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Chapter One

“Ooo Jerud!” Fiona giggled as Jerud’s hands went under her long brown skirt.  She wiggled about, feeling his warm palm on her upper thigh.  The more she squirmed, the higher his fingers went along the thin fabric of her underclothes.  “You beast!” she blared, as she felt him at the top of the garment, about to pull at the drawstring.

“Unhand her!” A gravely voice bellowed from behind them both, and Fiona and Jerud turned their shocked faces toward a mountain of a man in a long black coat and shiny knee high boots, wearing a threatening scowl on his full bearded face.  Tempestuous eyes stared out from a countenance that suggested a past filled with all manner of experience, from the blissful to the dangerous.  He was an appalling sight.

Jerud’s hand dropped from Fiona’s waist, the sound of the man’s voice, whether he had any real authority or not, sent a shock of fear through the younger man.  Jerud, a bright blonde man of nearly twenty-five years was hardly cowed by anything; but this curious blackguard was something to behold.

Fiona rushed from Jerud’s side.

“I’ll be right back,” she told him.  And with an empty tray in hand, she returned to the bar for more ale.  The bearded scowling man nodded at her as she passed.  “I’ll be serving you next, sir,” she told him.

Returning to her finance and his friends with their refreshment, she tried to make a swift exit, though Jerud’s hand was attempting to fondle her again.

“Stop that!” she whispered.  “Behave yourself!”

“That man has no right to tell me what to do with my bride,” he exclaimed.

“I’m not your bride, yet,” she reminded him.  “I have to go, I’ve work to do.”

“You mind your manners, you hear?” Jerud warned.  “Or I’ll give you what for with my belt.”  

Fiona ignored Jerud’s comment and returned to her would be rescuer, who was sitting in an out of the way corner of the Half Moon Tavern.

“May I help you, sir?” she asked him pleasantly.

“A lady should watch herself with a man,” he told her, brusquely.

“He is my finance,” she informed him.

He looked at her circumspect, then at the chuckling Jerud, then back at the robust Fiona McTavish.  Her flaming red hair was piled atop her head in lose curls that framed an eager face.  Her green eyes glittered like stars, her soft bosom expanded as she breathed; the sumptuous in and out made the flesh jiggle just slightly.  She had a curvaceous youthful body with a small waist and generous hips, that he could well imagine without the pile of skirts that stopped at her tiny bootclad feet.

“Nonetheless, miss, you should watch yourself with any man who would take advantage of you like that in a public place.”

“I assure you, sir, Jerud is harmless,” she countered.  She cast the man a flirtatious smile, even as she thought of Jerud and she in bed.  “If he only knew.”

“I thank you for your words of warning.  Can I bring you anything?”

“Some ale,” he said.  “Some bread and stew.”

“Right away, sir.”  She seemed to skip as she moved away.  Hardly eighteen, he thought.  She was the kind of lusty wench he loved to bed; but her youth and innocence suggested she needn’t give herself away easily.  She had a gracious charm that made her even more appealing to him than other young women of her station.  It was as if she would somehow naturally rise above the mundane circumstances of her life.  But why she was marrying the bawdy young man at the far side of the room, he could well understand; women of her standing had few choices in their lives.  It was such a shame.  She could make a remarkable companion, and likely an avid lover.

***

When they were in their private room that night, Jerud descended on Fiona, raising her skirt, his hand instantly swacking her fleshy ass with a sharp staccato of smacks.

“Ouch! What are you doing, you bloody bastard?” she roared, jerking away from him.

He hauled her back and sitting down on the bed this time, he flung her over his lap.

“Stop it!” she howled in protest, though a stronger Jerud spanked her anyway.

“This is what you get for flirting, my lusty wench!”

“Jerud stop!”

But he wasn’t stopping, the longer he smacked her, the more enthused he was by the sight her bobbing red ass, the more he smacked her harder yet.

“I’ll teach you to flaunt yourself at other men!”

“I was not!” she protested.

“Just to make sure,” he advised her.

Flailing her arms and kicking her legs, she finally threw herself off Jerud’s lap and landed on the floor with a rude jerk, her sore bottom hitting the wood hard.

“You have no right to do that,” she scowled.

“Indeed I do,” he said looking at her sternly, though his expression was quickly changing into an exuberant smile.  “You look mighty sassy, my Fi, so flustered and all hot.  Your cheeks are scarlet, as I suppose your fine arse is.”  He snickered.

