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Prologue







I lie naked on a table with a hood over my head. My neck, wrists, and ankles are tied down. I can’t move. I’ve been here for a while. How long, I don’t know. My thoughts ran rampant. 

I’m going to be tortured; I know that with certainty. Did they find out who I am? What do they want? What will I tell them? How long can I last? Will I die today? 

I bargain with my god. Please don’t let me scream, don’t let me cry, don’t let me show weakness of any sort. Let me die with dignity, keeping any secrets that could jeopardize my people. 

It is warm in the room. There might be a fire, a hearth, warming the chamber. I can’t see, which I think is a blessing. I can’t see the pokers heating in the fire or the other instruments of torture which are no doubt laid out close at hand to aid in coaxing answers out of me. 

There is a sudden change in the pressure in the room; a cold draft slides across my body, causing me to shiver. The door opens, I hear footsteps, a robe rubbing across the floor with each step that comes toward me. My stomach clenches. I grind my teeth together. My balls contract. 

My body jerks when a hand gently rests on my shoulder.

“I will not tell you anything,” I grind out. 

There is no verbal response, just a quiet breath into my ear. “Shhhhhh.” 

The hand begins to roam across my body, stroking me, my pecs, my abdomen. My muscles contract wherever that hand goes. I focus on that hand. It is small and soft, no calluses. Is it a woman’s hand? If it is, my time here is going to be worse. It is well known that women are ruthless—pitiless—when it comes to torture, and innovative in the ways they inflict pain. 

The hand slides down my hip, down my thigh, and then comes up to cup and massage my balls. Thoughts of castration fly through my mind, and terror grips me. The hand stops its ministrations and then grabs my cock. My body spasms again. 

Once more, the breath in my ear. “Shhhhhh.”

The hand strokes me, gently at first, and then more firmly, coaxing an erection. I try to think of other things, try to turn my mind away from the expert manipulation of my cock, but I can’t. It has been a long time since I’ve been with a woman, and whoever this is, she knows what she was doing. I am hard and proudly erect.

My cock is released and left jutting into my stomach. Whoever this is walks away from me, and then something heavy is dragged across the room toward me. My fear grows; I lose my erection. What is it? It must be a machine of some sort. With a final grunt, this person pushes the heavy object up against the table and I feel a jerk as it makes contact. Is this the wheel? Will my bones be smashed? How long will it take me to die? Will I die screaming from the pain? 

The hand is on my cock again, stroking it back to its full glory, and then it stops. 

I draw in a ragged breath, trying to prepare myself for what is to come. I’m scared, I’m angry, and I’m determined that I will not betray my people. I will take the pain, I will take the humiliation, I will give them nothing. Nothing!

A moment later the hand is on my cock again, pulling it upward, but not painfully so. Something comes to rest on the crown, something wet and soft. Is it an animal of some sort? A leech? She is good, whoever she is. Threatening a man’s cock is an easy way to make him break. Is this the torture that will cause me to reveal whatever it is that they want? 

The answer come to me immediately as a warm, soft wet sleeve of velvet envelops my cock. It is a woman! And she is fucking me!

“No!” I shout at her. 

She rides me as I try to buck her off. She stays on me as I try to turn my hips to the left and right in an attempt to unseat her. Her hands rest on my chest as she increases her tempo. She begins to moan with pleasure. 

I can’t help myself, I respond to her moans, and, with my limited mobility, I push into her. It is heaven after such a long drought.

“Don’t you dare come until I have found my satisfaction,” the disembodied voice grinds out in warning. 

She bears down on me, moving her hips. She begins to grunt. I can feel the walls of her cunt squeeze me. She’s going to come. She tenses, her movements jerky, and she grunts, leaning into the hands on my chest. She stops moving, her walls pulse around me as her breathing stutters. She pushes off of my chest and leans backward gasping. I almost come from the sounds of her enjoyment. 

She sits on me, waiting for her orgasm to end. I continue to buck into her, chasing my own orgasm, but she leans farther back, slowly sliding me out of her. Moments later her hand is on my cock again, stroking me roughly, bringing me to climax, shooting my cum onto my stomach.

