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"Why come all this way if you don't really have a need for me?" she asks, taking the steaming cup of tea from his hand. Their fingers touch, and there is a shock to the base of her spine, a sudden energy and conviction. It occurs to her that she has never healed a werewolf before.

The moment she lowers the cup on the table, he grasps her wrist in his hand. The flash of lightning casts light upon his expression, dark and dangerous, with the same promise that she is afraid she has misread days earlier. "Why do you think, Ianuaria?"

"For me?" she asks softly.

In answer, he grips her by the arms and pulls them together. He kisses her in the sudden, welcoming silence. His tongue brushes over her soft upper lip.

When she gasps, he sucks her lower lip in his mouth and teases the soft flesh with his tongue. He growls, his grip on the back of her neck tightening to the point of bruising as his tongue skims her trembling lips, wordlessly seeking permission for more.

She feels the edge of the table dig into her belly, but he is not as rough as she knows he is capable of. She parts her lips without thought and he thrusts inside, his tongue fluttering over her teeth before going deeper still. When their tongues touch, the sensation is unlike anything she's experienced before. Urgent need flows through her body and before she realizes what she's doing, her arms are wrapped around his neck and she has climbed on top of the table to deepen the kiss.

He groans and pulls her to the edge of the table with a steady grip around her waist, and she wraps her legs around him like it is the most natural thing in the world to do.

He grips the back of her neck tightly, keeping her from pulling away even when her lungs are begging for air. He kisses like a man possessed, like the air he craves is hidden in her lungs and once he has tasted it, he cannot let go.

When he finally pulls back, they are both panting for breath. He returns to himself faster, trailing his grip from her neck to her hair until he is tugging and pulling her head back sharply, eliciting a sharp gasp from her lips.

Her breathing quickens and grows heavier with each exhale. Her chest lifts and falls heavily.

"For you," he confirms, his lips trailing down her neck and stopping only once he finds the pulse there. His lips part and he clamps his teeth to the soft flesh there, sucking gently to leave a bruise against her skin.

It is the pain that makes her come to herself. "Let go," she gasps, the words coming out like a moan instead of a demand. Her own grip around his neck is tight, and sometime in her haze, she has wrapped her legs around his chest as well. He is so warm, so comfortable to hold. She doesn't want to let go.

He growls his chest rumbling against her own. "Never," he says, and the word sings in her bones. She has never had a Master who is so careless and blasé about her gift. Most are so worried about the gift that they would not so much as touch her, just in case it holds true. He doesn't care at all that she may lose her gift of healing.

As if realizing that her thoughts have wandered, he grips her by the hair and yanks her head back, beckoning her back with the sharp pain on her scalp. She hisses at the sensation, and he rumbles something soft and dark that is lost in the flesh of her throat.

"I have hunted your scent for years, Ianuaria," he claims. "Now that I have you, I am not letting go." He is still mouthing along her neck, creating a ring of bruises there. He sucks and licks the skin, tasting her, devouring her, marking her as his. The mixture of pain and pleasure that courses through her body unnerves her. Pressure coils in her belly, like a warm fire that is quickly growing too wild to control. She has never felt this way before. It is intoxicating and addictive. She rolls her hips against him, looking for something more, and comes to herself with a jolt.

"St- stop!" she gasps, renewing her efforts to escape.

She unwinds her arms from his neck and tries to push him away with her palms on his shoulders. It is like trying to push against a brick wall. He chuckles a little, finding her efforts to free herself humorous. 

"Be still, love," he says, his voice moderate but still holding a ring of command. He licks at the freshly formed bruise on her neck and she moans and starts to quiver with pleasure at the touch.
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Chapter 1: Ride with Me​​​
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It is late when she is finished with her tasks. The men who have been hunting were reckless, gaining injuries when they should easily have been avoided. They have been hunting a deer, not a predator. It should shame them that they've returned with injuries at all. Her Master enjoys putting her to use, even when some injuries should be allowed to heal on their own. She thinks it's becoming of men to have some scars on their forms. It shows off experience and ruthlessness. She's healed the men in her Master's tribe until their skin is smooth and flawless, even softer than that of a woman's.

She flinches when her hand is placed on the brute of a man. He had fallen from his horse and broken his leg and a few of his ribs. She heals those, taking only as much time as she needs before yanking her hand from the man. He is a particularly unlikable being, prone to touching that which does not belong to him.