“Don’t you laugh at me!” she snapped.

“And why shouldn’t I?” he joked.  He pulled her eye to eye with him, his hands beginning another kind of journey over her tempting female treasures.  She tried for a moment to push away, from him, but found the tantalizing rush that roared through her too much to resist.

“So, tell me, my love, what did the bastard say?” Jerud purred to her as he drew her back on the bed with him.  He pulled his fiancee over his reclining body, his hands pulling at the strings of her blouse.  He was looking for her breasts to swing loose out over him, so he could press his face against them.

“He thought I should act more like a lady,” she told him with a twinkle in her eyes. “He was hardly a bastard, much more a gentleman.”

“Gentleman, my ass!” Jerud exclaimed.  “He’s a bloody blacksmith!”  He had Fiona’s breasts free, his mouth bringing a pink nipple to his mouth.  He sucked it hard.

“Ouch!” she cried.  “You’re hurting me.”  It wasn’t much of a protest.  She loved the way he turned her baby soft nipples into hard purple buds.

He took handfuls of her flesh and pressed his face into the warm sweet smelling cushion.  She must have pressed a honeysuckle bud to her skin, for that was the smell of her body; the lovely earthy fragrance tickled his nose with a spring time lusty fervor.

“You don’t treat me like a lady!” Fiona remarked, with a little petulant pout.  She was suddenly sitting back on his groin.  Even through her skirt, she could feel the familiar manhood rising under her, and her hot bottom squirmed excitedly against it, as she delivered the gentle admonishment.

“I never asked you to be a lady, just my wife,” Jerud told her.  He watched her naked breasts swing against her torso.  “Come here, you luscious brat,” he encouraged her, as he drew her toward him again, her breasts at last dangling over his mouth.  His hands moved to her waist and he pulled at the skirt, tugging to get it down so he could have her naked against him.

With a hearty shove, he had her hips free, and he pulled the skirt away, tossing it to the floor.  As his mouth explored her full soft lips, his hand dove deeper to uncover the fine puss between her legs.  His hands were eager to have her, as he’d had her almost nightly for the last two months.

When she at last gave into him, she gave in completely, withholding nothing.  All of her fine treasures were his to enjoy.  And her body bestowed on him such pleasures, with such ease.  He thought he touched heaven.  That two people could do the things they did together amazed him.

Feeling for the center of her sex, Jerud stroked the feather soft plush hair of her pubis.  Tugging the hair gently, she wriggled against his hand with a lilting moan of pleasure sprinkling the air with her fresh joy.  He fingered her deep, where she was succulent and wet, and then pulling his hand from her cunt, he tasted her sweet juice.

“You are a nasty man!” she purred at him.  He held her ass as he explored her punished cheeks fully, then moved to inside of her thighs and the deep crevice of her rear, with its two tight holes.  He couldn’t wait to plant himself in the lovely forward one that danced and bobbed before his eyes with a gleeful abandon. 

“Ah, my love,” she was whispering contentedly, as his cock then slipped inside her warm pulsing hole.  She immediately squeezed down on the thick shaft, watching the wince appear on his face, as his body replied to the welcoming gesture.

He was hard, thick and filling, going readily to the very depths of her female home.  A tiny pain shot through her, as each thrust made him hit the bottom of the channel; though it was only more fuel for the rising sensations that claimed her entire body.

Jerud watched her gently swaying form as it moved with such grace, the effect of her movement made his already stimulated cock surge all the more with the driving need.  Her eyes held that dark aspect he loved so well in her, the way she vibrated with an earthy fire.  Such carnal zeal!  The more he pumped her, the more she pumped him back, fast creating a climax in them both.  Jerud let her take control as he always did with her on top.  She maneuvered her own body to the edge, letting her pulsing pussy play its games, her hard outer bud massaged until it was ready to explode.  On this day, they would almost orgasm simultaneously. 

His cry was invigorating, the groaning sound that emerged from his throat and lips rose raucously into the air around them.  And like inspiration from the heavens, or the earth, as the case might be, Jerud’s cry sent the final jolt through Fiona’s clamoring body.  Her groan was softer, in time with the rude jerking back and forth that finished off this making love.

Fiona collapsed against Jerud’s sweating chest, their juices mingling in the bristling thereafter.  She swayed against him ever so gently as his hand stroked her moist flesh.  Feeling the curve of her body at the waist and the swelling hips and buttocks, they clenched just a little when he caressed them.  Though the warmth of her spanking had died away, he reminded them both of the spontaneous assault.