There is silence, then the rustling of fabric. The door opens again and closes. I’m alone, my dick covered with her lubrication and my cum clumped on my stomach. 

The events of this encounter play through my mind. I am relieved that I was not tortured, that’s a fact. But I am angry to have been used in this manner, without my consent, without my participation. At this point in my life I don’t think I would have denied sex to any woman, it has been so long. Still, I am not happy with what has just happened. 




• • •




I must have fallen asleep. The next thing I feel is a warm wet cloth on my cock. The touch is impersonal. My cock and balls are wiped, the cloth then slides up my stomach, cleaning off my cum. Lastly, a towel is placed over my hips, covering me.

My ankles are released. I immediately bend my legs and then stretch them out. Next my neck is untied and the hood removed from my head. I blink against the light, trying to regain my sight. I immediately look toward the person ministering to me. She is an old woman. Her clothing simple, her white hair pulled tightly back into a bun. 

“Are you the one that did this to me?” I bark at her. 

She looks at me, her eyes wide, and then she begins to laugh. She puts her palm on my cheek and shakes her head no. 

“Who did this then?” I demand. 

She opens her mouth to speak and gibberish comes out. She points to her mouth and shrugs her shoulders. 

“What,” I speak softly to her, “you have no tongue?”

She nods her head. 

“Was it this lady that took your tongue?” 

She shakes her head again, no. She points at me and then at herself, her eyebrows lifting. 

“No,” I respond. “I will not hurt you.”

She smiles and walks around the table, undoing my right hand before returning and releasing my left hand. I sit up on the table, stretching my back, my neck, and my arms. A bowl of stew is put into my hands, and I eat it greedily. A thick slice of bread is offered. I take it and use it to wipe up the last of the stew before shoving it into my mouth. Finally a mug of water is given, and I drink that quickly before wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. 

I stand then. The towel draped on me falls to the floor. My clothes are handed to me, and I quickly put the rags back on. 

“Thank you,” I say to the old woman. 

She nods and points toward the door. When I open it, a sword is pointed directly at my heart. 

“Come along. There will be no trouble from you,” the guard says as he takes a step back. I enter the hallway, there is another guard there who flanks me as I follow the first guard out of the castle. A third guard is waiting for me outside, sword drawn. With a snap of his head, he indicates the direction I am to go. He follows me back to the slaves’ quarters, returning me to my comrades.




Chapter 1

Regan







Two months earlier




I am in my chamber. I figure I have almost an hour before anyone thinks to look for me here. I sit on the window seat, looking out at the land beneath me, looking but not seeing, lost in my thoughts. How did I end up here? A widow, mistress of this estate, and not yet twenty-five. 

My husband is barely cold in his grave, but I am not grieving. I am relieved that my marriage is over. My husband was older than me by ten years. He was attractive and fit—I was lucky in that regard—but he lived his life in a bottle of whatever liquor was handy. He spent his days stumbling around, slurring his words, behaving like a child. 

I quickly realized that the fate of this estate and its people rested in my hands, that I would have to take steps to ensure its safety and profitability, and I tried to make it so. My every effort was thwarted by my husband’s uncle whom my husband trusted without question. In the beginning, I tried to speak to my husband about that. I could see his uncle’s scheming and realized that he served his own interests while the estate and its people suffered. My husband shushed me when I tried to speak to him about it. His uncle, realizing what I was trying to do, began to threaten me in subtle ways while keeping my husband in his bottle. 

The one thing my husband did do for me was teach me the ways of pleasure. Our days were spent as strangers, but our nights were filled with his drunken abandon as he plowed into me, my mornings were spent in bed while he teased my body, teaching me what a joy it was to be a woman. 

Two weeks ago, I was in the library when a page burst in telling me that there had been an accident, that I was needed. I ran after him into the great room to find my husband’s body laid out on a table, his sightless eyes staring at the ceiling, a look of surprise on his face. Had he died in battle, defending our land? No, he had leaned back to empty the last liquor in a bottle into his mouth when he lost his balance, fell off his horse, and broke his neck. His death was instantaneous.