When she is done, she bows low to her Master and asks to retire. "I am tired, my Lord," she begs even though it is not true. She is tired of hearing their loud boasts and rude remarks regarding her garments, or lack thereof. Her Master puts her in a thin cloth that barely covers anything. Just because he can't touch, doesn't mean he won't look. She resists the urge to tug her shirt down to cover more of her legs when the men leer at her. The chains on her wrists and ankles remind them that any that touch her without permission risks swift punishment. She belongs to her Master and no one else. It is a thought that brings her little comfort.

The older she gets, the closer she is to losing herself in more ways than her gifts. She recognizes that she fits the feminine beauty ideal in the same way she recognizes that she wishes she did not. It has brought her nothing but trouble. In addition to having to fend of men who thinks she's a damsel waiting to be rescued (their efforts are never successful and only causes them both harm), she now has to keep at bay men who sees her as something they would like to warm their beds.

Her breasts and hips are full and her waist is slim. When she glimpses her reflection, she has the same facial features she's seen in women who make a living of sleeping with her lords and Masters. Even with disuse, her voice is soft and ladylike. Her hands are soft because she's allowed to do little except what her gift allows, and her eyes are a striking color of blood that allows strangers to identify her for what she is at first sight. She has become the envy of her last Master's wife before she is stolen away. In a way, she is almost grateful to be kidnapped.

"Go," her Master grants, seeing that his men has gotten restless by her presence. He calls for the slaves that she knows will be there to satisfy the men's urges in the same way she can't, and she goes with as much dignity as she can muster to her section of the tent, which is really only a flap of cloth away from where they are. The chains on her legs keep her from climbing comfortably into the bed. She sits in the corner and pulls her legs up, flinching when the heavy weights fight against her. Her corner consists of a single bed for her there, and a small box underneath where she keeps what little possessions she has.

She knows the sounds of their moans and groans will follow her into her quarters. She also know it is not deliberate. She is kept close for her own safety. The fire burns brightly enough from her Master's tent that most nights, she can see the shadows of the lovers moving together, bodies twisting and thrusting, larger men lifting women in their arms and penetrating them with their manhood.

She closes her eyes and lets her own hand wander between her legs, finding a wetness there that has become commonplace of late. The chains are cold against her belly. Her cheeks blossom in embarrassment even though she knows there is nobody to see her, hidden in the shadows as she is.

Tentatively, she peels the cloth to the side so she can see the orgy happening just beyond her bed. She is surprised to find that there is only one young woman in the room, and judging by the way she is trembling, it is her first time.

"My lords," the young woman whispers.

She wonders if she will have to help her once they are done with her. She is such a small thing. The men towers over her like giants.

Her breath catches in her throat when the young woman begins to disrobe. She is a beautiful creature, perhaps somewhere in her twenties. Her body, unlike hers, is fully grown. Her skin is creamy white, but also bruised in places where her past lovers have deigned to leave their marks on her. There are beautiful gold ornaments on her body. She takes them all off like it is some sort of dance, removing one after another until she is completely bare in front of them. She is so graceful and elegant, her long blond hair flowing from her back, reflecting the light and giving her a sort of halo.

Ria feels a stab of jealousy at how easily she smiles at the men and at how easily they smirk back. From the corner of her eyes, she sees the men tense, getting ready to pounce the moment their Master grants them permission.

She recognizes this woman. Her name is Kit and she is her Master's favorite concubine. She's surprised that Master Jamie has decided to share her.

"Let's make this more interesting today," Master Jamie orders. "I want you to try and run," he says to Kit, giving her no time to do so when he gestures for his men to take her.

She jerks and tries to bolt towards the exit, but one of the men is already there. He pulls her back easily, hands gripping her arms and waist. She is slammed into his chest, disoriented momentarily.

Ria sees genuine fear in the woman's eyes when another man comes towards her and grabs her by the ankles. She gasps, kicking and twisting, clenching her thighs together to keep him from spreading her legs open. She is lifted into the air, strong arms hooked under her armpits to keep her from falling as men grab her by her ankles and spread her wide.

She flails uselessly, twitching as if she is trying to kick the men away.

Ria blushes when she sees a glimpse of pink between the woman's legs. Her own fingers have found their way between her legs and she is warm and wet from her own arousal.

Her eyes widen when Master Jamie walks between the woman's legs and, instead of filling her with his manhood as she expected, he started to spank her, hitting her inner thighs with loud, echoing smacks. Her pale skin reddens instantly upon each impact. She cries out.

"Please! Oh! That- that hurts! Please!" Kit cries out, but there is so much arousal in her tone that Ria wonders if she wants him to stop or hit her harder.

