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Total Submission




  “Emily!” My nurse, Martha, yelled out to me. If she knew I was out here swimming in the lake, she would surely have my head! I rushed to the grass where my dress was and put it on. I ran to the castle in a hurry.




  She called out to me again, “Emily! Emily!”




  My parents had forbidden me to leave the castle, and had ordered the guards to keep a close watch on me. If they now get a glimpse of me, they would tell my father where I had been.




  My father’s shady business deals had me at high risk to be kidnapped for a ransom. My father really did not love me; I was more of a bargaining tool for him. Even my marriage to a rich man named Townsley was only done so that my father could acquire more land from his wealthy family.




  Once inside the castle, I dashed up the stairs and burst through the doors of my room. Martha was standing there with her hand on her wide and curvy hips. She looked at me with lips pursed and shook her pointer finger at me.




  “Your father will have you locked in the prison if he catches you down in that lake!” She grabbed my arm, pulled me over to the tub, and impatiently took off my dress. Martha continued, “And look at you! Your mother had this dress specially made for you to wear for your meeting with Townsley today and you have gone and ruined it! I swear child, your madness is going to have me hanged by your father! I am supposed to be looking after you and you slip through my fingers like water!”




  Whenever Martha fussed, I let her. The poor lady had been watching me since the day I was born and her life’s work has been to make me her life. I was standing by the tub completely naked as I waited for her to fill it with water. “Come child, get in!”




  I stepped in and had a seat as she took a bucket of water and pours it on my head.




  “Martha!” I screamed because the water was freezing cold.




  “Hush child! Maybe this will bring some sense to you. I had water ready for you because I knew that you would go and get into something.”




  She poured another bucket of water over my head. I spit some water that had gotten into my mouth into the tub. She poured a few more buckets of water into the tub and began to wash me. The washrag she used felt like sand as she rushed to get me clean.




  “Martha!” I whined.




  “Hush! I have got little time to get you washed and presentable.”




  She grabbed my arm and pulled me up. She took a towel she had around her neck and rubbed me down until I was dry. “Go on; get out of that tub now! We have not got a second to waste, and we have got to get you dressed!” She rushed over to the closet looking for a dress for me to wear.




  She chose a velvet blue dress as blue as the midnight sky. It was adorned with little white crystals that resembled stars. The sleeves were bell-shaped and it had gold thread stitched into the hem and into the neckline that hit the curve of my shoulders. It was, by far, my favorite dress. The dress had several layers of black lace that made it weigh more than me. It could literally stand on its own because of all the layers it had. The corset strings were made of black ribbon. As gorgeous as the dress was because of its fabric and layers, it made me sweat and was hard to balance while walking. Martha pulled the corset so tight, it was hard to breathe. With all the fabric used to make that one dress, I could have made blankets for the entire kingdom.




  Martha carried the dress over to me, and opened the top wide enough for me to step into. I did so carefully to avoid stepping on the dress and ruining it. She slid the dress up to my shoulders as I put my arms into the smooth sleeves that were the only comfortable part of the dress.




  “Stand up straight! I know you hate it, but I have got to fasten this corset,” Martha instructed. I stood tall and took the deepest breath that I could. I tried to enjoy the final moments of relief before she laced the corset up so tight that I could not take even the shallowest of breaths.




  “Hold on to the bed post so I can get it nice and tight.” I clasped my finger around the post and she began to tug at the corset strings. She did not stop until the string would not give anymore.




  When she was done fastening me in, she began brushing my hair. I loved wearing my long, wavy, ebony hair down; but my mother insisted I wear it up because, as she would say, “That is what ladies are supposed to do!”




  Martha braided my hair so that it laid atop my head like a crown. She slowly walked me over to the mirror. I hardly recognized myself. She stood behind me with a smile as she admired her work of transforming me in such a timely fashion.




  “Absolutely stunning! Now, just try and keep it this way until your fiancé gets here.”




  “Ugh! Please stop calling him that!” I begged.




  “Well, that is what he is whether you like it or not.”




  “Unfortunately; it would not be so bad if he was not so arrogant.”




  “Well, look at where he comes from – his family is very wealthy.”




  “But wealth does not equal intelligence!”




  “I am sorry, your father made the deal since you were born. This is the decision that has been made and it would not change. It is best you just get used to it. You are only going to make it harder on yourself by trying to resist,” Martha encouraged.




  “I cannot believe I am stuck having to tolerate him for the rest of my life. I feel like I have been cursed. I would much rather marry one of the pigs in the barn. At least, they would treat me with more respect than Townsley!”




