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    Chapter One


     


    A devilish sort of morning in the tiny land outside Ilusia… the dank, insipid air seemed to suck the marrow from the bones, the breath from wanting nostrils, and life from a desperate spirit.


    Eighteenth birthdays are not always spent in such a vapid wasteland—especially in a landscape as fragrantly lush as this one. But then, most young maids of eighteen do not have their lives capriciously twisted by scoundrel knights and blackguard kin; without warning, their youth turned sour for ancient customs conceived by restless, fearful minds.


    In this sad business, Sir Malcolm Castile acted on survival instinct, looking foremost to escape assimilation and loss of title at the fist and sword of a more virile and righteous country. His precarious position on the borderlands of Ilusia had made him a victim, always wary of attack, willing to capitulate to terms no man should accept. Yet, ancient vows so deeply rooted in the guts of this disjoined piece of earth require nothing less than submission to the Lords of Ilusia.


    On the eve of his daughter Charlotte’s birthday, when the noblemen and their servants from across the great mountain breached the border—as though on a casual walk through the countryside—no one raised their fist in anger, drew a sword to stop their pilgrimage, or even lifted an eyebrow in disdain. This was simply history perpetuating its stranglehold on another generation of disenfranchised souls—time doesn’t cease, nor does tradition. As the party made its way to Castile’s manor, peasant ladies rubbed their soiled clothes against the rocks; their men with muscles gleaming, hauled firewood for the night; and their children played games with annoying chatter as they ran wildly through the dust. Only a few young maids—with more reason than others to take note of this curious rite—tittered with their friends about the fate of their noble sister. Some glowed with deep-seated envy; others quaked in fear; and still others spoke with a bit of defiance on their lips, as though they might be brave enough to taunt their unwelcome invaders.


     


    “Ah, Charlotte! You look so pretty today!” Sir Malcolm Castile declared. His face was flushed with pride and excitement—and just a trace of dread. But he harbored his fears well and none would show in front of his unknowing daughter.


    “You say we have visitors?” she inquired, as she ran a brush through her splendid locks of flaxen hair. Her emerald eyes gleamed beneath her pale arched brows, brightening a pinkish complexion often prone to burn in the sun. Simply lustrous now, her skin, her cheeks, her whole body seemed to radiate warmth and generous love. Charlotte Castile was a fully formed woman with a generously endowed body, even at her young age—all the better, her doting father decided.


    “Yes, my dear, our guests will show themselves shortly in my private chambers.”


    “There, sir?”


    “Yes, you will greet them with a curtsy and a polite demeanor.”


    “Of course, Father.” She looked on him with concern. Mind you, nothing overt crossed his brow that would give away his worry. But eighteen years coddled in this house by an indulgent parent had taught her a good deal about the man’s subtle moods. She knew she was her father’s favorite of his six children—though the reason had never been explained. She could be headstrong and intemperate—a cunning and willful twin of her deceased mother. While her sisters Lara, Comille and Justina were far more nurturing of their father’s melancholy, Charlotte played upon his fascination with her likeness to his dead Miriam.


    What a great gift Charlotte had been! What a prize to savor eighteen years! And what a handsome offering she would make for the demanding prince of Ilusia! Mountbane would raise his glass in tribute seeing what beauteous perfection he’d won. Would there be favors for Castile’s small domain because of this? Sir Malcolm’s holdings were never so safe as now—with his daughter about to storm Mountbane’s halls with her teaming charms, making half the great Lord’s holdings hers, and so his—Sir Malcolm Castile’s. What victory! What a small price for peace!


    “But why, Father, would we greet these gentlemen in private?”


    “A private matter that will soon be public.”


    “And what is that?” her curiosity peaked along with her inquisitive brows. Her pink lips showed just half a smile—a measured and thoughtful one as her intuition attempted to discern the truth.


    “Your marriage, Charlotte,” her father stated with a pleasant grin.


    “What!” She could not have been more aghast—at least her outward appearance betrayed that idea.


    “Yes, your marriage,” Sir Malcolm confirmed in a voice as constant as the pillars of oak that held his walls proudly. “The days are ripe for it,” he went on in a softer vein. “Your younger sister, Lara, is already betrothed to Sir Rodney. And now it is your time as well. You have but one duty in your life—to make a marriage that will magnify the fortunes of your kinsmen, and leave a legacy to your progeny. In that regard, I have fashioned a union that will give honor to this household. You cannot reject it at this juncture.”


    Charlotte was reluctant to agree. “Oh, if you’ve made a miserable match for me, Father, I will take lovers,” she scowled, turning what had been a pretty smile into a wretched looking expression—though one that reminded Castile of her mother. The furious ache in his heart would not subside. “Or, perhaps,” she stopped her scowling, “I’ll not take your gentleman at all.” She swept around him haughtily. “At the very least, I’ll need to spend some time with this knave to decide if I desire him.”


    “Certainly, my darling,” he said in a most placating voice—any real objection from this stubborn child needed to be softly answered as a tantrum could impede his plans.


    “And why wouldn’t you have told me before now?” she twirled around declaring, the ribbon of gold on the bottom of her skirts shone like the sun as it rippled in the light.


    Castile’s inspection of his daughter almost stripped off her clothes it was so purposely executed. Taking note of the shapely figure of a woman—breasts resplendently pouring from the bodice of her deep cut gown, and hips that flared into the pert but abundant pillows of her ass, gracing the air as she walked; how could a man see anything but a creature ripe to be plucked from maidenhood and made a woman bound by the obvious carnal passions she so ardently manifest? “Ah, Charlotte, you must have guessed by now. Eighteen? You are so… so ready.”


    She sighed dolefully in reply, “Perhaps.”


    “I see the lust in you, my dearest one. I cannot harbor you forever in my tiny fiefdom. Better you should go to the nobleman who’s earned the right to have you.”


    “Earned the right?” she snapped off arrogantly.


    “My, yes. He and his predecessors have protected my lands for years. I can think of no more apt tribute in this dangerous world than to offer him the finest of my female offspring.”


    “You sound as though I were property.”


    “Indeed,” he reminded her gently. “Not so much property, but a prized jewel.” His eyes lit in wonder as he spoke this truth, then his expression changed growing more pensive and somber. “You will go with them quietly, Charlotte. The pain of your refusal would weigh so heavily on me, I could hardly bear it.” He looked to her for some response and when there was none, went on, “But I would bear it. That is a father’s task, to bring his daughters to good marriages, or have them disappear in the holy orders, unspent women.” Castile worked hard at his convincing. “Ah! If he is a sour man, then take your lovers. Frolic behind arcane doors, spirit your passions away with as many sturdy bucks as you like. You can have your stable boys, your penniless riffraff, your silly princes. But you’ll have your title, too, and power with a husband who carries the fate of your ancestors’ land in his iron grip. Love him if you will. Hate him if you like. But accept the winds of destiny with grace. There is no purer act that a woman can perform than this one. Accept this union graciously, my darling. You bring honor to me, to my fathers, and, yes, your poor mother. She would have wanted this excellent alliance.”


    Charlotte was visibly moved by his passion. The reality of her present circumstance could not have been more profoundly stated. But how it bit like a mad dog at her ankles!


    She should run from this like she would run from that mad dog. But instead, she would walk calmly, head bowed, behind her father to his private quarters and receive the gift of her uncommon birthright. What she’d give now to be one of the tittering maids attending the gardens, or selling wine, or cloth or cheese in the market!


     


    Sir Malcolm’s quarters were hardly small. His drawing room easily accommodated the contingent of noblemen and their servants from Ilusia’s northern province. This tiny hamlet was too far from Lord Nor’s eye to be bothered with by this sovereign ruler. Governed by the powerful Mountbane, Nor had nothing to fear at his borders. This remote realm kept the fierce warrior Mountbane content. That he seemed to have little desire to conquer lands beyond his was another reason to leave the man and his passions alone. Once every two years, Nor would appear at the northern fortress for several days of revelry and leave more sure than ever that Mountbane was no threat to his absolute dominion over all the territories in Ilusia. This lusty leader was too taken with his carnal passions, which like an opiate engaged his senses in the real business of living.


    The room stirred as Castile entered with his daughter at his heels.


    She was a proud one. The six in Mountbane’s retinue eyed Charlotte’s efforts amusedly knowing that the harsh sting of truth would soon crush that pride before it would be rebuilt—in their Lord’s image. Such an exhilarating rush of power it would be to take a woman—nay, still a girl—of such prestige and naivete, and transform her into a worthy subject for an Ilusian sovereign!


    She would be a challenge, certainly. They could see her arrogance billow like a cloud about her robust body. Just as they feared, her doltish father had hardly prepared her for what changes lay before her. Then, too, if she’d come meekly, they would have been astounded. No man wishes for himself anything but vitality in his daughters, and so, that is what they breed into them from birth. If Sir Malcolm had been smart, he would have contemplated her fate more keenly, and given her a disposition more suited to the task of service that would be required of her in her new home.


    Just as well for them, however, this would be an enjoyable diversion until they deposited this chattel in their master’s hands.


    “Castile,” Harrow bowed obsequiously with his smile dripping off his lips.


    “Oh, this cannot be,” Charlotte cried, turning away from the wizened face of this hunchback elder.


    “Ah, no, my love,” her father rushed in, “Mountbane has sent his emissaries to bring you back to Ilusia.”


    She breathed more easily now.


    “She will be inspected and properly shackled before we leave,” Harrow continued.


    “Shackled!” Charlotte drew away, only to find her father’s long arm reach about her waist and draw her in.


    “Shall you quiet your daughter, or shall I?” Harrow inquired.


    “My dear, this is customary in such matters. A husband of Mountbane’s stature deserves a virgin.”


    “He would inspect me so?” She blanched in fear.


    “Tibor is quite gentle, so I’m told.” The old man turned to one of his companions, the doctor stepping forward as a dutiful servant. “I see no need to tarry.”


    “No, sir, and I assure you that my daughter is as pure as fresh snow on Mount Elb.”


    “Of course, kind gentleman. But, we have a duty to our master.”


    Castile bowed as he pushed Charlotte forward into the hands of two burly men—these two not dressed in the fine array of the gnarled Harrow, or even the more sedate and scholarly clothes of Doctor Tibor. Each was clad in rough brown pants, held at the waist by belts of thick animal hide. Their hefty arms fit into sleeveless leather jerkins, which, for their broad and hairless chests could not be closed. Their beefy legs seemed rooted in their black boots, which, in turn, were planted squarely on the smooth floor beneath their feet. Charlotte, daughter of Sir Malcom Castile, was no more than a feathery flower in their fists.


    Grabbing her by the arms, they led her to an oaken dining table in Castile’s quarters, laying her back against the surface as she struggled uselessly against their grit.


    “I shall quit you, sirs, until your inspection is over,” Sir Malcolm announced. “I fear I am too soft on this one. Please, do your duty.”


    “Father!” Charlotte shouted as she watched him leave. “Father, come back here now.”


    “Hush!” The decaying nobleman, Harrow, pressed his face toward hers so closely that she could feel his breath on her cheek and smell something retched in that stench. “Your first duty, daughter of Castile, property of Mountbane, is to obey,” he wagged a finger toward her eyes. “You do anything else, you will be severely punished. You follow my order, this examination will be brief.”


    Charlotte settled just so the foul man would pull away. And so he did; though she was hardly happy about the next ten minutes of humiliation. She’d heard about such dastardly rituals, conducted by the ancients—no doubt to satisfy their prurient lusts. But never, never would she have believed that her fate would one day find her lying prone on her father’s table, her skirt being raised by cold hands, and a second pair of hands yanking down the only slip of cloth protecting her personal treasure from the eyes of these gawking men. She turned her head to the side and closed her eyes, pretending she was elsewhere—in a meadow, wading in a mountain steam, anywhere but in the midst of this horror. Yet, there was little she could do to ignore the feel of the day’s wind on her exposed vulva where her Venus mound was being thoroughly examined.


     


    With Charlotte’s skirts tossed above her navel and stripped of her underclothes, she was prepared for Tibor. The soft bush of hair at the helm of her female portal glowed warmly, even as the trace of her perfume lifted into the musky air.


    “Part her thighs,” Harrow ordered, motioning to another pair of men to his left and right. These two had not the bulk of the brutes who held the woman in her place—nor were they as crudely dressed—still, their task was as malevolent. Striding forward they each grabbed one of Charlotte’s thighs and pulled it wide, bending it as they did. The effect alarmed the girl to tears as she contemplated the embarrassing exposure. Rent apart, her feminine privates were no longer private at all, but on display before this gazing company of witnesses.


    The Doctor remained between her legs as the four fellows commandeering the young woman heaved her to the very end of the table, so her ass was almost falling off the edge. Parted wider still, her hips were lifted so the proper inspection could begin. Tibor thrust with fingers that poked here and there, and spent some time stroking the delicate hymen guarding this virgin’s vital path.


    “She appears intact,” he finally lifted his head and announced. “And a most suitable specimen to present to our grace. He will be glad to note that her genitals were made with the idea of breeding lust. Fully flowered, her lips swell even as she struggles against us. The bud between these plump lips,” he said as he squeezed her fat labia, “is engorged with blood. A very good sign.” He stared at her pained face, himself grinning. “Humph, how she gives herself away.”


    The company nodded on hearing the Doctor’s decree, while the smile on Harrow’s thin lips transformed his mouth into a lecherous sneer. “I should be so lucky to have one as ripened as this one.”


    “You should be so lucky as to have one at all,” the doctor declared. “The belt and harness please.”


    This comment caused the now withering beauty to take note. Turning her head square, her eyes shot open as another indignity was thrust on her. A belt of smooth metal was affixed around her waist and locked with a clasp. Henceforth, a chastity girdle was then attached to the waist belt; the entire device cinched tight and secured with a tiny padlock. This thicker metal split her cleft apart in a way designed to ensure that no man—nor Charlotte’s own hand—could have access to the delicate flesh of her proven virginity. While the chastity belt allowed for her natural bodily functions, that was all the freedom she would have in her nether regions. Save being transported by eunuchs, she was safe from rape, lust and her own probing while on her journey to her new home. The disconsolate young woman gazed on her audience, her expression replete with fear and the painful degradation this clumsy apparatus afforded her.


    “You’ll come to hunger for the feel of this garment, slave,” Harrow declared in a voice rife with mockery. “I’m told this fits like the clouds of heaven compared to the crude devices that will follow.”


    Unable to contain her rage, Charlotte spit in the old man’s wrinkled face as he lowered his visage to glower more.


    He retorted, slapping her cheek brusquely. “Bring her father back here now!” The old man stomped away, grumbling under his breath.


     


    On her feet again, Charlotte’s dress covered her embarrassing attire—though the physical effect of this bondage made it seem as though she were nakedly exposing the vile chastity belt. The result was alarming when she moved even the slightest bit. How would she walk? Or sleep? Or sit inside this miserable thing?


    “Oh, my father, what have you done to me!” she exclaimed, as Sir Malcolm moved back inside the room while his keen eyes cast a reproving glance her way.


    “Your examination has been successful?” he inquired of the entourage.


    “Indeed,” Doctor Tibor acknowledged.


    “But too much spunk!” Harrow immediately chimed in. “She should be punished now for her insolence.”


    “Father, please!” Charlotte moved awkwardly toward her father, though he kept her at arm’s length.


    “Accept your fate, fair one. I have given you all I can for these eighteen years—you’ve enjoyed the fruits of my labor, lived in this luxury, sucked life from this bounteous land. But now, it is time… your service to me begins from this day.” His arm swept wide acknowledging the waiting assemblage. “These men are not here to squash your spirit, or tread on your freedom. Their Lord Mountbane is not a monster to fear, but a husband to love and cherish as I once did your sweet mother. Your life will change, my darling daughter, but think it not some horror, instead an adventure.” His eyebrows raised and his complexion flushed as his lofty words inspired him, while his fellows appraised his speech with amusement in their hearts. Certainly Castile was not so daft as to believe this babble… perhaps it was just the wishful thinking of a foolish father, or the machinations of a cunning one who’d try to sway the listeners. They would hear this twaddle and joke on it by nightfall when they made camp. “Charlotte, Charlotte,” Sir Malcolm’s emotions rose in the face of his daughter’s grimacing countenance, “you will accept. And trust me, as you do accept this change, your life will find some peace, I swear.”


    “And do you swear as well that you’ll come claim me if I should hate this place, Ilusia?”


    He shook his head condescendingly, taking her into his arms for a last fatherly gesture of affection. Once kissing her fair cheeks, he pushed her off. “Gentlemen, please be gone. Though I rejoice in the outcome, this is a sad day for me.” He held his fist to his heart, a single tear about to fall from his one damp eye—the other eye was sharply focused on old Harrow.


    “Yes. Best not belabor this day,” the fellow glowered miserably. With a rude jerk, his bony hand grabbed for Charlotte.


    She instantly shook him off, saying, “If this is my fate, I will attend it on my own accord. You certainly don’t need to abduct me.”


    “Mind yourself, daughter of Castile,” Harrow started in, but one of his fellow nobles moved forward to interrupt.


    “We have a long journey ahead. I’m sure we’ll all be glad to quit this place as soon as we can garner a decent meal.”


     


    d


     


    The first afternoon of Charlotte’s new life might have been spent pleasantly. The day proved sumptuously temperate—with blue sky, the hint of a southerly breeze, and traces of honeysuckle blossoms in the air. It might have been a welcome journey considering the young maid’s fearless sense of adventure, but every second of the trek was destined to be met with discomfort. The mean cart that bore her from her father’s home jostled against the ruts and valleys of the rude and rarely used road. With each jarring bump the metal girdle fused to Charlotte’s body cut into her flesh. There was not one comfortable position on the hard wood bench. Her rough predicament was made worse seeing the expressions on the faces of her captors. They seemed to hold her in contempt mixed with a leering lust. Perhaps Mountbane was wise to insist on this chastity belt considering their obvious fascination with her.


    Listening to the quiet conversation among them, she learned that there was a single key to the device that protected her groin, that key in Mountbane’s keep, many miles from them now. Though that key seemed a symbol of her freedom, she feared what that freedom might mean—or if there would be any freedom at all. Harrow’s comments about the “other” devices would haunt her every moment of the trip.


    When she wasn’t thinking of her future in Ilusia—as if she could actually piece together a decent picture of that reality—she thought of escape. All wishfully, of course. They hardly needed to bind her more; running seemed nearly impossible in this miserable belt, though she hadn’t been given the opportunity to try. Walking was difficult enough. She couldn’t imagine what it might be like to traverse this uncivil landscape. But escape was never far from her thoughts. Perhaps in the dead of night, when they were sleeping—perhaps then, she mused.


     


    The company stopped for the night at a small forest encampment in the heart of Ilusia’s wilds. Some time during the day they’d crossed the border, though Charlotte’s companions gave her no clue when this occurred. The air seemed pleasant, the sky as blue, the sun as bold, and her heart as empty from the beginning of the journey until the incessant bump, jolt and grind of the wagon ceased for the day.


    Taken into the woods, she was given the opportunity to relieve herself. A messy task it was, and an embarrassing one as well, with one of Mountbane’s beastly henchmen attending her. By that time, however, she was so in need of release that she forgot herself as a gentlewoman and completed the job quickly.


    Back inside the camp, she was given food and drink, and shown where she would sleep for the night.


    “Would it be all right if I took a short walk,” she asked Harrow, politely.


    “And why?”


    “To stretch my legs.”


    “I’d think you’d find the prospect difficult?” he eyed her with the same obscene amusement he’d shown her all day.


    “I need to move about.”


    “I’ll take her,” one of Mountbane’s noblemen announced. Coming to her side, the man gently took her arm.


    This one was named Tristan, so her careful observations told her. He was the one who held her during the awful inspection; and though she’d not noted any faces during that sad hour, she noted now that he seemed more amiable than his companions did. And certainly, he was the most comely of the group. His stance was fierce, though it generated a power that lured her sex in an amazing fashion. A strong face, well-cut jaw, keen dark eyes and artful brows could hold her fascinated if she were inclined to gaze on him—which she wasn’t for fear she’d give her feelings away. Perhaps, however, it was the kindness in his eyes that tempted her most—something that he only briefly offered her. And yet, when he did, he wore the kindness well as though it were a natural trait. A rare man, indeed, to be both immovable and vibrantly carnal, as well as temperate with a frightened woman.


    “Your father has either misread the truth, or lied to you about his knowledge of Ilusia.” These were his first words directed to her. The two strolled as pleasantly as they could along the side of a small brook of clear water. No, it was not easy to walk, but it was pure bliss to be away from Harrow and the surly animals in this band of strangers.


    “He has, sir?”


    “I am afraid so.”


    “In what way?” she wondered.


    “Your place in Ilusia as a woman is likely to be far different than you anticipate.”


    “Why would you tell me this now?”


    “A warning, miss. Be on your guard. Your father is right to say your life will change. Truly, its pleasures and its pains will be of a different sort than what you know in your homeland. Though we live quite close in distance, our customs are exceedingly contrary.”


    “I see. And how does a woman of Ilusia conduct herself?”


    “Submissively. I’d advise you to be compliant, observant, and resourceful. And guard against your shrewishness. That trait is not looked on favorably within our borders.”


    “I will take your council, sir, and remember it well.”


    The moon over Ilusia was fully round, glowing yellow at this dark time of night. With the sun set, the sky was inky black, dotted with a million stars all ominously appearing before her eyes, suggesting that the constellations might be aligned toward an uncertain mischief that would test her in ways she could not even fathom now.


    “Thank you,” she added, feeling oddly nurtured by this distant soul. His manner had been straightforward and respectful, but without any obvious warmth. Though, the very fact that he’d say anything at all suggested some affection, or perhaps pity. Perhaps it was nothing at all, just this stranger, Tristan’s way.


     


     


    There were two more days of grueling passage before the company of seven reached the gates of Mountbane’s lair—a stately castle: grey and important, rising so high above the maid Charlotte that for the foggy gleam of morning air, she could not make out the tallest spire.


    Inside the gates, Mountbane’s bride gazed on sights she’d never witnessed before. Surely, the nobleman Tristan was right. Seeing collared women wherever she turned, others tethered by their masters, led on leashes through the market, she shuddered nervously wondering if these were signs of things to come. This was not her homeland—no home at all, she thought sadly.


  




  

    


     


     


    Chapter Two


     


    “My, my, aren’t you a lovely thing. All fresh washed. Did they remove that dastardly chastity belt?”


    “Only so I could pee, sir. And to wash, of course. And who are you?” She eyed the splendid man with some degree of interest. His brown hair flowed to his shoulders and his beard was trimmed, not scraggly like so many men she’d seen in Ilusia so far. A pair of sharp, cinnamon-hued eyes peered at her from under his cunningly arched brows. He was a lean man of average stature, and though his clothes were unremarkable—leather britches and a simple muslin shirt—he wore his body, and his attitude, and even his humble attire with some suggestion of nobility.


    He eyed the flaxen-haired maid with a degree of deference, slight as it might be. And yes, there was that haughtiness in his aspect she’d come to expect from Ilusian men. He was a bit of a scoundrel, Charlotte decided.


    “Ah, yes, we haven’t been introduced, have we?” he was reminded.


    “No, sir. I was led to this room with no explanation. In fact, I’ve had no explanations of anything. No answers to my questions. I’ve been forced to remain in a paltry room, in this frightful chastity belt for two days with no company at all.” She stopped her strident complaint abruptly, asking again, “So, who are you?”


    “I was told you were impertinent, and so you are. Quite so.” He chuckled. “But that will change.”


    Charlotte took offense at that remark. “I am myself and will always be so, no matter how you or anyone else attempts to mold me.”


    The fellow stroked his chin thoughtfully, pacing about the wondering woman as Charlotte followed him with her eye, finally turning herself.


    “I am your husband, Mountbane,” he finally announced.


    She was speechless. Eyes, ears, mouth, feet—aye, even her heart, frozen.


    “Cat got your tongue?” Mountbane quipped. “It seemed to wag so easily these last days.”


    “I thought you…”


    “Older. I’m sure that you imagined me some wizened fool like Harrow, or perhaps a man of your father’s years, or even some brutish boor. I am, dear Charlotte, just ten years your senior; and I assure you, my bride…”


    “I am not your bride! I have made no vows, nor will I,” she thawed instantly, stamping her foot in a hot rage.


    Mountbane laughed while she remained nearly in tears from frustration.


    When he finally calmed, his voice had lost its mockery and was quite courteous, “I’m afraid you’ve been mislead. Once you left your homeland and crossed our borders, an agreement that was signed days after your birth became fully executed. That agreement between your father and mine was signed with blood, binding you and me in a political marriage.”


    “That is not true!” she exclaimed unhappily.


    “You may check the documents, you know your father’s signature?”


    “I do.”


    “Then you can inspect them yourself.”


    “Why would my father do such a thing?”


    “To save himself,” Mountbane’s speech turned disdainful.


    She closed her eyes to close him out, while he remained before her, the two wrapped inside a breathless quiet. Not even the mice inside the castle scurried the floors at this thorny moment. When Charlotte’s eyes popped open, she stared into Mountbane’s in perplexed wonder. “Why would you agree to such a marriage, sir?”


    He smiled. “Because, Charlotte Castile, my spies have been gazing on you for several years, and finding you a pleasing female specimen, they suggested that I would enjoy your flesh.”


    “My flesh and nothing more? Is that all there is to marriage in Ilusia—locked loins and fornication?”


    “Hardly. It is gracious servitude for its women and contentment for its men.”


    “And you would seek some contentment from me?”


    He caught her joke, grinning, though his expression quickly turned grim. “Properly trained, daughter of Castile, you will serve me.”


    “Never,” she turned her back on him.


    “All this was written years ago,” he spoke plainly. “You can accept it now, or later. If you’re determined to fight me, so be it. But I am determined to win, and so I will. I like you. And even more, I fancy what my metal harness hides between your thighs—the warm fresh dew, the grasping muscle of your channel—and indeed, the puckering rear entrance that will soon gape with desire and drip with my seed.”


    “Oh, how you disgust me,” she pulled back horrified.


    “Disgust is only a creature of desire, my dear bride.”


    “I will not desire you! And I am not your bride!” She turned around to make her point face to face.


    He shook his head. “You don’t understand. You already are my bride. Women do not consent, allow, or agree to anything in Ilusia. They submissively accept their status and obey.”


    “And if I don’t?”


    He shrugged. “Then they are trained to do so.”


    “And if not then?”


    “There is no alternative,” he replied. Charlotte fixed her eye on him, unwilling to bend, while Mountbane for just a moment seemed truly perplexed. “Am I so ugly that you’re repulsed?” he asked.


    “Nay. You aren’t ugly at all. Some women might find you genuinely handsome. But trust me, Lord Mountbane, I cannot look on you with lust, and there will be no love in my heart! I shall never love you!” She was distraught and unwilling to give an inch in her battle.


    He raised his eyebrows and pursed his lips as though this was some great dilemma for the man. “Perhaps not love. I never expected that. But you will serve me.”


    “Hah!”


    He snickered and turned away saying to no one, “I fear Caius will have his work ahead of him with my snappish shrew.”


    She recalled Tristan’s words, advising her to guard against her shrewishness. But that advice seemed to sway her little now.


    Mountbane moved to the door of his chambers. “Gregor!” He bellowed.


    A flushed youth raced to his master’s side, “Yes, sir?”


    “Bring me Caius.”


    “Yes, sir.” He was gone.


     


    The air inside the chamber grew hotly tense. Charlotte remained on her feet in the center of the room, nervously fidgeting with her skirts. At moments when she wasn’t noticed, she would glance at the great bed on the far side of Mountbane’s chamber, wondering—until she forcibly stopped the picture—what it might be like to lose herself inside the great velvet quilts, in the arms of this handsome man. Could it be desire beating in her heart and more horribly between her legs where she could feel the chastity belt as though it were a pair of firm hands grasping her flesh?


    When the ethers in the room finally stirred again, it was from the entrance of a burly brute—one much like the two fellows who took her from her father’s house. Yet, this one seemed taller still and more commanding in his presence. The hulking fellow wore leather trousers as the others had, though his torso was clothed in a dark muslin shirt and his beard was freshly trimmed, his head shaved and smooth as a still lake.


    Mountbane moved toward his wary bride with a contemptuous snarl curling on his lips. “You understand, I could rape you now,” he said in a voice that wrapped about her with a wintry blast of wind. “I could have my aides hold you down while I rip your virginity from you.” He shook his head. “But that is not my way, fair madam. You will beg for me…”


    Her face registered an earnest denial but she didn’t speak, being much too scared to utter a word.


    He turned away. “Caius, take my bride into the bowels of my castle and prepare her for me.”


    “And shall I prime her first, sir?”


    “Yes. Thoroughly. I’ll take her when she’s well spent. Perhaps she’ll be more willing then.”


    “Tis likely I’ll be having her for some time?” the great brute observed aloud.


    “Oh, yes. She’ll need to be fully trained in the ways of Ilusian women. Take her now.” With his final retort, Mountbane brushed her off as he would a speck of dust from his sleeve. And Charlotte quit the room, towed by the rigid grip of Caius’ hand on her arm.


  




  

    


     


     


    Chapter Three


     


    The dungeon of Mountbane Castle was accessed by a series of stairs, which wound their way through darkness, where a damp climate bred fear and tension with each step. Charlotte lowered herself with each footfall in her twisted descent, closed in by corridors, by thick wet stone, by air hardly pure enough to breathe. The pace of her plunge was so swift that she felt faint by the time she was halfway down.


    “Please,” she tried pulling back, “where does this lead?”


    “Your new home,” was all the mighty brute would reply as he tugged her faltering form.


    Her fear magnified.


    Hitting the bottom step in their journey was like reaching the ends of the earth, the last possibility for life before the chance to breathe ceased inside the bowels of dark matter and nonporous stone. Charlotte couldn’t imagine living so close to her grave.


    “Have I earned this travail?” she cried as they came into an opening where walls gave way to Caius’ dungeon lair. Iron bars marked off cubicles where female slaves where roused by the noise of the master returning. A young maid with bronze skin and flowing black hair moved out of the shadows, falling before Caius with her lips pressed to his boots.


    “In the corner until I need you, Loria,” he pointed toward the opposite wall and the woman scurried quickly to take her place in a subservient but relaxed pose. Kneeling, knees apart, her ass rested on her feet behind her, while she bowed her head, parted her lips and opened her hands at her side as a sign of her willing acquiescence to the dungeon master.


    Slowly rising from beds of straw, the jailed slaves moved toward the forward bars of their cells, which were little more than cages, stacked three high, embedded in the stone wall. Though they were mute, a few even gagged, they did not want for some degree of care, appearing clean, hair washed, and eyes, while remote, certainly clear and lucid.


    “Your home, wife of Mountbane,” Caius announced dropping his grip on the bewildered woman. “There are easier ways to fit into the life of Ilusia, but none quite so profound as this.”


    Charlotte’s frazzled nerves made her weak. Infinitesimal seconds ticked by too slowly—drawn out to the weary end of each one before the next began. This eternity might just be hell.


    “Remove your clothes,” Caius ordered abruptly.


    Her eyes opened wide and she didn’t move.


    “Do you not hear, or do you simply refuse to obey?”


    “I cannot remove my clothes…” she uttered the strained cry as her parched throat could hardly form the words.


    “Oh?” Caius looked amused saying mockingly as he motioned to the cages and the slave he called Loria, “You’re better than these slaves? Shall we order you a wardrobe of silk so you can graciously lord over my chattel here?”


    “Are women chattel in Ilusia?”


    “That would be a fine guess,” he answered. “There is not a female of any worth who has not spent some days learning the fine art of submission in a dungeon like this one.”


    “That is absurd!”


    Caius wasn’t prone to argue. “You will take off your clothes,” he assured her. “You refuse me now, it will be a long term in this place before you’ll see the light of day again.”


    “I cannot,” she was in tears now, trembling.


    “I swear you can,” Caius countered. His voice appeared to thunder and yet his words were no more strongly spoken, just the force behind them seemed to rise until the whole place quaked.


    “I-I …” she tried to form another sentence while her eyes were fixed on the man. He’d left her to comply, turning away and striding toward his slave, Loria, in the corner, whispering words to her Charlotte could not hear. He then turned about, removing his muslin shirt, revealing a body tanned from the sun. His smooth skin rippled with muscles, which were already gleaming with sweat in the close and tepid air.


    Charlotte’s hands had remained immobile at her side as she watched the tender meeting of slave and master. Only when she saw his face again, and he leveled her with a biting scowl, did her fingers haltingly begin the anguished disrobing in obedience to his command. He didn’t have to say a word; he spoke in glances and grimaces, with brows and mouth and his generous presence.


