then he was cupping them in his hands, crushing them together in the center of her chest, lowering his onto the upsurging masses, lowering his mouth to hers. 

    “Uh-ummm,” she groaned. “You’re . . . my breasts are bursting! No, no—stay where you are! Crush them!” 

    They kissed. They kissed a long while, and their hands were ever active. Then his tongue was imitating a cock, plunging strongly in and out of her mouth in a steady, deep-thrusting tempo. She loved it. She shivered in excitement. She squirmed; moaned when his penis slipped out of her sperm-filled gap. 

    Immediately, her hand worked its slithering way between them to enwrap the slippery-sticky staff. As their long kiss continued, as he squeezed her wet pubic mound until she twitched at the pressure, her hand squeezed and slipped up and down his limber wand. 

    “Keep at that,” he murmured into her mouth, “and you will soon have that back inside you.” 

    “I want it back inside me!” 

    “I know,” he told her. “It’s been long days, over a week, and I was too fast. This time you will have it much longer, Melisende. I’ll give you a ride on my cock-horse until you’re saddle sore!” 

    Her belly trembled with her throaty little chuckle. “I have it longer, already,” she said, steadily yanking that lengthening shaft. They laughed together, in delight. 

    Had he not just spent in her so that his penis was coated with both her sticky juice and his, he would have suggested that she take him in her mouth. But he knew her not well, and he would not ask or suggest something she might find repugnant. She was still poor, gentle Melisende to him, despite her joining the recent battle like one of those pre-Christian warmaids of the Norsemen; he could not remember their names. 

    And as they toyed with each other, they re-erected together, her nipples and his prick. Both became thick pink extrusions standing from their bodies. 

    And she surprised him, astonished him: “Am I very wicked if I say I want to taste it?” 

    “Yes,” he told her. “Marvelously wicked. Delightfully wicked!” 

    He rolled onto his side, then his back, watched as she floundered down along his body on hands and knees, the quaking masses of her tits lovely white cones swinging and jumping beneath her. 

    Then, without any sort of preamble at all, his still-swelling penis was trapped tightly in her sweet young mouth. It was, he had to assume, a virgin chamber. 

    He groaned and quivered. To his ears came her slurping, sucking sounds as she slid her head back, and back, and then swooped it down again, with him watching her take his broad length into the well of her face. She pumped that well on his flesh. Now she was able to feel his very balls against her face, so much mighty male organ did it contain. 

    She slid it forth only long enough to say, with a happy smile of completely ingenuous salaciousness, “Mmmm—I love it!” 

    Then she claimed it again. With the head of his penis firmly captured between her soft lips, she massaged its very tip with her darting tongue. Her hands slid around him, under him, to knead and caress the hard cheeks of his butt. Then he was shivering as she began sucking more and more stiff cock into the sweet moistness of her mouth. 

    His hands stroked the silky softness of her hair; tugged it lightly, and pulled at her earlobes. They had long since been pierced, after the manner of the people who had made her a slave for five years, but there were only the holes, no rings. He resolved to get her a pair, if they lived, as he thumbed the puckered little punctures. 

    She began sucking at the big, still-growing penis imbedded in her oral grip, pressuring it with lips like warm elastic. Her eyes sweetly shuttered, she swiped her tongue around and around in a constant motion that worked his need up to a frenzied pitch. 

    “Enough,” he groaned. “Both of us want it in you.” 

    She slid her mouth lingeringly up off his standing tool, a great angry-red pole now, and she gazed at him up the length of his torso. 

    “Guy . . .” She paused, ran her tongue over her lips. “I . . . I think . . . I need . . . um, Guy . . .” 

    He stretched out an arm to press her thigh in the big warm clamp of his hand. 

    “My very first time,” she said, not looking at his face, now. “I was raped, wickedly, with that . . . that whip handle. Then it was you, and though you made it so lovely, there were still all those people around . . . all those staring, sneering women . . . we had no choice, neither you nor I. And then it was the Turk . . . you know. After the . . . the whipping. He was rough—” 

    “Brutal,” he said, stiffening his lips. 

    “Um. Well . . . I think maybe I . . . maybe I like it, uh . . . well . . . could we try . . . a, a game?” 