“You are a divine creature,” he told her quietly.

“You were suppose to withdraw,” she said very kindly, though her comment was pointed.

“Ah! So what if you should get pregnant, we’re going to be married in little more than two weeks.”

“It was nice to have you finish inside me,” she said, as she knew it would also be nice not to have to take chances with their lovemaking in the future. 

“It won’t matter love, we’ll have a passel of children, and I’ll screw you every night, and hold you when the babies come.”

“And spank me too, I suppose?”

“Only when you need it.  A good wife knows her place, and you will too, my love.”

A good wife!  Such a thought!  Pondering her fate with Jerud, Fiona was wise enough to know that half of what he said was pure nonsense.  If she kept her figure, and if she hadn’t turned into a haggard shrew of a wife, she might find him, in a year or two, still loyal to her in bed.  He was an exuberant man, bold, eager and very adventurous.  And she had no illusions about him.  

But even so, marrying him, tying herself to his fortunes was a very good thing.  He was a good man at heart, and at least while it lasted, he was glorious between these sheets, even if he liked to spank her.  She smiled to herself happily.


Chapter Two

“Fiona!”

The redheaded vixen turned at the bar to see Jerud swagger in the door, with his scowling face gleaming angrily.

“My love, what’s happened to you?” she asked as she saw a bloody cut on his chin.

“Nothing you need to worry over, Fi,” he said.  “Get me some ale.”

“But you look horrible!  You’ve been fighting again, haven’t you?”

“Not your worry, Fiona,” he answered darkly.  He gave her a swift smack on the behind and sent her on her way.

Fiona returned with a tankard of the tavern’s best brew, then sat down across from her fiancee, trying to discern what manner of predicament he was in.  Too hot-headed for his own good, Jerud would be in some kind of scrape nearly every week.

She watched him down a full mug of the ale and wipe his face on his sleeve.  She suspected that he’d already been drinking, the way his breath smelled so foul and his expression hardly had the tender softness she was used to seeing, especially when he was speaking to her.

“So you won’t tell me your woes?” she asked, very cautiously.

“I said, it’s not your worry.” 

The tavern door opened and one of Jerud’s burly friends, Kevin Stroud, strode inside.  Spying Jerud, he moved toward their table.  “He’ll fight you, brother,” Kevin announced. 

“And I’ll beat him to a bloody pulp,” Jerud said, with a grimace that made Fiona shiver.

“Please, Jerud, don’t go fighting again?” she pleaded with him.

His eyes softened, but for only an instant.  “This doesn’t concern you, you keep to yourself.”

“Jerud you’re not thinking clearly,” she tried again.

“Get on,” he scowled as he turned back to Kevin.  “We can settle this tonight,” he said.  “You tell him.  If he has the guts!”  Jerud was shouting as his friend made a hasty purposeful retreat.  

Fiona graced her fiancee with a pair of sad green eyes, afraid to speak with anything but her facial expression.

“Don’t say it woman,” he told her.

“You don’t have to be angry with me, Jerud,” Fiona shot back indignantly.  “I’m only thinking about you.”

He eyed her carefully, letting his gaze go beyond the surface level, to the more pleasing aspect of his relationship with the sensuous woman.  He inspected her bosom, that was pressed against the wooden table, the generous cleavage appearing to beckon him away from all other thoughts.  He didn’t have time to take her properly, but maybe something quick, in the shed behind the tavern.  He seized on the thought and let it settle in on him.  His cock was responding pleasantly in his pants, beginning to throb against the rough fabric.  The prospects of her dark hole lured him, as did the vibrant dark eyes that reached out to him with a steady assurance that there was some peace within her limbs and fragrant body.

The ale swimming through his system was making him a little light headed, a good brisk fuck would bring the blood back into his body, where he needed the strength for a good fight.  Rising from his the table, he grabbed Fiona’s hand.

“What are you doing?” she exclaimed in surprise.

“You’ll find out.”  Jerud was not acting like he usually did.  The good-natured man that so easily wooed her was absent, replaced by a man whose darker passions were riding on the surface, as a cloak of frightening agitation.

“Jerud, please!” she said, trying to squirm away.

He grabbed her about the waist, and half carried her out of the Tavern’s back door. 

“I’m not going to hurt you, Fi, just take a little from your arse to inspire me!”

“You can’t now!” she howled, as her legs and arms kicked and flailed.