    “Sir, please,” she begged, slumping to her knees before him with the front of her dress only half open. “I shall do anything but this…”


    “On your feet!” he roared.


    “With this you make me—a noble daughter—into a humbled slave!”


    “I have my orders and no pity!” he retorted. “If I have to remove your clothes myself, I will tear them off. You’ll receive twice the chastisement for causing me such trouble.” Grasping her hair in his fist, he pulled her to her feet.


    Bewildered, Charlotte stared about her to the impassive crowd of witnesses, seeing how they wore their nakedness with ease. Seeing no way out of this horror, she began to undo the ties that held her dress in place. Tears streamed down her face as she let it fall to her feet.


    Caius stared at each deliberate move, as though his eyes instructed her to continue. Her chemise followed her dress, and with the last of her undergarments removed she hunched her shoulders together to cover her breasts while leaving her chastity belt to conceal her lower regions.


    “Stand for inspection,” he ordered.


    Her eyes screamed with fear and she didn’t move.


    “Hands behind your neck, your shoulders back.”


    What exposure! Her embarrassment leapt ten-fold as she struggled to comply. Charlotte stared down to see her pink nipples swell, forming tight wrinkled knots in the centers of her breasts. Her chest heaved, her whole bosom swaying erotically. Even in her fear, she was a breathtaking picture of female loveliness. Only the chastity belt marred the view of her beauteous physical assets, and yet, in a curious way, her guarded loins seemed to enhance the mystery of this virgin’s promise. Just as well, she’d been so captured, Caius thought. Some thief in the night would come and steal away Mountbane’s prize were she not so surely shielded from assault.


    Caius stalked her, naked torso gleaming, eyes molten, lust breeding in his loins, swelling the pouch at his crotch as his erection responded to her womanly grace and his own power to contain this fractious female beast. She was his prey, the spoils of his war with life, the recompense Mountbane owed him for his faithful service.


    Dangling from his hand, the long talons of a flogger jolted the frightened wife of Mountbane as her eyes took note of their meaning.


    “Oh, sir! Please don’t whip me.”


    “Would that I could lay this as heartily on your loins as I will the rest of you.”


    “Oh, please, sir, what have I done!”


    “Hush, slave!”


    Her mouth snapped shut, Charlotte left with just her pleading eyes to sway this savage man.


    “Loria, the manacles.”


    “Ah, sir, noooo,” Charlotte struggled with the brown-skinned woman whose hands pulled at her wrists to bind them.


    The flogger snapped against her back when she fought too much, “Stand still!” Caius boomed.


    With her hands wrapped in leather, her arms were lifted high above her, joined to a joist in the ceiling, where a complicated apparatus of chains, ropes and bolts of iron loomed ominously.


    “Keep your peace or I’ll gag you!” the man proclaimed.


    Caius roamed about her, tickling, jostling and flogging her shoulder, thighs, ass and belly with his whip. It appeared torturous. But if this act was to punish her, it was almost self-defeating. Charlotte’s body seemed to swoon with an unbidden passion arising as the striking leather thongs held her at the edge of pain and perfect pleasure—neither state complete, both seducing her with the promise of more; but not delivering on that promise, she was left restlessly aroused.


    As often as she screamed in pain when one daunting strike would rip at her ass and thighs, she would moan as the instrument caressed her lightly across the belly and breasts—as though Caius might be loving her through this horrifying ordeal.


    Ah! She groaned to herself, if only he would rip aside the awful barrier locked tightly over her most sacred region and let loose his fire in full force. Her empty cunt clutched for something more than this cunning tease. What thoughts! What inspiration now! What was happening to her sense of decency? What was altering in the order of this world that she should feel such things while in the midst of this mortal terror, this very threat to her body and soul? What was this? Peace? Contentment? Aye, no! But life, raining down on her, filling her so sweetly and so vilely. The world had gone awry.


    Charlotte closed her eyes, trying to absorb the nature of this new knowledge. But there was no answer to her constant questions. It was beyond reason, in the realm of mystery where the secrets of the universe were never revealed.


    At one point, her body seemed to scream, to open wide as the flogger descended with an unexpected fury down her back side from her shoulders to her knees. No pleasure here, she still ached for more and wondered why.


    Her body screamed again and suddenly the flogging stopped.


    When, at last, she opened her eyelids on the cruel and silent dungeon, she expected to see Caius with his feral darkness looming over her. Instead, she gazed on Mountbane standing before her with a dispassionate expression—one that only deepened her abject humiliation.


    “Are you with me, or have I lost you already?” he quipped lightheartedly


    Her heart poured out her grief, but she said nothing. She had no words now.


    “Your silence speaks,” he said. Striding forward, she recognized the key to her chastity belt. With one simple turn of the lock, she was free of it, more vulnerable and more wanting now than what she imagined she could be.


    Her husband’s hand was at her recklessly speaking snatch. “This, wife, is the truth about you,” he declared while running his fingers through her shadowy cleft. Her groin lunged for him shamelessly. “Even now, you cannot refrain,” he only faintly snickered. Mockery was unnecessary when her body spoke so plainly. “Lust boils from this hungering belly. I will show you that a hundred times over. Today has just barely plumbed your depths.” The fiery pleasure shooting through her body came with ruthless spasms, one riding high atop the one before until she was shuddering uncontrollably while she wept tears. “How easy you are, slave.” Mountbane turned to Caius, “My whip.”


    This implement was not the miraculous flogger with both bite and seduction in its leather talons, but a mean tool of punishment.


    “Your defiance will cost you bitterly. You will greet each day wondering what terror will be meted out. I have so many, I would be glad to try each one on you before you quit my dungeon. But for now, you’ll have the whip—the real one, the one that will bite your flesh and leave marks that will not heal for days. See if your body hungers now.”


    He stood back from her and strode to her bare backside, finally laying his whip in cutting snaps against her flushed skin. Sweat and body oil made the brisk strikes singe the surface, and Charlotte began to scream as the pain supplanted all thoughts of her previous pleasure. Again, again and again the braided cord unfurled across her undulating loveliness, wrapping at her sides where it cut unmercifully, striking her ass and back straight on. Then, when Mountbane moved to face her one last time, he ripped at her belly, breasts and exposed virginity leaving daring stripes of red.


    Mountbane done, she slumped exhaustedly. With her feet failing to support her, she almost hung by her wrists in misery.


    “Bring her to her knees,” he ordered his company.


    Loria obeyed the command having her master’s newest slave kneeling at Mountbane’s feet. She backed away as Charlotte looked upwards.


    “And what do you say to surrender now, my miserable wife?” he asked.


    It took some time for her to draw the words from inside a confused brain and bring them forward into her dry mouth, where they finally spit with venom from her lips, “I shall not surrender to you now or ever. You are a vile and evil man! I’d rather endure this dungeon a hundred years than spend one as your wife!”


    Mountbane smiled, sighing, then turned away—not at all disturbed by Charlotte’s scathing retort. “This is how she treats my gifts?” he bantered to no one special as he haughtily circled the room. He seemed to devise new schemes as the next few minutes moseyed by, while the dungeon and Charlotte waited for his decree. Finally, having all things clear in his mind, he announced to Caius, “Shave away her hair and let her serve as the lowliest of your slaves.”


    It took some seconds for the intent of his decree to dawn on his withered bride. She climbed to her shaky feet, imploring him, “Ah, please no, sir. You take my pride, my hair, my self-respect, all that?”


    He shook her off as she clutched his arm, while Caius grabbed the desperate woman with a firm hand. “If it takes robbing you of everything including your beauty, so shall it be. Besides, since we have the rest of your life to accomplish your surrender,” Mountbane went on, “what are a few months of abject degradation when eternity stretches before us? By the time your body has repaired from the bruises and your hair has grown to its full length, you will have succumbed.”


    “No, I cannot,” she struggled with no results, but more frustration.


    “Oh, but you can,” her husband countered. “And gag her, Caius, if she can’t keep her tongue.”


    Resolved, Mountbane strode into the darkness to the stairs, while the silent dungeon heard the shuffle of his footsteps as he returned to the lands above.


     


    d


     


    That evening there was a pile of flaxen hair on the dungeon floor, mingling there with Charlotte’s tears. She wept bitterly over her fate—turned into an abject creature of vile abuse, with a collar about her neck and metal manacles that would remain about her ankles and wrists should, in her jailer’s mind, the need for them arise. The chastity belt returned, fitting even more securely being tightened down by Caius’ mighty force. It was customary for idle men to scour the dungeon for a slaves to bed. Because Charlotte was considered the most prime target for an anxious dick in Mountbane’s realm, the device was necessary to ensure that she would finally come to her marriage bed the virgin she was when she arrived in Ilusia. (This was, perhaps, Caius’ greatest fear—that he would fail his master. The enslaved wife of his noble Lord was too fair a flower in his eyes) Though Charlotte vowed against Mountbane’s intended outcome, no one else doubted his resolve or his schemes for realizing his wish. His God-like ability to woo, inspire and manipulate was what made most women in the tiny northern province lust for their handsome Lord.


    In the days that followed her initiation in the dungeon, Charlotte was a petulant and shrewish slave, regularly punished for her misdeeds and often gagged for hours for her reckless tongue. Her ass took the brunt of abuse, being bitten by paddle, leather slappers and thin cutting switches as often as she disobeyed or showed her captor a less than compliant attitude. She was not made for such subservience, she was certain, but there was no one who agreed with her. Women in Ilusia had few rights—only those they might earn as compliant wives—and she was neither a happy nor a willing wife who could beguile a horny husband and so gain something for herself.


    To ensure her complete abasement, Charlotte’s hands were bound behind her when she was fed, which forced her to lap food from her plate like a dog. She was kept in a cell, where she couldn’t stand, but only lie or sit uncomfortably crouched. And to take care of her private needs, she was forced to relieve herself in a chamber pot, which Caius placed in the center of the dungeon so all could see her private ritual turned into a humiliating exhibition. For the first weeks of her trial, these stiff measures did little but anger the headstrong Charlotte. She would not be broken—so she resolved.


    Despite her great determination, there was a strange haunting in her heart and belly, something deeply unsettling that she could not explain. Her initial flogging in the dungeon had left her sexually breathless, with a fire inside her groin that had not died. This knowledge of her hidden character would not leave her. Her body had betrayed her in that disturbing incident; her reason tossed aside as so much wasted dust. She could ignore that moment as a clutter of senseless feelings and images, which converging on her all at once, played havoc with her sanity. Such an explanation seemed sound enough; but then, she knew it simply wasn’t true.


     


    Late one evening, when Slave Charlotte thought herself bedded for the night, Caius came to her cell, unlocking the door and pulling her into a corridor, which led to the dungeon stairs. It had been nearly a month since she’d surfaced in the common world. So used to her dim subterranean home, the brightly torch-lit halls of Mountbane’s castle assaulted her eyes, nearly blinding her sight until she could adjust to the glare. She was made to crawl on her hands and knees, led along by a leash, tugged when she was prone to hesitate. Where she’d become accustomed to the naked world of Caius’ dungeon, her swift and unexpected appearance in this presumably more civil climate renewed her embarrassment.


    Her shame became more real than ever, when she was forced into a dining hall filled with drunken revelers. Mountbane sat at the center of a circular table, flanked on either side by fondling slaves. Dressed as whores—in the fashion of the times—their sprite looking costumes left little for the hungering eyes of a lust-driven man to imagine. Each wore a halter of such flimsy cloth that their breasts spilled freely, leaving naked nipples popping out with every move. Next to Mountbane’s face, this Lord of Ilusia had only to turn his head in order to suckle at one pert nipple or another. In the space of Charlotte’s first shocking sixty seconds in the brothel atmosphere, her would-be husband turned one of his slave tarts over his lap; and where her skirt was cut apart, he bared her fat behind and spanked it red, while the laughing beauty giggled and tittered through the raunchy circus. She was immediately pressed into service at her master’s crotch. Pushed to her knees, she buried his prick inside her mouth, suckling it as avidly as he’d sucked her tits. Meanwhile, the master’s second whore coiled her way about his face with hands and mouth as he reached inside her skirt and played with the wet snatch at the apex of her thighs. The scenes on either side of Mountbane reflected the master’s licentious activity. Slave/whores, gentlemen and dapper aristocrats were almost screwing on the tables. One randy cunt was impaled by Sir Ellemore’s fat purple prick as the old gent clutched her disheveled hair in his fist, and rode her like a horse. She bellowed almost as obnoxiously as a fucked animal, though the sound only made sense in the brawling theatre of lecherous pleasure.


    Charlotte had only seconds to appraise the rude affair before she was lifted to a standing rack, her manacled limbs tied to the four corners so she was spread wide in the shape of an X, forced to face the rowdy entertainment. To pretend she wasn’t there, she closed her eyes, thinking this her best defense against her defenseless plight. And yet, her small moment of comfort was quickly dashed as the sound of Mountbane’s voice rose above the mirth.


    The bound young woman opened her eyes to see her husband’s sneer, and then a false face of concern as he withdrew from his harlots, rose to his feet, and sauntered around the table to where Charlotte hung bound.


    “My, my, my, what have we here?” he stared in her eyes to gloat, then turned to his friends, “I would have preferred to present my bride in the usual manner, kind sirs, but it seems that she wishes to take a more circuitous route to surrender. I thought we might help her this evening.” Turning back, he nestled the key inside the lock of her chastity belt and freed her of the device—an act so rare now, she felt more naked than ever without the restraint.


    His inebriated company began to shout their tributes.


    “Why, Lord, you’ve made her bald!”


    “But does she not retain that natural beauty?”


    “Ah, see how she blushes.”


    “You say she has no appreciation of her status?”


    They were intrigued enough by the lovely ornament of virginity before them, that for a time, the masters abandoned their slaves, attending to their Lord’s theatrics.


    “You say she’s shrewish, I say she deserves the cane to her plump cheeks.”


    “Perhaps more pain and less indulgence.”


    “A reaming of her ass with cleansing spirits.”


    “More abuse to her nipples—see how they swell as if they beg defilement.”


    “A greater degradation.”


    “A misery of body and soul.”


    The offers came fast from this sincere crowd of drunks.


    “Or, perhaps, by wit and chicanery she’ll be conquered,” Mountbane suggested the alternative—seeming far more sane in his speech than the others did. “Come, Tristan. Help me now.”


    “To what end, milord?” his counselor asked. Eyes lit, dark brows arching, Tristan rose, joining his sovereign before the room. Something reverberated from this man—as though the very earth at his feet rumbled from the energy of mystery embedded in his character. He stared into Charlotte’s eyes as if he were reminding the wench of the advice she’d shunned. He seemed determined now to punish her with his power to manipulate her body.


    “Tease her as you wish,” Mountbane said. Those words inspired the dark knight to darker ends.


    While the noble-born Tristan stared Charlotte down, his hands grazed the surface of her breasts and belly with such a delicate touch that she was trembling miserably in her efforts to turn away her arousal. Such delicacy was made of iron—with a will immovable, like Mountbane’s—though Tristan’s less quixotic and more enduring. She could not hold out with this abuse of her desires, but she would try. Each gesture made her body start—which seemed a hundred times taken to another level of need. Fingers probing girlish spaces, pinching lush folds of skin—tugging, rubbing, twisting bits of flesh, her reaction could not remain subdued. Perspiration burst on her brow, then in a wave moved downward so every pour emitted wet lust. With tension mounting at a fevered pace, she begged her body to end this torment and, so, closed her eyes.


    Tristan’s hand moved immediately to her chin, tugging it around so that her eyes shot open forced on his, as his clipped nails dug into her flesh. “Don’t you dare shut me out, slave!”


    “Yes, sir,” she meekly mouthed.


    “Better,” he noted her more acquiescent tone as he continued his gentle torment of her flesh.


    Mountbane was behind her now with his fingers moving along the cleft of her behind, finding the untried portal of her ass and rimming the sensitive tissue into a more obscene sort of pleasure than she’d ever known. And this before the luring eyes of the besotted throng. They shot off obscenities she tried to ignore, but she found ignoring made them stick with her more surely, like flies to honey.


    “Take ‘err ass!”


    “Fuck her, she’s your wife!”


    “How about her mouth. Bring her down, Mountbane, I’ll stuff my cock…”


    “Too much pleasure,” someone shouted above the others; though he was shouted down by another voice proclaiming, “Have her in steel claws!”


    She needed none of that. Her attending masters put her at the edge of climax twice, and backing off, then proceeded a third time making her wrench orgasmically, until nary but a single touch would propel her into ecstasy.


    A moment too soon, the bound young slave felt Mountbane withdraw. Then she watched in horror as Tristan backed away as well, saying with the polite deference one gives to the lofty, “It is not my right to allow you this, milady.” He bowed and took his seat at the table again.


    “Lena, Jontile,” Mountbane called his whores to him. “Take her to a finish with your mouths so we can all see the expression of wonder on her face as she makes a liar of herself.”


    The twin lovelies dropped to the floor on either side of the rack-bound slave. The brown beauty, Jontile, opened a proud pair of labial lips in front to find the tumescent pistil of Charlotte’s sex. Covering the sliver of engorged flesh, she drew it into her mouth, running circles around it with her tongue until Charlotte panted anxiously. Her chest heaved so greatly that her tits bounced in frantic circles. From behind, the gentle, fair-skinned Lena parted her tail end to find her rectum’s imperious door. She slithered her tongue into the ready channel making the new slave groan with desire. These measures brought back the fire that had, for just seconds, eased for lack of stimulation; and brought back with thunder echoing through her groin, she succumbed. Every nerve in her clenched, her fists squeezed tight into themselves, and without wanting any of this, her hips moved on the conquering mouths while her own mouth gasped.


    Charlotte’s final passionate cry fell about the gathered almost as a balm of contentment—as though it were good enough to supplant their own need to spew (though spew they would, later).


    As the tension in the hall eased, Mountbane strode before them again. There was other business to conduct. One forthrightly commenced as soon as the disgraced slave’s cum had withered away and the two tarts slipped off to attend to their Lord again.


    “So,” he said, “what would my noble gentlemen suggest to punish this contrary slave? I’m so weary of the battle that I leave it up to you.” He was mocking them—which they all guessed. Mountbane would never weary of a battle as choice as this. But then, this was a fair game they could not help but enjoy. “Sir Ellemore, what would you say?”


    “To punish, sir? I prefer the strength of a whip, long and hard against the flanks.”


    Mountbane nodded his appreciation. “And Jerrod?”


    “Torture by suspension,” he said as though he had it all figured out in his head and was ready with his ropes. “A complete bondage.”


    Mountbane acknowledged the picture he brought to mind. “A worthy thought,” he agreed. “And Harrow? You know the subject as well as anyone?”


    The wrinkled elder scowled as though that was his only mode of expression, as though disdain was all he could feel. “Save exhibiting her on a rack through the streets, I can’t think of any means to impair her unwholesome pride. Caius finds her insolence remains mean-spirited.” He would go on, but Mountbane stopped him, turning to Tristan, whose steady eye seemed willing to read from the woman’s heart.


    “I would recommend the claws to punish her,” he said as Charlotte worried over this unknown. “If she doesn’t learn her lessons well, she’ll never survive Ilusia.”


    Charlotte shuddered so that another wave of orgasm seemed to clutch at her crotch.


    “That is so,” Mountbane conceded to the comment. “Affix the briared halter and girdle to her chest and loins, and let her pride think on that.”


     


    Charlotte waited meekly in the aftermath of sex, frightened by Sir Tristan’s words, wishing desperately for even one brief moment of respite before her next trial appeared.


    Now, almost in a stupor, she watched as an act she’d soon find more painful than she could ever imagine began to unfold. Two attendants came to her with chain mail garments in their hands: the halter that her husband spoke of, and the girdle for her loins. Beginning with her torso, she felt the heaviness of the metal and how it clung solidly to her body. The halter fit tight—and then more snugly still when a fellow behind her back began to thread the ends together with a metal rod. Most notably, she felt the briars, piercing metal barbs, which pinched, poked and stung the delicate flesh about her full breasts. To move even the slightest degree caused the barbs to bite more severely, making Charlotte certain that soon she’d bleed from a dozen tiny cuts where these desperate claws gripped and would not let go.


    Thinking this the worst of all suffering, she soon learned that her woes were just beginning. Having removed the bonds at her feet, her captors had her step into the chain-mail pants as they slowly dragged them up her legs until they reached her groin. Once there, Mountbane moved forward, gingerly placing his hand at the apex of her parted crotch underneath the chains, where reaching carefully inside, he clutched her labial lips and pulled them wide, so her sex was splayed the moment his attendant tugged the crotch of the garment into place. Again, thread with a metal rod from behind, the chains tightened down into her skin and another dozen barbs pricked their way into her tender sexual treasures. This chastity belt was devised to cup her pubic mound and vulva below, giving that place the worst of the torment. Trembling nervously, Charlotte dreaded any movement, and so, held her breath.


    “So, my wife, you like my present?” Mountbane queried.


    Seeing tears pour from her eyes, he asked no more; but proceeded to the real torture. Circling her body with a tender reed in hand, he snapped it briskly, but not hard—not hard enough to even cause a simple blemish on her skin; but enough to cause her pain—indirectly. Her body twisted on impact and the dreadful metal barbs did all the work. There was no peace in this. When one pricked bit of flesh would feel relief, another would scream in agony. Each jerk was new abuse, with one agony heaped on another.


    “Please, please stop!” she wailed in her heartiest of voices coming straight from her gut.


    “You don’t like my gift?” Mountbane mocked her at one point.


    Her despondent face replied for her—half pleading with remorse, the other half tempted to scowl in anger.


    “We’ll see how my dungeon fares with you now, gentle lover.” Then turning to one aide, he said, “Remove her to the dungeon and see that Caius keeps her so attired until morning. She’ll serve me in these chains until I tire of hearing her screams.”


    The journey to the dungeon was more gruesome than any she’d undertaken in her short life. She crawled on hands and knees, each movement compounding her woe. And once in her cell, she found but one position free of distress; though by the time she discovered that one, there was so much discomfort in soul and body that she could hardly sleep. Not until the cock crowed in the castle courtyard, when Loria finally arrived to remove the chains, did she fall asleep.


     


    The week that followed slipped into a bizarre ritual of abuse. When she was free of her chains, her body was given pleasure from the slaves that served with her. Mouths and soothing hands would mend the scratches and tears from the biting briar and kiss away her sad tears. Strangely, she was more sexually aroused than ever; it took little to bring her senses to a crashing fruition of lust. Could it be true that even the chains brought her more desire?


    Worst of all were Mountbane’s visits. With her miserable clothes still securely fixed to her flesh, he’d toy with her in the gentlest manner. His fingers stroked the slips of skin between her labia until she couldn’t help but respond, jerking into more stinging agony. Her attempts to squelch her physical responses were useless. It seemed her body loved the pain as much as it loved the tenderness of man or woman. Her mind struggled with this mire of anguish, until that eventual moment when she’d suddenly let go and shriek with pain for the jarring orgasmic blasts that careened through her loins.


    It was a daily venture, so fraught with anticipation that the hour before Mountbane descended to the dungeon; she felt his loins beating from afar. Her body would quicken so she could smell the aroma of her sex and wonder if it were reaching out to grab him in.


    He came one day as her body ached so for the awaited release—and as expected, she found the physical mirth astounding as her pained cry reached high about her, reverberating through the dank air of the castle above. When Mountbane was finished bringing her to climax, he drew away. “Where is your heart now, slave?” he asked as he crouched over her.


    “My heart has died,” she replied.


    “Has it now?” he pondered, his voice almost kind. “What then, if I were to remove these chains and bring you to the comfort of my bed? What if I were to bathe your body and make it ready for its further duties as my wife? What then, Lady Charlotte?”


    Charlotte’s eyes glittered as the torch above her flooded her in its eerie light. She struggled with heart and body both speaking passionately of her true feelings. But her mind was much more persuasive. Arguing the opposite, it broke free from the turmoil and spoke aloud with the same venomous tongue she’d known since her first day harbored in Ilusian misery, “I would still hate you, Mountbane,” she said, her voice calm as a gently rolling sea, as determined and willful. “I would not call you husband, and I would resent every service I was required to render you. Would I submit? I suppose I’d have no choice in this; but I would not beg you to breach my untried door. You’d have to take it, just as you’ve taken everything else from me.”


    If she had a mind keen enough to think clearly at that instant—which she did not—she would have seen the flicker of disappointment in the man’s eyes. Instead, she focused on the mockery that swiftly followed, which seemed so common to this scoundrel.


    He rose from where he’d crouched at her side and announced to her jailer, “Caius, have her chains removed and send her to the kitchens. She is of no use to me.”


    “Aye, sir,” he replied.


    Mountbane was gone, Charlotte was freed, and her terror in the dungeon was at its end.


  




  

    


     


     


    Chapter Four


     


    Life torn asunder, twisted by this cruel fate, it would seem the castle larders, scullery and storehouses would be some relief from this tangle of terror. In her new occupation, Charlotte served as a common kitchen slave—wearing the simple garments of a serf. Only the collar about her neck remained to indicate that she was not a free woman with the right to come and go as she pleased—that is, the collar and the chastity belt which was now well-hidden from view by her simple clothes. Her companions in this venture were like any she might face in life: some were compassionate to her situation; others mocked her, knowing of her noble birth and fall from grace; still others were the surly sort who cared not a wit about who she was and freely ordered her about. Charlotte was one of the lowest of the kitchen workers, given the least favorite tasks. For several weeks, she spent most of her hours cleaning—pots, utensils, floors, walls, and greasy tubs.


    She rose before dawn to start days filled with one hard labor after another until finally exhausted she’d collapse in bed. Unaccustomed to this heavy toil, it took some weeks before she became used to the burden of her job. When she flagged in zeal before one of the kitchen matrons, she might be flogged for laziness, or simply scolded by the more compassionate women.


    “You’ll get used to it in time,” she was advised.


    “Best keep a cheerful countenance—makes your day go faster.”


    She took these comments in the best of spirits, truly hoping that these kind souls were right.


    At the beginning, it was enough that Mountbane was done with her and she was freed from the dungeon horrors. Though what she hadn’t counted on were the advances of the boys who moved through the kitchens at their leisure just for the sport of fondling a breast, or playfully whacking a fat behind to the squeals and slaps of the embarrassed kitchen wench. Charlotte did wonder, though, if her so-called husband was entirely done with her, since her chastity belt remained. Had it simply been forgotten, or was this a sign that he still intended to have her as he’d always planned? As it turned out, the encumbrance, though still awkward, was a blessing in warding off the most serious advances of these knaves. She soon understood that in this back world of Ilusian society, a woman’s virginity was much ado about nothing. Such silly slips of skin were only important to nobles and proud men.


    Days into this new life, she thought she might settle into it—except for the curious aching that began to plague her. Her groin would enliven the moment some dashing fellow walked by her toiling body—and more still if he took note of her. She was still fair enough, with a pleasant grin; and those not put off by the short fuzz of blonde covering her head found her a most attractive woman—even for a slave. They flirted with her as they would other slaves and servants; and Charlotte found their attentions invigorating her body.


    Time advancing, she scrubbed floors and cleaned the scullery with feverish abandon, her passions building with an increasing fervor. Such desire brewing, surely it was far more than just the occasional playfulness from a randy rogue that had her so aroused. Her loins knew the answer to this perplexing state of stimulation. In his despicable and ruthless fashion, the scoundrel Lord Mountbane had enjoined her body to relish the physical release in the crude and often painful turns it took. Unable now to hold back her desire, her mind was driven to the cruelest fantasies—all without any promise of release. The damned chastity harness prevented her from playing with her roused crotch! And so, she was caught in a sexual bind from which she could not break free.


    This new misery increased. Each day, the desire plagued her more relentlessly than it had the day before. She slept fitfully even in exhaustion. If her hands could only touch her hungering womanhood as Mountbane’s had and bring about the satisfaction her body craved! He was a beast, a monster, the rudest of villains to have arranged this misery!


    Increasing her plight more, Charlotte found herself serving food in the castle’s main dining room—waiting on the very author of this great trial as though she were truly just a lowly kitchen slave. When the task was first assigned, she worried that she’d once again be fair game for his typically mocking tirades; but instead, and to her utter amazement, Mountbane made no note of her—not a glance, a comment, even the faint flicker of recognition in his brow or eye.


    If that were not enough to unnerve her sense of peace, worse yet were the bawdy debaucheries in his dining halls and private rooms where she’d carry pitchers of wine to the assembled, and was forced to observe the fornicating bodies poised in all manner of sexual activity. Placed in this unfortunate position, her heart began to bleed with another pain as she noted how this man—her husband—made love. Tenderness and passion boiled in his blood. His hands would rove the female form with an artful flair that both aroused his sumptuous lovers and nurtured them as well. His kisses looked like sweet confections. His brooding waltz about a tethered beauty felt like bliss to the needy Charlotte. Strikes of leather struck her as well. And the orgasmic waves of ecstasy she witnessed seemed to ride right through her body as though they might take her along with them.


    How kind he was! What sincerity he offered those he loved—or simply used! There was no falseness here. Could she be jealous of these harlots that he took to bed?


    Charlotte remembered then the times he came to her, glorifying them in her heart and feeling a bittersweet longing brewing dangerously close to the surface of her emotions. Had he been so kind to her, too, and she’d refused to feel it?


    Most painful of all were the penetrations. The thrusting, heaving, groaning, panting copulation of bodies—what she’d never known. A woman’s head thrown back in the throes of bliss nearly made her own body leap to a climax of its own. The kind of shuddering ends she observed in silence tore at her miserably.


    While the castle thrived on such sexual expression—even cooks and chambermaids fucked with abandon—Charlotte’s world remained bereft of physical passion. Work was not enough to stem her hunger, or cure the grief; and so she became haunted by the desperate picture of her solution. Frustrated and fearful that her life would soon be sucked from her in this wasteland, she became obsessed by a vile desire. As often as she threw it from her mind, it returned, redoubling its efforts to plague her until she finally acted.


     


    At the end of a long evening serving Mountbane and his guests in one of the smaller dining halls, Charlotte approached the main table as the festivities were dying down. Some were sleeping, others talking quietly, as was the Lord himself.


    “Sir, may I speak?” she said in a clear voice.


    There was no response.


    “Sir, may I speak?” she repeated, to find Mountbane suddenly take note and turn around.


    “Yes?”


    “Speak with you in private?” she added.


    “No, not in private. You have something to tell me, say it now.”


    She feared this, but was not undone. And moving closer in hopes that their conversation could be more intimate, she began, “I should like to reconsider this arrangement.”


    “Arrangement?” he appeared bewildered.


    “Yes, the reason for my being here?” she tried again to explain without explaining anything at all.


    “Ah, I see. And why is that? You hate me, I recall.”


    “Perhaps not. I should like to try…”


    “Try what? A true marriage? Is that what you ask?”


    “I suppose I do.” Until that moment, she hadn’t honestly understood what she wanted—except some relief from this passionate longing.


    “Fine then,” he said simply, “go back to the dungeon and learn your craft. When you’re a worthy slave we might try again.”


    “Return to the dungeon?”


    “Is that not what I said?”


    “It is.”


    “It is, sir. You address me with respect, or not at all.”


    “Yes, sir.”


    “Now get back to your work.”


     


    d


     


    “Master Caius,” Charlotte dropped to her knees as she entered the brute’s subterranean world. Finding him polishing a dagger, she shuddered at the implications, but she couldn’t be concerned with that—not now. She bowed her head, kissed his boots, and waited for him to speak.


    “What say you?” Caius finally responded to the groveling woman as he moved his burly form from his stool, practically kicking her away as he did.


    She looked up at him with the most pitiful of expressions—her heart almost believing in the ruse that she was about to launch. “I should like for you to teach me how to be a proper wife to my lord.”


    Caius’ bushy eyebrows arched almost playfully. “So, you’ve had enough of the scullery?”


    “I am ready to take my rightful place in Mountbane’s world.”


    “Better a slave in bed than in the kitchen? Ah! You know the real life, I see.”


    “I know very little, sir, except that I am unaccustomed to this world and how I need to act in order that I may please my lord.”


    He snickered, “I detect some scheme here,” his boots creaked as he walked around her bowed body, “and I would be a fool if I were to hand a false-hearted slave to my master.”


    “I swear, there is no falseness in my purpose.”


    “Then what has caused this change?”


    “A change in sanity, sir. My trials have taught me that I cannot judge one world by the standards of another. And truly, my body burns now to know more than what I’ve made of my life so far.”


    “Your body’s likely horny for a good fuck!” he declared.


    “That too, sir. And what is wrong with that? Is that not what my Lord Mountbane tried to teach me?”


    Caius nodded, his mind grinding away at something as he determined how to proceed. “Loria, come.”