  “Now… now! He will be your husband, and you have to learn to respect him.”




  “Respect is earned,” I insisted.




  “Well in this particular case, my love, it is given or your father would not be too happy about it,” Martha warned.




  I grunted stubbornly. “You sound like one of the barnyard pigs grunting like that! Now, it is time you head downstairs. We do not want your father to get impatient and wonder where you are.”




  Martha smacked my bottom and sent me on my way.




  I walked carefully down the hall trying to balance the weight of the dress. The moment I stood at the top of the staircase, the musicians blasted their trumpets to announce my arrival. I clumsily held onto the banister and looked down at my feet being careful not to fall. I looked over at my mother sitting on her throne and she motioned for me to stand tall. I reluctantly let go of the railing and walked even slower.




  I looked at my father who was also sitting on his throne. He used his fingers to impatiently wave to me to move faster down the stairs. I looked down at the base of the staircase and there stood Townsley. I am sure his gold jacket cost more than my entire dress, and he would be sure to let me know about it. He stood tall and cocky with a menacing smirk on his face. He looked at me trying to make eye contact, but I looked away.




  My father nodded with authority for me to move faster. My mother looked concerned hoping I did not fall. She also knew how much I disliked Townsley, and warned me to never let that show for fear of what my father would do. My father’s word was always final and disobeying him was an offense punishable by death, even for me being his only child and only daughter. There was no doubt in my mind that he would reprimand me for even the slightest hint of disdain for Townsley, and I had been warned for previous actions that were deemed disrespectful.




  As I approached the base of the staircase, Townsley reached out for me. I happily reached for his hand only because I felt myself losing balance. I felt like throwing up as he kissed my hand. He led me to the dining room where we would be served dinner. I walked in front of him and sat down at the head of the table. He stood there, appalled.




  “Since I will be your husband, you really need to learn to let the man go first! Have your mother not taught you anything about respect yet? I remember having a conversation with your father after our last meeting when you spoke to me in a sour tone,” he raised his eyebrow, “and you should know by now that I am to sit at the head of the table, because I am going to be the head of the household.”




  “I would like to give you a good smack in the head!” I mumbled under my breath.




  “Are you getting smart with me again?” he questioned as if he was challenging me.




  I stood up and bit my bottom lip. I shook my head and moved to the seat next to him on the side of the table.




  “Have you decided where we will go after we are married? Somewhere hot or cold, near or far? I want you to be happy,” he smiled. Just as I was about to answer, he interrupted, “I have decided we will go further north. I want to see the snow-covered mountains. I know what I want will make you happy.”




  “I am confused. You said you want me to be happy, yet you assumed what would accomplish that. Why ask if you have no interest in hearing my response?” I challenged.




  He leaned forward towards me and grabbed my arm until it hurt.




  “Let me explain something to you. You will be my wife. Your purpose in life is to make me happy. So I am safe to assume that your response from now on should and will be ‘whatever makes you happy, my Lord’.” He gritted his teeth and continued to squeeze my arm right through to the bone. I snatched my arm away and massaged it where he had been squeezing it so tightly.




  “If you think for one second that I am going to allow you to beat me around like I am lower than a poor man’s dog, then you have surely lost your mind, my Lord!” I quipped as I continued to rub my arm.




  “I will speak to your father again. His punishments must not be strict enough if you are still confident enough to speak out of line with me!” He ran out of the dining room and back into the throne room where my parents were, and I followed quickly behind him.




  He exclaimed, “King Walter! I would like to have a word with you about your daughter’s tone with me.”




  My father looked at me, his face was void of expression, but I knew he was boiling with anger on the inside.




  “Perhaps some time in the prison without food will help assist you, Emily, in learning what it is to be respectful of a man,” he said as he looked at me and crossed his arms.




  “But father, he treats me like I am his property! He does not own me!” I protested.




  My father stood up immediately from his throne.




  “Is this what I pay Martha for? To raise a child with this attitude? Do you not see this Victoria?” He looked over at my mother with frustration.




  “I have instructed her to obey orders when they are given, my King. I am not sure of where she has learned otherwise,” my mother’s voice was almost inaudible.




  My father shouted, “Well, whatever you have done has not worked well in training Emily how to behave as a wife.”




  Townsley looked at me pleased that I was being punished.




  “What will be done? I cannot continue on like this. I do not want to be the one to break her down; and quite frankly, I do not possess the time to do so. Someone must have her ready to serve me properly before we are married,” demanded Townsley.




