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Chapter One: Aurora
 
 
The swelling sun lights the sky, betraying the granite of the castle. Its flaming beauty is scarred by the looming armies of the north as they descend toward my father’s palace. I watch the small specs of men on the horizon, seemingly so innocuous at this distance and yet I know that by nightfall they may have breached this fortress. A knot of anxiety twists inside of me and I lean my forehead against the cold stone for support.
At nineteen, I am the only daughter of the King of Donrose, and younger sister to his two sons. Every inch a maiden, I have been raised a princess with virtue and grace, although my feisty nature ensured I was also taught to wield a sword when required. Nothing though, could have prepared me for the last months of war. My father led the charge before the first snow of last winter. A fierce advocate for battle, he rode with his best men, sent in a celebration of flags and fanfare. We expected the conflict to be done thereafter and his imminent safe return, but now, with the spring well ensconced, there is still no word from the king. My brothers followed him after some weeks, leaving me as ward of the kingdom.
I open my eyes and assess our impending doom from the small window. Our previously impenetrable walls now seem certain to crumble against the might of these Nordic invaders.
My attention is taken by sounds outside of the chamber and I turn from the window in time to see my brother entering my room.
“Aurelie!” he cries, extending his arms to embrace me.
My heart jumps as I move toward him, wrapping my own arms around his large frame. “Bowen! You’re back from battle? What news have you of the invasion? How goes our army against the Viking foe?”
A string of questions leaves my lips before I can stop them, but instead of answering me, he holds me close, as though facing these enquiries is too much to bear. The thought startles me. Bowen is my eldest brother and almost certainly Father’s favourite. He is tall and strong and will be a worthy king when the time comes. If there is hesitation in his heart, then our chances really may be fading fast.
He moves away from me, holding my shoulders with his large palms as he regards me with a heavy expression. “Aurelie, it pains me to report there is no good news from battle. The savage Vikings from the north descend upon us like a plague from the gods.”
I assess his face, dirty from weeks of fighting and worry. “There is no hope then?” I say, my voice little more than a whisper. “The castle is bound to be breached?”
He nods solemnly. “I fear so, sister.”
I take a deep breath at the acknowledgment, resisting the urge to look again at the impending doom on the horizon. Instead I keep my eyes on Bowen, knowing that he will only have chosen to burden me with this news for a reason.
“What can I do, brother?” I ask him.
Bowen pauses, as though he cannot find the right words for me.
“Aurelie, I know it was not our father’s way to ask our women to fight, but with myself and Eustace engaged in battle, I fear it will fall to you to lead those who remain. I have trained you in the use of a sword, but never did I expect this millstone to fall to you.”
“Bowen, please…” I start, a bubble of emotion rising in my throat. “Do not speak of our father in the past tense. He is our king and is certain to return to us any day!”
He moves toward me and plants a chaste kiss on my forehead.
“Sister, we must face the likely truth. There has been no word from the king for many months. His prowess in battle is legendary, and I feel certain he would have welcomed the opportunity to die for Donrose riding with his men and protecting his people!” I flinch at Bowen’s words, looking into his brown eyes as he continues. “Our armies are overstretched and vastly outnumbered. Tonight the walls of Castle Donrose will surely be breached. I have returned only to bring warning to you and must ride back to my men to fight.”
My head spins at his news; the worst possible outcome appears to be unravelling in front of us. “What can I do to defend the castle?” I ask, resigned already to my fate. “You know I will protect it with everything I have. I will never leave of my own accord.”
He smiles at me. “That I know,” he says, chuckling. “You are one of the best swordsmen I have ever met—even better than Eustace in my opinion, but don’t tell him I told you so!”
We exchange a laugh at our brother’s expense; a small relief in this very dark climate.
“Take this and use it well, Aurelie,” he says, pulling his sword from its sheath over his body.
“But, Bowen,” I argue, “this sword is yours and you will need its agility in the coming hours more than I?”
He shakes his head. “I have many other swords which will serve their purpose in its place.”
He thrusts the long, silver metal toward me, before gently placing it in my hands.
“This is Aurora, for she brings light where there is only darkness. She will serve you well, Aurelie.”
I glance down at the weighty metal in my hands and marvel once again at how my brother chooses always to name his swords.
“Thank you, Bowen,” I whisper. “I promise to take good care of her until your return.”
“I know you will, sister,” he says, helping me to bring Aurora down by my side. “Though I cannot promise when, or even if, that return will be…”
“Bowen,” I implore him, “please do not say such things.”
“I speak only the truth, little sister. These are dark times and Donrose may not recover from them. At any rate, if we must perish then let us do so fighting for what is ours. We will not surrender to these savages from the north!”
At this moment I see not my brother, but a king standing before me and I fall into a curtsey at his feet.
“I will not let you down, Bowen, I swear it!”
He crouches and pulls us both back to our feet, before embracing me again.
“Be brave, sweet Aurelie,” he tells me. “These invaders are vile defilers and I am pained to have to leave you. I should be here, defending you and your virtue from their brutality.”
I shake my head at him, tears filling my eyes as he plants another firm kiss on my forehead.
“Now I must away.”
His words sound very much like goodbye and the knot of tension in my body tightens as he turns to leave my chambers.
I am resolved to do my duty and yet feel crippled with the loss of my kin and the weight of his expectation. I never really imagined I would need to concern myself with the defence of my father’s castle and my belly lurches at the prospect of what is to come. How can I—little Aurelie of Donrose—step up and fight? And yet fight I know I must…
Dressing in one of Bowen’s old doublets, I discard my lace in favour of the plain, masculine attire of the knights of Donrose. I catch my reflection in the looking glass and barely recognise the person blinking back at me. Could this be the Princess Aurelie, renowned for her beauty over several lands? I smile as I consider the question. Yes, I am Aurelie, daughter of King Harold and as well known for my fiery nature as my raven allure. It is this Aurelie who will be ready to meet the Viking invaders. I glance north out of the nearest window. The darkness is coming and with it the hordes that mean to bring destruction to my father’s kingdom. I clutch at the encrusted handle of Aurora, thinking of Bowen, Eustace, and my father. Whatever the night may bring, I must remain strong for them, and for Donrose.



Chapter Two: Invasion
 
 
The torches of the invaders draw ever closer, and the castle braces in anticipation of the impending battle. Their descent brings an unearthly silence to the walls of Donrose; each of us ready and yet not prepared for all hell to break loose. I scan the line of men on either side of the battlement lines. My father’s old advisor, Bromley nods in my direction and then our collective glance returns to the approaching flames, growing larger as the invading army readies its onslaught.
Into this state of suspended animation comes the noise of hundreds of men. My stomach twists with unease at the sound of impending war. And then—seemingly even before there is time to draw breath—they are upon us. Rocks and burning weapons hurtle toward us as I give the order to our remaining archers. The arrows bring the first line of assailants to their knees and yet hundreds more roar on from behind them. I see them beginning to penetrate the sides of the castle, like ants looking for new routes into their desired hole.
I turn and run toward one who has scaled the west wall, waving Aurora high above my head as I charge. It has been a while since I fought with a sword. Father was never particularly keen to see his only daughter wielding a weapon of any sort. Yet Bowen had always given me private and patient tuition and used to allow me to practise with him and Eustace, until the day finally came when I even beat Bowen’s own blade.
The memory of those times emboldens me somehow as I charge the intruder. I see his blade shining in the blackness and I do not hesitate. I take a swing at his vulnerable, exposed side and strike him even before his weapon is raised. He falls, letting out a guttural sound that makes my stomach turn over. Before I can dwell on his fate, another invader completes his climb.
This one is a tougher foe, using his far greater body weight to topple me with one swing of his axe. My helmet falls from my head, but I keep hold of Aurora, swinging her to good use before losing my footing. Rolling across the hard floor, I prove to be more agile than the bearded intruder and end up on my back, able to catch my breath whilst he gathers himself. The scene around me is like something from a nightmare. The sounds of battle cry and invasion are everywhere, piercing my ears with their unrelenting, cruel noise. The Nordic army seems stronger in numbers than even Bowen had feared and in this moment I realise he was right; our fight is futile.
Having recovered his composure, the latest invader stands, axe in hand, and stamps toward me before suddenly recoiling. He motions to another of his kin and shouts something in a tongue that I cannot understand. The men laugh, a deep, malevolent sound from their gut. I realise they have seen my face and know now that I am really a woman and not the knight they had assumed.
Another approaches me from the rear and I swing backward, bringing Aurora hard against his legs. He cries out in pain and I dart right, missing the axe by just a few seconds. I am away before the bearded one can catch me, and I make my way back inside the castle. I round a corner and spot Bromley on his knees with a different intruder. Without thinking I charge his oppressor, bringing Bowen’s sword down against his shoulders just in time. The stranger falls awkwardly between us, and I grab Bromley’s arm.
“Come!” I command, dragging him to his feet and down one of the dark, candlelit corridors.
“Thank you, my lady!” he gasps behind me, “but please, I implore you to leave me, for I shall only slow your safe passage?”
There is little time to debate this notion as three more intruders charge us from ahead. We scatter; him to the left and me to the right. I am pursued by one of the men, who gains on me with ease. I spin around to face him, realising there is little point in running any further. As he sees my face, a disturbing grin spreads across his own visage.
“Well, well, what have we here?” he asks darkly, as he steps toward me.
I raise Aurora and bring her crashing down against his own ready blade. He pushes her away with force, sending her flying out of my hands and me against the granite wall. As I spin to face him again, he approaches me in an unhurried pace.
“Praise Valhalla! I did not expect to claim anything as lovely as you in this mire!”
I scan the floor for Aurora, desperately seeking her protection against this Viking. She is too far away to aid me from my position on the ground, and I would have to manoeuvre past the intruder just to reach her. I regard him with caution. He is massive—well over six feet—and must be five times my strength. I know I have no chance against him and still I cannot rein in my quick tongue.
“I am not yours to claim,” I spit at him in disgust. “I will never belong to any of your northern filth!”
His face changes in an instant and a blank hatred fills it. He raises his sword and dread washes over me. He has me cornered and I can never out-battle him.
“Cease, Magnus!”
The voice comes booming from behind my assailant and by his face I’d say he recognises it. Slowly he lowers his weapon and twists to see its owner approach. They exchange a string of words I do not comprehend and I use the opportunity to gather myself and climb back to my feet, wincing at the sudden hurt reverberating down my left side.
“My Lofðungr,” the first man says, eventually giving way to the second. “I found this woman in the castle. She was more than happy to attack me, so I was just about to put her down.”
The newcomer steps forward, eyeing me intently as he speaks. “You will not slaughter women under my watch. We will take her with us—unharmed—do you understand?”
He speaks with the authority of a ruler and I appraise him quickly as he regains control of his man, Magnus. Seeing them together I realise that this one is even taller than the first, and from the look of his body he is just as strong, although not quite as broad. He has long, dark blond hair, pulled into a braid beneath his helmet. It’s a colour rarely seen in my lands and is rather startling to behold.
“Yes, My Lofðungr,” sighs Magnus, clearly disappointed by the order not to harm me.
The taller man assesses me again, this time with such intensity that I squirm under his watch. It’s as though his blue eyes are removing the attire from my body and de-robing me altogether. For some unknown reason I find myself responding to his gaze, my breath quickening again, but this time not from fear alone.
“I am not yours to take!” I announce, addressing him directly.
He watches me with those brooding eyes, considering my outburst.
“Hold your tongue, woman!” cries Magnus. “You do not address our prince without permission!”
“He is no prince to me!” I splutter, my voice dripping with disdain.
Magnus moves forward, his hand raised and instinctively I flinch, squeezing my eyes shut. At any moment I expect his hand to strike me and I brace for the pain, but all I hear are scuffling sounds from the men in front of me. When after a moment there is no impact, I open one eye to see the second man physically restraining Magnus.
“I said unharmed!”
The ferocity in his voice makes me cringe even though his words are not directed at me.
“Yes, My Lofðungr,” says Magnus, finally understanding that his prince had meant what he had said.
“See to it that she is bound and held safely until the battle is done. I want her delivered to me personally, is that clear?”
“Yes,” comes the contrite reply.
The prince scans the floor behind Magnus and, seeing Aurora, addresses me directly. “Is that your weapon over there?” His accent is softer than Magnus’ and has a deeper tone.
I take a deep breath, thinking of Aurora, and then Bowen and my kin. “Yes,” I say, my voice defiant.
He strides to where Aurora waits and scoops her up in his large hands, holding up her blade. “It seems you have already taken the blood of my men, this evening?”
I swallow fearfully and yet refuse to allow the emotion to dominate me. “I have done what is necessary to defend Donrose.”
He looks over at me and there’s almost a smile on his lips. “You must fight well then? You women of Donrose?”
I raise my head to him, straining in the candlelit corridor to get a better view of this man—my enemy—who has undoubtedly just saved my life.
“I cannot speak for all women, but I was taught to fight by my brother.”
He nods at me, before swinging Aurora into one of his many weapon hold-alls.
“Magnus The Strong,” he says, addressing his kinsman now, “remember my words and do as I have commanded.”
“Yes, My Lofðungr,” promises Magnus, bowing low as his prince strides away. He appraises me, a mixture of irritation and adrenaline coursing through his features.
“So now—are you going to fight me still whilst I bind you?”
He produces a small length of rope and takes a small step toward me. I splay like a trapped animal and consider my options. I realise there is little point in attempting to escape when I know already that he can easily outrun me. With resignation I grimly accept my fate and for the first time since the invasion, I stop fighting.
Magnus slips and twists the large coarse rope around and between my small wrists, binding them together in front of me. I try not to make eye contact and yet I can see that despite his order, he is desperate to manhandle me further. With my arms now restrained, he attaches a second piece of rope, ties it to the bonds at my wrists and holds the other end, tugging it hard to move me forward.
“Since I am now to be stuck with you, I’d appreciate your cooperation in moving whenever I do,” he smiles by means of explanation at my enquiring looks.
“I will not cooperate with you!” I say, my voice full of defiance.
“But, of course you won’t!” he smirks in response, and then pulls another item from his pocket, this time a dirty white piece of fabric. “If you will not cooperate then I will not need to hear anything further from you!”
He is behind me before I even have time to muse on his words and has stretched the long fabric out across my mouth. Instinctively I open my mouth to protest and in doing so, I simply aid his job, allowing the material to slip between my teeth. I feel him tying it in a tight knot behind my hair as I struggle behind the new confines.
“How dare you!” I try to say, but without consonants, my words are merely a humiliating string of sounds. Magnus completes his circle of me, appraising his handiwork and then has the audacity to actually laugh.
“That is much better!” he concludes out loud and then moves off, dragging my bound arms behind him. His strides are long, and I have to sprint to ensure I do not fall behind and lose my footing. We round a corner by the armoury, encountering another group of Viking invaders.
“Bjorn, make haste!” yells Magnus to his comrades. “We must win this battle—our prince wishes to depart and take his prize with him!”
With this he yanks the end of the rope between us with force and my body lurches forward and into view.
“Hail, Freya!” calls one of the other intruders as he assesses me. “Perhaps our Lofðungr will share his prize?”
Magnus laughs and pulls the rope tighter. “If that is so then I will be the first in line!” he shouts back.
Magnus’ men are already marching over to where we stand as he speaks. They too are infinitely large, wearing metal helmets that cover most of their foreign faces.
“Magnus!” calls the one named Bjorn. “Let’s taste the prince’s dessert now before the battle ends. His highness need never know?”
He appraises me as though I am a piece of meat and I swear I see him lick his lips at the prospect of having me. I squirm, physically recoiling from this new oppressor; disgusted by his words. Magnus’ bondage however effectively keeps me in place and I am forced to remain, listening to the insults. Their dark laughter fills up the passageway as they consider Bjorn’s plans. Finally, after what feels like forever, Magnus stops chortling and shakes his head.
“It’s a good plan, my friend, but I have explicit instructions from our Lofðungr about this one.”
He nods his head in my direction as he speaks.
“Why would that be?” asks the unidentified man, looking again in my direction. “What is so special about this one?”
“I have no idea,” agrees Magnus, “but he was very clear about it, so I intend not to displease him on this matter.”
I stand here, gagged and bound, watching these brutes discussing my fate. My heart pounds against my ribs at their words, as though it too is searching for an escape even at this late hour. When it becomes apparent that none is forthcoming, my attention returns to the Vikings before me. Seemingly reconciled that I am not theirs to enjoy, they lead me on through the castle. We move as a group, the Nordic savages on the prowl for more of my men as we go. The pursuit seems endless as we pass through the large expanse of the fortress. Bjorn and the others search each new room and granite corridor they encounter for those who may be seeking refuge, and as time passes, I slip into despair, stumbling behind the invaders as if in a bad dream. It seems we have fought for nothing.
Donrose is doomed to fall and there is nothing I can do halt the suffering.
At length we leave the castle walls. Light begins to break from the horizon and with the morning sun comes the terrible reality of the raid. I struggle past bodies strewn here and there, trying desperately to identify each one and yet never given the time to do so. Overwrought with grief and exasperation as we reach the outer walls, I come to a virtual standstill. I allow Magnus to drag me forward, but no longer do anything to assist him. After a few steps he notices the extra effort and spins to confront me.
“Walk, woman!” he orders.
With tears of frustration spilling into the material clogging my mouth, I shake my head—outright refusing to do anymore to help in my own abduction.
He rolls his eyes beneath his helmet and moves toward me. I automatically flinch as he approaches. “I asked for your cooperation. If you will not cooperate then you will be carried!”
With no further warning, he pulls the large pieces of armour plating from my body. Two huge plates from my back and chest come away in his hands with ease, before he yanks at those on my legs. I watch in horror as he discards the metal, and leaves me standing in the thin layer of doublet fabric. Then wordlessly he picks me up and drapes me effortlessly over his left shoulder—my face, hair, and bound wrists falling down to his back. He holds me there with his left arm and continues onward. I hear the men laughing at my unfortunate position and yet I am so shocked by this treatment that initially I do nothing to protest. Then, realizing that he indeed intends to carry me this way, I begin to thrash and kick against him, using my bound arms as a weapon upon his back. He ignores me for a time, and then presumably once the kicks become more than just an irritation, his right arm raises and to my horror comes smarting down on my upturned backside!
“That’s enough!” he scolds in a mocking tone. “Any more of that and I’ll strip you down and carry you naked to the prince! Do you want to be presented to him in all of your nudity, woman?”
I am horrified, feeling my cheeks burning red at my public chastisement and I pause my kicking immediately.
“That’s more like it,” he says, laughing again and smacking my ass rather more playfully this time. “You can be a good girl—with the right encouragement!”
I squirm over his shoulder, frustrated by my utter helplessness and yet ashamed by the growing feeling of arousal I am experiencing from it too. Never in all of my years have I been treated this way! I am a princess of Donrose—the king’s daughter—loved and well-respected by all. And now, bound, gagged, and tossed over this brute’s shoulder I am completely disregarded, aside from his impromptu spanking of my upturned backside. I am half terrorised and half excited by my predicament—a fact that terrifies me in its own right. Now upturned over Magnus’ shoulder, I try to push down the strange swell of emotions that are threatening to consume me.



