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Chapter One

To tell my tale, I must harken back many years ago, to a meadow, a place where the first blossoms of springtime and a warm sun caress the shoulders of a young maid and her robust lover. Their flaxen hair and fair skin reflect the sun’s light, making it look, perhaps, as if they’re glowing in their nakedness, their arms and legs entwined in a lover’s celebration to the new season. 

Her sensuous giggle rises into the air as if it had wings to carry it; but it’s just a breeze that catches the sound, and soon that tiny gust of song-filled air will die away. These lovers kiss with their whole mouths, with tongues joining as surely as their limbs. They laugh uproariously at some private jest. But when the young man’s thick rod penetrates the silky maidenhead between his lover’s thighs, there’s the deep guttural sound of commingling, offering the sky and trees and singing birds an ancient melody—the great creative ode to spring and the resurrection of the earth.

Her honey breasts taste sweet to him as his hands explore their full ripe virtues. While there is still a youth’s fuzz about his cheek, and his young eyes are all too eager, his firm chest is a sign of his strength, as manhood makes him more than a gangly adolescent. Such strength makes her succumb to him gratefully; such purpose and fervent hunger, and she gives up everything to know him in the carnal sense. To lay with him, to strip away all barriers to their union and copulate with him on this spring carpet of green, secures her in his love. In reply, a bounty of affection he bestows on her, a bounty that will last forever.

I was that young maid, Gwendolyn. My lover, Stuart, from a long line of passionate Stuarts in our fishing village in a remote region of England. I remember that spring morning with him. I will remember it always, as if happened just seconds ago. I can still smell the air with the fragrance of lilac, still feel the warmth on my skin, especially on my belly when I lay back for him, and he leaned in and teased my navel with his tongue. I remember the sounds of birds, and the buzz of insects in our secluded hideaway, and the sight of nature’s palette of wildflowers sprinkled amongst the grasses. 

I remember that spring morning most of all my times with Stuart, even more than the day in the barn when he took my virginity, and I so willingly tossed it aside as a useless impairment to my happiness. I remember that day more because it was our last day together, when into the gentleness of the early hour came the sound of hoof beats thundering recklessly into our tranquil village. The appearance of this band of rogues, this tribe of thieves and scoundrels, this host of barbarian brutes, would forever change the course of my once pre-ordained future as a humble fisherman’s wife.

The dozen men that rode through our streets on horseback dropped their gifts: their scowls, their fiery torches that burned our homes, and their scornful epithets that I can still hear ringing in my ear as plainly as I hear the sound of my lover’s lust.

Stuart and I, hearing the raucous clamor reverberating across the valley, attended to our hearts suddenly driven by fear.

Oh! How I wish we’d remained in our meadow, happily stealing our pleasures from each other. Oh! How I wish we hadn’t answered the call of our loved ones. What good did it do that we responded to the awful din, rushing to dress ourselves and scurry back to our homes? Ripped apart, Stuart attended to his father’s business, trying desperately to protect it from the storming fiends; while I returned to our thatched roofed home, and hid in the corner of our kitchen with my mother and sisters, hoping that the wild hoard of men would not find us. 

My noble desires to protect my family were met with disaster, as I was torn from the hands of my tiniest sister and dragged away to ride behind a savage angry villain. Thundering away on a massive stead, from the only home I’d ever known, my last glimpse of the once well-ordered village was marked by the flames and ash and smoke that clouded the spring sky with death and sadness. I was fated never to know who lived and who died that day, though I assumed by all accounts from the men who abducted me, that it had been a victorious raid—our village stores plundered, our maidens deflowered, and the bravest of our clan who dared fight back, left to be buried by the few that survived. I could only conclude that Stuart was among the dead.

***

“What’s your name, wench?” the hairy brute demanded of me. His teeth were foul, his swarthy smile much like the others around the bed where I lay shivering. “She was the prettiest one.” He had my hair in his thick sooty hands, his fingers running through the mass of tangles so it hurt. Though I’d never cry out.

Another man lifted my skirt.

“Ah, such white thighs!”

“No! No! You’re not going to . . . “ I cried out.

“You’re our prize, little fair one. You give us pleasure, we treat you well, you live.”

I shrunk back seeing the knife blade at my neck.