  “It is settled, she will be in the prison today until night tomorrow. She can make her bed with the rats since she has decided to behave as if she is lower than one. Guards!” my father shouted loud enough to almost make the entire castle shake off its solid foundation. My mother rushed up from her throne and gently grabbed my father’s arm.




  “My King, please. I will speak with her once more,” she begged. My father reached up and slapped my mother in the face, and she fell to the floor from the force of his hand.




  “This is where she learns it! You want to challenge me? You can sleep next to her with the rats. Did you not hear me say that it was settled?” I rushed over to my mother and tried to help her off the floor. She held her face as I wiped tears from her eyes. I looked at my father with such a disapproving look that I prayed I could melt the skin off of his face. “Say one word and you will get the same or worse. Guards! Take them away to the prison now.”




  Four guards ran into the throne room. Two grabbed me and the other two grabbed my mother, and they dragged us away. I looked at Townsley who had the nerve to blow me a kiss. I turned away from him immediately.




  “We can walk!” I yelled. The guards let the both of us go and one of them lit a torch, leading the way as we walked down to the prison. It grew colder and darker the farther we walked. It smelled more and more like dead rotting flesh as we approached the prison doors. On several occasions, my father had left people down there to die as their punishment.




  The lack of food and water and infection from being bitten by a rat was enough to kill any prisoner in a week’s time, even if their sentence was not to be there until their death. I could only hope that my mother and I were more fortunate. As we walked past prisoners being held behind thick, cage-like doors, they yelled out to us, begging to be set free. They would soon see that we were now one of them; and even though we were a part of the royal family, we had no power to give them what they wished. My father controlled everything.




  One of the guards opened the cage doors for us. This would be the place where we stayed. They slammed the door behind us making sure we were locked in. My mother and I sat on a pile of hay close to each other. She shrieked as a rat ran across her feet, and I shooed it away.




  “It is okay, mother. It will only be for a night,” I assured her. She began to weep. I rocked her as if she was a baby and she actually fell asleep. The darkness of night set in with our only light being a torch that was quickly losing its fire. Once I could block out the sound of other prisoners who were suffering in pain, I could make out the sound of crickets outside. I also heard a familiar voice call out to me. It was the voice of my best friend since childhood, Lance. He is also one of my father’s knights. I looked around until I could see his blue eyes piercing through the darkness in a small window in the wall. Making sure my mother was comfortable, I ran over to him. I took a deep breath of fresh air that seeped in through the tiny window.




  “Are you okay, Emi?” Lance whispered.




  “Yes, it is only for a night. I think we will be fine. How did you know we were here?”




  “One of the guards told me about all that happened today. I have come with a little food for you and your mother – a chicken that I roasted over a fire earlier today. Take it; it is still a little warm.”




  He slid a small bag full of chicken through the window, and I grabbed it from him.




  “Now, go before one of the guards catches you here and word gets back to my father. We will be free tomorrow and I will meet you behind the barn like always.”




  “I have some new sword tricks I would like to teach you! Have you been practicing the ones I showed you last week?” he asked as if he had forgotten the fact that I was in a prison and he was in danger of being caught there helping me.




  I ordered, “Lance, I will see you tomorrow! We have no time to converse tonight. You must go!”




  “Okay, my lady. Goodnight!” he whispered. I could see him smiling as his teeth glowed through the dimness; then he disappeared. I looked back over to my mother and gave her a nudge so that I could wake her. I handed her the chicken so that she could eat. I took a few bites, but was more concerned with making sure she had enough to eat.




  “Mother, we can run away, just the two of us. We would never have to worry about living under father’s horrible rule ever again,” I tried to persuade her.




  “We live a great life here. All your father asks is to be respected,” she rubbed her cheek that was now red and swollen with my father’s handprint.




  “But is it worth you being pushed around and me being threatened constantly?”




  “What will we do? I am getting older and I have no skills. I am settled in my ways. Being here in this castle is the only life I want to know. And your father would send the guards for us and we would be killed for trying to escape him.”




  “But mother!”




  “I will hear no more! Do you realize that you could have been killed today? Your father has warned you countless times about your defiance. Plenty of women would love to be in your place,” she urged.




  I replied, “Well, it is a place that any of them can have! I would gladly give it all away to have anything but the fate I have been given.”