    The dutiful dark-skinned companion of the dungeon master was called from the side of the room, and quickly stood before her master—eyes lowered, lips parted, hands at her side, palms open. Her nakedness was stark and beautiful in this pose of waiting. The rich texture of her body glowed by candlelight; her dark areoles seemed blushed with pink, as were her tawny cheeks; and below, the V of her feminine crest bloomed with a bush of black, glistening curls.


    “Watch carefully,” he ordered Charlotte. “You study this well, you’ll understand Ilusia at its substance. The postures of humility and the attitude are one. There is no slave better than my Loria to teach you subservience.”


    Charlotte stared upward, for the first time observing this simple woman for the dignity and grace she exuded with such abundance. It seemed that until now the contentious novice hadn’t bothered to appraise anything more about her new home than her own contrary feelings. Kneeling still, she sat back on her heels in awe.


    “Loria waits now for my command and will bend like the willow to obey my order.” Caius halted in front of his slave saying, “Pose for inspection.”


    Loria changed positions facilely, locking her fingers behind her neck, while her elbows and feet were wide apart. Eyes down, lips apart, that aspect of her attitude remained the same.


    “And on your knees,” Caius ordered further, watching as the lovely slave fell to the floor like a leaf drops to the earth. Her knees remained spread, but other than this one facet of the pose, her mood, her face, her hands, and eyes didn’t change.


    Charlotte was comprehending but not yet schooled enough. The shapes and contours of surrender had many permutations. To miss one might mean she’d miss the very one that would woo her Mountbane to discard this miserable captivity of her loins and make her whole at last. The promise of relief and sexual ecstasy burned through her earlier anger. Though she despised him still, she would have him—even if it meant succumbing to these degrading submissive rituals.


    “Head to the floor,” Loria was ordered next. Obeying readily, she fell forward, legs still apart, and pressed her cheek to the stone while clasping her hands behind her, tucking them to her lower back. Her ass was raised above her heels thus exposing every private treasure between her legs. Certainly, her thighs would ache in such a position, but her steady fix on this posture never suggested it caused even a second of discomfort.


    Caius made her keep the pose for several minutes while he circled her with a rod in hand and leveled several whisking cuts of wood against her flanks and ass. She jarred slightly with each blow, but kept her repose without a grimace or a cry.


    “Slave, rest,” he ordered then, and the submissive collapsed, her ass resting on her heels, her arms stretched forward. Her entire body looked like a sack of wheat slumped languidly on the ground. “See how she becomes so formless? But how her eyes remain half-closed and her lips slightly parted? She is at peace, but watchful. A slave cannot afford the misstep of thoughtlessness. She may rest, but she is waiting for my next command. Prostrate yourself.” The order might have slipped right by a less observant slave. But not Loria. Her body slid forward, opening with arms and legs stretched wide and to her sides as though she were a star about to rise to heaven. Her head bowed once more, as she pressed her forehead into the ground, tucking her chin to her neck. She waited again. “You do these with such flawless precision,” he said to Charlotte, “you may not seduce your master, but you will get his attention.”


    Caius glided his rod along the lines of Loria’s body as though he were making a picture of her perfection. Nearly imperceptible shivers could be seen along her skin, as the tiny quakes could not be helped. As her master lodged his piece into the cleft of her ass, she shuddered more, but not so deeply as to offend him. Though Charlotte couldn’t see, she suspected that for a time, the rounded head of his implement was pressed to Loria’s anus. Something in her clenched for just a second before she relaxed into whatever sensation had gripped her with a trace of fear.


    “Body spread,” Caius moved on withdrawing the rod and standing back to see his slave turn over and open herself as widely as she had in her last posture; though now breasts, belly and groin undulated in anticipation of a strike upon her flesh, or a new command. This time the master moved forward quickly with his demand, “Into a bridge,” whereupon Loria’s body seemed to float upwards as she bent her knees, drew her feet in toward her ass, and lifted her hips up off the floor. Her arms rested above her head as the watching eye was lured to the blatant exposure of her nest of curls and the pink/brown lips hidden within them. “I should fuck her now and let you see the show. See how a slave performs her task of service—how you will perform.”


    But then Caius continued saying, “Into an arch.” While Charlotte watched enthralled by the symmetry of gracefulness, Loria pulled out of her lewd bridge, and kneeling, leaned back, arched her breasts toward the ceiling, and let her head fall back so her long hair dangled freely with the ends grazing the floor. “She will stay like this a full hour, if I so demand. By then, her thighs will quake and her arms burn to be freed, but she will hold the posture because I command her to. She knows the price for disobedience and the triumph in compliance. She would rather die than disappoint me. I make her bear these stances long and proudly so that she enjoys within herself the satisfaction found in the simple gift they give her. She blesses herself as much as she blesses me.” Caius seemed both smitten and in awe of his slave, nearly overwhelmed by the determination she displayed so willingly. He turned to Charlotte. “I do not know if you can ever understand this sort of vassalage. Your mind has not dwelt on these things all your life as Loria’s has.”


    “I should worry that I cannot,” Charlotte whispered. She was truly fearful that her own desire would not be enough to ensure her success.


    “Yes, you should worry. The slavery of the female is bred into our women from their birth. Of course, some take to it more easily than others do. Some fail so miserably it’s almost laughable, but then there are those like Loria. She is noble born, directly from Lord Nor’s stock. But she thinks nothing of that now; and there was no fight to win her submission.”


    “How did she come here?” Charlotte ventured.


    Caius’ momentary reveries allowed the question without an eyebrow raised and he answered, “She came here to be trained and simply never left.” Turning himself back to his posed slave, he gathered his tender sentiments into himself and restored his stern expression. “Up now, bitch, on hands and knees.”


    Loria’s awkward climb from arch to cat position was not awkward at all, though she seemed somewhat grateful that her master allowed her to ease out of the strenuous pose. Now, in the classic style of a four-legged animal, she waited for her last command. There were ten poses and this was the ninth.


    “This one, little miscreant, requires minimal effort but it is extremely useful as it allows an easy penetration for an anxious prick. Accomplish it with the same refinement as the others, you’ll set yourself apart from the average whore who only knows it as the pose of being taken. Ah! You’ll be taken like this many times. Your Lord finds it most pleasing to ride the haunches of his harlots, lunging his blast of fire deep inside the belly. More often, though, he’ll ride your ass like this and ream it well.” He shook his head as though he doubted Charlotte’s resolve and ability. “You have much to get used to, a good deal to learn. Stand for punishment!” he suddenly ripped off. Charlotte herself wondered if he were meaning her; but in the time she took to consider this, Loria shot from her position. Standing, she bent over and placed her hands just above her knees.


    Without another word, Caius came from behind and ripped the rod against Loria’s ass with ruthless intensity, until even this faultless slave could not help but cry out. Charlotte watched with a compassionate shudder running the length of her body as four deep weals rose out of Loria’s smooth skin.


    “The games are played for slaves to lose,” Caius said as he replaced his rod on the wall. “Don’t expect to win. Expect that if you’re lucky, your lord will appreciate your efforts to please him.”


    Charlotte had much to think about, but little time to think. Her training began that hour, under the kind hand of Loria who would instruct her in the forms of surrender until she’d mastered them enough to come before Caius.


  




  

    


     


     


    Chapter Five


     


    Practice was grueling and fitful—hours spent going over the intricacies of an art that was better not considered an art at all, but the essence of a life. Her initial attempts were clumsy, and often met with a good number of cuts to her flesh from a leather thong, which Loria was quite at ease applying to correct Charlotte’s careless efforts. Though Charlotte’s anger would flare, a few sharp snaps of leather against her skin and she would be silenced; in time, turning almost docile.


    She was determined, playing out the role of slave even when her heart and head found the treatment cruel and irrational. As often as she failed—realizing the worst of punishment when Caius would step in and thrash her—she found some success, so that her training seemed less arduous with every new day that dawned.


     


    Patterning her movements after the gentle Loria, Charlotte could feel her insides altering to fit the role she’d chosen. Days on days, her outward acts soon worked on her inner thoughts, changing her mind about herself, about lowliness and subservience. In several poses, she realized some tender peace she’d never known before. Some days she rose, relishing the thought of her practice with a longing that seemed so far from the woman she once believed herself to be that she could hardly recognize herself.


    She thought little of Mountbane because when she did her poses and attitude would change, sometimes just the tiniest bit. But Loria could sense the odd switch in her demeanor. The wrinkle in her brow, the hardness in her jaw, a painful grimace. Charlotte wondered if it were foolish of her to even attempt such complete surrender when her feelings for Mountbane were so hopelessly jumbled, and the thought of him alone caused her training to suffer. Loathing and desire commingled freely, though it was clear that those times when she dwelt on him, her body was most replete with restless sexual need. So much so, she couldn’t disguise the painful agitation. Her dilemma seemed to have no solution.


    These matters aside, however, whether she was doing this for love or hate, it wasn’t important. Mountbane was her path to freedom, her only means of liberty. He held the key to the dreadful chastity belt and controlled her fate with an iron fist. This knowledge drove her, inspired her, required she lose herself and forget everything but the surrender of her body as a lowly Ilusian slave. Strange that it would be the thought of Mountbane—the ultimate goal of her venture—that caused her the most graceless lapses.


    “You will never have him if you can’t let go of your rage,” Loria spoke to her one day after seeing a trace of frustration in her face. It was a most uncomely thing when she was trying hard to maintain a gentle air of acquiescence.


    It was odd to hear Loria’s voice in a manner so direct. She spoke most often in compliant tones. When she wished to instruct, she used her thong and her voice was silent. “I have tried,” Charlotte told her with a bit of frustration showing.


    “Then try harder! You burn inside. Some day you’ll incinerate yourself, scorching your body with these flames.”


    “I cannot help what I feel,” she wailed.


    “But you can. You think I easily took my place at Caius’ feet? He is a romantic about these things. He doesn’t remember how I fought the training. He didn’t have me until there was only the polish remaining before I’d be ready. Before that, I spent one long year in another man’s dungeon having my haughtiness beat out of me. Thankfully, I left that obstinate woman behind and found my better self. You have to leave the shrew. You’ll need to beg him and be sincere about your desires. Mountbane will read right through any deceit. He is more a master than my Caius is. There is no one better in these rituals than he. You wonder that he’s had nothing but a string of useless lovers. There have been none to match him. You must be better than all of them. You have to be better than me. He is the Lord ruler of our province. He will accept nothing less than a matchless prize.” Loria looked down on her with an intensity rare in this meek woman. “Why do you think he chose you?” she asked.


    “I have no idea?” She was on her knees, looking up, too overcome to know anything, Loria’s wit so astounded her.


    “There is no triumph for a man to take a naturally born slave and make her his chattel. But you, coming out of hatred, carving in yourself a place of service and surrender… to take what you loathe and have that loathing lost… so that you will beg as you’ve already begun to beg. That is his victory. And you will give him that.”


    Charlotte’s rage seemed to breed on these thoughts. But Loria quickly saw that rage, and speaking softly now, said, “Don’t allow yourself the luxury of your anger. Let it be defeated. It serves you no purpose. I know that you returned here simply to have that device ripped from your crotch. You started this because you cannot submerge your sexual need. Mountbane gave you that savage cunt, and then he tore it away. What a cunning punishment! Like hell would be, I suppose…” her voice drifted wistfully as the bronze beauty gazed toward the center of the room, to a dais where she’d given herself to Caius the night before. Charlotte had watched their copulation and cried as each lunge of the master’s great cock pierced his slave’s womb. Oh! How she’d seemed to weep with a sexual joy Charlotte could not guess at!


    “I will try again,” Charlotte disclosed.


    “Yes, you will,” Loria agreed with a firm and final sound in her voice.


     


    d


     


    That night in another part of the castle, the Lord of them all lay on a pile of pillows enjoying the attentions of three beauties his men had captured beyond the border of his province. One was fair, but brash. Mountbane had her tied to a post where she was whipped about the buttocks soundly. The second, a dark-haired lovely, liked sucking cock, which she was adequately doing whenever the master allowed her to. The third, he liked the best—a comely waifish sort of whore who loved being ridden in the ass. Seemed he could have all he wanted in feminine flesh, but he, like the noblewoman in the bowels of his castle, was restless. He paced the floor more than he played, finally provoking Sir Tristan to suggest, “You look as though you have a hornet up your ass.”


    He turned to the man. “Do I now? Wonder why?”


    “I could speculate more,” Tristan offered.


    “And what, pray tell, is the cause of my consternation?” He looked sincerely baffled, unless it was such a good mockery that no one could see the sneer behind his perplexed guise.


    “A woman,” Tristan said plainly.


    “You mean a slave?”


    “I beg to differ, Mountbane, I mean a woman. The one ensconced in your dungeon. What has it been?” he had wily grin on his face. “Three months since you ordered her back to Caius’ lair. Perhaps, it’s time she resurfaced—before you turn into a madman.”


    “I am not mad,” he took offense.


    “I guess I am contrary today, sir.”


    “But you’re usually wise,” the Lord considered thoughtfully. “I hear she’s become most practiced. Loria’s pet.”


    The others in the room chuckled at the thought of Loria leading anyone. “Perhaps our hefty brute, Caius, should worry!” Tibold snickered as he raised his glass for another toast.


    “I would be more likely bested than Caius,” Mountbane jibed back. “Though I assure you, Loria knows her place. Bring my shrew to me, Tristan. We’ll see what service she might render me now.”


     


    Charlotte rested in her cell, well-worked, tired and ready for sleep, when her jailer lodged his key in the lock and bade her exit.


    “Does it serve you to call for me at this hour?” she wondered, somewhat meekly.


    “Not I, but Sir Tristan, on behalf of Mountbane,” Caius informed her.


    She blanched in fear, “But I’m not ready.”


    “Ready, like all things, is not a decision for you to make. Get on with you.”


    “Milady, come,” Sir Tristan called to her with his palm held open for her to take.


    She saw the serenity in his face and was gladdened by the sight of him. Unlike the other times she surfaced from the dungeon, she performed this trip in the normal manner—walking toward her fate—even though her nervous body felt as though she were crawling to the gallows.


     


    Those inside the dining chamber froze as Tristan and the slave approached; a hushed and weary silence filling it as a fog would fill the air on a damp morning. Naked, resplendent breasts peaked with fat pink nipples, and the redolence of her feminine perfume leading, Charlotte moved into the doorway of the hall, hiding well her nervous fears. Her chastity belt gleamed but not derisively as it once had. She wore it proudly for one who’d become so humble. Pushed toward Mountbane, Charlotte gazed on him but a second before Sir Tristan nudged her one step more and she fell at her master’s feet in the pose of the slave, first kissing the ground, then resting her cheek to the cold stone, ass high, her hands clamped behind her in perfect form. Her body breathed with new fire, new life. Expectancy circled the air with an energy that opened the eyes of the nearly asleep, awakening Mountbane from his fog as well.


    “Tell me, slave. How have you fared?” His voice was hushed but heard clearly from one end of the room to the other.


    “Well, sir,” Charlotte spoke. She didn’t rise as she might have months before, but kept her position as though she were now made of stone like the floor beneath her.


    “Lift your head and rest back on your feet,” Mountbane ordered as he sat back in a chair appraising her with interest.


    Charlotte obeyed, yieldingly letting her eyes gaze down at the toe of Mountbane’s boot. She opened her palms as Loria had shown her to do, and kept her mind focused on the picture of a willow tree in order to remain yielding, even as her ears stayed alert to the master’s voice.


    “What is it now that your heart desires?” he asked.


    “I desire to be your slave, and should I prove worthy enough, become your wife.” Still she didn’t flinch. There was not one ripple of anxiety in her voice, no anger, no falseness. Her words rang true.


    “You can hold your pose five minutes—can you surrender for an hour? A day? A week? The remainder of your life?”


    “Sir, I beg you test me today and everyday hereafter,” she replied.


    Without directly looking in his eyes, she could see from the corner of hers a hint of wonder in his. “Words are nothing. The act is everything.”


    She thought so, too. There was something easy in this, a strange sort of peace. She knew then she would survive.


    “Well, then, let’s be on with it!” the Lord announced, jumping to his feet.


     


    For the next several hours of the night, Charlotte bore her trial. Relinquishing, surrendering, sustaining the postures she’d been primed for, as well as others demanded of her that were more difficult and fatiguing than the practiced ones. Her attitude graced her, and there were none who were not in awe of this slave’s transformation—while at the same time, none forgot the behavior of her first days in Ilusia. She’d been in her adopted country merely six months and had other trials yet to endure.


  




  

    


     


     


    Chapter Six


     


    “You are the prettiest bride,” Loria giggled as she fixed the curls of Charlotte’s golden hair with flowers and ribbons.


    “I do wish it were longer!” she moaned. Her new hair barely reached her shoulders, though it shone with a luster that seemed sparked by the sun.


    “Ah, but it is so beautiful,” the brown-haired slave retorted enviously. “Imagine how it will flow down your back once it’s grown again.”


    “But today is my wedding!”


    “And still you look like heaven, milady.”


    “Ah! But when we say wedding in my world we mean something quite different than an Ilusian one.”


    “I can’t comment on that,” Loria said. “The rites are secret—especially from slaves.”


    “And you’ve never married Caius?”


    “Men like Caius don’t need to marry. It seems a ritual most suited for nobles.”


    “But you were noble born,” Charlotte pointed out.


    “And I’ve made my choices.”


    “You chose Caius’ dungeon—freely?”


    “It’s as free a choice as any woman can make in Ilusia.”


    Charlotte looked troubled. “Seems I have little choice in anything.”


    “Perhaps not.”


    “So, what rumors do you hear of weddings if you don’t know facts?”


    Loria scoured her thoughts. “That they are three day rituals, the wine flows, the dancing is lewd, and the sex takes the extremes to their limit.”


    “And the bride?”


    “Well used.”


    “As I thought.” Charlotte sighed deeply. “I cannot tell you how my loins burn for this. I confess, a hundred men could copulate with me and I would not be satisfied. My desire breeds the basest thoughts. I fear I’ll go wild.”


    “Then why so morose?”


    “I’ve come to this—become this savage beast of a woman—not even a woman at all but an orifice to be used!”


    “You still resist yourself and that could hurt you, milady,” Loria cautioned.


    Charlotte thought on how her life had changed in the last several days since Mountbane had brought her from the dungeon. She lived in luxury now, was attended by slaves who’d been her equal the week before—by Loria herself who’d been the mistress of her training. She was called milady and Lady Charlotte, as though respect had been restored to her after long months of disgrace. All this because she’d sacrificed herself, remade her life, her thoughts, her feelings and her sense of self to become Mountbane’s slave. Resist? Only by the merest thread. Her sexual hunger was paramount in her now.


    “Resist? I think not. I just wonder at myself.”


    Loria fooled with her hair, adjusting the flowers while she hummed some pleasant tune Charlotte had once heard played on flutes in Mountbane’s dining hall. “Perhaps you wonder too much, milady. What is can always be changed, but why? Why bother when what you are pleases you—or at least soon will?”


    The maid was right again.


     


    d


     


    Transparent robes of green, gold and purple were attached to her white collar with rings, and descended down across her shoulders, skimming the floor at her bare feet. She’d been bathed, perfumed and primped until she might have felt as special as any new bride—but a look in the glass revealed a truth far more stark than Charlotte’s pleasant musings.


    She was utterly naked now beneath her diaphanous attire—though these silks were inclined to enhance her natural loveliness, they did nothing to disguise her sexual body. Her breasts shaped the garments as they flowed downward, the buds of her nipples making tiny tents of the material; and from her bodice the remainder clung to her form below, highlighting the slender waist and the blooming flower of her nether regions, where from behind, her twin melons of flesh invited the touch of hands, or the kiss of a whip. In front, her trimmed bush of pubic hair hid little now. Looking delightfully pubescent, the lips of her outer labia were plumped with blood. Desire raced through her with such a dedicated rush, and yet, these engorged slips of flesh could not hide the prominent clitoris that appeared from in-between.


    No chastity belt now, Charlotte in these sheer robes felt more naked than she ever had.


    There was music playing in the background on the warm afternoon—drums and flutes, in an earthy sort of melancholy that shook the sex more than it stirred the heart. A late summer breeze was rife with the scent of a ripening harvest, the aftermath of the earth’s copulating spring frenzy. The wine was full-bodied, brought from the cellars, flowing in goblets and fine chalices.


    The wedding would begin in a columned portico near the gardens where lounges and chairs were arrayed for guests who now draped them languidly. The heat of the day had already affected the mood, turning the eyelids heavy. Mountbane’s court of men were in attendance along with a few well turned out mistresses and slaves who clung closely to their masters’ sides. Seeing his bride appear in the castle doorway, Mountbane stood, and offering his hand to her graciously, led her through the throng, to the portico steps, into a bower of trees where the wedding alter had been prepared. The Lord was dressed as usual—as though this was hardly the special occasion it was—in leather britches with a white shirt tucked inside his pants.


    The crowd of guests moved with the couple, lining the sides of the aisle as Mountbane led his bride forward. In front of the alter, she instantly sunk to the cool ground, bowed her head, and bent forward to touch her forehead to the grassy turf beneath. Her hands were grasped behind her at the small of her back, while her hips were slightly raised. In the last few days, she’d practiced the pose more than the others knowing that the Ceremony of Union would be conducted in this manner. This was the only fact about the rite that was offered her; the rest would be as new to her as everything else in her adopted world.


    Stepping forward, a priest in flowing garb addressed the gathered with a solemn expression on his face. “Mountbane, this is marriage,” he began. “The oath you take today binds you and your chattel for life—it is my duty to spell out the tradition,” he nodded deferentially to the Lord’s faint smile. All this was formality; the ingredients of marriage were well known in Ilusia, but the pageantry of the moment set the act apart—and somehow that gave legitimacy to the revelry that followed. “The bargain is thus,” the priest continued as he read from his tattered book of rites and prayers, “You, Lord Mountbane, agree to master your property in a way that binds you hereafter. You are enjoined to protect, train and discipline this slave as you see fit—and for this, let it be known that she, being your sovereign property, your charge, your chattel and your wife, is solely yours to keep and give at your whim and leisure. Let no man take this woman from you unless she has been freely given. Do you thus acknowledge this bargain?”


    “I do so,” Mountbane answered.


    “In turn,” the priest went on, “as is the custom, this noble-born woman from an alien land, by virtue of her father’s wise decision, gives up all claim to rights afforded her as a citizen in her homeland. She is now, irrevocably, a slave of Ilusia, and her Lord and Master, Mountbane. She is enjoined to serve you, give you honor, worship you, and be humble in your presence. She will obey you in all matters, follow the discipline you require, and willingly submit to the punishment you mete out should she disobey your commands or falter in her duties. She is obliged to give her body to your keeping, and use it in any manner she is ordered—willingly so—and take no man but those granted her by you. You are her sovereign Lord. In the deepest sense you own even her soul—she is soulless without you, mindless to thought lest you advise her, and bereft of feeling but what you supply the feeling for her to feel.” He stopped speaking and took a breath before continuing. “Slave, have you heard your part in this marriage? Rise and say so.”


    Charlotte pulled out of her low crouch, gladly resting her ass against her feet, and while keeping her eyes dutifully lowered, said, “I have, sir.”


    “Proof of her virginity can be made this day?” the priest spoke again to Mountbane.


    “It can. We have protected it these long months.”


    Only then did the holy man smile. “Reveal this now, then.”


    Reaching for her hand, Mountbane pulled Charlotte to her feet and led her to a hefty stone altar some three feet off the ground. “In the arch,” he commanded, whereupon his wife laid back against the cool stone, bent her knees, tucked her parted feet to her ass while raising her hips. Her arms rested above her head.


    Mountbane pushed back the flowing robes and bared her vulva for inspection while the tension in the steamy grotto began to heighten as the final act of marriage was about to unfold before the anxious eyes of the crowd. The Lord’s hands were dear to her in that teeming moment, skirting the skin of her thighs and moving downward as though they were caressing the flesh in a prelude to sex. Not only did this delicate touch quicken the loins of the humble slave, the act quickly stirred Mountbane’s cock, his member rising to press against the leather of his pants. His anticipation increased as it headed toward a finish he believed he’d paid for a thousand times over in careful restraint.


    With his hand finally arriving at the center of Charlotte’s sexual home, two fingers parted her thick labia and opened the cleft for the inspection of the priest. A tiny gasp crossed Charlotte’s lips as her belly spasmed with pre-cum tremors. Then she held her breath as the two men examined her and finally divulged their findings to the audience.


    “The slave is indeed a virgin,” the priest declared. A wave of hushed whispers swept through the crowd then instantly died down. “Take her now.”


    This might have been a triumphant moment with a jubilant Mountbane cheerily taking his bride with the swift thrust of his manhood spilling her blood. Instead, however, and befitting of the occasion, this was a steadied and focused act—not without a degree of affection new to this troubled relationship. Pulling Charlotte’s splayed cunt forward, the master stared his bride in the eye while opening his britches; then with one hand to steer his cock, and the other grasping her hip, he made the first thrust.


    As her hymen was torn asunder, a pained grimace appeared on the slave’s fair face. Then a sigh of release fell softly across her brow as her husband boldly pummeled the once well-hidden treasure. The slave’s eyes stayed focused on her husband’s face, until the pulse of his speedy exploit began to loosen the anxious knot of fear inside her belly. Then, her sexual juices poured forth, bathing him with her warm nectar and her channel began to clench. Her arousal seemed to crash through the valleys and tributaries of her body even as she thrashed back and forth on her bed of stone. She clutched at him, drew him into her with the muscles of her cunt begging for more with each rude stroke of his mighty organ.


    The couple kept their witnesses in awe, none stirred, none said a word, not a whisper, cough or shuffle of feet; not, at least, until they suddenly heard Charlotte’s faint cry, and then Mountbane’s as his seed was spilled, joining with the fragrant liquid inside this fertile virgin cunt.


    Charlotte collapsed as her Lord withdrew, cum still dripping from the tip of his cock. As Mountbane restored himself, he sat down beside her on the altar and kissed her lips, while with tender ministrations he began to discard her robes.


    “What tribute does this woman give today?” the priest inquired of Lord Mountbane.


    “She gives all she has, her body for the pleasure of my guests,” he said as he returned to his feet. “Come friends, partake of her. She is mine to give. Use her well now, for I’m likely to abscond with her for some time before I allow any man knowledge of her again.”


    Moving away from the altar and down the aisle, he returned to the portico, where he laid down on a lounge of pillows and watched the ravishment unfold.


     


    For a few brief moments, the wedding guests studied the naked beauty as her voluptuous body lay in contrast to the cold stone where she rested. Her well-rounded lines and curves of femininity shone starkly against the hard edge of her marriage bed. Inside her was newfound wisdom, though not something she had time to dwell on. She’d leave her musings for another day. Now, she was content to feel the beautiful rhythms in her crotch. They made her ache for more—a circumstance she was certain would not go unheeded. Indeed, as soon as her husband’s guests could collect themselves, two came forward, and snapped a leash to her collar. Drawn to the grass, she crawled for them while a circle of men inspected the fine attributes she had to offer. A few rounds before these leering eyes, and she was lifted to a post and chained there so her body could be easily abused. Then she was lashed, whipped, paddled and pinched until her raw cunt screamed for another dick to screw her.


    Once the waiting cocks were at that most randy edge of stimulation, Charlotte felt the company begin to part ways. Those content to wait for later took on the women in attendance. Breasts were bared, and cunts splayed out happily on the lawns and lounges surrounding the portico gardens as the happy orgy began. But Charlotte, remaining in the center of it all, was taken to a lounge of her own, where surrounded by four men; she began to feel the lecherous abuse of her ripe cunt.


    The first randy erection at the portal was that of Sir Tristan. And why not? His wife, the mistress Gwnyth, was fucking two men at that very moment, and he, Mountbane’s loyal lieutenant, should rightly be the first to have her in this bawdy gang rape of a bride. He came between her parted thighs as she lay on her back, and descended with the force of a full-grown erection guiding him.


    The first jolt was less bearable than the first thrust of her husband—perhaps Tristan was more endowed than the Ilusian Lord. But once the breach was made, his rhythm remained steady, in a pulse and beat she could feel throughout every vein and muscle. She opened for him as she’d opened for her husband, relaxing into the sensation of being filled and pummeled, relishing the dark mysteries of this gentleman brute. Their eyes locked as the abandon of their bodies set the course for this raucous ride. How strange this was to copulate a husband and then fuck his friend! And how fine a fuck it was—perhaps more memorable than the first very nervous one. Beginning to end they remained fixed in each other’s aura as though closing our everything beyond them. She found a wholeness with him. In the end, there was sweetness on his face and a gentle kiss of his lips, though Charlotte had little time to contemplate the meaning of such subtleties. Her next in line was waiting impatiently for a turn at her.


    This next lover and the two thereafter took her while she was on hands and knees. They slapped her thighs, riding her hard to their finish, as other cocks appeared before her face for her to suck. She took this naturally even though the feel of it was awkward. Mimicking the actions of whores she’d seen in her husband’s raunchy feasts, she did herself well, learning through experience how to draw her mouth over an engorged head and run her lips down to the base until she nearly choked. Then she’d draw back with her jaws sucking the life and cum from the full fat stalks. The small erections intrigued her and were much easier to manage. The large ones made her work harder, and their owners seemed less appreciative of her labors.


    This was a mindless orgy—one so senseless that her body hardly felt the orgasms as she’d felt the first two with Mountbane and Tristan. And still, she welcomed every man who came to her. She was glad to be their slave—in truth her husband’s slave on loan to the gathered crowd. When it was time to rest, she drank wine, letting the juice pour over her lips. She was giggling, content, and craving more once she’d caught her breath.


    Soon, the sun was dying against the far horizon, slipping into the darkness and taking the orange and purple of sunset in its decent. The air grew calm as the orgy took a hint from the withering day and languished for a while. Fewer groans and grunting climaxes spilled into the air. Limp bodies lay all about. Charlotte’s eyes were closed and the last of her lovers had found other places to lie for the next few hours. Being alone felt good, except for a lingering melancholy—like the music that began the afternoon. The feeling was tender, bittersweet and sensuous.


    Finding herself lifted from the now stained bed of lust hardly mattered to her. Thinking there would be another lover waiting to use her body, she opened her eyes and made an effort to smile, finding, to her surprise, Mountbane’s face near hers. She was drawn inside the castle to a bed in the center of the grand hall. There in the dark and brooding silence she fell asleep with her husband at her side. This was her wedding night.


     


    Dawn broke without the gaiety of the day before—there was no one to see it appear as the eastern sky brightened the hour. No one in Mountbane’s castle was awake except for a few quietly moving servants.


    When Charlotte finally stirred, she was aching to move about; and seeing that no one was aroused, she pulled away from her sleeping husband and moved to the windows on the far side of the hall. Peering outside into the sunny midday, her emotions began to rise as her thoughts focused on the possibilities of her new life. Screwing a dozen men had not been so difficult. She learned there was a power inside her loins—a secret gift bestowed on women that only men could guess at. She knew how to woo them better, please them more easily and, in all likelihood, gain something for herself more than just the pleasure of having her body pleased. What a fine thing this was! Such a different kind of freedom!


    Enjoying her thoughts, Charlotte gazed back at Mountbane. Seeing him soundly asleep, she tiptoed soundlessly on the bare stone to the door and stole into the shadows of the portico. Hiding there for some minutes, she determined that it was safe to move into the gardens. She took off at a slow canter, gliding gracefully in her nakedness beyond a hedge where she wouldn’t be seen from the castle’s west windows. After taking a moment to pee in a hedgerow nearby, she then wandered through the overgrown gardens enjoying the smell of wildflowers and the trace of fall that came drifting to her on a gust of wind. Her toes dabbled in the darkness of the loamy soil beneath her feet; her hands touching leaves and tree bark. She picked a few last blackberries from the vines realizing how her stomach was grinding from hunger. The quiet was her dear friend. Her empty mind was comforting. There was a wholeness in her body that made her consider why it had been so difficult getting to this point in her life, where she could enjoy the full potency of her species. She treasured her womanliness, even feeling some gratitude toward the circumstances that had brought her to Ilusia. She would never have spent a night like the one before in her homeland. She would never have been as much a woman as she was now, nor had so much pleasure to look forward to.


    Charlotte smiled to herself enjoying her daydreams, but then jerked awake at the sound of footsteps behind her. She froze in fear.


    “Are we guiltily running away so soon?” she heard the sound of Sir Tristan’s voice.


    She turned about, “Why no, sir, I’m enjoying the morning, or perhaps it is the afternoon.” She looked toward the sun speculating on the time of day unable to tell for sure.


    “Restless?” he asked.


    “No, not at all. If anything, content.”


    “Then that is good,” he said. “But you’d best come with me before you ruin your day before it’s begun.”


    “How would that be, sir?”


