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  The Authors




  Gemma Parkes - Scarlet




  I've been writing fiction for several years, I used to write romance but my stories gradually became sexier until eventually that's all I wanted to write! I also read profusely. You will find my stories available to download on Amazon/Kindle, All romance, Xcite and Smashwords. I love travelling to exotic places, taking in the culture and, of course the weather. I love eating good food and trying out lots of different dishes. My current favourite is Thai, but if you think you can persuade me otherwise, go ahead. I have some amazing friends I love spending time with. Friendship is so important, don't you agree?




  




  Eve McFadden - Leaving the Castle




  Eve McFadden was born and raised in southern New Jersey. She attended college at Lehigh University in Bethlehem, PA, receiving a BA in Russian Studies and International Relations. This led her to graduate school at Georgetown University in Washington, DC, where she received an MA in Russian Area Studies in 1994. She remained in the Washington area until 2007, when she and her family moved to Pennsylvania. It was here that she found some sites with free online reading material, which led to her to try her luck at writing herself.




  




  Jocelyn Modo - Deep Morning




  Jocelyn Modo grew up infatuated with science fiction and fantasy, reading everything she could get her hands on. Later, when she discovered paranormal romance, it only seemed natural to combine the genres and she began writing paranormal romance and paranormal erotica, including shape shifter fantasy and science fiction romance and erotica. She lives on the planet Earth, but travels frequently to other worlds, always remembering to bring her laptop with her. Jocelyn has two wondering parents, two wonderful sisters, an amazing, intelligent nephew, and a baby niece with the biggest blue eyes. She loves to read, write, garden, and enjoy the company of her brilliant friends.




  




  Jacqueline George - The Castle




  Jacqueline lives in the far north of Queensland, Australia, on the shores of the Coral Sea. She has a house built for the tropical climate - on tall stilts and with walls that open to let the breeze blow through.




  She lives with her husband who is easily managed, and her marmalade cat Rudy who definitely isn't. Jacqueline writes romantic stories because she is an unrepentant romantic at heart. She also loves travelling to interesting places and meeting new people, and they find a place in her stories too.




  When she is not writing, she is kept busy by her garden which is still maturing. Right now her coconut trees look young and untidy but come back in five years and they will be towering over the house. And what could be more romantic than a coconut palm?




  Behind Stone Walls




  Authors are a talkative bunch, especially now we can communicate online and spend far too much time on social media. Time that would be better spent writing, no doubt. Still, chatting strikes up new ideas and four authors from Yellow Silk Dreams have decided to create an anthology.




  Completely separated by geography and culture in the USA, UK and Australia, the four of us sat down at our computers and wrote stories on the same theme - The Castle. The results are here, and I think you will agree that they could not be more different.




  I will not even attempt to describe the stories - just read on and I hope you have fun. If you do (and I’m sure you will), you can find more books by these authors at their web site links above, and at the Yellow Silk Dreams home page.




  Good reading!




  





  




  SCARLET




  by




  Gemma Parkes




  




  Katy looked at the three ball gowns set out on the pristine four poster bed. She loved these medieval events held annually within the grand old rooms of Foxwood castle. It was an a difficult one. excuse to dress up in clothes belonging to another era, and this evening’s choice was proving




  Katy had arrived late last night along with most of the guests. In traditional style they had drunk champagne in the grand library and toasted each other’s health whilst listening to dark tales of debauchery and strange goings on within the castle grounds. These tales were often invented, but not always.




  Foxwood was a beautiful, well preserved Castle, built in the thirteenth century. It sported original decor and exquisite furnishings in twelve of its thirty something rooms. There had been some refurbishing to the great hall enabling it to be used for special functions such as this. The candles and oil lamps had been replaced with low wattage wall lamps but elaborate tapestries and silks still lined the walls. There was a reproduction spiral staircase of heavy black lead twisting up from the centre to a row of large bedrooms. These appeared authentic with heavy wooden framed beds complete with canopies, but all contained en-suite bathrooms and modern heating systems.




  The grounds were kept immaculate by a team of gardeners and in the late spring to early autumn Foxwood was fully available for public viewing. The castle overlooked beautiful wooded grounds beyond the steep slopes of the Motte and towered some 30ft above. During the last decade Foxwood had undergone huge restoration making it one of the most popular castles in the country with many local people choosing to hold their wedding reception in the great hall and enjoy photographs within the formal gardens and around the small lake.




  Katy looked again at the dresses spread before her. She could hear the water running softly from the shower where her friend Ellie had been for some time. Katy wondered which dress Ellie would prefer.