Chapter Three: The Onward Journey
 
 
The journey over Magnus’ shoulder seems endless. From this ridiculous angle it’s almost impossible to see where we are, but I strain my neck north and can just make out the edge of the castle battlements away to my left. It’s then I realise that these men are literally about to take me away from my ancestral home, and the thought makes the knot of anxiety in me tighten into a painful ache in my belly. The panic inside of me increases as I hear the growing sounds of men and horses from behind me. Magnus must be approaching the rest of his kin and whatever awaits me beyond Donrose is now about to begin.
“Magnus The Strong!” A voice from our left breaks through the noise, and my captor spins on his heel to greet the unknown speaker.
“Eric!” Magnus’ voice booms from next to me. “How are you, my warrior?”
“Clearly not as well as you, my liege!” laughs the stranger. “It seems you have brought yourself a keepsake from the battle?”
Both men laugh at this and I squirm over his body at this latest indignation.
“This is not mine,” replies Magnus, slapping my rump theatrically. “It is for our Lofðungr—I am merely tasked with her safe travel to where he awaits.”
“Ah,” says Eric from somewhere way to my left. “And what a task it must be!”
Magnus laughs, apparently agreeing, but adds, “Certainly I have had less pleasing orders from the prince and yet this one has an aptitude for defiance and disobedience.”
In my peripheral vision I see the other man for the first time. He walks slowly around the back of Magnus to my bound body. Although I cannot make out his face, I can feel the weight of his stare drilling into me.
“I am sure that you are more than capable of delivering the prince’s prize, my friend. He left some time ago for his pavilion—perhaps the ride there will help to quell her waywardness?”
“Let’s hope so,” says Magnus, striking my upturned behind again. “For I am already weary of it!”
I moan into my gag at the impact, feeling the dampness between my thighs. I cannot understand my own body’s reaction to my abduction. Why do I seem to be relishing this outrageous treatment so much? As I muse on my own responses, the sound of another person approaching draws my attention.
“Your horse is fed and ready, my liege.”
“Good,” says Magnus, striding onward again. “I will ride soon, but first I must take a drink before I leave—bring me a cup of mead, my good man!”
“Yes, Magnus,” comes the reply as the servant scuttles away.
He strides forward, before finally setting me back on my feet in front of him. Feeling a little queasy, I blink up at him as the blood rushes from my head. He removes his helmet, revealing a mane of light brown hair, and watches me as the smaller man returns, holding a large wooden cup.
“Your mead, my liege,” he says, dipping his head slightly.
As Magnus takes the cup, the young man’s eyes dart in my direction, eyeing the swell of my bosom beneath the thin fabric of Bowen’s old doublet. Seeing his interest, Magnus laughs before taking a long swig of the drink.
“Thank you, boy—you may depart!”
The younger man hesitates, but concedes as he slowly backs away. With the servant gone, Magnus’ attention returns to me.
“How are you feeling, my pretty thing? A little less naughty, I wonder?”
I eye him severely, sending him daggers with my scornful expression, but wisely choose not to try to answer from around the gag. Somehow the indignation serves only to amuse him further.
“We still have some journey to reach my Lofðungr,” he says, taking another drink, “and since I do not trust you, you shall have to ride with me.”
I listen to his words as I watch him drink. My head is still cloudy from my rather undignified transfer from the castle and somehow I can’t process the journey to which he speaks. Wherever his intended destination I have no desire to leave Donrose and yet I know any further resistance will no doubt be met with repercussions. I shift my weight awkwardly as I recall his threats earlier about stripping me and delivering me to the prince naked.
“Are you going to behave?”
His question cuts through my inner monologue. I nod, not wishing to aggravate him further if I am to be forced to travel onward with him from here.
“Good,” he says, moving toward me with lightning speed.
Instinctively I tense, all too aware that only hours earlier he would have happily slain me if not for the word of his prince. Now just a few inches away from me, he reaches his hand toward my face and pulls the material out of my mouth. I stare at him in shock as I feel the soggy fabric hanging limply at my neck.
“There are several hours of riding to be done,” he says, taking my bound hands and forcing the wooden cup between them. “Take some fluid now whilst you can.”
His instruction sounds rather more like an order than a suggestion, and so I raise my hands tentatively, gazing down into the murky liquid in the wood. Set against the backdrop of the light wood, the mead looks bronze in colour. I wave the wood under my nose, taking in the waft of alcohol and regretting it in an instant as my belly lurches at the prospect.
“No, thank you,” I whisper, my eyes darting north to meet his.
He smiles, moving just a fraction toward me and presses the wood up to my lips. “That was not a request,” he insists.
I hesitate, still not wanting to drink the unappealing liquid and yet unwilling to provoke him for the time being. Ignoring my delay, Magnus tips the cup, sending the mead falling toward me. “Open,” he commands, eyeing me intently.
Our eyes connect again and after a moment, I do as he asks, parting my lips and conceding as the fluid passes between them and into my throat. I drink a small amount, swallowing it fast so that I do not have to taste it. Despite my best efforts the flavour lingers in my mouth, coating the back of my throat in a bitter, earthy taste. I can’t hide my disgust as the trace of the drink lingers and Magnus laughs heartily at my expression.
“Is our mead not to your liking?” he chuckles.
I say nothing, swallowing hard to try to push away the hint of the mead altogether.
“More,” he says, pushing the wood back toward my mouth.
I shake my head more defiantly. “Please—no,” I say, imploring him with my eyes. “It makes me feel quite ill.”
He watches me, still smiling before finally relenting and taking the wood from my grasping hands. “Well, we can’t have you unwell now, can we?”
He finishes the mead with one large gulp and discards the wood over his shoulder. Regarding me one final time, Magnus reaches for my bound wrists and drags me forward toward a group of magnificent-looking horses away to our right.
“Let us depart,” he says as we approach a brown steed, bridled and waiting. The animal turns and watches Magnus as we move closer, obviously excited by his presence.
“This is Agneta,” he says, more to the horse than to me. “She will take us onward. You are an unexpected addition to her load, so any bad behaviour and I’ll have you trotting behind us.”
He turns to me as he speaks, forcing me to look up into his eyes. “Do you understand?”
I drink in his formidable gaze and understand all too well—he is attached to this mare and values her more highly than me.
“Yes,” I whisper.
Magnus nods, believing that we have reached an accord, before he drops my wrists and turns, mounting his mare in another moment. For the time being his attention is lost on Agneta. He adjusts her bridle, lengthening the slack before petting the side of her face with genuine affection. I watch from the ground, suddenly aware that I am unsupervised for the first time in hours. My eyes dart around me, and I consider whether I could make a dash for it and where I could go. I realise with resignation that I am surrounded by these foreign Vikings, and with my wrists still bound I am virtually helpless. A dull stab of disappointment fills me as I accept that my fate is sealed. I am going to have to allow this man and his mare to take me from my homeland.
“I assume you ride?” Magnus asks from above me.
“Yes,” I reply.
He leans toward me, reaching down one of his long, muscular arms. “Then foot in the stirrup and up you come,” he says.
With a heavy heart I step forward, assessing the metal stirrup in front of me. I take his arm with both of my bound hands and slide my left foot inside it. Then using most of my remaining energy I push myself north. With his help I am forced in front of him on the large saddle, my bottom pulled into his groin and his open straddling legs. The exertion reawakens the pain in my left side, caused by my clash with Magnus earlier. I wince at the sudden hurt, drawing in air through my clenched teeth as he manoeuvres me on the saddle. All at once I find myself pressed right into his body, his two muscular arms circling my frame as he makes final adjustments to Agneta’s reins.
“Keep your hands against the lip of the saddle,” he instructs me, the heat from his breath tickling the right side of my neck. “If you move them, I will tie you to Agneta’s harness.”
I say nothing, but it appears my acknowledgement is not necessary. Magnus kicks my left foot from the stirrup, replacing it with his own and slides his left arm around the middle of me, like a steel chain. I realise that this arm is now the only thing keeping me in place on Agneta, and so despite my reluctance to be this close to him, I accept that I have little choice. Falling from a mare this size would have severe consequences, especially with my side already in some discomfort. His right hand seizes the reins in front of me and the horse moves off at an even pace.
“Hold tight now,” he says from behind me as he taps Agneta. We move into a canter and then gradually our speed increases.
With a heavy heart I watch the landscape of my home pass before my eyes. The woods of Donrose spread ahead of us and we’re soon riding fast into its shady confines. Agneta, now running at quite a pace, stays to the path and avoids the ancient roots of the trees with relative ease and yet I can’t help but imagine what would happen if she were to trip over such a hazard. I grip the leather of the saddle with my bound hands, knowing it would serve little purpose if we were thrown from the horse. As though he senses my anxiety, Magnus’ arm tightens at my waist and pulls me even closer into his body. The back of my doublet now sits directly against his groin and for the first time I am aware of the Viking’s excitement at my predicament.
Never before have I been so close to a man. A woman of my station barely interacts with men at all—unless you count the occasional state congress, in which I have once or twice been permitted to dance with peers of my brothers. By contrast now I can feel the heat from Magnus’ body and the throbbing organ at his thigh nudging against my bottom. I gasp at the sensation and hear him chuckle from behind me.
“What’s wrong?” he asks, his voice full of sarcasm. “Have you never felt a man’s excitement before?”
I turn to my right and see his arrogant face smiling. “I know not what you speak of,” I lie.
The grin on Magnus’ face widens. “Of course not, my lady,” he replies. “Let’s just say it is your good fortune that my prince has requested your delivery to him personally. Otherwise I would find a great many other uses for you back at camp!”
I flush at his words and turn back to face Agneta’s head. She rushes onward, thankfully choosing a safe path through the trees.
“That said, I am certain that my Lofðungr has his own uses in mind for you…”
His voice travels clearly past my ear, but I deny this latest comment any acknowledgement. My belly however cannot ignore his words and twists at the thought that Magnus is probably right. I grip the saddle even tighter as my mind imagines what this prince may have in store for me. Am I to become his concubine? A plaything for his every whim?
My blood boils as I muse on the prospect and yet I say nothing further. Instead I watch Agneta gallop onward, moving me ever closer to whatever fate awaits.