I successfully hid my revulsion at the actions that resulted in his death while wailing as if my heart was broken. My ladies surrounded me, comforting me, and led me to my chamber. Once behind closed doors, I ordered them to leave me and began to make my plans, a smile on my lips and laughter bubbling out of me. 

Two days later, I emerged, clothed head to toe in black. I held a handkerchief to my eyes, wiping at non-existent tears as I met with the captain of the guard. An hour after that, he and a handful of soldiers surrounded my husband’s uncle and escorted him out of the castle, into a carriage and away from the estate with the warning that he would lose his life if he ever returned. 

From then to now I had established myself as the lady of the estate, a lady not to be underestimated. I had started to implement my plans for the estate and my people seemed to welcome the changes I was making. 

Voices from the hallway bring me back to the present. Looking down into the courtyard, I watch a wagon come to a stop. Men in chains alight; the new slaves, purchased to do the work needed to reinforce the castle walls and complete the other work I have planned. From my vantage point I see that they appear to be what I asked for: healthy, strong men. 

I’m about to look away when the last man jumps down from the wagon. He’s taller than the rest, his long blond hair tied behind him, a reddish beard covering his face. He holds himself in such a way that commanded attention. His shoulders and torso are broad and well-muscled. His eyes scan the courtyard and then climb up the castle walls. I instinctively lean away from the window, and when I looked again, he seems to be staring at me. I gasp, putting a hand to my throat. He looks away, and I think … no, he can’t be… a viking! How had that happened? They are warriors, the mere mention of them strikes fear into the heart of the bravest man. And this one is a slave. My slave. 

There is a knock on the door before it’s pushed open. 

“My lady, there you are,” one of the maids speaks behind me. “We have been looking for you.”

I turn away from the window and stand. My time to myself is at an end. 

“Well, you found me,” I say as I smile at her. 

“You are needed, ma’am. The overseer is here with the new slaves and needs instructions,” she says. 

“Yes, yes. I am right behind you,” I reply as I cross the room and follow her out of my chamber. 




• • •




Time seems to stand still and speed by at the same time. My plans and renovations are underway. I spend my days in meetings with my staff. Once a week, the doors of the castle are opened to the people of the estate who come to me with their concerns and disputes. 

My days are busy. My nights are not. I toss and turn and can only sleep when I finally pass out from exhaustion. I miss the pleasure my husband provided, and my hand is a poor substitute. I am losing weight; my eyes are sunken. Of course that is attributed to the broken heart I am supposedly nursing as a result of the death of my husband. If only they knew the truth. 

I begin to look at the men in the castle with a view to an affair, but none of them appeal to me, or I feel they would not be discreet. Out of desperation to relieve the want in my gut, I have my horse saddled. An entourage is assembled, and we slowly walk our mounts out of the castle. As we pass the walls of the castle, a group of men come into view; the slaves. I’m speaking to one of my ladies when I catch sight of the Viking over her shoulder. He is bare chested, covered with sweat, picking up a boulder, his muscles flexed. He carries it to the wall that’s being constructed, his thighs bulging as he walks. 

My mouth is suddenly dry, and I lose my train of thought. I feel my nipples pucker, and moisture seeps out of my body to lubricate my pussy. The Viking places the boulder on the wall, wipes his brow with the back of his hand, and turns back to the rock pile. His eyes begin to move upward, but I quickly turn my head away and spur my horse forward into a gallop. 

When we return hours later, the slaves are in the same place. Work is progressing on the wall, the evidence is there. I see the Viking from a distance, probably because he’s so tall, I tell myself, but the truth is that I’m looking for him. They’re taking time to eat lunch. They’re gathered in a group, eating the bread and meat provided to them. The Viking sits apart from the others. As he eats, his eyes move over the castle, the landscape, and come to rest on our group as we approach the gates. He stands and stretches, his pants low on his hips, displaying a six pack and a vee cut into his sides, leading the eye downward. He raises his hands above his head, gipping his wrists, stretching. His pants slide lower, displaying a few reddish blond hairs. My mouth waters. I will his pants to slide down his hips, to display what I know is just inches away. He drops his arms back down to his sides, and suddenly, he’s looking into my eyes. 