  The dresses were provided by Parapet entertainment, the organisers responsible for this event. The cost of the ticket had been £250, which included two nights stay complete with meals, dress hire for the main banquet and the evening’s entertainment. This entertainment was never specified and varied from year to year depending on the guests responded.




  Holding up a scarlet gown with a full skirt and a laced bodice against her slim body, helped Katy to make up her mind. It had to be this one. The rich colour complemented her pale skin and fair hair. The fabric was heavy taffeta and its brightness stole the light from the dim wall lamps. She felt wonderfully wicked as she tried it on and studied her reflection whilst toying playfully with the lace ties of the boned corset top.




  Ellie emerged from the bathroom with her hair tightly wrapped in a damp white towel. Another, larger towel covered her body.




  “Wow,” she said stopping in her tracks, “That dress really suits you!”




  




  “Do you mind if l wear it?” asked Katy, glancing across to the others.




  “No, not at all,” continued Ellie, “I have my eye on the white cotton.”




  Katy turned back to stare once again at her reflection, loving the way her small breasts were magnified by the tight binding. which caused them to spill above the fabric and move seductively with each breath. Her eyes rose to her reflected face causing her to step backwards with a little jolt




  “Whatever’s wrong?” Ellie asked her.




  Katy leaned closer to the mirror.




  “Must have been a trick of the light,” she said peering deeply at her blue eyes, “I could have sworn… why does it have to be so damn dark in here!”




  With that the girls continued to prepare themselves for the banquet. They could hear the late guests arriving with each heavy chime of the castle door bell. Ellie looked stunning in one of the soft white gowns. Her shiny black curls tumbled appealingly over her shoulders and were a perfect contrast to the pure white of the cotton.




  Katy’s hair was poker straight, baby blonde and fine enough to settle obediently down to her middle back. At eight they heard the dinner gong sounding out the start of the banquet and made their way down the grand staircase.




  As Katy began the long descent she felt several of the guests’ eyes upon her. She slowed her walking to a regal pace, suddenly feeling as if she were the most important guest in the room. She felt as if everybody was waiting for her to give the signal before they could begin to enjoy themselves.




  When she reached the bottom, she instinctively waited until one of the male guests stepped forward to take her arm and lead her to the grand table with its beautiful linen cloth.




  “What are you doing?” whispered Ellie once they had all taken their places and sat down.




  Katy looked blankly at her friend, taking a few moments to register the question before




  answering. “I just,” she stumbled before finishing unconvincingly, “I’m just getting into the spirit of things.”




  There were sixty guests seated at the large banqueting table. Two rows of thirty, and what seemed to be an equal number of male and female diners. Many were couples, but many of the guests appeared unattached.




  The tablecloth was the purest of pressed white linen and the cutlery consisted of an authentic metal dagger and fork. In front of the male guests stood metal beer tankards whilst the ladies had goblets. Placed in the centre of the long table were many large silver platters which a team of waiters uncovered once all the guests were seated. The platters carried a variety of dishes which included, whole roast chickens surrounded by finely chopped herbs, thick slices of cold roast turkey with cranberry jelly, whole poached salmon served on beds of crisp lettuce and dressed with lemon and cucumber, and three whole hogs roasted on a wood burning spit. Alongside all this meat and fish sat dishes of root vegetables and baked potatoes.




  




  The waiters began to serve pea and bacon broth in small earthen-ware bowls and poured red wine and beer for the guests. Once the broth bowls were emptied, the waiters replaced them with large plates and then stood back to allow the guests to help themselves to the main courses. It was a tradition most of the guests found uncomfortable to start with, but if you wanted to eat you needed to comply, though many of the plates were simply passed from guest to guest.




  Katy studied the people directly opposite her. There was a couple who looked to be in their late thirties seated next to two younger men, possibly in their early twenties. One of the men caught her staring and grinned broadly taking her by surprise. He raised his tankard in a friendly gesture causing Katy to blush and lower her eyes.




  As the guests worked their way through the many dishes, a small band played in one corner of the large room. There were also several jugglers performing around the table. It was a noisy meal and Ellie was soon at home chatting to the guests on her left. Katy however preferred to play flirtatious games with the attentive men sitting opposite her. She was enjoying their obvious attention as she sipped from her goblet and toyed with the food on her plate. By the time the meal had ended and the guests were being ushered into another room set out for their entertainment withrows of chairs facing a wooden platform, the two men were desperate to make her acquaintance.
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