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Chapter One 

“Hummmm, my sweet,” the redheaded wench reached across the sheets feeling that sensuous line from waist to hip—where the fingers get lost as they make their way along the valley to the rise, then drop for a moment to stir a dormant fire—perhaps. 

She pulled forward, closer to his back, cradling him with her nakedness.

Such a fine ass! her inner voice exclaimed, as she ran her hand over his hip again and then reached down to tease an erection from his slumbering penis. Morning light through the vine-draped window fluttered against the brocade walls of her boudoir. As the wind outside the window rustled through the arbor of leaves, shadows changed into spaces of pure light then eased back to grey, only to transmute again with another breeze.

She snuggled warm against her lover, noting that his cock had sprung to life, revived by her warm hand and the kisses she placed affectionately on his shoulder. 

“Ah, love, you’ve worn me out,” he murmured to her quietly, slowly turning her way. 

“You wore me out, fine sir. You should feel my ass, even now it burns.”

He pulled her into his arms; so fair and slight, so delicate, so pure of form—and such a randy, bawdy, bratty bitch. He reached around to squeeze her ass. 

“If you hadn’t been such a rebellious slut, I wouldn’t have had to blister it so soundly. You make light of our affair, when any minute it could condemn you.”

“If I had a husband who cared, perhaps so. But he’ll turn the other cheek should he find out. I’m sure he has some paramour making him happier than I ever have.”

“I wouldn’t be so sure, milady. I’d err on the side of caution. Your husband is a powerful man. You cannot afford his wrath.” They nuzzled together as though they were singing tender love poems in each other’s ear. 

“And I, sir, am a powerful woman,” she purred back to him. “No one can take that from me.” Her legs scissored with his as her crotch ground itself into the firm bulge between his thighs. 

“You’re a foolish, foolhardy woman to think that.” His hand was on her breast squeezing the fullness until he could feel her react—face wincing. He let go and she breathed out with a delicious sigh. 

He moved his grip back to her ass and squeezed again. “Still sore, you say?”

“Hummm, yes. Shouldn’t it be?”

He sneered at her, his black mustache twitching as he remembered the evening before. The picture of her ass over his legs was priceless for a man who’d dallied with this strumpet’s dangerous shenanigans the last twelve months. Sometimes, it seemed as if she went out of her way to get caught—though he knew that was unlikely. The price she would pay for her adulterous behavior would be too high for this vain beauty. Regardless of her aristocratic birthright, she could not afford to be too reckless—and she knew that, as well as any woman. Fornication outside marriage was nothing to be toyed with. Loss of title? Public humiliation? That would not be in this lady’s repertoire of outrageous fun.

And yet, Prince Tasio often wondered about her careless dance with fate.

When she arrived at their lovenest, she’d taken few pains to disguise herself. Women of her rank did not venture out alone—hardly ever in the light of day, and never in the evening. Yet, she was by herself, cloaked in mink and jewels riding through the streets sidesaddle on her haughty mare, proud as you please. It was no telling how many eyes saw the noble lady, even recognized, Marie Jolie Gabrielle Antoinette. 

As soon as she was safely behind the walls of his estate, he’d drawn her over his lap, raised her skirt like a mountain over her head to bare her buttocks, and then spanked her as long and as hard as he could. He reddened her plump cheeks with his hand to start, and because he was so furious with her, he grabbed her hairbrush from her satchel and whaled on her ass and thighs until they were scorched and scarlet. The more she fought him, the more she cried, the more inspired he’d been to continue—little did she know how her wails galvanized his energies to the purpose. She was beside herself with anger and frustration, hissing and spitting at him, legs kicking, arms flailing, all her strength marshaled for the task before he even thought to tell her what her fight did to him.

“You keep this up, I’ll spank you all night!” he finally confessed. 

“Nooooooooooo,” she was in tears, but immediately trying to calm.

“That’s better,” he decided as the staccato of smacks to her ass cheeks slowed. When he finally halted, she relaxed, breathed deep, then tried to push herself off his lap.

“Oh, no, you don’t.” He had her securely captured with his left arm around her waist. Being such a tiny thing, she hadn’t been hard to keep under control; although by then, he was fairly well exhausted. Thankfully, she was too. “You’re staying right here until I’m finished with you. And you’d better listen carefully to what I say. You hear?”

“Yes,” she snuffed as though she’d been truly hurt. Her bottom was throbbing from the scalding heat. 

“Yes, what?” he jumped on her paltry reply. 

“Yes, sir.” She snuffed again. 

“Much better. You remember that, milady. And you remember that I will end this affair if you’re ever as careless, thoughtless and inconsiderate as you were tonight. Is that clear, Madam?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You risked your life—if not your life, your position, your wealth and your dignity to come here in such a negligent way. Should you get caught, fair lady, I will not defend you. You will be on your own to suffer the consequences of your behavior. I’ve told you this before, I will not tell you again. I worry that you’re headed for catastrophe… and if that happens, I will wash my hands of you. Is that clear?”

“Yes, milord.”

“Very well, then,” he said, as he stood up and pulled the lady to her feet. Despite the serious tone of her punishment, the spanking had made his penis as hard as a rock. He was done with lectures and grim warnings. Tearing at her clothes, he had her naked in minutes, and was chasing her up the stairs to bed where the fornication began and didn’t stop until the very wee hours of the morning when they were too exhausted for more.

“Yes, I’d say your ass should be a bit sore,” Tasio answered her question. “Would you like for me to redden it again. I rather enjoyed the fun.”

“Please no, sir. I think I’ve had enough to teach me the lesson.”

“Hope so. But I can’t say I didn’t like the look of your ass. Pretty sight, it was.”

“There are probably bruises,” she replied.

“Let me check.” He turned her over and inspected the surface of her two cheeks. What had once looked like a claret wine in color was now as fair and pure as cream—with the notable exception of two places—one on each naked cheek where the hairbrush had roughed the surface enough to leave a small red rash.

“Too bad,” he droned. “I would have hoped for more.”

“Yes, I’m sure you would,” she exclaimed haughtily. “And have my husband wondering how I came to have such marks on my behind?”

“Would he have occasion to see your behind, milady?”

She pursed her lips playfully, “I think not. We aren’t getting along at all, which was why I had to come to you last night.”

“And if you’re not in your bed this morning?”

“Milord Gilbere is away from home.”

“I see. And for how long?”

“Just two nights. I should be going home today.”

“And you can explain this absence how?”

“My servants heard my fight with my husband; I told them that I was going to Camilla’s to repair.”

“That excuse should hold. Your cousin is more devious than you are.”

“And isn’t that grand? You and I wouldn’t have met otherwise.”

“That is an event that I often regret.”

“Oh, milord, how can you say that?”

“Easily, Maria Jolie Gabrielle Antoinette, you cause me such trouble.”

She giggled hearing him use her entire given name. He never knew how to address her and would often just pick a name to use for a day, then quit it the next, deciding that Antoinette, or Netty, or Gabby or Jolie would be better. She responded to them all—though she always thought of herself as just plain Jolie. 

The sweet redheaded coquette batted her lashes at him and pulled out of bed. “I need to be going.”

“I thought you had most of the day.”

“I do. But I need to show my face at Camilla’s before I return home.”

There was a nasty banging on the door below.

Prince Tasio jumped from bed, grabbed his robe and started toward the bedroom door. Surely, a servant would answer the hail, but not after the first pounding, or the second. This disturbed him. He was just about to enter the hallway when he heard a commotion on the stairs outside the room. Instinct made him pull back, leaving both he and Jolie Gabrielle Antoinette standing with eyes wide and jaws open as several members of the guard burst through the door. Despite the fact that she was stark naked, Jolie’s feet were frozen to the floor as two hefty men went for her arms. 

“What call have you to be here!” Prince Tasio cried out.

“Off of me, you brutes!” Jolie shouted.

The guards did not reply, though the Captain strode to face off with the Prince, eyes glaring.

“You should keep your harlots better hidden, or better yet, stick to harlots and stay away from noble whores.”

“I am not a whore!” the furious harpy spouted off as she struggled against the men who held her. 

The Captain’s lips turned into a snarl as he waltzed his way to the captured woman. He pawed her chin with his fingers. She spat in his face.

“Ooo, my,” he shook his head. “You’ll have to do more than that to upset me.” Pulling a handkerchief from his pocket, he wiped his cheek. 

“Pretty, isn’t she,” he inspected her naked body.

“Please, I need my clothes.”

“Clothes? Not where you’re going.”

“Ah, sir, please, you cannot detain me. I shall call for my husband and all of this will be explained.”

“It was your husband who sent us to arrest you, Maria Jolie Gabrielle Antoinette Gilbere.”

She looked aghast. “No, please say that is not so!”

“You’ve been caught bare-assed, milady,” the Captain snickered. “A fine one too, by the looks of it.” He strained to see between Jolie and the guard at her left, while she tried to dance away from his gaze—an impossible task. The guard pushed her toward him. “Pretty little quim we have here,” he patted the soft hairs on her Venus mound as she jerked away. “I’ll bet you’re still wet from sex.”

“You will not know!”

“Of course, I will,” he snarled moving closer and thrusting one finger deep into the forward cavity. “Ah, yes, you are aroused. How good for us. Will grease the path nicely.” He was about to rip his pants away.

“No, you will not, sir.” She jerked hard against her captors. 

Prince Tasio strode forward and laid his hand on the Captain’s arm. “If the lady is under arrest, then you should take her to your jail,” he reminded him.

The two men glared at each other eye to eye, until the Captain finally backed down. “Yes, you are so right. We’ll take her treasure later, in the dark of night, when no one’s there to witness the molestation.” He laughed and whisked himself around. “A robe for the lady—to protect against the chill. We can’t have her freezing that sweet little fanny of hers before she’s convicted of the crime. You, Prince, would be wise to leave the county for awhile—until this one’s been dispensed with.”

“Where will she go?” Tasio asked, out of curiosity.

“That depends on her husband’s disposition. These days, however, adulteresses have been shipped off to the island prison once their public persecution is over—or they’re given away as indentured servants to work off their time.”

“That severe?” he looked as interested as he would a question of the weather. 

“There have been a rash of unruly, fornicating wives in the last year. The administrator wants to make an example of women like this one.”

“She does have a powerful position and a powerful husband.”

“That’s exactly what makes her the perfect candidate for the Administrator’s purposes. And with a husband who doesn’t want her…”

“He does want me!” Jolie cried out.

The Captain turned to her. “Oh? I think you’re in for a surprise, milady.”

“I did warn her, just last night,” Tasio added sadly. 

“It was too late, then, sir,” the Captain remarked. “And may I suggest that you find your pussy in a more legal manner from now on. There’s talk of prosecuting the men who lead these women into sin.” 

“Ah, that will never happen,” Tasio exclaimed. “Not with the randy sorts of escapades going on in the Administrator’s bed.”

The Captain smiled, knowingly. “Talk, yes. But you never know what the more conservative elements of the government might decide in the name of justice. It’s sure, though, that this lady has fucked on her last pair of silk sheets.” He turned to the guards. “Now we must be off.”

“Ah, my sweet, Gabrielle, Antoinette… I am truly sorry, my love. It has been such a pleasure loving you.”

Her tears were real, though there was little sincerity in her lover’s voice. Had this all been for nothing? Where was her heart now?


Chapter Two

“What is this!” the magistrate’s great body swooshed through his chambers with the skirt of his judicial robe whipping like the cloak of death. His imperious eye glared at the accused, inspecting her nose to toes, noting specifically her odd attire. 

“She’s been arrested for adultery,” the Captain of the Guards answered. Snapping the heels of his black boots together, he saluted the Judge. 

The magistrate looked perplexed. “Have I tried her for any crime?” he wondered.

“No, no yet, sir.”

“Then put her in some clothes,” he scowled darkly as the woman clutched the two sides of the cloak together to cover her nakedness. “You’re premature to discard her garments before the trial. This is shameful.”

“Yes, sir,” the starched officer snapped, as he remained dutifully at attention. 

Annoyed, the magistrate grumbled, “Go now!” as he shooed them off.

Grabbing the accused by her makeshift attire, the Captain of the Guards whisked her with him out the door.

Two hours later, the formal proceedings began. Marie Jolie Gabrielle Antoinette stood before the magistrate in a court filled with gawking gossip-seekers. There were no seats in the Judge’s chambers—as defendants spent little time before the magistrate under such circumstances. At least now, the accused was properly clothed, and handsomely so. She was beautifully dressed in an emerald gown. The color of her broad satin skirt dappled glimmering in the torchlit room. Her low bodice revealed the white flesh of her bosom as it graciously heaved with every measured, anxious breath she took. A thin film of perspiration covered her skin, which only made her look more gloriously seductive to the eye of a lecherous man. Her lips were dabbed with pink, her cheeks pinched and flushed, and her incorrigible green eyes sparked with a flirtatious luster, as though she had plans to woo the Judge. 

He was impressed; but grumbling under his thick beard. 

“The accused’s name?”

“Marie Jolie Gabrielle Antoinette Gilbere,” the bailiff announced. 

“And her crime?”

“Adultery.”

The man stared out at the crowded room. “What’s happened here? Has this province run amok? Are there no true and honest women anymore?” He waited for an answer, as if someone was supposed to reply. 

“I couldn’t say, sir,” the gawky prosecutor finally spoke up.

“And you, woman! What have you to say for yourself?”

“I’d beg some mercy from the court and a conference with my husband,” Jolie replied, in a genuine effort to sound sincere, even contrite. 

“Is the husband here?” the magistrate searched the room, finally seeing a man of obvious wealth step from between two guards. 

“Gilbere? That you?” the Judge squinted to see the aging, but dapper looking gentleman. His waistcoat was of the finest cloth, his necktie silk, and his manicured hands ringed in gold. He had a courteous bearing, though a little severe, and an eye that could not look at his wife with anything but complete contempt. 

“Yes, sir, it is Antonious Gilbere.”

“It is your wife who stands accused? What do you say to that?”

Jolie looked back longingly at her husband, finding nothing but a cold stare as she sought his mercy. “That she be delivered to this court for trial as an example of the rampant unfaithfulness that plagues this region,” the stern husband replied.

The magistrate nodded. “You are offended?”

“Deeply.”

“My condolences to you, my friend,” the Judge said with some real sadness in his gravelly voice. 

Gilbere nodded and the Judge returned his eyes to the faltering woman.

“Please, husband, if I could have just a few minutes of your time, alone.”

“My time for you has expired,” he replied coldly. 

“Sir, please,” she cocked her redhead cutely, as she might have early in their marriage when they still had a marriage in more than name. She offered him a sighing smile that dripped with gracious sweetness. 

“Don’t demean me further with your theatrics, Antoinette. I am not moved nor amused by your cloying antics.”

“But just one word alone. Please.” Her eyes looked so pitiful.

He was deaf to her pleas. “Deal with her as you will, Antheus,” Gilbere declared to the Judge. He turned on his heel and strode from the room. 

A roar of amazed gasps rose noisily from the audience.

Boom! The magistrate rapped his thick staff on the chamber floor to quiet the chattering gawkers.

“Cage her in the square pending trial. I’ll read the case before the public tomorrow, four o’clock.” He banged his staff again. “Now, clear out!”

The marketplace bustled with frenzied animation. The smell of fresh fish mingled with the aroma of wine, while dust and grime covered everything with a layer of silt, muting colors with the stains of living. Portly men and tall ones, with wives of similar or opposite build strolled through the alleys and lanes, looking into bins of fruit—oranges, grapes and pears—into barrels of fresh-baked bread, at jars of pickles and enormous wheels of cheese. For dinner, they purchased slabs of Gouda and honey bread, which they ate at the marketplace hall where an auction of goods was conducted nearly round the clock. Except for the hours between midnight and first light, the gavel pounded to seal the acquisition of traded goods from cattle, to sheep, to grain, to chickens, to human slaves. The procession was as endless as the buyers with coin for purchase. 

For the amusement of this carnival, street musicians played pipes and stringed instruments. A joker or two juggled bottles and apples, while a mellow singing songstress climbed the high pitches of her favorite aria—all this while the magpies of dissent and debate argued politics and reform. Emotions swelled and emotions ebbed as the hours passed, and marketers entered and disappeared, and were replaced by another assemblage of humankind, there to make wagers, buy their stores, and catch up on the scandals and calamities springing from this tiny corner of the earth. 

There was a new felon in the square. Marie Jolie Gabrielle Antoinette Gilbere had been delivered to her cage at ten that morning, thrust into an iron-barred crate where she’d remain until the following afternoon. While her trial was still a day away, she was already on trial before the leering masses. They passed by her new home to see the noblewomen in satin green attempting to fend off the glaring gazes and the merry chatter that accompanied their interest in her. They pointed, jeered and ridiculed the lady in the fancy dress. A few young boys threw rotten fruit that got hung up on the bars. Pieces landed on her clothes, soiling her skirts; and when she tried to close her eyes and close out their taunts, they banged at the cage with sticks and spit and called her names—like whore, trollop, harpy, bitch.

The worst of the harassment occurred late in the morning and early in the afternoon when the marketplace was the busiest, packed with human flesh looking for a few thrilling moments to take home and dwell on for the week. 

Later in the day, once the children were gone, a few middleclass ladies came to haughtily inspect the adulteress. Their sneering judgment was a reflection of their mirthful occupation with the demise of noble ladies. There had been three in three months to amuse their minds and add to their prattling conversation. 

“She could have picked a more modest dress, don’t you think?” the first bitty spoke. 

“Looks like a fancy whore to me,” her friend scoffed. “I don’t know how she’ll convince a judge of her innocence.”

“She gets this far, ladies,” another hoity snickering harridan said, “she’ll be convicted.” She nodded her head to make her point. “No magistrate can refuse to appease the masses when they want flesh—good, fine, noble flesh is always the best to punish. I think it’s detestable that they put women through these public horrors, but then, she did break the law and she does know the consequences of her crimes. Shameful. Utterly shameful.”

“Just look at her,” the first lady pointed to the prisoner.

The sad young noblewoman sat inside the cage, leaning against the bars. She had been pretty in the morning, in the magistrate’s chambers, but she wasn’t now. There was, however, a subtle beauty to her face inside its sadness. She looked perpetually resigned and infinitely subdued. The fire in her eyes was gone, reduced to a passive green. 

“Looks a bit haunted to me.” The most compassionate viewed her with a different eye than the other snobbish, indignant women.

“She’ll be haunted, all right. Haunted all the way to prison, if she survives the punishment she’ll suffer.”

Nothing got through to Jolie now. They could have spat in her face, glared at her all night, thrown cow dung into the cage; she would remain unmoved and indifferent to the world. Escaped. Spent. Deep within, she prayed for night. The marketplace would clear and she’d be alone with the jailer who sat some distance off, just watching. 

*** 

The gavel banged on the massive rostrum, quieting the clamoring crowd. They were obnoxiously loud for a gentle afternoon, but that was the way of public trials in this jurisdiction—they’d become events of huge proportion. People loved spectacle, the human drama, the anguish, and especially at this time, the titillating scandal surrounding these odd rites. With the roar reduced to a murmur of noise, the bailiff signaled the beginning of the prosecution. On cue, the magistrate appeared with his thick, black judicial robe swishing like a sad but mighty sail, hung in the air by a healthy wind. 

The accused had been taken from her cage and was now standing upright in the box.

She had been demeaned, abused, scorned and spit on. She’d been defeated. Though that was the night before… not now. Now, she stood proudly—without the haughtiness common in her bearing, like what she’d witnessed from many of her censors—but with a noble mien, as if she’d tapped into a power beyond herself, and beyond these horrendous proceedings. 

“The accused is being tried for adultery. And how does she plead?”

“She pleads for mercy from the court,” her defender declared. 

“What witnesses are here to substantiate the accusations?” the Judge asked the prosecutor. 

“Her consort is unavailable for questioning, but we have two others who will substantiate the charges.”

“And who are they?”

The prosecutor stepped aside to introduce his witnesses.

First, the Captain of the Guards testified to the defendant’s seizure—that the accused was found naked in a man’s bedchamber on the morning of her arrest. He rattled off the information without emotion, the first nail in the lady’s coffin. With no questions from the defender, he was excused.

“And who is next?” the Judge asked. 

“The lady’s maid,” the prosecutor revealed. 

Jolie’s eyes opened as she heard this astounding surprise… and even more so when she watched from her box, as Jacqueline LaPierre, her innocent and virtuous maid appeared before the crowd looking as though she’d chased a nightmare through a patch of briars. Her beautiful dark curls were now a rat of tangles, her face tearstained and drawn; her eyes wild with panic. She was so unlike herself, when her buoyant grin and sunshine face could perk the hearts of those in mourning. She was mourning herself, appearing as though she’d lost her most precious prize.

“Ah?” the magistrate looked up with interest as the struggling woman was led to the center of the platform. 

Jacqueline tried shaking off the guard whose fingers clutched her arm. But he wouldn’t budge.

“What have you to say for yourself?” the Judge asked. 

“I have nothing to say, sir,” she spat out defiantly. Having gathered her courage, she looked less frightened and a good deal more certain of herself. 

“You know nothing of this woman’s infidelities?” he probed. 

“I will say nothing to accuse milady.”

“Nothing?”

“That is right, sir.”

“Are you aware of the penalties for refusing to testify?”

“I don’t care about your penalties. I care about my mistress.” She stood more proudly the more she spoke.

The magistrate eyed the woman circumspectly. “You say you are the accused’s personal attendant?”

“Aye, I have been so for three years.”

“Then you’d be privy to her personal business.”

“I suppose I might.”

“Then I suggest you speak of what you know, or the court will find a way to make you talk.”

“I say nothing, sir. Not a word.” She put her foot down hard as she made her point.

The Judge’s eyes flashed angrily. “Put her to the post!”

Jacqueline flinched, but did not object as she was handily taken to the whipping post and strung up to the top so that she had to stand on tiptoe. 

“On her bare back,” he magistrate nodded to the Captain of the Guards, “with the bullhide flogger.”

“Nooooooooooo!” Jolie shrieked. “I will not have her whipped!”

The Judge turned his keen eye on the accused. “You have no say.”

“Should I confess to the crime will you release her?”

“Is that what you’re doing?” he asked.

“No, milady, please. I can take the pain,” Jacqueline cried.

“No, you will not!” Jolie answered. “Release her and I will tell you anything you want to know.”

The crowd stirred excitedly as the argument continued; but now was hushed to a stray cough, or a whispering parent silencing their child. In the middle of the throng, a tiny baby squalled; but he, too, was quickly quieted, forced to his mother’s teat where he happily consumed his dinner. All were focused on the tense moment between the Judge, the accused and the unhappy witness.

“You’re prepared to testify against yourself?”

“Only if this woman is freed. She is innocent in these matters and I wish no harm to come to her.”

“Please, milady no!” Jacqueline shouted. “They will murder you!”

“No, Jacqueline, they cannot kill me.”

“But…”

“Silence, wench!” the magistrate declared. “Captain, set the witness free.”

“I think we should detain her should the accused have lied to us.”

“The accused has already condemned herself. Let the woman go.”

Jacqueline breathed defiantly, as she was released from the whipping post. Her entire being burned with indignation, but she would not say a word—not when her mistress had so determinedly put her body in place of hers. She cast a scornful glance at the magistrate and his court, offered the same to the crowd, and then a compassionate glance toward her lady. She wanted to speak again. 

Jolie shook her head, ‘no’ and then smiled. “I’ll be all right,” she mouthed silently. 

No, she wouldn’t, the sad maid understood, but there was no dissuading her mistress when her mind was set. 

“Tell your tale, ma’am,” the Judge ordered. 

“I have no tale to tell, sir. I am guilty as I have been charged, of carrying on a sexual liaison with a man who is not my husband. I pleaded for mercy when this trial began, I plead now.”

“You have justification for your behavior?”

“Nothing but a loveless marriage.”

“That is no excuse for fornication,” the magistrate decided. 

“Then I am guilty, sir.”

The gavel landed with a thud to quiet a crowd clamoring for revenge. The commotion died and the magistrate spoke again. 

“The accused has been found guilty of adultery. She is to be stripped, caged for humiliation and then publicly flogged. Following this sentence, her husband will determine her fate, and his wishes will be carried out. Captain, you may proceed now.”

Jacqueline had disappeared, her husband had fled the scene long ago—having been little more than a tentative passerby—and Prince Tasio by design had never showed. Jolie was utterly alone hearing the sentence passed, but was strangely at peace. 

Her future was unknown to her. Certainly, her husband would not keep her after this public rebuke. His ego was as powerful as hers, and easier to break. The marriage was permanently tainted by her prurient lust—and her inability to keep the affair a secret. If only she’d been less impertinent and more cautious. If only she’d listened to her lover’s counsel. If only she’d let his wisdom speak, and led her life as a reasonable woman—with her mind, not her heart and her mutinous attitude. Ah, but that does not happen with a wild one the likes of this fair-skinned redhead. 

Pulled from the box, Jolie stood before the crowd to be humiliated, to be stripped of her garments and paraded naked through the marketplace as she was returned to her cage. This was a daunting moment. Fear seeped through every pore. Her nerves were mangled. But oddly, her body was jumping with excitement as the Captain of the Guards stood behind her and cut the neck of her dress in three places with his knife. Then, reaching around, with a hand on either side of the low-cut bodice, he ripped the emerald satin from her, exposing her breasts to the gaping eyes of the impatient crowd. They leered, jeered and laughed, as the once proud noblewoman was displayed before them. 

Jolie quaked to her core, while she bit her lip trying to avoid the great embarrassment this exposure caused.

However, the unveiling was not finished. The Captain of the Guards reached in and cut her skirt with his knife, ripping the beautiful garment into shreds. Tossing the pieces at the crowd, horny young bucks surged toward the platform to claim a fragment of the lady’s attire and a better look at her creamy white thighs and the pink triangle of curls at her crotch. Every bit of cloth from her outer garments to her underclothes disappeared, pocketed by a throng that relished each indignity perpetrated on this disgraced woman. 

Marie Jolie Gabrielle Antoinette was not without feeling—though she did her best to disguise the horrible sensations the unmasking produced. Her insides ground as though sharp-toothed dragons were having a vicious war. One dragon wished to die, while the other laughed in its face. Despite this miserable consequence the strangest feeling of thrill brewed within. If it would have served her purposes, she might have shook her fist in their faces. Instead, she remained calm to the insistent crowd who wanted more of her to revile. But there was no more. Her face, her breasts, her pussy and her ass, all her privates were available for their inspection. She had no more they could take from her. 

“String her up now!” the crowd shouted. “String her up!”

She was to be taken to her cage—lodged there for several hours to be jeered at and further humiliated. But the crowd would not allow that. They wanted more.

“String her up!” they cried in passionate unison.

String her up, yes. But that was not all they wanted. The throng rushed forward wanting to take her from the platform and stone her. The kill was in their blood; their history filled with adulteresses punished by a painful death for illicit fornication.

The gavel sounded. Then the Judge’s staff followed, pounding against the floorboards of the stage. The crowd fell back, but just a step, while they lowered the volume of their insurgent message a few degrees in volume. 

“String her up!” the Judge’s voice rang out loudly. He was just one step away from giving her to the crowd—a sacrificial lamb for their lust to feed on. But this was a civilized country, which had pulled itself from the dark ages of its history. They should be counted on to see these trials through with some decorum, some decency. No, he would not make a mockery of progress letting his own urges get the better of him and the mob have her. “String her up!” he repeated, to get the roused Captain of the Guards moving quickly. He would quell the frenzy with the first stroke of the lash. 

Jolie was manacled at the wrists, her wrists then attached to a free-hanging hook high above her head. Unlike the way Jacqueline had been bound to a whipping post, there was no post to comfort this criminal. Almost as if she hung suspended, her body was accessible on all sides to the assault of the punishment.

Two executors appeared on the platform, each armed with the implements of her torture. They appraised her, both carefully strolling around her body, both viewing with delight her pendulant breasts and their tiny nipples, seeing the glorious taper of her waist and how her luscious buttocks bloomed like two full petals of a summer rose. There would be lots of flesh to punish here. Jolie’s thighs were resplendent, quivering, and beauteous. How would they look marred from the cuts of a lash? Her appeal as a woman was clearly apparent now. To cause her death would defeat the purpose of such womanliness. Her charms could be enjoyed now in a way few would ever see in such a gratifying manner. 