Chapter Four: Courtesy
 
 
We ride through the day for what feels like hours. Around us the landscape gradually changes. The dense forest soon makes way for the northern territories; places I have heard about but never seen with my own eyes. The path becomes steeper as Agneta is forced to climb increasingly hilly terrain. On the horizon I make out dramatic mountain ranges and watch in a daze as the sun moves from high in the sky to drop low behind these peaks.
At some point my eyes close, the desire to sleep becoming an overwhelming battle in its own right. The rhythm of Agneta’s pace and the hardness of Magnus’ body combine to coax me into an unlikely slumber. For some time, I try to resist the urge, straining at my eyelids to remain open. Inevitably though I lose the fight and fall into a fitful sleep against my captor.
I am roused by the sudden slowing of Agneta’s pace and open my eyes to find us approaching a settlement ahead. Upon the battlements and the flags flying in the cooling breeze, I recognise the crests I had seen earlier on the armour of the invading troops. It’s then the realization hits me; we have arrived at the place these marauders call a base. I am to be delivered to the Viking prince.
“Kveðja, Magnus!”
The sound of another voice startles me and I look to my left to see a well-armed man standing on the path below.
“Kveðja, brother!” replies the giant holding me tight from behind. I realise with chagrin that I had been dozing against his chest, and quickly move myself forward and as far away from him as possible.
We approach the settlement, and a large wooden gate ahead of us slowly begins to raise. I see soldiers on either side of it salute as we pass. Magnus rides Agneta through the entrance, driving her hard as we make our way into camp. Gradually as he instructs her to slow and we drop to a trot, I begin to absorb my new surroundings. The place is massive, so much bigger than we had believed at home. There must be literally thousands of men based here—all hell-bent on savaging the south. I shudder as I consider this, wondering if any of our neighbouring kingdoms will survive this onslaught.
The light is slipping away fast, making the settlement seem all the more malevolent. Agneta travels only a short distance inside the camp, but the sheer size of the place feels daunting. It is dense, made up of dozens of small tents erected in circular groups across the expanse of the ground. Men congregate in each group, warming themselves by open fires whilst they roast and share their latest kill. The aroma of meat and dirt is everywhere, staining my hair and seeping into my skin.
We stop by a clearing and Magnus dismounts in an instant. I am left sitting astride the mare alone and all of a sudden I actually miss his close proximity. In its own perverse way, he had become a sort of security to me. Magnus secures Agneta’s bridle to a low-lying wooden stake where a number of other horses are grazing, before he turns to me.
“Time to deliver you,” he says, winking at me.
I look at him scornfully, although I can already feel the blush growing up my face. “I am not a thing to be delivered!” I hiss down at him.
He smiles and a low feeling of dread spreads through me. “Dismount if you will,” he says by means of reply. “Join me here.”
I eye him, the old defiance rising in me again as I shift my weight backwards, finding the left stirrup again. Using my limited grip, I swing my right leg over the saddle and drop unceremoniously to the dirt below. Magnus is over me before I can even remove my left foot from my stirrup.
“You will be presented in the proper way,” he informs me as he approaches me from behind.
I climb to my feet, unsure of his intentions, but find the weight of his hands preventing my further movement. As quick as a flash his hands move to my head. I feel them yank at something at my neck, pulling it north and before I can stop him, Magnus forces my old gag back between my lips. Instinctively I protest and try to stop him, but my attempts are met with a sharp swat to my behind. I yelp through the material now back between my teeth, feeling him retightening the fastening behind my hair.
“Enough!” snaps Magnus. “You belong to my Lofðungr and you had better start to behave!”
I snort at him and screech my protest through the gag. Seeing my response, Magnus rolls his eyes and leans forward, grabbing me around the middle and throwing me over his shoulder again. Incensed, I struggle against his large frame, knowing already that my attempts are futile, but unable to contain my outrage. Magnus strides away from Agneta and we travel across the camp. After some minutes the fight in me lessens and I stop struggling against him. I reconcile that there will be a time to fight and I should save my energy for whenever that occurs. Eventually he slows as we presumably reach our destination. I strain my neck to see where we are, but can make out very little from over his left shoulder. He grips me tightly as his pace falls to a saunter, and I hear the presence of several other men.
“What have you there, friend?” asks a voice.
Magnus laughs and pats my ass in some sort of show. “A prize for our prince!”
Various men exchange further comments about my unexpected appearance at camp in some Norse tongue that I—no doubt thankfully—cannot understand. I imagine the types of crude remarks they are sharing, and am suddenly grateful to be head first over Magnus and not to have to see any of my own ignominy. Magnus makes his way through the throng, his long strides cutting through the crowd like boiling water through ice. We approach a quieter area and I notice that the sounds of strangers have finally fallen away, leaving Magnus to his task.
“Magnus? What is your business here?” comes a deep voice.
“Kveðja, I bring the prince property that he claimed in Donrose.”
I baulk at this new description of me, but resist the temptation to protest further—his impromptu gag has made it virtually impossible anyhow. There is a pause in conversation and from my eye line I can see that the unknown voice—presumably a sentry of some sort—has disappeared inside some sort of large canvas structure. At this moment I am struck by how strong Magnus must be. He has carried me some distance, after riding for several hours and battling before that, and he seems neither weary nor breathless. I remind myself wryly not to be too impressed by the man who earlier had tried to slay me, but still cannot help but be awed by his power. As I muse, the guard returns and I can just make out his gesture for Magnus to enter. We move slowly forward and he bends low to allow us both entry.
The air inside this new environment is different. There’s warmth and the scent of some foreign spice that I do not know.
“Greetings, Magnus.”
I know this voice. I recognise the foreign, husky tone and instinctively I know where he has taken me—or at least who he has taken me to…
“My Lofðungr,” Magnus begins, falling to one knee with me still bound over his shoulder. “I beg forgiveness for my insolence earlier and bring the captive as you ordered.”
At this he flings me unceremoniously to his feet. I hit the floor and feel the impact reverberate down my painful left side. I flinch, sucking in the pain and roll to my right side, eyeing the prince looming high above me.
His eyes are on me as they had been before, assessing me at great length, taking in the shape of my legs and chest, and then finally reaching my eyes. I wonder what he finds there because at this moment even I cannot describe the mixture of anger and terror that fills me. I can feel impertinence building from my every pore, daring him to try me and see how defiant I can be.
For my part I can read little into his hard expression and cannot say for sure what I find in those large blue eyes. Desire is a possibility—the thought making me clench my muscles in rebellion, but almost certainly there is curiosity loaded there too, and possibly amusement at his new prize. He takes a small step toward me, reaching for Magnus and placing his large hand on his shoulder.
“Thank you, Magnus. I appreciate your efficiency in this task. Please rise and go eat and drink your fill. The battle has been a success for now—Donrose is fallen and our brethren will secure the territory on the ‘morrow!”
“Thank you, sire,” replies Magnus, who takes his hand and kisses it in loyalty, before rising slowly. “My Lofðungr, one final word if I may?”
The prince sighs, a near silent sound that I am certain Magnus does not hear. “Of course. What troubles you?”
“Far be it from me to advise you, my Lofðungr, but be cautious of your new captive. She may look fragile, but so far she has responded to nothing except a firm hand.”
The prince chuckles at these words, his gaze again returning to my bound form at his feet. “Then it is as I have imagined it to be, Magnus, but thank you for the warning, my friend!”
Magnus bows respectfully, a wide smile also on his face as he turns to depart the pavilion, leaving me alone with his Lofðungr. A moment passes in silence and the prince moves toward me slowly. He crouches in front of me and I brace myself, expecting some type of violence or reproachful remark at least. He moves his right arm toward me, inch by inch as though he does not want to frighten me. I watch it creep in my direction, passing my bound wrists and over my gasping chest, until his large hand reaches my face. There he pauses and watches me intently for a moment. Our eyes lock; his cool and in control and mine no doubt betraying the terrified angst I am feeling.
I feel one and then another of his long fingers brush across my left cheek. He pushes them between my skin and the impromptu gag that Magnus had tied in place. The material is eased out of my mouth and gradually down my chin, until it falls loose around the front of my neck. Satisfied, he rises and turns, reseating himself on the large throne-like chair to which he was previously seated.
“Now we are alone—finally.” Those eyes drill into me again. “Tell me, my lady, who are you really?”
I flex my fingers in front of me and move my head, boldly meeting his gaze. “I am Aurelie of Donrose, the king’s only daughter and certainly not your lady.”
That wry smile cuts across his features again. “I thought you may say that, and yet you find yourself here, tied up on my floor and so, I rather think that you are mine?”
“I know not who you are,” I say in the most derisory way I can muster, “and yet I promise you that I belong to no man of the north!”
He exhales, shifting his weight in the chair to lean against his right elbow. His big blue eyes never leave me, eying me with an intensity I have never felt before.
I push myself upright—not as easy as you’d think without the proper use of your hands. Sudden pain ricochets down my left side and I squeeze my eyes shut. The sound of his movement makes them fly open again and I recoil as I see how close he now is to my seated position.
“You’re in pain, my lady?”
There’s genuine concern etched across his face and for the first time I acknowledge just what a handsome face it is. His hair is the colour of dark sand, but lighter than any I’d find on a shore of Donrose. His skin is paler than my own and that of my kin and yet I can see the years of experience worn into his forehead and those high cheekbones. His chin is covered in long, dark blond hair, and then there are those eyes… They are the colour of the deepest oceans I have read fables about, and they swim with dark intensity.
I take a deep breath, aware suddenly that I have been gaping at him this whole time. “I was hurt in battle,” I whisper, barely able to sustain eye contact with him.
He nods, rising from his crouched position and extends a muscular arm down toward me. Slowly and tentatively I meet his hand, making skin contact with him with my bound wrists. As the back of my hand brushes against him, we make eye contact again and an inexplicable shiver rushes down my spine.
“Let my servants attend to your injuries…”
I’m not sure if this is a question or a command, but his tone is almost hypnotic, trying to quash my defiance and make me compliant. I stand up next to him, fighting the urge to choose an easy life and allow his devilish façade to overawe me. It would, I realise, be all too easy to just stop fighting and consent for him to take care of me.
He takes the binds between my wrists and guides me gently toward the side of the structure. Tall candle lights line the edges, casting light into the darkest shadows of the pavilion. We make our way in silence to the far rear corner, behind his throne. This is an entirely private area, distinct from the rest of the space. There’s a high, soft-looking bed away to one side and so I surmise that this may well be the prince’s sleeping quarters. He turns to face me, his face half lit by the large candles to his right.
“My lady of Donrose, although you are my prisoner, I am not a savage. I would like to treat you well and with respect, but—let me be clear—if you choose to disobey me, I will not be kind or respectful. You will be punished.” His eyes swell with emotion as he speaks slowly and clearly to me. “Do you understand me?”
The certain authority in his voice ignites something inside of me. Of course as a woman I have been given commands before by my father or brothers, and I often considered them to be unfair or unreasonable, but they never made me feel this way. His words hang in the air around us—like a sensual threat—taunting me to challenge him. I swallow hard, sizing him up, musing on what kind of a leader this man may be. I know nothing of him, except that he has led his men to storm and overrun my castle this night. And yet, he has already demonstrated his compassion ordering Magnus to spare me and no doubt saving my life.
For the time being I decide to sit on my naturally rebellious nature and acquiesce. “I understand,” I say, making sure that I hold his gaze as I speak.
He nods, a small flicker of amusement filling his eyes as he does, as though he has read and understood my conflicted feelings on the subject.
“This punishment that you speak of…” I probe the topic he raised with caution, not wanting to initiate his displeasure with my own thirst for curiosity. His eyes are back on me in a flash. “To what do you mean?”
He smiles and it feels predatory. “If you behave yourself, my lady, then you need never find out.” His smile breaks into a soft chuckle as he watches my reaction. “If you choose to defy me,” he goes on, “then as a starting point, you will find yourself over my lap and chastised.”
I exhale in a rush, unaware until that moment that I had been holding my breath. It sounds as though he is describing a spanking—the sort that I received by my handmaiden as a child!
“A spanking?”
The words rush from my mouth in an excited whisper, and for a moment even I am unsure if I like the sound of the ordeal, or if it rightly disgusts me.
“If you will, Aurelie,” he smiles, not reassuring me one bit.
Adrenaline courses through my body at the thought of this, the utter indignation of it—that this man could contemplate spanking me. It is as ridiculous as it is disturbing! And yet there’s something else mixed into my emotional response, something downright unbelievable to me; there’s excitement and arousal. I can feel the heat rising through my body, settling and growing in my own flushed cheeks. I pray that he may not notice in the half light, yet I suspect that he already has.
I say nothing further on the subject, pressing my lips together as I muse on the prospect, darting between my usual bold defiance and the warm tingling sensation stirring between my thighs. I have no idea why my body betrays me this way and yet at the same time I have no intentions of allowing him to realise the effect any further.
There are moments of heavy silence as the weight of his stare bears down into me. I can almost hear his mind racing and am sure that he can hear my quickening heartbeat. All of a sudden he breaks the stillness by moving one of those large palms to my face. I recoil, more out of instinct than fear, but steady myself as the heat of his hand approaches. Shutting my eyes momentarily, I imagine how that palm might feel against my backside… As I push the thought away, I blink them open to see him, now within inches of my face.
“Will you be well-behaved enough for those injuries to be tended to now?”
His hand, cradling my left cheek, dips around my face and moves to beneath my chin, propping it up with one finger and a thumb. “Aurelie?”
There’s that low, alluring tone again, hell-bent on enticing me into some fate even worse than that which my father’s kingdom has endured.
I nod, giving him what he desires, but trying to break the spell he appears to be casting over me. “Yes… Please,” I whisper.
This time he nods his assent at me.
“Then I will do the courteous thing and see that any wounds are treated, but you, my lady, you must also do the courteous thing.”
I blink at him, unsure how I should respond.
“I hope that from this point on we understand one another?” He pauses, ensuring that he has my full attention. “As a sign of my goodwill, I will introduce myself to you. I am Anders, Prince of Norse. As a sign of your goodwill, you will now refer to me as your Lofðungr—or prince. Do so now, please.”
I swallow again, barely able to process this strange, foreign word. It sounds crude to my ears, an audible demonstration of how this man has plundered my father’s kingdom.
“I can’t…” I begin, tears welling in my eyes, “I—”
I am silenced by the look in those deep blue orbs. His eyes are powerful and show no compromise. “Do not defy me, Aurelie,” he warns in a deep, breathy tone. “Your courtesy… Please?”
I take a long breath, pushing back the surge of emotions that threaten to overtake me. In that moment I contemplate what he asks of me. By deferring to his native title, am I somehow becoming less of who I really am? Am I demonstrating a disloyalty to my own kin? What would Bowen say? Would he bend and scrape or suffer the consequences, and would he expect his little sister to do the same?
Realising I have no time for this thought process, I resign myself to concede. For the time being at least, keeping this man on my side will serve my own interests and those of Donrose.
“Yes, my Lofðungr,” I say, in almost a whisper, hoping that my no doubt poor pronunciation will suffice.
His expression softens a little, regarding me in an almost paternal way. “Thank you, Aurelie. I appreciate that was not an easy thing for you.”
I nod, still struggling to keep the tears at bay.
He takes a stride away from me and moves back to the entrance to the main section of the pavilion.
“Mikkel!” he cries, the volume of his voice drawing me from my thoughts.
I hear footsteps and another tall, monstrous man appears before us.
“My Lofðungr,” he says, bowing low before Anders.
“Bring a handmaiden to attend my guest. She has injuries that will require attention.”
He glances in my direction for the briefest moment, before bowing again and dashing away. Once Mikkel has departed, Anders pulls a long cord to his right. I watch as the partition between us and the rest of the pavilion is closed with a long and heavy material. He then turns and closes the gap between us, that intensity loaded back into his stare.