    “Your absence would not be appreciated, I assure you.” He seemed to vibrate with the earth he walked on. The breeze of the day was blowing his dark hair; and staring his way even at the distance of some feet, Charlotte connected with him in the most primal of ways. He frightened her, even made her blush now, as his appraisal of her naked form seemed all too intimate. Holding out his hand for her as a gracious man would for a lady of some high station, she took it as she approached—stepping over a small crop of garden rocks. Returning to the castle, she followed him two steps behind as an obedient slave.


    The great hall had hardly changed since she left. Once they returned, Charlotte slid back down to her husband’s side just as he was awakening.


    “Were you gone?” he asked.


    “I had to pee.”


    “Ask permission next time,” he said, absently. That was a given; though he hardly seemed upset by this small breach.


    “I am, however, quite hungry.”


    “You’ve fasted several days as I ordered?”


    “Yes, sir, and I’m famished.”


    “That is good. You won’t want food in your belly until the day is done. The wine will do.”


    “And send my head spinning, I’m sure.”


    “Just as well. There is much more of yourself to see today.”


     


    There were some games played on the lawn—brawny men’s sort of sports, and races on horseback, and a jester juggling fruit and bottles of wine. Finally, as the shadows of the later afternoon began to creep into the glades and grottos, and even the great hall, the dancing began.


    Charlotte was pushed into the center of a round dais with other slaves. Scarves flew from her collar, lending an ethereal quality to her body as she moved seductively to the haunting music. The wine had made her dizzy, though the inebriation was making her wild. She felt like a savage responding to the pulsing sound around her and the other women, their bodies writhing with hers, and soon undulating together as their asses, hips and breasts began to touch with erotic intent. The lithe Jontile began to kiss her mouth while her groin moved in the same swaying motions. Charlotte’s sex was coming alive. Lena stroked her breasts with her own pink ones, then moved down to capture her crotch against her fair face and work her tongue inside the labia where she could still smell Charlotte’s spilt blood.


    “Hummm,” the lovely sounds from the bride’s lips forecast a delirious end, which would have been a welcome sound and sight to the teeming audience of voyeurs. But then, it was far too soon when the day’s events were just beginning. This bride had much more to suffer and enjoy.


    “Bring on the spirits!” Mountbane suddenly announced as he jumped to the dais wearing only his leather britches. His muscled chest was robustly puffed up with expectation. While his genteel slaves continued to make love to their newest mistress, Lord Mountbane accepted a pot of spices that were rich in aphrodisiac qualities. Charlotte would find her inebriation become more intense as the thick resin was rubbed deep into her cleft, to the portal of her darkest channel, and then pressed beyond the reluctant opening where it could do its sinful work.


    “Ah, my, milord,” she gasped feeling the instantaneous burning sensation in her ass as the brew spread its powers far deeper than any cock would go. Her dancing became more turgid, her body grinding on itself, on air, on Mountbane’s hand pressed against her belly, and on Lena’s face, still seeking out the pleasure of her ripe sexual mound. “Ah! I could faint!” she almost shrieked. But the shriek died away and was replaced with a gentle mewing.


    “A hearty staff,” Mountbane directed one of his aides, who quickly handed him a thick and studded wooden shaft. He greased the tips and sides with more of his devilish spirits, then pricking the hotly fired end at her nether doorway, he pressed the rounded head against the muscle and demanded it release. To the anxious eyes of their audience, the device slipped effortlessly beyond the iron rings of the slave’s interior, driving her into another orgy of feeling. Far too much to fathom, she had no choice but to succumb to Mountbane’s prodding staff in her insides, to the lips of the slave between her thighs, and the growing fire that threaded through her blood and bones. Like pain, but it wasn’t pain, like something peaceful, but there was little peace in this. As though everything inside her would suddenly burst. There was no touch to her skin that didn’t make her shriek, or kiss, or breath, or gentle nibble that didn’t bring her more rapture.


    “Ah, I die………” she then let go into her husband’s arms as he carried her toward a bed to begin her final rape.


    The first of seven lovers lay prone, cock erect, awaiting the descent of Charlotte’s cunt to begin the orgy. She shuddered, wondering if she would survive this night with body or brain intact. She was unworried over her soul—which seemed so satisfied in such surrender. She lay against Sir Tristan, feeling the powerful thrust of his erection lodged deeply beside the shaft that widened her ass. The spirits flowing through her body now laid waste what tiny pieces of propriety that might remain in her.


    “Ah, sweet sir, fuck me soundly. Drive me to my end,” she growled as her body roared in rapturous exclamation. Surely these two pricks were more than one fair slave could take! But there was more. Aptly primed, she swooned, feeling her husband abruptly remove the wooden stalk, and then poise himself at her behind and thrust his meaty prong into her last realm of virginity.


    “Aaaaaaaauuuugggghhhhh!”


    Two erections were far more reckless than one real phallus and one fake. As though jousting for a prize, they worked her holes in frenetic rhythms, each his own. She would try to capture one and hang on, only to have the other become more demanding. Mountbane grabbed her hair, while Sir Tristan grabbed her sides. Would they tear her limb from limb? And would she care? Grappling between the two, her full hips were knocked side to side while her breasts bounced before Tristan’s grateful face. To view the lewdness from behind, the eye beheld the amazing truth of Charlotte’s fine, broad ass, pulled wide with two thick penetrations stretching her womanliness to the limits of her flesh.


    And in the shadows waiting were the other lovers who’d claim ass or cunt once the first were spent.


    Groans, hisses, cries of pain and mirthful laughter joined in chorus, until Mountbane, taking the ascendant position, as well he should, came first, spilling himself into his wife’s rear portal and plunging his seed to her depths until his cock could take no more and he was forced to retreat and repair. A second noble was on her ass to take his place, easily inserting his erection inside the emptied hole. His took a far less prominent place in the lady’s asset, until Sir Tristan let loose his cry and his cum as well. Charlotte, unconscious of her intimate physical response, groveled against this nobleman’s chest as though she would disappear inside him; while at the same time she almost lost the prick inside her ass. Yet, as Tristan pulled out and was replaced by another lover for Charlotte’s feast, the one behind restored himself and began to work the locked trio into a feverish pitch.


    The orgy went on for nearly two hours as positions changed and lovers came and went. She was fucked straight up, and lying down, and in positions too complex to describe. Legs askew, her crotch spread wide and in varying angles, Mountbane’s bride hung on. The exhaustion gripping her at the end left her body vanquished, but nonetheless, serene.


     


    “Was she as fine a fuck as I?” This was Gwnyth’s voice. The wife of Sir Tristan hardly bothered to whisper as she asked the question of her husband.


    “What right have you to ask, my jealous one?” Mountbane’s exhausted bride heard him respond as she lay recovering alone on her bed. She peered at the departing couple from one lazy hidden eye, seeing the discontent on the woman’s face.


    “I should like such passion poured out on me,” she retorted, not at all slavishly.


    “Then you should be as yielding as Lady Charlotte,” Tristan retorted back.


    Gwnyth was a small, raven-haired woman, with such beautifully carved features—bright violet eyes, small pursed lips and an aquiline nose—one would swear that God had used the most excellent chisel to make such an exquisite face. Though in His shrewdness, He gave her a visage of such sharpness that it matched her cunning wit and the tigress temper she was famous for. Only Tristan did not fear her since she’d been conquered by him some time ago, and knew her place.


    In the midst of Charlotte’s near-somnambulant reverie, the snappish tone of this nobleman’s wife seemed like a bell tolling ominously. She should have no reason to fear the lady, but then, most fears are irrationally found in the human heart. Thankfully, this one disappeared, at least for the moment, swept away as Charlotte’s husband carried her off to bed.


     


    Oh! The memories of that great big bed swam through Charlotte’s thoughts as she awakened the next day. The aroma of autumn flowers was in the air; and the new sun filtered though the trellis vines casting artful shadows across her nakedness.


    “Husband, are you there?” she hummed.


    “Yes, and you’re still alive?”


    “I am, sir.”


    “I wonder how you survived.”


    “Are there brides of Ilusia who die before the wedding is over?” she asked.


    His smirk was somewhat sweet. “Some don’t recover, though they hardly die.”


    “And what happens when they don’t recover?”


    “They become so lost in their carnal pursuits that they forget the rest of the world and become useless for anything but fucking.”


    “I thought that would make a virtuous slave to be so mindless?” Charlotte replied.


    “Perhaps, but I’d prefer a wife of some wit?”


    “That is true?”


    “Of course. You think of me only as a lecherous brute?”


    “I cannot say, or I’d be indicting myself.” She tried not to giggle and he laughed with her.


    “Truth is, I miss the spark of fire in your tongue.”


    “No! Would you have me relinquish this submissive attitude now that my surrender has been won?”


    “I’d have you be yourself—just as you declared you would be—so then, I may punish you for being ornery and shrill; so you can come back to this place of resignation when it pleases me to have you do my bidding.”


    “You confuse me, milord.”


    “I confuse myself,” he grinned. “You are my wife now, Lady Charlotte. And have earned the right to be. You will submit, you are my slave. Be advised of that. But be Charlotte above all and you will please me most.”


    They lay together in their marriage bed—the grand one she’d seen her first day in Ilusia. How she’d loathed this life then, and now, how she treasured the luxury of her present surrender.


     


    d


     


    For some time—well over her first married year when the fragrance of the new marriage was most sweet—the delicate balance between surrender and freedom was well-guarded by this noble couple. Charlotte often spoke freely to her husband in matters of any concern to her. He would decide if she needed to be reigned in—and often she was. Though her punishments were severe, they were not unwelcome. And to maintain her status as a slave, she’d be collared and chained to the bed each night with her wrists often bound together. She came to expect bondage and relish the contentment found in her containment. It would seem they had the prescription for a life-long peace; but time does march along and circumstance and boredom and new pursuits do change the mind and even the heart.


  




  

    


     


     


    Chapter Seven


     


    Three years later …


    “Ah! You anger me so!” Charlotte bellowed as she sprung from bed and stormed to take her bath.


    She was closely followed by a furious Mountbane who grabbed her hair and pulled her with him into the hallway while she screamed. At midday, everyone was about. The first on the tempestuous scene, Sir Tristan, found the two in a physical fight and pulled them off each other.


    “Cooler heads settle such differences,” he said evenly.


    “I shall not settle this one with that man!” Charlotte declared. “I’d rather be sent back to the dungeon.”


    “Which is exactly what I’ll do,” Mountbane’s eyes flared from their depths.


    “Ooo, how I hate you!”


    “But there is love behind this,” Tristan declared to them both. “Perhaps you should each take to your own side of the castle and repair.”


    “She has no side, the castle is mine!” Mountbane blasted.


    “I’ll take the woods then,” she stormed out of Tristan’s grasp.


    “The woods are mine!” Mountbane roared.


    “Then the rocky fields!”


    “They too belong to me.”


    “Then I’ll quit Ilusia and be perfectly happy to live in the wilds—as long as it is without you!”


    “What is the quarrel?” Tristan asked.


    Both parties glared, but neither said a word.


    “I am gone. I have other things to occupy my time,” Mountbane turned away. “Be sure she’s bound in her quarters for the night. I’ll have other companionship and she can sleep alone and listen to my sounds of lust.”


    “I’ll block my ears,” she spat out to the man’s back.


    “Come, milady,” Sir Tristan led the woman away as Mountbane returned to his bedchamber alone.


     


     


    “What say you now, madam, estranged from your marriage bed?” Tristan asked. “It is the first sign of a lingering wound that will not heal.”


    “It won’t be the last, I assure you.”


    “Shall I reprimand you myself?”


    Charlotte snarled at the determined man, and strode off contemptuously by herself. The act only brought Tristan down on her with a suddenness to shock her system into fear.


    “You will not defy me, slave,” he roared. “It’s to the tower with you.”


    A man of some strength, who never argued with any woman, he picked up the Lady Charlotte and carried her over his shoulders down the castle hall to the tower stairs and mounted them effortlessly while the angry woman spewed her vitriolic epithets.


    “Put me down you blackguard moron!” she swore angrily.


    He didn’t speak.


    “I loathe you most of all!” she tried with no results, and despite the fist that pounded his back as hard as it could. “Leave me be!”


    He journeyed on.


    “Unhand me, scoundrel!”


    He was at the tower door.


    “You leave me here, I will find some reproach!” she warned.


    “Oh, I will leave you here,” he advised. “But only after…” He didn’t bother to finish his remarks. With the spewing lady/slave still firmly in his charge, he rotated her over his shoulder and on to his lap as he sat down in the one lone chair inside this terrible room.


    “You miserable bastard…” she swore on.


    Though Lady Charlotte was quite dressed with winter skirts covering her nakedness, that circumstance was quickly corrected with a flick of the man’s wrist, all silently accomplished with the irritable woman scolding him in her unceasing rage. “Repulsive wretch!”


    Not another word spoken, Sir Tristan began spanking her behind with a fervor that sent the shrieking woman’s volume higher. Sound seemed to breed inside the tight spaces of the tower room. Overflowing their small alcove, it echoed off the stones and mortar traveling down to hit the ears of anyone with ears to hear—including a husband who sighed with relief as he understood the premise behind these rich sounds. “Thank God!” his spoken response.


    The sound of the fierce knight’s hand upon the impertinent ass of Mountbane’s noble wife was sweet on Sir Tristan’s ears. He pelted the fleshy orbs with an enthusiastic cadence of strikes, which covered the skin all about her backside until the once fair thing was glowing like a wild rose of summer. The more he struck, the more the hue deepened, and the more the lady bellowed her harangue. It would seem this was a game to see who could hold out the longest. With Sir Tristan being the steadier of the two, the exhausted wife found her zeal for protest finally withered. Not to mention that the rising pain was becoming so acute that it would be difficult to withstand much more.


    “Oh, my lord, please!” she wailed mournfully at last—her voice quite different than it had been before.


    “Please what? Please stop? Please quit your knavish, boorishness? Is that what you’d say?”


    “No, I am succumbed.”


    “Are you now? Or are you just too weary now to fight?”


    “I am sir, but…”


    “But you’re still a petulant harpy.” He struck again with a significant fervor. Her sweltering ass could hardly take another strike.


    “No, sir!” she wailed again. “I concede. I promise, sir. Oh, my, please stop!” She sounded dreadfully wounded.


    Though he gave her a few parting smacks on the centers of her swollen bottom cheeks, he finally stopped.


    One intense moment led to another. At first it was the warmth invading her crotch that was so dangerous, then his warm palm laid on her steamy behind. Then, because the tension was more than either could handle, Sir Tristan pushed her off his lap and he rose to his feet as Lady Charlotte did. Even standing, the two found themselves dangerously close to declaring something both of them feared.


    They stood with chests nearly beating as one for several seconds looking steamily into each other’s eyes. Then Sir Tristan backed away. “Don’t,” he said aloud. His soft voice changed as he returned gratefully to his anger. “I told you once to watch your shrewishness,” he said, pointing an accusing finger her way. “I’d suggest you believe me next time you’re tempted to squall like a belligerent child. You’ve been a reasonable wife for three years…”


    “Reasonable! I’ve been more than a reasonable wife for three years,” she shot out.


    “Ah, shall I start again—with my leather this time?” he wondered as he grabbed hold of his belt for emphasis.


    “No, no, sir,” she assured him. “And I am sorry.”


    “You have some excuse for your bad behavior?”


    “It is my time of the month?”


    “Oh? And other than that?”


    “My husband is an ass,” she made the accusation calmly.


    “We all know that; but for what reason would a slave risk herself with such outbursts?”


    “I’ve held my tongue too long.”


    “You hold your tongue as long as you live in Ilusia, milady,” he reminded her as she remained in his fixed gaze.


    “Even Mountbane does not expect that.”


    “But I do.”


    “Ooo, you are as contemptible as he.”


    “More, milady. I’m going to lock you in here for the night!”


    “Oh, you cannot!”


    “Indeed, I can.”


    “My husband wants me tied in my own bed!” she reminded him.


    “Then he can put you there,” Tristan announced


    Perfectly pleased with himself, the nobleman left the shocked Lady Charlotte to stew inside the tiny chamber with just the chair and a simple and very uncomfortable bed.


    As he locked the door behind him, she was pounding on the thick wood. “You repulsive boar! Vicious oaf! Loathsome villain!” Her pounding got her nothing but a very sore fist.


  




  

    


     


     


    Chapter Eight


     


    Charlotte meandered her way through the castle gardens, which were now drearily brown from the stark turns of winter. With the season receding, the thought of spring might come to mind if one had a very good imagination. The air was fresh, if not a bit chilly and she wrapped her woolen shawl about her shoulders for comfort. Fingering what had been the roses, she pricked her thumb so that a tiny speck of blood appeared on the finger.


    “The day’s not fit for such things, milady—for a stroll in gardens and such brooding.”


    “I say it is,” she disagreed turning around to face Sir Tristan.


    “I trust you’ve survived the tower?”


    “Mountbane set me free yesterday.”


    “Then three days was hardly much to endure.”


    “I still say you’re a villain.”


    “And I’d suggest you hold your tongue, or I’ll take you there again—or better yet, turn you over my knee right now.”


    “And why would I concern you?” Charlotte wondered.


    “My concern is Mountbane. I am my Lord’s lieutenant.”


    “And so you protect him from his deranged wife?”


    He laughed. “You find yourself deranged?”


    “I’m becoming so.”


    “What happened to your great contentment?”


    “Things change.”


    “I see.”


    They walked together in a tentative way, as though not actually walking together, but just happening on each other by chance—which was the case. Despite her efforts to guard against it, the rush of energy so common when Sir Tristan was near was now rushing heedlessly through her body again. It would be better if he walked away, left her to her brooding, and forgot whatever discourse he had in mind; but then, there was little that would dissuade this man from any purpose he desired.


    “Then you are unhappy, milady?” he asked.


    “At times. But I do have my life. At least most of the time I’m better off than a common kitchen slave. There are sometimes when Mountbane pleases me. But then, it is heresy for me to speak this way, is it not? For any slave to be so bold?  I should have no thoughts, but I do. I should have no will but my lord’s, and still, I do. When we first married, I could go days in the thoughtless pursuit of sex. But that kind of savagery doesn’t last forever now, does it? It’s more a creation of the time that ebbs and flows as nature does. Right now, I suppose is a season of calm.” She spoke with the melancholy of her heart seeming to pour from her in what could be a dangerous revelation—and yet, she was beyond caring anymore. “The tranquility of winter gets inside the bones,” she went on turning to look directly at her companion, “and won’t shake free until the spring begins its thaw. Perhaps a thaw will inspire my husband and me in our more randy pursuits, or, indeed, perhaps we have simply run our course.”


    Tristan listened to the woman’s ramblings, finding them quite unique in his experience. In his remembrance, he knew of no woman so candid with her speech. To hear Charlotte speak of such intimacies was as though he were allowed to glimpse another human soul. What made her so, if not her eighteen years outside Ilusia. If those years had blessed her with a thoughtful spirit, Ilusia had blessed her with a robustly sexual vitality. He had only to think of her across his lap just days ago to appreciate that aspect. She was far more womanly and full of fire now than she was when Mountbane’s party plucked her from her homeland. The depths of her proven sexual inclinations, and the breathtaking way she could submit—when she was inspired to—and even now her musings made her one of the most exquisite creatures he’d ever known.


    “I would not think two, as vibrant as you and milord, would ever simply run your course. Perhaps you need to get back to what you began with.”


    “I should re-enter the dungeon to make him happy?”


    “And why not? It is your function to serve.”


    “And so I do, but the spirit for such ventures has strangely left.”


    Tristan pondered for some time, finally asking, “Were I to string you up and torture your flesh, would you find your spirit gone?”


    Charlotte’s response was certainly as apparent as a red rose would be on a winter vine.  Her body pulse was quickened by such talk. “Why ask such a question?” she wondered aloud. “It is strictly theoretical?’


    “Perhaps not.”


    “You’d assist your lord in this way?”


    “I have before, but frankly, I only assist myself.”


    Walking deep inside a maze of brown hedges too tall to see above, and too thick to see between the layers of gnarled bracken, Charlotte stumbled on a thick runner in her path, finding Sir Tristan’s hand reach down to grab her from the awkward fall. She brushed back again his chest. “Ah, thank you sir.”


    So close again, breath mingling on breath, eyes coming to rest on the other. The kiss was natural and the clench of passionate arms followed easily, until Sir Tristan broke away—not rattled by the unanticipated act, but leaving Charlotte panting in fear.


    “No, sir, this cannot happen!”


    “But, it has milady, and I’ll certainly not apologize for what I do not regret.”


    “I hope I’ll not regret it either, sir.”


    “I will have more of you when the time is ripe for it.” He bowed and started out of the maze.


    “But, sir,” she called to him in a whisper, “what if Mountbane should have seen us?”


    “Then he would see.” He turned around walking backwards with a jovial expression on his darkly handsome face. “Watch your step, madam.”


    “But, sir?”


    He smiled, nodded, then turned and strode away. Charlotte’s jumbled words were in such disarray she couldn’t form them into any rational sentence. Meanwhile, her thighs rushed with spring and her whole groin brightened as though the hidden sun had finally found its place in the sky. It was the first such fire she’d felt in weeks—no, not in weeks, since three days before when the man had spanked her in the tower. Good lord, what was her body saying now? Oh, indeed, she’d had this man in bed several times in the midst of Mountbane’s orgies. But those quick moments could hardly compare to the energies they exchanged now.


    Or then, perhaps… Her thoughts betrayed her now with memories of every intimate moment they had shared. Heightened now, what a story they might tell. In the midst of all the fear she faced in her first months in Ilusia, Sir Tristan had been the one constant, whose steadiness had seen her through the worst of those mean times. How she counted on him. He stood like a sentinel to guard her path. But he was no father, instead a man of great lust, and more than lust, a man of true passion, the kind who loves more than fornicates, who respects more than serves out of habit. So it would seem. Why then would he betray his sovereign?
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    As surely as the winter ends and spring begins, the first real signs of the new summer brought out Charlotte’s passion. But driven now by something more than just her slavish servitude to the merciless lord of the Northern Ilusian province, Charlotte’s lust took new twists—some beyond her wildest fantasies to create.


    In Mountbane’s chambers he held council with his lieutenants in the presence of his wife, who was now reduced to the servile slave position, on her knees bent over, her head touching the ground while her husband’s boot held it firmly in place.


    “See what has come of us?” the churlish lord pointed to his reposed young wife.


    “Has she disobeyed you, sir?” the nobleman Leonas asked. He was a comely fellow with golden hair he tied at his neck, and a softly sensuous face for a man of his station in this primal country.


    “Hah!” Mountbane pushed his boot enough to make the woman wince, then jumped to his feet, striding about demonstratively. “Disobedience hardly describes the bitch’s rude behavior.”


    “Then punish her,” Sir Tristan said simply. “If that’s all you brought me here to witness, I’ll be on with my life.” He moved to the door without a nod from his lord.


    “I thought she should be returned to the dungeon and given to Caius,” Mountbane said, a few months of penance should suffice.”


    Sir Tristan stopped at that. “Is that measure warranted?”


    “Warranted or not, it is my prerogative. Take her.”


    Tristan looked at Charlotte worriedly. “May I suggest an alternative—it has been some time since we used such measures, but perhaps it would suit your grace. She could be taken to the woodland retreat, and there spend the brunt of her penance on the stone dais.”


    “Humph. A thought.” Mountbane’s eyes lit malevolently. “And then remain prisoner in the hovel until I feel she’s earned the right to return to my bed. Fine thought, you think?” He looked around at his other nobles.


    “This might be a most advantageous circumstance for you both, milord. You have your wife thoroughly chastised, but still removed from the general riffraff in the dungeon, which could be a problem at the moment,” Sir Ellemore reasoned sanely. “With the influx of new slaves, Caius has been quite occupied. Certainly it wouldn’t do to have Mountbane’s wife lost in that confusion.”


    “Oh, I don’t know. Perhaps it would do her well to be so disposed,” he said disdainfully. “But I like Sir Tristan’s suggestion even better,” he turned to the nobleman. “If you will oversee her purgatory, you can have her attended by some of my lessor fellows—break in a few new bucks with her backside and randy snatch. Be sure it’s as uncomfortable as hell—because hell she’ll feel from me if she hasn’t learned to keep her tongue and regard her slavish surrender as law.”


    “She’ll be docile as a lamb when she returns, or you can throw me out,” Tristan assured him.


    “I suppose the Lady Gwnyth will revolt?” Lord Harrow speculated.


    “And if she revolts, she’ll get her punishment ten-fold.” Tristan rejoined


    “Perhaps, you should take them both to the hovel?” Ellemore proposed.


    “And have them scratching out their eyes—even I, sir, am not interested in handling that row.”


    “Ah! Have we lost our wits, my fellows?” Mountbane sighed as he looked at Tristan in wonder, and then the others. “Have those who are the slaves turned into our masters?”


    “Not as long as we hold the whips and chains, and there are plenty of fresh and randy cunts to take their places,” Tristan declared. “No, Lord Mountbane, we are still in charge.”


    Mountbane nodded respectfully as he watched the man jerk Charlotte to her feet and lead her toward the door. “Will you be in the woods to watch the ravishment?” Tristan asked on the way out.


    “No, I won’t. I have other things to keep me occupied.”


  




  

    


     


     


    Chapter Nine


     


    “It is still raining, sir,” the young man declared as he peered out of the hovel window.


    “And it will stop,” Sir Tristan replied calmly as he leaned back in his chair, gulping the rich brew from his silver goblet. “Come here, milady, I fear that too much of a reprieve will make you think we’re soft. Besides,” he snickered, “we want to teach these boys the rudiments of dominating their bitch/slaves. And you are the bitchiest around.”


    Charlotte had been huddled in a corner, her naked body covered by a thin blanket. Earlier that day, by orders of Sir Tristan, and in front of his two trainees, she’d been ordered to strip and took the position for inspection while her body was thoroughly examined. The act had been fairly easy, but afterwards, she remained naked, given just the blanket to keep the damp chill of the day away. Now, ordered to the master’s side, she flung it off and made her way to the man’s side on hands and knees. Thankfully, he still had a remarkable power to raise her body heat with just his words of command. She’d have to let her physical passion keep her warm.


    “See how she can be so docile?” Tristan noted. “Fine trait. She is one of the best. Only a grand lord would tire of this one. But then, when you can have the fairest, newest, comeliest virgins in the realm, why settle for such a used pussy as hers? Sweet though the flower might be, the petals are by now a bit bruised.”


    Bruised! Charlotte fumed. She should take offense! She wondered, were his comments designed to hurt? But she kept her indignation to herself. She’d learned to watch and wait well—and patiently. In this case, she hoped there would be more to the adventure than the punishment outlined in her husband’s chambers the day before. She could only hope.


    “You have to treat even the well-trained ones brusquely,” Sir Tristan instructed his young fellows. “And throw down surprises for them to struggle with.” He eyed Charlotte amusedly as she waited in the penitent “third” position—bent over, head to the floor. His eyes lit as a new thought dawned. “Into the bridge, slave,” he ordered.


    Charlotte complied immediately turning to her back, bending her knees, tucking her feet to her ankles, while raising her groin high and her arms above her head.


    “No,” Tristan inspected the pose critically, “hands down at your feet, so you can grab your ankles in your hands. Bring some rope,” he ordered the initiates.


    The youths were as compliant as any good slave in the presence of an experienced master and quickly had his request in hand.


    “Tie her hands to her feet,” their instructor ordered them. “We’ll make a stand for my goblet to rest on, and see just how well she manages to balance a full glass.”


    She should be beyond such humiliation. Certainly, early on with Mountbane she’d been required to do similar things. But in the present company, Sir Tristan, most notably, there was an element of shame being dehumanized this way. Especially since she found this man one of the most humane nobles in Mountbane’s rule, hopefully, beyond such tactics. Perhaps this was simply for show? Then, too, maybe he was right, and the humiliation would do her good.


    Once bound, Charlotte realized that the pose would be grueling, and even more difficult when the pompous Tristan placed his goblet at the apex of her proudly displayed vulva, saying, “Better watch your breath and keep it even, or you’ll spill my liquor. You won’t want to face those consequences.”


    Charlotte battled hard to hold the arduous position. Minutes, maybe, would be the limit of her endurance. With practice, she could keep such poses for nearly a half-hour before tiring. Though in recent months these rituals were rarely required of her, unless her husband was being particularly vile; and now, with the added weight of the goblet precariously poised on this most energetic region of her body, she worried that her endurance would fall short of the requirement.


    She maintained the pose for some time, closing her eyes and focusing on nothing but her surrender. For a moment, the bliss was sweet. Then the ache began. With the fire in her belly heating up, Sir Tristan intensified the contest, saying commandingly, “Open your eyes.”  Her lids popped open wide so she stared into the scoundrel’s face. “You do well with this, slave. In fact, I think you’ll stay this way.” He took the goblet from its position nestled in her pubic curls only so he could take another gulp of liquor. Then he replaced the goblet letting it teeter on Charlotte’s unstable flesh. The fire in her body grew, causing her belly to billow with desire. It took more effort now to keep the table flat; and she was losing ground with each second that passed.


    “Ah! Sir, I cannot!” she finally cried in a softly sensuous moan so not to disturb the gentle balance.


    “You can’t?” he queried. Such mockery in his expression, reminding her of Mountbane, not the more benevolent master she believed him to be.


    Her legs trembled.


    “No, sir. Please allow me some reprieve or I might faint.”


    “Hummm,” he studied her a minute. “I’m sure you can do better than this, my Lady Charlotte,” he said politely.


    “But my thighs and calves are faltering.”


    “Don’t argue.”


    Her mouth snapped tightly shut and her determination wore on, tattered though it was. Then, just seconds before she might have lost the pose entirely, Sir Tristan swiped the goblet from his table and she collapsed.


    “Now did I order that?” he chided. “Bad move, slave.” His voice was filled with disappointment.  Charlotte lay still hog-tied, feet and hands still awkwardly bound together behind her. Though there was some ease in her position, her body still ached unreasonably. “Bind her over the board and punish her,” he ordered the young disciples. “And use her if you like.” As Tristan’s pupils followed his command, he rose from his chair and moved into a tiny alcove behind a screen where he would sleep the night.


    After being bound in punishment over a thick wood board, Charlotte was whipped by both men. Afterwards, her ass was taken by one eager prick, and her cunt by the other. Finished with her, she was released from the ropes; they threw a scratchy woolen blanket over her body and she was sent to the corner. This was how she’d spend her night. It would be a restless one until finally, too exhausted to let her body-ache keep her awake, she escaped into a fitful sleep.


  




  

    


     


     


    Chapter Ten


     


    At dawn, Charlotte was taken from the hovel wearing just her collar, a mask, and a thin robe that fell softly about her feet. The mask was customary for these rites. The villages nearby had been informed that a lady from Mountbane’s castle (her identity would remain a mystery) had been sentenced to “the stations” for a day and night. Delighted by the prospect of seeing such a lady’s torture, there were plenty of eager men waiting long before sunrise to execute her misery. Thankfully, the rain had stopped, and a warm sun would take away the chill. To be “whipped at dawn” by the general masses was the first station of this primitive custom. In a clearing not far from the forest hovel there was a dais of stone rising several feet above the ground. At its side stood a weighty oak with massive branches reaching out in a canopy over the huge granite altar. From one great limb there were ropes dangling down ready to capture a submissive woman’s wrists.


    Standing flat-footed under the hanging rope, Charlotte was bound with her arms stretched wide, made ready for the lecherous rabble to dispatch with her first punishment. Six men of well-muscled stock came forward, chosen by the larger lot for their strength and steadiness. Each, in turn, before the leering eyes of a scornful audience, whipped her soundly. Some laid on leather. One used a thick wooden paddle directly on her ass. And the rest used sticks and birches they’d gleaned from the forest. Freshly cut, the sap still ran and tiny buds barbed the surface, enhancing the potential damage.


    Would she survive this? Better to have been sent to Caius’ dungeon, she thought. She began to cry. These men were not schooled in the finer arts of flogging women. They could take out their angers, relieve the stress of their sorry lives; and she could do nothing but take the worst of it.


    It took some time, but eventually—especially during an exchange of executors—Charlotte found some warmth to relish. The day was cool, her skin was hot; and those contrasts danced inside that unseen place within her form where her carnal sprites happily welcomed such extremes. If she could help it, she would not show her arousal, but enjoy the torment in private.


    To the air she protested ungraciously and to the earth she rebelled trying to dance away from the strikes. To the audience she was an offering from the their quixotic ruler; to the tormentors she was their release; and to Sir Tristan, she was a slave being returned to the surrendering side of her nature. Only he, not even his confederates, could see how the struggle passed from her body and a pleasure, known only by slaves in such circumstances, was delivering her into the highlands of certain ecstasy. Even the increased intensity of the punishment did little to make her falter. Though in the end, with her back, breasts and belly swathed with red lines, she’d reached her endurance and collapsed in exhaustion.