One executor held a two inch wide strap, the second held a flogger with six dozen falls of braided leather. They began in tandem, one on either side of her, lashing at her body with subtle easy blows at first and working their way up to hard-hitting strikes against the soft surface of her skin. From breasts, to belly, to thighs in front; from shoulders to buttocks to thighs in the rear. They began with a moderate rhythm, then increased their intensity as they moved around her, the strap now in front and the flogger behind. 

The pain bit, but not viciously to start. This simple pace was almost too good to be true. Though it didn’t last. What sensuousness erupted from her desirous body made her arousal soar in delightful anticipation as her mind disengaged. But then the punishment stung, and stung more, as her tormentors paced around her delivering blows she could not absorb and love. If they paused, she might retrieve some of the pleasure; but then it was gone, as the executors revived themselves and worked her body harder still. 

A whip appeared in one man’s hand, replacing the single strap. Continuing his task, this new implement nipped bites in the victim’s reddened skin. Then, it swooshed through the air and landed just short of cutting the skin… She jumped lively with every cut, dancing as if delighted—or when anguished, as if she could run away. 

Stopping to appraise his target, the executor sneered bitterly, then cracked the whip through the heated air at full force—the cracker hitting nothing but the steamy emptiness. But the crowd gasped. In turn, the bound beauty jolted defiantly at the sound alone. But realizing that her body had not taken the blow, she eased and held on, gritting her teeth, sure that the next crack would tear her flesh away. Her punishment was just beginning. 

While the flogger continued to prime one side of her body, the whip made blade-like cuts to the roughed and tender surface. Their combined method made her mad with fear—at the same time, curiously desirous of more. The pain no longer mattered. Her body had been lifted from the anguish, delivered into another state of feeling where all her senses melded together and each new strike brought more sensate wonder. 

She took pride in her ability to contain her cries. And as her breathing deepened, she believed the punishment could last forever in this blessed way. 

This was a foul thing for a condemned woman to assume. Her executors understood their power to raise such feeling in some women—and they knew the path beyond that. 

The whipmaster, sporting an evil grin, reared back as he’d done before and let the whip fly forward, wrapping the side of Jolie’s hip. The frayed end cut like the blade of a knife. 

“Eeeeeeawwww!” she shrieked. 

The whip wrapped her other hip.

“Eeeeawwwww, noooooooooooo!” she bellowed from a deeper well of passion. 

This pain did not diminish, it didn’t die away, didn’t ease in seconds as the other blows did, but lingered long, biting and cutting, as if there were teeth burrowing into her insides. 

The sharp snaps continued to places more used to pain, and her breathing and fear abated for a time. But then the pace picked up with strikes snapping off her back and ass in a frenzied rhythm. Faster, sharper, meaner… more and more so that she was delirious and crying for mercy, wailing for the end.  

The crowd quieted as the merciless punishment continued, as if they were so mesmerized by the awesome nature of this spectacle that they could not believe the horror of it, or the beauty of that horror. It struck even the hearts of brave men, and wounded the souls of women unused to witnessing such abject woe. Would it be them next convicted of an inconsequential crime? 

Suddenly, without warning, the punishment stopped. 

An uneasy quiet reigned. For minutes, not a murmur, not a single cough, or sigh, or whisper issued from the audience. There was not a single sound from the victim—nothing until the executors shuffled off the platform and disappeared with their whips and floggers. 

The victim, the beautiful Marie Jolie Gabrielle Antoinette, hung limp, not fainted, but barely conscious. She paid no mind to the flies that buzzed the air or the chill that rippled against her skin. Her flesh was stained with the consequences of her lust, streaked with red, and a few fresh dabs of blood where the whip had broken the skin. 

In time these wounds would lessen, the red would fade and the welts diminish. Some would bruise to leave lingering remnants, and feel tender to the touch for many days. Some red splotches would remain as well, and over time fade to the natural creamy pink of the lady’s skin. Her limbs would ache, her shoulders feel tight; and because she’d been so strained in the position, her wrists would bear a few scars until they also recovered. 

Whatever be the lingering vestiges of her ordeal, however, the worst of it was over for her body. That would recuperate in time. What was left to scar her more intently was the abrupt change in her lush and cultured life.

The crowd began to murmur and disperse as the bailiff untied the beauty from bondage, and held her upright to keep her from fainting. A robe was thrown over her raw shoulders, which made her grimace—as well as come to life. She stood before the magistrate clutching the sides of the robe in her fist. 

“The remainder of your sentence,” the scowling magistrate began, “will be five years of indentured service. I could send you to a more severe work detail, but it has been pointed out that you have some value as a house servant rather than a field or sweatshop laborer. And, as your husband is no longer interested in maintaining your marriage under these conditions, I have signed the papers for your divorce. He is transferring the responsibility for your welfare to Sir Marcus Roger in return for several favors from that honored nobleman. For the next five years, Marie Jolie Gabrielle Antoinette, you will submit to his authority and his every command.”

Five years! She was too delirious from stimulation to understand completely what was being said; but she understood time. She understood that five years was an eternity in her mind, beyond the scope of her comprehension. She’d only been married three years. Five was forever. 

And Sir Marcus Roger! He was not a man she could love, admire or even serve with any ease at all. The ruthless noble was an egotistical and maniacal brute. While he cut a handsome figure with his tall and robust bearing, his bearded face and handsome eyes, he also had a puffed-up chest, a leering gaze, and a grimace that combined in one man the worst in mockery and scorn found in all who participated in her trial and punishment. She did not like the savage scoundrel; and her abhorrence for the man only increased now that her fate had been disclosed.

The spectacle was over; the scandal and the shame had run their course. Justice had been served, order established, the province could live with itself for a few more months until another public calamity would break out—another for the authorities to squash before a greater rebellion ensued. Public officials considered it a blessing that ignominious women provided them with such an exquisite means of placating the masses with outrageous punishments. 

As the gavel sounded its final crack, everyone breathed a sigh of relief, including the accused, convicted and now punished Marie Jolie Gabrielle Antoinette. Shunted off the stage, she was led to the infirmary where the few overt wounds were cleaned. Then she was dressed, collared, manacled at the wrists and handed over to Sir Marcus Roger. 

“Why what a pleasant happenstance for me!” Sir Roger declared once he spotted the spent young woman. 

“Yes, sir,” Jolie attempted to sound dutiful in the face of his mocking tone. 

“I think you’ll survive,” he said.

“I should hope so, sir,” she answered. 

He spent some moments appraising her physical appearance. The pale blue dress she’d been given to wear was hardly more than a tattered hand-me-down: soiled, stained with grime and much too big for the small Jolie. It hung on her body like an old sack, so shapeless that it was difficult to tell anything about the voluptuous form of her body. 

“I’m afraid the clothes don’t do you justice,” he remarked in the same supercilious manner he’d used before. “But, I am sure I can remedy that situation.”

“That would be a pleasure,” she agreed, gazing down at the appalling garment. 

“You’ll be quite an ornament in my house.”

“Ornament?”

“Oh, indeed,” his chestnut eyes lit with lascivious intent. “I plan to use all of your talents, Madam Gilbere.”

“I am no longer Madam Gilbere,” she reminded him. 

“Yes, I suppose not. And you have the fabulously long name no one can remember.”

“Call me any of my names, sir. It doesn’t matter to me which one.”

“Your husband called you Antoinette, is that not right?”

“He did, sir.”

“Then I shall call you the same.”

She nodded. Considering the circumstances, she was as compliant as she could be. Knowing this man’s character, she was wise not to rile, to spit out the venom she was feeling in her heart. Truthfully, and despite the man’s miserable nature, she bore no honest ill-will for him, for he’d done nothing to her in their brief association. Her animosity was almost completely toward her former husband—and the court that had condemned her. Fate did take ugly turns. She’d have to live through this one with her wit and charm. If it was possible to charm Sir Marcus Roger, she’d do it.


Chapter Three

“I must speak with Sir Roger!” Jolie declared as she stood by the entrance to his private quarters. His valet, Milo, stood at attention next to the door as if he were guarding the inner sanctuary of a god. 

“And you cannot,” Milo returned.

“I assure you, my fine man, I will see Sir Roger,” she answered back determinedly. 

“I’m sure you will, but not today. Sir is indisposed.”

“Indisposed, my foot! He’s fucking some sweet piece of flesh. You think I don’t know the sounds of sexual passion?”

“I’m sure you would, ma’am.”

“Oh, will you stop being so damned polite!” she shouted. She would have beaten his chest if she thought it would end this silly game.

“I do my master’s bidding, I suggest you do that as well.”

“Yes, I will, as soon as we have a few things straightened out.”

“Madam, that is not the way things work in this household, and, I’d suggest that you lower the volume of your voice.”

“Only if you’ll grant me entrance,” her voice rose another few decibels. 

“I cannot do that.” Milo was calm, though it was clear that his patience for the woman was wearing thin. 

“Then I will enter myself!” she declared. She pounced on the door rattling the hefty iron handle, but not accomplishing her mission. 

A moment later, she was shoved back by the door opening from the inside.

“What the hell his going on!” Marcus Roger blared.

“At last,” Jolie was poised and confident. “I have matters to discuss with you.”

“Oh?” 

“Indeed.” 

He almost seemed amused. “And you believe you have a right to storm my room and demand my attention?”

“It has been three days. That is long enough to wait for an audience with you.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes, it is.” They were squaring off, eye to eye, her flashing green eyes meeting his bewildered brown ones. 

“Well, let me suggest to you, that your thoughts, your assumptions, your will in this world—my world—matters for nothing. If I never spend another moment in your company, if I never pay attention to your shrewish demands, if I refuse to listen to a word you say, that is my prerogative. I don’t care what you want to say to me, I’m not interested.” He turned to Milo. “See that she returns to her cubicle.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Oh, you will not turn your back on me that way,” she charged after Marcus Roger as the door was closing.

Instantly enraged, he whisked around.

“What was that!”

“I said you will not turn your back on me.”

“Have you lost your mind?” he blared. 

She remained calm. “No. I will have an audience with you.”

“Never!” he charged. “But you will have my belt!” His powerful left arm grabbed her about the waist and pulled her ass first into his quarters, where two trollops were peeking out from under the covers of his broad mahogany bed. Reaching for his leather belt, he had it firmly in his hand before the furious Jolie could fight her way free. Doubling the leather in his fist, he drew her skirt up over her ass, and sighting only naked flesh, he began to pelt her with a hard rain of thwacks.

“Why won’t you listen to me!” she spat impatiently as she sought to struggle free.

He didn’t answer. The belt thundered across her ass cheeks so quickly that her bottom was instantly aflame and turning red faster than a summer sunset. 

“Ouch! goddammit!” she roared.

The belt thundered on and so her master’s anger. 

She writhed. She wiggled. She spit and spewed and kicked. Nothing worked to get him to stop. 

“I-I c-can’t ssss-stand it!” she finally gasped in broken stammers, between smacks of leather and her frenetic attempts to get away. 

“But you will!” he finally roared his reply. “You’ve taken a whole lot more, you vile harpy!” 

Smack, smack, smack! The belt hit everywhere from the plump center of her ass almost to her knees. Marcus Roger had her backside covered with red, looking so hot one would think that any second it would burst into flames. Before he stopped, she was sobbing, thrashing like a fury—though the strength of the man was too much for her; and all her efforts produced no result. Finally, a wrecked mass of red flesh and tears, she wilted where she lay, giving herself up to the inordinate pain. 

Seeing her finally relent, Marcus ended the attack and threw the belt to the floor. 

“Now, Antoinette, get the hell out of my sight!” He shoved her off, Jolie landing in an awkward heap on the floor, from where she half-crawled, half scrambled to her feet and clambered out the door, fast retreating to her tiny room. 

There were few comforts in Jolie’s new world. Her room in Marcus Roger’s house was minimally furnished—as were all the rooms in the fellow’s small mansion. He was a Spartan man, thrifty, simple and curt. The only adornments in his world were the female servants he collected to meet his sexual needs. His newest acquisition believed she’d have some place of honor in his world. After all, she was a noblewoman by birth. Her husband had been a powerful man. And she herself had once wielded some power in the financial circles of the province. Obviously, she was stripped of her influence now. But that was no reason for Marcus Roger to cast off her knowledge and denigrate her as nothing but a piece of flesh. 

Her complaint this day concerned her attire. He’d given her the bawdiest dress to wear as though she was nothing but a harlot. Yes, the garment was well made, but its features were outrageous. No decent woman would ever wear anything so vulgar. The tight bodice of the dress laced in back, and pushed her full breasts into a cleavage so tenuous that any second a nipple might pop free. As it was, the soft brown aureoles around her buds could not be hidden. Even that was not enough humiliation in her master’s eye. He wanted more, having the skirt of the dress designed with the diaphanous material cut to the waist both front and back. In the front, the two sides were drawn apart and tied off with ribbons so that the delectable ‘V’ at her groin was plainly exposed. He’d not seen the catastrophe this dress made of her dignity. She may be a convicted adulterous, but she was not a whore!

Obviously, Sir Marcus Roger didn’t see things the way she did. 

Returning to her room, Jolie threw herself on the bed and balled. A bucket of tears rained from her eyes, dampening her pillow and the sleeves of the awful dress. All the fear and panic from the last several days poured forth in one hellacious moment of unrestrained emotion. 

I shall die here, if this is all I have! she spoke to her heart through her angry tears.

She beat her hands against the pillow, railing at the world that put her in this miserable state—at her husband, Prince Tasio, the arresting officers, the magistrate, the bailiff with his fingers bruising her arms, at the executors of the punishment—the gawking women, the filthy brats who threw rotten food into the cage, and the crowd, the ruthless bystanders who feasted on her misfortune—and finally at Sir Marcus Roger.

Once her gulping sobs were spent, she lay exhausted on the bed, trying not to wonder over her future. That was exactly what caused her problems in the first place. 

She was too limp to care now what happened to her. When Milo entered her room, she even ignored the cuffs he placed around her wrists. When he chained her to the wall, arms reaching above her head, she said nothing. She didn’t even look the man in the eye. She was too despondent to care about any comfort or discomfort. 

“The master suggests that you spend a few days bound to your bed. He reminds you to remember your position in this house. You have no status, no say, no opinion. Once you have that clear, he will give you audience—and then instruct you in proper decorum.” 

She was given a chamber pot should that be required. Then, on leaving, Milo closed the door and left her in the semi-darkness of the dim room. It had been a grey day outside with no sun to cheer the sky or Jolie’s tiny room. She’d cried enough, thinking of her bad luck, so she blanked her mind and let the minutes tick by until someone came to feed her.

It was much later that day, after the sun was down and her bedroom was bereft of any light that her minimal world took another turn. Perhaps she’d been asleep, or perhaps just half-awake when the door to her room opened wide and the light from outside shattered her peace. 

Ah! Food! Her weary mind hoped. She could smell chicken and dumplings—or was that just her empty stomach and her imagination tricking her? 

She turned to the shadow in the doorway, seeing the silhouette of a generously sized man staring at her through the black night. Sir Marcus Roger, no doubt. 

“Should you make a sound, woman, I will gag you,” he stated dispassionately. 

She was sure he would, so she said nothing.

Moving inside the room, Sir Roger began unbuckling the belt at his waist. Another spanking, she thought to herself. But no. Instead, of preparing to thrash her again, he threw the belt down, and began undoing the flap of his pants. Then moving forward, he closed the door behind him, having communicated all he needed to the waiting woman. 

She shuddered knowing that he’d rape her and she had no power to object. She’d been raped before—or at least mauled by her husband, when the man was drunk and he could find no other woman to screw a cum from his hungry loins. 

She expected it rough, for Sir Roger’s cock to impale her with a swiftness of purpose necessary only to get his need quickly met. To her surprise, however, he took time to rouse her flesh first before he made the first thrust of his engorged organ. She could see little, just the shadows of his face and his form. But she sensed a great deal, and felt a fiery power coming from his hands. He pushed the sides of her skirt aside and ran his hand along her thighs. Massaging them with an ardor she had not expected, his ministrations brought her physical body to a quick and expected peak. Desire bounded through her like jackrabbits through a thicket. Though she sought to hold back, this was just another of many emotional moments due her after the long drought of passion. 

If her hands had been freed, she would have taken him in her arms and welcomed him into her body. Blinded by the darkness, she could make him a lover, pretend he was Prince Tasio—no, not that blackguard, but some other handsome, loving warrior manufactured by her fantasies. She could believe it for the hour he took her body and made it his. 

From her thighs, his caress moved upward to her pubic mound, where just to squeeze that place, the first jolts of orgasm began to ripple through her belly. He was on her with his hands, then his fingers moved with an unexpected grace to fondle the sodden place at the apex of her legs. A finger probed her privates deep, inserted beyond the opening.

“Ah, sir, yesssssss,” she murmured out of habit, without wanting to reveal herself. But what was there left of her to reveal? She was already on a cumming high, leaping from one wild climax to another. 

When he clamped his mouth over her nipple, she lunged into him with another spasmodic rhapsody taking hold. 

“Ah! yes, sir. Ah! how hard you are!” 

She felt his stiffened member throbbing on her thigh. He was not impatient, but practiced, measured, sure, and though obviously needy, he didn’t force himself until he was ready to have her as he wanted. 

She was cumming yet again when he finally climbed on to straddle her hips. Drawing her legs up over his shoulders, he jabbed the steely prick into her warmth and started the fuck in earnest. The spasming action of her inner muscles clamped him quickly. Flexing and contracting, she milked the organ with each climactic seizure of her own body. 

He pounded her soundly, taking his time. He built to his own end with zeal, but remained self-possessed; he was not a schoolboy, but a man getting the most from his whore, not just the quick work of a fast fuck. 

They fit like glove to hand, rocked together in the storm of fire, as though long lost lovers reunited. And for a moment, her heart beat for him. In one small instant of insanity where anything is possible, she believed that she could love this man, that he was not the villain his reputation preached. 

In the last moments, he pressed his groin into hers, driving his erection until it hit her womb and stopped. 

The pain was decided, but that only made her surrender more. Her body opened beyond its previous efforts. He dove deeper still with more territory to explore. There was an end to this, a place where he could go no more, but he did not seem to reach that place before his explosive climax began. Sir Roger erupted, and a deep bellowing groan of happy agony tore through every atom in her body and his and the surrounding air.

“Fine work you’ve made of me,” Sir Roger declared to her, when he finally withdrew his dripping member, and tapped the remains on her heaving belly. She, too, was spent, at the same time breathless, weary and chagrined at herself for loving the rape as much as she did. It was good that she could not look into his eyes to see the scoundrel’s jeering smile of triumph. 

“I’ll have to use you again,” he said, being rather satisfied at the result of the assault. “You might have been a lady, but you’re one randy bitch. No wonder why you couldn’t be faithful to that prissy prick of a husband.”

He disappeared without another comment, leaving Jolie with so many conflicts, it was best for her to fall asleep and forget 

***

The next three days, Marcus Roger kept his new chattel bound to her bed. It was a lesson in submission and obedience she’d be forced to learn. Every evening, just as the master was about to go to bed, he made his way to the lady’s room and used her as he had before. As a prelude to making love, he spanked her hard—not as hard as he had that first day, but hard enough for her to vocalize her distress and later feel a delicious erotic warmth permeate her skin and ignite her sexual juices. 

The result of Marcus Roger’s game produced the most glorious orgasmic thrills she’d ever felt. Jolie could not object. Yet, after three days, she needed more than just long hours in bed and her late night reward. 

“Sir, don’t you think I’ve learned my lesson?” she ventured the comment respectfully as he was about to leave the darkened room. 

“Why would you say that?” he asked.

“Because this bondage is terribly distressing.”

“Is it now?” She could hear the sneer in his voice though she could not see his face. 

Opening the door, the man moved into the hallway and retrieved a candle he used to illuminate the room. With the light exposing her face, he could gaze at the impoverished expression on her pretty lips and see the sullen look in her sad eyes. 

“You don’t know distress, milady, but you will.”

“Sir, please. I’m begging you.” She looked up helplessly, desperation reeking from her lovely nakedness. Her thighs still glistened from the cum he left on her skin. 

“Begging? Is that so?”

“Oh, sir, yes. I can be the most dutiful servant,” she rushed on anxiously thinking she at last had his ear. “I promise that. Truly. I am a finely trained woman, if you’ll only take the time to understand that. I can do so many things for your household. Just let me free of this bondage…”

“You talk to much, woman!” he barked just as she was beginning another plea. 

“Oh, sir, please.”

“Milo!” he roared for his valet. “Milo.”

It was the dead of night and the valet had already been sent to bed. Even so, it took just seconds to roust the sleepy servant from his slumber.

“Sir?” he shuffled to the doorway. 

“A gag,” Sir Roger said.

“A gag, sir?”

“She talks too much. I want her gagged.”

The request took Milo off guard and he had to think a moment. Then, at last, doing an abrupt about-face he took off to retrieve the requested item. 

No more than five minutes later, Jolie was gagged; her frightened face looking more bewildered and broken than ever. 

“Learn how to be silent and you’ll learn all you need to know to serve me well.”

The gag was by far the worst of her trials, worse than the spanking, worse than the bondage. Not only did she suffer the indignity and discomfort of the wadded rags inside her mouth, she couldn’t eat until the master of the house ordered the gag removed. Hours passed with the torment increasing as each moment of distress ticked by. She slept the night, but all the next morning and afternoon, she remained without relief, without food, without any means of expression. She watched from her bed as daylight shifted from dawn, to midday, to the waning stages of an old sun’s final embers. Her stomach growled with hunger, raw and anxious for some kind of sustenance. 

When her door finally opened, she was tempted to breathe with relief, though she had no idea what this visitor would bring. 

“Up!” Milo said, as he untied the cuffs and chains that kept her bound to the bed. Though he didn’t remove the gag, at least she had some hope. 

“Sir Roger has summoned you to the dining room,” he said. “I’d suggest that you put on your most surrendering face and yielding body.” 

She did her damnedest to follow his advice as she made her way to the dining room and hopefully, her evening meal. 

“Ah! It’s my bound beauty!” Sir Roger exclaimed as she entered the room.

She nodded, since she still could not speak. 

“Is the gag a problem for you?” he asked, his face lighting with amusement.

She nodded her head. 

“And I’ll bet you’re hungry?”

She nodded again. 

“You know, you’re still quite pretty with your mouth stuffed with rags.”

She could give him no response.

“But then again, I suppose I should feed you. You won’t be much good for our midnight fucks if I don’t supply you with a little fuel.”

She couldn’t agree more, though she could give him no reply except for the hopeful expression in her weary green eyes. 

“Come here,” he ordered.

She moved to his side. 

Though she could have accomplished the task herself, Marcus Roger removed the gag himself, pulling the soaked cloth from her face and handing it to one of his servant girls. 

“So, Antoinette, please sit down.” He smiled broadly, gesturing graciously to the chair next to him. 

Jolie sat as ordered, almost drooling at the food piled on platters before her eyes. Roast, potatoes, vegetables and bread pudding. She hadn’t seen anything as divine as this in weeks—or so it seemed. Her old life was so far from her now, it only appeared to her in flashes, like pieces of dreams that haunt the mind. 

“Hungry, are we?”

“Yes, sir.” She did her best to adopt an air of submission, just as Milo suggested. 

“Then let me fill your plate,” he said. 

Taking great spoons and a serving fork, he dished up a plate of food to satisfy anyone’s hunger. Despite Jolie’s enthusiasm for the meal, she ate as submissively as she was acting, in an attempt to impress the man with her change in attitude. Even so, she managed to assuage the grinding hunger and ease that disturbing pain. 

“So, my dear Antoinette,” the master turned to her after he’d cleaned his plate of food. He snickered, looking surprisingly jolly, considering his usually grim humor. “We have, it seems, reached some accommodation between us.”

“Sir?”

“I think that little thrashing I gave you the other day turned you on,” he declared happily.

“Oh, sir, it did not!” she spoke up louder than she should have considering the attempts she made to quell her imprudent behavior. 

But Marcus was not put off. “I heartily disagree. Not only did you enjoy that strapping, you relished the way I spanked that glorious butt of yours with my hand before I skewered you with my cock.”

“Sir, please. Perhaps that rouses my dormant body, but it certainly can do nothing to spark my sexual fires.”

“Ah, milady, you do jest to separate the two.”

She felt her indignation and her fear begin to grow. Her attempts to be respectfully submissive were fast disappearing.

“Well, my dear Antoinette, we shall see first hand.”

“I think not!” 

Her spirit and her voice rose on an anxious blast of fear. And she was lucky that the man did not take offense. Rather, it appeared to be a game for him—and one he was enjoying very much. After all, he was making up the rules to his design. 

“Well, I think otherwise,” he stated flatly. “And we’ll find out right now.”

“Here, sir?”

“Well, who’s around to witness?” he gazed about the empty room. Even the servants had fled the scene. “Besides, my slutty wench, the exposure of your body has not seemed to harm you. That incident before a crowd of gaping fools was certainly more difficult than this.”

Her heart beat hot as she viewed the man through clear, unfettered eyes, inside his brightly lit dining room. How different it was having him in the dark where the absence of light hid a multitude of feelings from her mind. This would not be that kind of anonymous experience where she could abandon everything but her sexual body. 

“Really, sir,” she quietly spoke, “I thought you enjoyed me at midnight… when you have no reminders of what a shrew or harpy I can be…”

“Yes, I like you then, and I’ll like you even more now, when I can fully relish the bounty of your body.”

She saw his lust. It captured hers and drew her in, without his making a single move. When he reached for her hand, she gave it willingly; not because she wanted what he was about, but because she had been rendered incompetent of any will of her own. The shock to her system was so great that her body, mind, soul—everything that was Marie Jolie Gabrielle Antoinette was numb and useless to her. 

Pulling the lusty lady to him, Marcus Roger wasted little effort. The wench was gliding effortlessly over his lap. 

She could feel her body quaking as she felt the prowess of the man’s firm muscles—something she neglected to feel when she was in her darkened bedroom. 

“Ah! This is what I miss,” he declared as he pulled her skirt to her waist and inspected her bottom. “And not a mark. How amazing! After all the abuse that it’s been through these last two weeks, you’d expect to see something left.”

This surprised her, too, but she didn’t comment. Not only was her body numb, she was speechless as well. 

To effect this spanking, Marcus had prepared himself, having at his side a thick, broad butter paddle to wield on her pink cheeks. The wooden surface would be unrelenting, giving the lady a good dose of the punishment she deserved—if for nothing more than a reminder. And yet, the randy master envisioned more than just a straightforward paddling. He had plans for this beauty that went far beyond punishment. To his mind, she’d been punished enough as long as she willingly gave herself to him sexually. 

He started soft with the paddle barely skimming the surface of her skin. If fact, he even ran it over the creamy mounds as though he planned to soothe whatever sting first appeared. 

With such a sensuous beginning, Jolie was almost floating with desire. Her crotch was unable to stop itself from wiggling into his warm leather pants. The gentle jiggle of her ass cheeks was enough to give the man’s erection an extra jolt. She could sense that, too, though her mind was trying hard to avoid the physical arousal this intimacy spawned.

Smack! The first real strike was an easy one. And so were the ones that followed. It seemed as though he was testing the endurance quality of her flesh—something he didn’t have the time or inclination to do when they were together in the dark. 

Smack! Smack! Smack! The next several strikes seemed easy, too; though, their effect increased the sizzling sting of heat now manifest on her ass. More, and the fire burst with intensity. She started to squirm uncomfortably. More, and the pain felt like a burnishing shot from an angry sun. 

“Ouch! No!” she spat out. 

“Oh, yes, my dear!” Sir Roger instantly retorted as he continued smacking the dreadful butter paddle against her wiggling, fidgeting ass. He watched the skin brighten, the pink turn darker, and his strikes continue to add color and suffering to her plump cheeks. 