Chapter Five: Aurelie’s First Punishment
 
 
“I am pleased that you have shown yourself willing to comply with my expectations, Aurelie.” He speaks as he walks toward a low trunk away to our right. It looks solid, presumably made from some type of wood, but is draped with a number of animal furs. “Yet your hesitation disturbs me.”
He seats himself on the centre of the container as he concludes, drawing those demanding eyes back to me in an instant.
I stand there, my arms still bound, watching him, wondering where this may be going and yet, somewhere deep inside of me I think I might already know. I pause, certain in the knowledge that whatever I say now may ultimately come at a price.
“I am not used to being treated this way,” I begin, trying to quell the swelling indignation in my voice. “Please understand, I have fought to defend my home this night. I have seen it invaded by strangers.” I meet his eye as I spit out this word, and then quickly my gaze falls away again. “My father’s castle has been overrun, my kin slaughtered, and now I am abducted to be… What am I to be?!”
My whole body implores him as I speak, my arms rising to try to express my feelings, but unable to do so in their current bondage.
“You are mine, Aurelie, for the time being at least, and whilst I have pity for your personal plight, these emotional outbursts will not be tolerated in my court. Do you understand?”
I exhale, utterly exasperated. “Yes, my Lofðungr,” I reply, hoping that I have remembered the term correctly.
“I am the master here and I cannot accept hesitation, defiance, or wilful disobedience.” He pauses, drawing his body forward in his seat and eyeing me even more intently. “I know this is all new; you are a princess and more used to giving orders than receiving them. However, I feel you can learn to embrace your new role—as my willing captive—and flourish in your submission to me.”
I process his words, fighting hard against the urge to protest each and every point. I am no willing captive, after all, I was bound and taken from my home, and as for the notion of my submission! My pride baulks at the very idea.
“With respect, my Lofðungr,” I begin with caution. “I can never submit to you, or any other of your men. Submission is a sign of weakness and weak I am not!”
I hope I have relayed my feelings on the subject with adequate respect to both of our positions, but to my frustration, he smiles at my words.
“In most circumstances you would be correct, Aurelie,” he muses, “and yet if you choose to willingly surrender yourself to me, I promise that you will find great strength and reward in your actions.”
I shift my weight awkwardly, feeling exposed and vulnerable in his presence for the first time since Magnus delivered me. My mind rejects his words utterly, and yet there’s a feeling deep inside of me that marvels at them. What would it be like to submit to a man like this? It’s a notion so entirely foreign to my upbringing and position, and yet one that stirs a passion in me I had not known even existed. He watches me, his eyes seeming to understand my own confusion.
“Think on what I have said, my lady. I realise I must help you to accept your fate and this I fully intend to do. Come here, please.”
He beckons to me with one hand. I take a small step forward toward the place he is seated. For some wordless reason I feel my breath quicken as I approach him and I can feel my relentless heartbeat, like a drum, bursting to be free of my chest.
I reach the edge of his black boots and stop, cautious and yet undeniably excited. He studies me as I stand before him, those blue eyes burning through my clothing.
“I am going to spank you now. A short, sharp spanking designed to remind you who is in charge and what fate will befall you if you choose to resist me. Do you understand, Aurelie?”
I stand there, agog, hearing, but barely processing his words. He is going to spank me? The years of Donrose education and superiority surface in me again, disgruntled and disgusted by his crude arrogance. How dare this stranger speak to me this way! I take a deeper breath, absorbing the intensity of the emotions and there, underneath all of my shock is that other feeling. The intuitive, excited woman who had known and secretly hoped for this.
I look to him, the dark intensity in his eyes almost ready to burst into flames. For one moment I feel unsteady and fear that I am about to lose consciousness. Sensing my discomfort, Anders reaches for my right arm and steadies me.
“I said, do you understand, Aurelie?”
My mouth is dry as I answer, “Do as you will, my Lofðungr!”
The defiance is back and it sounds almost like a sneer as it meets my ears. I regret my tone in an instant and yet it is too late. Anders’ eyes narrow and he smiles as he guides my body to his right side.
“My lady, I will!” he informs me, not even trying to suppress the glee in his voice. “Now down here over my lap!”
There is a split second where I stand here on wobbly legs wondering if I am really going to do this. Am I going to enable him to do this to me, empowering him with my consent? And yet even as my inner personas argue, I already know the answer. I fold myself down over his hard legs, even allowing him to aid my transition as I go, and before I know it I am face down over his lap. I feel his touch at my left side, stroking my wounded flesh gently, as though he is acknowledging the care that the injury will require. The sensation is unexpectedly reassuring. Despite my defiant outburst, it seems he still intends to treat me with some care. I relax a fraction, allowing my bound arms to fall awkwardly in front of me, my fingers grazing the fur-lined floor beneath the wood. My hair—once braided—now lies in a tangled heap on the floor.
His right hand moves to caress my back, pressing against the linen of my doublet, exploring the cut and fabric. I try to catch my breath and reassure myself that I am okay—I can survive this ordeal—and yet shamefully, as his exploration takes him down the line of my back to the top of my behind, I am almost panting with some absurd anticipation. He tugs at my tunic. I feel the material being pulled back over itself and his hand grazes my hosen beneath. He starts at the base of my spine, stroking down over my cheeks and all the way down to the backs of my knees. I shudder at the intimate contact, hearing my breath coming as short, raspy sounds. At the same time my mind reels; what is this person—my captor—doing to me?
His touch disappears at my knees and I strain futilely for him, wanting to regain that intimacy. For a while there is no sensation. I feel nothing except his hard legs underneath my torso and there is no sound, apart from the low, breathy noises from my mouth. I strain my body further, listening for noises beyond this pocket of the pavilion. My mind races; what if Anders’ servant returns unexpectedly or sooner than he’d anticipated when he’d sent him away? Or perhaps this was what Anders had planned all along, for his people to return and find him punishing his new ‘property’ in this most debase way? I flinch, all of a sudden unable to keep still over his lap and it’s now—at this most unsettling moment—that his hand makes a hard impact against my scantily covered behind.
The first thing that I notice is the sound it makes—like a small clap of thunder has erupted inside the tent. The impact itself does not really hurt, but with only my hosen for protection, the sting is still sharp and a low burn begins to warm the area. He spanks me again. This time I am tensed in anticipation and I feel his entire palm landing on my upturned bottom. At the third strike I can’t help but let out a small yelp, as though his hand is somehow knocking the sound out of me.
“That’s right, Aurelie,” purrs Anders, “you belong to me now.”
As he pauses, his hand strikes me again, catching my rump just where my bottom meets my legs. The indignation of what he’s doing hits me much harder than his hand. For the first time in many years I am being spanked like a naughty child. I am disgusted at him and more riled with myself for permitting him to do so. I should have refused and fought him at the mere suggestion… and yet, I hadn’t wanted to do so. Why?
“If you learn to be good and obedient then I need never have to punish you this way again…”
The fifth spank catches me in exactly the same place as the previous one and as the impact falls on me, my body is moved up and across his lap just a fraction. That movement creates a friction between my legs that I have never felt before. It warms and tingles, making me more and more breathless. As he strikes me again, the realisation occurs that despite the stinging, burning humiliation, I may actually like this. I squeeze my eyes shut as I try to process these bizarre thoughts.
“Do you understand, my lady?” he asks me from over and above my head.
The next strike lands, inflaming the already warmed skin beneath my hosen.
“Yes,” I rasp, my voice catching in the back of my throat. I feel like all of my focus is being drawn toward the burning at my rear and the tingle between my legs. The impact of his hand begins to centre me somehow.
He strikes me again—much harder this time—and despite the growing pleasure between my thighs, the force is unexpected and takes my breath away for a moment. I moan out of instinct, finally forming my complaint into words.
“Ouch!” I shriek, barely able to recognise my own voice. “That is too hard!”
In an instant he folds the weight of his torso over my body, leaving me effectively pinioned between the two halves of his body. I feel his heat and the pressure of his chest pressing into my back.
“You do not get to decide if it’s too hard,” he hisses into my right ear, “you—Aurelie—are my property now. I will try to make things easy on you, but what I cannot abide is disrespect.”
This move totally floors me. The pressure and proximity of him is astonishing.
“I… I have not been disrespectful…” I stammer beneath him.
“Really?” he muses, moving back a little, allowing my chest some space to expand. “Then how did I ask you to address me, Aurelie?”
I blanch as I realise my mistake. “You asked me to refer to you as my Lofðungr,” I say with a low sigh. “I… I forgot. I am sorry.”
I offer an apology because I genuinely feel remorse for my mistake. I had not intended to offend him, not at that moment when I was just beginning to enjoy my impromptu penalty. His palm touches me again, and still leaning over me, he strokes my warmed behind as he speaks.
“Very well, Aurelie. That was your one opportunity to displease me and now it has passed. Let there be no further incidents.”
“Yes, my Lofðungr,” I reply in haste, almost missing the contact as he draws back to his original seated position.
“You have two more strikes remaining, my lady… I will deliver them hard and fast.”
Before I have time to even process these words, let alone respond, Anders provides the first of the two. True to his word, this impact is much harder—as though his hand personally desires to teach me this lesson. I suck up the blow, absorbing it and trying to ignore the sting as it reignites my flaming behind. Then he delivers the second blow and it’s by far the hardest to take, pushing me a good inch up his lap and providing the simultaneous pleasure and pain. For a split second my hips move on their own; an involuntary reaction to the sensations between my legs and I wish beyond all reason that my spanking was to continue. As the stark realization hits me, I am both startled and appalled with myself.
The feeling of my doublet being pulled back over my behind is the sign that for better or for worse, this punishment has concluded. I draw in a deep breath, unsure now how I should feel or what to say. Concluding that it is better to say nothing at this interval, I stay silent, brooding on the intensity of the moment. Gradually he draws me backwards. His left arm moves north to steer me back and up from his lap until I am returned to my feet. I want to rub my sore behind, but with my wrists still bound I am forced to wait for whatever Anders desires next.
He eyes me again, so intently that I feel I might just implode. The cheeks of my face burn, almost as much as I know my rear must. I catch his eye fleetingly and I swear I see a smile there. Does he know, I wonder to myself, that I actually almost enjoyed his humiliating punishment? My thoughts are interrupted by footsteps behind the partition and duly his pale-faced servant arrives, this time with a golden-haired woman in tow.
“My Lofðungr,” he bows low, gesturing behind him to his left. “The handmaiden you requested.”
Anders rises, reminding me again of his physical presence as he towers over me.
“Brigida,” he purrs, approaching the woman. She moves from behind the guard, a slim and fresh-faced thing and as ridiculous as it is, a deep stab of jealousy twists inside of me. Has she also been spanked by Anders? Does he call her to his bed? She falls into a low curtsey, kissing his outstretched hand as he arrives before her.
“My Lofðungr,” she replies demurely, “how may I serve you?”
I roll my eyes, astonished by the show of devotion and struggling to believe in its sincerity. Donrose has servants of course—a great many—and they are all loyal and hard-working, but this sycophantic display is almost nauseous.
“My lovely Brigida,” Anders says, exacerbating the situation, “my guest here has some injuries, to her left side. Would you please take a look?”
He nods to his right, to where I am standing and Brigida in turn moves her head toward me. Her expression is bemused, but changes swiftly to one of disdain.
“Your guest, my Lofðungr?” She nearly spits out the words.
Anders smiles at her, smoothing the side of one of her fair pigtails. “Yes, my child. Now do as I ask of you. And please help Aurelie to bathe and change after her injuries are tended to.”
She nods, clearly not wishing to upset her master. Rising from her knees, she turns to face me. “Follow me,” she says, trying to suppress her scorn.
I take one last look at Anders, this man who has captured and tormented me in the last hours and worse still, this man who has somehow started to crawl inside my head. He smiles at me, a knowing look in his eye.
“My lady?” he asks, questioning me.
His tone is suddenly dark again and a memory of my recent spanking darts through my body. I nod to him and scuttle after Brigida, not wishing for any further punishments at this juncture.