He doesn't stop, choosing instead to smack her right between her legs. Her wails take a more desperate level and Ria flinches in sympathy.

He pauses and cups her between her legs, then she sees as he begins to fill her with his fingers, thrusting in and out roughly. Using fingers from both hands, he spreads her lips wide open, presenting the glistening pink hole within.

She shakes her head and trembles, her entire body positively glowing with a sheen of sweat. The smell of arousal and sex in the air is so thick, even from behind her curtains. Ria wonders how they can possibly breathe, basked so heavily in it.

Fingers slide into her hole and she cries out as her hips buck.

Ria's heart is hammering in her chest violently. She watches as the woman's nipples are tugged and twisted, and her Master disrobes to reveal his erection.

He penetrates her without warning, and she screams from the suddenness of his intrusion. He is rocking into her, slamming so hard that her entire body is shoved back and forth from the motion.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it? You want me to fuck you while my men watch?" he teases.

Ria's cheeks bloom even redder at the realization that Kit requested this performance.

"Are you wet for me, or for them?" he asks, smacking her between her legs hard enough to make her sob. Hands maul at her breasts, pinching and pulling her nipples to draw moans from her.

Ria bites her lower lip to keep herself from making a sound. She is disappointed when a man shifts and blocks her view and is instantly guilty for her own thought. She shouldn't be watching this to begin with... but yet, she can't tear her eyes away. Her own fingers are soaked with slick between her legs.

She rubs herself until her body seizes and blank pleasure overwhelms her. It is only then that the guilt and despair of her own situation sets in. She trembles and closes the flap, her dreams filled with impossible things.

...

Some part of her knows she should be afraid when she wakes up in the midst of screams. The same part needs to communicate more with whichever part of her body that's responsible for her flight or fight response, because all she feels is cool indifference. Maybe this is the end, she thinks. She knows she shouldn't be happy with the thought, but she is. She is even a little excited about it.

Her most recent Master is cruel even when he doesn't need to be, demanding sacrifices for what she does willingly, no matter how many times she tells him it's not necessary. She's stopped trying to argue altogether. He only makes his captives suffer longer in spite of her rationale. Perhaps because of it. What she does is unnatural and he fears the unseen consequences rather than what he sees with his own eyes.

She wonders if her soon-to-be new master will treat her better than this one. She does not try to cling onto the hope. She has had half a dozen masters and she has been used both more kindly and more cruelly in the past.

She cannot be surprised that this Master barely lasted two months. Their defences are weak, and they show her off like some sort of trophy when they should have kept her secret. News travel fast in these parts of the land, where nomads roam freely and have little to trade except information.

The sounds of chaos beyond her tent rouses her from her thoughts. She inhales and tells herself that she should not be in the bed when it happens. Perhaps there is some dignity left in her after all. She lets the thought linger in her mind a moment longer until it takes the form of a decision. She does not want to die lying in bed. In fact, if it is possible, she would very much like to see her Master die before she does.

Decision made, she sits up from the bed and the chains move with her, reminding her that she will not be able to be as quiet as she likes. She doesn't know if the attackers are there for her. Because her tent is set with the Master of the tribe, hers is the most protected. She finds that a constant with all her Masters. She is kept the same way one keeps a treasured possession, close by, but in a lock which only he has the keys to.

Hard cuffs licks at her chapped wrists and the heavy bands at her ankles keep her from moving faster than a shuffle. She does not pay them mind. They're as much a part of her as her own limbs and bones. Her progress is slowed, however, because they're heavier than she's used to. She shambles to the front of her tent, noting briefly that her Master is sleeping alone tonight. Even his lover has departed from the tent. Perhaps she's left with one of the warriors.

She ignores her Master and wanders to the exit.

The scent of blood and terror in the air is suffocating, even to her sleep-laden nose.

There is chaos beyond the tent, soldiers tumbling half woken from their homes to fight the enemy that has taken them unprepared. Beasts take the soldiers in their jaws, flinging them aside like they're nothing more than twigs, weightless and insignificant.

Fear clenches at her heart. This is a pack that has no need for her. Werewolves heal on their own.

It explains why nobody has come for her in the midst of the chaos. Oftentimes, she is taken before she is able to come to harm. She is no use to them dead. When she is mistaken for another concubine, her gift lets her heal quickly enough and her maroon eyes give her away.

This is the end, she thinks with certainty and finds that she is a little excited about her first instinct being right.