“I’ll take what’s mine,” he informed her, hauling her into the wooden shed.  “And give you a good whipping you don’t mind me!”

His hands worked at a frenzied pace, once he set her back down on her feet.  Hastily pushing her over a stack of firewood, he lifted her skirt while he pulled his hard cock from his pants. 

The woodpile scratched her arms, the suddenness of the assault frightened her, and she would have done anything to get away.  Yet this was Jerud, and he’d never hurt her before.  Her best instincts were to simply relent.  When her ass was bared, he played with the pink white cheeks, his hands diving into the waiting warmth.  The familiar feel of her lover’s hands soothed Fiona’s fears, and a silly excitement seemed to flow from him to her, so she struggled less to get away.  When he thrust his prick deep into her hole with an eager zeal, it sent a shock of sparks through her whole system.

Jerud was not for one minute the man she was used to.  There was something more, like a devil was in him.  And yet, she was still succumbing, even as she was so mixed up she didn’t know what she should do.  Her burning loins were exploding with too much sexual heat to suddenly squelch the feeling.

Jerud banged against her back side hard, his hand occasionally slapping her rear as if he was riding an animal. 

“Oh, god, oh no,” she burst into tears, not so much from pain, but the hard driving effort.  He smacked her ass harder still, the lusty warmth of it making her own orgasm about to break loose, even if felt like Jerud had forced it from her body.  But, her quick rush of pleasure was cut short, as Jerud rammed himself against her, and cried out with a vibrant roar of finality.

He did not pull away at first, but collapsed against her, so she could feel his heavy muscled body pressed tightly to her backside.  His cock was still hard and throbbing, but as the moments passed it began to subside and slowly soften.  His groin seemed fused to her, a prickly sensation beginning to make her squirm, as the air hit their sweating, out of breath bodies.  It felt as if some lead weight was being lifted from her backside when Jerud finally pulled away leaving Fiona to stand on her own.  She had no idea what manner of man would greet her as she recouped from the ruthless screw.  The fierceness scared her.  And one look in his eyes and she could see that the copulation had only taken part of his frightening darkness away.

“You’re a good woman, Fiona McTavish,” he said, his large hands reaching out and bringing her close to him, so that he cradled her in his arms.  

She began to cry again, though she had no explanation for the tears.  He stroked her head with gentle hands, but she could still feel the brewing agitation in him.  And when they began to hear the commotion outside the woodshed, he pushed Fiona away.

“I have to go, luv.  You stay in the tavern and take care.”

“You’re going to fight this man?”

“I have no choice,” he replied.

“No choice?  What is this about?”

“I told you, it’s none of your concern, you stay in the tavern and don’t come out!”  He was more sullen than ever, and the scowl that broke out on his face scared her.  His tone of voice was so severe.  He’d never ordered her around this way.  She might have thought that her own life depended on her staying in the tavern, but she assumed this fight, with whoever it was, was a personal matter between Jerud and the scoundrel that enraged him.

At the door of the shed, he motioned her to his side, and pushing her through toward the back of the tavern, he gave her a fierce shove.  “Stay inside, or I’ll thrash your ass like I never have before when I’m done with this deed!”

She saw him skirt around the side of the building, and out of sight.

Inside the tavern, Fiona heard a few shouts, but nothing more.  As the dreadful minutes dragged on, she wanted to race outside to see what was happening.  Jerud and this sworn enemy must have been fighting in the field beyond the tavern.

“I have to see what’s happening!” she finally told Jon Travis.

“Don’t Fiona!  It’s Jerud’s battle not yours.  You’re of no good to him going out there and inciting more of this nonsense.”

“What does that mean?” she asked.

He looked at her cautiously, his eyes narrowing as he stared into her green ones.  “You don’t know?”

“Know what!”

He cleared his throat and stared longer, as if he didn’t want the unpleasant task of this explanation.  “He’s fightin’ over you, Fi.”

“Over me?  Why in heaven’s name?”

“Some bloody fool from the north county was saying some pretty mean things about you.  Your Jerud is defending your honor.”

“Damn with defending my honor!” she roared.  She was grabbing for her shawl, ready to bolt from the door.

“Don’t go, Jerud is right.  You’re better off out of sight.  It really started with that, but there are other things.  Your Jerud doesn’t know how to hold his tongue sometimes.”

“Then he needs me to help him, the bull-headed bastard!” she exclaimed.