    In the second station of the ritual, Charlotte was bound in a prostrate position to the flat rock and left to be viewed by a curious crowd of onlookers, who found it delightful recompense seeing a noblewoman so humbled. From the latter edge of dawn until dusk, she remained—spat on, humiliated, chided, jeered and even kicked. (Though her guards were there to shoo away those who would abuse her so, a few would get through.)


    Exhaustion increased as the long hours moved slowly on. She had one last ritual to bear before she could rest—perhaps the worst, perhaps the best of the three, the third station in the ceremony.


    It had been some time since Charlotte had been the center of a general ravishment, but she knew what it meant. To know that this would be the end of her ordeal almost gave her some satisfaction. At least her loins would realize some sexual gratification.


    Freed from her bonds, she was given to the crowd to use. As long as they kept her in the glade, she was theirs to screw as they pleased. Charlotte yielded as the best of noble slaves would yield.


    This last rite might have been heaven for a sex-hungry slave had this not been a surly, smelly crowd, with foul breath and dirty hands. To relent took more determination than she imagined. But soon she managed even this repulsive lot. Though they would never know her identity, she was the wife of Mountbane, and that was reason to take pride in how she performed for her lord—even if she was estranged from the vile blackguard.


     


    The night gone, Charlotte was returned to the hovel by Tristan’s initiates and laid on the bed inside the tiny alcove. Her body hurt with a hundred fires and her cunt and ass seemed rent apart. Despite the pain and her great ache, it took but one swig from Sir Tristan’s goblet of liquor to put her fast asleep.


    “You can be relieved of your duties tonight,” Tristan informed the two young men as they watched the lady’s peaceful slumber. “I’ll see to her, and you can return the day after tomorrow—late. I doubt she’ll be conscious until then and she’ll be little trouble in this state. There is little to learn from a sleeping slave but what serenity looks like.”
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    Charlotte’s sleep-filled eyes stirred late the next morning—far sooner than anyone would expect. Not until her heavy lids finally opened and she stared into the humble room around her did she remember where she was, or how she’d spent her last day. Spying Sir Tristan eating a plate of food, her stomach instantly turned sour, aching with hunger. The rest of her body was stiff and sore.


    “Sir?” she whispered quietly.


    “Ah, awake so soon.”


    “Soon?” she wondered, looking toward the window. “There’s a midday sun shining through that window.”


    “Indeed, it is midday, though your night was a long one and you didn’t sleep until well after midnight.”


    “Still. I am awake and very hungry.”


    “I’m sure you are. I believe you fasted yesterday.”


    “Will you continue to mock me all day long?” she asked, trying to be polite.


    “Perhaps. But then I can hardly starve Mountbane’s wife, can I?”


    “I doubt he’d care.”


    “But then, your death would be on my shoulders, and that I couldn’t bear.”


    Sir Tristan scraped some stew from his pot and handed her the plate of food.


    “It may not be the best. But forgoing slaves to wait on us, we’ll have to let this satisfy your hunger.”


    Charlotte took a bite eager to soothe her empty stomach. “Then we’re alone?”


    “We are,” he looked around.


    “Even your young cohorts are absent?”


    “I sent them away last night, telling them not to return until tomorrow.”


    Charlotte smiled with curiosity and ate some more, until her plate was clean and her stomach filled. Staring at her captor like a sheepish adolescent, she blushed with embarrassment now aware of her nakedness and their solitude. Her arousal leapt forward seeking him, though her mind would try to draw back that lust and maintain some poise. Her body had never beat so strongly for any man. Since her upbringing prevented such occurrences, and her marriage was one of accommodation, not such staggering passion, this new feeling seemed terribly strange; and yet, she could identify its source—her heart. She loved this man.


    He touched her cheek gently. She would have drawn him to her eagerly with just that little encouragement; but instead, she held on as a good slave should, knowing she had no right to be that forward.


    “There has never been as fair a flower in Ilusia as you.” Tristan’s cavernous eyes tore into her.


    Charlotte’s blush deepened. “That is not a safe thing to say,” she said.


    “And why not, we’re here alone?” He moved away from her and began to remove his clothes.


    Though she’d seen this nobleman naked many times, there was an unspoken intimacy between them as he disrobed in the quiet of their forest shelter. He pulled off his belt and the heavy woolen shirt over his head; then lowered his trousers, stripping everything from his loins leaving Charlotte face to face with his powerful erection.


    When he sank into the bed beside her, she opened for him naturally, receiving his body into hers, letting the potent stalk inside her vaginal warmth nestle there contentedly. Any movement made her shudder from the depths, and her belly spasm, grinding against itself as she began to grind into his hips. All her physical aches seemed to vanish as the pumping action of his body increased. Their cries united. Ecstasy was building fast. Her heart poured into his as surely as their sexual juices were flowing into each other. Their arms were locked around each other as though they were in a war with their desires; but they held on and on and on…delivered to another world—a world they’d made. Consumed by this primal act, their hearts expanded with the exuberance that comes with love. Afterwards, they rested while savoring the physical satisfaction.


     


    “You have confused me, milord,” Charlotte said, as she pulled away from Sir Tristan’s face and burrowed her face in his belly as though hiding. She was afraid to look at him. Eye to eye entreaties were dangerous for slaves; and she was still very much a slave.


    “What confusion?” he asked as he ran his hand through her long yellow locks. Her hair had not been cut since Mountbane ordered it shaved three years before; and now, it flowed nearly to her ass. Tristan toyed with the silken threads, then gripped them in his fist and gave a firm tug, so he could bring her into his arms. “And why run from me?” he asked.


    “Run? I’m still here, sir.”


    “But you’re afraid.”


    “I should be. This defies my marriage vows and makes you a traitor to your lord.”


    “That it does,” he agreed.


    “And you don’t care what I’ve done to you?”


    “You? What have you done to me that I didn’t arrange myself? I devised his plot to have you punished and imprisoned here away from Mountbane’s bed and dungeons.”


    “Why go to such lengths to bring me here?”


    “Are you totally daft?”


    “I am confused, sir.”


    He shook his head. “If you can’t see the measures of love then you don’t know what love is.”


    “I’ve never had the chance to love.”


    “Or be loved, I assume.”


    Her face was just inches from his, her breasts squashed against his side, his arm around her, and their legs intertwined as though this intimate position was natural to them. Charlotte’s hair was tangled in his hand as she pressed her cheek against the side of his shoulder. She smelled the aroma of his manliness and smiled remembering how his fragrance had stood out from those sanctioned acts of sex before. Her heart suddenly fluttered anxiously and she pulled up enough to gaze into his eyes. “Are you saying that you love me?”


    “I have loved you for some time.”


    “Oh, dear. What are we going to do?” She looked aghast.


    “Nothing if my love is not returned.”


    “Ah, Sir Tristan, if this flutter in my belly and ache in my heart—not to mention the lust between my thighs—isn’t love, well then, I have to disappoint you. But if it is, then I know I love you. You have no idea how much time my mind spends thinking of you, only to throw those thoughts away and tell myself they’re foolish.”


    “They are foolish no more, my dear. Let yourself enjoy them.”


    “And that is your command?”


    “It is.”


    “Or what, you’ll whip me?” she chided.


    “Of course.  Your randy ass will never cease to please me in its molten state.”


    “Then you’ll be worse than Mountbane, since he’s obviously tired of me.”


    “He’s a fool!”


    Her eyes grew wide again at this heresy. “You blaspheme your sovereign so?”


    “He is not my sovereign, and has not been for some time. But perhaps he is yours?”


    “I’ve been taught to believe he is down to the tiniest bone in my frame.”


    “And what does Charlotte know as true?”


    “That I have no sovereign but the one I give my heart to.”


    “Have you given Mountbane your heart?”


    “No, and I never will!”


    He laughed. “Good girl.”


    Charlotte returned to the comfort of his arms where the two dozed for some minutes. She awakened with her body quaking for sex. Moving to Tristan’s crotch she began to suckle his limp penis, drawing it in and out of her mouth until it began to swell and her lover began to stir.


    “What’s this?”


    “My gift to you, sir.”


    He let her have him for some minutes more as she lapped the base of his scrotum, massaged the heavy package of his balls, and then swallowed him so far down her throat that she gagged and had to pull back. She continued until he was fully erect, when he pulled her atop his groin. Straddling his hips, she nestled down impaled by the swollen meat. Ah! this was delight again. They would enjoy each other twice more until very late that afternoon, when the two would finally rise from bed cherishing these sexual memories until their desire struck again.


     


    “Are you hungry, sir?” Charlotte asked, as she peered into the small pantry near the makeshift kitchen.


    “There is some cheese and meat stored outside in the cold. Grab my cloak or you’ll freeze,” he suggested.


    “How could I freeze when my body is so hot? Besides, is this not spring? Yesterday was quite warm.”


    “Do it anyway,” he ordered. “The weather has changed and the wind will turn your tits to ice?”


    She laughed and grabbed his cloak, but nonetheless went barefoot into the breezy afternoon to find their food.


    After serving her lover in the kindest fashion, and eating in bits and pieces off his plate, Charlotte’s chatter ceased.


    “Something troubling you?” Tristan asked.


    “I wonder, what we do with love when it’s fated to fail?”


    “Why fail?” he asked her.


    “I am the wife and slave to another man—and a very powerful one indeed. And you are bound to my husband, as well as a wife who will not give you away.”


    “As far as Gwnyth is concerned, she wants me no more than I want her. Mountbane? He can be handled.”


    “How so?”


    “He has his schemes, I have mine.”


    “And what would those be?” she asked.


    He looked at her reprovingly. “Have you forgotten yourself? You’re still a slave and to ask such questions violates that premise.”


    “I beg your forgiveness,” she said as she bowed her head.


    “Consider me as your sovereign, Charlotte, while you placate your husband. But you will obey me, or fear reprisals you may not relish.”


    “I’d love anything you gave me!” she assured him.


    “Did you enjoy yesterday?”


    “In some ways. I’m sure you saw my ecstasy. Of course, the night before was intensely humiliating.” She thought back to the grueling bondage. “Made no more than a common piece of furniture! I was beginning to believe that you regarded me as lowly as you made me feel.”


    “Really? You were embarrassed to be so crudely used?”


    “I was.”


    “Hmm, then, I’ll have to try that again.”


    “Oh, please. You do jest.”


    “At some fancy dinner, I’ll have you turned into a footstool, or perhaps bind a tray to your back and you can serve my guests their drinks.”


    “I would serve you so,” she answered him honestly.


    “I’m sure you would.” He laughed more as though it were all in jest, though Charlotte knew that this cunning nobleman could be as wickedly ruthless as any Ilusian master, including Mountbane. “Perhaps I overacted yesterday in deference to my pupils,” he did explain. “After all, they are training for their roles in Mountbane’s service. And, we must be careful how we act with each other. When they return tomorrow, I will continue to instruct them while you obey. And when I leave, you’ll follow their commands as you would mine or any master’s. Is that clear?”


    “I understand it all. But you’ll be leaving me?” She looked concerned.


    “You’re to stay here as long as Mountbane wants you to remain away from the castle. I imagine it will take two weeks for the man to have his new tart used up and thrown out. By then, he might welcome you back in his bed and expect full compliance from your lips and body. You will give that, too.”


    “Forever? And let my heart die every time I see you!” The look of melancholy in her face could move a less steady man to tears.


    “Other arrangements will be made, soon. But such things take time.”


    “Then I’ll be with you?”


    “Then you’ll be with me,” he assured her.


    She was troubled now. And though they made love once more before they slept, she couldn’t keep the sense of dread from her anxious body, or the wild imaginings of disaster out of her thoughts. By the next morning, she was sure that Sir Tristan’s and their covert love affair was a fated mistake.


     


    In the morning, the pair was wise to guard themselves lest the two young men return to the hovel earlier than Tristan ordered them. They stayed clear of the bed and each other, acting more like master and slave than lovers. Charlotte was cleaning the kitchen like a kitchen slave and Tristan was putting on his leather boots.


    “Tristan, this is too dangerous,” Charlotte said flatly. “Whatever plan you have crafted is foolish. Neither one of us would survive if we were caught. I can’t let you take the chance. I won’t. And I’m firm on that.” She sounded firm, like the adamant Charlotte of old. The man looked up, hearing her reckless words fly forth in an unexpected wave of passion.


    “I should whip you now for such insolence, milady. And whip you soundly for spewing this nonsense.”


    “The danger is too great. I’m sure of it!” she answered tersely.


    He moved up, grabbing her wrist away from her work, “Danger is part of life,” he reminded her with a voice as filled with passion as hers was.


    “What if Mountbane discovers what has happened!” Her eyes flashed fire as she spoke.


    “He won’t learn the truth from me. Are you so weak that you’ll let it slip?”


    “Of course not! But would it not be better to live together as we have, stealing the moments when we can?” she calmed her wrath in order to plead with him. “There are plenty of opportunities for us to love in secret.”


    “What happened to you, dear lady—just yesterday you agreed against such pretenses. You plead both sides!”


    “I am worried, sir. About your safety.”


    “Think clearly, Charlotte, you really believe when you return that Mountbane will restore your privileges as his wife?” Tristan eased his grip on her wrist, though he would not let go.


    “I would assume he would,” she replied.


    “He might for a time, if you’re lucky. But it’s more likely the birds won’t fly north as spring approaches, than Mountbane will have you back. He has his ways. Trust me, you are finished with him.”


    “You are so certain?”


    “I am,” his dark eyes were now as cold as the north wind. “Trust me, as soon as he tires of you again—if he doesn’t do this directly when you return—he’ll cage you in his dungeon until you’re an old and withered hag.”


    “Oh, never. I am his wife, he won me well. He’d never do that.”


    “You think not? He already has once, ma’am.”


    “What do you mean, he has? I’m in no dungeon now.”


    “His other wife, my cousin, Elissa, was sent to the dungeons after two years romping playfully in his bed. She was his slave and still she was condemned. At least he gave you three years of bliss. When Mountbane tired of her she was gone—in mind and body no longer of use to him.”


    “He had another wife?” She was aghast. “Where is she now, still there?”


    “She’s dead,” he said flatly.


    “My, lord, no! He killed her? Had her killed?”


    “That wasn’t necessary,” Tristan said. “A nasty plague went through the cells the first winter. And before it ran its course, she was too far gone to revive.”


    “Could she not have easily died living in the castle above?”


    “No one died in his noble realm. It was a simple ailment, but unchecked it became virulent.”


    She still could not fathom this wild story. “I know my husband is a hard and even cruel man at times; but I can’t believe he’d allow a wife to die of such neglect.”


    “Neglect it was. He tried to mourn, but he has no soul.”


    “No, that can’t be. Such wit and grace, sexual prowess, even if he’s cunning.”


    “He’s a charming madman, Charlotte.”


    “Perhaps so,” she looked down pensively considering his words. “I worry for you. You indict yourself to believe what you believe and then say these things.”


    “I’d say them to his face.”


    “But reporting it to me? Don’t you consider that a dangerous gamble?”


    “Is your allegiance so fragile?” he asked.


    “No, sir. It is firmly with you.”


    “Then I have nothing to fear.”


    “So, why, milord, have you stayed in this province if you hate it so? You’re free to leave.”


    “To find you,” he said simply.


    “Me?”


    “Revenge.”


    “That’s all I am, revenge?”


    “I can think of no better revenge than to fall in love with Mountbane’s wife and have her return my love.”


    Charlotte turned away from him, pondering his statement—unsure how she should feel… was this affair nothing but revenge for a terrible crime? That simply couldn’t be. There was his love, and that was genuine. She may not be schooled in such things, but no man would give a slave so much affection and not feel it with his whole heart.


    “You are a sly rogue,” she finally snickered as she turned around. “Perhaps you are more madman than he?”


    “Perhaps I am.”


    “And perhaps you’ll throw me over once your revenge is finished?”


    His eyes gleamed with both wildness and love. “That is the chance you’ll have to take. You can believe me or be wary, but you know the whole truth now.”


    Charlotte pondered silently, until Tristan finally spoke again, “So, what is it, now that you know all my motives? Will you cleave to your husband in the hopes he’ll take you back?”


    Charlotte’s pensive look brightened. “No, sir. I can no longer cleave to a man I do not love—I’m sure that Mountbane would betray me as easily as he did your cousin.” She thought longer, remembering what seemed like an eon ago, though it was only a few years. “I was betrayed by a man I loved once—my father,” she said sadly. “You are right. I may not wish to believe it so, but the truth is, I’m in this hovel now because he has some plans afoot.” Her mood darkened even more. “I suppose I should call myself guilty for his change of passion. It’s been a steady shift in temperament, but a natural one. He finds other flesh more entertaining than me now because I have subtly risen from surrender to become a real woman once again. Mountbane, at heart, is a simple man, and I have complicated his sense of order.” She looked up at Tristan without one hint of a slave’s disposition in her lovely countenance. “Whatever it is, your plan is likely as sound a one as returning to find myself imprisoned in his dungeon.”


    Tristan nodded. She would have thought that he would welcome her decision but it was his turn to brood.


    “Something troubles you, sir?” she noted.


    “Tell me, Charlotte, is surrender just a game for you, or is it real?”


    “You cannot tell yourself?”


    “At the moment, the answer isn’t obvious to me,” he confessed. “But the question is an important one. Do you deny your surrender as slave?”


    She thought a moment. “Only the principle on which it is founded, sir,” she replied. “I am not a maid who is too afraid to fend for herself. I made accommodations when I came here because I had no choice but to relent. When I did, I learned the surprising truth. I relish surrender, but,” she hastened to add, “not to fools, or those who regard me as an object to reject on whims and throw away.”


    “Perhaps you hate what Mountbane has made of you? Perhaps submission denies your real nature?”


    Her eyes brightened, “I made me who I am to survive this Ilusia. I have found surrender sweet, but make no mistake, I am not a mindless slave.”


    “I never considered you such,” he said with understanding. “But make no mistake, Lady Charlotte,” his eyes pierced her, “you go with me, you will surrender to me.”  He stood now, his expression grave. “I will come for you in a fortnight, you can make your decision then.”


    His boots were on. His clothes fixed well. And the tenderness that had so filled their hideaway with love seemed to have been replaced by the tense anticipation of the crime they were about.


    “But I have made my decision!” she came to him, now more sure of herself than ever.


    “Hush! Our friends arrive,” he glanced toward the window where his eager pupils were walking up the path. “Change takes time—and in this case, some preparation. We are not going to steal into the night without a place to go. It’s better that I’m gone now, than betray us both. You put on whatever cloaks of surrender that please you, Charlotte, and do not give our secret away. Mind these fellows well, like the first hours of your submission when it was the sweetest thing in your world. If not,” he spoke more intently, “I’m likely to take you to the dungeon myself and torture you for days.”


    She shivered wantingly at the very thought of that, but then sent her heart fleeing. By the time the two young masters strode into the hovel, she was on the floor with her face pressed to the dusty surface—as though she’d been that way for hours.


    “She’s had enough reprieve, gentlemen. Practice with her. Let her serve you as you wish. But do remember that she’s the property of Lord Mountbane. She’s not to be damaged goods or he’ll have your heads—after I remove your cocks with a butcher knife.”


  




  

    


     


     


    Chapter Eleven


     


    Mountbane was busy in his chambers when he heard the knocking on his door.


    “Come!” he ordered.


    Two tarts had lain with him the night before and he shooed them off as Tristan entered.


    “You sent for me?”


    “I think it’s time to rescue my wife from the forest,” he said.


    “If that’s your wish. She’s been well worked by the young gentlemen. They’ve learned a great deal making sure that she has suffered for her impudence. You were wise to see her so humbled.”


    “Indeed,” he sounded less than interested. “But I do have other plans for her.”


    “How so?”


    “I have promised her to Sir Guy of Baudaire. You’ll take her to the province where she’ll serve him until he is ready to return her to me.”


    “Such a rash move, sir?” Tristan let the information settle with him, knowing what this meant.


    “Not true. I have thought on this some weeks. After Sir Guy’s imploring, I found it to my liking.”


    “Then I’ll prepare for the trip.”


    “As speedily as possible.”


    “Would you have her returned here first?”


    “No, you can explain the move as you like. Make certain that she does this in a spirit of surrender. I assume her re-training will stick more than an hour or two.”


    “I trust that it will last.”


    “Good. And you can take your two men with you. The journey is a short one, a few weeks at best.”


    “Perhaps sooner, milord.”


    “I’ll expect a handsome token from them for my generosity.”


    “I’ll make sure you have it.”


    Mountbane was satisfied; and with his lieutenant gone, he moved on to more lascivious deeds.


     


    d


     


    “The plan’s afoot, milady,” Sir Tristan exclaimed in a whisper as he approached the Lady Charlotte. His pupils had been sent back to the castle to bring the supplies he’d ordered.


    “In truth?” she looked up from where she squatted on the floor.


    “Mountbane’s given us easy passage. He intends to have you serve Sir Guy of Baudaire. I’m to take you there straightaway.”


    “And the two young bucks?”


    “I’ll find a way to throw them off when we’re well away from the province and out of Mountbane’s immediate reach. Come, let’s get you dressed. We’ll leave before nightfall.”


    “And ride at night?”


    “Some of the best plans are begun in the shadow hours of twilight.”
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    Mountbane moved briskly through the castle toward the baths, looking for the tart, Jontile. The little slave had been coy with him lately, something he found as charming as it was annoying. However, he wanted her now, she’d been due in his room an hour ago, and she’d make her pay for forgetting their appointment.


    Flinging open the great oaken door to the steamy tub room, he eyed with interest the sights before him with lewd fascination. It had been some time since he’d enjoyed the erotic pleasantries of the slave baths, and such a sight it was this day. Besides the normal numbers of slaves washing dust, grime and sweat from their bodies, there were two nubile lovelies being worked by mistresses assigned for regular inspections.


    Normally, it was forbidden for men to enter the baths—this being the one sacrosanct domain of women. These rites between slaves and noblewomen were quite private. However, Mountbane, having made the decree, found it easy to break the rule for himself whenever he chose.


    “What have we here today?” he asked as he strode to a table where a fresh young slave was splayed for inspection.


    “Simple examination, sir,” Mistress Lowen answered politely. She had the legs and ankles of this fair flower in stirrups, her thighs spread to the hilt, while the slave’s hands were bound above her.


    “Her name?” Mountbane asked.


    “Dreana.”


    “Nice, very nice.” The Lord could see by the condition of her privates that this maid was not a virgin. As fine a woman as she was, she had been used well by large and anxious cocks.


    “She is the property of Sir Ellemore for the season.”


    “Ah, that explains this.”


    “Let me see how you inspect her, Mistress,” Mountbane declared.


    “Yes, sir.” She curtsied slightly, almost as embarrassed as the tethered girl to have these intimacies witnessed. “She’s been filled with waters. The bag just emptied in her behind,” she said referring to the large bladder hanging from the post beside the table. The end was attached to a hollow pipe that had been inserted in the slave’s ass. “She holds it well, though I have fitted her with a plug to prevent an accident.”


    “And if there were an accident?”


    “I do not take kindly to these girls soiling my floor. We have a place for such elimination.”


    “I see. And what comes next?”


    Mistress Lowen bowed and moved between the pair of trembling thighs. One hand opened the center portal, pulling aside the flaps of labia, while the fingers of her other hand, coated with some slippery substance, began to probe inside the slave’s vagina.


    “How deeply will you move inside her?”


    “As far as I can,” she said.


    “Your full fist?”


    The frightened slave was staring at the pair, fearing the answer to Mountbane’s question.


    “If you’d like,” was the reply.


    “That I would,” Mountbane said.


    The mistress was a gentle sort, but not above this crude violation. Having three fingers inserted in the slave’s interior, there was no problem pushing a fourth inside, or hiding her thumb within her curled hand and pushing her knuckles through the widening hole.


    The girl gasped as the first thrust seemed to hit the bottom of herself, and her outer womb expanded around the impaling hand. She groaned as her jaw clenched tight.


    “Ease off, slave,” Lowen commanded, and the girl took a deep breath to calm her shaky insides.


    “Move your hand inside her,” Mountbane ordered.


    “Yes, milord.” The woman did it naturally with a gleam in her eye, finding that she relished the exhibition before this noble lord, while her slave remained horrified, though submissive. The girl began to moan with pleasure in spite of her fear, with her body generating erotic heat that quickly played on the master’s cock.


    “And can you bring her off like this, mistress?” he wondered.


    “I believe I can,” she said proudly as her hand continued working the hole. The liquid inside the girl’s interior sloshed against the penetration. Then there was a stunning jerk as the slave cried in happy misery at the moment of climax, followed by a pained look of distress as her body’s great urgent requirement seemed to rush on her quickly.


    Acknowledging her need to release the water, Mistress Lowen removed her hand with a brusque jerk. Then untying the girl, she had the embarrassed slave on her way to the privy some moments later.


    “It has been my pleasure, sir,” she said as she bowed before Mountbane.


    “And I thank you. Perhaps you could tell me if the slave Jontile is here today?”


    “She was earlier this hour, though I thought I saw her leave.”


    “Little gypsy!” Mountbane declared as he stared around the bath.


    Though the master’s presence had initially hushed the room to silence, the tittering maids had returned to their conversations while Mountbane was focused on Mistress Lowen and the fisted slave. Noting that his eyes were again searching the bath, their chattering waned. Only a few dared whisper.


    “Who is that maid?” Mountbane asked Lowen, as he stared toward a lithe creature with pale red hair cascading like a sheet of silk down her back. Such a pretty pink mouth, he thought, and her eyes. Even from this distance, he could see the green, the sparkle and the depth of them. Not since Charlotte had captivated his imagination had a woman been so inviting to his eye. Oddly, she was still clothed with the most exquisite parts of her body hidden from view.


    “That is Rosaura, the intended of Sir Leonas,” Lowen answered, though she lowered her voice to add, “Of course, Sir Ellemore is not yet apprised of that fact.”


    “Ah yes! I believe I’ve heard the rumors.”


    “Beautiful, isn’t she?”


    “That she is,” he said admiringly. He sensed her blush, as though she saw his eyes on her and turned in embarrassment. “Too bad she is spoken for.”


    “Several men have repeated that refrain, sir.”


    “I’m sure they have.”


    Not having found the object of his search in the baths—but having discovered treasures certainly worth the trip—Mountbane turned to leave, finding as he did that Mistress Gwnyth was at his heels. As soon as they were in the corridor, she caught up with him, her voice impatient, barely disguising her present wrath.


    “Sir, I must speak with you.”


    Mountbane had never liked the woman, and could never understand exactly how Tristan had ended up with the beautiful but rancorous bitch. Oh, she could bow in supplication like the best of slaves. But there never seemed to be a true submissive quality in her character. Whether tenderly addressed or beaten into yielding, there remained a razor sharpness about her aspect that drove Mountbane away from her. Had she been his wife—which she never would have been—he’d have disposed of her a long time ago—if need be, in favor of a less comely but more humble subject for his lust. Then, of course, Tristan was an odd fellow in his own right. His dark nobleman loved challenges even more than he did.


    “And for what reason do you need me?” Mountbane asked the quickly scurrying woman. Her short stride was hardly a match for his long one and she had to work to keep up with the brisk pace. He would slow for no one, especially this woman.


    “I think there is something you should be informed of?”


    “And that is?”


    “Your wife and my husband.”


    “Oh?”


    “Yes, sir, I have it on good report that there is something scandalous in the wind.”


    Only this remark made Mountbane take note and he slowed his gait. “What would that be?” he asked, diverting his route to a less used corridor so that the conversation might be continued in private.


    “I believe, sir, that these weeks of the Lady’s confinement in the forest hovel have united the two in some sort of intrigue.”


    “What is there that suggests such things? To blaspheme Sir Tristan is to blaspheme a powerful nobleman of this realm as well as your husband and my trusted aide.”


    “I only tell you of what I hear. And that is that they are now bound together to some escape, with the intention of enjoying the love that has grown between them somewhere outside your rule.”


    Mountbane laughed at the thought. “Fine lady/slave, you are quite mistaken. I sent them from the forest hovel to Sir Guy of Baudaire, in order that Tristan can present my wife as an offering to the fellow. Their trip is thoroughly sanctioned.”


    “I know of this, sir, but were they not to have been attended by Tristan’s two pupils.”


    “That is what I ordered.”


    “One of my maids reported today that she saw young Cheswick. She has quite a fondness for the young man, and asking him about his stealthy entry into the castle, he entreated her to keep quiet about the venture, saying that he was on holiday from his duties, Sir Tristan did not need him. His Lord let both of his aides go just as they reached the outer wilds. Is that not strange? Especially considering the time Tristan and Charlotte spent with each other. I swear there has been more than lust in my husband’s eye since Lady Charlotte came to Ilusia. He has nurtured a fondness for your wife, and I believe he and the Lady have flown from us—escaped together to pursue their indecent coupling.”


    “Is that so?” Mountbane did look curious. “You know this youth that spilled the story?”


    “I do, sir. I know his mother.”


    “Then see if you can find him. Perhaps a word with him would clear up any mystery. It seems a bit too slight to accuse a fine man of crimes on such a small report.”


    “Yes, sir,”


    “You locate this fellow, and if not, I’d suggest you forget your suspicions. You are often a frivolous slave.” Mountbane thought on. “Why would you care, madam? Seems to me that you and Sir Tristan have been estranged more than you’ve been together.”


    “No woman likes to see her husband leave her for another woman, no more than a man would enjoy his wife brooding for another man.”


    “You truly think Lady Charlotte has some affection for your husband?”


    “She’s been smitten for three years, sir, just as Tristan has been in love with her.”


    Mountbane bade the woman go, though he dwelt on this discourse for some time, as it seemed to verify certain suspicions he had harbored in secret.
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    Having dispensed with his two men, with strict instructions not to return to the castle for a week, Tristan led the Lady Charlotte through the woods on horseback. It was her first time astride a horse, and the poor woman found the ride difficult and slow. They were together though, and that gave them cause to rejoice. Until they were beyond Mountbane’s reach, they knew their journey was a dangerous one.


    At the outset, they made their trek in the direction of Sir Guy’s enclave, however, after having gone some distance, Tristan moved off the main thoroughfare—which was only a mere path—in the direction of the retreat where he and Charlotte would first make a temporary home. He had plans for venturing to a more permanent residence far from Ilusia’s grasp and the long reaches of Lord Nor’s imperious hand. But the timing of this matter was important, complicated by the threatening seasonal rains. Traipsing through deep mud would only hamper their travel.


    The further they went, the more their freedom grew on them as a comforting cloak—though they said little of their elation for fear of jinxing their trip. It was enough that they were close to each other and the promise of a life they both could shape in the fashion that suited true lovers.


    As dusk approached, the shadows inside the forest trees grew thick and heavy—surely as weighted by fear as they were the time of day. Though she’d been elated earlier in the day, Charlotte’s premonition of doom seemed to cloud any mirth that she had enjoyed the more they ventured into the darkness. She was afraid to speak of her concerns. Tristan was a most determined man—who would not think kindly about her trepidation.


    “Perhaps we should stop for the night,” she wondered aloud when it seemed as though any sign of a decent path had disappeared.


    “Perhaps,” he agreed, but they kept moving, inching their way forward in the dark.


    When Tristan stopped his mount, he listened, and Charlotte listened too; but he didn’t speak. The moment demanded quiet. They began again, only to stop a second time to listen to the woods. A third time, they heard the distinct rustle of leaves and undergrowth; they felt a breeze on their cheeks and a tingle of apprehension raced up their spines.


    “Move forward fast,” Sir Tristan suddenly lurched forward grasping the reins of Charlotte’s horse in an attempt to take them both out of the reach of what haunted them. And yet, his intuition came too late. Any act, save sprouting wings and flying free of the forest, was too slow to save them.


    Clutched by unseen hands, Charlotte toppled from her horse; while a dagger hit Sir Tristan knocking him off his animal. The pair was captured by two disparate bands of Mountbane’s warriors, taken separately from the woods, each small company moving in opposite directions. While their voices were gagged into silence, their hearts were screaming to the other so their inner ears would hear.


  




  

    


     


     


    Chapter Twelve


     


    Charlotte was taken to the tower of Mountbane’s castle, left to herself for nearly three days before someone finally entered the tiny room. Though she might have wailed for someone to take notice, she had little desire for any such activity. Sure that her plans for loving Tristan had been destroyed, there was little left to live for.


    “Why it’s Charlotte here!”


    These were the first words uttered to her in days. She didn’t have to turn to know their source. Her husband’s sarcasm was so common to her ear, she could hear his vileness even when he wasn’t speaking.


    “How sad you look.”