Unlike the quick spankings late at night—or the heavy thrashing she took days before—this ordeal was much more methodical and thought out. He took her to the point where the heat on her ass was too much to handle, and then backed off. Starting again, his further efforts brought her bottom to a new level of pain… but one she, strangely, could handle. Either her endurance was improving, or his tiny pauses made it easier for her to live with that fire—or perhaps that fire was changing in its form, driving deeper than the skin, and working its way into her body. She didn’t know whether to cry for mercy or throw her body to him for the taking. 

Her ass hot, her emotions brimming; she was certain that she could not contain herself any longer. At that very moment when she wanted most to scream, Marcus laid the butter paddle down and began gently smacking her with the palm of his hand in a way so tender that what had been lurking behind the pain began to surface in one amazing flood of desire. 

He knew her well because he knew himself. He knew he’d been right to begin with; that the lady wanted sex. A few soft smacks to her rear, he changed his methods altogether with his hand dropping between her thighs where he could collect the evidence of her arousal. He was not disappointed. At the gateway to her inner sexual sanctum he found the fountainhead of her lust. 

“Was I right, Antoinette? Or is this not a sign of your physical fervor?”

“Please, sir, you embarrass me.”

“Do I embarrass you in the middle of the night?”

“That is in the dark.”

“Indeed. And now we’re discovering by candlelight that you have the same delightful response to a good ass whopping that you do when you’re world is black. I’ve proven my point.”

To prove it further, he continued massaging the wet warmth. He drove the stimulation to a peak. She squirmed now, not with fear or pain, but passion.

“Ah! Sir, please,” she quietly pleaded for another kind of mercy. But she was given no more compassion for her plight than she had when he reddened her ass with the paddle. 

The muscles inside the cavity began to clench around his probing fingers. She thought of his erection, wondering if she would feel that hard meat pummel her insides as it did in the dark. 

Running his fingers between her labia, he collected her clitoris between the two and pinched it with great force. 

“Ah, ohmygod!” Her cries were delirious, a beautiful, though unintelligible music, which soared to the rafters above and seemed to return to her body to bring it more pleasure. 

“You and I, my dear Antoinette, understand each other,” he advised her, as those talented fingers worked like magic potions inside her inner spaces. 

She wasn’t hearing, or comprehending, but was lost in the world of experience alone. Such a fine caress to her ass, along her inner thighs, then to the swell of her mound again, where at last, a finger ran along the cleft and dipped inside between the cheeks to rim the sensitive nerves collected at her anal opening. 

“Ah……….gawd……please……..” Her body bucked violently taking in this enchanting assault, relishing sensations she’d never felt prior to this day. “No, no, no, you can’t,” she warned as he burrowed into the passageway.

“And why not?” His sensuous voice was as astounding as the fingers working her rear. His body replied in kind, writhing ever-so-gently with hers as if the two were actually in the act of having sex. “You want this, don’t you?”

“Oh, yes, more please, but….” She couldn’t think of anything right to say. This all seemed wrong… the kind of pleasure that was too evil to enjoy, from the kind of man who could be counted on for chicanery and foul things, not the sort of straightforward pleasure her body found right now. 

“You’re about to climax, aren’t you?”

“Oh, no, sir!” she exclaimed. 

He hit her ass hard with the palm of his hand then went back to her cleft where he worked both holes. “Don’t lie to me you immoral slut! We are alike, you and me. We are alike.” 

“Ah, ah, ahhhhhhh.” Her belly clenched beneath her, despite all efforts to hide the facts.

“Don’t lie slut! You’re on the brink! Let’s get it done.” He wouldn’t listen to another lie. He needed no more response than the liquid proof of her climax pouring out to cover his hand. It took just seconds to have the results he wanted. A few more playful probings with his fingers and she couldn’t stop herself. Her body wrenched, stiffened and slowly, silently released. He felt the spasms in his own gut, long, determined grasping that acted on his turgid stalk like a woman’s warm, welcoming mouth. 

As she slipped limply from his lap, between his thighs, Marcus opened the buttons of his pants and pulled out his penis, thrusting it forward into the lady’s mouth. She devoured him, lustily licking and sucking the solid muscle with her tightening jaws. Pulling the erection out, she tasted the rim of his head, smiling with feral eyes as she looked into his. Consumed with lust, she let the erection take her throat again. 

He pulled away a dozen times, only to find her zealous pursuit of his climax as much a confirmation of her desire as her unwanted one. He didn’t expect or want her to love him, but he knew they’d be better lovers after this day. He couldn’t stand women who denied the truth, like they were playing some silly game with virtue. He had all he needed to have her now, and this triumph brought him to the pinnacle of heedless self-indulgence. 

As his thick, white seed shot over her face, and she gratefully licked it with an eager tongue, he experienced a satisfaction that is often rare for any man. Sex would never be any better than at this unusual moment; although he would take some time to relish the most appealing outcome and milk its luster until it finally faded away.

Accommodations had been made. Jolie, Marcus Roger’s Antoinette, behaved herself while she was in his house. She dressed in harlot clothes, which were to his liking; she ate like a queen at his table; was left to her own designs most of the time; and as often as he desired to have her, Marcus would demand that she submit to a spirited spanking. Thereafter, they enjoyed the carnal sexuality that her hot behind and creaming cunt provided them both. This was the best she could expect from her indentured service to the man. It did no good to object to anything; as long as he was in the game as lord and master and she was subject to his demands. Jolie had no love for him, but she did enjoy the sex, and even the spanking—though she would never really admit that fact, even if Sir Roger continually reminded her of her obvious sexual response. She tolerated her position and agreed to submit because she could do nothing else and survive. Otherwise, she held her heart to herself, as well as her mind, praying for the day when she would be free of him and the whole messy business of her indentured service. 

Any other house servant would have considered themselves lucky to be in her position, to have the sexual favor of the master of the house, his eye, his affections—as much as he would give any woman—and his continued interest. Jolie was considered an aberration; few women claimed the man’s attention so completely as the fallen wife of Marcus Roger’s friend. This woman had carved for herself a place in his world that lasted far longer than any other of his sexual conquests. Truly, she must be blessed with something special. Little did any of the house servants suspect that it was the ripe pain of punishment spankings that created the wicked fires fueling their mutual urges.

Jolie believed that the arrangement might last the duration of her sentence. Perhaps she could live with that. The longer she settled into Sir Roger’s world, the easier it was to live with him. Days turned into weeks, weeks turned into months, she was reasonably content. At least her sexual life did not suffer. 

*** 

Marcus Roger was in his dining room late on a winter evening. The fire behind the grate was blazing, spewing ash and soot into the room. A grey haze from the pipes of five feasting men created a cloud of tobacco smoke thick enough to rival any fog upon the moors. The table, once set with enormous platters of meat and vegetables was stripped of the best morsels, while five satiated men sat back with tankards of lager and their pipes, considering crops, money and lust—in that order. When the topic of lust emerged, thoughts of women instantly followed. 

“Antoinette!” Sir Roger blared loudly enough to be heard throughout his domain. From the kitchen to the laundry to the upstairs rooms and the servants quarters his voice boomed. “Antoinette!”

Jolie was just outside the kitchen door, having thrown a bucket of wash water into the slough behind the house. She heard her master’s call as clearly as the rest of the household, and instantly answered, scurrying quickly to the dining room. She almost choked as the heavy smoke stung her nostrils and throat. 

“Yes, sir,” she came to Sir Roger’s side, while still wiping her hands on her skirt. She was wearing one of the less provocative dresses in her small wardrobe. Since it was winter, Marcus Roger gave her some reprieve from the scanty clothes he liked so much. Even in this dress, however, her bosom burgeoned from the top, threatening to spill free from the confines of the heavy boning. She was used to the jiggle and bounce. (Her more modest inclinations had been lost in favor of the more practical adaptations to her environment.) 

“Ah, my beauty!” the master of the house exclaimed as he puffed smoke in her face. 

She winced, but smiled. “Sir?”

“Winter nights give us very little to enjoy. I thought perhaps you could provide us with some entertainment.”

Jolie was instantly wary. She had no talent save sex. “And what would that entertainment be?” she wondered out loud. 

“A little demonstration.”

“Sir?” she remained respectful, though she sensed a bad ending about to slap her down. 

“I’ve told these gents about your remarkable sexual abilities.”

“Oh?”

“Yes, and they’d like to see you perform.”

“Perform!”

“Yes. Now. Over my lap.”

The blush that broadened on her face would rival the one that her master would ignite on her ass. “But…” she stared from man to man to man and on…

“Ah! I can see that I’ve kept you too sequestered since your public exhibition… you’re getting too squeamish.”

“It’s just that…” she stammered.

“That what?”

“That, this has always been a private thing between the two of us.”

“Oh, my. Have you perhaps grown fond of me?”

“No, Sir. I have not!” she declared immediately and perhaps, a bit too brusquely. 

“Then, my dear whore, you will not mind showing off the wonder of your body’s fine assets to my curious friends.”

He allowed her no more argument, but hastened to upend her over his thighs, quickly raising her skirts above her ass where he knew her glorious bottom would be bare. The two firm mounds of heavenly flesh glistened by candlelight. Seeing this unveiling was truly one of Marcus Roger’s greatest joys. His friends heartily agreed, snickering and chiding the man for his luck in finding such a bawdy and obliging wench.

“This, my dear friends, is a raunchy one. She may have a nobleman’s blood pumping through her heart, but she has the soul of a whore.”

Jolie clenched her fists into tight knots. She hated that word, whore!

“And, she still has spirit—witness the way she sparks when I tell the truth about her.”

This mockery was the worst, she thought silently. 

“But she does take to a good beating,” he added.

He began with his hand, smacking her cheeks with solid, repetitious strikes until her skin was the shade of a new pink rose. 

“Here!” Marcus pushed her off his lap into Devlin’s, the man closest to his right, who quickly grabbed Jolie and tossed her over his thighs, bottoms up. It took some moments for the burly fellow to get started. Perhaps, he’d never had a woman yield to him this way. He seemed intrigued. For a time, he ran his palm over her warmed cheeks and smiled. Then, with a surprising viciousness, he started spanking the plump behind covering her ass quickly with a rain of strikes that abruptly overshadowed any physical joy the compliant woman felt. 

He was far more ruthless than her own master. “Ouch! No!” she finally cried after just a minute of the brutish beginning. 

“Antoinette!” Sir Roger jumped right on her. “Do not disappointment me.” His tone was harsh and warning. “I will lay my belt on your ass if you cry out again!” 

She shut up quickly, gritting her teeth and tightening her fists, as the man’s rough palm delivered one stinging smack after another. There was no mirth in this blast of terror, and it didn’t stop until the miserable man pushed her off his lap toward the man next in line to punish her. She came to an awkward stance in front of this fellow, needing several seconds to get her bearings again. The savage sting on her rear was finally easing into a pleasant warmth. 

Gazing down at the third of her tormentors she could see that he was a kinder sort—at least by her initial impression. He had such a handsome appearance that Jolie instantly took a liking to his comeliness and grace. 

His smile was broad and gracious, his face smooth, his eyes flashing with merriment and wit. Though she held back in fear of her master’s reprisal for being too forward, her bosom heaved with desire and her crotch turned itchy. In her former life, she would have set her mark on this rogue and flirted herself into his bed. But that was in her former life. 

“Shall we get on with this?” he asked while taking her hand in his. His easy speech seemed to wrap around her like a sensuous scarf. 

“By all means,” she answered with a glint of passion surfacing in her green eyes. 

Pulling her into his lap, she readily felt the difference between this fair-haired man, the rough fellow before, and her brutish master. Even the way he held her inspired her lust. His hands moved over her heated skin with such gentleness that she thought he was making love. Filled with anticipation, she pushed her ass high to meet his hand as if she were welcoming his erotic attentions. 

When he laid on his first real strike, however, the result was grim. His smacks were tough to take: though, after each one, he rested his hand on her behind, letting his fingers glide over the smarting sensation as if to spread the tingle everywhere. 

“Ahh, sir, ah.” She wiggled under his caress, panting in a tiny staccato of breaths, quietly, almost too inaudible to hear. Though the crowd could not be fooled.

He smacked her hard again, then with another strike, and then another; then in a regular rhythm for a good dozen before he paused again. Again, his tender touch invaded more than skin—it reached right to her bones and blood, swam through her belly where her arousal began to bloom and billow in a wondrous feast of beautiful color. His style was akin to her master’s, but ever-so-much more graceful and skilled. 

“My friend, Lorenzo, you’ve had experience rousing a whore like this,” Marcus noted. 

He nodded his head to agree. “Yes, I’ve had a good taste of a woman’s ass,” he reported. “They can take all kinds of abuse if it’s done properly.” He smiled quite generously, though Jolie could only imagine the expression on his pleasant face. As he spoke, however, he massaged the heated palate before him, keeping the pink glow bright. “While there is some merit to the brusque, uncivil beating, I find that only necessary when I aim to punish. I expect no uproarious end for myself or my victim when I’m delivering a reprimand. But I can see right off that this lovely lady thrills to the erotic aspects. Why not take advantage of her natural lust?”

Lorenzo began again with another evenly measured series of strikes, then followed with his hand grazing her entire bottom, fingers straying to her thighs where the skin had not yet been hit. “May I?” he looked to Marcus Roger for approval as his hand wandered to the base of her anal cleft. 

“She is yours to use, Sir,” her master declared. 

With permission granted, Lorenzo moved in quickly finding the swollen bud of her clitoris on his first exploration between her parted legs. 

“Ah, sir,” she whispered, as his index finger made circles round the tender nub, and then with painstaking attention teased the opening of her vagina, inserting just the tip of his finger to spread her fast flooding juices. 

“I fear she’ll drown me!” he looked up joking at the other men. 

That might be true! She could not stop her reply. Body lust and stimulation were as rich as any treasure of jewels. 

Lorenzo felt her body flush, the slight movements, the brief gyrations, even the sensuous way she breathed as her physical response heightened toward an anticipated end.   Internally, the wanton strumpet was spasming and ready to climax. “She’s quick to find her pleasure,” he declared. “Shall I?”

“If it is your pleasure, my man,” Marcus answered. “But don’t let her think that this is all she’ll get tonight.”

The handsome Lorenzo snickered. “In my own way, Marcus, I am as ruthless as you are. I’d have my way with this one after she has her fun.”

“And how would that be?” the heretofore silent Demetrius chimed in. 

“Why her ass, my man,” he turned to the fellow. “There’s nothing like a stiff rod of manliness shoved beyond the tight barrier of a woman’s bumhole.” He moved his fondling fingers to the taut rosette.

Jolie spasmed again as her body seemed to lunge toward the promised climax. Now, every movement of the man’s fingers began another rise to the finish. 

The sullen Demetrius seemed impressed by Lorenzo’s unexpected declaration. Though his expression changed little, his eyes did light for a second. He might have been handsome to some women, however he remained too morose and dour for most. His grim visage appeared set in stone, as did his clear grey eyes. They didn’t view the world, they stalked it with the keen glare of a hunting animal. He wore black, with his black hair tied at the base of his neck, slicked back against his head giving his face a stark and brutal mien. 

 “I’d like to see you take her there,” he announced to the room.

Jolie was half oblivious to the conversation around her, but this statement made her body start in panic, while the steamy, wanting, fondled folds of flesh at her cunt were more aroused than ever. 

“Ah, sir,” she moaned to be heard again. 

“You want your pleasure now, luv… perhaps you’d like to wait until I’ve impaled your ass.”

“Please, sir, I cannot wait. Please, sir.”

“Cannot what? Wait?” He pulled his hand away. “Oh, you will wait, wench.” 

This sly turn took her off guard. She’d misjudged the man, or perhaps he just seemed to be the kindest in the room. Sir Roger, Demetrius, Devlin and now Lorenzo were all ruthless bastards—she shouldn’t expect any more from her world. The last of the five, Jurious Sevey, an elder in Sir Roger’s clan, seemed beyond the need to molest a woman in such a vile way—but that was only because the old fart was deep into his last years, and had little desire for anything but the taste of ale and tobacco. He was there only to voyeur this tart’s debauchery.

Jolie’s body beat rabid with the need to cum. Her swollen nether lips were poised to surge forth and her belly had already spasmed a dozen times in pre-orgasmic bliss. And now, the blackguard let her down with no promise of more!

“Give her a few fair whacks,” Lorenzo declared, sending her to Demetrius in this state of maddening arousal. 

The sullen man caught her in his arms. “Only with my belt,” he replied as his dark eyes shone evilly. 

“So be it,” Marcus answered. This was more than he anticipated when the evening began. He’d thought a bit of harmless spanking might perk spirits and give him a more rousing fuck when it was time to screw his chattel. To witness a good anal rape—he couldn’t remember when he had. And certainly, he’d never had the good fortune in such intimate surroundings. The redheaded beauty would be quite a prize to see stuffed with Lorenzo’s sturdy cock. His own erection took another jolt forward as the picture in his mind became clear.

Demetrius pushed the lady to the floor as soon as she landed in his lap. Then he stood, gazing with his brutal eye into the enrapt young woman’s panicked but eager face. 

“Don’t even start to beg off with me, fair lady, because I, like your master and these others, know what is in that quim of yours. The need to satisfy your lust burns through your petulance.” He’d removed his belt as his words registered inside her. “Bow for me, bitch!” 

The trembling woman bent forward, raising her skirts over her spanked bum at the same time. The blush of pink was now too pale to inspire any man’s lust, but that would be remedied quickly. As the last of the brutes to attack her, he stood some distance away delivering repeated thwacks to her quavering cheeks. The belt danced off her mounds, jumping in a lively rhythm even as the flesh it bruised danced its own wriggling jig.

This was not as rough as Jolie had figured it would be, except when the leather would twist, cutting at her sides or along her tender thighs. Even then, however, she held the trauma inside, breathing deeply that she might pass through the pain and journey downward to recapture the lost climax brewed to a peak just minutes before. 

And indeed, she found some pleasure in the punishment for the belt was unable to strike as evenly or as often as a smacking hand when she lay over a man’s firm lap. She bore up well as the intense sensations multiplied until the moment when Demetrius suddenly stopped. 

“Get up!” he roared.

She scrambled fast. 

“Yes, sir!” she said breathlessly as she faced his terrible scowl.

He put his hand to her chin and squeezed it tightly with his fingers digging the flesh.

“You’re too proud, even now. Once Lorenzo has had your ass, I’ll drive home my point.” He pushed her off, back into Lorenzo’s grasp. 

Time moved briskly from that point. The rigorous master stood at her side, a hand going under her dress to fondle her ass, and find the fissure where he planned to spend his seed. 

“Have you been taken here?”

“No, sir.”

He looked at Sir Roger with eyebrows raised. “Surprises me.”

“I like pussy, no apology for that,” Marcus replied. 

“Of course,” Lorenzo agreed, “but I like a woman’s other home, the darker, meaner, bolder one. It generates the power of the earth and gods. I can think of no better way to subdue a woman than taking her ass.” 

The handsome brute demonstrated his prowess at such seduction, pushing his little victim over the back of a chair, which hitting her at her groin made her ass the perfect height and in the perfect position to wage his assault. Raising her skirt above her ass, he inspected the slight damage to her skin. There was still a rosy blush on the surface, but that was again fading quickly. He squeezed the mounds in his palms, bringing back the red until they were the color of claret wine. He smacked them more, then reaching for the dish of butter on the table of leftover food, he swathed his fingers in the greasy substance and smeared it down her parted cleft. 

She jerked, with a shudder of fear and longing creeping down her back to where her pussy still stirred with a need beyond her need to panic—or worry. 

Lorenzo fingered her fully before he entered, inserting several digits into an interior cavity that clenched them tight, the muscles beginning to spasm almost immediately. 

Ah, she was about to cum again, in a different way, with desire she’d never felt before. Her ass gyrated in sumptuous rhythms, moving to a beat she seemed to draw right from the earth beneath the floorboards. 

When the horny man pulled his fingers from her ass, he watched the puckering bud of her pink anus start to close. Though before it could draw together and tighten down, he pulled his erection from his pants and delivered the head to the doorway and thrust. 

“Yeieeee!” she cried and quieted. This was more than she expected. Like flying for a time, like bursting at the seams of being alive, with light and color and a powerfully pregnant pain that didn’t cease, but beautifully consumed her. 

She wiggled her plump fanny back on the stalk, wishing to drive the whole of it deeper. Her lust swelled, as did Lorenzo’s. He poured his spirit into her, his lust, his passion, and the blackness on which he brooded and found inspiration. He slapped her bottom raw again, but this time, it felt like pure love—a wicked sort of love. It had to be love—nothing that could make her feel so splendid, that could rip through her body with one spasmodic wave after another could be anything but the love of gods. This was the only gift she’d realize at the hands of bastards, but… Ah! What a gift!

She was a raunchy sight to old men’s eyes, to Jurious Sevey who watched with such a sharp eye that for a moment he stopped his drinking and his smoke to stroke the crotch of his pants. It was inspiration for others. Once Lorenzo spewed his thick cum into Jolie’s bowels and pulled out dripping, Demetrius took his place, inserting his cock into that pulsing rectum. With the woman impaled on his fucking member, he reached around and pulled her up against him, hanging on to her breasts, taking his powerful way with the whore, letting his companions see the feral look of the animal in her shadowy eyes. The brightness of the green had darkened into a smoky shade, turned up to heaven. Her mind was gone and there was nothing but orgasm, ripping wide her viciously jerking body. 

“Gawwwwwwwwwwwwwdd!” she kept groaning. As though an earthquake had passed through her veins, the aftershocks continued. It wasn’t clear when one climax ended and another began, or if she simply reached an inebriated high of sexual culmination, which might go on in an unending stream. 

By contrast, it was clear when Demetrius climaxed. He had Jolie’s breasts in his fists, holding them with a firm grasp, with fingers that dug the flesh. He reached a frenetic rhythm, pounding her ass with his groin pressed tightly to hers. There was no space between them, not an inch to place a wedge and pry them loose. With her body flung back into his, her eyes closed as she enjoyed this exquisite bliss. The others could not describe what they saw, but their bodies understood that this was some otherworldly moment of physical connection. 

The brief instant collapsed when Demetrius started to grunt in ending. He jerked the slut and pushed her back down to the chair. Then, grabbing her hips, he yanked her ass into his groin and drained himself into the exhausted Jolie. She was just then returning to the real world, feeling her body, the painful burn on her ass, her aching shoulders and the way her inner muscles were still clenching the cumming erection. She felt the finish, relieved that the rape was near its end. 

“Bring her down here,” Devlin demanded as Demetrius pulled his withering erection from Jolie’s dark home.

The spent brute honored Devlin’s request, pushing her to the floor, where she easily wilted, and with a shove of a boot, crawled to the cradle between the man’s thighs. Opening her mouth as she’d opened her ass, she milked the cock to the point of spewing, while Devlin’s fist was wrapped inside her red curls, jerking her head forward to force his erection as far down her throat as it would go. Almost to the point of choking, she finally managed to back off, taking her hand to jack the stalk hard and fast. Seconds later, she and the others in the room watched as the great thing ejaculated on her bosom, leaving long sticky ropes of wet cum caught in the bodice of her dress, and in her cleavage. Some shot into her mass of tangled red hair. 

She was a mess with lust, that feral look of the animal still rising out of the smoke in her green eyes. She looked like the devil, a bit like a dragon princess, bathed in the aspects of sexual pleasure: ass dripping with masculine seed, cunt still spasming, and her mouth feeling stretched from the blow job. 

Lorenzo, who was more recuperated than the rest of his fellows—save the half-slumbering Jurious Sevey—was the first to break the breathless silence. “And you, sir,” he turned to Sir Roger. “Are you not interested in taking the slut?”

The calm man chuckled darkly. “I’ve had her daily for many months, if you’ll remember. I spent my fortunes on her.”

Lorenzo nodded. 

“In fact, I think it’s time we were about the business that brought us here today.”

“I’d guess so,” a calmer Demetrius replied. “The night grows old.”

“And you’ve let us have our way with the merchandize,” Devlin added. “I don’t think we need more information in order to make our decision.” 

Jolie, who’d been quite oblivious to the lazy conversation, perked her ears hearing the tone of the last few remarks. From her spot on the floor, she looked up at Sir Roger, wondering what was meant by ‘business’ and ‘merchandize.’ Were the words referring to her? And if not, what else could they concern?

“Antoinette!” she heard the sharp voice of her master call her to attention.

She looked at him. “Sir?

“You’ve done yourself and me well.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“And proved your merits as a whore.”

She recoiled instantly. 

Marcus sneered a bit. “No woman takes such abuse and enjoys it so much unless they love it and what it makes of them. Use whatever word you like to describe yourself, but you have become quite a fine whore in this man’s mind.” 

She was sure that was true. 

“I understood, sir, that I was to remain with you the duration of my criminal sentence.”

“Ah, not so. Not if I choose to sell you to another master. It doesn’t matter who’s in charge of you. It matters only that you fulfill the agreement with the court—serving as an indentured servant for the time allotted.”

Where there had been no panic all night long, her mind began to run quickly through the possibilities suggested to her. It would appear that any of these men might become her new master. What was wrong with the old one, she wondered? No, she still did not like her master, but they’d reached their compromises, and he was familiar. And, because he was such a virile and handsome man, she took pleasure in his body. She’d made peace with her life and had no great need to seek another lover. 

Her dissatisfaction was written in her face. 

“Have I displeased you in some way, sir?” she asked him.

“I doubt it.”

“But you’ll give—or sell me away to another man? That is what this means?”

“Indeed,” he confirmed the fact. “And as you have no affection for me and I have none for you, you won’t mind if I sold you to another house. It’s purely business, you should take no offense—not that I need to defend my position in this matter.”

“No, certainly not, Sir,” she agreed.

Sir Roger looked toward the other men in the room, who were now quite recovered from the sex. (With the exception of Jurious Sevey who was finally fast asleep, leaning over the table, his head cradled on his arm.)

“The sum I gave you still stands,” Demetrius informed him. 

“And that is still too rich for my blood,” Lorenzo said.

“And mine as well,” Devlin agreed. “Though I do appreciate your letting us taste the wares.”

“She is fine stock,” Lorenzo agreed. He stared down at Jolie’s tired face. She appeared now quite childlike, hardly womanly at all. The green of her eyes was fresh and innocent like her spirit, which had been besmirched, squashed and misshapen into this strange image that she could hardly recognize. She was not a woman to crawl on floors at the feet of masters and give her body to this abuse. This was not her! But it would be her life, whether she railed against it or merely sobbed with tears looking for some mercy from brutes—which she would not receive.

“She’ll serve Demetrius well,” Marcus Roger exclaimed. 

Jolie could not forget the intoxicating moments of physical coupling that had sparked her greatest climax, nor the way the man held her, contained her, insisted she give herself up to him and what he desired. Would it be possible that this could happen again? Or was this night just an accident of circumstance and a bit too much wine?


Chapter Four

The docks were crowded with passengers, seamen, sailors and cargo moving rapidly from one place to another, making the gritty city streets difficult to traverse. Smelling of fish, salt air, body sweat and decaying food, the unsavory harbor was not the place for genteel ladies… though there was no other way for the passengers on ocean-going vessels to board their ships. 

On this day the air was bright, the blue sky dotted with white clouds and refreshed by a new sun the sky had not seen in days. The streets were still muddy from the recent rain.

Jolie was at the docks with her master Demetrius as they prepared for a voyage to the islands in the Western Hemisphere where Demetrius held property. She was clothed in a modest dress of plain brown linen. The bodice was becoming but moderate in style, intended neither to put off the eye, nor lure it in. And yet, a single glance at her clothes and their accessories revealed a great deal about the lovely woman with the beautiful red hair and flashing green eyes. Despite her proud, even regal bearing and the look of nobility about her face—her high cheek bones, the arched eyebrows and the pretty bow of a mouth—it was obvious that she was no longer noble by the standards of the day. No vain attempts to look regal could hide the fact that she was an indentured servant to the man accompanying her. 

Jolie’s status was defined by an iron collar she wore about her neck—the symbol of slavery or a criminal sentence, which marked the bearer as owned chattel. Living with Demetrius as her master, she quickly learned that indentured servants were required to be collared in public. It had not occurred to her until the collar had been slapped around her neck and she was taken from Sir Roger’s house that she’d not been in public since being pledged to the man. The collar implicated her—and for most suggested not that she was a slave, but a convicted felon. 