    “A game?” He was bewildered, though he had an idea that she must mean—but she was talking, nodding, talking excitedly. 

    “Suppose . . . suppose you came here just as we did, except that you were alone, and this was my home—I was still a slave—and they left me behind when they fled . . . whatever they fled. And you came in, and made me do what I just did, put this lovely thing in my mouth. But then I ran, and you had to chase me down, and . . . and . . .” 

    “Rape you.” 

    She nodded, still without looking up. 

    His big chest rose and fell in a sigh. “No man would turn down such an invitation, Melisende. But I may have trouble being rough with you. I’ve seen you hurt, I know what sort of—owww!” 

    She had looked up sharply, with anger flashing in her eyes, and then: “Don’t you feel sorry for me! I took it, I took it all—and I galloped in and killed a man, too! Don’t feel sorry for me, Cypriot pig!” she cried, and she slapped his balls sharply, and then was on her feet and running out into the other room. 

    Guy lay screwing up his face and squinting his eyes for seconds, pain tightening his stomach and intestines, surprise and then anger ramming through his brain. 

    Then he was thrusting back the pain in his mind, getting swiftly to his feet and charging into the other room after her. 

    She was not there. 

    “God’s balls!” he snarled, and with his own sending him little messages of pain as they swung, he charged out the door after her, into the falling rain and the mud. It was ankle-deep in that dark street, and he slipped and slid just as much as the fleeing white form he saw just ahead through a curtain of rain that was chill on his sex-warmed body. Once he slipped and went to his knees, plunging into nearly four inches of mud. 

    She fled without squealing, without laughing, but with frequent backward glances. That slowed her, and his legs were longer and far more muscular, and in seconds he was just behind her, then reaching out for her. He realized he could not just hurl himself upon her, or bring her down with both arms wrapped around her thighs—she’d fall face-down into the mud. 

    So, skidding, slapping his feet about for balance, he wrested her to a halt, half spun her, and slapped her sharply across her naked bounding breasts. She squealed, her face screwing up, and then he wrapped a big hand around each of those juddering firm-fleshed thrusts. He clamped. 

    She was instantly still, shivering at the flow of sharp, lancing pain that radiated out from his fingers through the superb masses of rounded girl-flesh. 

    “Down, bitch,” he snapped. “Kneel! So you’re a trembly snivelly little virgin—that’s of no interest to me, save that I like breaking the dams of stoppered pussies and hearing silly little blonde virgins squeal! Now kneel—I have a lot of cock that wants to warm itself up your belly!” 

    For a moment a smile tried to tug at the corners of her, pink mouth, as she realized he was playing her game, and embellishing upon it. Even as she hesitated, though, he was mauling the swelling contours of her ripe, soft breasts, and it hurt. She sagged, whimpered, and went to her knees. 

    The rain pelted down on them as her knees sank deeply into the oozing mud. Strangely, it was a soft caress on her flesh, like softly-stuffed silk. He surprised her by stepping behind her—and then she was emitting a fearful squeaking sound of shock as he tipped her forward. Her hands leapt down desperately, catching her so that she rested there on hands and knees, with the mud from her down-slapping hands dark and slickly sliding on her dangling breasts and arms. 

    “AH!” she cried, for his hands had come down onto the outhrust cheeks of her bare rump with force enough to make the sound echo and re-echo from the little houses lining the street. 

    Then she cried out again, for the swollen crown of his tool entered her coral cleft in a great slamming bubbling searing rush. It pressed strongly on down the gliding furrow of her cunt. But the pain was not great; her excitement had had her damp there, and his seizing her breasts and the rough rape talk had made her positively wet. As he urged himself deeper up into her, his body pressed against the firm canteloupe-halves of her butt. 

    Instantly, orgasm lashed through her in a blinding delight. She tilted up her head and cried out her pleasure to the rain-fulled sky. 

    She could feel the tight bag of flesh cradling his big ballocks slapping her lower thighs as he dug and rooted between the lower curves of her white, silken buttocks. Waves of fire rippled sensuously through her. She was very aware of his hands, grasping and clutching at her hips as if he were trying to drag her back to cram all of his cock and balls up into the slippery tunnel of her vagina. 