My skirt was at my waist, my whole sex naked. A hand reached in and tore away the bodice of my dress, so my breasts with their puckered nipples taunted their lusts more. A hairy head bent down and captured one breast with lips and teeth. If his ardent sucking was painful, I didn’t know. I was too afraid to feel a thing. The man that spoke, the one with the foul mouthed smile and the knife in hand, opened his pants as a prelude to the inevitable act. I closed my eyes, wishing myself away from this horrible fate, clamoring with all my soul to be somewhere, anywhere but in the midst of thieves that would take away my peace and any shred of decency. 

As I waited for the first thrust of rape, a voice suddenly thundered above the cackles and jeers of the men around me. 

“Hold on!” the voice boomed.

“You’ll have her in turn,” the man between my legs barked back. I could feel his thighs against mine as he opened me further. My eyes jerked open to see the men’s faces again, their blazing eyes and hot-fired confrontation.

“I’ll have her now! She’s mine!” the newcomer declared.

“She’s our spoils, man. You’ll have her when I’m done.”

“I’ll have her now, Jorn. Step aside.”

“By who’s rule is that?”

“By mine. She’s mine, I found her. I claim her. There’s another whore in the other hut. Go to her. She’s a lusty bitch with a good tongue.”

The men faced off with even scowls of contempt. I saw their anger flare like smoke was rising, but that was only illusion. There was no smoke, just simple fury, and a clenching of teeth and fists ready to come to blows. But my attacker backed down, and moved away. Whatever power this bearded interloper had over his ugly counterpart, it was enough to make the man, Jorn, and the others waiting, turn about and leave me alone. I breathed a sigh of relief, and yet, I was certain that this simply postponed the assault I feared.

“You’ll stay in my hut with me,” my would-be rescuer told me, as he dragged me off the pallet and to another crude shelter that he called his. Once there, he bound my hands behind me with ropes, my feet the same, and left me to myself. A youth was posted at the doorway to keep anyone from entering and taking me away.

“I shall have you later,” I was told, as the stunning face of the rogue disappeared into the light of day. 

I heard the commotion of a meeting outside the tent, angry exchanges that I couldn’t make out; and then there was nothing, no voices or arguments, just the scurrying of men, and in the distance the cry of a child. I became more calm as it quieted outside, and it appeared that I was to be left alone. It was the first calm I’d had in hours, though it was an uneasy one. I could only guess that most of the day was already gone the way the light was fading around me, and I could hardly see the green of my dress. Perhaps evening would mean sleep and I could hope to wake from this terror and realize that it was only a nightmare.

With all my might, I tried to see Stuart’s face as it had been that morning. His bright blue eyes, and winsome smile, the sculptured features that as years passed, only became more appealing to lusting eyes: high cheekbones, a distinctive jaw and nose, and a smile that could be broad and charming as well as contemplative and mysterious. He was always surprising me, with flowers, with sweets his mother made for her younger children, and with sex. In my few short months as his lover, I became acquainted with bodily passion, and a host of physical sensations I never knew were part of me. I craved his arms around me, his groin pressed to mine, his tongue kissing me in all the most private places where I’d find myself responding with thrilling chills, so I’d be tingling all over.

Oh! How I sought his face, his chest and loins, as I searched my memory for him. Somehow I believed in those anxious hours of waiting that if I brought him into my mind again, he might rescue me from these villains. His countenance, so pure and without scorn would lift me away from the trial I was sure to face. 

How I sought his face!

And yet, when his visage did appear to me, I saw nothing but my last memory of him, as we ran hand in hand toward our village. His heart went out to me, leaping forward as if he knew the terrible choice he was making when we parted. I would have had him do nothing else but his duty to his family, though that day, such virtue surely killed him. It was the face of his terror that came to me, and I couldn’t wipe it from my mind, as the memory of his smiles and gentle nature slipped from my thoughts. I thought of Stuart with all my might, until at last, I was drifting into an exhausted slumber, only to be jerked awake moments later. 

The rogue who had claimed me returned with food, his burly form hovering over me, waiting for my eyes to open. I stared up from the bed, seeing that the daylight hours had indeed been spent, the hut taking on a mellow glow with the light of the man’s lamp. I saw his face clearly, and spied some kindness there I didn’t expect. 

Helping me to sit up, he freed my hands, and I ate his food eagerly, realizing the heavy burning in my empty stomach. I’d not eaten since the night before. My early morning rendezvous with Stuart had been before breakfast.