Not only was that aspect of her life apparent to anyone who knew basic civil law, she was further marked for her crimes. As was the custom, her modest dress had been altered to distinguish her function as a sexual servant to men. While the style was reasonably demure at first glance, a closer look revealed a series of small ties that held the fabric together, beginning at her bosom—two there to keep the sides of the dress joined; and several down both the front and the back of the skirt, which could be untied to make her privates easily available for sex. 

To complete the picture of subjugation, Demetrius led her through the market and docks by a chain, which attached to the front of her collar. She followed him two steps back as a sign of her reverence to him. 

Sir Roger had not bothered training her in the formalities of her service. She served her master’s needs his way, which had little to do with the ceremonious conventions followed by most slave owners and masters of indentured servants. The new requirements for her deportment had been drilled into her as soon as she became Demetrius’ property. She’d learned to bow, to kiss the ground at the feet of anyone her master bid. She was instructed to offer herself sexually in any way she was ordered—which usually meant that she bent forward and bared her ass on command. She’d been schooled in dozens of different postures and attitudes which were expected of her. And her memory was filled with the proper way to eat, to sit, to stand, to walk, and even to talk. 

She never ate until her master bid her to. She walked two paces behind him. She sat on the floor where she was told, and if ordered, she remained bowed until she was commanded otherwise. Her life was circumscribed by rules that were often difficult to remember—though she had some help to spur her memory. Demetrius would regularly cane her for any breach in the proper etiquette. He kept a short baton he used liberally. Any blunder or omission, she’d feel a sudden rap of the cane on her thigh. More serious errs, she was ordered to bend over and bare her ass. A good half dozen cuts would be applied leaving deep marks that would remain on her skin for many hours. 

She was even honor bound to report any private faults to her master. She thought this was rather silly. How would he know if she erred? Did he have some second sight? Did he have spies, or some way to peek at her when she was alone? Did the walls have eyes and ears, or was this dictum simply added to her list of rules to make her uneasy?

She paid no attention to this rule for her first several days with Demetrius. When she was with him, she did her best to follow the letter of every law he’d thrown at her. But in private, she masturbated at will—a sin in this master’s eye; she sang old folk songs to herself even though she was ordered to keep silent at all times. And, she regularly fell asleep when she was assigned to such tasks as sewing or weaving. The tedious work was often so monotonous that she couldn’t help her tiny catnaps.  

The second day of her service to Demetrius, she got caught. The day was hot and her body oddly alive with sexual feeling, although she’d had very little stimulation—her master had not yet taken advantage of his property. She was at the loom, weaving a tiresome pattern that was putting her to sleep. To keep awake, she hummed tunes to herself, and at regular intervals, put her hand between her thighs and played with the dampening folds of her lovenest. Her body engaged readily, her need leaping forward, swiftly taking charge of her mind and driving her body into its lust. She was in a daydream, remembering Prince Tasio in a pleasurable reminiscence about those days when she was still free. Pressing rapidly toward climax, her melodic humming changed to the sounds of passion, sensuous ahs, and sonorous moans lifted into the air and floated beyond her chamber. Though she had orders against such conduct, being alone high in the top of the house, she felt free to let her desires take flight.

She hadn’t realized that in the curious construction of Demetrius’ house there were vents, which opened into his private rooms below. In his offices, he could hear the sounds of her pleasure as clearly as if he were with her, watching. When he caught her making merry with herself, Jolie believed that he was psychic, that his clairvoyant sensibility had plucked those sounds from thin air and drove him to her seeking a reprisal for her offense. 

She’d taken twelve cuts from the master’s cane that afternoon, with his incontestable message instilled in her brain. She was never to think she was alone—there was always a master at her side, dwelling in her heart, inside her brain, and spying inside her groin. There was no state of mind too far away for him to reach. He told her these things with a deadly look in his eye that made her shake like a bag of bones. Jolie believed him. 

Some days later, a fellow housemaid informed her of the openings between rooms, which had been especially designed for eavesdropping masters. Even so, after that gruesome twelve cuts from his cane she refused to allow herself even the tiniest of pleasures without the man’s approval.

Taking the gangplank behind Demetrius, Jolie spied a dark-skinned man in a fancy suit speaking with the harbormaster in a heated debate. When he glanced at her from the corner of his eye, he stopped to stare, to tip his had, and mouth “Goodday, madam.”

A fire of unexpected lust spread through Jolie’s groin in seconds. Like the flirtatious lady she used to be, she checked her attire—making sure that no dust had collected on the hem of her satin gown. Then she brushed a lock of red hair from her brow as though she were brushing back a fallen curl from a fancy hairdo. But there was no satin gown, nor fancy hairdo. There was no pot of cream to shade her lips. She didn’t even pinch her cheeks to bring out the color. How pale she must look—perhaps even drawn from lack of sleep. Dusty. Soiled from the trip. It had taken two days overland to reach the harbor and the great sailing ship—two days riding in the back of a crude cart as if she were a sow being taken to market. Every bump must have put another bruise on her fair skin. Her ass was sore, her joints ached, and her teeth felt grimy. 

How must she look to this handsome man? 

To her distress, Demetrius stopped midway on the gangplank to speak with the first mate in charge of accommodations. There was to be a small cabin for himself, and for Jolie a berth in steerage—in the servant’s quarters. 

“Free woman, slave or indentured?” the fellow had asked. 

“Indentured. Unwilling. She’ll need to be chained and guarded.”

They chattered on about the arrangements, while Jolie stepped back and smiled at her dark-skinned admirer. She blushed again self-consciously. Apparently, he found her quite comely even in her crude clothes, collared, chained and dressed for the sport of whores. 

“Milady…” he bowed deeply. 

She smiled again, blushingly. “Please, no,” she said very quietly, shaking her head. 

“Patrick Dunleavy,” he went on. 

 Why was he introducing himself? Surely, seeing the collar, chain and the dress, he understood her status. What could she say? He appeared to be as much a gentleman as any man she’d met in many months. His dress was profoundly elegant from his necktie to his polished boots. Yet, underneath the finery she detected a man of great strength. His shoulders were broad and muscular, his waist quite trim, and his thighs were like two great mountains. His head was shaved and gleaming in the sunlight, the mulatto skin a rich, tawny brown, and his hands were the size of a giant. She could easily see him as a laborer on the docks, flexing his great body as he lifted huge crates, or pulled rigging into place, or dragge huge carts of goods to load for shipment. She imagined his oiled muscles radiant in the sunlight, working with great vigor. Leaping forward in an untamed moment of abandon, she imagined him as her lover, not taking her as gentleman would, but using her in the way one of the masters would use her. Her fascination drove more wild images into her mind, each one awakening her sex sleepy body. (Journeys overland do little to inspire erotic desire, even in horny masters; she’d been ignored the entire trip.)

“Tell me your name?” he asked in a whisper while he noted her master still engaged in his business. 

“Jolie,” she replied.

“Ah, what a fair beauty you are, sweet Jolie!”

Her tummy fluttered with excitement.

She wanted to speak more, but her master was tugging at her neck, leading her forward again, oblivious to her kinship with the black man. 

When she turned, thinking she might risk a wave of the hand in his direction, he’d disappeared.

***

The slow ambling vessel left the harbor on a Tuesday afternoon, three hours behind schedule. Jolie was berthed in a cramped compartment deep in the bowels of the great ship. The boat rocked all night on stormy waters so she could hardly sleep—a fact which added to her complete weariness. The collar at her neck remained around her throat all night so that she could be easily chained to the wall beside her berth. She slept with other slaves, chattel and the indentured in this luckless world beneath the water. It did not feel, or sound, or taste like the free and open spaces above; and the close confines played havoc with her senses. She’d wake in the night and think she’d gone mad because she couldn’t shake her dreams. Then she realized where she was—that she wasn’t dreaming. The horrible rocking was real. Her stomach had reason to churn. Her head pounded with the sound of the creaking boat. She needed some relief, but this test of her spirit went on for days as the ship and its occupants ventured into the untried waters of a vast ocean. 

Three days out to sea, she was finally awakened at night by her master’s valet. Unchained and uncollared, she was taken to Demetrius’ cabin. 

“Clean up, you look a fright!” her master said when she walked through the door unaided but unbalanced. 

“Of course, I look a fright,” she jumped on the remark immediately, as her emotions hit the raw edges of any sane response. “I’ve been housed with slaves and rats, what would you expect?”

He smoldered as he stared at her. “I’d expect you to keep a civil tongue!” he snapped. “I bring you here for a reprieve from your confinement, and you bark at me.”

“Because I want to bark at you, sir!” She couldn’t stop. Days of melancholy and restraint poured out in one great gush of emotion. She was almost in tears, and almost flying for the man with both fists. 

“What kind of ungrateful bitch are you?! I should throw you back down the hold.”

“Then do it!” she spit. “Do it. Do anything you want to me, you barbarous animal! I don’t care anymore. You’ve made me into a creature unworthy of anything.”

His heated eyes continued their focused stare. 

“Do it!” she shouted as tears trickled down her cheeks. 

Demetrius glared, she glared back. The silence for the next few minutes killed both their wills, oddly so… until Demetrius began to laugh, laugh uproariously. Jolie was dumbfounded. 

“You ridiculous bitch!” he finally wailed aloud.

Reaching for her, he took her arm in his hand, and plunked her over the end of his bed. 

“Don’t move.”

She was too scared to budge… “You’re going to beat my ass, aren’t you?” she found her voice enough to ask. 

“What else would you expect when you act like a surly brat?”

“I forgot myself, sir.”

“Damn right you did. And it will be my pleasure to see you pay for the crime.”

He started with his hand, over top her thin skirt, spanking her bum with even strokes until she could feel the warmth through her clothes and began to squirm in a delightful little dance, ass bobbing, hips weaving… Soon her feet were dancing, too, as he picked up the pace of his strokes. 

“Oh, my yes!” she was retorting absently, not yet realizing how much she liked the spanking and was communicating that fact to Demetrius. Even when he drew her skirt above her ass, baring the flesh for his abuse, she kept loving every second of the attack—swooning and cawing like a magpie, her voice filled with excitement and a dozen come-ons to encourage him further. 

As he began to fondle the flesh, she oozed with delight, purring so sweetly that no man could stop this unless they were unconscious souls. Demetrius loved every second of the mutual arousal that grew in them both. His cock was hard, her pussy was wet—what more did they need?

Jolie needed little more to reach orgasm. By the time Demetrius got there, his presence in her was no more than a formality. She was cumming, as she’d cum in Sir Roger’s dining room with her ass impaled. 

For just this moment they suspended their argument with each other. They were fucking for the joy of it, almost as if they needed to enjoy it now—in case the opportunity never came again. 

Once Demetrius had his penis back inside his pants he approached her as her master, not lover or conqueror. 

“The Captain of the vessel is having a small gathering in his cabin. You will accompany me tonight as a lady, not a whore, not chattel, not bitch, not barbarous animal, not indentured servant. If anyone asks, you are Antoinette Gilbere. You converse as a lady converses with royalty. You hold your head proud, you smile, you nod, you wink flirtatiously as if you have sexual secrets. You perform all the petty rituals of womanhood that you are so accustomed to. You do that perfectly and that will please me tonight. And then, if I’m so moved, you can stay in my stateroom for the rest of the trip.”

She was still poised over the end of the bed, ass high, red and dripping from its last violation.

“Yes, sir,” she answered him in a breathless whisper. 

Rising to her feet, she straightened the dingy dress and looked around the stateroom for the clothes she would wear that night. The dress was gorgeous. Pink—a strange color to contrast her red hair. Then again, she figured that this was probably all he had to choose from. She’d wear it proudly. Her generous bosom would float on air, as she walked in on his arm. She would bow, curtsy, smile and laugh like the noblewoman that she was. After a night of that, coupled with her general delirium of spirit, she’d be dead to the real world for hours the next day. She could put aside her anger, her qualms, her misgivings, and her frustration. Sleep would come to her even on these rocky seas.

***

It was the middle of the night, perhaps well past midnight, fast moving toward dawn. Regardless of the time, it was still dark, a pitch black dark no eyes could see beyond. 

There was a light, then, bobbing in the compartment some distance from her eyes. The light moved closer, but she could not make out the source, or understand why she was about to be attacked. 

It was difficult seeing anything but that wobbly flame and the shadowy shape responsible for this early morning apparition. She only wanted to sleep. 

But there was more… more than just the brilliant light glaring in her eyes. There were hands, grasping and tugging at her body; and a fist pressed to her mouth, while a voice ordered her, “Don’t make a sound!”

She didn’t. Her mouth snapped shut, she was too stunned to speak.  

Then, as if it had all been an apparition, the light before her eyes was gone and everything was dark again. There was no sound except shuffling feet, nothing to taste, little to hear and even less to see. She tried to feel her way around, but her hands could not comprehend what had happened to her world. Perhaps she was not supposed to understand the truth. 

A second later, her new world went black, and her mind followed into the dark abyss.


Chapter Five

Jolie woke, body fighting to get free. Feeling her way around the strangely shifting void, she realized that she was wrapped inside a burlap bag. Struggling was useless, though this confinement was maddening and uncomfortable. 

“Please help me!” she begged to anyone who would listen. Her cries went out for several minutes, but there was no response, at least none she could hear beyond the scratchy shroud around her. Once she realized that no one would rescue her, she stopped trying to get free. She sighed hard, attempting to calm herself, although her heart was pounding much too anxiously for that. Her belly was tight; a knot the size of a man’s fist seemed to jostle her insides. “Please, please, let me breathe,” she gasped despondently as if it were a useless venture to even attempt getting help. 

“You’ll breathe much better, lass, if you calm yourself.” The sure and steady voice paralyzed her for several seconds. 

“Please free me,” she finally begged.

“When it’s time,” the answer came. Then it seemed as if the owner of that kind voice disappeared as quickly as he arrived.

Several attempts to make her unknown companion talk were met with the same mind-numbing silence. For a time she closed her eyes, hoping that would ease the growing anxiety, but nothing seemed to quell the livid beast inside her.

Suddenly, a pair of monstrous hands jostled her bagged body, lifting her into the air and throwing her headfirst over a hefty shoulder.

“Ouch!” she groaned unhappily with something poking her in the side. 

Thrown down, she hit the surface of something that was hard at the edges and soft in the middle. 

“Ouch!” she mumbled when she bumped against the hard rail. 

“Open the sack,” a voice ordered. 

She felt like a swimmer moving toward the light, as she struggled toward the opening. With her head popping through the burlap, she gazed in wonder as her eyes adjusted to the brilliant rays of sunlight streaming through the window of a ship’s cabin—and the amazing sight that greeted her unsuspecting eyes. 

“You?”

“Yes, me,” the deep timbre of the man’s voice resonated through her body with a deliciously sensuous thrill. 

“Oh, my.” She was dumbstruck, unable to say more as she tried to understand why her admiring black man from the docks was now standing in front of her, dressed not in his fancy suit of clothes, but in a common seaman’s billowing shirt and a pair of slim black trousers. 

“Sorry to surprise you so, and for the sack… must have been uncomfortable but it couldn’t be helped.”

“Couldn’t be helped…” she repeated softly being too perplexed to grasp the bizarre moment. “Why am I here?”

“Why?” He smiled quite broadly. “Because you’ve been kidnapped from your master’s ship.” 

“I have? By you?” she was shocked. 

“Indeed.”

“And why would you want to do that?” The emotion of betrayal burgeoned freely in her gut. 

“I’m a pirate. I take women as prisoners and I’ve taken you. Last night I boarded your master’s ship. And when you were sleeping I captured, drugged and brought you to my ship—all without a single soul on that vessel knowing. We are miles from the site now; you’re sailing another future.”

“And what right have you to do that?” she spouted out haughtily, regaining some of her wits. Her anger was restored. 

“The right I give myself. Although I can’t see why you should care, the way you’re batted around by a barrage of men who want no more but to poke your quim.”

“And you offer me something better?”

“Perhaps.”

She stared at him for several seconds, until she had her feelings clear.

“Well, sir, I am tired of bowing to men. And I’m not particularly thrilled with the idea of bowing to you.”

“But you will,” he replied in an assuring voice.

“Perhaps,” she pouted. “And perhaps not.”

He was a fine looking fellow, as handsome to her as he’d been when they flirted with each other on the docks—perhaps more so. She found his casual attire more earthy, more suited to his feral personality. He exuded tranquility and firmness, without the mean-spirited manner she’d known from other masters. He would not be the kind of man to sneer or scowl at her. But she wanted no master at all, even this one.

“There is no perhaps about it, Jolie. You will do as I say.” His matter-of-fact assumptions left her without much to reply.

“And if I don’t?” she ventured.

The black man swaggered from his spot, moving to the center of the small room where Jolie stood challenging his prowess. 

He stood inches from her face, so close that she could feel his warm breath on her cheek and at her neck, tickling the end of her hair. 

“If you don’t, I will lock you in the tower of my fortress, and there you will languish until I gain your compliance. I will have you beaten to keep your spirit roused, and you will otherwise be ignored.” He put his hand to her crotch and played. “To be certain that you don’t find a means of release, you’ll be manacled with your hands behind you, so you can’t even play with this pretty quim. If anyone is going to satisfy this little treasure, it will be me.”

“I thought you were a kind man when I was on the dock.”

“I was then, and I am now.”

“You show that strangely,” she answered tersely.

“That’s only because you haven’t seen all that I will offer you.”

“Then tell me.”

“I don’t take orders from slaves.”

“I am not a slave, I am an indentured servant.”

He nodded, “Yes, indeed you are.” His was a clever look with a deeper meaning that she could not quite fathom. “I believe that you’ve been taught to bow. Let’s do that now, show me the respect that I should be given.”

She flushed hotly. For reasons beyond her understanding, she needed to fight this man, as if this was the last fight she could ever wage. As if giving in to him she would never see her freedom again. If it had been Demetrius or Sir Roger or the authorities at the court, she would have obeyed the order without thinking: she would have been that scared. But she was oddly calm now. She was used to being treated this way, and she knew it wouldn’t matter what she did—her actions had little effect on outcomes for a woman in her position. Why not object this time? What would it hurt?

“I bow before men I understand,” she replied to the order—feeling quite proud of herself for saying so, “and, I do not understand you.”

The remark took him by surprise. “You think I’m too weak to make you bow?” He put on more airs himself.

“No, sir,” she answered respectfully. “I know that in a moment you could put me to the floor with your hand. You’re hardly weak. But I know you’re not a bully as my other masters have been. What I want to know is; are you a rescuing angel or a villain I should fear?”

“I pulled you out of Demetrius grip. You would have suffered seriously in his hands. The man is a beast I would not wish on any woman—or man.”

“So, you’ve sought to rescue me?” she replied to him hopefully.

“On the contrary, I’ve decided to abduct you and make you my servant.”

“To be the master fulfilling my sentence?”

“I don’t think the authorities that oversee your agreement would be pleased with me. No, you have been seized. And our arrangement will be permanent.”

“Permanent, as in I’ll never have my freedom?”

“Yes, exactly.”

“You can’t mean that!”

“And why not?” He was tired of being put off. She could see that in his glance, but she wouldn’t back down. Not with the news that he had her captive for good. No! She would not bow! And with that thought, her entire being was feeling more alive and wild than it had felt in some months. Her challenger was a worthy adversary and she would relish the contest. After days without any sex; this steamy, virile sensuous man standing before her—she was on fire with sexual feeling…

“I have saved you from a despair worse than death, and you can’t be grateful for that? That would make me a rescuing angel.” 

“But you deliver me a twisted fate.”

“That depends on how you view your predicament, fair lady. I hold your life in my hands. And while I have no intention of hurting you unless it is for pleasure, you will be punished when you provoke me.” For an instant, his expression turned bitter and cold. “Right now, milady, you are provoking me. I asked you to bow and you give me a barrage of meaningless questions. Not only will you bow for me, you’ll take your first beating. You may think that it’s worth your time to challenge me. But I assure you, it is not. Let’s get that fact clear. Now, bow!”

His gaze was extremely fixed, like daggers cutting into flesh. Such an instant of wrath followed his speech that she banged her knees to bruise them dropping to the floor. She bowed as Demetrius had instructed her and waited for the man’s further command. 

“Lift your dress off your ass,” he ordered. 

This time, her obedience was instantaneous, and her ass was bared to take his lash. 

She cringed but she didn’t object.

“I would have thought you were a more complying servant after all the training you’ve had, all the time you’ve had to get used to being humbled. But then, I suppose it’s me. That I present too kind a picture for you. Perhaps it was a mistake to woo you at the docks. All that’s passed now, my sweet. We’ll see how you feel about me when I’m finished.” 

Pulling a leather lash from the wall, Patrick Dunleavy circled his prey with a swaggering step. His boots creaked, with the soles grinding dirt on the wooden floor. He let the three inch leather float about her ass and back as though he were teasing her with fear. Grazing her shoulders and bare bottom, the hefty implement tickled the skin like a feather and made her flinch. She’d lived through worse, but nothing quite like this. Any moment she expected the first strike. 

As his tenuous journey with the lash proceeded her fear increased—perhaps she was wrong about the man. Perhaps the guise of flirtatious kindness was no more than a ruse to trick her. But why would he bother being kind in the first place when he obviously had the power to lift her from one life into another? 

His heavy boots clicked against the floor, and the touch of leather turned from teasing to slapping smacks that warmed her skin. Each strike hit more firmly than the last laid on—and with each, a river of warm desire moved from the heated skin to her pussy below. She could feel her body moving to that wonderful peak of physical joy where bliss was found. Could this be punishment, she wondered? Was this his game? And if so, was this to be her reward? The tease lingered on as her body swelled with a craving need for more.

She was panting, while at the same time trying to squelch the lusty moans of pleasure that escaped her lips unbidden. Perhaps, if she were careful, she could climax without the man knowing. Perhaps the spasming shudders of orgasm could go undetected. She was getting close, sensation firing with every slap of leather. Her back was hot, her ass was scorched. Yet, his skill with the erratic implement was so profound that she felt nothing but a beautiful wave of ecstasy moving swiftly toward its final crescendo… 

“Just as I figured,” she heard the voice of her new lover, as he replaced the strap on the wall. “You’re going to soil my floor, harlot.” He put his boot to her crotch and ordered her to, “Cum now.”

NO! She wanted to scream. This was not fair! But turning back now? Never! 

“Ah, sir!” She started to shake with the final revelation of her lust pouring out on the man’s black boot. She backed up, grinding her pussy into the toe as it pushed its way into her spasming doorway. She came and came hard—in one long exhilarating burst of power, then the spasm died.

“You are a slut, Jolie!” The gentle mockery in his voice was clear. Not like that of her other masters, but something deeper and unsettling. There was nothing mean-spirited behind it, and she almost wished there were. 

Patrick Dunleavy removed his boot from her crotch once she was finished cumming. 

“Get up, wench,” he ordered in a mild voice. His whole mien had lightened as he resumed his more amiable character. 

She rose—feeling a little wobbly and needing something to hang on to. She grabbed the chair beside her, then finally righted herself so that she was standing in front of the virile dark-skinned pirate trying to hold back the emotions swelling in her chest. 

“The circumstances of your servitude have changed,” he said, “but not the fact that you are a fettered woman. Remember that. I do hope this demonstration has proved something about your character.”

“What would that be, sir?” she asked, her voice faltering. She was quite scared of him now, but highly intrigued and still aroused, especially by the strange affection he seemed to have for her.

“It’s quite obvious to me that you belong in the service of men,” he answered her question. “It is your calling. We will do well together. I can give you what you need, but what you’ve never had.”

“And what is that, sir?”

“I’ll leave that for you to discover,” he said. His eyes were merry with amusement, and Jolie was more perplexed than ever.

“This was not a punishment, was it?” she wondered out loud.

Now he laughed quite gleefully. “No, Jolie, it was not. Should I have reason to punish you, you will know it. And it will feel nothing like the moment you just had with my lash and boot.”

She looked at him bashfully, smiling. 

Jolie didn’t know what to make of the man—to love or hate the beautiful brute. It was clear that she lusted for him in a way far more deeply, and with a longing much more intense than what she experienced for the other men who used and bedded her. She could handle blackguards: submit; seek the pleasure; and otherwise forget who she used to be, while waiting for her sexual release. But a gentleman bandit like this Patrick Dunleavy? His complex character baffled her. Her captivity in his domain might be quite pleasant… if  he hadn’t just taken the prospects of her freedom and dashed them from the realm of hope.  

“We will do well, Jolie,” he repeated, “as long as you remember your place.”

She loved the way he said her name… coming from the lips of this dark-skinned foreigner, the sound seemed sweet—as if he actually cared for her. It had been some months since she’d experienced that kind of pleasant reaction and it nearly put her in tears. 

“May I ask, sir, how did you come to choose me as your victim? The lengths to which you must have ventured to capture me seem astounding.” 

He smiled as he was quite pleased to explain. “The game excites me. I’ve had my eye on you since your trial for adultery. I was there at the execution of your sentence as you were caged, taunted by a town full of bunglers and morons, and then publicly whipped as if that would make you a different woman. It seems absurd that to cure you of adultery, they turn you into a whore. I find it fascinating, but also regrettable to see a woman of your breeding and stature reduced to such an impoverished harlot, when you could become the beautiful courtesan to a man of my aspirations. I live in a paradise, that is where you’ll serve me. You can trust that the life you live with me will be bountiful—far beyond your dreams.”

She looked at him suspiciously. 

“You don’t have to believe me. I know what’s true and you’ll soon see for yourself. Until then, you will prove yourself to me, serve me as I demand. In turn, I will use you any way I choose. As long as you obey, you will not be punished. I am not a sadist who relishes inflicting pain for the sake of pain. Pain should instruct. It should mold, teach a lesson, and provoke a new response.”

“Yet, sir, there was pain when you lashed me today…”

“Pain?” He jumped on the word. “Is that true? Or, did it just look like pain—leather smacks the skin and you assume that pain will follow. Was that what happened for you? Or, was the pain not pain at all, but a means to your arousal? So that when I placed my boot at your crotch it would find a wet spot to wiggle against. It was sensation, arousal, Jolie, not pain.”

She blushed with this remembrance. 

“You’re ashamed of yourself?” he asked. 

“No, sir,” she answered without thinking but then the more thoughtful response followed, “Well, not exactly. I’ve never…” she didn’t know how to finish the thought. 

“Never fucked a boot?”

“No, sir.”

“Now, captive slave, you’ll fuck much more than that before I’m finished with you,” he advised.

Her blush broadened.

“You’ll find the cook in the galley across from my cabin. He’ll give you water to clean yourself. You’ll be sleeping with me the night. I prefer my whores sweet-smelling. Get on with you now!” He ordered her out with a gentle flick of his hand and a randy smile. 

She left feeling more confused, horrified and aroused than she’d been since her trial began. She would remain bewildered for some time. 

***

Jolie viewed herself in a small looking glass as she waited for Patrick Dunleavy to appear. Her clothes had been exchanged for a nightgown—as Patrick ordered her dress washed in a scalding solution before it was returned to her. Clean herself, her oversized sleep shirt almost dragged the floor and the arms were much too big. She giggled nervously, thinking she looked too silly to be sexy.  

She pretended Patrick was more than another master, that he was a lover who she could put her arms around and kiss with passion. His foreign beauty intrigued her mind while it amplified the pounding desire in her crotch. She would run her hands over his magnificent body and feel her own quicken with eagerness. 

She touched his things, and even they produced a delightful swell in her physical arousal—as if it were Patrick touching her with love. 

Love? How long had it been since she believed in that? Possibly Tasio. His image came to mind, but she shooed it off. Her husband? Perhaps, at one time, for a month or two when she was a new bride. The infatuations of her youth—that string of naïve bucks who tried to take her virginity? She’d flirt and pine and swoon for them. But were they love? 

No, she concluded. She’d only imagined love, but she’d never experienced the truth of it. 

Oh! She caught herself. Why would she be thinking of love now? Why with this uncommon man? His beautiful body had her smitten, that was certain. But did she miss kindness so much that she could hitch herself to a man so dangerous, and believe he offered her love?