  “You are to obey Townsley or be put to death by your father. And you will no longer have me on your side to fight for you against your father commands,” she scolded. I looked down at the cold, dark grey floor. She took me into her arms and caressed my hair. “I hate seeing you troubled. A beautiful bird like you is meant to fly free. If it was not for your father being the way that he is, I would let you do just that. Now, I want you to sleep and dream of a place where you can do the things that you wish without restriction or fear.”




  “I will, only if you do the same. I will dream that we are both free.”




  
A Tale Before Bed




  Other than the changes in the sky from night to day and then to night again, my mother and I would not have had any idea of what time it may have been. Now that it was night again, the guards would be coming soon to let us free. Lance was kind enough to bring more food to us.




  Even though my mother had begged me to follow my father’s orders, I was not quite ready to surrender. The only thing that would keep me silent was knowing that my mom could suffer because of me. Once we heard the loud thud of the guards coming to free us, we stood up and ran to the cage-like doors. As the guards approached us, the prisoners shouted to them to be set free. The guards unlocked our doors.




  “You are free to go, your Majesties,” one of the guards said respectfully. I almost laughed at the irony in what he had said. The prisoners continued to yell at my mother and me, shouting out that they were innocent, begging for mercy. I tried my best to look only straight in front of me; I did not want to make eye contact with them and risk seeing the desperation in their eyes and the hope that either my mother or I would free them.




  As we approached the top of the staircase that led to the main part of the castle, the air felt like a more suitable temperature. The light was now fully bright from candles and torches all over the castle. The look on my mother’s face was one of relief. The guards led us to the throne room where my father sat alone on his throne. My mother and I stood before him.




  “Will we have any more problems, Emily? Has short time in prison suited you enough? Or shall I sentence you to more time? Perhaps you would not even survive if I impose a longer stay?” my father asked. I looked down at the floor.




  “Father, I am ready to behave as I should. Neither you nor Townsley will have to endure defiance from me. I am ready to obey,” I almost choked on the words as they came from my mouth. I looked at my mother through the corner of my eyes; she also looked down and did not move. My father had trained her not to speak unless spoken to. He let out a brief chuckle.




  “Victoria, as my Queen, I trust you to model yourself in a fashion that Emily is to replicate from this moment on. And if you ever go against me again, I will have you thrown out of here and send the dogs out on you. Am I clear?”




  “Yes, my King,” she answered and continued to look down.




  “Go away to our bedroom, my lady. You have been away long enough. It is time for us to reunite. The maid has drawn a bath for you.”




  My mom quickly dashed up the stairs as my father ordered, “Emily, go to your room. Martha is waiting to put you into bed. You need to be well rested, for your coming of age party is in a few days, and you would not see Townsley until then.”




  “Yes, Father,” I walked away and up the stairs. I walked slowly from being tired and still having to wear that heavy dress. Once I made it to the top of the staircase, I walked to my room as fast as my remaining strength would allow. I almost leaped through the doors, and I saw Martha standing by the door with a smile. I reached out to her and she gave me a big hug. I collapsed in her arms and she pulled me over to my bed.




  “I am glad you are okay, Emily. I stayed away in the chapel the whole time you were gone praying for the safety of you and your mom. Sit up just a little so I can loosen this corset.”




  I leaned forward with the weight of my body leaning onto the bedpost. I took the deepest breath that I could once the corset was completely loosened. She laid me back onto the bed and pulled the dress down over my legs. Once she removed all of my under clothes, she carried me over to the tub of water. She placed me into the warm water and began washing me.




  “Martha, would it be much easier if I just died?”




  “Do not you stress yourself over this, my dear. It could have been much worse than it was – your father was lenient.




  “Lenient?” I questioned as I sat up in the tub. Martha looked at me with shock.




  “He could have had you killed. Then you would not be here now to speak of any wishes to die. He could have granted that for you! Now calm down. Once you are done in the tub, I will have the cook make you a bite to eat, and then you can sleep until late tomorrow morning.”




  Martha was careful washing my feet and nails that had gotten dirty from being in the prison. She took a towel from around her neck and opened it wide in front of me. When I stood up and got out of the bath, she wrapped it around me and began drying my skin.




  She dressed me in a soft, freshly-cleaned, long, white gown with long sleeves. I walked over to my bed where she had already turned the sheets down for me. I felt weightless in the bed as the mattress cradled my body perfectly. As I rested, I began to feel overwhelmed at all that was about to happen in my life.




  “What would you like for the cook to prepare for you?” Martha asked.




  “I am not hungry. I have so much on my mind,” I sighed.




  “Lay back, my love, and relax and I will tell you a story that was told to me once when I was a girl only a little younger than you. Have you ever heard of The Taggers?”