“You’re safe we me,” the barbarian said, as he watched me eat.

I stared at him warily.

“My name is Erik. You can tell me yours.”

I said nothing.

“You should get used to this life,” he said observing me carefully. “It’s the one you now lead. My father, the elder, will marry us in the morning. That will keep the others away from you.”

I was silent still, but wide-eyed in horror. How quickly my fate had changed! Married to this man? It could not be!

“I’ll treat you fairly. You’re a handsome girl.” His hand caressing my hair, did it fondly. He didn’t pull at the tangles like the other man. “You’ll have to speak to me. I won’t allow you to remain silent. And I won’t hesitate to whip you soundly, girl, if you defy me.”

If he only realized that I was too astounded to speak. Even if I’d tried, I couldn’t utter any words. Married! This couldn’t be happening to me.

“Suit yourself, if you like,” he said, when I refused to reply. 

My silence certainly didn’t deter his purpose. I could be grateful to him for rescuing me from his angry cohorts, but I would not be rescued from his intended sexual assault.

In his favor, Erik was younger and more appealing to me as man than the others. Gruff and brutish still, he did have a handsome face. His features were bold, but not unpleasant, and his thick brown hair looked as if it had been washed within the last week. I certainly couldn’t argue with his brawny appearance. So much more manly than even my Stuart, his shoulders were powerfully broad, and his thighs, so I noticed as he removed his pants were mighty as well. His flaccid penis was naturally long, so I knew its potent size would be ample indeed.

Erik loosened the ropes at my ankles so I was completely free to lay with him, nothing to hamper his access to my feminine home. I shivered nervously as I waited, wondering how I could respond to the advance of a hellish stranger. I was hearing my heart’s beating as if it was pounding inside my head. 

I would have thought that he would simply ravage me, as the other men would have done. But after he’d stripped himself of everything but his loose shirt, he attended to me as tenderly as Stuart might. There was eagerness in his eyes, a sure boldness about every touch; but he it was not eagerness without mercy. Staring into my frightened gaze, he loosened my tattered clothes carefully. With the torn bodice falling away and the belt undone, he pulled away my garment so nothing but a simple muslin shift remained. I hoped he’d not insist on more, and I trembled when he did.

“I should like to gaze on these first,” he said, unclothing me completely, his eyes resting on my naked breasts. “You shouldn’t be scared. I won’t hurt you.” Leaning in he kissed them with lips as soft as flower petals, as tender as a spring mist. He laid me back on the bed of straw and animal skins, and removing his shirt so he was as naked as I, he descended to have what I’d already given to Stuart that morning. It seemed like years, not hours since I’d lain with my lover in the meadow above our home. Now lying with this stranger, this brusque, demanding, but gentle stranger, I was in another world, in another life, as if that other one had never existed at all. 

His generous erection pushed its way inside me, and I gasped loudly as a surge of raw sensation bounded through my limbs and loins. Despite my fear and my apprehensions, it was lust, purely driven lust greeting him, and he could see it in my eyes.

“Ah! You are a bawdy one, my silent child,” he purred to me. 

His hands combed my body, as if he would have me pleased even while he took from me. Though I might have fruitlessly tried to fight him off, I did not, instead allowing his fondling to ignite even more crude desire. His ramming cock only grew larger the more he thrust. I moaned loudly and thrashed my body about. His savageness met the savageness of anger, dread and longing that poured from me like venom and wine in the same instant.

When he exploded in me, my aching sex exploded back. And for an instant I disconnected from the man and the act, experiencing only the driving surge of physical satisfaction that ripped everywhere through me.

We lay back against the animal hides. Erik pulled one over my body to keep me warm. “I should be surprised that you take this so easily,” he said. “But then you were not a virgin, not unaccustomed to giving pleasure to a man.”

Is that what he expected, I wondered to myself? I could have slapped him for such a comment, but I was still refusing to respond to him, and with no conversation to inspire the next minutes, we both fell asleep.

***

In the morning, I woke first. Erik snored next to me, and seemed hardly stirred by my rising. Peeking outside the hut, I could see that the small village was still enough to make a fast departure. By one hut, the watchman of the night had fallen asleep at his post. The fire that I’d seen jumping and dancing the night before was little more than glowing embers. With the new day, I was grateful to see the fog—better to make my escape than in the bright light of day; though I’d only have a short time in the misty clouds. They’d be burning off by midday, if not before.