“Who gave you that silly nightshirt,” Patrick Dunleavy spoke directly as he entered his cabin so stealthy that, with her back to the door, Jolie did not hear him.

“Why, the cook, sir,” she said turning his way. Patrick’s face shone like the picture in some fantasy, some dream where this stunning man of darkness emerged from deep in a forest of jungle trees. She once heard a storyteller spin a yarn about a land far away, where there were broad-leaved trees so thick that it took a hatchet to penetrate the savage tangle; and from these untamed jungles, men of darkness with chocolate skins and white teeth and oddly braided hair appeared as great warriors with spears and painted faces. How had this man, Patrick Dunleavy, come to have his unlikely name and the manners, clothes and presence of a gentleman from a land so far from his ancestral home. From the depth of his eyes there still shone the feral light of his primitive land—and this captured her as surely as the physical restraints he’d used when she was kidnapped. 

As he swept the room, Patrick extinguished two candles, leaving just one still burning, casting a sensuous glow of light and shadows throughout the small space. “Take off the shirt,” he said. 

She had not taken her eyes from him; her fascination was too intent. To obey his order, she reached for the hem of the nightshirt and pulled it up and over her head, letting the muslin drop to the floorboards. Patrick examined her with a studied gaze—covering the landscape of her beauty with the eye of a lover. 

The excitement of fresh desire swept her body and she sighed, communicating arousal as the hillocks of her breasts heaved with every breath she drew. Her nipples tightened into knots, and there was a lovely swaying at her hips, as though they were preparing themselves for what would follow. 

“Jolie,” he said her name, pronouncing the soft “g” sound, as if speaking French. 

“Sir?” 

He admired the fair brightness of her white skin as much as she was intoxicated by the rich hue of his natural color. Stripping himself of his shirt, he tossed it at his feet and moved closer to his prize, muscles wet and gleaming with perspiration. They were defined so clearly one would think they were sculpt in clay and fired. With her eyes riveted on his flesh, the desire to touch him made her fingers itchy and her palms begin to sweat. 

For one long moment of anticipation, she watched as his hands moved inside his pants, and pushed them down to his knees and then his feet. She could hardly look at the lusty equipment at his crotch. Yet, a first glance, and her eyes remained fixed and unable to veer from the impressive sight. He stepped forward, with his dark penis bulging from its sheath, and the thick head poking through like a spear. 

Her body warmed in waves of heat that made every nerve tingle with need. Moistening her lips with her tongue, she imagined its salty, sweaty taste. Her hunger for him swelled. Had she not been numb with fearful expectation, she would have dropped to her knees and kissed his feet. She remained, nervously waiting the first touch of his skin to hers, just inches from him, feeling his breath, he sensing hers. 

He knew she was a seasoned woman, with months of good sex to her credit—nights with loins locked to men’s groins, her cunt drawing seed from hot erections. Yet, in the moment of first revelations, she seemed as innocent as a child. Her face was flushed with expectation and a little awe; while her eyes gleamed with a trace of wildness. A kinder man would soothe her; but this man’s schemes were aimed toward baser deeds.

He clutched her hair in his hand and pulled her to him, so their bodies pressed together and their lips met to kiss. His tongue reached out to draw her in, and so she fell into his chest, smelling the redolence of a man’s world within that first full breath of him. She went limp inside his arms. Reshaped by his power, she was lifted to the bed and set down like a precious treasure. 

Thinking he would take her quickly, she opened her thighs to welcome him. But he was not that swift to take his pleasure. Instead, he was a man who loved to linger at the crotch of a randy whore, who loved to dip his tongue into the lovenest and take a draught of sexual juices. Dropping there between her trembling thighs, he pressed his mouth to her center, swirling his tongue about the folds and poking the tip inside the winking doorway. He licked at the pathway from deep at the crack of her ass to the bud at the top, between her labia, around the pregnant little head and then back to the center where the liquid seemed to pour now in an endless stream.

She hummed, cooing as softly as a happy dove. Lifting her hips from the bed, she encouraged his play, taunting him for more as her pubis swayed before his beastly eyes. His dark eyes lit from a place deep within his being where the earth grappled unrestrained. 

Lifting her groin with his hands, he clutched one ass cheek in each hand as he ate from her rapturous center. He teased her clitoris aggressively with his teeth, nibbling so she shrieked, and shaking her crotch with his mouth as though he would tear it from her groin.

Her hands clenched, fists pounding the bed. “Good gawd!” she screamed. “Have mercy.”

She begged for mercy that she wouldn’t get and didn’t need. He gave her none. Just as she was about to climax—he could see her start to tense, could anticipate the next spasm, and knew she was just seconds from the end. He drew away, dropped her ass back to the bed and pulled up on his knees. Tossing his little victim to her stomach, he seized her hips to greet his erection. Finding the place to plant his stalk wet and ready for him, he joined with her grasping cunt.

The first thrust struck her womb. Then, he begged off rocking with her as they worked their way to a mutual finish. He was avid with her ass, smacking it as the rhythm began, turning the white to pink, and the pink to red, and the surface into a raw canvas of fire. 

“Spank me more!” she cried. 

He hit her until his hand hurt and she was ready to climax. 

Still, it wasn’t enough for the dark-skinned warrior and his lechery. He stopped the spanking to press his thumb against her anus and breach the ungiving door. 

“Oh, help me, please no!” she shrieked. 

“Let go, slut!” he ordered. 

“NOOOO!” This delirious cry was the most desperate of all… She couldn’t believe that the man’s proud stalk could fit into the tiny channel. 

“Yes, Jolie,” his voice stayed soothing but firm, and firmer still were the fingers that breached the barrier. “Relax.” His voice was sweet, but not those insistent fingers. A woman of her experience with sex should not be scared—he was just another man to fit inside. But he was so much more than the men who’d conquered that passageway before. The length, the heft. He would ruin her for certain. 

Patrick worked his new bitch determinedly, until his four fingers were shoved into her anus, widening it for more. 

She shrieked as the entrance slowly opened, as the muscles eased and the rings that held the channel tight finally softened and expanded. With the juices flowing freely from her cunt, he collected them on his fingers and lubricated the hollow until it was ready for attack. 

She was ready, too. Her mind adjusted to the thought of anal sex; and her body accepted the fact. Once he’d withdrawn from her cunt, and was poised to dive headfirst, it wouldn’t have mattered what he did, how large the member, or swift the strike. She was primed and at the peak of her arousal, almost begging him now.

He thrust and she gasped, “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh, yessss, fuck me yessss……..”

“Good bitch,” he seethed.

She clawed the sheets with her hands, grasping them in her fists and hanging on as if her life mattered, as if letting go she’d slip away and never find the edge and the very end. 

Then, she was there. With the black man’s cock impaling her, his hands digging into her burnished ass, her body burst with flame. She climaxed hard around the stalk inside her, about the emptiness in her deserted vagina, and everywhere her body had nerves to feel sensation peaking, brightening and then receding. 

It was a long way down to the earth again—for her mind and more so for her body. On the way, her captor took his final pleasure, which only prolonged hers. His quick, rhythmic thrusts made her climax swell and swell again, and burst, just as he groaned and ground his cock into this far-flung cavern, where he spewed his seed. 

Lifeless and panting, Jolie lay inert once she collapsed to the bed. Patrick followed falling to her side with a dark arm circling her waist.

She turned her head, the first sign of life; her opened eye was the second. 

“You leave me lost, sir,” she said quietly. 

“And I leave myself defenseless with you,” he answered in return. “You are a fine whore.”

“Glad to please you, sir.” That was the truth.

They slept, then. The ship was rocking on the tumbling surf, fighting waves and tides and a seriously dark sky with threatening rain. They were cozy, coiled among themselves; black and white skin mingling, with Jolie’s wild red hair spread over their backs like a swirl of red seaweed pulled out of the depths. 

***

It was dawn before the captive and the captor woke. The sea had eased overnight and the journey was smooth. There was no sun to warm the day, but there was a gentle undulating peacefulness about, inside the Captain’s cabin and inside the bed the redheaded slut shared with Patrick Dunleavy. 

“How is it that a man of your color comes to have a such an unlikely name? You are African, I believe?”

“By ancestry, but not circumstance. My mother was a white man’s mistress.”

“But your skin’s not fair at all?”

“I’m still the result,” he assured her. 

“And the fancy conversation, the manners, all from the same source?”

“My father was an evenhanded man who expected all of this children to be gentlemen and ladies. My mother learned the social graces from him and taught them to me as though they were my religion.”

“But you became a pirate?” This unusual man baffled her powers of understanding, even with this explanation of his parentage.

“A gentlemen pirate,” he corrected her err. “I confiscate from the wealthy…”

“… And give to the poor,” she finished for him. “Another Robin Hood?”

“Hardly. I give to no one but myself and those who cast their lives with me. I own my island, my castle, and my ship.”

“You own an island and a castle, too?”

“In a manner of speaking. Though you’ll find my island more humane than your homeland, and my castle not the kind that’s made of stone. It is my fortress, my preserve against the wars of life. You’ll live there. That’s where we’re sailing now. And if you have some grievance against that, I’ll lock you in my tower!”

“A tower?” She felt a little squeamish hearing that. “I thought you were just fooling when you mentioned that before.”

“Perhaps I was. But the tower is real.”

“You’ve had other maids in your tower?”

“A few.”

“And they die there?” she was being witty with her banter, though it was a serious desire for information that drove her questions. 

“They could, if they are bratty enough to stir my wrath.”

“But none so far?”

“I’m not that kind of pirate. I have better uses for the women in my charge than killing them. If it’s pleasure they want, they will earn it. I will give it freely to those who obey me. If they wish to fight me, I have means of extracting their cooperation… and if they still wish to thwart their own best interests, I do have methods for punishment that rival a real villain’s.”

“Then you must have many women in your keeping.”

“A few now,” he answered vaguely. 

“You have your favorites?”

“I love them all,” he said.

“Not one better than another?”

“I love them each for what they offer me in service, sex and adoration.”

“Then I must adore you, too?”

“If you don’t already, you will.”

This remark joggled her rudely—that he should be so presumptuous to think that any woman would adore him after making love just once—and that one time seemed more like fucking than love. It had been a good fuck, of course, perhaps in the category of the best she’d had in many moons. But it was not enough to make her adore him. That she saved for men she could trust. On reflection, she could not recall ever trusting a man enough to adore him—only for brief glimpses when their first lusts were engaged. Then it was mere infatuation. Having become a woman, leaving her maidenhood behind, she’d come to understand the difference between a young woman’s obsession and true love. 


Chapter Six

Jolie stood before her pirate captor in his cabin. She glanced at the bed, which she’d neatly made earlier that morning, when the two had been driven from their quiet awakening by the first mate. She’d dusted and swept the room because there was little else to do and she figured he’d be pleased with the spontaneous gesture. 

He was only mildly impressed when he returned to his cabin after conferring with his crew. 

“Good start,” he acknowledged her work.

He was carrying her dress, now dry from being laundered. Though it was wrinkled, she assumed there was no way of ironing the thing in these crude circumstances, so she tossed it over her head and quickly knotted the ties into neat bows. When she came to the one at her bodice, Patrick Dunleavy stopped her. “Leave it be. I rather like the look of your breasts.”

“So immodest?” she questioned him.

“Be glad I don’t ask you to bare them completely, nipples and all, or better still, require that you go naked in front of my men. They would find you a pleasing sight with no clothes to cover you. I’d enjoy presenting you to them. But, I’m afraid the temptation to rape you would be too great on this ship. I won’t risk mutiny. They—and you—have work to do.”

“Then I should be grateful that you’ve only chosen to bare this much of me.” She stared down at the open bodice, showing a bounty of creamy flesh jiggling freely, just barely contained by the sides of her dress. Should she lean forward, her captured breasts would fall out, nipples and all. Imagining the looks of twenty sex-starved sailors eyeing that lewd picture, she shuddered with fright. Shaking off the image, she returned to her questions. 

“So, sir, why would you choose me? Of all the women in my country, why would I appeal to you above the rest?”

He considered for a moment, his face finally breaking into a beaming grin. “In part, it is a matter of convenience. As a convicted felon, there will be little cry for your return. I won’t have the hounds of justice tailing me, since the majority would believe that a woman of your reputation is best left to thieves and rabble like myself. The only man who will have any reason to find me is Demetrius. Although, I suspect that he’ll quickly put you in the category of losses, since he has no where to start a search, and your worth is minimal.”

Jolie wasn’t sure if this was good for her or not. But it was the plain truth about her current predicament, and something she should accept. 

“Now, if you’re finished with your interrogation of me,” Patrick started. “You can be off to work. The cook is expecting you in the galley. The place is filthy—you’ll scrub it top to bottom.”

The days following her night with Patrick were long, the list of chores endless. One task finished, she was presented another seconds later, no time to rest, to even get a breath. She became the charge of the first mate, Grady, who ogled her breasts with a voraciously lascivious eye and piled on tasks as his thoughts turned sadistic. The way he worked her day and night, he must have enjoyed seeing a young woman sweat. 

If she expected to be Patrick Dunleavy’s regular bed partner, she was unhappily mistaken. When he wanted her, he used her, often picking her off the floor of his cabin in the middle of the night and taking her cunt until he was satisfied, then throwing her down again. Only rarely did he keep her with him for comfort. She otherwise slept on the floor—anywhere else on the ship she would have been too vulnerable to the crew. Despite warnings against such unseemly behavior, Patrick was concerned enough about her welfare to keep her protected from an onslaught of horny sailors. 

Constant in his use of her was his determination to widen her anal channel. He probed her with all manner of items to stretch the muscles so she’d be accustomed to his quick entry. He used his fingers often while they were having sex. But more often, he thrust the necks of bottles into her anus, or rounded sticks he’d honed to a smooth finish for easy entry. The sizes varied, though there seemed to be a steadily increasing girth to the probes. She always shrieked at least on the inside, and grimaced and fussed if she was particularly tight that night. 

“You’d better give in, lass,” Patrick warned. “Otherwise, you’ll find this treatment more gruesome each time. He normally greased the pathway, soothing the exterior with his fingers before he pushed the rod in place. Then, if she’d been particularly difficult expanding, he left the thing inside her ass and tied it in place with ropes. She’d spend her day impaled, though no one but she and her captor would be the wiser. Even if she grimaced and swore, or begged him to set her free, he would calmly answer her plea. “This is my business. Your body belongs to me and I will do with it what I will.”

She hated his attitude of ownership; but it could not be helped. The ship was her prison, the water, walls that kept her inside. She was afraid of drowning, being lost on the savage seas and floating helplessly adrift, food for fish. 

If her captor was particularly scheming, he might—after securing the rod inside her ass—take her cunt with his excited erection. The fit was tight with the prodded places stretched to their very limits, and expanding even further as the man’s big penis forced her wide. Some days, she would float almost demented and happy with the screwing. The empty-headed nothing that prevailed in her mind was a sweet tonic for a woman who needed a place to escape. Other days, the ass rape was misery akin to being beaten with knives. Even when Patrick aimed at being gentle, his attempts failed to work. He fucked her still—perhaps less raucously when she was screaming, but he wouldn’t stop until she was filled with his cream and dripping afterwards. 

“It makes sense to get used to this,” he would tell her when he finished. 

She could agree; but had little power over how her body would react to the anal assault. 

During their few weeks at sea, gradually, in small increments, Jolie’s rear channel and its taut portal did ease. 

“There are other measures that I’ll use when we’re at the island,” he informed her. “This is a crude place to work.”

“It is, truly, sir. And wouldn’t you want to wait now until we make port? You said it was just a week off?” Any reprieve would be welcome.

“And lose the ground we’ve gained? No,” he answered directly. He was smiling, amiable in the face of her discomfort—as usual, but not about to retreat. 

“Why is this so important to you?” she wondered. “Is not my pussy a delightfully wonderful place to romp?”

“Of course it is. But—being the fertile woman that you are, I’m not afforded this asset all the time. I want to make sure that I can use you whenever I want. Besides, there are special benefits to anal sex that I enjoy. In plain language, it gives me pleasure to take women in the ass.”

Jolie’s long days wore her down. Even the thought of dry land was no inspiration. Patrick said they were just a week from their destination, but that week was dragging on in tedious fashion. Her body ached, and she needed rest. Her temper was short, her attitude less compliant than was required of her. Patrick gave her some leeway, but her tongue was growing sharper by the hour. 

She was swabbing the deck in the afternoon, listening as rough sailors taunted her with crude come-ons. She ignored their boorishness easily for many days, but not this day, not with the sun baking on her back against the hot brown dress, cramps in her belly from hunger, and her limbs tired and complaining to her weary head. 

“Ouch! You vermin!” she scowled as one sailor pinched her ass as he strolled behind her. 

“Lady ’aving a bad day?” he growled with a roguish glee. 

“Keep your hands from me or I’ll talk to the captain,” she snapped.

“Yes, and he’ll listen to the sweet nuthins’ of a whore. Yer got a fine arse, I say.”

“Get out of here,” she pushed him hard. 

He pushed right back and she landed firmly on her bum, from where she flew to her feet and went after the man fists flying.

He was a stronger brute than she was a lady—even a lady on fire with anger. The assault was put down in seconds as he held her to his chest and they worked their way to the stairs and the cabins below.

“Here,” the sailor pushed her off to the first mate. “She needs ‘er hide tanned. Ya care to let me do ‘er?”

“I’ll take her below, mate. You get on with your work.”

Grady held her tightly as she was spitting fire, her eyes molten like the embers. He shoved her towards the captain’s cabin and knocked on the door. 

“Come in!” he called. 

“Your kidnapped bitch is giving the crew fits again, sir.”

“I am not! The blackguard insulted me!” she flew into a rage and out of the man’s arms. 

“Easy, Jolie. Tell me your complaint,” Patrick answered mildly. 

“The fellow above accosted me, and I threw him off, just as a lady should.”

“She ain’t no lady,” the first mate reminded him. 

“But surely I command some respect, sir!” she cried to her captor. 

“What is the complaint?” he turned to Grady. 

“She kicked my man, moved on him like a wild dog.”

“Because he …” she started.

“Hush,” Patrick silenced her, though she was steaming like a raging bull. 

“I will NOT hush, you ass! You’re all asses!”

“Shall I shove a gag down your throat?” Patrick wondered out loud.

She stopped short of yelling again, seeing by his lethal gaze that he was serious about the threat.

“No, sir,” she calmed.

“Is that all of your report?” he asked Grady.

“Ain’t it enough, Capt’n? She’s actin’ more like a bitch every day she’s on this ship. I know what I’d do with a nag like her.”

“Leave us,” Patrick decided, “I’ll handle the rest in private.”

Grady left, shaking his head, while Jolie still shook with anger she could not contain.

“You are a bloody bastard!” she vented as soon as the door closed behind the man. 

“Am I now?” 

“Indeed!” she snapped. 

“Your sharp tongue will get you nowhere, lass. I’d suggest you squash that ire of yours.”

“I cannot squash anything. I’m tired, wounded, pained by your crudities with my body. I thought, perhaps, that you’d be different from the others. But you just pretend to be civil and humane. You are miserable and brutish like all the other masters who have abused me.”

“You believe that I’ve abused you? How could that be?”

She glared. “You worthless swine! You bugger my ass every night and think that’s not abuse!”

“Seems you get your fair share of delight in that. Is there not a time you haven’t climaxed?”

“That is not my point!” 

“And what is the point?” he wondered. 

“That I hate you and this life,” she shrieked from her gut.

“You need to calm down, my beauty. You’re simply tired.”

“That I am. But I will NOT be calm!” 

“You will be calm or you’ll feel the back of my hand.”

“Not before you feel mine first.” Her hand flew back a second later, on its way to connect with the captain’s jaw.

But there was no smack of a hand on his cheek. Patrick’s quick reflexes had her wrist contained in his hand, his fingers clutching it so tightly that she was instantly paralyzed with pain. 

“Sir, please,” she squealed from that agony.

He lightened his grip but he did not let go.

Revived as the pain receded, she began her assault, kicking at the man’s legs and struggling with all her might to free herself from the bullish animal. For her small size, she packed a mighty wallop, but she was like a mere child in his grasp. 

He pulled her with him to his captain’s chair, and sitting down, he tossed her over his lap and raised her skirt, so he could spank her bare behind. 

“You ass, don’t you dare!” she wailed.

She took a few smacks directly on the center of her ass cheeks, but she was flailing so hard, her ass jumping about so wildly that he could hardly handle the brawling wench. 

“Let me go!”

Though he gripped her firmly, she still managed to whip about. And while Patrick was able to strike her buttocks with a furiously paced spanking, he was getting annoyed with the struggle.

“You don’t settle down, bitch, you’ll regret it!”

“I’ll regret it if I let you have me, bastard!” The wild talk only inspired her to fight more… so savagely that it took more effort than the spanking was worth to contain her. 

“End it now!” he roared in a voice that should have enlightened God, though it did little to quell the belligerent brat. 

She fought on, pouring every bit of contempt, pent-up rage and venom into her attack. 

“End it now!” he tried one more time with the same wild result. 

When he stopped the war, she was clamoring for more, but he was on his feet now, able to contain her with rope he wound about her wrists and more he used to bind her legs. That done, he threw her to the floor. 

“I gave you fair warning, bitch. This could have been no more than a simply spanking… where a good thrashing was deserved. But you’ve engaged my ire, and I will see you punished just as you dread. There won’t be a next time after I’m finished with your sorry ass.” His speech was hot; though as he spoke his tone diminished in volume and the fire in his delivery slowly receded. The intensity was not lost however, nor was he flagging in purpose. He cooled quickly, moving into that immovable chilling place where no man or woman would desire he go. Had Jolie seen him just once behaving from those cold and gloomy depths, she might have halted her rebellion and given in. But without the knowledge of his darker mien, she was ignorant of the measures he could evoke to punish her. 

Striding from his cabin, he left the woman to worry about what horror would take place to right her terrible wrong. Regret poured through her system, but she believed it was too late to remedy the situation.

“Patrick, please, sir!” she called. Either he had not heard her or he refused to answer the belated plea.

“String her up!” the first mate ordered. Oh, how those words rang out from her past.

The crew stood on deck in a loose formation—everyone save the cook who was still preparing their evening meal. 

Captain Dunleavy stood to the left of Jolie as the first mate led her up the stairs to the deck. She caught his eye with hers, but he failed to acknowledge the look with any feeling. His eyes locked on hers for just a second then stared away. 

Her heart shriveled. 

Just minutes before she lay helplessly bound on the floor of his cabin gazing up into the steel of his steadfast eyes. She realized the seriousness of her crime and how foolish she’d been. She pleaded her case. “Sir, please, I am sorry. I apologize. I will do anything you say, I swear.”

“I’m sure you will,” he answered, “because you have no choice. If treating you humanely doesn’t instill you with some humility, then there are other measures. I’ve warned you and you did not pay heed.”

“I was wrong, sir. Out of my head,” she pressed him. “The mistake was horrible, I know, but I beg you, don’t punish me before those awful brutes.” She’d overheard his plans and was appalled.

“Those brutes, as awful as they appear, I entrust with my life—and yours. You should be more grateful to them.” He looked down at her sneering coldly, “Besides, I shouldn’t think this would be so difficult for you. After all, you’ve appeased the thirsting masses before. And there are just twenty to satisfy on my ship.” He rarely spoke with mockery in his voice as it was not in his character to gloat or be smug; but he was both now. “I will not be derided, I will not be challenged. You have accomplished both and for that you will pay.”

“But, please, I am begging you,” she jumped back quickly to her aid. 

Patrick Dunleavy wouldn’t listen to more; instead, he strode from his cabin as purposefully as he’d entered, leaving her to wonder what the punishment would bring.

Now, as she approached the ship’s deck, she shook with fright and embarrassment. Her cheeks were flushed as she looked briefly toward the surrounding crew and their mocking gazes. Thankfully, Patrick’s was not one of them jeering at her. His scorn for her was now transformed into simple coldness… where had the kind man she’d first met at the dock disappeared to? Odd though, that he should arouse her so when he was being heartless.

Atop the ship’s deck, she was taken to the masthead—the enormous trunk of sturdy oak that jutted toward heaven and was fitted for sails. If only the wind would sweep her up now and fly her out to sea, she would be grateful for the ride to any freedom from this treachery—even the mysterious ocean depths seemed kinder than this horror. She wanted to live, but not like this. For the second time in her young life she’d become the target of abuse and shame and the eyes of chortling buffoons.

Where she’d been kicking and screaming, and ranting like a heedless shrew in Patrick Dunleavy’s cabin, she was now calm as the waters they sailed this day. Even her thick brown skirt didn’t flutter in the breeze. But there was a hot sun beating on her back; the air was sticky with salt, and the taste of it made her thirst for clear, clean water. 

“String her up!” the first mate’s order caused two sailors to scramble forward and take her bound hands in theirs. They untied the bonds that held them, but that was only so they could fix them separately to the heavy mast. 

Once her hands had been secured, she was wrenched forward, her torso ringed with rope to anchor her firmly against the massive timber. Her legs were then roped and tied widely apart at the base of the column. She was sweating as the blistering sun baked against her shoulders. 

“Untie her clothes!” the first mate ordered. 

One of the leering crew dashed forward to accomplish the task. He began with the top of her dress where, just as in the front, a series of ties went from the neckline to the hem. The dress had been fashioned for just such an occasion as this one. It took some tugging to open the ties—they’d been pulled tightly into knots, laundered and dried into place. Jolie hoped he’d never get them loose—although that was a foolish wish. If they couldn’t bare her body this way, there were other ways to uncover her ass.

After each tie was undone there was a distinctive chortle coming from the gallery of sailors. Then more sniggling jeers as her dress was opened to her bound waist, and the sides were pulled wide and tied with straps to keep them anchored and her back naked. That deed finished, the man proceeded with the ties along the back of her skirt. One by one, the tiny bows were loosened, until both sides were free and could be pulled away to reveal her bare behind—the two plump cheeks glistening white in the sun.

Jolie should have taken comfort having her breasts and belly still clothed. In the marketplace where she was tried her entire body had been on display. Yet, before the eyes of these unseemly men—who she’d see daily long after the punishment was over—intimate exposure was difficult to endure. She ducked her head into her arm to avert their crude stares, letting the fabric of her dress absorb her tears. 

The sun beat more ungraciously against her naked back; and she could feel her skin burn, becoming charred like the last embers in a fire. 

The men were hushed now, only a few tittering chuckles. Perhaps their captain had arrested the jovial game. He was the author of these proceedings and would remain in charge; both his victim and the crew of twenty sailors were his to control. And though she was being publicly punished, Patrick Dunleavy would not let the festivities descend into raucous anarchy. 

Waiting was as vile a torture as being beaten. Her flesh quivered, while her legs ached and trembled uncontrollably. She tried to right herself in the uncomfortable bondage, but there was no position that didn’t meanly cut at her wrists, her ankles and her waist. The thick hemp that held her prisoner dug into the flesh—to tug against it would only pull it tighter. 

Any moment she expected the first lash to strike her back. Every second became a moment of living hell. 

Her tears burned hot and the muscles in her jaw tightened as she gritted her teeth. Jolie struggled to disguise her fear. She must keep her wits about her if she ever hoped to hold her head high again. She must remain at peace—no more the gnashing, kicking, screaming ninny that had caused this misery in the first place. 

Waiting in this thorny silence, Jolie wondered if the day and this lingering moment of apprehension would never end…

She heard the sound of boots behind her, and felt a body closing in, and then the feel of a man’s chest pressed to her back with the warmth of his hot breath on her neck. 

“You are a senseless woman, a fool,” Patrick whispered. “For what I offered you, you spit in my face, kicked my shins and railed on me as if I’d been the devil. I can take a good deal of insult from women because most often it is petty and unimportant; but I won’t take it from the likes of you again, fair lady. No more. I gave you leeway because I knew this was a difficult journey—I gave you my affections and my solace. But that has ended now. You will regret this day, long after the wounds to your back have healed and you are out of my sight.  What I envision for you is a catastrophe to rival all the horrors you have been through so far.” He grabbed her neck, loose hair and all, and pulled them back so he could see her face. “Even your tears do not move me,” he scowled darkly. He thrust her head back to the mast; then turning on the heel of his boot he strode to his position on deck. 