The freezing cold ground on her bare feet tells her that she is not dreaming. She feels slightly guilty when she thinks that there is a certain beauty to the massacre that she is bearing witness to. Her Master's men are taken down with light-speed efficiency and their corpses thrown high in the air and deposited neatly to a growing pile that she carefully averts her eyes to.

Their enemies are not all wolves. There is the sound of hooves. She knows the horses are not theirs because her Master thinks horses should not be kept near their tents due to their stench. She is glad he's stupid. The animals will survive this. Her heart feels less heavily weighted at the thought.

When her eyes adjust to the firelight burning the tents, she sees dark horses making their way towards her from afar. It is a quick progression, only slowed because her Master's tent is surrounded by his soldiers' and they are being brave instead of clever.

The dark beasts are seating even darker warriors, their forms made bulky with furs against the frigid night. She averts her eyes at the flash of steel that appears whenever men gets too close to the convoy.

She reaches with her gift and tries to figure out what they're dealing with. Not that it'll be any help to them; she needs touch in order for her gift to work. She's just curious. She usually doesn't use her gift so frivolously, but she thinks she's allow a little whimsy on account on her possible demise.

There's only a dozen wolves that are wrecking havoc on the sleeping soldiers. They are protecting riders on horses who observe the death and devastation like a welcoming procession around them. Perhaps it is, for them. She's heard tales of a single werewolf taking down an army of three hundred men. She did not believe it then. She does now.

A firm grip on her shoulder tells her she's no longer alone. For a moment, she thinks that their attacker has spent a spy and she is to be smuggled away while everybody's attention is elsewhere. Then, she catches a whiff of stale alcohol and knows that it is not the case. She turns towards her master's tent and sees the older man's stern face in the entryway. She sees the fire red reflected in his gaze and can't help but think it will be even more beautiful if he was on fire.

He senses her gaze on him and the terror turns to anger. She smiles at the familiarity of his resentment because she knows it will not last.

"They come for you," he shouts, loud over the sounds of the fighting and screaming. It is a miracle, really, that she's heard him at all.

She continues to smile because she sees that her serenity unnerves him. It gives her a little thrill, to be the one who's not afraid, for once. She says, "Werewolves have no need for the likes of me."

Comprehension dawns on him quickly enough. If werewolves are involved, that means he will not survive the night. He makes a noise that's something between a whine and a scream, and drags her into the tent by her chains. The metal stings her wrists, as it is meant to and she only resists a little, knowing that her discomfort will not last either.

He slams her against the pillar. Her bones vibrate on impact. She closes her eyes and tries to shut out the pain. He's holding the chains too tightly and it's chaffing at already broken skin. Another layer of blood coats the inside of her manacle.

He's close enough to her face that if she tilts forward, their foreheads would collide. She stays absolutely still.

His brown eyes are wide, pupils dilated. She has never seen that expression on his face before. She doesn't know what to make of it.

She can feel the bulk and brush of his body against her and has to stop herself from squirming. He has been very careful to keep his hands off her, to keep himself from being tempted. It is not worth soiling her if her gift is sabotaged in the process.

His gaze searches hers as if she has his salvation hidden in them. "Don't let me die," he says, panicking now that the inevitability of his death is clear to him.

Of all the things she's expected to happen, the last is to hear him beg. She finds a kind of perverse pleasure in it. "You wouldn't want me to bring you back after you're dead, my lord," she says with a self-depreciating smile that does not reach her eyes. She is enjoying his potential demise a little too much. Maybe she should tone it down a little. She says, "Perhaps the lord would negotiate your surrender," she says. The lie weights heavily on her own tongue. She doubts he believes her for a second.

He pulls away a little, enough for her to see that their home has started to burn. He notices it too. He looks around and sees that there is nowhere to run.

"You are a curse," he says like it is dawning on him the first time. "Death follows you like the plague."

She shrugs. "I do not need deaths for what I do." She does not say that he invites deaths to his door on his own.

Her answer does not please him. "If I die, I'm taking you with me," he spits with an unsophisticated vehemence that she finds reassuring.

She has to admit that she's a little surprised by his decision to end her. Most of her old Masters were too busy trying to find other escapes to kill her outright. Or use her as a bargaining chip in exchange for their own lives.

"If I can't have you, nobody can," he shouts.

She closes her eyes to keep his saliva from her eyes. She'd rather not have the sight of his wide-eyed panic be her last, but it will have to do. "If it pleases you, my lord," she says with a sort of serenity.
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