  “No, but I am intrigued – anything to get my mind off of everything.”




  “Okay, well keep your eyes closed,” Martha tucked me in tight. She sat next to me on the bed, and I turned towards her as she ran her fingers through my hair saying, “The Taggers are evil spirits. They roam around the world searching for the first-born sons in families so they might take them as a sacrifice. As they begin to lose their power, the only way to keep them going is to sacrifice the soul of a male baby. The Taggers are horrible beasts. They go into the minds of people, usually through their dreams, and show them how they will be tortured if they do not give up their first-born male child. If you do not surrender to them, the nightmare will become a reality. They will make you watch as they kill and destroy everything and everyone, then they will kill you last and still take your child. So it is better to surrender; because either way, they get what they want.




  “Is that what happened to the village my father was raised in? It is awfully strange how he became a king without being born of royal blood. Was there not anyone else left to rule? I have heard him mention how his town was destroyed in a fire,” I sat up in bed, perplexed. Martha gently nestled me back into bed.




  “Eyes closed!”




  “Okay, okay! I will rest if you continue to speak.”




  “It is said that your father was set to be surrendered to the Taggers, but his mother refused to give him up. His father urged her to let him go and she refused to listen, even attempting to run away with him. But you cannot fool a Tagger!”




  “Why would he do such a thing as willingly want to give his child away without a fight?”




  “Your father’s parents were poor and could not afford to take care of him. The Taggers had promised his parents a life of luxury in exchange for the child, and death if they decided to keep him instead. But since his mother refused, the Taggers did as they said they would. They set the entire village on fire, with all the people as well, and took your father with them.”




  “So, this is why he never speaks about his parents. But why did the Taggers not sacrifice him? My father is still very much alive today!”




  “Something about his mother’s bold refusal to give him up struck a chord with the Taggers. They decided to let your father live in honor of her. No one had ever challenged a Tagger for fear of what would happen to them. The Taggers chose to believe that only such boldness would come from some type of goddess. They showered your father with riches and his own kingdom for him to reign.”




  “So if his mother had just listened, she and his father might still be alive!” I shot up again. Martha pushed me back down into bed.




  “Close those eyes!” Martha demanded. I kept my eyes closed and continued to speak.




  “Perhaps this is why my father has this issue with my mother and me not obeying him. It must be a huge burden to know that because of you, an entire village was destroyed.”




  “If this story is true, I suppose your father feels as if it is his fault. Maybe that is why he is the way he is. No one knows for sure. This could possibly be a tale someone made up to explain why he is so cruel. I am not even sure how the story was started. But there is one thing I am sure of; it is time for you to go to sleep. I am sure you have got a lot of mischief to get into tomorrow! Are sure you do not even want a small bit to eat?”




  “No, food is the last thing on my mind. I am ready to sleep now,” I settled back down into my bed. Martha blew out several of the candles that kept the room fully lit and she left. Even though my eyes were closed, my mind kept racing with questions from the story Martha had just told me. I could not wait to see Lance the next day to find out if he knew anything about who the Taggers were and what they had to do with my father.




  
Tell Me What You Know




  “I had a dream last night; it was more like a nightmare. I gave birth to a son and then I woke up in a castle and could not find him anymore. I tried to ask the people in the castle if they had seen him, but no one had seen anyone take him. The next thing I saw was a battlefield where this large, grey, giant beast of a man was about to run a sword right through me. He was slimy, had claws for hands and his eyes were the size of hen eggs. He was at least twice my height. He had on clothes, but they were torn and appeared to have been too small for him. As he headed towards me, he roared like a lion. Then, I woke up.”




  Lance joked saying, “That is why you have to learn how to fight with a sword; so next time you have that dream, if you do not wake up in time, you can defend yourself until you do!” He held his sword in the air and stood tall. I sat on the grass and leaned up against the outside of the barn we hid behind where he gave me weekly sword lessons. My father forbade women to be educated or to learn any type of fighting skills.




  Lance motioned his head towards the sword that was next to me on the ground. “Are you ready to fight today? I have some new techniques I want to teach you.”




  “Oh, Lance, I cannot concentrate today. I feel like the nightmare has something to do with a story Martha told me last night when I could not fall asleep. She told me the story of The Taggers. Have you ever heard of that story before?” Lance nodded his head and extended his hand out to me to help me off the ground. “What do you know about them?”




  “Them?” Lance laughed. “The Taggers is some false tale someone made up. Martha did tell you it is just a tale?”
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