    She turned to him, her expression blank.


    “Are you hungry, perhaps?”


    “You know I must be.”


    “You must think me the devil, Charlotte, but then, it was you who betrayed me.”


    “I won’t argue with you, husband, because I wouldn’t even want to win the battle.”


    “That despondent, how miserable for you. But I will feed you.” He thought that might lift her spirits, but it did not. “My mind’s been working so feverishly to find some penance that would befit this crime of yours,” he went on. “I think I might have found the very one that would satisfy me.”


    “Before your throw me in the dungeon?”


    “Hmm. I’m far more crafty than that.”


    “How so?” Now she did worry, knowing how his demented mind worked.


    “You think I’d give away my secrets so soon? Never. I’d rather have you twist in the wind and battered by worry, wondering what I’ll do next. That is far more satisfying. To think you could escape me—taking my trusted friend with you? There is enough in this crime to condemn you to death, and yet, I have a much more pleasant solution figured.”


    “And for Tristan?” she inquired—trying to disguise her anxiety about her lover.


    A wrinkle of upset fell across Mountbane’s brow at that question. Had something gone wrong? she wondered. She couldn’t be certain. “He faces treason, milady. In the fashion that befits him. You needn’t concern yourself with him any more because you’ll not be seeing him again.”


    “Why not just complete your mission—send me away to Sir Guy?”


    “Oh, no! I’d rather attend to your punishment right here where I can happily gloat.”


    He was hiding himself, but not well enough for Charlotte to be deceived. What he wasn’t saying was information for her glean. She had more friends in the castle than did he. Time. It was only a matter of time before she discovered the truth.


     


    d


     


    Some days later…


    With her flight into the forest with Sir Tristan, Charlotte had hopes that her appearances before the crowds of gawking, drunken men had finally finished; and that the days of her greatest abuses had been ended by the love of one good man. But that wasn’t true.


    After just two slight meals in six days, the famished, naked slave was brought from her tower chambers into one of Mountbane’s halls. Her arms were manacled behind her; her neck collared by an iron band, and her ankles were hobbled by shackles, attached by a short bar. Walking was nearly impossible. She would rather have crawled in slave fashion, but she was made to make the humiliating journey through the castle shuffling on foot.


    Having reached her destination, she stood in the middle of the room flanked by two other slaves who would be punished at the same time. They were no doubt there to make her less the centerpiece of this show. She wouldn’t have that kind of clout in Mountbane’s world again.


    “It will be a long night,” one of Mountbane’s hosts announced. Then turning to several attendants, he ordered, “Bring them down and bind these slaves until we’re ready to begin their abuse.”


    The instructions given, Charlotte and her two companions were commanded to the floor in poses where they were bound with rope. Driven to her knees, Mountbane’s wife was forced into the arch, the most grueling of Master Caius’ ten poses. Her hands were bound to her feet, and her head thrust back so that her collar was tied to the lower ropes. Just to keep the position feasible for some length of time, a strut was placed under her back. However, despite the small device, there was no comfort in this horror.


    At Charlotte’s left, one slave was trussed up belly down, her feet and hands tied together behind her. A loose end of that rope was attached to a winch above. With the rope pulled taut, the poor slave strained in the awkward pose just as Charlotte strained with her position. At Charlotte’s right, a third cowering slave was bound in the same way that Sir Tristan had ordered her in the hovel. On her back, her hips raised, her legs bent and tucked into her ass. These three were a startling trio of agony. And while they were a curiosity for some minutes of initial examination, they were soon ignored. Those attending this gathering went on to eat the heavy meal laid out before them while the slaves bore their agony and waited in silence.


     


    It was nearly forty-five minutes before the slaves had any relief from their awesome bondage. By that time, any torture would be better than the ones they had endured. Charlotte was the first to find her bonds loosened as three women, all directed by the Mistress Gwnyth, swarmed her. Once eased from her position she was pulled to her feet, Mountbane himself tugging her by the collar.


    “I give her to you, my dear woman,” he spoke directly to the haughty Gwnyth, “that you may seek your revenge for the horrors she’s perpetrated on your good name.”


    Did any slave have a right to a “good” name, the crowd and Charlotte would wonder? But for the punishment of this slave’s crimes, noblewomen can be made of slaves. In this case, Mountbane gave Tristan’s wife a good deal more than she’d earned. He didn’t give a wit for what she might have suffered for her husband’s infidelity—if she’d suffered at all. Nor was Mountbane inclined to give Gwnyth any real power. For this one night, however, he would give Charlotte to the malevolent bitch, knowing that a scorned woman could likely heap one priceless punishment on a deserving slave.


    “She is yours,” he said, as he gestured graciously. At that moment, the two were kin—one in spirit and desire, one in shrewdness and cunning skill.


    “Thank you, milord,” the woman replied graciously.


    For the occasion, Lady Gwnyth was dressed in britches—a most unusual sight in Ilusia. In black leather, she was a stunning picture of feminine power, from her high-laced boots, slim-fitting trousers, and a vest that hugged her waist and bosom like a cinch. Its deep cleft billowed with the flesh of her breasts, while the garment pinched her waist to the extreme. Each asset in the lady’s small but spectacular package was pronounced to such an amazing degree that there was not an eye that was not fixed on the breathtaking sight. One would wonder where she came on such attire. It was obvious that her normal clothes had hidden her generous endowments. But there was nothing hidden now, and she proved to be a most full-bodied woman.


    Adding to the amazing picture, the woman’s tiny hands were clothed in polished leather gloves. Gripping a sleek riding tawse in her fist, she revealed a substance akin to any dominant man’s.


    Gwnyth’s black hair was tied from her face, fixed in a bun high atop her head. Her brows appeared to arch more severely than usual, while the deep violet of her eyes looked like the beginnings of a winter storm. Her tiny mouth was painted red, pursed and grim.


    “I should just make you stay like this the night,” she spat out as the crop toyed with Charlotte’s exposed pubis. She pushed it at the splayed crotch until she heard the slave gasp, then she ripped the frayed end on the crest of Charlotte’s belly, bearing down gravely. With each strike, her aim descended until she was whipping hard on the slave’s swelling labia. Stopping abruptly, she turned to one of the male attendants, “Raise her, kind sir.”


    Two hefty fellows came forward and moved Mountbane’s wife to the top of a three-foot pedestal and bound her to a bar above. All could see her body quiver, and how her thighs were weak with fright and tension. Gwnyth moved closer, pressing her gloved fist to Charlotte’s cunt, and pushing several fingers inside. Working them for several moments, she then withdrew her hand, snarling, “She’s wet. Untie her arms. I want her fresh and relaxed for what she’ll endure from me tonight.”


    Removed from bondage, Charlotte could breathe a little easier, though she knew that her night would not be easy. If on the very basest level of her being, she didn’t derive some pleasure from these bizarre rituals, she might be inclined to faint away. But now, Gwnyth was correct, her body did enjoy the crudities. She let her mind go free; easier to let go than fight.


    The mistress was a fussy woman. Having worked in the baths for many months training slaves, she’d learned a craft uncommon to most Ilusian females. Her skill had been solely for sport since such things were not required or expected of her. In the process of her labors, however, she’d found that these strange rites with women excited her pussy more than she desired the hardness of a man’s cock. Whether her subjects derived any pleasure from her crude ministrations didn’t matter to her—in fact, she was equally as happy to have them cry for mercy as enjoy the attention. Taking this well-earned wisdom to Lady Charlotte’s punishment gave her an opportunity to show herself in a way that would be most pleasing for a woman who, an Ilusian slave herself, had been otherwise overlooked in Mountbane’s court.


    For the next fifteen minutes, while men were working the other two slaves, Gwnyth tied Charlotte’s body with rope, working thick hemp cords in figure eights about the slave’s breasts, torso and groin. Cutting into Charlotte’s skin, the tightly rigged contrivance altered her beauty in a remarkable fashion. Her breasts seemed pulled from her body and proudly vulnerable, with areoles and nipples turning a deep shade of purple in such severe captivity. Below, her labia were pulled wide to leave her bare cunt defenseless and wholly accessible for assault. And from behind, the expert working of the ropes made her ass end nearly as exposed as her front portal.


    Finally strung up by the manacles at her wrists, her feet were attached to distant ends of a bar, making the disgraced lady ready for Gwnyth’s revenge. Adjusting her to the appropriate height to suit her needs, the female bitch stepped back scowling happily.         After appraising her artwork for several seconds, she then laid into Charlotte’s flesh with the vile end of her tasseled riding crop. The attack came in volleys unleashed with unchecked fury; the extent of her beating going on until the mistress tired of the whipping.


    When the woman backed off for several seconds, both slave and mistress could rest; though there was little relaxation for the embattled slave. Charlotte needed to remain vigilant, keeping her mind fixed on the sensations lavished on her body. If she could focus on the whole of it, she could reach that moment of bliss she so treasured at such times. To have that would be Charlotte’s single vindication in the awful ordeal.


     


    Mistress Gwnyth, however, was not handling this punishment in the manner of a master. There would be no extended whipping—no rise and fall, nor ebb and flow, no delightful crest when her sexual desire would find that delicious peak of pheromones and body lust. Gwnyth’s planned torture was a distinctly feminine one—and one, yet, untried in the form she would desire for the Lady Charlotte. Being given such free reign with this shameful wife inspired her genius in ways that set her own body reeling with anticipation.


    Having welted the slave’s fair skin and heard her miserable cries, she was now bored with the banality of the act. Moving to her favorite abuse, she centered on the slave’s ripe vagina. Swathing one leather fist in Charlotte’s pussy juices, she slowly eased the whole of her hand into the woman’s opening. As was the rest of her petite form, Gwnyth’s fists were so tiny that without much effort her leather-gloved digits, knuckles and palm slid easily beyond the doorway. The bound slave gasped finding the center of her widened beyond limits she might have at one time placed upon herself. Sensation tore through her in fantastic waves. The thrust and beat of the invading hand made it seem as though she might swallow the whole woman inside her. When she could focus on sensation, she survived; when she focused on the fullness, she felt reconciled with the crudity. But when the Mistress began to tease her from behind, Charlotte began to panic. Gwnyth’s one hand was driven deeply into her cunt, so that her second hand could invade her ass.


    “Do it the easy way and relax, or bear down and feel the pain—it doesn’t matter to me, slut,” Gwnyth chided her. “Both of these will fit inside your whorish body and scour you out.”


    “Ah, milady, nooooooo!” Charlotte’s cry fell on deaf ears, and on a crowd more interested in seeing this abuse than worrying over the terror it might cause.


    Greased and ready with her second hand, Gwnyth began to open the back door, slowly easing first her fingers and then her entire hand up the channel. Inching her way into Charlotte’s interior, the mistress’s body swelled with delight while her pussy grew raw with desire the more she penetrated the slave’s spasming holes.


    The crowd about them cheered so their awful roar drowned Charlotte’s pleas for mercy. There was no mercy, there was only holding on. Forcing her body to relax, the defamed wife made her mind let go of the pain. Her muscles began to ease and her sphincter softened; and all the rings of flesh within her relaxed as the two fists began their fucking. The petite femme between her thighs was an adamant tigress with a skill for depravity that was only matched by the peerless mastery of Caius, Tristan and Mountbane himself. Her glee extended all about the room, mesmerizing even the Lord himself as the throng watched fascinated. Even Charlotte’s slave companions in this abuse were attentive to the scene when their masters stopped long enough to enjoy the sight themselves.


    “You’re going to cum, harlot,” Gwnyth roared at her like an angry cat.


    Charlotte couldn’t speak, but she could answer with her physical reply. So full now… something beyond her own body raged within her, as though she were in the midst of a thunderstorm and there was lightning all around … and hail on her insides … Everything thundered inside to the frenetic beat of Gwnyth’s rhythms.


    “Cum, you filthy whore, cum now!” she ordered.


    Could it be that Charlotte was inside the woman’s head? Inside her domain and lost to her own? Could it be that she’d heard the command, and knew to obey? That to disobey would cause her grievous consequences? Did she know all that and give up her cum? Or was she simply ready on her own; and taking herself into ecstasy was simply the natural thing to do? Charlotte might ponder these questions some days later when she thought back on the amazing moment. But she had no answers now, save one.


    “Cum whore!” Gwnyth spat out a second time.


    A second later, in answer to the demand, Charlotte bore down and climaxed… heart racing, body twisting, groin aflame. She came, and came again on Gwnyth’s fists until every bit of pleasured pain had passed, and her harridan mistress finally let her fists snake from the widened cavities.


    “I want her on her back face up,” the woman snarled. Her demand was answered as though she were at the helm of this small fiefdom. Two male attendants worked quickly, having the wasted slave as ordered lying on the dais. Charlotte was, in fact, glad for the reprieve from the exhausting physical tortures. Though her torso, breasts and groin were still bound with ropes, the tension of those ropes had loosened during the ordeal. She could now relax her shoulders and ease some of the devastation in her groin.


    Still, Charlotte was not yet finished for the night with one task left to perform.


    The commotion had died away and her wild orgasm ended, and a hush fell over the room. No one seemed to move. All eyes were focused on the mistress of the night. Gwnyth made them stare at her; something in her haughty manner bid them seek her out. Her cruel strut about the dais, the toss of her head, and the way her red mouth formed its seductive grimace suggested that her devious schemes had not seen their end. In truth, the woman was crawling with her own desire, revealing such anxiety about her physical body that the air was rife with curiosity.


    She stalked Charlotte, while the slave stared up at her, eyes transfixed. “You suck cunt, too?” she wondered. Unconsciously, the slave licked her lips, not knowing even then what she was revealing about herself. Pleased, Gwnyth stood over her, a foot on either side of her face, and stared down. “You’ll suck mine now, slave,” she told her. And, in a surprising turn of events, the slave-turned dominating bitch untied several tiny ties that held the two sides of her leather pants together. With these undone, front and back, she bent down crouching over Charlotte’s face, her pants pulled wide apart. With her naked body cleft in full view—pussy and ass rent wide, she gave her final order, “Finish me, whore, and do it well.”


    The sour sweet fragrance of femininity wafted into Charlotte’s face as Gwnyth’s pussy descended to the slave’s mouth. As commanded, Charlotte opened her lips and latching on to the swollen clitoris, she began to suck.


    Gwnyth moved out of the crouch, to her knees some seconds later, sitting squarely on the slave’s face, so her entire cleft could be vigorously worked.


    “Oooo, yess, yes, yes….” the mistress hissed, while her nails clawed at Charlotte’s hair. “Go to it, whore! Make me cum.”


    Awed, the silent crowd stood riveted on the scene as one leather-clad beauty with snow-white skin and a raven’s black hair wiggled her sex over her bound blonde slave. They watched the slave’s long tongue work its way inside the hole; and then witnessed how her cheeks sucked in as her mouth slurped Gwnyth’s rich cream. Finally, as the tension inside the mistress/bitch began to expand, the gathered numbers beheld the astonishing vision of these two locked body parts working to a frantic end. The mistress thrashed against her harlot, and then came with a body roar that would shake sleeping giants from their slumber.


    Gwnyth sat back on Charlotte’s chest when she was done.


    “Does that please you, sire?” she turned to ask Mountbane, as her voice ran with mockery.


    “Indeed,” he looked quite pleased. “I never realized you were such an inventive woman. I should have you do this to my wife daily.”


    “I’d be only too glad to accommodate you,” she replied.


    “I’m sure you would,” he agreed. “Now, come down. I may admire your vitality, kind woman, but I will allow no woman such command in my world.”


    Gwnyth pushed to her feet and moved off, still haughtily bearing her beautiful body with a poise no one would see from a woman in Ilusia again—or at least for some time.


    “That is too bad, kind sir,” she responded to his comment. “I assure you, you’ll miss a world of pleasure.”


    “So be it, then.”


    Not one spectator, not even Mountbane moved a muscle until the imperious leather-clad woman had left the room.


    “How do you feel now, my bride?” Mountbane addressed his wife as he gazed down at her blank face.


    “I am fine, sir,” she replied evenly. And this was the truth. At this moment, she didn’t give a fair farthing what the man said, or did with her. Despite this great degradation, she had her victory, her bliss. He couldn’t take that from her. No man, or mistress, or abuse could devastate her fully. It was in her character to love such surrender.


    These were Charlotte’s thoughts at the completion of her trial with Gwnyth. She knew she’d survived the moment well. Even bested by the mistress, she would not be broken. But then, she had not suffered her entire punishment.


    She should have been wary. Tuned as she was to her husband’s clever schemes, she should have known that this one evening would not be enough to assuage his rage and dispense with his revenge. But as she recovered from the whip, the fists, and the intense humiliation, she was much too weary to predict the further outcome. And even when it came, its cruelty was not immediately apparent.


  




  

    


     


     


    Chapter Thirteen


     


    Charlotte lay on her pallet in the tower room, letting thoughts of the evening before swim through her mind. Those that were pleasant she allowed to ripen inside her body where they raised her physical heat and brought on crashing climaxes. One orgasm after another, her body seemed insatiable. When she tired of her recollections, she remembered Tristan, finding her pleasure expanding again in a melancholy way as she thought of the lover now lost to her.


    Had Mountbane killed him? That would have been his method, but there was no way to determine his fate. Her best resource was to think of the absent Tristan and let his presence within her bring her pleasure—even though she’d never know the physical joy of him again. As much as she relished her thoughts of him, however, dwelling on Tristan could be a dangerous pastime. One minute her body would leap with joy, and then next, it would come crashing down in frightened tears.


    There was so little to live for in her tower room: no flowers and fragrance, no companionship, no Tristan, not hardly a bite of food. There was just the sex, her masturbations and her incessant sexual thoughts.


     


    Two days after the fisting contest, the tower door was opened by one of Mountbane’s many aides. Brusquely pulling her from bed, the boorish fellow led Charlotte from the room and deposited her in Mountbane’s chambers. Her husband was hosting a party of ten nobles—many of them guests from neighboring provinces.


    “Ah! There is my fair wife. How nice you look today!” Mountbane exclaimed.


    What kind of farce was this? she wondered silently. She must look ghastly, not having bathed in days. Charlotte listened to his mockery with a blank expression.


    “You know, my dear, I was just talking to my man, Grusio, here; and the topic of your last exhibition came up. I’d totally forgotten that you were still chained in the tower room. I do apologize.”


    She didn’t speak, knowing that anything she said would only be twisted into another taunting jest.


    “I wouldn’t think that living in that dank atmosphere would be the best for your health,” the man went on, “especially if we keep forgetting to feed you. But then, what to do with a wife who is so scandalously adulterous?” He waltzed about her nakedness, giving only scant notice to the voluptuous beauty that had so captured his attention in the past. “After corrupting my second in command, making him now worthless to me, how could I trust that you wouldn’t be fornicating with every nobleman’s dick that pleases you?”


    Charlotte looked at him smugly. “I thought you were sending me to Sir Guy?”


    “That I was. And I might yet. But, when I thought of what schemes I could devise to make you suffer… well, how could I not witness your anguish myself?”


    Charlotte’s heart began to cry before he even spelled out his latest punishment.


    He moved close, his face in hers, his breath mingling with her breath, his eyes forcing hers to acknowledge his. “Caius bring out the belt,” he said as he stared determinedly. He didn’t blink. Nor did she. “Give my wife back her chastity,” he ordered. “We’ll make a virgin of her again.” He sneered, delighted by his own wit, but then his face became utterly serious and his tone deadly. “You’ll be sexless, madam, for the remainder of your life. The only time you’ll be without this is to bathe once a month. And should you try any measures to alter this state, I will have your feminine body parts altered in such a way that there will be no life left in them. Sexless, madam. Sexless.”


    Charlotte shook her head, aghast.


    “I sense that your suffering will be endless,” her husband added.


    She waited silently, letting the gist of his message absorb in her brain, then finally blurted out passionately, “What have I done that deserves such misery?”


    He snarled again. “You pissed me off, lady. Simple as that. You should know by now that it doesn’t take much to turn my mind against anyone. It would be good, if your example will remind my flock that I am not the charming man I often appear to be. I am a sadist in the purest sense of the word. I cajole, I tease, I have a lovely wit. But in some things, I am unyielding. You had enough dick to keep your body satisfied, and still you fucked my aide behind my back.” While Mountbane spoke, Caius had been installing a chastity belt about Charlotte’s groin. “This, now,” Mountbane grabbed at the crotch piece of the device and shook it hard, “this bondage is my victory!”


    Charlotte could not stop her tears; though her tears would not give way to self-pity or shame. “Oh, my husband, I feel so sorry for you,” she said.


    “Sorry for me?”


    “Yes, you.”


    He’d been clearly in his prime, filled with puffed-up power and pride. But at his wife’s odd remark, his mockery and sneers fell flat. “How dare you!” he finally spit out when he could think of nothing else to say.”


    “I dare so easily,” she answered him. “You may take away my sexual response, you may strip me of my freedom, but you cannot take my feelings from me. Those are mine. You may control my body, but you cannot steal my thoughts.”


    “Good enough then. Have your feelings and enjoy your thoughts. I wonder how they’ll comfort you when your body roars, and in its tempest, you cannot reach the mark that brings you pleasure. Humph.”


    “I will abide, sir,” she replied.


    “Good.” He shook her off, shaken himself, but showing it little. No one in the room would understand his mood except Charlotte, and she was quickly returned to the tower.


     


    Charlotte spent the next month high inside the castle turret as though that might be her permanent home. However, the drafty and cavernous room was not suitable for the harshest months of winter. If she were to survive, she needed a room in the castle below.


    Mountbane, realizing that he could no longer keep her so imprisoned, had a room provided for her in the servant’s quarters. There, her life began to take on a routine that she hoped would grant her some peace. Other than the strict penalty she paid with her crotch so firmly harnessed, she was granted a good deal of freedom to move about the castle. As long as she stayed clear of her husband—which she took great pains to do—he seemed to forget her, and she could lead a life without his mocking presence. She dressed normally in simple clothes, spent some hours in the kitchens—not laboring as a slave, but happily preparing food along with the cooks. She embroidered linens, recalling the painstaking crafts that she’d dispensed with once coming to Ilusia. She gave herself to any activity that would keep her mind, heart and body away from the dangerous thoughts of love and lust and physical pleasure. She forbade herself to think of Tristan as he was the most dangerous of her mind’s musings. Having resolved not to let Mountbane’s punishment break her, Charlotte was determined to live her life without her passions—and perhaps, too, find some ease in it. After nearly four years of turmoil, she needed this enforced rest.


    Charlotte’s days were long to prevent even longer nights when her body roar might rise up and swiftly unsettle her fragile equilibrium. She worked herself until she tired each day, hoping to fall asleep as soon as her head fell to her pillow and her eyes closed.


    The only wrinkle in Charlotte’s resolve came during her first weeks. She was in the kitchens, seemingly lost in her labor of kneading loaves of bread when one young maid whispered in her ear, “You must have heard the rumor, Lady Charlotte.”


    “And what is that?” she asked. Gossip was common in scullery.


    “That Sir Tristan escaped.”


    Her entire body quickened at the very idea. “No, I had not. How so?” she asked.


    “It was said that his escape came early, in the first hours of his capture. While you were wrestled back to this castle, he was to be taken to a northern fortress and put to death. But Sir Tristan is too much a warrior to allow that.”


    “Indeed he is,” Charlotte agreed.


    “No one has seen him since, and there has been no word. Disappeared, utterly vanished off the face of the earth.”


    “And how did you come upon this information?” Charlotte wondered.


    The maid smiled shyly. “I have a friend,” she whispered sweetly.


    “Oh? And who is this fellow?”


    “Did I say he was a fellow?”


    “Your blush does, my dear.”


    “Yes, ma’am. He sometimes attends Lord Mountbane. Two weeks ago he overheard this conversation with one of the aides who’d captured your lover.”


    “Shush. I would advise you to watch what you hear and what you turn into gossip,” Charlotte warned her. “This castle isn’t safe for a wagging tongue.”


    “Yes, ma’am.”


    That night, Charlotte suffered as her thoughts rained with pictures of Sir Tristan. She shook them off only to have them return, and her body raged in anxious fits. In the morning, she determined her future path—resolved that she would not suffer like this again. She refused to live with thoughts of sex and must put an end to her fantasies. Should Tristan return to the province, he would be killed and there was no thought of her own escape. It could be no other way. What luck, that fate took hold their lives to split them apart, she brooded unhappily. For surely, fate would win.


     


    Five months into her celibate life, Charlotte found herself working industriously in the gardens one sunny afternoon. The season being so fair, she relished the fresh air and the labor both, for they seemed to have a more settling effect on her than anything she did inside the castle. As long as the weather held, she’d do as much as she could where she could breathe the free air and have it fill her lungs with the smells of earth.


    When she heard the sounds of someone’s voice calling her, she turned, but found no one. Hearing her named called again, she turned again, and then a third time with the same empty results. Was she going daft? A fourth time, Charlotte stared in the direction of the sound, peering into a thick hedge to see a form arise inside the briar.


    “Tristan!” she almost spoke aloud, but bit her tongue.


    “Shush,” he spoke as softly, covering his lips with a finger. A second later he seemed to make himself invisible, slipping deeper inside the hedge. Charlotte followed him with a circumspect glance around her, wondering if anyone had seen her suspicious move. But she was alone. Dropping to her knees, she began working the ground near the hedge with a small shovel while waiting to hear more from the man inside the thicket. “How have you fared, my darling,” she heard his voice again.


    “Not well, sir,” she whispered. Her heart was pounding so furiously she thought it would fly right from her chest. “And especially poorly now that you’re here,” she went on anxiously, trying not to stare his way.


    “And why would that be?” he wondered.


    “You have always been a scoundrel but never a foolish one. You are foolish now.”


    “Because I’m visiting you?”


    “Because you’re risking your life.” She stared at the ground as she spoke.


    “I could not allow you to think me dead or assume my love had died.”


    “It would be better if I did,” she said.


    “No, Charlotte. There are ways to bring us together.”


    He spoke with such certainty, but she didn’t feel it in herself. “Impossible.”


    “You’re here now, unwatched.”


    She shook her head, and taking a deep breath sought to make some sense of this event. “That is not true. Everyone watches. Everyone is Mountbane’s spy. We’ll be lucky if you’re not suddenly discovered in your hideaway and I’m not sent back to the tower.”


    “Can you leave the castle in the night?” he asked.


    “I would not attempt it. Especially because it would lead to you. I will not put you in danger, Tristan. I shouldn’t even say your name.”


    “I appreciate your faithfulness, woman, but I will take care of myself. I intend to have you. If not now, then soon. The scheme is in the works.”


    “No, no schemes, love. I don’t want you dead.” She spoke as adamantly as she could and still keep her voice hushed.


    “Tonight.”


    “Not tonight, never!”


    “Take a moonlit walk and meet with me on the dark side of the castle.”


    “Anywhere is dangerous.”


    “But less so there.”


    “I cannot have you sexually,” she added with tears starting to burn in her eyes, as she finally looked his way. “He’s bound me in a chastity belt—forever.”


    “Forever has no meaning now, milady.”


    “In this world it does.”


    “You are too dour. Meet with me tonight. It will be safe or we’ll die together. And then, what does it matter?”
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    There were passionate embraces and a thousand kisses, but no sex. There were promises from Tristan and a strangeness about him that Charlotte had never seen before. Gaining entry into his former world was a challenge the man relished, as though nurturing his power to execute this grand deception gave the nobleman a special satisfaction.


    He came to warn his Charlotte—to love her and remind her that life was not as hopeless as she feared. He wouldn’t rescue her, not yet. It would be far too dangerous for Tristan to travel through this climate with a woman, but he would effect her rescue—soon. He had come to give her hope.


     


    Much to Charlotte’s dismay, however, Sir Tristan’s visit only made her more melancholy. Worse yet, his appearance ignited her sexual passions at a moment when she believed they’d finally disappeared forever.


    Once he was gone, there was no way to pacify her body. Every night was misery, every day an endless memory of his touch, and the aroma of his body, and the look of darkness in his bold, black eyes. Her body ached with such passion that reckless thoughts and senseless schemes began to ferment in her now demented mind. They seemed to drive her mad until, impulsively, several weeks after the auspicious meeting she was driven to Lord Mountbane.


     


    “I give up, milord,” Charlotte came to her husband in the morning, after the last of a dozen restless nights. “I plead with you, my husband. Give me back my life.”


    Mountbane found her presence in his chambers bothersome. “I made my decree six months ago. I will never change my mind. Now get out of here.”


    The night whores in his bed were waking from their long night disgruntled by this woman’s talk.


    “No, sir, please, I implore you. Anything, anything to have my body back.”


    “Ooo, Mountbane, come here,” one sensuously slumbering woman rose on the bed to draw him back.


    “Ah, be done with you, bitches,” he snarled as he waved her off.


    The second woman pulled from bed, coming to the Lord and wrapping her body about his with her hand resting on the soft package of his scrotum. “Milord, we were just about to…”


    He shook her off. “Out of here, all of you!”


    “Husband, please,” Charlotte fell to her knees at his feet and looked up at him wantingly. “Hear me out, please.”


    “Get on!” he snapped. It wasn’t clear who he was yelling at, his whores or his wife. The two nymphs in his bed scampered out the door, tittering as they went. They had little reason to fear, but they could sense a fight was brewing and were not about to take the shock of it themselves. They left Lady Charlotte to fend for herself with the grim-faced man. “And why do you remain?” he smoldered, still disgruntled.


    “Because I must have you listen.”


    “And why would I do that?”


    “Because you once cared for me. Because we shared a great physical feast. It was only when our passions dwindled that I found comfort elsewhere, just as you did. Time was not a good companion in our union.”


    “Actually, I’ve rather enjoyed knowing that you suffered these months.”


    “But you have suffered, too. Look at you.”


    “How so?”


    “Your face, your brow. There is little mirth in you now. Even your mockery falls flat for lack of inspiration.” She eyed him somewhat cautiously thinking she might just be breaking down his grumpy exterior. “You have lost your wit, sir.”


    “Indeed not!”


    “Indeed so, sir. I only say this because of the melancholy that pours from you.”


    He scowled.


    “I know what passes—or doesn’t pass between us weighs heavily on you, despite what airs you adopt to cover your gloom. You may be the sadist that you claim, but you are also human. There is a spirit in you that seeks other things than the pursuit of this terror. I do believe it is so. Your face alone speaks so persuasively of your inner heart. Tell me it is not so.”


    He scowled still, but less offensively. Perhaps his mood was easing. He paced the room, obviously troubled now, then strode to her again as she sat meekly waiting for him to speak. “Perhaps you speak the truth.”


    Charlotte was surprised to hear these words, having expected that he’d deny her once again. Her heart gladdened, but she was cautious. “I believe I do,” she answered him. “Whip me if I lie, but if I am seeing what is true, there is something curious in your guise; something in your heart, perhaps?”


    “Yes. I think so,” he agreed more directly.


    “Then confess to me? Perhaps I can help you.”


    “Help me?” He nurtured the thought for some seconds while Charlotte watched the expression on his face transform from puzzlement to inspiration. “Yes, perhaps you can…” he paused, letting the thought settle, “and even earn what you so desire.”


    “How so, husband?”


    Mountbane stared at her while making his decision. She could see the conversation in his brain: how one side warred against such intimate disclosure, while the other demanded this revelation. To wait was miserable, and even if he were to divulge his secret, there was no certainty that it would mean any change in Charlotte’s life. Still, this was better news than anything she’d heard in months.


    “I aspire to win the heart of a woman,” Mountbane finally announced, almost as if he were embarrassed.


    “Ah, sir, and who is this woman?”


    “The maid Rosaura.”


    “She is the intended of Sir Leonas?”


    “Yes, she is. But I would have her.”


    “You can take her as you desire, sir. That is your right.”


    “Of course, but that is not what I want this time.”


    “Oh?”


    “I must throw him over but not so that she knows I’ve had a hand in it. And then, I want her loving me. Not forced as you were.” He scowled with a suddenly troubled look. “All that is jaded and meaningless. I want her to beg at my feet as you once did—and do now—not because she wants her freedom, or her lust, but because she loves me. Because she desires me with her whole being.”


    “Ah! Sir.”


    “I need your help.”


    Charlotte’s heart leapt excitedly. This was the first real chance for some release from the dreaded belt. “You would, perhaps, free me?”


    “If I had this woman, Charlotte, trust me, you would be gone—without your present chastity. You leave my province, I don’t care where you go.”


    “You are certain, sir?”


    “Only if I win in love.”


    “Then what shall I do?”


    “It seems feasible to first find a means to discredit Leonas in the sweet Rosaura’s eyes. And then, your second task will be to enlist her love for me. Put her eyes on mine, her heart, her mind focused on me. She is a sweet and innocent thing and simply needs to turn her face in my direction for me to woo her. With Leonas out of the way, I believe that can happen. I want her in Caius’ dungeon willingly trained as my consort and future bride.”