Chapter Six: Chained and Confined
 
 
Sometime later I find myself delivered back to Anders’ pavilion. My time with Brigida was an experience I would prefer not to repeat any time soon. In fairness, she had carried out Anders’ instructions and attended to my side. Some type of balm was applied and despite the obvious tenderness, the ointment has alleviated some of the pain.
A bath was drawn for me and despite my insistent refusals, Brigida vowed to stay as I bathed. I could feel her eyes on me, pawing over the curves of my breasts and midriff, as she poured warm water over my body. I am well used to my own lady in waiting, Anne, but Brigida’s glares were perturbing—caught somewhere between arousal and contempt. With my hands finally freed from their confinement at my front, I tried my best to shield my recently punished behind from her encompassing stares, but I have the feeling that she caught sight of it as I climbed into the large tub of water.
After bathing she handed me a long, almost white gown. I held it in my hands, feeling the softness of the fabric and then noticing just how sheer it seemed.
“I am to wear this?” I asked her incredulously.
Brigida gave a small nod. “These are my Lofðungr’s commands,” she replied.
After making a small fire in the golden fire box in the centre of the space, Brigida departed, leaving me to my thoughts. I glance down at my body, draped in the gown. I have never worn anything like this before. Despite its length and the warmth of the long sleeves, I am chilled by its translucence, noticing my femininity for the first time beneath its covering. My bosom is visible through its gossamer surface, the buds of my nipples now tight at the end of each breast.
From the middle of Anders’ private portion of the pavilion I take stock of my current situation. I glance around, absorbing my surroundings properly for the first time. I drag my eyes over the wooden chest that Anders had sat upon when he spanked me. A rush of heat whips through my body at the memory and I swallow it down, suppressing the dampness it produces between my thighs. Away to the right is a large bed, dressed in deep blue and gold covers, with a matching canopy secured overhead. There are four strong wooden posts at each corner of the bed. I eye the thing intently, wondering if Anders expects me to share this with him. I pour scorn at the thought, despite my increased breathing at the prospect.
I am secured loosely by a long chain, this time fastened to my right ankle. I wander to the far side, into the shadows and find the other end anchored into the ground. Crouching down, I reach for the metal, tugging at it hard, but to no avail. The metal is moored well into the cold ground and my strength does not come close to shifting it. I sigh, resenting the chain already although its confinement is better than the wrist bondage I’d endured for several hours earlier.
It’s then that I realise just how exhausted I feel. I have no clue what the time may be, but it must be well into the evening and I recall how I did not sleep much the night before either, the battle and my abduction taking up the entire hours of darkness. I am reluctant to even contemplate sleeping here; considering my current vulnerability, the idea makes me feel nauseous, but the blanket of fatigue is heavy. I move toward the fire, feeling its warmth caress my skin, and wonder if I could sneak a few moments of rest whilst I am alone. I turn, checking the room for any other inhabitant and straining my senses to listen for approaching ones. I see and hear nothing that rouses any greater anxiety, so I fold myself onto the deep-set animal rug near the fire. Curling into a small ball, I wrap my arms around my shins and exhale. The desire to rest my weary eyes is overwhelming and my heavy lids soon close of their own accord.
 
* * *
 
I am running carefree through the grasslands around the castle. My heart is racing, but I realise only from exhilaration and excitement. Heavy footsteps follow me through the grass and I spin to see their owner, but know in my heart to whom they belong already. The Viking prince stands just a few steps away, towering over me in stature. He is bared from the waist upward, a pair of thin breeches being the only clothing hiding his musculature in the sunlight. I move toward him boldly, eyeing every inch of his chest as I go.
“My lady,” he says, and I hear the jocularity in his voice. “Do you desire what you see?”
I raise my eyes and stare into his big blue orbs. For one moment it feels as though I am jumping into their deep, watery pools.
“Aye, I do…” I reply, before I can stop myself. I feel the heat rising in my cheeks at my own audacity and yet there is no denying the truth in my words. I do utterly desire him.
I reach a hand out to touch his chest, feeling the soft blond hairs there and then his hot skin beneath. I look back into his eyes and drag my digits downward toward his navel. His hand halts me in an instant.
“Not without permission, my lady,” he says.
I stare up at him, trying to decipher the words. Are they a rejection, a command, or a sensual threat?
“May I?” I ask, feeling the sunlight burning into my face as I move out of his shadow.
He smiles and leans in toward me, blocking the glare again.
“It will not be so easy,” he purrs and then those hot lips press against me, crushing my mouth with their intimate authority. My hand rises, finding his loosely braided hair and grasps at it as I receive his kiss. The heat of his body and the sunlight threatens to overwhelm me and yet the moisture between my thighs tells me that I care not of the consequences…
Our intimacy is disturbed by the sound of impending footsteps. He pulls back from me, breaking the kiss and I turn, watching the fields and the sunshine disappear. My eyes fly open and in a second the weight of my predicament falls over me again: I am a prisoner, chained in the prince’s quarters. I hear the impending footsteps again and realise I had not dreamt them. Rising slowly, I feel every fibre of my body and mind heightened and alert.
The footsteps gather, definitely more than two sets. Hard, heavy feet are marching into the space next to me and then come the voices. Two, three, or maybe more loud, gruff-sounding voices fill the air around me. I rise from the rug, walking toward the long drape that separates Anders’ private chamber from the main throne room. The length of chain drags behind me, gradually tightening as I approach the partition. I manage to get within a couple of inches of it, touching the coarse, heavy material. I peel the left portion back, taking care not to reveal myself. The space creates just enough room for one eye to see some of what’s transpiring in the next room. I peer cautiously into the gloom, allowing my limited sight time to adjust to the scene ahead of me.
Three large men stand a few feet away from me. Like the others I have seen, they are giants with long, tangled hair, and I realise I am still becoming accustomed to the sheer brawn of these men from the north. The one nearest to me is turned away, facing the throne-like chair that Anders was seated upon earlier. His huge frame is draped in a large, fur-lined cape, which makes him seen even bigger from this angle. He approaches the throne casually, stretching his left leg up onto the step that Anders’ chair is anchored onto. Behind him two other men also face the throne and they are all embroiled in an animated discussion. I try to tune into their words, but realise soon that they are all speaking in their native tongue. Their body language suggests the conversation is somewhere between jocular and contentious.
Since they are all facing toward the throne, I assume that Anders must be in place there, although I am yet to hear his voice. A small chill runs through my body as I picture him there in my mind—this foreigner who has already made such an impact upon me. As I muse on this, I catch sight of Magnus. He comes into view from the far side of Anders’ throne and must have been obscured from my limited view. I recognise his face in an instant and a deluge of anger fills my veins as I recall how he has treated me. He’s making some impassioned speech to Anders, waving his arms in the air to illustrate some point or another. The man nearest to where I am standing sneers at him, and counters his point in low tone, at which point both men descend into a deafening tirade of what I can only assume is abuse. The scene continues for a moment before Anders’ booming voice calls the room to silence.
“Enough!”
For the first time there is speech that I can understand and I wonder why he would choose to use a tongue I recognise unless he wants me to hear this also… Is it possible that he knows I am here, chained and waiting for him? At the sound of his voice, the wrangling ceases and all four men fall to one knee in front of him.
As he stands, Anders finally comes into view. He strides down from his elevation and walks a line in front of his men. As he approaches the place where I am standing, I swear he pauses and looks in my direction. Out of instinct I fall backward, leaving my viewpoint and skipping away from the dark drape. The chain still attached to my ankle scrapes across the floor loudly and I take a sharp inhale of breath. I wait, barely able to breathe. Anxiety thumps through my chest, dreading the consequences of Anders finding me here, listening in on his conversation. For the longest time there is no further sound and I wonder what is going on, although I dare not resume my position.
At length I hear his voice continue, heading away from his private chambers where I stand trembling. Full of trepidation, I move slowly back to my original place, taking care to hold the chain away from the ground and thus reduce the noise it makes. Resuming my position, I peer through the small gap between the material and the side of the structure. Anders circles his men, speaking mostly in their Nordic tongue. His tone makes it clear that he is unhappy with something that has transpired. The man nearest to me is the first to rise and offer some conciliatory word. Magnus follows almost immediately afterward and soon all four men have made their apologies. A few further words are exchanged, before the men are dismissed by their prince.
They pass from their places to the far end of the pavilion, exiting to the right, where I had unceremoniously entered earlier over Magnus’ shoulder. At their departure, Anders follows their trail to the end of the room, before turning on his heel and striding back toward the throne. He does so with such intent that for a moment I worry that he will draw back the drape and find me standing there, but as he reaches the place where the men had been kneeling, he turns again and goes back. He paces this way, like an angry caged animal for some time, hands gripped behind his back and his handsome face contorted by his obvious internal monologue.
I watch him with fascination, grateful for this opportunity to observe my captor with anonymity. Earlier he had seemed so cool, calm, and in control, his masterful performance as maddening as it was also erotic. This broody behaviour by contrast shows a different side to him. He is clearly riled by something. I can see the anger literally boiling inside of him. As he makes his way back in my direction, I press myself against the partition. Somehow I want to maximise this rare chance to really take him in and try to understand him. If I can know the man, then I may be able to formulate some way to evade him and return to my father’s castle.
He pauses by the step to the throne, hand on his hip and elbow on his knee. I peer forward, still amazed at his stature. Never have I seen a man so tall and muscular—even Bowen pales by comparison. I am drinking him in when all of a sudden he looks up, directly at where I am standing. I freeze, unsure if he sees me or maybe just senses that he is being watched. A small smile climbs over his bearded lips and my belly twists in anticipation, already knowing the answer.
“Ah, my captive!” he muses out loud. “Come out, come out, Aurelie! I know you’re there!”
He almost sings my name and no longer tries to repress his amusement.
Gingerly I pull back the drape that had been concealing my presence. As I do so, I remember my current attire and immediately I want to wrap the thing back around me. His eyes widen as they absorb my feminine form, now clearly visible beneath the translucent material.
“I can’t come any closer, my Lofðungr,” I say in an almost hushed tone.
His smile widens, visibly pleased that I have remembered to use the correct title, but he gives me a quizzical look. “And why is that?” he enquires.
I look to my right ankle coyly. “Brigida left me chained here, and this is as far as the metal will stretch.”
His face is practically gleeful as I confess my new bondage arrangements.
“My clever little Brigida!” he murmurs, drawing closer to me. Instinctively I take a step backward, awed yet again by the sheer size of the man. “Now, don’t run away from me, my lady. I won’t hurt you!”
His voice still has that singsong quality, but the tone has changed. It’s more threatening somehow, darker than before. I scuttle backward, barely avoiding one of the tall candle holders placed around the edge of the pavilion. Despite the panic rising in me, I acknowledge that there is really little point in running; he has me right where he wants me. Swallowing back the rush of fear and excitement that his presence produces, I remember myself. I am a daughter of Donrose and no man is going to openly intimidate me.
“Do as you will,” I spit at him, contempt oozing from my voice, “but you will never have my consent! Only a savage would take a lady by force this way!”
My words take him by surprise and for one second he hesitates, his palms flying up to face me as if to protest. “My lady, you misunderstand me,” he says soothingly. Suddenly he is all large blue eyes and innocence. “I intend not to force you to love me.”
I laugh, unable to contain my scorn. “Just to chain me up and spank me at your leisure, I suppose?”
He moves to within a few inches of me, until I can feel the heat radiating from beneath his blue tunic. My thoughts fly back to my recent dream and I wonder fleetingly what his chest would look like bared to me.
“Of that there is no denying. You are mine, and I will mould you to my liking.” His words swim around my head as though they have taken on a life of their own. “But as for the act to which you refer, I will never compel you to consort with me. You will do so only by choice. You have the opportunity to submit to me and if you choose to, then I will give you a piece of each world that I claim for myself. I will bestow you with my time, my attention, and my respect. If you consent to lie with me then I will satiate your every desire, my lady, but never will I force this carnal act on you. It is and always will be—your choice.”
I cannot believe the arrogance of this man; taking me prisoner, chaining me up, and now trying to tell me that I will somehow—willingly—give myself to him! It takes every ounce of my will not to laugh in his face. Something about the look in his eye tells me that this would indeed be a big mistake.
For the longest time there is a standoff between us. I stare up at him, into those eyes, bursting with defiance for his suggestion, but not daring to openly challenge it. For his part, Anders towers over me, eyeing me with intensity and entreating me in silence to engage with him. He moves so close that for one moment I think he is bound to kiss me; his lips are literally less than an inch from my face. I swallow hard, trying to control myself and decide what I will do if his lips do indeed brush my own. For every part of me that wants to bury an axe between his shoulder blades, there’s another part of me that wants that tongue buried deep inside my mouth, taking what it desires. As though he can read my mind, he smiles and all of a sudden the spell is broken.
“I will never come willingly to your bed, my Lofðungr,” I assure him, calming my racing heart and catching my breath. Despite my bold assertion, there’s no denying my appetite for the prospect and the yearning within me both scares and angers me.
“As you wish, my lady,” he smiles, drawing back a fraction, regarding me again. “And so in that case you must prove to be useful to me in some other way.”
I tense. In what other way can I be useful to him? I pause, searching his face for a clue, the sense of dread already clawing at my insides.
“How?” I splutter. “How will you use me?”
He raises one dark blond eyebrow at me and holds me in his gaze before he replies. “I am prince and master of these people and all here must serve me. Your service, Aurelie, will be unique indeed, but nonetheless it is my will and what I choose will transpire.”