Grabbing the remains of my clothes, I dressed quickly, gazing toward Erik to see him sleeping like a babe. Swiftly darting from the hovel, I bolted for the surrounding woods, heading toward the rising sun, and the coast of England, where some miles distant, I was sure I’d find the remnants of my other life. I was on foot for nearly a half hour, scampering through thick undergrowth, and brambles, scratching myself, tangling my hair, and at times stumbling on the uneven ground. The hunger in my belly was fierce and I had to pee, but I wouldn’t take time to consider either until I was well away from my captors. 

When I couldn’t run any longer, I slowed, thinking it was safe enough to take an easier pace. If I was lucky, the bandits hadn’t yet awakened, especially the peacefully sleeping Erik. I prayed with all my soul that this was so, just as I avidly prayed that my journey would bring me back to Stuart and my home. The farther I went, the more my heart soared, the more I believed that my rapid escape was an accomplished fact, and that all I needed to do was be steady, making my way directly to those that could aid and comfort me in my flight.

To my dismay however, neither luck or prayers were in my favor. Thinking I was out of danger, I was wrong. When I heard hoof beats coming my way, my heart sank, as I searched quickly to find a place to hide. My heart pounded ruthlessly in my breast. Every bit of my body ached with pain. And though I found a low bush to dart behind, my movement was noticed by the approaching horsemen. I closed my eyes and hid my head, hoping that it might simply be a band of innocent travelers. But hearing the horses surrounding me, I looked up to see my hopes dashed, I’d been captured again.

“Can’t hang on to her? You bloody ass, you should have bound her tight,” one voice blared as four men on their steeds circled my quaking huddled form. 

“You shouldn’t have tried to escape,” Erik said looking down at me, scowling.

Another man, dismounting his horse, picked me up in his powerful arms, and handed me back to Erik. I struggled with him, and Erik reached down with his powerful arm, and slapped my face.

“You will not take me!” I roared.

“You have a feisty one.” It was Jorn laughing at me.

“Unhand me!” I kicked his shin and screamed. 

Erik came off his horse a second later and claimed my writhing body, though it did nothing to diminish my fight. My struggling brought his palm across my face again with another stinging slap.

“Won’t do any good to fight me,” he said. And still that did nothing to stop my efforts.

“The rope, Laren,” Erik shouted to one man. 

I was bound again, both feet and hands, flung over Erik’s mount in front of him, and forced to ride in humiliation back to the camp. I cried, I sobbed wildly, and even tried to wriggle off the stead, but Erik’s hand reached out to brace my bottom. His wordless gesture secured me in place, and established his clear dominion over me.

For all the miles that I believed I’d run in my flight, it was only a short distance, so I discovered, when we returned to the village in just a brief time. I suppose I could be grateful for that, since it was a dreadfully uncomfortable ride.

There was an older version of Erik to greet us on our return. Though my feet were untied, my hands were not, as I was presented to the leader of this clan.

It was a dark watchful eye that gazed on me. The ruddy skinned man was well worn, aged yes, but still strong and vital. In his gaze I detected some wisdom, like my father would be wise, or Stuart’s father, or the old man Heath who was considered the leader of our village. The gaze calmed me.

“You’ll marry my son today,” he said quietly. 

“I’ll not,” I vowed, rebuking him.

He shook his head. “Ah! But you will. You’ll be his wife and serve him well, and give him no cause to throw you off. You will be generous with your loins, you’ll bear him children, you’ll work hard to keep his home, and not complain.”

“I will not,” I vowed again, even though this time there was less resolve in my words. Something about the old man’s steady gaze and certain speech was making my determination whither away.

“You will,” he assured me. “Or I’ll give you to my clansmen, and they’ll take you and ravage you. They’ll hurt you, mangle your body until it no longer pleases the eye. You’ll become an old crone of a used up woman in months, and at last discarded like a half-eaten carcass.” He said his words with no anger, with none of the ferocity I’d know from these men so far. Yet he spoke them with a ruler’s conviction. I believed every word he said, and he could tell by my astonished face.

“Erik!” He called to his boy. “Take your woman to your hut. Put a belt to her ornery ass so she understands.”  Turning away from me, he left me to my fate.