“Whip her!” he gave the order in a strong, proud voice. 

The first mate took the lash in hand and addressed the woman from behind. Hers was a far fairer canvas of flesh than he’d ever seen. Women were not whipped on sailing ships; at least not since he’d been a mate aboard Patrick Dunleavy’s vessel. 

The cruel sun beat down, making her back side look as white as the sails above. Drawing back his lash, he let the leather sing as he brought the punishing tool forward and laid it on her ass.

She jumped but did not sound off. 

He laid on another strike and then another until her body was jumping madly and she threatened to cry. Her mouth was wide open, but there was no voice behind her woe. 

Grady continued on, moving adroitly over the flesh with his repeated strikes, reddening the woman’s skin as his vigor for the task increased. When he moved to her shoulders, the rash of blows drew color from that place, too.

For at time, the sky darkened. Clouds were building on the horizon and there was some relief from the sun for this agonized woman. Though as soon as her body would ease, the sun appeared again with its intense and blistering heat adding to her misery. 

Her ass looked raw, her shoulders flushed; and as the pain increased so did her need to cry. Yet, when she finally offered up her first suffering wails, they were strangely less infused with pain than the audience of voyeuring seaman would have expected from the lashed young woman. There was a curious frenzy in the sounds, moans that came from a deep source, and something lush and erotic about the way she began to twist and grind her gut into the massive timbre. 

Her shrieks ended with lavish whimpers while she heaved in great waves. She seemed one splendid, libidinous creature. Could it be that she’d found heaven in the blows?

For the tormented beauty, the beating was harsh. She felt driven to the worst of all her woes—not because it was more painful than her thrashing in the marketplace—this was no worse than that miserable hour—but because she was reliving an event she swore would never happen again. Her emotions struck like daggers in her gut. This mental agony was more noxious than the physical… her anguish bloomed. 

As her cries continued, her body swooned with the pain taking on another quality—unexpected and curiously wonderful. Just as she experienced in that grand hour of her trial, new hungers issued from her body’s deep recesses. She welcomed more abuse. When a cloud shrouded the sun and for a moment a draft of cool air brushed by her wounds, she shuddered deeply, feeling as if she was about to catch a wave of orgasmic bliss. Her crotch wriggled impatiently against the mast bringing her inner crescendo to a peak.

She was screaming frantically to the ears of her audience, while she was realizing the most amazing moments of blissful joy. If the lash hit harder, her body only grappled to a higher plane of ecstasy. Could this go on forever? 

The men about her chuckled seeing such abject pain. Their groins were hot with blood rushing to their turgid cocks. A few surreptitiously rubbed their genitals as they fed off the picture of the woman’s agony. They understood little—that what they felt was as much a product of this woman’s pleasure as it was her misery. And what misery she had experienced was fleeing fast. Only Patrick Dunleavy watching with his critical eye and a fierce erection throbbing in his pants could discern the truth about his punished wench. He suspected it would happen, knowing how she responded to the measures he took with her sexually. She was driven by enormous lust that took shapes and forms different from most women. She relished tenderness, but with the same delightful glee, she relished punishment. How fine a woman she’d become! He considered himself lucky to have stumbled on this rare beauty, and understood her for who she was. 

As Patrick stood solemnly watching the proceedings, Jolie took the last of the lash with such a mirthful enjoyment that even the dullards around her could tell that she was not a ruined wench. 

As Grady finally ended the whipping, sweat dripped from his brow. The sun was bright again and he sighed heavily and exhausted. 

“She’s yours, sir,” he told his Captain and the Captain nodded to the man. 

Swaggering forward, Patrick Dunleavy was at the woman’s back. This time, when he pressed his body to hers he felt a generous rush of erotic warmth move into his groin. If she’d not climaxed, he would be surprised. It seemed she was still languishing in the feelings of relief. He felt her panting breath, listened to her whimpering sighs; and then said his piece. “There are other ways to punish harlots that are not as pleasant as this, milady. Think not that I am finished with you and your shrewish behavior. You will be contained.”

There were no words on her lips—little thought in her mind. Her exhaustion was sweet and sensuous. Even Patrick Dunleavy’s voice added to the pleasant drifting feeling.

If this was all that the man could do to punish her, she had nothing to fear. Even if she should fear him, now was not the time.

The pirate captain had his kidnapped chattel released just long enough to strip her entirely of her clothes. Then, she was bound to the mast again where her beautiful body was exposed to the crew for the rest of the afternoon and evening. As the ship moved, the thick mast scraped against the wounds at her back, so that her pain lingered on with each creak and dip and roll along the open sea. To add to her torture the proud beauty was forced to endure more jeers, and more scruffy faces assaulting hers with their hot sour breath and snarling laughs.

Though this added torment might have been nauseous to a once noble woman, the punished Jolie was nearly oblivious to the taunts and even the physical discomfort the crude bondage brought her. Through all their ridicule and sneers, her body undulated before their eyes as if she were dancing for them and she deriding them in return. It no longer bothered her to be abused this way… even bound, she had power over theses brutes, though that was something they would never understand. 

Perhaps this unexpected exhilaration was merely a reaction to the beating, and the way those glorious moments tossed aside her anger and contempt. She remained contentedly bound until the sky grew dark, and the chill in the air brought tiny bumps to the surface of her skin and she was at last released and removed to the Captain’s cabin where she quickly fell asleep atop her mangy blanket. 


Chapter Seven 

Patrick Dunleavy owned the hills, the rocks, the cliffs, but not the entire island. He owned the great castle atop the peak as well. Below his fortress, life teamed in a way that recalled the bustling fairs and marketplaces of Jolie’s homeland, the villages and towns. Into this new landscape Jolie walked on a leash through a wide thoroughfare teaming with brown-skinned natives, finely dressed white men and fancily arrayed ladies of all colors and sizes. The natives stared in wonder and the white men in judgment as the redheaded beauty passed through their lives, for just a second taking their attention from their tasks. This was not the first time the man with the fortress had brought a new servant through their streets, led on a leash as though she was a recently purchased slave. He was known to house a dozen beautiful women within the walls of his estate. They worked the small gardens, tended his animals, cleaned the house and cooked his meals. At night, it was assumed that Patrick Dunleavy bedded one, if not more, of his handsome beauties. Although the real facts about the man’s life were scant and rumors abounded, he was renowned for his sexual prowess. Occasionally, one of his housemaids or servants slipped away from the fortress into the village where new rumors would breed. As often, these errant maids were picked up by one of Patrick Dunleavy’s aides and returned to the hill.

Dunleavy’s newest acquisition was as lovely as the others. Her face had been scrubbed cleaned, her dress—though quite ugly in style—was freshly washed, and her hair had been combed into a beautiful plait of color many on the island had never seen. No one missed the spark in her green eyes and the way she looked at her witnesses in fearful wonder. 

What was more remarkable about this lovely woman was the way she carried herself—especially considering her dazzling physical exposure. Whoever designed the unbecoming dress was inspired to include the perfect means for displaying a woman’s finest sexual assets. In a move that should not have been a surprise to her, that she should have anticipated considering the ways she’d been previously exposed, Jolie’s ass, breasts and Venus mound were in clear sight of every eye. Regardless of the others times she’d been exhibited, she shuddered with embarrassment to find so many eyes focused on the pale glories of her lovely body. Though she’d been well whipped just days before, the signs of that whipping had faded. The skin on her behind was smooth and creamy; her breasts shimmied in perfect form, nipples blushed with pink; the petal soft pink of her pubic hair cloaked the fair flower of her nether regions. Her feminine mound of curls barely covered the cleft where her clitoris beat with passion, and the opening of her vagina was damp with her sexual juices. 

Listening to the murmuring voices of this gallery of onlookers, Jolie wondered at their foreign tongue and what they were saying about her. What kind of place was this where women were led on leashes through the streets as easily as dogs or donkeys. Was this common? Or, like the town where she was born, married, accused and convicted of adultery, was this a spectacle that happened only rarely?

Patrick Dunleavy led his captive up a twisted path, though a lushly tangled jungle. The steep slopes of the hillsides had been terraced into gardens where laborers worked the soil, and few bothered to look at the young woman passing by. Perhaps such a sight was not uncommon in the country. 

Reaching the thick walls that surrounded Patrick Dunleavy’s fortress, the wide gate swung open. Someone had been clued to their arrival. Once inside the stronghold, the gate banged closed with a resonant sound that filled Jolie with a sense of dread. Would she ever leave this place? She looked upwards seeing tall spires reaching into the sky above a substantial house made of stucco and Spanish tiles. Patrick didn’t lie. There was a tower, a magnificent column that poked into the heavens with an enormous round turret caged in iron bars. It was the most forbidding sight to greet her eyes since coming to the island, which otherwise had the look of paradise.  

“Yes, that’s where you’ll live until you become a civil lady once again,” Patrick informed her in a cool monotone.

Though it was a warm day, Jolie shivered from his chilling words. She was tired of iron bars and sinister sights—especially when the feel of this new place was otherwise so wonderfully delightful. She was tired of being trapped, of being owned, abused and ridiculed. She was tired of long days in the service of men whose greatest passion was to contain her lively spirit with rules and ropes and the threat of punishment.

So tired of yielding—she would appease Patrick Dunleavy to live elsewhere in the house? She wasn’t sure what she would do—though seeing this dreadful tower in the flesh, she wondered if she hadn’t been foolish to be so proud and contentious after her beating. For five nights since her showing at the mast, she refused the man sex. Of course, he had every advantage over her, could have raped her any time he wanted and she would not have said a word. But he wanted more than that. He wanted her to welcome him. He desired her to be as willing as she’d been the first time they were together. She refused. 

“How can you expect me to make love to you when you’ve completely shamed me this way?” she’d asked him after turning a cold shoulder to his affectionate gesture. She was civil, yes—she’d never be a shrew again; that was her private vow. But neither would she think kindly of the man, nor enjoy his touch, nor shiver excitedly in his presence—certainly not so he could see. “Take me if you like, but I will not love it,” she’d added sounding quite proud of herself.

“So be it,” he answered. But instead of going for the prize without her approval, he turned away from her, as cold and uninviting as she was. Jolie wasn’t sure if she were disappointed or happy that he left her alone. Her body was overwrought with need—what had happened at the mast provoked such profound feelings in her that she could not dispel them without some raucously sexual end. But denying herself that possibility, she was agitated, miserable and too stubborn to change her position. “We’ll see just how amenable you’ll be after a night in the tower,” he warned. “Though, I’d be careful letting me wait for your affections to return; by the time we get to the island, I might not care if I ever bed you again.”

“And that would be fine with me,” she nearly snapped off. “For I will never want you, Patrick Dunleavy. Though I might spend the rest of my life with you as your captive, I will never warm to your affections—ever!”

What Jolie had not counted on was witnessing the greeting Patrick received from his other servants as he entered the courtyard. His first welcome came from a young native woman—a tall, muscular and graceful dark-skinned beauty. Her long hair cascaded down her back in a sheet of ebony that shined like midnight with stars. She was dressed only in a skirt that wrapped about her waist and covered her feminine treasures below. Around her throat, fashioned as a collar, she wore beads two inches thick. Several more strands of beads swung low over her bare chest, swaying between her perfectly cone-shaped mounds of tawny-colored brown. Her chest was as exposed as Jolie’s was now. 

Moving to her master, she blessed him with a warm, adoring smile, which immediately produced his gracious grin. Wrapping her arms about his neck they kissed, a long, deep-throated kiss which lasted several seconds. His hands poured over her smooth skin; then his palm massaged one breast and dropped low to reach between the folds of her skirt for something more intimate to caress. 

“Welcome, sir,” she said, then she slumped to her knees and bowed at his feet. 

Though she appeared flawless, the lovely lady had a curious imperfection across the top of her back—perhaps a gash, or the mark of a whip. It was difficult to tell for sure, though Jolie was quite certain that the imprint was permanent and deliberately made. Her body quickened measurably at the sight. 

“Good day, Moira, and is Anna here?”

“Yes, sir.” The woman lifted her head when she spoke, but diverted her eyes after she answered her master’s question. She needn’t say more, as the woman in question suddenly appeared through the same door that opened for the servant Moira.

Anna was much different than her counterpart, light-skinned like Jolie, though her hair was sandy brown, sun-streaked and a wild mass of curls that framed her face like a lion’s mane. She had a gentle smile, eyes that captured hearts with their soft aspect, and hands that reached lovingly to her master. Their kiss was not as deep as Moira’s sexual one.

“You’ve been gone so long, sir, we wondered if you’d ever return,” she said, stepping back.

“Have I not always returned to you?” he said as he playfully tweaked the woman’s nose. 

Watching the affection this tiny household shared, the newly captured Jolie felt like a rude outsider interrupting the intimacies of a family. Was it jealousy creeping into her hard-hearted soul?

“Anna, this is Jolie. She’ll be housed in the tower.”

“Sir?” she questioned. 

“Yes, the tower,” he suddenly looked dreadfully grim, his eyes narrowing into two simmering points of dark light inside his black face.

“Yes, sir, I’ll take her there now.”

“Be sure you do.” There was meaning behind the comment that Jolie did not understand.

 Before Anna attended to her duty, she bowed before the master just as Moira had; though it was just a quick gesture this time. She was on her feet again in seconds leading the bewildered Jolie by the leash.

As the newcomer stared about the grounds of Patrick Dunleavy’s fortress, the beauty of her new home amazed her. Never—not even in her imagination—had she seen anything as lovely and unusual as this wondrous place. The trees were resplendent with green—great broad leaves, and strange looking bark on their trunks. At the edges of the courtyard where they’d been greeted, a blanket of wild ferns grew with long fronds looking like gentle spears. She had seen drawings in books of these curiosities, but she never believed she’d see such unusual sights. There was so much to gaze on that her eyes were confused and mesmerized by the wonders. And now, being taken to the tower she would not have time to feast on any of it. 

Expecting to be lead through the house, she was surprised when the gracious Anna pulled her to one side of the fortress structure, to the far side of the rounded turret. She unlocked a simple wooden door, and led the captive inside a dank, musty-smelling corridor. Traveling a maze of twisted hallways, they finally reached the tower stairs, which were little more than a series of rough stones leading upwards. Anna was silent on this expedition. And though she could melt before her master’s eye, she resumed a firmer posture and attitude on this trek—perhaps due to the nature of her task. Jolie would wonder. 

By the time the women reached the top of the stairs and stood before another simple door, Jolie’s thighs ached and there was sweat on both women’s brows. The door opened into the tower room—a dreary, humid square box made of stone and mortar. The exterior of the tower was the color of the house, but inside, it retained its dreary grey appearance, the color of weariness and melancholy. The window sills in the tower room were shoulder height on the small captive, which meant looking out on the island landscape could only be accomplished by standing on tiptoe. Something she would not be trying with the diligent Anna in the room.

The sparsely furnished tower contained a table in the center—which was itself a curious thing as there were peculiar leather straps hanging at all four corners, pegs driven into the sides, and even bolts at the base that had a curious purpose. Jolie focused on this unusual piece for several seconds trying to understand its purpose. Then as Anna moved into the room, Jolie’s eyes swept the whole of it and its notable furnishings: a small cabinet, a straw mattress, two chairs and a variety of chains, ropes and other gear which were attached to the walls and hanging from a crude oaken candelabrum suspended over the table. 

“I don’t know why our master has ordered you here,” Anna said, “but it is clear that you have offended him. He is a kind man to those who serve him with obedience and honor. It is too bad that you could not have understood this truth before you failed him. I’m afraid your life here will not be pleasant until you make amends.”

“My life has not been pleasant for some time,” Jolie replied. 

“Perhaps not.” For a woman of such sensuous beauty, she looked terribly grim now. “Up on the table,” she ordered. 

Jolie gazed at her perplexed, wondering now how she should greet this command. 

“And if I do not climb up on the table?” she asked, feeling the first sign of defiance begin to brew inside her tummy.

“Then I’ll inform our master of your feelings.”

“And that is all?”

“It’s not for me to determine or predict what he will do, but I would suggest that you decide to obey.”

For one long anxious minute, Jolie considered her options. She could fight her, abscond with the keys and attempt a flight that might set her free of this miserable tower and her captor. She had no stomach for more torture, for suffering more indignities. She’d had enough of being bound, of masts and ropes and naked unveilings. 

“No!” she turned to the woman. Her green eyes danced with anger. 

“You cannot refuse,” Anna returned determinedly. 

“You said you’d tell Patrick.”

“I will indeed, but that will not prevent me from obeying our master’s command.”

“You’ll have to fight me, then.” Jolie was prepared to go to war with the woman. Her fists were clenched, her jaw as rigid as the mettle in her stubborn character. She would have charged the passive woman, who seemed entirely unconcerned with the revolt brewing before her. 

“There are other ways,” Anna said calmly, then she glanced beyond the captive toward the door. 

Jolie froze. A moment later panic struck as she felt an ominous agitating presence at her shoulder. She turned around preparing to attack whatever vile beast was there. But she was immediately foiled, too stunned by what she saw to mount her assault. Instead of freeing herself from the tower, she was grabbed by the nape of her neck, lifted off her feet and thrust toward the table where she was held down by an incredible force too powerful to oppose. An enormous native dressed in loin cloth and beads lay one hand on her belly, the other on her neck. 

While the scared young woman stared up at the brute in speechless wonder, Anna efficiently captured each of Jolie’s wrists and ankles using the straps at the four corners to tie her in place. Secured and unable to move, the powerful man released his hold and let the woman compete her task. The job was simple and easily accomplished with Jolie firmly bound. 

Anna opened the skirt of the brown dress wider still, and made certain that the captive’s breasts were completely bared. Then, in a move that put her captive in a state of shock, she pulled from the small cabinet at the side of the room, a pot of grease and a thick rod. Slathering the rod with the gooey substance, she lifted the bound woman’s hips off the table enough to insert the thing up her ass. She did nothing to ease the immediate pain of entry—she didn’t slow the process with an initial prodding, or bother working the thing carefully until it was lodged inside. She simply gave the phallus a firm shove and ignored the whimpering wince she noted in her subject’s pained face. 

While this took place, the powerful black man stood back watching, expressionless. No words were exchanged between the trio, though there was plenty of truth communicated in the seconds that followed Jolie’s bondage. She was without question, Patrick Dunleavy’s captive and would remain so until the man decided otherwise. 

Once the task was done, the black man left the two women alone. And having Jolie as she wanted, Anna leaned in to deliver her final message. 

“Our master will attend you as soon as he has eaten and refreshed himself. This would be a good time for you to consider your present state of mind. There is no escape from this island. You’ll need to live with that fact. In time, I’m sure you will. The sooner you give in, the sooner you’ll be able to partake of the wonderful pleasures awaiting you.”

Jolie’s heart beat hotly as she listened to Anna’s calm lecture. 

How had she come to this again? Was there something in her character that required such submission? How could, after all the other horrors, she find herself trapped in a tower, helpless to change her fate? How could this be happening again?

She struggled with the bonds, feeling them tighten as she strained against the straps. The rod in her ass only slipped more deeply as her body writhed to be free. 

“Please, ma’am let up!” she pleaded for herself. “I will speak with Patrick Dunleavy. Offer my apology. I cannot bear this treatment—not again.”

The woman was not moved. “It will go easier for you if you ease yourself,” she said. “Trust me.”

“I cannot be eased in this awful place!” Jolie wailed.

“Oh, I’m sure you’ll find a way to be at peace, since it will be some time before you’ll be released.”

She smiled, but only briefly and then turned to leave the room. Jolie looked over her shoulder toward the door.

“Noooo,” she cried. 

Anna did not respond. The door closed behind the woman which left Jolie by herself, alone, weary and frightened. 

***

Jolie passed out. Unaware of the time slipping steadily by, she woke to find darkness all around her. It must have been a cloudy night as there was no light from stars or moon shining though the barred openings of the tower. She was still tied spread-eagle with the rod lodged deeply in her ass. Instinct made her tug at the bonds, but they budged no more than they did before. 

How much longer would she wait? Could she sleep again? Sleep would mean some source of peace; though she was now so wide awake she was sure she’d spend the rest of the night living through the terror of bound sleeplessness. 

She closed her eyes again to think—without the horror of her predicament staring back at her from the empty places of the murky tower. She listened long and hard, hearing nothing but the sound of her breathing and the way her body moved against the wood beneath her. She listened again, thinking that she heard a noise beyond the tower door—the sound of shuffling footsteps, perhaps. They seemed far away at first, then closer, then faraway again. She must be dreaming. This couldn’t be real. 

Just as she rationalized the sounds as something out of fantasy, the tower door swung open and a glaring light blazed in to blind her eyes. Boots clicked against the stone floor and a body moved into the center of the room. 

“You like my tower?” Patrick’s unmistakable voice grabbed her attention, though she couldn’t see his face. He strode to her side and peered down as he held a candle high above her head. 

She looked up at him imploringly, saying “Release me, please, sir.” 

“You don’t like it here?” he wondered.

“No, sir.”

“Oh, I’m surprised, I thought with all the pain and suffering you’ve endured that you might be addicted to the torture.”

“Oh, why would you think that?” she exclaimed unhappily. 

“By the way you’ve acted. The way you shun me. I bring you to this beautiful island to serve me, and you turn into the shrew from hell.”

“Oh, sir, that is over, I swear.”

“Is it over? Really? Or is this just a matter of convenience because your wrists and ankles are burning, your mouth is parched and your ass is beginning to sear from the rod inside your channel?” He tapped the exposed end of the thing and she winced again. 

“Sir, I cannot bear more. I’ll surely die.”

He laughed. “You are a wild woman, I must say that for you. And I imagine that eventually, you’ll be freed of my tower, but not until you’re broken in.”

“Broken in, sir?”

“Like a filly needs to be broken when they’re running wild—and after the way you’ve rebuked me, you’re lucky I bother. But, I will assume that when you denounced me on my ship, you were angry and in your mind, righteously so. I can possibly excuse that. But I will not free you until I’m assured that your proud and haughty state of mind has been banished. This place is a pleasure palace of decadent pursuits—ones you’ll surely enjoy, but I can’t risk your turning into a shrew. I will not beat the life from you because I love your spirit, but I will not risk your rebellion. The desire to rebel, to be contemptuous, petulant and angry must be driven from your bones.”

“Oh, sir. Those desires are not me! Not truly. I can be the woman you want right now!”

He laughed again. “You are a woman of convenience. You say what I want to hear now, but I have no way of knowing how sincere you are, or if what you say will stick beyond your next hour. Six weeks on my ship with you taught me one thing: I cannot trust you. You spit and curse and waver and cajole. Who is the real Jolie, I wonder?”

“This is the real Jolie, I swear.”

He shook his head. “Perhaps now, but what happens when the bitch Antoinette arises, or the bitter Gabrielle, or the sweet-faced Marie with the cutting tongue? What then?” He looked coolly into her tearing green eyes.

“I demand discipline on this island. I have expectations. My other servants know this; they understand my rules and follow them thoughtlessly. They take punishment graciously—you hear that—graciously? Something you have never learned to do.”

“I can learn, sir,” she looked up hopefully.

“Yes, you can and will,” he agreed. “I say that not because I believe in you now, but because I know what I can make of you. When I’m finished teaching you, you will bow for me the way you saw Moira and Anna do. You will obey unthinkingly. You will welcome punishment should there be a breach in your behavior. You hear that? Welcome punishment because you know that punishment makes you a better servant. Any breach is a breach against me—your master. Should you displease me, your heart will bleed so freely that you’ll graciously welcome the rod or lash to correct your faults.” 

Jolie’s ears burned hot as she listened to the nature of his appalling schemes. Patrick Dunleavy believed every word he spoke as gospel. He had that much faith in who he was and how much the women in his company loved and cherished him that he could make this grandiose claim. 

Could this possible?

By the looks of things in the courtyard it was true—Moira and Anna obviously adored him. How could any man have so much power over women that they would offer him such adulation? 

For Jolie … never! She swore to herself that this would never happen—ever. She could never adore a man as Patrick Dunleavy’s servants adored him—though she’d never breathe a word of this to Patrick. There was little doubt that this master would do everything in his power to contain and train her to suit his whims. And though she might comply with her body, she would certainly resist him with her mind and soul. No man would ever own her spirit, not in this miserable life. 

“Shall I call you milord, now?” she inquired. 

“Call me what you like. But I would not believe you mean it. I’ll be happy to wait until you’re thoroughly proven.”

“Oh, surely, please, sir,” she tried another whine.

“Hush!” he snapped, as his hand went for the straps at her feet and began to loosen them. When her feet were free, he placed his fingers around the edge of the rod and slowly pulled it from her ass.

“Ah, yes,” she breathed relieved as the tension drained from her body. 

“I want you to sleep, Jolie. To let your dreams help you repair. I will begin to break you tomorrow.”

I will not broken, she answered him silently—though all he saw was a winsome smile on her tired face. 

After he untied her wrists, he moved her to the straw mat, shackled her feet and chained her wrists in manacles to the wall. At least the bed was softer than the table and her ass was relieved of the horrible shaft.


Chapter Eight 

Early in the morning, before the sun was fully in the sky, two of Patrick’s female servants came to her, carrying between them a tub for her to wash in. Three other slaves with earthen jugs filled the bath with water and then retreated down the tower stairs. So much effort to ensure her confinement. Wouldn’t it have been easier to bring her down to the main floor where water was more easily accessible? This was, however, not a question that she would ask. 

While the two lovely women fiddled with Jolie, the hulking native stood at the door, offering his imposing presence should she even think of escape.

Resigned to this circumstance, Jolie took comfort in Patrick’s lovely servants—Marise and Lilia. Marise was European like herself, with high cheek bones, fair skin, pink lips and a beautiful plait of dark hair. Lilia looked much like Moira, a lovely native woman with bronze skin, raven-colored hair, and a shy smile. There seemed to be a similar quality in all of Patrick’s women, that of resigned subservience. Though each was beautiful, poised and gracious, they shared a sense of peace that Jolie had seen so rarely in her life. Was this a virtue she should share? She liked her fire and wit, the vivacious spirit that made her strong. He said he would not break that spirit, but she wondered. These servants were not meek but their mellow character made her wonder just what kind of servant Patrick Dunleavy would make of her. 

The two women removed the shackles from her wrists and ankles, and then the ugly dress. Moving her to the tub of water, they helped her settle into the sensuous warmth. What a fine thing to feel the liquid surge around her loins—inside the cavities and crevices where the aroma of her sex abounded. She would have relished taking her bath in privacy, but the pair was under orders they would not disobey. Her hands were bound together again and fixed above her head to a hook hanging from the rafters. Stretched this way, she was unable to attend to herself, and was forced to rely on the women to wash her body. 

Jolie’s mind drifted as they caressed her arms, as they gently squeezed water from a cloth and let it run down her shoulders, along her neck and in rivulets of liquid down her breasts. The air cooled her skin; their hands warmed her. The pair giggled like young schoolgirls as they kissed her cheeks and then her breasts, and moved down to her belly with their lips. 

What sensations! What body joy! A woman’s lips had never touched her mouth—but these luscious lips were so tender and so delectable that she was kissing back, opening her mouth to accept their tongues inside and feeling the sensation move from her mouth to the throbbing center of herself.

There were flower petals in the water lending their fragrance to the bath, and others the two beauties pressed into Jolie’s skin to scent her pores with the aroma of exotic blossoms. She breathed deep relaxing into the sensuous play of female forms, loving and kissing her with a tenderness she’d never known. The dark-skinned maid reached between her crossed legs, exploring the nether regions with an aggressive zeal, fingers probing as a mischievous smile appeared on her lips. There was a feral look in the woman’s eyes as she advanced on Jolie’s clitoris. She rubbed it lightly, playing with the sensitive bud until she heard Jolie moan. Then, one finger thrust its way into her cunt, to the sound of the captive’s gasping, “Ahhhhh!”

From behind her, the other maid kissed her hair and the nape her neck. Jolie shuddered with her body starting to quake as both women pressed their advantage. 

“Oh, my, no, please!” She began to spasm uncontrollably from the play. 