Chapter Seven: Furniture
 
 
The anxiety in my belly knots at his words and yet I find I have none of my own to counter with. He retires to the large canopied bed in the far corner, seating himself and turning to face me.
“There is plenty you can do for me,” he says softly. “And in all things you will show me obedience, or I will spank you again. Do you understand, Aurelie?”
I consider this, musing that I secretly quite enjoyed the last spanking. Maybe I will disobey him again, pushing his resolve and take my punishment instead of whatever lowly chore he intends for me. Reading my face, he shakes his head at me.
“No, Aurelie, that will not be an option. If you test me, you will find I can be a cruel and unforgiving master. Deliberate disobedience will result in your pretty little behind being spanked in the marketplace, for all of my men to see and enjoy.”
I gasp as I conceive the threatened punishment, imagining the horror—and the thrill—of such a reprimand.
“So?” he says, now lounging back against the soft-looking covers. “Will you behave or won’t you?”
His voice is demanding, penetrating me as much as his eyes. I sigh, acknowledging defeat for the time being.
“What will you have me do?” I ask, although uncertain if I truly want to know the answer.
He nods at me, apparently satisfied with my response. “Come here,” he says, pointing to the floor at his feet.
There’s the smallest hesitation as I consider running at him with some weapon or another. My eyes scan the room again, finding no such implement to hand and then I feel my feet moving. I walk slowly to the place he has asked, now right before him again.
“Good,” he says. “It has been a long day and an even longer night, my lady, what with riding south to meet my men, conquering your fine hamlet, and now capturing you.” He stretches his arms up toward the canopy theatrically. “I am exhausted and yet I still have many duties to attend to. Please bring me those parchments on the desk over there.” He gestures away to his right and in the half-light I make out a small writing desk.
Much though I do not appreciate being treated like a servant, his request is innocuous enough, so I move again without further encouragement to the place he has indicated, scooping up the large pile of parchments. My eyes scan over the top one and are met with a host of letters and characters that I do not understand. Turning, I walk back to Anders and retake my place in front of him, holding out the papers in my hands. The whole time the chain still attached to my ankle follows behind me clumsily.
He leans forward and takes them from me, an odd expression on his face.
“I have much reading to do and will require complete silence, do you understand?”
“Yes, my Lofðungr,” I reply, wondering what I will do whilst he attends to his paperwork.
He picks up the top parchment, casting his eyes over it and then pauses.
“My feet are terribly sore from today’s activities,” he says, catching my eye again. “Unlace my boots, please—I wish to rest them.”
I stare at him as he makes this latest request, deciding whether it is too humiliating for a lady of my status. With reluctance I consider my options and realise I have little choice. Without a word I drop to one knee in front of him and consider the long leather boots in front of me. They are quite unlike those that the men of Donrose wear and I have never seen lacing like it before. I assess it for a moment, before reaching for his right leg and untying the black lace there.
His right hand leaves his lap and sweeps down my hair gently, before resting under my chin. The unexpected movement stops me in my tracks.
“I would appreciate you acknowledging my requests, Aurelie.”
The hand lifts my chin north to meet his gaze. His voice is full of warning.
“Yes, my Lofðungr,” I gasp in a smaller voice than I’d envisioned. He nods again, removing his hand. “Proceed…”
I return to the lace, making short work of the knot there, before gradually releasing it from the countless hooks that hold it in place. Once freed, I loosen the fastening at his feet, the way I had seen countless servants do for my brother in the past. I dismiss the comparison in an instant, not allowing my pride to be beaten by this menial task. I set about his left leg, freeing the lace and working down the length of the boot to the bottom of his foot. Here I pause, unsure how I can remove the boots without his cooperation. I look to him, apparently deep in thought at the parchment in his hand.
“Excuse the interruption, my Lofðungr,” I begin. “Can you assist me to remove the boots now?”
Anders’ eyes dart to the boots and then to me and for a moment I freeze, thinking I have displeased him without even trying. The sudden smile reassures me a little and then without another word, he kicks first the right and then the left boot from his feet, revealing the dark material beneath. I watch both fly in opposite directions, wondering if he expects me to scurry after them like a slave.
“Leave them,” he instructs. “You can collect them later.”
I bite down on my lower lip until I can taste blood; anything to stop me from articulating how I really feel about this latest command. Apparently choosing to ignore my obvious disdain, he puts the pile of parchment down to his side and considers me.
“What is that gown made from?” he asks, all of a sudden.
Taken aback by this perplexing question, I sit back on my haunches and deliberate on the answer.
“I am not sure, my Lofðungr,” I confess after a time.
“Mmmm,” he replies, clearly thinking on his private riddle. “Is it coarse or smooth?”
Confused, I run the fingers of my right hand over my thigh. “Rather smooth?” I conclude.
“Then it must be removed,” he decides. “Can you do so alone or should I fetch Brigida to help you?”
I stare at him agog, replaying his words in my head as though I did not understand them. I mean to protest, to tell him that I have nothing else to wear, and then I notice the look in his eyes and the reality dawns upon me. Anders is well aware of this fact already. Flustered, I feel the heat rising to my face.
“Well?” he demands impatiently. “Can you remove it alone or not?”
“Y-yes,” I reply, still wide-eyed, “but…”
He glares at my hesitation, suddenly fit to burst. “This is your final warning, Aurelie. If you choose to defy me then you will be taken outside, paraded, and spanked naked for the entertainment of my men.”
I jump at those words, rising to my feet and reaching for the hem of the gown as if in a dream. His tone is uncompromising, and so despite the voice in my head screeching for me to halt, I grab the hem and pull it north. It rises over my thighs, past the patch of damp hair between my legs, and gradually over my bosom. I pass the material over my head, and finally I stand there completely nude in front of him. My body, never before seen by any man in this way, aches to be hidden again. The buds at the end of my breasts form into hard knots at his stark appraisal of me. Feeling ashamed and utterly embarrassed, I move my arms to cover my midriff and breasts.
“No!” he barks from the bed. “You are mine and this is how I want to see you—revealed to me in all of your beautiful, natural form.”
I blush, knowing my face must be crimson.
“Drop the gown and get back onto your knees.”
I can barely catch my breath, let alone process his words. My eyes, which have been downcast since my revealing, look to his briefly and I understand in an instant that he not only means what he has said, but is already angered by my hesitation. I fall slowly to my knees in front of him again. This time I feel the soft bounce of my breasts as I do so and I cringe inwardly, knowing that it will not have escaped his attention either. He moves forward toward me and I recoil without thinking. The hand that had previously propped up my chin finds my face again. He presses the palm against the left side of my face, absorbing the heat in my cheek.
“There is no reason for shame,” he reassures me. “What I have said is true—you are a beautiful woman. But as you choose not to allow me to ravish your beauty, then I will use it in another way; onto all fours, Aurelie.”
I glance at him and then comply. I reach forward with both hands, allowing my hair and breasts to fall south.
“How fabulous you look, but do remember your manners, my lady.”
His tone is more amused than annoyed, but given my current vulnerability, I chastise myself for forgetting again.
“I am sorry, my Lofðungr,” I reply, my voice a sob that almost catches in the back of my throat.
“Hmm,” he replies, laughing softly. “Some contrition at last?”
From my position between his feet I am glad suddenly that I cannot see his face and the knowing smile that is bound to be plastered all over it.
“Now turn sideways, to your left, so that your front faces the fire.”
I try not to overthink as I slowly perform for him. He retracts his feet back toward the massive bed, allowing me room to manoeuvre.
“Good, Aurelie,” he purrs. “Now you are ready to be my footrest!”
I gasp as he reveals his true intentions and before I can think, my head spins around to face him. “Footrest?” I say, spitting the word out.
Without a word he reaches down and wallops my naked backside with his left hand. I wince at the unexpected pain and feel the warmth reigniting my earlier tenderness.
“Footrests do not speak!” he barks. “You will remain silent and obedient or you will be gagged and bound that way!”
My head falls forward in defeat. I can’t actually believe what is happening to me. I am naked and on all fours at the foot of my enemy, and now he is planning to use me to rest his feet upon! This is well beyond any indignation I had ever imagined in my nightmares. Being forced to cook and wait upon him would surely be better than this. Hell, even being forced to consort with him would be better. I cringe inside, wondering if I made the wrong decision when I rejected his advances earlier.
As I kneel there on all fours in silence, fighting back the choke of a sob in my throat, I hear Anders moving on the bed and then the weight of one and then the other of his feet lands on my back. The weight is distributed in the space between my shoulders and the small of my back and is initially not as heavy as I had expected, but after a few long, lonely moments I begin to find it increasingly uncomfortable.
“Lower yourself to your elbows,” he says matter-of-factly, over my head.
I do so in an instant, feeling the immediate relief in my shoulders.
“Better,” says Anders, his voice brimming with unrestrained glee, “and much more comfortable for us both, I suspect.”
I say nothing, remembering my smarting behind and his words from just a few moments earlier.
“Is it easier for you this way, Aurelie?” he asks me directly.
I flinch slightly at the mention of my name, as though hearing it in this context is the greatest humiliation yet. Could the honourable Aurelie of Donrose really be this naked woman being used as a footrest for the Viking prince?
“Yes, my Lofðungr,” I reply, my voice little more than a whisper.
“Good,” he purrs, “and so what do you say to your merciful Lofðungr?”
I blink at his question. What does he expect me to say? ‘Thank you for only stripping and degrading me, my Lofðungr’? I baulk at the prospect, knowing already that this is exactly what he expects.
“Thank you,” I murmur miserably.
He says nothing further on the subject and yet I know that he is grinning to himself as he flips through his reading material. I have no concept of time as it passes. I know only how stiff and tense my body is, forced into this position for his ease and comfort and also how demoralised it makes me feel. I realise of course that this is entirely how Anders wants me to feel, as though my worth now depends only upon serving his needs in some way. My natural defiant disposition is angry and mortified at my predicament. It reminds me of who I am and what I represent and chastises me for allowing myself to have become this thing for him. Again I wonder if it would not have been better to have died in the halls of the castle in battle, or be bound and forced to comply with his sexual demands. Somehow this—this humiliation—seems all the worse, and the fact that I am in no way bound or coerced physically makes it even more difficult to process.
At the same time, I am aware of the dull, yet growing ache between my legs. Just as I had felt when Anders had taken me over his knee earlier, I feel a warm tingling there, welcoming this absurd and disgraceful treatment. For some unknown reason my body is betraying me, warming to my new place as Anders’ footrest and silently hoping for more of the same. I press my thighs together and clench the muscle between them, wondering if the giant above me knows how stimulated I am feeling. The relentless combination of fear, arousal, and anger swirls inside of me, producing the queerest mix of emotions I have ever known.
I take a deep breath, trying to flex my muscles, which are tightening and threatening to cramp in certain areas. I move my hips a little and slowly shake out my head, appreciating the ferocity of the fire more than ever. The movement attracts his attention and finally, after what feels like forever, he removes his right foot, leaning forward toward me as he repositions his body.
A small, yet welcome amount of relief floods through me, only to be replaced with a new anxiety as all of a sudden the drape now to my left is swept back to reveal the royal guard. I look up for a split second, registering what is taking place and who has just entered. The guard assesses the situation quickly, absorbing my ample breasts hanging naked in front of him and I note a small smirk before he addresses Anders. I look down again at once, mortified that another individual has now witnessed me this way.
“My Lofðungr,” the guard starts, clearing his throat. “Magnus The Strong requests a private audience with you and yet I see that you are busy… reading?”
He chooses his words carefully, clearly just able to stifle a chuckle at his reference to me.
From my right, I hear Anders flick through the pile of parchments once more, before letting out a low sigh. Then repositioning his right foot back onto my exposed skin, he replies to his servant.
“Send him in!”