Erik was still in an angry stew when he grabbed my bound hands and dragged me back to the hut. 

“I told you kindly, what you needed to do last night,” he upbraided me. “And you can’t say you didn’t gain from having me between your legs. You’d do well to remember that. Trying to escapade was a fool’s wish.” His eyes glowed hotly.

Erik sat on the rough bed, my body going over his bent knee. With my skirt raised to uncover my bottom, he did as his father recommended. The stiff belt he wore at his waist thrashed my ass with an uncountable number of strokes, until I was howling and begging for mercy, tears streaming down my cheeks. As much as I tried to wail my way out of the fierce chastisement, I was faced with a man much stronger than me. He pelted my ass, until I was sure I’d simply die, the pain astounding to my uninitiated ass cheeks. When he stopped, I simply lay there limp, until he pushed me to the ground. Hitting the packed earth hard, I might have cried out, but my eyes were startled by the look on Erik’s face.

I stared at him, as I had before, still in speechless silence.

“My father speaks the truth of your fate, wench. Don’t contest it. I’ve seen a half dozen women in my life so brutalized as whores, but with no compensation for their womanly treasures. You are too fine a woman to suffer that fate.”

He spoke so plainly, as did his father. And not with contempt, either man. It was something to trust about these two, even though I could in no way trust my future with them, except to assume that it would be bleak.

“Tell me your name, so we can marry properly.”

Was there anything “proper” about this life, the life of rogues and marauding scoundrels that preyed on a weaker countryside? I was incensed to hear such civil words when I know his acts had left me without the compassion and love that had nurtured me my life long, and that would have nurtured me into my future. Could I possibly accept this fate as these apparently wise men suggested? Or should I try to bolt again? It might be easier if I could end my life then, grab the knife from Erik’s side and thrust it into my heart and let my soul return to God.

But alas! I was not that brave a woman. I loved life too much to throw it away, even though this horror might have thrown a nightmare into my designs for it. I wasn’t brave enough to take my life, and neither was I foolish enough to beat my breasts before fate and rail on it forever, thinking that my cries would be heard. If my best fortune was to be as this man’s wife, then so be it, I was required to conclude. Even as I dreaded the thought of it, I could not forget the night we’d already spent as man and wife. Surely there was pleasure in our bed, perhaps it would be possible elsewhere.

Staring at me the way he did, did Erik know my thoughts? Did he wonder at my silent musing? He seemed patient enough to wait for an answer, but he didn’t alter his gaze for even a second as he listened for my response. He wasn’t anxious at all when he repeated his demand. “Tell me your name, so we can be married,” he said again.

“Gwendolyn,” I answered him at last. I didn’t smile for him, though I’m sure there was enough resignation in my face for him to see that I’d accepted this decree.

“Gwendolyn, it is, and a beautiful name for one as beautiful as you.” He seemed pleased though his expression remained grim. 

Moving away from the bed a few seconds later, Erik reached into a satchel and pulled from it a dress to replace the torn one that I wore. 

“I thought this a fine one for a wife. You’ll need it,” he said. “Put it on, and I’ll come for you.” He threw it to the bed so I could stare at the garnet-colored fabric that had once been some lady’s—a lady more wealthy than I had owned this fine garment. I wondered if Erik had slept with the woman, or simply pillaged it from her closet.

On his way out of the tent, he turned back to me.

“If I have your word, that you’ll not escape again, I’ll leave you unbound.”

I nodded my agreement, and watched him take note of it, and then exit the hut.

An hour later I was married to Erik, in the midst of a wooded glade, with a host of scruffy brutes as witnesses. Erik’s congenial father united us with words I didn’t understand, in a ritual from his heathen past that was laced with pagan images. When it was my time to give my word, I nodded and mumbled the words I was told to speak. With Erik answering the same, the simple ceremony was concluded—the sound of drums filling the air and pounding at my ears.

Our wedding was a cause for celebration. Other women, I’d not seen before, appeared from the huts strewn throughout the forest. All danced in their velvet gowns, head pieces of flowers and leaves from the forest that made lush crowns atop their heads. I might have called them beautiful, yet I was still in awe. As the bride of the day, I was grabbed by the others into their fest, as we circled around the fire, our bare feet dancing a jig, reminding me of the spring festivals at home. I didn’t laugh, though I did smile, seeing the light on these women’s faces.