“It’s okay, Miss, you can cum,” Marise whispered. She reached around the dangling woman, clutching her breasts firmly in her palms and massaging them to the sound of Jolie moaning. Then tweaking her pink nipples into purple nubs, she listened for more erotic whimpers, which came freely now. The captive lost herself inside the unexpected pleasure. She was fingered hard and rapidly, kissed with breathy, whispering kisses, and loved with a tenderness she’d never known from any man. 

“Oh, yes, yes, touch me harder there,” she murmured as their softer fingers probed the most sensuous recesses of her body.  She undulated, swaying in rhythmic fashion, diving back and forth from one women to the other as satisfaction ripened in the pores of her skin and deeper still. Chilled from the water, warmed by their hands, aroused by their fingers and kisses… at her breasts, back, belly and along her under arms—she came at last, sighing and seething, wrists straining against the bonds. If she could only touch them; pleasure these sentient creatures the way they pleasured her. But no! 

As soon the last of her spasms died away, they pronounced her clean. Helping her from the bath, they moved the tub to the side of the room and ordered her wet body to the stone floor. Lengthening the rope that tied her wrists, they forced her to bow, head lowered, ass raised. 

“And spread your legs, Jolie,” the fair-skinned Marise ordered. She seemed to be in charge, being not as meek as the other woman. “We clean the whole of you,” she said smiling. 

To Jolie’s amazement, a bamboo shoot two inches round and over two feet in length was pressed beyond her sphincter into the hole that Patrick stretched so well. Though she widened easily and the edges of the shoot had been filed smooth, there was still a frightening feeling having the thick, unbending limb shoved several inches into her ass. Marise held the shoot. “Don’t move,” she warned. 

Jolie felt too vulnerable to budge. Though her knees ached as well as her shoulders, she was afraid of how far the thing would penetrate her ass.

While Marise held the bamboo in place and Jolie cringed in fear, the dark-skinned Lilia filled a pitcher from the soapy bathtub and with a funnel inserted in the end of the hollow tube, she began pouring liquid into the passageway. Warm water gushed through the two foot length and into Jolie’s rear. She shrieked as the fluid traveled deep, and shuddered uncontrollably when it moved deeper still. 

“No, more, please!” she wailed. The cramps inside her belly were mean and strong. “Please, I cannot!” she tried again as she strained to remain in control. “I can’t!” she roared when she was sure she’d failed. 

“Don’t move!” she heard the sound of Patrick’s voice booming behind her. 

Jolie blushed realizing that he was seeing her in this embarrassing position. 

“I can’t, sir!” she entreated.

“I’m sure you’re wrong,” he disagreed. “Each one of the women in my fortress has been through this treatment many times. You’ll adjust yourself. Besides, your cries do not become you. One thing I never took you for, Jolie, was frail and ineffectual.”

The scolding did little to prove his point. Jolie was certain that any moment her body would give up the liquid in a powerful gush. “Give her more,” he ordered and she began to cry. “Tears don’t become you either. Straighten up. You think you’re good enough to live outside this tower, you’ve only proven my point today.”

She took his counsel as a challenge, which was exactly what he wanted her to do. And with the cramps backing off and her body easing from that strain, she was able to withstand the pressure and finally relax. 

“Enough,” he finally determined. “Bring her upright.”

“Upright now!” she protested silently. 

She had no say. Marise and Lilia were lifting her to her feet where she precariously waited for her body to release. 

“You will hold on,” Patrick told her to her face, with eyes narrowing in determination. “Lilia, tighten her suspension.”

Again, her bound hands were raised high above her head and pulled so tautly this time that she was almost standing on tiptoe.

“Sir, I don’t think…” she started to protest. 

“No!” he snapped. “You don’t think at all. Let me do the thinking for you. I know how long you can last, and I’ll tell you when you’ll release. Until then, the waters will remain inside you, and you will succeed.”

She did not look convinced. 

“If you want to live outside this tower,” he went on, “you will submit and you will obey—even in this.”

Giving up was not an option, so she followed the master’s order and focused all her might at the containment. Patrick did not make this easy. Full of his own awesome power to control, he circled her body with a bamboo cane in one hand and a wooden paddle in the other. Alternating between the two implements, he struck her skin at regular intervals, causing her to jolt in an erratic and painful rhythm. This was not a moment to writhe in sexual ecstasy. There were far too many sensations from stomach cramps, to searing heat, to the sting of wood. Her overloaded body could not even grasp at a small ripple of sensuous pleasure. Certainly there could be some enjoyment behind this ordeal, but she would not feel it today. 

Jolie did hold on. Even when her master stopped tormenting her, when her ass was a brilliant red, and there were small welts on her thighs front and back, and he began to fondle her, running his hands along the wounds and caressing her to erotic ends, she managed to keep the waters well-contained. At the very least, her body had adjusted to the great fullness in her belly. As Patrick continued his caresses, she felt as though she were swimming in a wondrous pool of erotic joy. Everything around her seemed to brighten, as if she were for just a second seeing heaven.  A strange but wondrous orgasm slowly rumbled through her lower regions, and she gasped—more afraid now than ever that she’d flood the floor at her feet. 

She still held on. 

Then, as the spasms slowly receded, the bonds above her head were loosened so that the arduous stretch eased. What an odd paradox: that she could experience the profound sensation of letting go and at the same time maintain control of her physical body and the undercurrent of agitation rumbling there. 

“Give her the chamber pot,” Patrick ordered as Marise and Lilia helped her down. Patrick was already at the door before she was completely aware of what was happening; and disappeared before her conscious mind could decipher the full meaning of the awesome moment. 

Releasing her bowels, another rush of exquisite energy burst free… seemed she was reeling downward ever farther into places she’d never known were part of who she was. 

Done, she collapsed into the comforting arms of Marise and Lilia, who lifted her to the straw mat and laid her down. 

She was manacled at her wrists and ankles before they left her in the tower. 

***

Jolie’s days in the tower proceeded in similar fashion as her first trial by water and orgasm. Patrick had her bowels cleansed daily, though he was often not present at the event, and because he didn’t attend the ritual she was not whipped or bound as she had been the first time. He did, however, find ways to exert his influence over her, which kept her focused throughout her day on both pleasure and pain. 

Often she was brutally bound, crisscrossed with ropes, her breasts contorted strangely and her loins girded with a similar array of cutting ropes. She was then laid out on the table or forced standing against the tower’s cold walls. In these awkward positions, she’d be left until her body ached to be freed, until her lips were parched from lack of water, and her stomach growled like an angry bear. She fought the bondage in her mind, although her body could do nothing to fend off its brutal effect. Eventually, she would lose herself inside her discomfort, all thinking ceased and she would swim again in an unthinking place of letting go. 

“You’re doing well,” Patrick told her several times when he visited the tower. 

She didn’t understand what he meant. None of this made sense. She had no choice, however, but to allow these atrocities to be dealt her as if she deserved the treatment. Was she being punished, or prepared for something more? She could not be certain. 

It was clear, however, that Patrick Dunleavy had an affinity for anal sexuality. There were few hours in her day when her ass was not impaled with a hefty rod. Was this to widen her further? Or did her captor simply enjoy the idea of the anal bondage and how it sparked the erotic arousal in her behind. 

Every two or three days, Patrick would come to the tower and work her ass. He used his cane, leather straps of different sizes and a variety of wooden paddles to further punish her. Though she hated all of these measures to cause her pain, without exception the result of her spankings was always the same. A bright burst of erotic bliss would follow each punishment. The feelings were so absorbing and so genuine that with little effort on Patrick’s part she’d be cumming in wild and wondrous spasms. Her voice of ecstasy would reach high into the rafters of his great fortress and float down like a rain of sensuous flower petals. An easy peace followed. Patrick would leave her satiated, and satisfied himself—even smug, though he was still not the type of man to show his triumph in gloating expressions and mockery.

“For what purpose am I here?” she pleaded one morning as he was about to leave the tower.  

He turned back to address her unusual question. Normally, she remained silent during their sessions and he left without her saying a word.

“For whatever purpose I intend for you,” he replied. “I think of things as I go, what I believe you need.”

“And what defines my need?”

“I define your need.”

“So, what end will there be?”

He thought a moment, as if he was deciding if he really wanted to answer her question. 

“The end I have always envisioned for you, Jolie: your surrender to me. Complete and without flaw. You have seen my other servants. They trust me, do all that I require of them, and because of that, they enjoy the beauty and the peace of this island paradise and my love for them.”

“But why the pain and the suffering?” she implored him more.

“Because it molds the spirit, sets the body free and mends the mind of its treacherous thoughts. You’ve had a good deal of treachery to overcome, my dear Jolie. At one time, I thought you could sidestep this kind of action; but in my heart I knew the truth of you. I guessed it on the ship, knew it for certain when I had to tie you to the mast. You are as difficult a subject as I could find. Your spirit soars in madness and contempt, while your body blooms to the delights of physical pain. You’ll go far with me.” 

That was all he said, then he opened the door and left the room, not letting her have the chance to question him further.

The next day when the sun was setting and the sky was filled with pink, the tower door rattled with Moira and Lilia entering. They came to the captive with affectionate smiles, unlocked the shackles, lifted her to her feet and walked her about the tower so she could regain some sense of balance. Once she was steady on her feet, they clamped her arms behind her and then placed manacles around her ankles, hobbling her with a short chain between them. Then, with gentle arms leading her forward, she was taken from the tower down the stairs. Once reaching the ground level, they turned in a direction opposite the door Jolie had entered weeks before when she was first brought to Patrick Dunleavy’s fortress. 

Again, they wound around through a maze of corridors until the three broke out of the crazy labyrinth into a grand hallway of columns and stone footpaths. Plants, waterfalls and the smell of fragrant flowers mixed with the perfume of cooking food. The melange of color blinded her eyes. If she remembered back to her first experience of the island, she remembered such things. Patrick’s fortress should not appear so odd to her now; but after spending weeks in the tower with little but its grey walls and cold aspects, she was once again stunned by the environment that welcomed her inside. 

Moira and Lilia led her across the grand room, into another fortress space where she was amazed to see Marise was hanging naked and bound. Her arms were strung up to the ceiling so that she was lifted off her feet—not even the tips of her toes reached the floor. The muscles in her arms were stretched taut and working hard to hold her hundred pounds. Despite what must have been a tortuous position, she was surprisingly blissful. Patrick had been working her with several implements; evidence of fresh wounds appeared everywhere from her calves to her shoulders in the rear, from her knees to her breasts in front. She was now delirious as the hobbled Jolie entered the room. All was silent. Candles burned and perfumed incense filled the air with a cloud of thick pungent smoke. 

“Come hold her,” Patrick motioned to two of the attending servants. Two scrambled forward on their knees and eased the beaten woman’s dangling pose, lifting her legs on either side of her so that Marise could relax the strain on her shoulders. They held her legs rigidly, keeping her ass exposed and clear for punishment, while her writhing pussy lured the eye to the seductive feast of moist curls and vibrating flesh.

“Jolie, on your knees,” Patrick motioned his speechless captive to him. 

Moira quickly unlocked the wrist shackles so that Jolie could obey her master. Then, the newest of Patrick’s captives quickly dropped to her knees and crawled forward, hobbles and all. Reaching the floor beneath the master’s feet, she waited humbly for further instruction. 

“Love her into an orgasm,” her master ordered. “Your hands, your tongue, your lips. Pleasure her.”

Jolie moved forward to obey the command—at first frightened by the unexpected request and leery as well—she’d never pleasured a woman before. But this woman was special, one who’d loved and nurtured her into blissful orgasms, whose radiant body had been both a mystery and a thing of wonder. Jolie was amazed by its raw power, soft surfaces hiding her muscled strength and a capacity to withstand the extremes of bondage and be so close to ecstasy. Settling herself between Marise’s thighs, between the servants who held her on their shoulders, Jolie sat up on her knees and moved hands and mouth over the lovely mound of femininity, which was open, wet, and suspended before her hungry eyes. Her mouth watered in expectation, while her nostrils caught a fierce whiff of sweet and sour aromas emitted from Marise’s womanly reserve. There was just a soft tuft of dark curls covering the triangle, not enough to thwart her task. She ran her fingers through the silky hair and waited for the fragrance of the woman’s musk to discharge. Then caressing the flesh of her sinewy thighs, Jolie moved toward the apex, where she carefully parted Marise’s labia to expose the juicy portal. Her mouth moved freely on her budding clitoris with her tongue swimming about the delicate nub. She listened to the soft sounds of Marise whimpering as the aroused woman quickly reached toward another peak of pleasure.

Thwack!

To the surprise of both women, a jolt of wood from behind, leveled cleanly at the bound servant’s fleshy ass, jerked them from their sensuous union to another reality—which was fierce, treacherous and determined. Jolie clung to the sorry victim as their master spanked her with powerful strokes of the wooden paddle. She sought to comfort her, knowing how each strike would sting and burn and cause her grief. When their master paused, Jolie was at Marise’s nether lips again, finding them warmer and more liquid. Her mouth fastened itself, diving into the wet folds and fissures with her tongue gliding over the surface, darting inside the groaning woman’s steamy vagina. She brought her sister servant to a climax again, and again there was a jolt from the paddle against Marise’s ass. 

Thawck!!

“Ah, sheeeessh…………….” Marise gasped long and fervently. “Ah, sir, yes!” 

Yes, she was loving even this. 

With all the jolts and shocks to both their bodies, Jolie could not keep her mouth attached to the servant’s cumming hole. Instead, her fingers worked her way into the expanding gateway, forcing their way behind the rigid muscles that would prevent the entry. Time and more pain took the woman’s conscious thought away… she was left adrift in pleasure, letting go, finding at the end that her body could accommodate both the rude way her master spanked her, and the crude entrance of the captive’s hand into the hollow cavity. The jerking, wrenching, lurching activity of Marise’s savage reply suggested that she was beyond caring now. Her head fell back, long hair dangling down behind, her breasts thrust up, arms straining, hips lunging forward. She was the image of feminine sexual satiation. 

The women holding her could hardly keep her in place the way she thrashed about, so that on coming down from her erotic high, one of Patrick’s guards was forced to seize her exhausted body until she could be set free. 

Once Marise was on her feet again and able to move, she went immediately to her master, bowed her head at the man’s feet and kissed the ground. This was her act of homage and adoration, a ritual both seemed to thrive on and expect. The exchange was, however, completely genuine in mood and earnestness. An act of love from one to another rife with beauty and intimate understanding of each other’s needs.

“Did you experience the pleasure or the pain of my servant’s trial?” Patrick asked as he led Jolie back to her tower home. 

“I experienced both. The eroticism I could love, the pain made me panic.”

“And which did you love the most?”

“I cannot say.”

“Surely, you can. Be honest.”

Jolie thought a moment. “I could feel Marise’s body come alive as she enjoyed my hands and tongue, but it was the surprise attack on her ass that made her body explode. It poured out all over me, over my face and hands and breasts and inspired me for more.”

Patrick nodded. “Surrender to me is as easy as acknowledging the same physical truth about yourself. This is how my servants live with me—they live with pleasure, loving it in all its varied aspects.”

They were at the top of the tower stairs. Jolie was certain that Patrick would leave her at the door and lock it behind him—or that he would shackle her to her bed of straw again. Instead, however, he shoved her inside to the table of straps and bolts, where he pushed her over the end and began to spank her roughly with his hand. The burn rose quickly on her skin. 

Their passions had been jointly festering all evening. There had been a singularity in their purpose with Marise—her pleasure and vicariously their own. To bring that passion to its fruition needed something quick, sharp and distinct to release their fires. That was why the spanking—for it brought Jolie’s body to a crest of pleasure in mere seconds. With the needy redhead so aroused, her master rammed his fully flowered erection into her bum with the same sure swiftness he used to redden her ass. Though the force of his entry stunned her, she eased back into him more graciously than in the past. His treatment had worked, the ride was smooth and deep, and when he climaxed so did she. The pair were as delirious as Marise had been at the moment of her ending. 

Spent, they lay collapsed together over the table to repair. 

When Patrick pulled away from his servant, Jolie slumped to the floor in exhaustion—though that did not prevent her from kissing the floor at his feet and paying homage as she’d seen the others do. 

The man was moved by the genuineness of her efforts. 

Jolie was moved as well, in disbelief. There was no reason to honor the brute; she did not love him. She hardly cared for him. What were these feelings of submission about? Why did she feel surrendered? He seemed as much a madman as he did a sane one. But she was mad, too. Too many days in the tower, too much abuse, too much incomprehensible physical stimulation—it was breeding her madness and a strange and abiding regard for the man who provoked that state of frenzy. 


Chapter Nine

It was certain that things were changing for Jolie. She could feel the substance of herself evolve.  She was blending with the climate and the women who ministered to her and even thinking more fondly of the man who owned her fate. She thought of him as master now, less as Patrick, her captor. But she would not tell him so. She remained cordially aloof and distant in his presence. 

Jolie’s ass continued to be worked with enemas every day, and regular spankings from Patrick when he was there to conduct the sessions. After several weeks, she looked forward to the procedure. She’d discovered the physical joys and wanted more—even when Patrick ordered longer holding periods, and more strident spankings, and bondage she found painful. 

Late one evening, when she lay down to sleep, Lilia came to her, loosening the shackles that kept her on the bed of straw. It had been a rough day for her physically with a brutal enema and ghastly spanking. Though she was exhausted, there was a steady, unanswered pulse between her legs. It felt good to be standing and moving around, to be walking, letting life flow through her veins. When Jolie moved out of the tower door with Lilia at her side, no hobble, no restraints, she wondered at this bizarre turn of events. 

Down the stairs and through a maze of rooms, the two women worked their way into a portion of the fortress where Jolie had never been before.

Lilia stopped before a broad door and carefully, without knocking, opened it wide. 

“Go pleasure him, Jolie,” she whispered quietly in her ear.

She was shoved inside and Lilia disappeared with the door clicking shut behind Jolie. 

The bewildered redhead could hardly see on this moonless night; though there were stars to shed some light in the room, and a breeze coming off the ocean. She smelled the salt as she did most days of her confinement, and this time she smelled freedom. There were no bars on the windows, nothing but pure night sky outside. 

As she stepped further into the room, she was drawn to the open portal and the world beyond. If only it were daytime, she could have seen the island, the hills and the lowlands. She longed for freedom more now than she did when she was in the tower. 

Lost in fantasy, she was suddenly awakened by the sound of Patrick stirring in his bed. Was he sleeping, she wondered? He’d been very still. 

‘Pleasure him’ Lilia had told her.

Stealthily approaching the side of the bed, she laid her hand on her master’s shoulder. He was expecting her. Turning over, he opened the covers and drew her to his nakedness, where she snuggled down and let his power pour into her. This was like their first night on the ship when they had made love—or at least the prospects of love were ripe in both their minds. 

Jolie felt the darkness of her master’s character through his skin. A touch of her hand to his chest, she felt a current of fire move into her in an erratic wave. Her body deepened its response. Just one draught of the man’s masculine aroma and she felt her sexual insides quicken stronger still, and her thighs grow damp from female cum oozing at her center. 

He touched her face with tenderness, her lips with his lips locking on to hers. Their tongues met and circled in paths from the inside out. They seemed as one, the two gliding into a passionate loving without a seam or a ripple of distress. Even her mind was not at odds with this. There was something so lovely about him in the dark. He seemed to belong to the night and the dark perversions that prevailed in the late hours of the day. He was like Marcus Roger in that way, but much more than that master, for there was a human of great depth in this man’s soul. He knew his women well, and loved them wholly with a power and beauty that surpassed the affection of brutes. What he’d given to Marise—what she’d helped him give his sensuous servant—was far beyond the simple reaches of a good fuck. 

Jolie wanted to love him. His hands combed her body with such care, and his heart seemed to beat with hers. She wanted to love him, because she believed that he loved her. 

Climbing down her lover’s torso, she met his flowering erection with her lips. Mouth opening wide, she received him into her, sucking the muscle with the strong action of her jaw. He answered back with a natural desire to thrust, retreat, then thrust again. Oh! What devilish bliss this was! Her appetite grew wild as the thick head of his penis drove down her throat. Backing off, she ran her tongue about the rim of the head, licking the smooth surface and tasting its salty tang, while she yanked the big stalk top to bottom with one hand. With the other hand, she cupped his genitals, rolling them gently across her palm. 

He was blissful in this state. But wanting more of her, Patrick grabbed her hair and pulled her to his chest. Straddling his hips, Jolie climbed on his cock and nestled down with the fat thing pulsing inside her. 

“Ah, yes, fuck me hard, sir, it has been so long since I’ve had you inside me.”

“Since months on the ship,” he remembered too. 

He pulled her torso down to him, breasts flattening on his chest. He kissed her more. Then as the tension between them built, they rolled on the bed locked together as one, squeezing, kissing, mauling, struggling to go deeper, or be impaled deeper, clenching tightly as though it mattered far beyond the moment—what if they were in love?

That was impossible, love. 

They carried on rollicking freely. She milked his erection as he moved in and out of her sopping cunt. Then he turned her over and buried the randy thing harder still, until she screamed because he hit the bottom of herself. She was wide open to him with nothing held back and nothing guarded. 

They came, not simultaneously, but Jolie first, in a rhythm that lingered on, and brought him off by the sheer power and inner intensity of her clenching muscles.

They were almost frightened by the time they finished. Too spent to talk. But then, there were no words at times like these. There was only sleep. 

A little separation was necessary, Jolie concluded. They were too far inside each other to detach otherwise.

By morning light, the night’s frolic seemed absurd. 

Jolie couldn’t wait to leave her master’s bedroom. And because Patrick was called from bed by other servants, she was free to escape—at the very least return to the tower. She was almost relieved to be inside the solitary space again where her mind was free of him. 

She had no right to feel such consuming desires. She could not trust Patrick Dunleavy any more than she could trust her other masters. She must keep her head about her, wits intact and focus her mind on freedom.


Chapter Ten

After the night in Patrick’s bed, Jolie was taken from the tower room and given her own bed on the sleeping porch at the back of the fortress where all of the master’s female servants slept. This truly was heaven. The island came to her now in the sound of ocean waves and birds and wind, in the aromas of sweet things, the taste of exotic fruit, and the sight of trees and leaves and softness. Sensuous mysteries seemed bred in this atmosphere of the unfamiliar. Freedom beckoned her.

“Jolie!” She heard Patrick’s voice behind her as she stood before the kitchen stove stirring broth for the evening meal. His body was swiftly on hers from behind, sidling up to her ass, his lips bending down to kiss her shoulder, his hot breath tickling the soft hairs on her neck. She cringed unhappily, shoulders tensing, and tried to shrug him off. “Something wrong?” he wondered. 

“Nothing, Sir.”

“Nothing, Sir, but you treat me coldly.”

“As you’ve treated me the last two days,” she replied.

“What is this churlishness?” he wondered, whipping her body around so he could look her in the eye. His gaze narrowed on hers suspiciously, while his great dark body seemed to loom over her as he commanded an answer. 

“Churlishness, no. Defensiveness, perhaps,” she answered evasively. 

“You’re angry with me and I want to know why.”

“I have no reason to be angry,” she answered in clipped words. “You’ve treated me well.”

“Indeed I have. But you have some complaint, I can see it in your eyes.”

“There is nothing. The day is hot…” she sighed as if weary. “And I’m…”

“Get to the heart of the matter,” he scowled angrily, “or I’ll have your fanny bared and blistered in seconds. I don’t take kindly to such attitudes from my servants.”

“There is nothing, sir! I swear.”

“You lie!”

“I do not!” Her anger was swelling, burgeoning from a deep well of dissatisfaction. 

“And I say you lie, milady.”

“Then you’ll have to drag it from me.”

“And I surely shall.”

With several of the master’s servants looking on, Patrick dragged the simmering redhead into the yard behind the house, where by the fortress wall there hung an amazingly large leather strap. Jolie shrieked inside seeing the dreadful thing, even though her body was shaking with such great desire that she was feeling the growing wetness between her legs. 

Pulling the stiff leather off the wall, Patrick upended his raging servant over a railing. She struggled with him, tugging and pulling at his enclosing arms with all the verve and might she could muster in her small, compact frame. Still, she was no match for her master’s imperious muscle. 

He pressed his hand to her backside as she lay tummy down, telling her in a voice that ripped with steel, “You move an inch, Jolie, I will tie you down and flail you for hours!” 

She calmed somewhat, though the fierce fire in her belly and loins was not easily assuaged. She wanted to run full speed toward the fortress gates, climb the wall and flee—though she was smart enough to realize that a far uglier fate would be written if she took that chance. 

Patrick pulled the hem of her skirt aside and stuffed it under her torso out of the way. Then raising the strap in his mighty arm, the leather came swiftly down to meet Jolie’s struggling ass. 

The shock was beastly, the sting less grave. Though as the leather struck repeatedly, Jolie’s ass heated to an unbearable degree, until the incredible hurt made her scream.

“Stop!” she roared.

“I will not!” Patrick roared back. 

The servants peeking from the kitchen doorway had never seen their master so furious, so charged with lust and passion as he was with this new girl. They understood that for reasons they were not privy to, she was special. All the master’s women were special to him, but this Jolie from the faraway country held a special place in the man’s heart none of them had known. Why else would he be punishing her with such animated zeal? This was not the straight-laced punishment he meted out for mere infractions of rules. This showing was a vendetta against someone he cared deeply for. 

“SIR, PLEASE! I CANNOT TAKE MORE!” she shrieked. Tears were streaming down her face. But the leather still struck. There was no pleasure in this, so Jolie believed. And yet, beneath the powerful hurt and sore skin, she detected a familiar hunger brewing in her belly. This couldn’t be! She tried desperately to hold back the carnal urges. It should have been easy considering the great pain on her behind. But it was not. What she felt for Patrick Dunleavy was all mixed up inside her, as if there were little demons plotting a devious scheme to make her honor the love she felt. 

Patrick seemed to be moving with some purpose with some particular end in sight. When he stopped abruptly she was stunned. The women peering through the door were stunned, too. Sensing their fixed gaze, he turned and stared at them angrily, which made them swiftly disappear inside. Turning back to his brat he pulled her to her feet by a lock of her red hair.

“You love me and lie to me, Jolie,” he spat out. “I know the truth and so do you. You cannot hide yourself from me.” He was out of breath but still angry, his great chest heaving with restrained power. “Now go to the tower and I’ll attend to you there!” He pointed a finger at her face, his stare mean but very thorough the way it scoured her face, causing her to wilt and step back in fear. 

Hearing his command, Jolie raced toward the house full speed, working her way through the maze of corridors that led to the tower stairs. When she reached the bottom of the staircase she stopped to catch her breath and wipe a few more tears with the sleeve of her dress. She calmed and her heart quit racing.

Looking toward the top of the stairs, she thought of the dark, dank places inside the tower—both with longing and dread. She could go there now just for solace, but she couldn’t imagine spending more nights on the straw mat, especially since she’d just won a piece of freedom. Assuming, however, that she’d been followed by one of Patrick’s guards, she gathered her wits and started her ascent. She stopped, gazing to her right, seeing a faint light coming from a corridor where it was normally as black as midnight. She smelled fresh air—clear and clean with a hint of salt. And an ocean breeze. Curious, she moved that way, feeling the strangest sense of exhilaration as the light became more distinct and the fresh air more obvious. Following the corridor along a path she’d only traversed once, she finally moved to the open door at the tower’s base and stared out to an empty courtyard. The gate at the center was wide open, while an ox cart was disappearing from view. The vegetable merchant had left the fortress.

There was not a soul anywhere nearby. Not a guard, nor one of Patrick’s female servants. This made no sense… though freedom did. 

Fifty yards to the gate… she could taste the liberty on her tongue and in her bones. Her feet took wings. With the jungle all about the fortress giving her ample coverage, Jolie furtively made her way from Patrick Dunleavy’s stronghold. She realized with a sudden sense of urgency that this would likely be her only chance for escape. 

At the base of the hills, she pulled in with some travelers who were walking to the far side of the island, away from the harbor and village where she’d first arrived and had been marched to her new home, body exposed as though she were a circus exhibition.  

Relief swelled within her. Turning back once, she took a last look at the fortress on the cliffs before it disappeared from sight. She said goodbye with a smile on her happy face. 