Chapter Eight: Objectified
 
 
A new flood of shame rushes to my flushed cheeks as I process what now awaits me. Magnus—the very brute who nearly killed me, and who actually took me hostage, carrying me here on his mare and then over his shoulder—is about to see me this way. As if the indignation of Anders keeping me naked at his feet is not excruciating enough, now my humiliation is to be doubled. I keep my eyes locked to the hard floor, resisting the urge to move my knees and relieve their growing agony.
I hear the heavy boots of Magnus approaching and a small exchange between himself and the guard outside of the partition. I am certain that it is me they discuss, and the confused knot of emotion in me contorts. Then from the corner of my vision I see those boots appear to my left at the far end of the room and pause.
“My Lofðungr!” the voice of Magnus—so easily recognisable to me—comes booming from where the boots stand. I dare not look to meet the eyes of the man to which it belongs.
“Magnus!” Anders greets him, “please do enter. I am reading through some reports and had not expected a visitor.”
“Forgive the interruption, Sire,” comes the reply, as the boots come closer to where I am kneeling. “Had I known you were so occupied I would of course have waited…”
His tone is genuine enough, yet it’s tinged with something else; some unspoken jocularity at my expense.
“Yet you are here now, my friend,” Anders says, seeking to reassure him. “Pull up that chest and let us talk.”
Without looking I know to which chest Anders is referring. The memory of my earlier spanking over his lap is still fresh in my mind. Magnus makes his way over to the wooden trunk, and then to my amazement he bends and picks it up, carrying it effortlessly over to just beyond where I am kneeling. Gently he lowers the chest, and as he does so, he eyes me keenly. Despite not raising my own eyes to look his way, I can feel his stare drilling into my nudity, taking in every inch of my curves. As he seats himself where Anders had been earlier, my breath quickens. I look up briefly, seeing his own long leather boots, his thick arms and coarse hands.
“My Lofðungr, I am pleased to see you are making good use of your new property!”
I cringe as the words slip from Magnus’ lips, lowering my eyes immediately and wishing that the dirt would open up and devour my embarrassment whole. I know he chooses them purposely, realising that I can understand each one.
“Yes,” replies Anders, laughing out loud at my shame and dishonour. “She makes quite the addition to my chambers, wouldn’t you agree?”
“Oh, absolutely,” agrees Magnus, leaning in toward me and twisting so that he can see my face hiding behind the fragments of my braid. “Quite an asset, Sire!”
“Thank you again, Magnus,” exclaims Anders, “for delivering her to me as I commanded.”
Magnus dips his head in deference. “Of course, my Lofðungr,” he answers. “I serve your will alone. Although, if I may be permitted to say so, I did hope that I might try this sweet fruit? Once your majesty has tasted and is sated by it?”
I listen to his words, almost panting at them. That mixture of arousal and disdain thunders through me. The fact that he has the audacity to speak about me this way angers me to my very core, and yet I cannot shake the image of Magnus’ towering masculinity claiming me, as well as that of Anders. The idea of both of them mastering me is almost too much to conceive.
Anders chuckles from above me, twisting on the bed and adding just a little more weight to my load. I shift at the discomfort, sending a small motion through my curves hanging below me.
“Magnus, you are one of my oldest friends and most loyal servants,” he declares. “I respect you and do permit you to speak freely in my presence. However, you should know that this prize is mine and mine alone.” He pauses and the silence weighs down on me as we all await his conclusion. I consider his choice of words, secretly pleased that he has rebuffed Magnus. “Aurelie remains my property and for now, she will serve as my furniture—her choice, you understand?”
The final remark causes both men to laugh again, the sound smarting at my already fragile pride. I hang my head shamefully, knowing better than to speak out, despite my frustration at their remarks.
“I will however be visited by the gorgeous little Brigida soon. You will be welcome to claim her when I am finished—if you do not have a woman of your own this evening?”
This news startles me, perhaps even more than my current predicament. The idea that Brigida will be returning to consort with Anders is utterly disconcerting, and a wave of concern and envy overwhelms me at the prospect.
“You are too kind, Sire,” replies Magnus, from ahead of me. His tone is clipped after Anders’ refusal to share me, but he swallows the disappointment well. “I will take Astrid this night and allow you to enjoy sweet Brigida.”
“As you wish, my friend,” answers Anders. As he speaks, he finally removes both legs from me and stands, dropping the parchments on the floor next to me.
Relief that the weight has literally been lifted from me fills my senses, and trepidation about what now awaits me returns to the fore of my mind. From above me, Anders calls loudly in his native tongue and almost immediately the guard stands at the entrance.
“My Lofðungr?” he asks, waiting for his instruction.
“Bring us mead—and wine!” cries Anders, his tone excited.
I see the legs of the guard move away and by the time Anders has re-seated himself on the large bed, he is back, walking toward the three of us.
“Place the tray on my new table!” commands Anders.
There is a short pause as we all process his words and then, to my horror, I realise that it is to me which he refers.
“No!” I gasp, the word out from behind my lips before I can halt it.
“Wait!” calls Anders, stopping the guard in his tracks. “Magnus, did you just hear a sound?”
I catch sight of the size of Magnus’ grin as he answers. “Yes, my Lofðungr,” he replies, feigning the gravity of the situation. “I think the table spoke.”
“But, how can this be?” Anders asks. “When furniture does not speak and has already been instructed so?”
There is another pause or maybe time just takes on a new quality. Things appear to happen in slow motion around me. I see Magnus leaning in toward me. He laughs at my predicament as the guard still to my left remains in my peripheral vision. There are unknown sounds from behind me and then I see Anders walking to where my face hangs.
“Look up, Aurelie!” he cries, and shamefully my face rises to meet his excited blue eyes. “You were warned what would happen if you disobeyed, were you not?”
I nod. “Yes, my Lofðungr,” I say, fighting back tears of embarrassment.
“And so now, to ensure your compliance, you will hold this in your mouth whilst we drink!”
He crouches next to me and waves a small piece of orange fruit in his left hand. I have never eaten it before, but it resembles some soft apple, although thankfully smaller in size.
“Open,” he instructs.
Behind him, Magnus shifts to get a clearer view of my ordeal.
I eye Anders miserably, knowing he is serious and can do much worse to me if I refuse. Slowly I comply, opening my mouth for him.
“Wider,” he laughs, “much wider than that, Aurelie!”
As my lips stretch out, the small fruit is shoved inside my mouth, filling the cavity completely and preventing my mouth from closing properly. I seal my lips around its soft flesh, feeling a line of tears running from my eyes. This indignation feels too great for me to bear.
Anders rises and returns to my right, and I hear laughter from all three of the men above me.
“That is much better, my Lofðungr,” chuckles Magnus as he examines my fruit-filled mouth in detail.
“Good, now back up on all fours, Aurelie. You were too low to hold the tray as you were.”
Slowly, ever so slowly I move from my forearms to my hands, pressing my palms deliberately into the floor. I sense Anders next to me, but have no inclination to see him. He stoops again, assessing the height of my body. Then without warning he runs one long digit from my shoulder down to the small of my back.
“Beautiful,” he concludes, and then addressing the guard, Mikkel, “Leave the tray as instructed and then you may go.”
To my left I see the man lowering the tray toward me. I squeeze my eyes shut, even now not quite able to believe what is actually transpiring. This man is really going to use my naked body as a table. The thought is preposterous! At the first touch of the tray I flinch, feeling its cold, hard surface. As the temperature warms against my hot flesh, I relax a little, realising that despite its contents I am able to manage its weight efficiently. With the tray in place the guard turns to leave. I open my eyes, watching his legs and then his feet moving away. I have to remind myself to exhale through my nose in the meantime, my lips still clinging to the soft fleshy thing stuffed into my mouth.
“Needless to say, Aurelie, tables do not move.” Anders’ voice has taken on that hypnotic quality of earlier. “Remain still and obedient and you will pass this test. If, however, a single drop is spilled, you will be severely spanked. Do you understand?”
Unable to speak now, I try to nod my head to show my affirmation, but concern that the motion will inadvertently spill the drinks fills me. Instead I make a sound from my throat, which comes out as a stifled moan around the fruit. I see Anders, still to my right, smile at my response and then move back to his place on the large bed.
“Let me pour for you, my Lofðungr,” Magnus says, jumping eagerly from the chest and approaching my nudity. He passes in front of me and then round to my left, dipping to one knee to reach the correct height at which to serve the drinks. I hear liquid being poured from one vessel to another and after another moment, he rises, passing behind me to offer Anders his drink. “To your health and success, my Lofðungr!”
“Thank you, my friend!” exclaims Anders, as the sound of goblets clinking together fills the air.
Both men take what sounds like large gulps of the liquid before Magnus returns to the chest, eyeing me excitedly as he does so. His gaze is intense, almost as much as the prince’s. He watches the soft swing of my bosom and the curve of my midriff and I know he is imagining how both would feel to his touch. Incredibly I find cause to blush even now, and I feel a new heat spread from my chest to my face.
“This has proved to be a fine day’s work, Magnus,” says Anders.
He sounds relaxed and I imagine him stretched out on the bed. Resentment at his comfort and my own humiliating position resonates through my tightly wound body.
“Indeed, my Lofðungr,” replies Magnus, raising the metal goblet high into the air. “With your astute leadership, we shall conquer these barbarians in even less time than we had planned!”
I stare at him, even now barely believing the incredulous words that come from his lips. Catching my look, he smiles at me, his eyes landing on the impromptu gag inside my mouth and the drool collecting around its edges.
“I think your table has something to say!” he jokes with Anders, and again the sound of their deep laughter fills the air.
“The table will learn its place,” replies Anders, his voice resolute.
At that point their conversation turns to strategy. Obviously done with taunting me for the time being, they slip back into their Norse tongue, leaving me motionless on the floor. I try to take a deep breath, which is almost impossible to do when you cannot fill your chest with air properly. As I do so, I notice that a small amount of my own spittle leaks from the side of my mouth. I squeeze my eyes shut, not willing to acknowledge this latest ignominy.
Time passes and I concentrate on staying still and maintaining a flat surface for the tray with my back. By now my wrists and knees are screaming at me for relief, but I know there is none forthcoming. My jaw is tiring of the intrusion in my mouth, and I want desperately to be able to swallow properly again.
I notice that I am not chastised for keeping my eyes closed, so I choose to do so. I imagine myself back in the castle of Donrose; my father on the throne, exchanging jokes with my brothers. I picture how the lands look in the spring; the colourful flower beds bursting into bloom and the beginning of those long, warm days. How I would miss them if I am taken to the cold north. I am not used to the cold and wonder how I will cope. As my mind drifts I tune out from their conversation that I do not understand, and continue to daydream about life as it once was.
It’s then that I feel something on the tray moving above me. I tense, more than aware of the peril, but unsure how to best rectify it. By now the object is definitely moving and it seems there is little I can do to stop its path. In a split second I feel a bump as something falls in the small of my back, and then the wetness as some sort of liquid pours down between my legs. As if in slow motion, my eyes fly open in panic. I see Magnus regarding me with amusement and then hear the sound of Anders’ voice:
“Aurelie!”
He sounds more than angry and I want to apologise, but still cannot say a word. Anders jumps from the bed and assesses the mess my actions have caused.
“Magnus, arrange for this to be cleaned, please. I must attend to my disobedient property.”
He sounds calm again and somehow that’s even more ominous.
“Of course, my Lofðungr,” says Magnus, rising from the chest and striding toward the exit.
Anders removes the tray from my body and stands in front of me.
“Kneel up. Now!”
Gingerly I do so, on the one hand relieved to be able to move my arms and stretch out my back, but also petrified of what penalty is to come. I rise up, my arms by my side, fruit still in my mouth and look up at him with frightened eyes. As I move, another puddle of drink falls south, between my buttocks, and hits the backs of my legs.
Anders grabs what remains of my braid in his left hand and tugs my head back. The act is unexpected and although it is not painful, his aggression startles me.
“You. Were. Warned.” His voice is almost a snarl and I can barely catch my breath. “Up.”
He pulls me north by the hair and I move as fast as I can to avoid the hurt. He moves a large pace backward, his legs hitting the chest before he seats himself there. I am pulled along with him, my ankle still chained, bringing the metal crashing against the wood as he pushes me down over his lap. I know he is going to spank me again and I know I will suffer for it. Excited butterflies flutter in my stomach, overpowering the fear that also resides there.