I think I was drunk, for all the ale that was forced to my lips. I ate their feast almost unconscious of the fact, the meat, the bread all passing my lips as easily as the brew that filled my belly and made my head spin. Long into the evening I remained with the women, dancing, tending the fire, and drifting in an out of a unthinking stupor, as my wedding night progressed. The men conversed in hushed tones on the other side of the fire, at moments stopping to whoop it up in a riotous carnival display, before their revelry would die down again. 

In the midst of one such moment of inebriated frenzy, I was suddenly grabbed by the hand, and pulled away from the other women. To my drunken horror, I was stripped of the dress Erik gave me, and lifted high into the air by many rough hands. I was certain that I would be raped then and there as a sacrifice, this terror to me part of their pagan ritual. Though I would have protested the act, I was too drunk to find my voice, and too weary to do anything but submit.

My fears of some savage sexual rite were groundless, however. Stripping me of my garment was simply a clan ritual, a way to prepare me for the remainder of the night. Once I’d been carried around the fire several times, I was taken to Erik’s hut. Deposited on my husband’s bed, I found him there waiting with another glass of ale to anoint my lips. I drank freely, though was soon lost in the vehement excursion he was making about my body.

“You’ll be content with me, Gwendolyn,” he said, as his lips ran the length of my body from my lips, to my breasts, to my navel, to the place of fire between my legs. I bucked madly against his face as it pressed into my sex mound, luscious waves of drunk ecstatic joy surging through me. A magnificent climax rocked every flaming pore as if I’d been taken by the god’s into another land of bliss. So many times my dear Stuart had satisfied me, yet he’d not attained this kind of rebellious abandon Erik bestowed on my craving body. Was it the ale, the music, the beating drums and the dance? Or was there something in Erik himself that propelled me into this rapture?

As he did the night before, my new husband’s firm erection was planted deep where I still spasmed for myself. His pounding rhythm, and vigorous thrusts subdued me into a quivering likeness of myself. I begged for more, mad with the thrill awaiting between my open legs.

He climaxed once in that first fervent moment, and then twice more in the night, when we lifted ourselves from exhaustion into our body bliss again. I found myself lying as close to him as I ever lay with Stuart, and in just a day’s time, my lover’s visage had escaped me altogether, as if he was a worn and useless memory.


Chapter Two

I lived with these crude and vulgar people many months, finding as I did that their ways, as strange as they were, made sense to their roguish nature. I would never condone the raids like the one where I’d been taken, though no one that cared that I found it evil and corrupt. The reward for my cooperation was the satisfaction in my marriage bed. As rough and cantankerous as my husband could be, he came to me as an attentive lover to satisfy himself. Without fail, he granted me my pleasure as if to do otherwise would dishonor me. It was something of merit in his character to be thankful for.

At first I was timid with him, submitting easily to his every wish. The threats made before our marriage still rang in my ears as a possibility if I were to anger him; so I remained compliant, even though that is not my nature. As time went on, I became more bold with him, challenging his pursuits while we were together in our small home, just before or after we had sex. He sparred with me in a jovial way, acknowledging that I would remain different from him.

“I’m not of your ways,” I told him once. “Surely you understand that I can never be.”

“I understand that you think too much for a woman,” he replied.

“Think too much, no,” I countered him. “I just find your manner of living contemptible.”

“It puts food in your belly and mine. I would not fault it so. And this. Surely you’ll find this pleasing to you.” He pulled from his pocket a pendant.

“Where did that come from?” I asked him.

“I come across things.”

“Like you came across me?” I shot back petulantly. 

He hadn’t heard me speak this way since the day I ran away from him. He looked at me surprised by such scorn.

“I consider you my greatest prize,” he said.

“That I am a prize at all offends me,” I returned haughtily.

“Are you out for a war with me?” he scowled. “Because if you are, you will not win.”

“I’ll have nothing to do with your pendent,” I said, looking at the lovely piece with the beautiful jewels that remained dangling from his hand.

“But it would look so lovely about your neck.” He reached out to pull me close and stroke my neck and play with my long fair locks as they fell about my shoulders. He would tell me in the night how he liked them best of all my features. They made me an unusual woman in his midst, such pale hair. But then, he was quite fond of my breasts and well, and of my cunny, of course—all the time he spent there.