Chapter Eleven

The meager village on the far side of Patrick Dunleavy’s island was a small replica of the port town on the other side. It was a depot for goods marketed through the tiny country, mostly food and grain. Its port was not as accessible as the other, which was clearly obvious to Jolie when she noted its small size and saw the huge cliffs that surrounded the harbor with potentially dangerous rocks. The surf beat hard against this place, and the wind stunned her eyes she had to squint. 

On arriving at the village, it was unclear to Jolie how she could work her recent luck to her advantage. She believed that Patrick might own the entire island and its commerce, that he was the landlord who knew all the goings-on in this habitat. All this made it imperative that she keep to herself, steal food if necessary, and get back to the main port where she could stowaway on the next ship making sail. This was her plan—perhaps not well conceived, but it was the best she could think of. To stay on this island would certainly precipitate a disaster she didn’t want to face—that of Patrick Dunleavy taking her back to his tower. 

Jolie bumped about the marketplace for nearly an hour, figuring her plans while trying to fend off stares she knew could be condemning. There were few white women in the crowd and she was the only redhead. She walked on casually as if she belonged there, and stole a piece of bread and a banana for her lunch. 

“Ah! Miss, it’s not a good idea to pilfer bread,” the voice was at her ear. She jerked around.

A scruffy but comely white-skinned fellow pushed her toward a dirt alley between two buildings—a tavern and a grocery.

“What are you doing to me!” she slapped at his hands.

He grabbed her more rudely, and pulled her with him into a narrow but private alcove. 

“I know who you are,” he said.

“What do you mean, you know who I am?”

“You’re the women the big black man hauled through the streets a few months back. The pirate, or don’t you remember?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Oh, I think you do. And very well. I’ll bet you’ve escaped him.”

“And what if I have?”

“You won’t get anywhere on this island without him knowing. And you won’t get off this island unless he wants you to go.”

“Well, I know nothing of a woman hauled through the streets by a black man. I am here with a traveler who has just made port…”

The scruffy man toyed with her red curls. “You lie, milady. I’d know these locks anywhere. There have been no new ships in port this week. The likes of you would have been talked about. No, ma’am, your best bet for freedom—which is what you want—is to hole up with me.”

“Surely you jest!”

“I ain’t sounding as if I am,” he replied. 

And he wasn’t.

“You look around this market more than an hour, your master on the hill will know where you are… I heard tell, though I ain’t seen it, that the abuse for such a crime is public, right in the center of the village, you’ll be flogged!”

This would not be new to her, but she could not live though the humiliation again. Her mind and fear took note of the man’s cautions. His argument was reasonable, probably more reasonable than her hastily thought out plans for escape.

“So, kind sir, what do you propose I do?”

“I propose that you take up with me. I can protect you from your enemies, keep you in a safe place until there is a real possibility of getting off this island.”

“And what do you want in return?”

He bowed obsequiously. “Just the pleasure of your company.”

“I think you lie, sir.”

“How about cooking me a few meals?”

“And after that?”

“You won’t be captive, miss. You can leave any time. I merely offer you safety.”

“What is your name?”

“Dufay. Erin Dufay.”

She thought a bit. “Where do you live?”

“Here.” He pointed to the tavern.

“A room in the tavern?”

“I own it, miss.”

“Don’t you think this would only call attention to where I am?”

“Not if you stay hidden.”

“And why should I believe you will protect me? You could as easily be a friend of my master’s who will only set him on me the first chance you get.”

“The pirate Dunleavy and I go back some years, lady. And he’s not my friend. He swindled me out of my share of this island. Nothing would make me happier than to set you free of him.”

Oddly, she believed the fellow—or just wanted to believe him. Certainly his offer of sanctuary was the best she’d get. 

“You will be kind to me, sir,” she told him. “And you will not abuse me.”

“Of course not. You can cook and clean while you stay and that will be enough for me.” 

***

Cooking and cleaning were not quite enough for Erin Dufay—though she did plenty of both. The work kept her busy—the man’s private quarters were a mess, and his tavern as well; though she had to wait until he’d kicked his patrons out of the bar at night before she could leave Dufay’s back room. 

It was in the late night hours that the man got what he was really after. And Jolie, having compromised herself so many times could hardly refuse him. He cleaned himself before he came to bed and he wanted nothing fancy from her, just her wet quim to plow his dick inside. He came fast and didn’t expect to sleep with her. Once he was finished spewing himself, he rolled out of bed and disappeared into his own room for the night. There was little satisfaction for her in this. But in comparison to the rough masters who delved the depth of sexual prowess with torture, implements and great passion, this fellow, Dufay, was a paltry jester. He did have a fine prick that started her orgasmic rides—which she finished on her own once he left the room.

At night, she lay in bed exhausted from her day—and night’s—manual labor. She stared at the stars through her window and wondered what was going on up the hill. Did Patrick know she was lost to him, or was he waiting to find her, knowing he eventually would? And did he really care that she’d escaped? More than once, she wondered how she’d been able to flee so easily when there were such rigorous measures to ensure that she remain captive inside the fortress property. 

She asked Dufay daily about ships coming into the harbor and trusted him to tell her the truth. Daily, he denied that there was any reasonable means of escape. She trusted him at first, but then had her doubts as one week disappeared and another one began and there was no indication that she’d find the safe passage she needed to secure her freedom. 

The more she asked, the more she noted Dufay’s uneasiness. He started to snap at her when he was weary, then launch into great stories filled with the dangers of the island. One afternoon, he even mentioned that there were guards from the fortress searching the village for her. Because she didn’t dare leave Dufay’s house, she wouldn’t know if this were true or fantasy. She needed to take his words on faith—faith which was not completely justified. 

“Ya leave me alone about it, bitch!” he snarled at her one day, when he was fetching whiskey from the storeroom.

“I need to leave here, and you promised me!” she implored him, seeking more information.

“Indeed, I did. And Erin Dufay lives up to his promises, trust me.” His face leaned in to hers. She felt his anger in her bosom; it made her scared. 

That night when he came to her, he used a length of leather to rope her wrists. He tied her to the bed and fucked her hard, much harder than ever before. And when she begged he remove the leather when he was done, he tossed her to her belly, pulled a stray stick off the windowsill and spanked her hard. She buried her face in the pillow, crying. After he was done, he left her bound and heaving great sobs of woe. This was turning into a nightmare. 

Each day, Jolie tiptoed about Dufay, scared to say too much, to dicker with him and especially mention her leaving the island. He seemed to have forgotten what he promised her, even though he would rail on her if she mentioned their agreement. 

At night, she dreamed of other places, of freedom, finding liberty, though even more often she dreamed of Patrick Dunleavy. The more Dufay abused her, the more she longed for the sane and measured extremes from the master on the hill. His fire was passionate, not simply meanness of spirit. And underneath his savagery there was a gentle man and a kind soul. He was unwavering in his demands, but his demands met, he could become the heaven her heart sought. Did she dare believe this? Could it be that he was all she needed in her life? Could she willingly give up her freedom and accept paradise with this master? 

And what did freedom mean—but what would bring contentment to her heart? Was it possible this contentment could be found behind the walls of the pirate’s fortress? Her mind prayed for an answer, while such thoughts as these bizarre ones consumed her. 

He body would begin to seethe inside her fantasies… her thighs would warm, the sensuousness spreading upward to her tingling crotch were the rasping center grew more heated as she began to stroke her inner petals. Pangs of desire burned inside her hot and turning wilder, as the pictures in her mind grew more extreme and lovely… of being bound again, really bound. Fettered by her master ropes, spread-eagle on his bed, her master’s lips descending on hers, her master’s groin with its passionate stalk diving for the summit inside her wet lovenest. She would be shrieking, tossing back and forth, reveling in the constriction of her hands and feet, finding freedom in her cage of ropes—liberation by capture and containment. As his large, black, beautiful body used hers, her fantasy took flight and her body shook with rapturous glee. In his house she belonged to this phantom prince and his world of sexual paradise.

It was nearly four weeks, and still Dufay gave her no information on ships passing through the island port. 

“Please, sir, can you give me some report?” she implored him one evening. They had been reasonably civil to each other during the day, and the man seemed to be in a reasonable mood now. She took the chance of asking again.

He was on his feet when she made the off hand query, moving into the tavern to pour himself another tankard of ale. His regular bar wench had been serving customers, while he ate his evening meal with Jolie. On hearing her question, he turned around with a look in his eyes as close to evil as anything she’d seen in the wild saga of her last two years. She shrunk back fearful of where his sudden storm of rage would take her. 

“You honestly think I’d let you leave here?” 

Jolie shook with mortal fear. Not fear of embarrassment which she knew so well. Not fear from shame that made her tremble. This was a fatal fear… like seeing the remnants of her life dangling before her eyes as tattered empty clothes. 

He came to her like a great behemoth stalking prey. The man was mad! Pulling her from the chair by the throat, his hot breath spewed a sour fire in her face. She gulped, her body relenting to his wickedness. She was too paralyzed to struggle.

“Sir, I have forgotten myself,” she squeaked in a tiny voice. 

“Don’t ask again,” he snarled. “When I want to be done with you, I will be.” 

He had her neck clenched inside his large fingers. She felt so incredibly small.

“And you’ve been so good to give me shelter,” she added in the kindest, softest voice she could manage, hoping to quell the beast inside the man. 

“I have been good to you, bitch. So, don’t ride me with your whining appeals. You serve me and forget the nonsense about getting off the island. It won’t happen. Your fancy man atop the hill will see to that; and there is nothing I can do about it.” As he spoke his fingers seemed to dig deeper than the skin. She started to choke, and effected a tiny struggle to dislodge the madman from her. 

“Hey, Dufay!” his barmaid called to him.

The woman’s voice shook the man awake, his eyes turned normal as he realized what he was doing. Looking almost baffled, the fingers around Jolie’s throat loosened and he pushed her off without much force behind the move.

The remainder of the evening, Jolie fed the man his ale laced with the strongest spirits she could find. His tongue grew loose, his words slurred and he staggered when he tried to walk. Finally, when he rose to close the tavern, he pulled himself from his chair, reeled for several seconds and then dropped to the floor, passed out. 

Jolie made quick work of closing the empty tavern and sending the barmaid home for the night. Making certain that Dufay was out cold, she pulled his cloak over her shoulders and slipped through the back door into the darkness of night. Heading north and east, she began the three mile journey up the mountain to Patrick Dunleavy’s castle. 


Chapter Twelve

Jolie hid in the bushes outside the walls until dawn. She was tired and drenched from a sudden morning thundershower. Her only thought was sleep, a peaceful, mirthful and relieved sleep, and yet her belly was anxious and burning as the significance of her journey remained clear in her thoughts. Did she have any hope of establishing herself with Patrick Dunleavy again? Her mind played back the past, from when she met him on the dock to those first tenuous explorations of his mood and character on the ship. If only she’d accepted fate then—as have it nip her firmly now… she might have avoided so much unpleasant business between them. He wanted her then and she refused to budge on so many things. Why had she been so stupid? Could he possibly believe the newfound sincerity in her hungry heart?

She waited, eyes open and ready for the possible move. Crouched by the fortress gate, she looked and listened for the familiar sounds of morning coming from inside the walls. There was hardly a stir. The sun was climbing higher in the sky. She was restless, her body aching, her loins still quite afire with purpose and lust. With just a glimpse of her master, she was sure her body would erupt in climax. 

By the position of the sun she guessed that it was nearly midmorning. An oxcart was ambling up the mountain filled with goods for the fortress stores.

Stepping into the road behind the passing cart she hopped inside, hiding under the muslin tarp that covered the supplies. She bounced and jostled the last few feet of the rugged trek inside the gates, and when the cart finally came to rest she peeked about seeing no one about, and made a quick getaway, hopefully unseen, into the bushes along the perimeter of the wall. She’d wait there until the merchant left. 

Two of Patrick’s guards hauled sacks of food inside the house, so there was another lengthy wait until the courtyard was empty again and she could tiptoe inside. When the courtyard finally cleared, Jolie used the tower door, making her way through the maze of corridors to Patrick’s quarters. Her cautious stroll through the house was uneventful, as if she’d planned her entrance at the very hour when servants were napping or otherwise occupied in the kitchen. If only she’d find Patrick in his room at this time of day. Having no clue to his routine, she could only hope he’d be there and willing to speak with her. To Jolie’s relief, Patrick was exactly where her mind imagined he would be—with his back to her sitting at his desk pouring over what she guessed were maps. Was he planning another trip? What a horror it would have been if he’d been at sea when she returned!

“Sir,” she made her first appeal quietly, tiptoeing into the room as stealthily as a mouse. “Sir,” she repeated herself when it seemed he didn’t hear. This time a little louder. 

She saw him twitch as if he recognized her voice, but he didn’t turn around. 

“Sir, it is Jolie,” she moved hurriedly forward, throwing herself to the floor beside his chair and bowing her head tight to her knees. 

She heard her master chuckle softly, and felt his hand reach down to fool with her tangled mass of red curls. Waiting for his grip to tighten, she felt her pulse quicken and her clenched channel spasm in expectation. His massage was gentle, exuding such affection that she was nearly swaying to the rhythmic beat radiating from his hand. 

“Sir, I am so….”

He cut her off. “Hush, Jolie!”

His grip tightened, and the forceful handhold became more fixed, as if Patrick’s whole being cast a net of chains around her and she was truly, completely at his mercy. He lifted her by the hair, making her sit back on her heels. Her eyes glistened with tears as she gazed into an imperious face willed with determination and something dreadful coming from that cold black place inside the man. He still held her at the neck, not for a second loosening his grasp. 

“Why are you here?” he finally asked. 

“To make amends, sir.”

“To make amends? You want back into my household?”

“I beg for mercy, sir. I should never have run away. I had this thought that freedom was the only true gift I could give myself. I was wrong. I know that I belong with you, sir. I love you so.” She spoke to him as a stream of tears flooded down her flushed cheeks. She was afraid to stop her passionate plea until she’d said the whole of it, and yet, when she reached the final piece of her confession and she had no more to say, it seemed as though she’d not said enough. The man sat passively in his seat and stared critically into her face. His expression was grim. “Sir, if you only knew what was in my heart… I swear…”

“Swear nothing to me, Jolie. You’ve said enough. Go to the tower and wait for me. And if you wish to impress me with the seriousness of your desire, I’d suggest you find some way to demonstrate your sincerity.”

Jolie waited for more, for just a second wondering if there was something more she could say to the man she loved. Something that would move him beyond the cold, ruthless expression he offered her now. She searched his face during that long second, realizing as she did that there was nothing to do but obey him. Her body was on fire with need, for any small bit of affection, any simple touch to cheek or hand, but Patrick remained fixed. Knowing that the impasse would not last without him throwing her out the door, she scrambled to her feet and hastily made her way to the tower stairs where her mutiny had begun weeks before. 

Her climb was brisk, and on reaching the top of the stairs she bolted through the door. Her mind was frazzled with concern. Where her love for him had eluded her during the last months—she was certain of it now. What could she do to prove herself to him? What act would make him believe in her? Her heart thumped wildly in her chest as she searched the miserable room—the walls, the bed, the table with its many straps, finally the cabinet with its outrageous trinkets. 

She wanted him—now more than she ever had. But was this just desperation? Was it fear of Dufay and the others like him who preyed on the villages for women too weak to defend themselves? Were her feelings honest? Or just another accommodation in a long line of concessions she’d made with her fate in order to stay alive? She’d fought so long and hard that she didn’t know what it would be like not to fight and connive and hope for something more. Was Patrick Dunleavy really what she needed? 

Then again, would it have matter if he weren’t? Her alternatives were few.

She brooded for a time, vacillating back and forth, unsure of her feelings and her motives.

Yet, when she thought of love again she felt its power gain momentum.

What could she do to demonstrate her sincerity? She had no answer.

Jolie closed the tower door. She strolled the room one more time and then finally sat down in her familiar bed of straw and waited. 

There was something hard and uncomfortable tucked inside the mattress. Fishing through the straw, her hand struck iron. The manacles.

She’d worn them days on end… so her wrists were callused and the hair rubbed off. Without the locks they wouldn’t stay on now. Though placing them around her wrists the memories of the months before appeared in a stream as wide and deep as a great river. Answers were popping into her brain, pictures of Patrick, images of herself bowed at his feet… memories… punishments… the ship… the mast… the first time they had sex when they made love and love was sweet…

Weary, Jolie fell back on the straw with the manacles still ringing her wrists. She drifted into dreams beyond her waking daydreams where the images were vivid and very real… to times when sex was so fresh that she could taste and smell it as much as feel it quicken her sleeping body. In the end her dreams played tricks with her… Patrick was angry, sending her away from him, ordering her gone… she was lifeless, on the street calling his name and he wouldn’t come. She saw his face ahead of her, the face inside the fancy clothes, poised on the dock speaking with a woman bound for indentured service—flirting with this docile pink-skinned beauty the way he once flirted with a despondent but untamed redhead. 

“No! No! No!” she was screaming. “No, Patrick please,” she wailed… not just in her dreams but out loud. 

The sound of her own cries awakened her. 

Patrick was there, his arm around her, comforting her out of the dangerous panic. 

“You’ve had a nightmare, little one,” he said. His one hand cradled her shoulders, the other stroked her face.

“That I have, sir… you’d thrown me out,” she said, still feeling that her heart was ripped to shreds.

“You think I would do that, Jolie?”

“I have no idea what you’d do.” She was in tears as she gazed into his face. “But I can’t think of any way to demonstrate my adoration for you, except to tell you… and show you with one day after another of loyal service.”

She looked into his eyes for suggestions of his present mood. There was much written there. They glimmered darkly with purpose, even more so with compassion. 

“Well, my prodigal child, you have no need to fear I’ll throw you out. I consider this little rebellion on your part a diversion that will be forgotten as long as I have your pledge of loyalty.”

What was he saying? This seemed too easy. As if he expected this would happen—both her escape and her return. 

“That is all?” she wondered. 

“You’re coming back tells me a great deal about you.”

“And you don’t suspect my motives false?”

“Why would they be when you know that you’ll be soundly punished for the crime.”

Punished. She was surprised she hadn’t heard the word before. 

“You returned to what you truly loved.”

“I can’t be so sure, sir. My fate was miserable.”

“Yes, I know.”

“You know?” This seemed odd. 

“Did you believe I didn’t know where you were?”

“I thought that possible.”

“Perhaps, but not likely. This is my island—all of it. I may live in my fortress, but I consider every square inch of this place mine. There is not a soul who does not know me, or know of me—including Dufay.”

“You know Dufay?”

“Yes. And you couldn’t have picked a more surly fellow to be with. The little weasel despises me, and was only too happy to pluck you off the street and play his revenge for me on you.”

“You knew I was living with him?”

“From the day he snagged you.”

“And you weren’t afraid for me?”

“Of all women I know, I figured you’d be one who could take care of yourself with that brute.”

“He almost killed me!”

“But he did not.”

“It was only luck, sir!”

“Then I’m glad you’re lucky and that you’re back here now, where I can properly protect you.”

“Then you’re not angry, sir?”

“Angry with you for running away?” He looked so jovial she almost believed he would answer no. “No, I’m not angry, I’m furious with you.” His visage darkened as the stern words appeared. “You will pay for this one for some time, trust me. But trust me, too, by the time you’re finished with the reparations, you will adore me as I said so many months ago.”

“I adore you now, I swear.”

“And you’ll adore the punishment as well.” He snickered very happily. And as Jolie’s eyes met his devilish ones, hers lighted with recognition.

“You had this planned, didn’t you? You left me means of escape, just to see if I would leave. You knew I’d go… and you knew I wouldn’t get off the island. You probably even knew that Dufay would offer me shelter.”

“And how would I now all of that?” he fended off the barrage of revelations with the innocent retort, and rising from her bed of straw he pulled her with him to her feet. 

“Because there’s a scheming sort of man behind that straightforward disposition,” she said.

“Is there now?” he said smugly. 

“I’m sure of it.”

“Well, then,” he continued in the same lighthearted vein, “I’d better get on with my schemes to punish you, Jolie.”

Patrick quickly locked the wrists cuffs in place and manacled her feet to the wall—much as she’d been restrained before. And without another word, he left the young woman just slightly aghast, there to consider her fate in his tower one more time.


Chapter Thirteen

Storms marched across an angry sky, pouring rain in sheets of streaked gray. The light inside the house was grey as well, all but the air in the master’s quarters and that was luminescent and humidly warm.

Jolie entered—not stealthily this time. This time she was expected. 

She was, nonetheless, petrified of the night’s outcome. It would be Patrick punishing her, not the guards who’d been attending her in the mornings and then just before she went to sleep at night. She was reminded morning and night that she was serving penance for her most recent crime—flogged and caned until her ass was terribly sore.

She had not seen Patrick for the entire two weeks she was confined to the tower. She hadn’t even heard the sound of his voice in her dreams. It was as if he’d disappeared from his fortress, leaving her to wonder if he had boarded his vessel and sailed out to sea. 

Now, being summoned to his quarters, her heart took flying flights into romantic fantasy… all would be forgiven, the prodigal servant would at last have paid for her less than horrific trespass. She wanted this last of her trials to be finished, so that she could practice loving her master.

When Marise summoned her to their master’s room, Jolie’s body instantly flushed with excitement and terrible dread. Her cheeks, her forehead and her chest warmed, even as a cold chill of fright raced down her spine and tickled her ass. 

“Come now, Jolie,” the lovely woman took her hand. Manacles and ankle restraints were still in place, but they did not hamper her swift pilgrimage to Patrick’s quarters. 

“Sir,” she whispered as she waited just inside the doorway. She hesitated for a second then dropped to her knees and bowed her head to the floor in an act more honestly gracious and submissive than any she’d extended in the past. The gesture was heartfelt—and by this time so filled with arousal, surely Patrick Dunleavy could feel how her body burned for him, eroticism billowing freely toward him.

“Come here,” he turned around. He’d been staring from his window at the pouring rain. Wearing only a pair of leather britches, she could see the firm, flexed muscles of his upper body—what power they exuded. How they gleamed by candlelight with their rich warm brown looking like satin to her eyes. Below, his ample pouch of manly riches was enough to tent his leather pants reminding her of the power residing there.

Following her master’s command, Jolie moved gracefully out of her submissive posture and into a supplicant one at Patrick’s feet. She kissed the floor and then his boots, then sat back on her heels and looked up at him. For the first time since she’d come to this colorful tropical island she was appropriately dressed and looking like a part of the beautiful landscape. Like Marise, Lilia, Anna and Moira, she wore a brightly colored skirt dyed in shades of green, which tied at her waist and, a simple yellow scarf tied around her breasts. Her red curls were left long and flowing over her shoulders in a brilliant ribbon of color, which made the sensuous beauty look like a bird of paradise.

“They tell me your ass smarts,” her master said as he looked down to catch a spark of wonder in her emerald eyes. 

“Yes, sir. My ass has been well worked morning and night. I presume by your command.” 

“My command indeed—and something that’s likely to continued for some time.”

“Will I never pay for my mistake?” she wondered.

“I treat all my servants in kind, Jolie. Not one better than another. It’s common in this house for the women I love to be soundly flogged on my whim. You’ve seen that.”

“Yes, sir, I have.”

“But, as far as paying for a crime, I think it’s time to get beyond your crimes, for you to be at peace with my world—and so I with you.”

“I would be grateful for that,” she answered honestly. 

“You will not leave here, Jolie. 

“I understand that.” 

“This is your home forever, you’ll have no more freedom than what you have here now.”

“I want no more than that.”

“You will not try to escape.”

“I wouldn’t want to.”

His smile was generous, even as his eyes darkened considerably. This troubled her, though Patrick didn’t give her long to wonder why the transformation. He held out his hand for her, which lifted her to her feet. And leading her to the side of the room, he sat himself down on an upholstered bench, Jolie in front of him. 

“Take off your scarf,” he referred to the pale yellow one that covered her breasts.

Jolie reached around behind her, found the knot and pulled it free, letting the scarf float to the floor like angel hair. 

“And your skirt,” he said in the same dispassionate monotone. He was neither kind nor severe, but of that place in-between that fed her lust for submission. As he stared at her breasts they ached for his touch, nipples rising large against their pink aureoles like tiny peaks rising from a sandy shore. She could feel the flesh quiver and chill from the damp, rainy air that gusted in from the open windows. Jolie’s throat tightened so she was hardly able to swallow, hardly able to move… and yet her fingers managed to obey Patrick’s command while her mind was elsewhere—too inebriated with desire to comprehend much of anything. 

Unknotting the tie at her waist, her skirt drifted to the floor to join the yellow scarf. She stood naked now for her master’s inspection. The heat from his eyes seared her as flames of desire fanned the inferno in her limbs and loins. She wanted to reach forward and touch his tawny brown complexion, run her hand along the smooth surface, outline his lips with a finger. But no, it wasn’t time for that.

“Marie Jolie Gabrielle Antoinette,” he spit out her full name. 

“You know it all,” she whispered amazed.

“I know more about you than you’ll ever realize,” he replied. He took her hand in his and slowly brought her to him, laying her out over his lap, her bottom high, her head drooped to the floor and her feet dangling from the other side. 

Without saying another word, he began spanking her ass with the palm of his hand, in sharp and settled smacks that bit and stung and burned like the sun. He went right past the point where she could contain her desire to protest. He covered flesh from thighs to ass, then repeatedly returned to the hot centers where he focused the greater part of his strikes. She journeyed with him, mewling and cawing, though never outright demanding he stop. As she became more accustomed to the pain, Jolie wiggled against his resilient thighs, burrowing her crotch to the muscle and found her body soon leaping forward catching up with her erotic desire. 

They seemed to work in tandem for a time. Her crying settled into delighted moans of pleasure, she wanted more now, not for him to stop. Any second, she expected his hand to drop between her thighs and bring her body to its climax… and yet, he continued with the relentless spanking.

Her sexual crescendo came regardless as the heat and this bizarre pain pressed on. Her throbbing clit was nearly at its finish.

“Yes, sir, yes more,” she hissed. And she got more. A hard firm strike, which she absorbed with all the others. Ah! Joyous abandon! 

Letting go, shimmying with orgasm, her body lifted itself to her lover’s hand and asked for more. “Yessssssssss,” the sibilant sound repeated, “yesssssssssssssss…………. ah, yessssssssssss.”

Patrick spanked her through the climax; and only with the sensation starting to die away, his strikes turned soft and caressing… he would move on to more…

“What have you learned my dear Jolie?” he asked.

“That I should not fight you, sir,” she said. 

“How much easier it would have been for us both if you had understood that months ago.”

“Yes, sir,” she agreed for the sake of agreeing—even as Jolie’s ingenious mind had other thoughts.

He stroked her kindly as their sexual appetite began to rise again. She could feel his cock, while he could sense the liquid warmth between her legs seeking more.  

“Sir?” she voiced in a half cognizant moan. 

“Yes?” he answered.

“I wonder, sir, if it would be as pleasurable now, if we’d not had those months of war?”

The master stopped his play, withdrawing his hand from fondling her spasming lovenest. Pulling her upright and into his lap, his dark arms and thick muscles cradled her. “War is not for lovers, Jolie.”

“But look what fire we have now?” she said. 

“A fire that will not go out, that I promise,” his eyes narrowed as they spoke, “but not one you’ll feed. Let nature takes its course and lead, not your naughty and headstrong heart.”

“My heart’s all for you, sir,” she said with a flirty smile. 

“Aye, I’m sure it is, love,” he replied looking at her suspiciously.

“You don’t believe me?” her green eyes twinkled as she leaned in to kiss his lips.

“Should I, my bawdy wench?”

“Humm. I cannot say,” she said mirthfully. 

“Then perhaps, we’ll try another round on your fair ass,” he said as a warning. He squeezed her sore cheeks long and hard while she lay against his chest and let the warmth of him fill her full. 

“You define my need for me, sir,” she whispered in reply, submissive now and willing. “Please take me where you wish, for the saga of this naughty lady has finally seen its end.”

Her eyes sparked with mirth—as did Patrick’s, then she followed her master to bed where they lay down to enjoy their love. 
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