    “Your bride?”


    “Our divorce can be simply made, can it not?”


    “I assume so, if you’re the one to grant it.”


    He smiled. “So, how does this collusion fit with your sensibilities?”


    “It fares well. Leonas is no great man,” Charlotte rationalized. Yes, she thought the plan sound—even if it meant that she’d be consigned to moral treachery to be freed from her bondage. “I could tell Rosaura many things to turn her heart to you.” She paused. “Though it would be wise, sir, to demonstrate to her all that I report. Sometimes, the innocent have the most crafty intuition. They can spot a trick faster than the jaded sort like you and me.”


    “I’m sure. But in this case, there is no trickery in my affection for her. If she truly loved me, I cannot imagine knowing anything but love my life long.”


    “And you did not feel that way with me?”


    “No,” he answered simply. “Any more than you loved me.”


    “I see.” She rose to her feet like an equal in his eye. “My plans work fast. I can have Leonas far from sight in a short time. The winning of Rosaura, however, might take some time—and only after her heart mends from being broken.”


    “Then it is settled with me. I have my prize, you have your sex restored to you. But remember, this must be done in secret, and no hint of our plan should ever reach her ears.”


    “Of course,” she answered. “It is agreed.”


  




  

    


     


     


    Chapter Fourteen


     


    Charlotte waited in the garden in secret, behind a stone wall, which was covered by a thick mass of vines. Her two accomplices knew the spot well, and giggling, found their way into the lady’s confidence.


    “Jontile, Lena, shush!” Charlotte quieted their excitement.


    “Milady, why did you bring us here?” the bubbling Jontile asked.


    “I’ll tell you, but it must be kept a secret. On my life, you must trust me here.”


    “Please tell,” Lena implored her.


    “I have your word?”


    “You do indeed, ma’am,” she answered.


    “Yes, ma’am,” Jontile followed.


    “Well, it has come to my attention that Leonas has been unfaithful to his intended bride, Rosaura.”


    “Oh why, he’s a knave of the worst sort,” Jontile agreed. “He was fondling my ass just the other day, had me bent over a table in the pantry, poking his fat dick in my port. Humm, it was delicious, but I blushed the next time I saw Rosaura pining for him. You know she is still a virgin. And quite by choice, thinking that her intended husband is as pure as she is.”


    “Such innocence is rare in this realm,” Lena added. “After the boy vents his heart to her so passionately, he then turns to any cunt he can find to screw.”


    “That’s exactly what I’ve noted,” Charlotte maintained. “That is why he should be exposed to Rosaura so she can find a more worthy lover.”


    “At the very least one who is honest,” Lena declared.


    “That is my game,” Charlotte said.


    “Ooo, I do like this,” Jontile giggled.


    “Shush! You’ll give yourself away,” Charlotte admonished before proceeding. “For the next several days, my lovely flirts, the two of you will sneak off with the knave to some semi-private place where you will screw the man silly. You’ll have his dick so wrapped in a knot that he cannot withstand your entreaties. For several days, mind you. Then, you’ll leave him hanging for several more. These times you’ll put him off, but promise another tryst soon. When you finally strike this last time, I will have Rosaura in my confidence, and lead her straight to the place of your rendezvous where she’ll see her fiancé’s passions with her own eyes.”


    “Oh, I don’t know if I could break her heart this way,” the kind Jontile suddenly brooded.


    “Better you break it now as let her marry the man and find out what a true villain he is.”


    “I suppose so,” the flirt answered with a sigh, then she smiled coyly. “And it will be fun for the two of us to screw him. But why so many times?”


    “I want you seen by more than just our Rosaura, so that we can confirm the truth that Leonas has been a consistently devious man and not worthy of the love she showers on him.


    “Such a righteous plan, and so bold!” Lena suggested.


    “She requires a better man,” I said.


    “You have one in mind?” Jontile asked.


    “Perhaps. I know of several men better than this brute. If only her eyes can be moved away from this hapless oaf.”


     


    For the next three days, the two bawdy flirts seduced the randy Leonas in an obscure corner of the summer garden. Having first found him idly waiting for Rosaura to appear, they steered him away to their covert tryst, sidling up to his handsome body with such enticing movements that the poor man could not prevent himself from his present desire. His prick bloomed almost instantly—his youthful virility had taken its toll trying to remain faithful to the idea of his love’s virginity. It was certainly not the first time he’d been disloyal to Rosaura, but it was by all accounts one of the best. Not only did they lure his ready body, they confused his mind with wine and kept him occupied for nearly two hours.


    One a dark-skinned witch, the other of a lighter hue, the two danced for him and on each other. Their draped limbs and the plump jiggle of their breasts soon hypnotized him as they faced each other and rubbed skin against skin. As he stroked his ready cock, their mouths went down on each other’s privates. Lena parted Jontile’s cleft while the dark-haired slave was on hand and knees. Pressing her mouth to the fragrantly oiled openings, Lena’s tongue explored the delicious grooves, and drank from the heady tasting juices until her lips came up wet and her mouth sporting a lusty grin. While her fingers went on to satisfy the flirt, her eyes remained on Leonas drawing him into the act with her inviting expression of welcome.


    Soon, the man was too overcome to wait for their direct overtures, he was on their portal doors with his own tongue, pressing his mouth first at Lena’s center and then Jontile’s in turn. While he pleased them with a skillful tongue, the two turned as they could to jointly manipulate his scrotum with their hands and, in turn, swallow the length of his proud erection.


    Considering that this was supposed to be a secret meeting, he hardly kept his silence, raising cries that could be heard quite some distance from the hidden corner of the garden. At the first rendezvous, there were at least three persons who stumbled on the scene, and waited in the shadows to see who was fucking and how this copulation would develop.


    In the end, Leonas took both women, back and forth. Each was on their hands and knees, while the knave knelt behind them and stabbed his erection from one to the next as though he were unsure in which of the lovely beauties he wanted to deposit his seed. The final result revealed that both pairs of smooth ass cheeks were glistening with the deposit he smeared over their skin.


    “Ah! May we have you again tomorrow?” Jontile instilled the plan in his mind.


    “Fair ladies, I should not. You know I am betrothed to a most vital virgin.”


    “But she cannot fuck you if she’s a virgin! You’re not bound to such law, just she. It must be great to be a man in this world. Here we are—two misplaced sluts with no virtue at all,” Lena sighed as she denounced her unfortunate existence. “If we can just have the dregs of your passion, that is all that we need to survive.” Her eyes toyed with him flirtatiously. Then she lay back so her breasts moved erotically as she breathed in and out. Leonas could not help himself. He had to touch them again.


    “Ah, I will take you here again tomorrow,” he assured them both.


    “And we’ll keep your mystery to ourselves, sir,” Jontile said, as she moved his way. She crawled on hands and knees, pulling over his torso so that her pale brown breasts were pressed to his face.


    “Of course, yes,” he said panting, “keep this to yourself. There is no sense hurting my dear Rosaura.”


    “Oh, never!” Lena said, as she pulled the man back to her.


    He soon had both flirts groveling with him, their bodies writhing so that his erection was stiff again and he had to relieve himself inside Lena’s hot home.


     


    The next two days the trio met in their hideaway to grovel in the arms and privates of the other. Their muffled cries were often hard to disguise; and there were no less than six spying souls about the castle who were whispering about what they’d seen and heard take place in the hidden garden.


    When the flirts denied Leonas a fourth meeting, he was despondent, but agreed that it would be wise not to tempt fate—a fate already set in motion. Only the poor man could not stop now. Days later, he remained obsessed by the trysts and insisted—on pain of punishment—that the two nymphs join him for another lewd session. They finally agreed, knowing that the scoundrel would soon pay for his unfaithfulness.


     


    d


     


    Rosaura was one of few virgin maids in Mountbane’s realm who was not destined for the dungeons. Her father, Sir Ellemore, had made it clear that his youngest daughter would not be subjected to the trials most women in Ilusia were deigned to suffer. Because the poor man’s wife had died, and because he was a most sensible advisor to the court, and simply because Lord Mountbane himself found it rather novel to let this child’s destiny be ruled by her elder’s wishes and not his own, she escaped the intense education required of most young women. This put her in a category of her own, outside the laws of Ilusian nature. Of course, Rosaura knew the rudiments of humility just from living in her society. She was raised to be a compliant and humble young woman; and by her very nature, she was as submissive as a playful kitten—and a thousand times more lovely. Even so, her upbringing was guarded from the sexual extremes so abundant in her world, as if her father thought he might marry her to some prince or nobleman outside Ilusia.


    The fair beauty became known for her billowing hair, which in a pale chestnut cascade of curls shimmered far past her shoulders. As the sunlight danced through her locks, it glowed like an angel’s halo, gleaming with a soft and golden hue. Her eyes were wide and blue; her mouth dainty, a bare, pale pink; and her cheeks looked as though she brushed them with the tip of a red rose.


    Raised so far from the most brutish elements of her world, she was so wholly innocent and carefree that Rosaura was completely unconscious of her physical endowments and how well she moved inside her gently seductive shape. Early in her teenage years, her breasts had grown plentiful. As she matured into her late teens, her hips flowered naturally, a feature that only enhanced her small waist and the delicate but shapely limbs. As she became more visible about the castle, a hundred eyes of lewd-thinking men gazed at her enrapt by Rosaura’s ability to seduce and still maintain a quality of simple virtuousness. She seemed apart, different from other girls and the older women. Mountbane assured her father that no man would touch her without his permission. As she approached her nineteenth year she was as prime a female as Ilusia had produced in some years; though she remained ignorant of the carnal possibilities of her world and the expectations for its women.


    Falling in love with the rogue, Leonas, was like falling into a dream. Like so many dreams, this one was filled with fantasy and illusions that could hardly endure the reality of this vulgar realm. Still, the deception held for nearly a year while the randy son of one of Mountbane’s most randy noblemen privately courted the maid and won her undying affection. Their non-affair was kept a secret from the critical eye of her father—Rosaura thinking this was a naughty rebellious venture for a normally obedient woman. Leonas, himself, was quite itchy to get under the gentle maid’s skirt; though he was duly cautioned by Lord Mountbane to keep the courtship chaste until they were married. For a country used to reckless revelries, blatant debauchery and the sexual enslavement of women, this was quite a thing indeed.


    It was no wonder that Mountbane had his eyes on the prize himself; and once viewing the goods, found her chastity so rare and without blemish that he, too, fell in love.
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    Charlotte let the gossip about Leonas and the flirts filter through the kitchens, marketplace, and noble chambers of the Ilusian castle. She fanned the flames several times herself with odd comments sure to spark the interest of those well acquainted with the maid, Rosaura, and her discreet though not so private courtship with Leonas.


    A conniving Charlotte remained close to the girl so she’d know when the maid had finally heard the news herself. The older woman sensed the first signs of a gentle heart breaking.


    Two afternoons following the last tryst, Charlotte found Rosaura hurriedly on her way toward the market, a basket in her hand, tears in her eyes.


    “So despondent, miss,” she observed, catching up to Rosaura.


    “No, ma’am.”


    “But I feel it, and see tears in your eyes.”


    “I cannot hide them, but they do me little good.”


    “And what would they be about? Perhaps I could help in this difficulty.”


    Rosaura looked so terribly distraught, “Can you make a man mend his ways?” she was nearly consumed with grief.


    “Ah, that would be difficult,” Charlotte agreed. “So you have heard the gossip?”


    “Do you suppose it’s true?”


    “Have you asked Leonas?”


    “I haven’t the heart. I love him so. I’m afraid to know the truth.”


    “But wouldn’t it be better if you did?”


    “How so?”


    “I think it’s better to know the heart of a man than be deceived.”


    “Then perhaps I should ask.”


    Charlotte had changed the young woman’s path, so that instead of entering the marketplace, they were headed toward the castle gardens and the secluded place where she knew the flirts had taken Leonas for their fourth rendezvous. Before they even reached the hidden bower, the two women could hear the faint sound of female laughter.


    “Perhaps we should go elsewhere,” Charlotte suggested trying to steer Rosaura away.


    “No, I think I hear familiar voices,” the girl disagreed. “If my Leonas is here, there could be no better time than now to confront him.”


    What soon appeared before the two woman’s eyes was exactly as Charlotte had planned, and what the young maid feared most. The innocent virgin had expected some playful and flirtatious meeting of Leonas and his tarts. Instead, she turned the corner leading to the secluded alcove seeing Lena, Jontile and her fiancé fornicating in the buff. She stood some minutes with her face concealed by vines, peering into the scene as the pair of sluts were crouched over a reclining Leonas, stroking their brown and milk-white breasts against the man’s rising stalk. Then they alternately took his purple head deep in their mouths and sucked along the sinewy muscle of his shaft. Giggling, they changed places with the other woman moving to Leonas’ face where, straddling his head, she pressed her pussy to his mouth.


    Having been guarded from seeing such blatant lewdness, the shocked Rosaura seemed frozen and unable to move from the site. Even when Charlotte tugged her sleeve, she wouldn’t move. “My dear, you should not be seeing this,” Charlotte whispered.


    “Yes, but now I know.” She looked as though she were in a trance.


    “Then, it is enough.”


    “Surely,” she whispered absently. She still didn’t move.


    “Rosaura,” Charlotte said again, but the virgin wasn’t budging.


    She watched in awe as the man she loved beyond all others rose to his knees, and positioning the flirts so their fanny ends were facing him, took turns violating their lovely behinds. Not only did he scour their wet pussies; he took fingers, greasing them with spices and pressed them to their nether holes in preparation for a deeper dive in pleasure. One to the other and back again, between four holes, the beastly feast proceeded. All three were cawing and squawking like birds at dawn, far too lost in lust to care who might be hearing or peeping at their clandestine debauchery. Leonas climaxed with vigor, punching his enlivened member into Lena’s ass first. Then, even as he shot his cum, he turned away from her plump ass and stuffed his thing into Jontile’s channel for the finish.


    “Ah, you deflower me so,” Lena wilted limply to the bed looking like a droopy rose, while Jontile lay nearly in a faint. The nobleman, as exhausted as his sluts, sprawled between them with an expression on his face so serene and beautiful one would have thought he’d touched the hand of God in these two flowers of feminine witchcraft.


    “I must make this our last meeting,” he managed to whimper.


    “Oh, yes, it will be his last!” the despondent and angry Rosaura exclaimed from her hiding place. She gathered her skirts in her hands and turned away from the scene with indignation billowing as ruffled as the hem of her dress.


    “Please take care with yourself,” Charlotte followed her closely to comfort her grief.


    “How could I be so dense that I did not see his duplicity!” the girl mourned.


    “Men in this world are schooled for such things,” the older woman advised her. “Few ever pass the test of fidelity.”


    “But he swore to me!”


    “There are better men, Rosaura, I assure you.”


    “But this was the one I wanted!”


    “How true,” Charlotte agreed sadly before she continued their careful conversation. “My dear, you must see this for its virtue.”


    “Virtue! That was the most contemptible, damnable, disgusting thing I’ve ever seen!”


    How naïve, Charlotte mused to herself.  “But now the speculation is over. You have your freedom from this blackguard. Have you any idea how many men yearn for you?”


    Rosaura seemed immune to Charlotte’s consoling words, driving herself as fast as she could to her own home where she might repair her bruised feelings.


    “I will be laughed at!” she cried as she reached the market. Charlotte stayed on her heels.


    “But if you find another lover no one will laugh then—another, better lover. A man of some power, perhaps. And certainly more power than this foolish boy.”


    “I can’t think of that now,” she shook her head adamantly.


    “But you will. And I will counsel you.”


    “No. Not today, madam,” she shook her off.


    “Then tomorrow,” Charlotte pressed.


    Rosaura didn’t reply, but slipped inside her door and out of sight.


    The terrible deed was done.
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    “I’ve finished her, milord,” Charlotte announced in the quiet of her husband’s chambers.


    “And she desires me so quickly?


    “Not so quickly. She doesn’t even know you want her.”


    “Then what have you done?”


    “I’ve discredited and shamed her Leonas.”


    “A better candidate for that I’ve never seen.”


    “Perhaps, though, he seems like most men in this realm—raunchy, proud and ruthless.


    “I warn you to hold your tongue,” Mountbane warned.


    “My apologies, sir.”


    “Indeed. So, now you’ll turn her eyes to me.”


    “As soon as I can. No woman, slave or otherwise, can turn her affections hastily from one man to the next. It is a matter of the heart that you’re dealing with. We may perform things with our bodies and let them speak without consideration of what they are doing. But our hearts, they need their time. They need to heal hurt, and seal up grief, and mend enough when they are broken to allow another lover inside. If you want her heart, not just her body, you’ll be patient, sir.”


    “Ah! You disgust me,” he said shaking his head sadly.


    “I do?” Charlotte queried puzzled.


    “Women do.”


    “True. We are more difficult than slaves.”


    “And it seems that I’ll be plagued with them. What I’d give for an obedient slave,” he sighed.


    “You can have as many as you like, but they are not what you want,” Charlotte reminded him sweetly. Her report finished, she gave him a playful pat on the cheek and turned to leave. 


    “You will produce her in my bed, loving me!” he called to her.


    “Patience, Mountbane, patience,” she called back and then disappeared.
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    Charlotte found the maid next brooding in a castle hallway.


    “My dear, how are you today?” she asked her kindly.


    “Worse each day.”


    “And why is that?”


    “Because not only do I love Leonas, I now hate him as well.”


    “Ah, you must turn away from Leonas altogether.”


    “But how can I?”


    “Turn to another man.”


    “There are none who interest me, who are as handsome and charming.”


    “Oh, but there are—you simply need to look about you. Why I know of dozens who would declare their love for you.”


    “But I don’t want some foolish knave!”


    “I’m not speaking of knaves, but virile men.”


    Only now was the girl’s interest roused. “And who might they be?”


    “What kind would you like?”


    The maid considered a moment.


    “One who is constant, strong, determined—and very attractive.”


    “And you care about his fidelity?”


    “What is fidelity but a joke in this country? Just as long as he doesn’t lie. Most importantly, he must adore me.”


    Charlotte’s face lit seeing the conversation going exactly as she hoped.


    “Well, then, why not seek the most profound of all Ilusian men, Mountbane himself? I’ve even heard the lord raves about your beauty!”


    “He does?” she looked shocked.


    “Yes.”


    “But he is your husband,” Rosaura reminded her.


    “Yes, and we’ve been estranged for some months. Our marriage has hopelessly disintegrated.”


    “Then how would you know his fancy now?” Rosaura asked suspiciously.


    “In some matters I still have his ear. And, I know the man’s mind and cock very well. I can tell when he’s smitten.” She whispered this news quietly as though someone would overhear.


    “A Lord of Ilusia smitten by a woman! They use women, they don’t love them!”


    “But that doesn’t make them beyond love. They are human, strange as it seems. And they have feelings—though they might be hidden deeply.”


    “This is difficult to believe.”


    “You’re much too young to be so cynical.”


    “But Lord Mountbane?”


    “Yes, even he. And think what a fine man he is, what power, what handsomeness! He is the most ardent lover.”


    “And yet, he requires such submissiveness.”


    “In which there is such beauty,” Charlotte swooned.


    “I have yearned for these things,” Rosaura said with a shy blush.


    “Have you?” Yes, this was good.


    “I know the desire of my kinsmen, but I know so little. Father has kept me cloistered so I pant with need sometimes. I would have with Leonas… ”


    “And you’ll have much more than you would have had with Leonas when you have a man, not a boy.”


    “But can I make myself to Mountbane’s liking?”


    “You can learn. And the learning would be simple if you have the temperament for submission.”


    “I believe I do, though my father refused to let me think such things.”


    “Remember. The best men in Ilusia are lured by women willing to make slaves of their bodies. And how fine is that service. Imagine living in the bed of the finest master—Mountbane himself.”


    “I can’t even fathom the possibility.” Rosaura’s face was flushed with excitement and her body seeming to burn with the desire. “How would I begin to woo him?”


    “You have already with your ripe form,” Charlotte stared at her bosom deliberately so that the maid looked down, blushing still more as the woman appraised her voluptuous body.


    “This is what men see, isn’t it?” she said, seeing how proudly her breasts greeted the eye, beckoningly.


    “Often the very first thing,” Charlotte agreed. “Come, let me show you…”


    Charlotte led her through the castle corridors to her own room where there was a huge glass on the wall.


    “Let’s remove your dress.”


    “Now, Ma’am?”


    “You’ve been to the baths have you not?”


    “Only a very few times. Father did not approve.”


    “You have much to learn then.”


    The girl shook her head, “Oh, I don’t know about this. I should find some young lad who will be less a challenge. I can’t imagine that Mountbane would ever approve of me. And, truly, he scares me.”


    “All good sexual adventure is frightening,” Charlotte answered her. “That is what makes it such a passionate endeavor. Let me teach you.” Charlotte went about dislodging the dress from Rosaura’s body, pulling her out of the sleeves and letting the light fabric fall to the floor. Then standing her before the glass, the older woman stood behind the maid, herself admiring the virgin’s fine form.


    “Mountbane loves virgins,” she said as the two looked in the glass together.


    The vision of Rosaura’s body was even more breathtaking in the nude. The flawless perfection of her skin, the rosy tone, the firmness of her flat belly and how it undulated in its excitement. Tremors of lust tripped through her in gentle waves, seeming to build the more she viewed herself.


    “I’ve never seen myself so much a woman,” she said, though she looked quite mesmerized now by the body before her.


    Charlotte reached around her gently touching her skin. She ran her palm lightly over the silky surface and then more desirously as she reached her breasts, spreading her fingers over the mounds and offering them a gentle squeeze.


    Rosaura gasped. “My body quakes.”


    “Indeed it does.”


    “It burns, madam.”


    “As it should.”


    Taking a nipple between her fingers, Charlotte pinched the rising bud until she saw the wince on Rosaura’s face. Then slowly caressing her way along the meandering curves of the virgin’s body, she finally cupped her hand over the untried pubis and squeezed that, too.


    “Ah! ah, ah ah!” the girl emitted short, choppy breaths of air, sucking her desire inside her.


    “Relax, Rosaura,” Charlotte purred in her ear as the girl’s head fell back on her shoulder. Charlotte slipped a finger into Rosaura’s wet in-between, identifying her hidden clitoris. Squeezing that, too, the older siren watched as a delightful tremor of lust made the virgin’s body quake.


    The excited young woman was amazed by her lack of restraint. “Oh, yes, please, more of that …” she purred, “yes, yes, yes……” She was spasming frantically, her body thrashing against Charlotte as she grasped her crotch, her hands over Charlotte’s hand as though she could contain the sharp clenching inside her cumming cunt. A stream of fragrant juice spilled from the opening, swathing both their hands with the orgasmic brew. Then, the two fell away toward Charlotte’s bed and lay down together to repair.


    “I have never,” the naked Rosaura exclaimed breathlessly.


    “Of course not,” Charlotte shushed her kindly. “This is the heart of your womanliness… what you experience from here will only be enhanced by the service you render your lover—whoever he is, and the efforts he takes to see that you are physically pleased.”


    “But what of the pain? I have heard that there can be terrible punishments.”


    “Some things do feel like punishment, but much of what is considered barbed and torturous is, to me, as fine a heaven as lying on a bed of rose petals. When your body is as alive as it is now, all manner of stimulation only makes it aspire to more. Your pleasure rides such beautiful waves of intensity. Don’t think of your fears or worry of pain—just follow the thread of your physical need to its end and you’ll enjoy such satisfaction that you’ll wonder why you gave yourself so fully to your virginity.” Charlotte pressed her palm to Rosaura’s vulva again, feeling another wave of physical sensation building there.


    “This is true?” The girl still seemed skeptical


    “It is. I swear. I came to Ilusia against my will and yet, I found this the one truth that has not failed me since I became part of this world. I still relish my surrender. And you, who have been part of this place all your life, cannot possibly escape its joys. You wouldn’t want to deny yourself.”


    “No. I want to deny nothing.”


    Charlotte could only smile hearing these thoughts pour from the gentle virgin. It seemed that her own freedom was within her grasp. Keep on, she told herself. Keep on.


    The two lay languishing in their silence for sometime until Charlotte finally rose from the bed. She would have liked to spend her afternoon making love to this innocent temptress, but this was not her duty. She needed to remain fixed on the outcome she desired and not become too taken by other appetites.


    “My lady Charlotte, you have turned my mind so wholly. My entire being has been so opened to my need… but where do I take it now? How do I learn the requirements for loving a man like Mountbane?” She was rising to her feet, still self-conscious of her nakedness, and now groping the floor to retrieve her clothes.


    “The prescription is very simple. You will have to face the trials in an Ilusian dungeon—better sooner than later. You’ll want Caius in the castle dungeon. I assure you he is the best of training masters. He and his slave, Loria, trained me.”


    “I simply offer myself to him?”


    “Oh, heavens no!” Charlotte exclaimed. “You go to Mountbane and ask his permission. Since you have no husband, master or fiancé now—and your father would certainly not approve—Mountbane would have to sponsor your indoctrination and the exercises. This could be very good—especially if you set your heart on him.”


    “But then he’d know my own heart?”


    “And why shouldn’t he?”


    “I fear giving too much away,” she offered with a coquettish smirk.


    “Give nothing away, dear, but your body. Oh, your mind, your heart and feelings will soon follow your flesh and bones into the dungeon rites, but you can guard against revealing all of your cravings. And I assure you, if Mountbane truly desires you, there is no better place for you to seduce him. He relishes highborn women on their knees, and then in the poses you will learn. Give him half as much in desire as you exposed today, you’re bound to have the results you wish.”


    “I’m not sure what I wish for my future,” Rosaura sighed as though this was much too complicated.


    “You desire love, my dear, and the surrender of your body to its passions.”


    Rosaura smiled.


    What a fine prize she would be in Mountbane’s treasure chest, Charlotte mused to herself. Certainly, the girl would be a more compliant slave than she ever was. The Lord had once said that he wanted Charlotte’s fiery spirit; but he lied. He wanted a doting princess like this virgin would become. He required that Ilusian attribute of women that made them accept their fate with grace and not a rancorous spirit.
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    “She will come to you, milord, and ask permission to be trained in Caius’ dungeon,” Charlotte spoke to her husband candidly as they strolled the west portico that evening.


    The man smiled. “You’ve done well.”


    “And I am not finished,” she said.


    “You like this task, I see?”


    “I’ll do it well because I want my release. But, yes, I do find myself enthralled by the prospect of training this virgin for your service. It inspires me.”


    “You’re inspired? How fine for you. But not until I’m poised with the prize ready to be initiated into my world as my new wife will you be freed.”


    “Are you sure you want another wife?”


    “It gives me greater reign.”


    “No one has greater reign than you.”


    “I like the title husband, then. It doesn’t matter to you. It’s what I want.”


    “Then, of course, proceed.”


    “Bring the virgin to me,” Mountbane said, “and we will.”


    Charlotte nodded and went her way. She thought the morning would be the best hour to advance the plot and so she waited until then.


  




  

    


     


     


    Chapter Fifteen


     


    In the dungeon now, the Lady Charlotte found herself surprisingly comfortable in an atmosphere that had been so filled with anxious musings and tremendous pain—and, of course, overwhelming bodily delights. She gazed on the cowering young virgin on the floor and smiled to herself knowing what terror faced her. Charlotte envied her. As horrible as her first months had been in Ilusia, those hours at the mercy of the ruthless Caius were her first moments of sexual ecstasy. She’d received the most amazing physical gifts. And then the wedding, that fine, fine feast of debauchery and perversion. It could not be surpassed… it was there she first made love to Sir Tristan. As Charlotte settled on the picture of the man, her body burned again. She tried to push the thought away, but it was just too present with her to disappear.


    Still, no relief from her required chastity, she would have to guard against too much stimulation in this task. She could not afford more nights of sexual misery. She hoped that a few labors as an attendant mistress in the dungeon might placate her needs; but thoughts of Tristan would not do. This undertaking must be made without his remembrance. No, she’d keep her mind fixed to her purpose, on the fledgling submissive, Rosaura, who now knelt so sweetly, with such trembling and such innocence. Her virgin body would soon be torn apart—and before that—her virgin mind would be wasted. She would learn of the bizarre and twisted paths of her country’s darkest secrets.


    It had been a fine ceremony, Charlotte thought, as she reminisced about the brief moments between Rosaura and Mountbane earlier that day. Of course, it had been a shock to the girl coming before the ruler and making her hesitant request. Her body quavered and she was nearly in tears.


    “What is it you desire?” Mountbane had asked her while pouring out all the verve of his most domineering mien. Had this been too much? Charlotte wondered at the time. Still, Rosaura remained firm in her conviction.


    “I wish to be trained in your dungeon,” she’d said sweetly.


    Up to that point Mountbane had no verification of Charlotte’s success, and this nearly made him smile with glee. He did, however, keep his poise.


    “For what purpose?” he asked the girl.


    “So I might better serve an Ilusian husband.”


    “You are wise to seek this instruction. But what of your father?”


    “He will not approve.”


    “And would it be wise to dishonor one of my finest nobles?”


    “I respect my father and yet he is shallow in his thinking. There is no way that he can protect me from my homeland and its practices forever. No man in Ilusia wants a comely but untried, untrained wife.”


    Ah! She was far more than comely, the Lord was thinking—so Charlotte presumed as she listened on. “That is true,” he agreed. “Should I speak with your father on your behalf?”


    “If it pleases you.”


    “And are you truly ready to withstand the rigors and punishments this entails?”


    “I must be ready. I can’t let my life slide by denying myself half of what I desire. I have already, foolishly, allowed myself to be lured into a woefully lacking love.”


    “Then so be it,” Mountbane announced dryly. Though Charlotte could see that Mountbane was holding back his own desire, she also witnessed the shuddering sweep of satisfaction that was so manifest in Rosaura as she took in the commanding presence of this man. She’d felt that satisfaction, too—but it had lied to her of many things, distorting the nature of Ilusian love, making her hope that this lust had real affection behind it.


    In this case, however, she had to consider Rosaura. She was Ilusian by birth, and she felt her submissive birthright in her bones. Perhaps, unlike herself, Rosaura would not fall prey to the same miseries that plagued a noble-born woman from a land across the borders. Then too, as Mountbane suggested, there was something quite different about this possible coupling—most notably her husband’s surprising appetite for the girl. He was smitten, truly smitten.


    It was not for Charlotte to predict outcomes. Her task was simple and she was on with it determined to win her freedom.


     


    Charlotte waited herself, now, standing beside Loria as Caius circled the virgin and made his plans. “She knows her place,” Caius remarked seeing Rosaura’s surrendering essence in her untrained but wholly submissive pose. “She’ll be much easier than you were,” he declared to Charlotte.


    “I’m sure, sir,” she agreed.


    “You’ll whip her first,” he announced.


    “So soon?”


    Caius stared at Charlotte with a steely eye, the first such glance she’d seen from the dungeon-master in many months. Their paths rarely crossed except for those few times in the last year when Mountbane sent her to be flogged. However, that hadn’t happened in nearly five months since Mountbane had given her up to the chastity belt.


    “Do I need to retrain you before I train her?” he asked.


    “No, sir,” Charlotte said stepping forward. She was no Gwnyth, and was unaccustomed to the procedures or feelings of command. It felt almost unholy taking the whip from Caius’ hand and circling the young maid. But she would take on the task. “Stand,” she ordered.


    The girl rose. Her tears were so sweet that Charlotte wanted to take her in her arms, not abuse her body, but the command had been given.


    “Please assist me, Loria,” she turned to Caius’ slave with the gentle order.


    Soundlessly, Loria came forward and took Rosaura’s hands in hers, wrapping them with leather. Seeing the girl naked, Charlotte had to wonder why this young maid had balked so little when she was forced to disrobe. That had been the worst of Charlotte’s initial trials, but then, of course, this virgin was a different sort of woman. She was self-conscious, yes, but she had not uttered one word of protest. Only now, she seemed distressed as she faced the first torment.


    Strung to the ceiling, the splendor of her body was only enhanced by the extreme posture. Her hips seemed more voluptuous, her breasts—though drawn up—appeared more fully rounded. To attest to the desire that was building in her body, both nipples were now engorged and purple—either the chill or desire turning them into buds that demanded tongue and teeth to suckle them.


    In time, in time, Charlotte thought to herself. This may require more restraint than she believed possible.


    Discovering the virgin’s beautiful backside, Charlotte admired how the line of Rosaura’s body moved so flowingly from shoulders to her clipped waist, only to swell into two fine cheeks of flesh. Charlotte began there, first whisking the whip along the skin; and then with a little more bravery, she began spanking the talons against the reddening flesh. A dozen, two dozen on her ass, then more strikes yet on her back. This whip was more sensuous than biting, but it allowed her skin to burn and the submissive to feel her first taste of a lash.