    He was jerking roughly, his body slapping her buttocks and jarring her so that her breasts danced wildly under her, while he plunged his pike in and out of her from behind, around and around in her until a cataract of pure rapture coursed blissfully through her and she was suddenly hot, kneeling in the mud beneath the chill rain. 

    She worked to match his motions, rotating her hips in the air as he lunged against her rump with slapping, splashy sounds. Her belly was filled with heated tingles from the magnificent maleness filling its liquid depths. Her vagina clutched him in a sinewy embrace as, on her hands and knees, she squirmed and struggled in a desperate attempt to satisfy the burning itch inside her wet love-mouth. 

    “Lied about that virgin hole, did you, slut? Wide open as though it’s been plowed by dozens . . . I should reward you by knocking the arms from under you and fucking you face down in the mud!” 

    The voice was snarly in her ears, hardly his voice at all, and she trembled with a mingling of fear and delight. And it began again. . . . 

    The muscles of her creamy-sheened thighs flexed and twitched, rippling as shudders raced through her and set the blood pounding hotly in her head. 

    He was writhing against the perfect curves of her rump in an accelerating tide of sensual desire. Flames of passion flickered in his hotly swelling balls as he hung onto her squirmy arse-globes and probed her cunt in riotous, burning need. His hair was plastered to his head, streaming down his forehead; water flowed over him and from him. And it was glorious, all of it. He loved her game as much as she. 

    She was hunching backward in totally wanton response, making whimpering sounds of unrestrained excitement and need. Again it happened; a fabulous climax slammed through her and she screamed aloud in massive sexual gratification. Her back sagged. . . . 

    But he enwrapped the cradle of her hips with both arms and big hands, and holding her close against him, continued to hunch strongly into her weakening body. In her orgasm, her cunt closed and sucked around his plunging, ramming tool, greedily engulfing and holding it deep inside her slippery gash. Where it belonged. Where she wanted it. Where both of them needed it! 

    The rain washed down on them, and it was only one more addition to the experience of pure sensualism. The rain . . . it washed from them the dark shadow of the mesa, and of Julanar, and of his relationship with that strange woman. 

    A groan escaped him and he ground in strongly, feeling himself spiraling steadily to soaring heights of carnal joy. 

    Lust swept over him, and he tried to saw her in half. His cunt-engulfed cock jerked, a big wedge that rubbed every surface of her slick, quivery channel. He lunged violently in and out, plugging and plunging as he plumbed her, moving himself to the brink of orgasm and dragging her ass more tightly back against his sweaty, rain-soaked loins. 

    When he felt it about to happen once more, a maximum exertion of will was necessary for him to do what he wanted to do. But he did; with his teeth in his lip, he jerked his hugely swollen prick out of her. 

    The girl cried out—then squealed loudly again as he raised her, tipped her, and forced her backward. With a great splash that sent nearly liquid mud over both of them to be washed swiftly off by the rain, she dropped onto her back. 

    “Unnh!” she grunted, as he slammed himself again between her legs. Then his chest splatted down onto her breasts, and she made no sound at all, for she hadn’t the breath. 

    “How,” he gasped, “do you—like—your . . . rape, beautiful lady?” 

    “Oh, my darling!” she cried out. Her face was a joyous smile as her arms flung themselves about his neck. Even the mud was a soft caress under her squirming buttocks. 

    His flesh slithered over the superb sculpture of her body, rooting into it like a wild boar in undeniable rut. She dug her nails into the wet, water-running flesh of his shoulders and strained to arch her pierced pelvis up to meet his grinding, viciously powerful thrusts. 

    It came surging up to pour into her, and the Crusader laughed aloud as she shrieked in joy, receiving his seed. 

    Tomorrow, he told himself, grinding himself into her. Tomorrow, we shall saddle the horses and ride forth again in search of King Richard and the army—and to find . . . what? 

    Well, he mused, if it be death . . . then I shall have lived, I shall have been here! 

    And he picked the dripping, sighing, laughing girl up from the mud of the street and, with his seed running from the reddened slit of her belly, he staggered back into the house that was theirs for the rest of the night. 
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