But as she was about to bolt from the tavern, she heard scuffling just outside the door and backed away.  When the door suddenly burst open, a half dozen men, including the gallant blacksmith that had tried to secure her honor, and several of Jerud’s friends were carrying her lover into the safety of the tavern.

“Been hurt awful bad,” Kevin said.

Fiona looked at Jerud’s face, seeing nothing but blood, that looked as if it was flowing from his eye, and a deep gash above it.

“Didn’t know he’d have a knife,” she heard Jerud groan.  It was the only thing he said, and it was not necessarily to her, since it was unlikely that he even knew that Fiona had pressed her way to his side.  The men carried him to a room at the back of the tavern where there was a bed for him to lie on.

“It’s bad miss,” the blacksmith told her.

“Why did you do this!” Fiona screamed loudly, as she tried to put her hand on Jerud’s bloody brow.

“Hush miss,” someone said, and as she watched the blacksmith mop Jerud’s brow with a cloth.  The blood continued to flow and the well beaten man passed out.

“Will he be okay?” she asked, looking up at the men for some encouragement.  Her eyes ready to gush with a flood tears.

“I don’t think so, Fi,” Kevin said, kindly.  He pulled at the side of Jerud’s vest, to show an even bloodier wound at his side.  “The knife went deep,” he said.

Apparently the knife in Jerud’s side went as deep as the one that suddenly pierced Fiona’s heart.  She covered his body with her own, as the life passed out of him, as one minute she could feel his breathing chest and the next minute she could not.  He lay so still, soundless, no blustery commands, no gallant smile, no witty repartee, no Jerud left in the room, just an empty shell of a man.

“You cry your heart out all night, Miss,” the blacksmith told her at the tavern door.  The commotion of the night had ended, and the crowd of curious were dispersing.

“I suppose I will,” she agreed, as fresh tears were surfacing.  It felt better doing this than holding in the grief.  For a gruff man, the blacksmith was being awfully kind.  So much kinder than the others.

“They blame me, don’t they?” she said, looking up at the man’s dear face.

“It was Jerud’s battle, not yours,” he replied.

“Jerud would say that,” she conceded.  But now Jerud was dead, and there was no lover, and no one to defend her.  “I should ask your name, sir, we’ve never been introduced.”

“Joshua, Joshua Kane.”

“Thank you, Joshua Kane,” she said, smiling lightly, pouring out sadness and gratitude in the same instant.  She was weary, with too much to think about, and no desire for one blessed thought at all.  She wished she could just curl up and die herself, let the angels take her to Jerud wherever his soul was.  It seemed much more pleasant than living her life without the future they had planned.


Chapter Three

For two weeks after Jerud’s burial, they scowled at her, barked commands, and did not let Fiona forget that it was in a fight over her that their friend Jerud Daugherty died.

She assumed the worst of this harassment would die away, though for days she did nothing but wait on the tavern guests, and then retreat quickly to her room upstairs when the evening was over.  She rarely saw the mysterious blacksmith.  Perhaps he thought her troubles would die away too, she thought. 

“I’ll just have to protect myself,” she repeated over and again to herself.

“Is Leedy Mallick getting rough with you, Fi?” Mr. Travis, asked her one afternoon.

“I can handle him,” she assured her employer.  “He gets a little drunk and starts talking but I shove him away.”

“I’m not so sure,” he said, shaking his head.  “These men are scoundrels, Fiona, and you have no man to take care of you now.  I’m not so sure this little valley is the right place for you.”

“I know no other place, sir,” Fiona replied with a haughty proud tone.  “This is where I was born, bless both my poor parents.  I shall stay here, I wouldn’t know any other place to go.”

He shook his head, looking at the lovely young woman, thinking that like all the other young lasses in this poor valley, she’d be used up quickly, hopefully at the hands of a husband, and not these ruffians or the roving bandits that passed through their village.

There was a brisk penetrating wind howling though a shadowy evening, just after sunset.  Fiona was on her way to the smoke house with cured meat, that Jon Travis wanted her to put there.  A strange shuffling at her back caused Fiona to turn abruptly.

“My gawd! You shocked me!”

Leedy Mallick was leering at her with pitiful eyes that gave off a light she’d not seen before on any man.  Either he was very drunk, or crazy.

He reached out to grab her and she dropped the meat to ground.  Wanting to cry out, the best effort that escaped her was a squeal, before Leedy’s hand clamped down on her mouth.