    “Heavier!” Caius ordered.


    Charlotte struck more fiercely and the girl began to cry—to even beg. Her tears were flowing, but so was the juice between her thighs.


    Such strange desire flowed through the Lady Charlotte as she wielded the whip against the girl. How could this happen? Were these feelings a product of her unsatisfied lust? Or was it just the uniqueness of this venture that caused her body to flush with sexual desire? Charlotte wasn’t given time to figure out the full truth, however. Just as she was getting into her rhythm, Caius called for her to stop. Breathing heavily from the task, curiously winded and weary, she handed the implement to the master; and then stepped back. She watched the remainder of the scene as Caius ordered Lorio to eat away at the girl’s virgin snatch, while he continued to mount an offense against what little pride remained in her yielding flesh.


    Rosaura took a savage and yet sensuous beating. Much like Charlotte’s first, it lulled the girl into expectations of even greater carnal thrills by such devices. She would learn soon, however, that all whips would not bite as sweetly as this one, or be brandished with such finesse. All such devices would not be designed to demonstrate her pleasure. Charlotte did imagine that this sinless child of Ilusia would not require the kind of punishment that she had in order to win her complete surrender and have her properly trained for the life she would lead.


    As the whipping ended, Loria remained at the center of the young woman’s female crest, bringing her to the summit of her first powerful orgasm under such restraints. Once freed from bondage, Rosaura slumped limply to the ground.


     


    In the days that followed, it was Lady Charlotte’s task to demonstrate the poses of submission for the dungeon’s newest initiate. The lady marveled at how easily Rosaura seemed to understand each position and the attitude required of her.


    One afternoon, Charlotte was startled to see Mountbane enter the dungeon for an inspection.


    “Present my slaves, Caius.”


    “Yes, milord.”


    The dungeon master had little to do but wave his hand and all of his uncaged slaves scampered to toe an imaginary line before their high lord. Lorio, Charlotte and Rosaura joined five others in the pose of inspection, standing with their hands clasped behind their heads, their eyes meekly downcast.


    “What this? Clothes?” he spewed derisively as he came to Lady Charlotte. He pinched her chin and sneered into her face. “Take them off.”


    “Yes, sir,” she answered. While Mountbane watched with his most critical gaze, she swiftly disrobed. Once naked as her sister slaves—except for the chastity belt—she took her place beside the others, hands gripped behind her neck. Her proud breasts stood out, heaving erotically—nipples erect.


    “That’s better. While you serve in my dungeon, you’ll serve as a slave. Caius, a collar!”


    A thick iron neckband appeared, quickly snapped about Charlotte’s throat.


    “Even better,” Mountbane jibed. “Now come forward.”


    Maintaining her pose, Charlotte took three steps toward her husband and stopped.


    “This, slaves,” he said pointing to the chastity harness, “is what the price of disobedience will cost you. There is no sexual satisfaction for a slave who does not adhere to the discipline you learn here. The Lady Charlotte knows the pain of being denied.” He sneered, and then reaching for a key attached to his belt, he unlocked the belt and threw it to the side. Gripping Charlotte’s pubis in his fist, he shook the vulva noting how the humbled woman gasped. A fire of climax would rip through her with just seconds of such play, but Mountbane had no intention of allowing her to cum. His decree still in force, the beastly blackguard teased the untouched folds of Charlotte’s flesh until her body nearly erupted. Just before the first spasms hit, however, he stopped, withdrew his hand and left her haunted by the ending he refused to give her. Plaguing her with this monstrous torture, he denied her three times more. Her eyes swam with anxious tears, and her lips moistened as did her pussy. She was hard-pressed to maintain her pose with so much energy flowing through her needy body. Every muscle in her trembled, every vein was primed for a crashing finish. But the man was adept at such cruel devices; and knowing this woman well, he denied her once again.


    Charlotte might have begged if it had been the two of them alone in the room; but such a breach of slave etiquette before the other slaves would only bring down a more wrathful punishment, and surely jeopardize her dream of freedom.


    “Now, give her back the belt.”  Mountbane stood before her while Loria obeyed the command. Speaking directly into Charlotte’s face, he laid on his last insult, “We wouldn’t want your body to grow cold now, would we? Then, this purgatory would be no punishment at all.”


    “No, milord,” she whispered.


    “So, tell me,” he changed his mood to one far more sunny. “How is our fair virgin?”


    “She learns quickly, sir,” Charlotte replied.


    “And when can I see her?”


    “At your leisure.”


    “Caius, you agree? Is this new slave ready for her service to my realm?”


    “Being yet a virgin, she is yet untried in her sexual duties, but she knows the meaning of surrender. I have little more to teach her.”


    Mountbane nodded happily, and nodding to the dungeon master, he left.
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    Some days later Charlotte and Rosaura left the dungeon. It had taken just a few short weeks to have the girl ready for Mountbane.


    “So, wife, I must woo the woman,” Mountbane said as he caught up with Charlotte. She was making her way to the market on a mission for the castle cook.


    “It would have been better had she not seen the way you punished me,” she replied.


    “Did she take offense?”


    “She has a sensitive spirit and is quite fond of me.”


    “Perhaps so, but she needs to toughen her spirit,” he charged defensively. “This is not an easy place for gentle souls. She must learn to bear a simple remonstration without flinching.”


    “That was hardly simple, sir!”


    “And how’s that? I didn’t lay a harmful finger on your body.”


    “But your wrath for me was undisguised. Your cruelty burgeoned.”


    “And she must understand that, too.”


    “I thought this venture was about caring—about love? Wasn’t that what motivated you to woo her in the first place?”


    “And my desire for her has not waned. In fact, it’s grown so that I can hardly have a whore or harpy, I’m so intent on having her.”


    “Then be nice to her, treat her with kindness, woo her with gentleness. Have her to supper, send her flowers, feed her candies one by one, and follow them with a kiss to her mouth. Torture her with feathers and listen to her heart.”


    “She doesn’t like the harsher means of love?”


    “She loves that, too. But she wants a man who knows her heart as well as he can predict the sexual tremors in her body. Command her, yes. Insist, rule, instruct and discipline, but let her see what power you have for kindness, what great skill you have at sexual seduction. Instead of exposing your vengeful nature, drag up the softer one from the depths where it’s so well hidden in the bowels of your being. Woo her with that.”


    “You mock me woman,” he said. His eyes lit sharply.


    “And you don’t really care if I do,” she answered with a smiling sigh.


    “Humph. Too bad I tired of you. You might have been a good one to grow old with,” he retorted.


    “Should I think that a compliment?”


    “Perhaps.” They strolled on, appearing more civil than they had been to each other in some time. “I’ll be on with wooing my new bride,” he told her.


    “And perhaps seeing to your divorce.”


    “That happens as soon as I decree it,” he laughed, and then pressed on to other places while Charlotte proceeded toward the market.


     


    It appeared that despite the vileness Rosaura witnessed from the Lord Mountbane, she was enamored by his every word and gesture.


    The man was not skilled in wooing from the gentler side of his nature, but that didn’t matter. Even when he was brusque, the poor virgin quaked with desire for him. His flowers, his kindness, a late night supper, and a stroll under a moonlit sky were awkward; and yet beside his whimsical torture of her body, they fanned her increasing desires.


    “I don’t know how long I can last,” she poured out passionately to Lady Charlotte. “And yet, I feel so strange being attended by this married man.”


    “We are not married, Rosaura. Perhaps there is still some document that binds us, but as soon as the scrap is found, Mountbane will rip it up and throw it in the fire.”


    “And what will happen to you?”


    “Hopefully, I’ll be gone from here… somewhere where my body can breathe again and I’ll feel safe.”


    “I feel so safe I couldn’t imagine being anywhere else.”


    “We’re very different women,” Charlotte assured her.
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    It was much too late at night to be torn from bed for any simple reason. When Charlotte felt her body shaken by the maid, it took some several minutes before her conscious mind finally took charge. Her eyes were heavy, her body languishing in a restful sleep. Why would anyone need her at this hour?


    “Mistress, you need to rise.”


    “I need to sleep,” she said.


    “No, please, you must come.”


    “Is there a fire?”


    “No, ma’am, Mountbane wants you.”


    “Then it might as well be a fire,” she said scornfully. She tried to pull herself from bed and seemed hardly able to lift herself by her own power. The maid gave her a tug and she was on her feet.


    “Your traveling clothes,” the young woman added.


    “My traveling clothes?” The shock of that order awakened her more.


    “He said to tell you there is an important mission that requires your obedient service.”


    “A mission?” She was suspicious but unthinkingly compliant as she’d been trained to be. If she’d been thinking clearly, she might have questioned this “mission” more. Regardless, she would have donned her traveling clothes and presented herself to Mountbane at this ungodly hour.


     


    “Sir, what could possibly…” she started to speak as she entered his chambers but was abruptly halted by the sight of several men—also in traveling clothes—present with her husband. Each one stared at her with narrowed eyes and scowling faces.


    “They are Sir Guy of Baudaire’s fellows. You’ll be attended by them on your way to your new home.”


    “What!”


    “When you’re there, your chastity will be revoked, if that pleases your new owner. Just as we agreed, you’ll have your sexual life restored.”


    “No! This is not what we agreed!”


    “Oh?”


    “No, milord,” she was on her knees at his feet, kissing them frantically—when in recent months just the thought of kissing any man’s feet, especially this one’s, left a sour taste in her mouth. She pulled up on her knees, imploring him with her tear-filled eyes. “Please, I cannot serve another master. Just give me my freedom and I’ll slip away on my own. Oh, please….”


    “I want you out of Ilusia.”


    “Then escort me to the border; send me back to my homeland. On my honor, I will promise never to return. I have no desire to.”


    Mountbane looked at her, scornfully saying, “I’ve made other plans for you. Our divorce is done, but I still own you. You are a slave—and for your heritage, training and adept skill in making love you bring too much a price to let you disappear.”


    “For your increasing kindness… as a practice for your new nature … in order that you enjoy the love you feel… because Rosaura would delight in such tenderness… because you once had some affection for me, please sir? ”


    “I’m not that sentimental, not yet,” he answered swiftly. “You’ll have your sex just as I agreed, that’s all I’ll give. He may be older and a little grey, but Sir Guy is a horny man who will give you plenty of satisfaction. And, the kind you like best.”


    “You know this man?”


    “Never seen him. But I hear tales that he is quite a sadistic brute with bondage and lash.” He smiled, turned away, and finished quickly. “Take her gentlemen. And give this purse to your master when she is presented. Guard it well, it contains the key to her belt. You may return the purse with the remainder of my tribute.”


    The fellows nodded, two of them lifting Charlotte to her feet and dragging her from the room.


  




  

    


     


     


    Chapter Sixteen


     


    It was to be Rosaura’s wedding day. Charlotte knew her time in Ilusia was at its end, but had not expected this brusque move. She’d hoped to witness the nuptials from some hidden corner of the castle. She would relish seeing the young maid taken by Mountbane’s rude erection, hearing her cries, and enjoying the physical feast that would follow. She imagined that this wedding would not be quite the free-for-all that hers had been. Mountbane, despite this latest villainy with her, had kept his bride-to-be guarded from the scorn and mockery that so often accompanied his scenes of sexual pleasure. It had been suggested that his bride would not be shared except by a few nobles—and just so the rites would be legitimate—and the fair virgin would understand her humble place in her husband’s world. Charlotte had envied her, her sweetness. She counseled and schooled both bride and groom—they both required her ear on ways to secure their relationship. This seemed strange since Charlotte had never known the kind of love they sought to have—except for her brief affair with Tristan.


    Charlotte’s melancholy had been strong some days as she gave her wise advice, wishing she could practice these sensible things herself with the man she loved.


    She pined for him to no avail, often forgetting the vow she’d made to stall her sexual feelings. Some nights she’d spent awake, her body burning for what it could not have. Her mind joined that torment, seeking the picture of Tristan’s face. Sometimes she failed to remember how he looked. Her memory was a blur.


    Now, ripped away from her life and on her way out of Ilusia, she was more despondent than ever.


     


    It took several days before the party of six, five men and one silent, sullen woman, stopped in their safe harbor. Charlotte was initially surprised by Sir Guy’s odd home. They’d been winding their way through a dank forest for two days, each day Charlotte thinking that the sun and sky had escaped them. Finally, they reached a small clearing where the woods gave way to a gentle meadow with a brook running through grasses. They’d reached their destination—a well built, but small mountain stronghold made entirely of stone.


    “This is the man’s home?” she spat aloud to her companions. She’d hardly spoken a word since they began the trek, only what was necessary. She wasn’t sure she’d ever speak again, since there was nothing left for her heart to dwell on, nothing in her mind. Charlotte dwelled on emptiness, letting her spirit leave her. Why bother with passion, love, or even hope?


    “This is your master’s mountain fortress,” one man said.


    “And not his home?”


    “This is where you will stay until he receives you,” was all the answer she got.


    Fine, she thought to herself. The land was pleasant enough; the meadow quite lovely in fact. She could peer out from a window, if that were allowed, and feel the sun.


    This secluded retreat was plainly furnished with simple rooms: a kitchen, greeting room, bedchambers and a dining hall. The dank interior gave her chills: the few tapestries seemed gruesome with clearly depicted hunting scenes she would find a horror to gaze on. Immediately taken to a bedchamber, she was locked inside. Another prison—what more could she expect? She liked the sparseness, she decided. With her best desires dead, she had no passion, or desire for ornamentation.
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    On the third day in the forest castle, Charlotte was taken from her room just as the sky outside was beginning to darken. The smell, even feel of the sultry evening hour was in her bones. The chastity belt had still not been taken from her, but that mattered little since her body seemed to follow her mind’s dreary and listless path.


    “Where are you taking me?” she asked the men who held her arms with a firm grip she was not unaccustomed to as a slave.


    “To your new master,” he replied.


    “Ah, at last.” There was just a trickle of desire surging in her belly though it was far from the great bodily roar she’d once known.


    On entering the most homey of the castle’s barren rooms, she was warmed by the sight and feel of a roaring fire, which quickly took away the drafty chill that was settling in her bones. She noted a master’s upholstered, gilded chair, a finely carved table laid with a full meal, and a second table with several implements of sexual ravishment ready to be used.


    One of the men beside her reached for a blindfold from that table, and turning her around, placed it over her eyes and tied it tightly in place.


    “Have you been blindfolded before?” he asked.


    “Only a few times, sir.”


    “Your master finds that it stimulates sexual desire,” he informed her.


    Charlotte wished she could disagree, but she found her body instantly replying to this simple contrivance, her cunt quickly seeking the sensation that had been denied her for some time. And yet, she was afraid to let the feelings build—afraid that, as with Mountbane in recent months, she’d be taken to the pinnacle of her lust only to have her finish ripped away.


    Those attending her began to remove her clothes… an act that seemed much easier to endure with her eyes closed. Perhaps this restraint was a fortuitous sign. Perhaps if this master was a loathsome creature with misshapen features and a grotesque figure she could still enjoy the fire of her body without the repulsion of her mind. After her recent travail she held little hope that Sir Guy would be a handsome man—gossip implied he was a gnarled old gent with a fascination for using women and throwing them away. What kind of fate could that be for a romantic woman? Or even a well-schooled slave?


    She heard some commotion across the room and waited anxiously as her attendants stepped away leaving her without the advantage of sight or their solid bodies to lean on.


     


    Across the room, the master of this tiny fortress slipped silently into the room and took his seat with the Lady Charlotte before him. He wished to appraise what he had purchased with so much effort. He smiled. She was a glorious woman. Her long golden hair floated about her face, while a pair of full and pink-blushed lips parted sensuously, as though they were ready now to kiss his swelling organ. Did she realize how much vitality flowed through her comely shape?


    And still, there were many more attributes for him to see. Wishing to proceed, he waved for his men to complete her disrobing. He would inspect her as he would any slave to see if she was as fit in body as was her flawless countenance.


    His two fellows finished pulling Charlotte’s dress away; then brusquely tore at her underclothes, loosening ties and discarding the garments like so much rubbish.


    The revelation was most astounding to the eye of any man who would gaze on the beauty. Did he deserve this much? he wondered. Her body was a lustrous hue of naked brilliance—fair, with just a trace of pink beneath her skin. Even with the blindfold on, her face looked flushed as though she was embarrassed, as if she understood how carefully he inspected her—even at six paces off.


    He knew her recent past, knew she would be raw with need. What a miserable fate for any woman so full of fire and spirit to be denied what she did best. Ah! He would relish breaking her body in to its natural function once again.


    The polished chastity belt still fixed about her groin held his fascination—he imagined vividly the treasure underneath. Perhaps he was just an addled fool, but he believed he could see her inner fires exuding from those private places locked between her thighs.


    “The key?” he asked his man.


    Mountbane’s packet with the key inside was delivered into the master’s hands.


    “Take care to see that the device is thrown away,” he ordered with a whisper to his man.


    From behind the confining belt, the slave’s groin appeared even more fired with pent-up sexual need. As she breathed, her body writhed in near imperceptible increments, just slightly with a most pleasant sway.


    “Are you unsteady,” the master asked her in a deliberately gruff voice.


    “No, sir,” she trembled at this first exchange of words.


    Rising from his chair, he came to greet her, laying a kiss on her lips.


     


    From the inside of her mind, Charlotte endured the close inspection of her body. Thankfully, Sir Guy’s hands were gentle. Rather than prod and poke, the feel was more of an ardent caress. He ran his palms over her breasts and tenderly tweaked her nipples.


    Ah! How his fingertips did glide over the perspiring surface of her skin! Her mouth parted more wantingly as though there were hunger and thirst issuing from her wet lips. Her head fell back slightly, hair dangling like feathers around her as he slipped his one finger inside her mouth and without thinking, she ran her tongue around the small penetration.


    His other hand was at her crotch, another finger pressing its advantage deep into the unpenetrated folds where her yearning pussy moistened quickly, now ready for some righteous cock to screw her.


    “Ah, milord,” she sighed from her deep anguish.


    “Your fires have not died,” he whispered softly. Even his breath upon her ear had spasming results as the intent of his passion seem to leap from his tender words and fly down to her aching pussy. He massaged her still, about her crotch and breasts, bringing her need to that potent crest where nothing would deny the result.


    “Cum…” he whispered with a hum in his voice. Her swaying body fell against his chest and the hand that so expertly fondled her spewing snatch. Charlotte’s body bloomed with orgasmic swells, another and another still, as her lips emitted gasping mews. As though she wouldn’t stop for hours, she expelled the first climax in tentative jolts—these much calmer than the ones that would shortly follow.


    Pulling her with him, the master and his new prize property collapsed to a lounging bed at the side of the room and began to have sex in earnest. On his instructions, his aide tied Charlotte’s hands above her head. Then, as the nobleman’s cock was turgidly engorged and ready, he raised the slave’s legs over his shoulders and plunged his organ into her throbbing home.


    “Ah! milord, yessssssss……………” She answered gratefully.


    It was such a wounded and delicate cry, as though she were afraid of this powerful passion; as though it might suddenly disappear and she would be left with an empty portal and no hope. She clutched at him with her inner muscles exploiting every thrust as each one massaged her deprived channel. The master raised himself above her so he could look at the expression on her lips and see the way her breasts bounced with glee, and her whole torso shook with the reverberating thunder of being free inside this desperate captivity.


    “Ahhhhhhhhhhhh………….” She cried with her continued pleasure while the surges came from deep within, drawing on a thousand places in her body where the energy of sexual joining had been arrested and imprisoned. She came again, and then with such waves and violent thrashing movements it could not be told how many times her body climaxed. The master’s once fresh erection could not hold out forever, and finally being so battered that it was becoming painful, he gave up his energies and exploded, delivering his seed into Charlotte’s womb where it swam inside her gentle tremors. Her body flamed very softly now as the second wave of orgasmic release finally came to an end.


    As the master withdrew, he sat beside her bound body and gently caressed her face. He ran his fingers over the blindfold wondering how she’d feel when she finally gazed in his eyes. He wanted to show himself, but as he’d planned, he put off the desire to divulge the truth. Not yet. They both needed to wait until her body was free of the place where she’d been prisoner last. He wanted her to look on him with fresh, unwounded eyes.


    Each time he touched her, her body jolted again. She needed more, but not now. Now, she needed sleep.


     


    d


     


    The Lord of Baudaire kept Lady Charlotte blindfolded for several days. There was much sex between them; and several times, he enlisted the services of his aides to do their duty in her cunt or ass while he took the opposite position. On a few occasions she was penetrated by three at once with a third erection in her eagerly responding mouth.


    For Charlotte these days of fornication were spent in mindless physical release. She had no idea that her body could go on with such fervor. She’d thought that much of her passion had been lost. But it seemed, instead, she had not lost one spasm of ecstasy to Mountbane’s evil punishment. They were simply waiting for this wondrous interlude of release. After each experience of her reborn lust, she was too exhausted to think of anything but sex and sleep.


    On her fourth day at the fortress, Charlotte’s zeal for the erotic began to wane, and her empty mind filled itself with thought—real thought—like the face of this master, and the look of his body, and the temperament, and voice that resided in him. Although the regular binding of her hands prevented her from touching him to explore his shape, she knew that he was not some grotesque monster. She could tell by the way his hands worked, and the feel of his flesh a good deal about his size.


     


    On the fifth day, Charlotte entered the chamber they’d been using for sex—at least she assumed it was that room. Still blindfolded, she might well be anywhere in the fortress, but the space around her had a comforting feel as though she’d left her imprint in the air.


    “Pose for surrender, slave, on your knees.” The voice of Sir Guy’s attendant suddenly splintered the calm, and Charlotte’s instincts worked to save her. She dropped abruptly to the floor.


    Though she wasn’t apprised of the requirements of this master, she assumed that the standard slave posture she learned in Caius’ dungeon should please the man. She pressed her cheek to the cool floor as firmly as she could, while she splayed her privates with the lewd pose. Instants later, she felt the vileness of a thin cane poking at her body. As the tip pressed into her anus, she jerked, emitting a small shriek of pain.


    “Surrender……..” she heard the whispered voice of her master come to her like a haunting breeze. “Surrender……….”


    The feeling poured through her, bringing on waves of desire—these coming from a darker vision from a darker sexual world. Pictures of Caius, Mountbane and Tristan—yes, her dear Tristan—and even Gwnyth appeared in a montage of images in her brain. Hands, fists, whips, chains and bondage appeared thereafter. The pulse came deep, resonating throughout her body until the master circling above her could see for himself how aroused she’d become from just this meek suggestion.


    He ran the cane along the crack of her behind so viciously, she thought he might tear the delicate skin. She gasped with pain. “Turn over!” he ordered. Charlotte complied again unthinkingly, moving into the slave posture most memorable in her mind. Knees bent, her feet to her ass, she raised her hips to float upon the air.


    If she could only see this master’s face. Would he show approval in his expression? How she yearned for just one glimpse, and yet, how she feared that her first look at him would only reveal a face she could not love.


    Again, he circled her. She could hear his feet shuffling along the floor and sensed a crop of leather graze her skin with the feel of silk. Her body trembled now, as her arousal rose to the same blazing furnace of heat that had burned within her the last four days. Her mind screamed, “Beat me, lord, lay your passions on me with zeal,” while her voice remained silent. He teased and toyed so that everything in her clenched. Would he deny her now? Had he brought her to the grandest ecstasy only to reject her lust and let her live without, just as her husband had forced her to?


    This was a worse affliction. The intensity built in an instant—with just the hint of something sweetly cruel welting her skin.


    He struck three times: once each to her inner thighs where the pain burned so savagely that she almost collapsed; then a third time across her exposed labia. The sensation rippled on, making her body writhe as though she wanted more. He offered her only the very ends of his implement to play with. She struggled with the urgency of her flesh, reaching with her cunt in her blind state for another strike of his crop. Frustration made her cry out hungrily.


    “Please, master, do not leave me like this to burn…………”


    For a time, he seemed content to do just that. Strolling about her, a few softer blows landed, but they did not satisfy her suffering. When he finally backed away, she was certain that he was rejecting her. She wanted to beg again. But keeping her tongue, she waited, relieved at last to feel the guiding hands of two men lifting her to her feet. Her physical ache subsided but not the desire.


    Walked several yards from her present position, Charlotte found herself strapped to an “X” frame, feet and arms stretched wide and cuffed in thick leather-lined irons. Her imagination stirred, urging the scene forward, seeing, hearing, even smelling the aroma of whips and the wood that would flog her into bliss. Her mind focused on the picture, completely sure of the results; and then, to her utter amazement, Charlotte suddenly felt the apparatus move with her body circling to the side. As the picture cleared in her mind, she realized that she was being inverted, the “X” frame turned upside-down. Blood rushed to her head and her heart began to beat with an anxious rhythm.


    In this position, Charlotte’s naked pussy seemed the center of this tiny theatre. Clamps pinched her labia in six places. Three on either side. Then a probe was driven into her anus, nestling deeply in the channel. She couldn’t help but whimper as her body squirmed to accommodate the invasion. As the immediate pain subsided, her body began to relax into each new element of torture. Her desire soared.


    Seeing the slave’s response, the master pulled the labia clamps wider still, so that her empty cleft could be filled. Then with several fingers at the doorway, he pushed them as far as her body would physically allow. If it weren’t for the clamps, he might just fit his entire hand.


    Baudaire stopped short of a full fisting. The author of this scene seemed more intent to bring Charlotte off to the dull and aching pain resident in her body. Each second the clamps seemed to bite more, but each second Sir Guy shoved his fingers and withdrew them like a cock. Yes, she would cum soon. The tension increased and her body wanted more.


    The slave began to pant, to writhe in an erratic ecstasy as the master worked his fingers in her hole and the probe inside her ass. The agony was unbearable, but stopping now would be worse. Dislodged from brain and reason, responding to sensation alone, Charlotte finally came. Like a sole sharp clap of thunder, the climax in her body burst; and in one long ride, she spasmed hard.


    Then, as each clamp was loosened, the probe removed, and the master’s hand withdrew, the orgasm swept on until finally, at last, she could breathe at ease again.


     


    Charlotte was unaware of her surroundings until she discovered that her body was being turned upright again. The relief felt like another wave of climax. Exhausted, she was removed from the ‘X’ device and carried to a bed where she fell asleep. There were few thoughts in her mind except the feeling of perfect surrender. Perhaps she should remain blind forever and live her life inside the beauty of her empty thoughts.
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    When Charlotte finally awakened, the droopy slave took some moments to discover that her blindfold had been removed. Still, she kept her eyes closed, afraid to open them. But her body stirred, which stirred the napping Sir Guy from his musing slumber.


    Opening his eyes, he saw that Charlotte’s eyes  were still closed. “Look at me now, Lady Charlotte. I know you’re awake.”


    She trembled with fear, but obliged him—her curiosity was now too piqued to put off the truth. And though it took some seconds for her eyes to adjust to the light, it took less time for Charlotte to recognize the man sitting in the nobleman’s chair.


    “Tristan?”


    “Yes, my love.”


    “You?”


    “Of course. Who did you think would love you so, a stranger?”


    “But Sir Guy?”


    “Is me,” he said simply.


    This was too much for her to understand in the middle of this surprising moment. She lay back on the lounge not knowing whether to be angry, frightened or relieved.


    Moving from the chair, her lover came to her with the same abidingly dark countenance she’d grown to love. Sitting beside her, he turned her chin with his hand so she had to look him in the eye.


    “Are you real?” she asked.


    “I am.”


    Her puzzlement still didn’t end. “I don’t know what to think.”


    “Think good thoughts, Charlotte. You have your life back. And a life with me.”


    “I do,” she thought aloud, though her voice was still vague. “But, Sir Guy is you?”


    He sighed himself. “I’m not exactly the master that Mountbane sold you to. That man is dead. He is my father, which makes me Sir Tristan, Lord of Baudaire.”


    “You’re not jesting?”


    “I am completely truthful, milady. I came to Ilusia first some years ago, to scout the country for my father. It seemed that the Lord Mountbane had his eyes on my cousin.”


    “But how would he know your cousin?”


    “The world is small enough so that tales of beautiful women ride far beyond their home. In a short time, I worked my way into Mountbane’s court. He believed I was a nobleman from one of the Southern provinces and I never corrected his err. We became fast friends when I saved his life on a hunting trip. From that moment on, he took me into his confidence. Though I knew of his dark nature—which was not unlike mine—I thought his regard for my cousin was sincere and he would never harm her. I was wrong. My judgment failed me. From the moment she died, my guilt exploded into revenge. And that revenge brought me to you.” It seemed his eyes were filled with tears. “You have softened me, dear lady, and raised my lust to degrees beyond what I imagined for myself. I have you now, and will not let go.”


    Ah! What words! What tenderness and what passion! She never believed that her heart could burn with love as dearly as her loins burned for sex.


    “If you are Sir Guy’s descendent, why didn’t I just arrive as your slave months ago when Mountbane sent me there?”


    “You would have been, but I sent my two fools away too quickly. I could not have them arrive at my father’s fortress only to see the truth about this purchase. But though I believed they were loyal to me and instructed them not to return to the castle, one of them did return while we were still traveling and he let the truth slip. That truth wound its way around to Gwnyth’s devilish ear and we were hunted down.” He shook his head. “I regret that I was so foolish.”


    “But not so much a fool, you have me now,” she stroked his furrowed brow.


    “Indeed, and forever. It took some schemes but I have finally won the prize.” He seemed almost happy now.


    “What schemes were those?” she asked.


    “To reinstate the sale of you as property. With some assistance of my own countrymen this time, I ensured your purchase—although I’ve only paid half the price.”


    “How so?”


    He chuckled, his face coming alive with a rare glee. “Spies, loyalty and a keen eye. I have spent more time in Ilusia than I have not these last few months—arranging my plans in secret.”


    “And why didn’t I know this?”


    “You were too scared, my sweet. Fear is a dangerous companion, and I couldn’t afford to have you know my whereabouts. Did you not try to shun me when I finally spoke with you?”


    Indeed, she had.


    “My job was a risky one, Charlotte. I sent my emissaries to arrange the deal. Mountbane wanted more money this second time, since the arrangement would be a permanent sale. But money was becoming scarce. My passion for you and my revenge has depleted my coffers. I paid the initial installment for your purchase. The second was to be delivered once you were safely in my care—handed over to his aides as soon as you were surrendered to me. Two of the party who brought you to this fortress were Mountbane’s aides. They were, however, rerouted, shall we say.” There was a heady glint in his eye. “Mountbane believes you were kidnapped and taken too far beyond his reach to find. I paid no more for your purchase, and am, even now, trying to wrest my first payment from the scoundrel. I’ll probably never see that gold, but remaining a thorn in his side is enough to please me. It completes my revenge. I’ll have my prize, and Mountbane will have no clue who owns his discarded bride.”


    “I have cost you much. Am I worth the price?” The question came from the meek and surrendering side of her.


    “We’ll soon see,” he replied. “But don’t worry about the gold; my stores will replenish as soon as I’m here to pay attention to my business again. Tomorrow, we’ll quit this fortress and head for home.”


    Charlotte was content enough to be held by him and allow her mind to absorb the truth. And yet, there was one question that still burned in her and wouldn’t go away, “I must ask, my love…” she finally spoke, “why did you keep the truth from me these four days?”


    “I needed to know the nature of your surrender. Was it an honest passion? Or only one for show. You have exhibited such disparity between independence and surrender that I couldn’t tell for sure while we were in Ilusia. Some of that country’s customs have become mine, some have grown on you. I needed to know what kind of beast would be in my bed. Would you be the shrewish bitch that Gwnyth was, or the humble slave?”


    “And you received your answer?”


    “That I did.”


    “And you will test me more?”


    “I won’t have to. You are indeed my slave, and will remain so.”


    “And should I balk?”


    “Then I’ll punish you.”


    “And I’ll be happy with that,” she said with a smile.


    “That I know.”


    Charlotte peered into his eyes as a sly grin broke out on her face. “You are a cunning man, milord, to have arranged this plot. I think I should fear you.”


    “Always fear your master—and especially if you misbehave.”


    “You’re sure you won’t sell me?


    “Sell you? If you’re that contentious no one will offer me a penny for your pretty shape,” he declared, laughing. “But, don’t worry, ma’am, I’ll keep you tame.” Even as his eyes narrowed, he spoke lightly. “You disregard me, Lady Charlotte, you can be sure I’ll spank your naughty ass until it’s blistered raw. Then I’ll turn you into a footstool until you do behave.”


    “Ooo my,” Charlotte giggled. “I will fear you, milord.” A delicious thrill moved through her body and with a smile of contentment on her face, she nestled into Sir Tristan side and rested for a while.


                                                                   


    The End 
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