My features, as always, are schooled into a look of boredom, never revealing my true feelings. I tear my gaze away from his, barely managing to keep my tongue in my mouth and not lick my lips in anticipation. It is at this point that I begin to formulate my next, most daring plan. I’m going to have him; I just need to figure out how to make it happen.




• • •




He is an exceptional male specimen: tall, muscles taut beneath his skin, and—my, my—well endowed. I force myself to trail my hand over his body when all I want to do is grip his cock and get to work. When at last I’m poised above him and allow him to slide into me, I almost sob with joy. He stretches me and causes some momentary discomfort, but his girth fills me. He is not happy with this turn of events, trying to buck me off of him, but I hold on until he realizes he cannot dismount me. 

I felt the tension drain from me as I rock him in and out of my body. He fights against his bonds to push into me, and I appreciate the effort, but I cannot allow him to come inside of me. I run full tilt after my pleasure, and, once obtained, I slide him out of me, finishing him off with my hand before hastily dressing and leaving the room. As the door closes behind me, I know that this is not a one-off. I will have him again, and it will be in the very near future.




Chapter 2

Varg







Two days later, I place another boulder on the wall we are building when I am surrounded by soldiers, their weapons drawn and trained on me. One of them points with his sword in the direction I am to go. I am escorted to the back entrance of the castle where my hands are bound, and I am handed off to another set of guards. Anger fills me as I realize what is happening again. 

Buckets of warm water are thrown on me. I am stripped, tied down to the table, and the hood put back over my head. It is not long before she comes into the room, closing the door behind her. Her hands are on me, and she quickly coaxes me into a stiff erection. 

“No,” I say. “You can’t do this to me.” 

“Shhhhh,” she says. “Don’t come until I have my satisfaction,” she warns me again. 

“I could make this better for you, and me, if you would untie my hands,” I offer. 

“Do you think I’m stupid?” she asks me, anger in her voice. 

“Not at all,” I reply, “I am offering…” 

She slides onto me, interrupting my train of thought. She sighs, and I pump into her. Again she places her hands on my chest and begins to rock, quickly finding her release and leaving me wanting. When she dismounts, she does not finish me off. Instead, she leaves me hard and wanting. I hear her footsteps and then the sound of water in a bowl. She comes back to me and stokes me until I come. She wipes me clean and then takes me in her hands again, stroking me until I harden. 

She is on me again, taking her pleasure, not allowing me to find mine buried deep in her. This is a pattern she sets for what feels like hours. She fucks me, strokes me until I come, cleans me, and then strokes me again until I am hard enough for her to mount me. 

I hate the helplessness, the powerlessness of being blind and tied to the table. I am disgusted at the ease with which she coaxes my body to do her bidding. I welcome the release I obtain, but that feeling of euphoria is dimmed by the anger I feel toward her. Who does she think she is? Who is she? These questions churn in my head along with the resolve to not let her have her way with me so easily. 

She grips me again, stroking me until I am hard. She slides onto me and again finds her satisfaction while leaving me wanting. She lifts herself enough for me to slide out of her cunt, and then what she does next surprises me. She lies on top of me and sighs. I feel her body relax. She speaks softly to herself. Her breathing slows and she falls asleep. 

She is short; I imagine she would stop at my chest if we were standing together. Her body is soft against mine. Her breasts are not large, but they are not small either. After a short while, she wiggles up my body until her head rests on my shoulder. She lets out another huge sigh and snuggles into me. 

I might find this endearing were I not tied to a table with my cock standing at attention with no relief in sight. What does she think she’s doing? Am I nothing more than a rug for her to lay on? My anger ratchets up. I buck my hips, but she doesn’t move. I shake my body from left to right, trying to dislodge her, but she still doesn’t move. I cough, but nothing. She is dead to the world. There is nothing for me to do, and eventually I fall asleep as well. 




• • •




I am being shaken. I wake with a start, trying to sit up and choking myself against my bonds. But I am not the one being shaken. Someone is shaking her. She mumbles something. Another shake, and she wakes with a gasp, realizing where she is. She sits up on her knees, and I feel her sex on me, her lips surrounding the moist center pressing against me. 
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