Chapter Nine: Pleasure in the Pain
 
 
After the fast-paced, unexpected motion of the previous moments, the still in activity calms my darting emotions. Anders lays his large palm against my cool skin and rubs the area in a gentle caress. It’s almost as though he has forgotten my mistake or his hot-headed reaction to it. My flesh tingles as he explores it, my nipples beading hard beneath my body and the near-constant ache between my legs growing with each stroke of his long digits.
“I am going to punish you now, Aurelie,” he says, his voice now almost as serene as the motion of his hand. “Do you understand?”
I nod my head frantically, wanting to make my communication known despite the fruit filling my mouth.
“Ah, yes, your mouth is still rather full, isn’t it?” he asks sardonically, whilst his fingers dip between my hot thighs, stroking the tense muscles there.
“Drop the fruit. I want to hear your voice whilst you’re spanked.”
In a moment of uncharacteristic obedience, I widen my mouth a fraction and release the soft flesh of the fruit. I watch as it falls the short distance to the floor underneath me, along with a humiliating quantity of my drool. Relief washes over my jaw as it can now finally relax, although I wonder what Anders will have in mind for me next.
“Good,” he says from over me. “Now tell me, do you know why you are to be spanked?”
I flinch as he vocalises my predicament, as though hearing it out loud somehow reaffirms the sheer ignominy of it.
“I…” I pause, trying to make myself say the words. “I am to be spanked because I spilled your drinks, my Lofðungr,” I say eventually.
“True,” Anders replies, slapping the cheeks of my behind. The impact is not hard, but is just enough to wake the flesh around the area, summoning the blood there and sending the message to me: this is mine. “And why did you spill the drinks, Aurelie? What function were you serving?”
I cringe inwardly, knowing he intends to revel fully in my disgrace. “I was your table,” I say in the smallest voice possible.
“My what?” he asks, raising his voice. “I have never known the lady to be so coy before this moment!”
“Your table, my Lofðungr,” I reply, pushing back the humiliated emotion that threatens to surface.
“Yes!” he cries, finally satisfied with my answer. “A table for holding my refreshments. You had one purpose only: to hold the tray of drinks and Aurelie, you failed, my sweeting. You failed in the most spectacular fashion!”
The old indignation rises in me. “I am no table!” I spit, my voice now full of venom.
He lands a hard smack against my upturned cheeks, the sound swilling around my head before the sting of the impact even registers.
“You are mine!” he says evenly. “Mine to do whatever I please with. The sooner you come to learn this, the easier your new life will be, my lady.”
He smacks me again; not full-throttle this time, but I know he means it. I take a sharp intake of breath at the impact, willing the pain to be done so that I may experience a little of that odd arousal the previous spanking had produced. A further three smacks ensue. The loud sound of his palm connecting with my flesh echoes through the confines of his quarters. I lie here over his knee, forced to accept this new dynamic: Anders, the foreign invader, now apparently the master of me. A man who can chain me up, and use me as furniture at his will.
I push against the pain as he spanks me again. The sheer force of my own obstinate pride somehow makes the process easier, although there’s no denying it does hurt. My behind feels red and inflamed already and I have no idea how long Anders intends to keep me here.
“Are you beginning to understand?” His voice booms from someplace over my head. It sounds oddly distant to my ears.
“Yes, my Lofðungr,” I say through gritted teeth as yet another smack lands across both cheeks, but even as I speak I know I do not mean it.
“Tell me then. Let me hear your learning, Aurelie. What are you?”
He pauses the spanking, perhaps to allow me to speak and I take a deep breath. Can I really say these things just to appease him? I consider my position: naked, chained, and over his lap. What choice do I have?
“I am yours, my Lofðungr,” I say, trying to detach myself from the words.
“My what?” he says, stroking the hot area he has punished.
I bite hard on my lip again, despising him for reducing me to this. “Your property!” I spit the last word out as though it threatens to choke me if I keep it inside.
“Hmm,” says Anders and I swear I can hear him smiling. “Better—but I do not believe that you mean it. Not yet anyway…”
He draws my body back a few inches from the hips, so that my aching core rises from his hard body and I am effectively bent over him from the waist.
“Spread your legs,” he says softly.
With extreme reluctance I move myself into this new, even more humiliating pose. My breasts, previously crushed under my weight, are now freed and swing softly beneath me. My face is also now less concealed and I unwittingly catch his smiling gaze in my peripheral vision. I look away at once, but not before he has noticed my error. Leaning forward, he wraps my unruly hair toward my right shoulder, exposing my face, now burning with the shame and excitement I am feeling.
“Look at me,” he commands sensually.
Slowly I turn my head ever so slightly to the left and look unwillingly into those smirking blue eyes.
“I have a feeling about you, Aurelie. Shall I share it with you?” he asks casually.
I stare at him, unwilling to answer and play his game. I can feel the old defiance rising to the surface for just the briefest moment. When I say nothing, he spanks my behind again. It feels harder from this position somehow. The sound is different and the sting feels crueller. My previously fleshy bottom is now stretched into a new stance and unbelievably I think I miss the reassurance of his body heat. I am even more exposed this way.
“Answer me!” he snaps, his hand connecting with my skin again.
“Please share it, my Lofðungr,” I reply, my voice breaking ever so slightly as the fresh pain registers.
There is a pause and I fear that he will choose to just continue spanking me like this, and then finally, he speaks again:
“I have a feeling that you actually like being treated this way, my lady.”
I look at him, my eyes no doubt sharing the indignation, resentment, and disbelief I am feeling as I register his words. How in Donrose can he know this about me? These are feelings that I myself had never known until this day!
“You’re wrong,” I splutter, but we both know I don’t mean it.
“Really?” he asks, spanking me again. I squeeze my eyes shut at the new impact, before opening them again. Anders has moved in even closer to my body in the interim. I notice for this first time that he too appears to be a little out of breath, and I wonder if this is exciting him as well. “So you don’t want me to touch your body then, Aurelie?”
His hand moves to within an inch of my left breast as he speaks. Sensing his approach, my already hard buds contract even further, betraying my need.
“No,” I say, continuing the reassuring pretence that I do in fact not want him anywhere near me.
Ignoring me, his hand finally reaches my breast, cupping it gently at first, before moving his fingers south to the nipple. I gasp as he circles it and then grabs the end, tugging at it hard. Despite my veil of disgust, his touch feels astonishingly good, goading my body. My head falls forward, no longer able to contain the desire I feel. Wordlessly he moves closer, reaching for the right breast and repeating his treatment of the left. Both nipples tighten in excitement, silently begging him for more.
A soft moan leaves my lips before I can contain myself. He laughs at the sound and I mean to chastise myself, but already my whole entity is fixed on where his hands will explore next. The left hand that had so ruthlessly, yet beautifully, tormented my breasts, runs a line down my midriff, over my tense belly to the hot, damp patch of hair between my thighs. I take short, shallow breaths, my hands planted firmly on the wooden chest beneath us, as my mind races at the sensations he creates. Anticipation about what he will choose to do next courses through me. I gasp aloud, wondering how I can possibly permit these actions to continue. At the same time his other hand spanks me hard again, sending my body into a trembling mess. The reverberations travel through my growing wetness, to where his left hand waits. Slowly he presses his palm against my skin, pushing through the soft hair, into the moist folds trembling below.
I inhale in a rush of panic and arousal. No man has ever touched me there and neither should they, and yet—I need this sensation more than I have ever needed anything before. The desire swirling within me is so great that it almost hurts, my womb itself seeming to ache with need. He does nothing more than feel me, pressing his hand a little more, adding pressure at the sweetest point between my legs. I am actually panting at this point, my head hanging and my eyes half-closed, willing him to carry on.
He spanks me again, and this time the pressure pushes my pelvis straight into his waiting hand. Once again I gasp at the simultaneous pain of the sting and pleasure at the contact, completely lost to them both. A new sensation hits me; the feeling of his hot mouth at my left hip. He kisses me once, and then twice, his hands still capturing me in their sweet and agonising trap.
“Your behind is very rouged,” he whispers.
I open my eyes for the first time in a while, acknowledging his words and yet, still unable to answer them. After a moment, I catch my breath.
“Yes, my Lofðungr,” I say excitedly.
“Why?” he asks softly, dipping his head and kissing my hip again.
I don’t even think, my mind filled only with this new, all-consuming need that has been revealed. “I was a bad table,” I say, barely recognising my own voice.
“Yes,” he purrs, his head so close to my quivering core that I can feel the heat from it. “Very bad…” he agrees.
“I’m sorry,” I reply, frantic for him not to stop this unbelievable feeling between my legs.
“I know you are,” he whispers again, “but your punishment is not through.”
I close my eyes again, just before his right palm spanks my begging behind.
“You need to be punished, Aurelie, don’t you?”
“Yes, my Lofðungr,” I cry, sounding desperate. “Please… Please spank me!”
I can barely believe the words spilling from my mouth and yet I care not for them, and only for the burning ache between Anders’ hands.
Accordingly, he complies, landing one and then another smack. I buck between his hands, my wet core some greedy living thing. It’s as though I have no control over my own body whatsoever. Anders is now the one pulling my strings and I am powerless to prevent it. In fact, on the contrary, I absolutely love it.
“Count those strikes, Aurelie. From now—count them and beg me for more.”
This is almost too much. The rational part of my mind, usually so dominant, wakes briefly and cringes at the mere suggestion of begging. As though he can read my mind, Anders applies just a little pressure between my legs, dipping one digit down into my hot wetness. The feeling is like nothing else I have ever experienced and I want more of it.
“Yes,” I say breathlessly. “Please, spank me more, my Lofðungr.”
Without a word, he does, landing a hard impact against my now tender behind. Of course the strength of the impact sends my pelvis crashing against his hand and that finger.
“Ooh!” I moan, unable to restrain myself.
I hear him chuckle. “How many, Aurelie?”
“One,” I reply, already desperate for a second.
He spanks me again, impacting at the base of my bottom and adding impetus to my excitement.
“Two!”
I am practically screeching, no longer caring how I sound or who hears me. He lands the third before I can speak again, the momentum taking me to the verge of somewhere I have never been before. My body is a tense, contorted thing, no longer capable of independent thought.
I answer Anders, telling him that this is the third strike. From some distant place I become aware of the sounds of footsteps in our direction, but still—even now—my will for this pleasure holds me there, suspended in my own desire.
From the entrance behind me I hear people arriving and then the now familiar voice of Magnus, directing the clean-up of my earlier blunder. A part of my brain freezes at this latest ignominy, and yet even now I cannot control my hips, sliding across the sweet friction of Anders’ hand.
“Do you want me to continue?” Anders asks, sounding genuinely interested in my answer.
“Yes,” I squeak, completely unwilling to accept the depths I have sunk to, and yet so unprepared to cease the sweet sensation building between my legs.
The spanking continues, strikes four and five landing hard against my tender behind. I wince at each impact, although the pleasure that follows is starting to overwhelm even my smarting backside. I relish the low, burning throb between my legs, obediently stating the number of the spank after each one.
Magnus and a few other men arrive in my eye line. I notice their bemused expressions and do my best to shut them out of my mind as Anders lands the sixth strike. This time the friction is so intense I fear my body might implode before their numbers are concluded. I squeeze my eyes shut, processing the intensity and trying to catch my breath. When I open them again, Magnus is standing directly in front of me. I catch his eye and he laughs at me, half amused and half interested in my latest punishment.
“I see your captive is enjoying her punishment, my Lofðungr?” he chuckles.
“Oh, yes,” replies Anders, with glee. “She is utterly receptive to this treatment. What a fascinating woman you have brought me!”
He smacks my right cheek and I yelp at the contact, relishing the smarting burn, the heat, and the relentless vibration.
“Seven,” I say breathlessly, trying to ignore the physical presence of Magnus, although a man of that size is almost impossible to overlook. I drop my head, relaxing my neck muscles for a few moments. As my view falls south I catch the outline of Magnus’ groin and see his manhood straining under the cloth of his breeches. I gasp at the sight, gaping at both his masculinity and his excited response to my spanking. For a split second I imagine what the organ would feel like inside my body, and then Anders lands the eighth strike, this time to my left cheek.
“It seems you have got my lady’s attention, old friend,” quips Anders, aptly assessing my reaction to Magnus. From between my arms, I feel my face flush an even deeper shade of crimson. I muse that it now probably matches my behind perfectly.
“My apologies, my Lofðungr,” Magnus says jokingly. “I cannot resist the look of such a thing.”
“I agree,” Anders answers, stroking the hot orbs of my behind. “She is delectable and so much more malleable to me than before.”
His hand drops between my legs, assessing my arousal. Even I cannot believe the wet neediness he finds there. One long digit dips into my damp hair and stokes my hot, excited lips. I let out an unconscious moan at the intrusion, apparently completely unable to control myself.
“My Lofðungr,” Magnus continues. “I appreciate that she is yours, but if you ever require assistance with her, then you will find me entirely at your disposal.”
Anders laughs. “Thank you, my friend! I am sure you will be dedicated in your duty—as always?”
“Valhalla, yes, I will!” comes the reply, just as Anders’ finger pushes gently between my most intimate parts.
I pant, twisting my head left to look at him in surprise. Those blue eyes smoulder back at me, and I find I am unable to protest at all. Instead my mouth falls open as the irresistible caress continues.
“How many spanks have you received, Aurelie?”
For the longest moment, I freeze, realising I have quite forgotten the spanking altogether! Then taking a deep breath, I recall the correct number.
“Eight, my Lofðungr,” I say, my voice dripping with wordless need.
He smiles, those eyes loaded with debauchery and the faintest hint of victory. I chastise myself mentally for having become this wet, dripping mess. So much for my stoic
resistance of the Viking oppressor! I groan, half in arousal and half in self-disgust.
“Two more then, my lady,” says Anders happily, and then removing his finger, his hand disappears, before it reconnects with my flesh.
I miss the contact in an instant. His finger had been so tender, and combined with his left palm I might have reached some sort of soul-shattering climax with the sustained stimulation. The old sting inflames my desire, pushing my wetness against his hand again.
“Nine,” I pant, hoping yet again that the spanking will not cease at ten as planned.
The tenth strike is hard and the sound of the impact echoes through the air as the men away to my right finish clearing up my earlier spill.
“Ten.”
I sound disappointed and I’m sure I am not the only one who notes it. Something entirely unexpected has just happened. Not only did I enjoy the spanking that this man—my captor—has handed out to me because I failed to be an acceptable table for him, but I have found emotional release in the act. The myriad feelings that this produces take me by surprise and overwhelm me.
“Rise, Aurelie.”
Anders’ voice permeates my thoughts. He removes that strong hand from the front of my core, moving it north to my chest, before pushing gently against me from underneath. Breathing hard, I move slowly, allowing my upper body to re-join my legs in an upright position. My lower back screams in relief as I go. As I move to stand, Anders does the same and now I find both he and Magnus towering over me once again. I cast my eyes down to the rug beneath us, too embarrassed to register the looks on their faces.
Anders pushes the wooden chest aside and takes a long stride toward me. He brushes away the wet hair from my face with his right hand and moves the other to my chin, moving my face upward so that I am forced to acknowledge him. My frightened eyes find his self-assured ones. I know not what he will do with me next, but I do know that my body has betrayed me this day, disclosing my true feelings about my punishment. As I gaze up him, he brushes his left hand against my cheek. I inhale deeply, noticing the scent on his palm, and am mortified when I realise that it actually belongs to me. I feel the burn of shame in my face as he strokes it, but am unable to tear my eyes away from his commanding visage.
“Aurelie,” he begins. “You have been punished for your transgression and yet it seems that this act has left me with needs of my own.” He winks at me as he speaks and I start to pant again, not daring to allow my eyes to wander to where his needs are, but knowing full well of which organ he speaks. “As you yourself have indicated a desire not to consort with me, then you will not be required for an hour or so.”
A surreal weight of disappointment falls over me, threatening to crush my burgeoning emotional vulnerability. The deep ache within me swells, calling to him in silence to take me to bed. Yet I know that Anders speaks the truth. I had rejected his earlier advances, and I remind myself, for good reason.
“You may well prove to be useful later, so for now you are to wait in the corner for me.” He nods his head backwards in the direction of the earlier spill. “Kneel there with your legs well apart, and your hands at the back of your head.”
I eye the spot he means and I imagine myself there, kneeling nude with my red, punished bottom on display with anyone to see. I swallow hard and open my mouth to protest, but the look in his halts me in an instant.
“Go now!” he instructs.
I glance at him again, my hopes utterly deflated and make my way past his body. On the way, I pass Magnus, grinning from ear to ear. I reach the dark corner and kneel as Anders commanded. As I move I hear the two remaining men in the room converse again.
“Go now, my friend and find Astrid! Send word to Brigida that I am ready for her.”
“Yes, my Lofðungr,” says Magnus, and I hear his heavy footfall as he exits the pavilion.
“How did I tell you to wait, Aurelie?” Anders barks from behind me.
I flinch at his angry tone, remembering his words, as I lengthen the distance between my thighs in response. The movement rouses my damp core and I understand in that moment why he wants me this way; I am utterly incapable of pleasuring myself in this position.
“And your arms?” he asks brusquely.
I raise them quickly to my head, interlinking my fingers in my hair and breathing hard, hoping this is enough to appease him.
“Do not let me catch you touching yourself, or I’ll have you in the stocks outside in a heartbeat!”
The mental image of this punishment flashes in front of my eyes and I gasp. “Yes, my Lofðungr,” I whisper into the shadows.



Chapter Ten: Unused
 
 
I wait, still breathing hard and staring into the cold, dark corner. My knees are already aching and that is nothing compared to the complaints of my arms and shoulders, which apparently vehemently oppose Anders’ plan to keep them this way.
He says nothing further and yet I swear I feel him watching my trembling limbs. My behind is red hot after its punishment and I wonder if it is his handiwork that he is admiring. It’s then that I hear movement from the far corner behind me. I know without looking who has arrived and envy simmers within me.
“Brigida, come, come!” says Anders, his voice now all silky and smooth for the newest arrival.
She says nothing, but I hear her much softer tread enter and move toward Anders. I wonder if she has seen me here, naked and punished, unable even to witness her entrance and I feel sure that she has. I mean, how can she miss the nude woman in the corner with such an inflamed behind?
I remember her long, flaxen hair and slim body from earlier and the knot of jealousy within me contracts. After all, she is going to get what I want. She is going to allow Anders deep inside her hot core and I am going to be forced to remain here whilst it happens! The sudden realisation dawns on me and I choke back a small sob.
“You asked for me, my Lofðungr,” she says demurely.
“Sweet Brigida,” purrs Anders, “you know, I think, why I have called you here. Will you consent to share my bed this night?”
There is the sound of her small, girlish laugh and then various small, yet telling noises. Of course I can see nothing of this interaction, but I hear what I imagine to be the sound of moist lips on flesh, although I cannot tell to whom either belongs. I wonder if he is going to intentionally put on a show for me, knowing that I can neither witness nor protest. My fingers clench into small fists behind my head as I acknowledge my piteous plight.
There is a small crescendo and what I think is the sound of their bodies hitting the soft bed. I imagine the naked Brigida, all yielding curves and long limbs, intertwining with the musculature of Anders. Between my legs my own curves are aching, but unlike the one in my knees, this ache is turning into a constant throb of unanswered desire. I exhale sharply, leaning back on my thighs and shifting some weight from my tired knees. Moving helps me to try to push away the thoughts of what is transpiring behind me, but soon the audible clues become impossible to ignore.
The sound of kisses becomes evident; hard, fast caresses between lips and flesh. Then comes the murmuring. Tiny gasps from a female mouth and then the voice of Anders:
“Brigida… I can wait no longer to possess you once more.”
There’s a soft moan before she whispers something in their native tongue. I ball my fists again, knowing that he is deliberately speaking in a language that he knows I will understand. He is torturing me; stirring a chronic level of arousal and then deliberately tormenting me with his own protracted intimacy.
I strain my hearing for further clues about what is occurring, every fibre of me suddenly needing to know their mutual pleasure. I wonder if pleasure by proxy will do anything to cool my burning ardour, but I highly doubt it. Then there is an unmistakable sound. Brigida lets out a long, deep groan and I know Anders has penetrated her. I mentally envision his hard body sliding into her wetness, moving into her slick, hot space and creating their own personal rhythm. I imagine her core being filled, over and over again and the aching emptiness of my own need grows and threatens to explode.
They cavort for some time. I hear movement and imagine them tumbling across the bed. I wonder if she is riding his hardness or whether he pinions her to the bed. I begin to smell the scent of their lovemaking, wafting into the air around me. My arms tremble as the strain and the frustration builds in me. Tears swill in my eyes, but I blink them away, absolutely refusing to give in to this ridiculous emotion. How can I now be distressed about not allowing this man—this invader—into my body? Do I really want him to take my maidenhead? The swirl of emotions consumes me as I am forced to remain in the corner and wait.
Time drags and still they romp, making me kneel here, listening to their intimacy. Every part of my body is starting to shake and hurt. Stiff limbs and joints taunt me almost as much as the urge between my thighs. After some unquantifiable period of time, their activity crescendos, building to a searing intensity of carnality. I squeeze my eyes shut as Anders climaxes, wondering how much longer my thighs can withstand this position. There are the sounds of contented panting and some further gentle kissing, until finally there is movement from the bed.
The sound is a soft padding and I know it’s her. “Thank you, my Lofðungr,” she giggles, presumably for my benefit.
“Thank you,” his voice whirrs from behind me. I shudder, pushing down the jealous nausea that threatens to surface.
“Brigida, please ask two servants to join me. I will need their help before I retire.”
“Of course, my Lofðungr,” she replies and pads out of the room the way she had come.
Alone with Anders again, my breathing quickens almost instinctively. What will he do next? Will he make me wait? Will I have to stay here? My questions are answered almost immediately. I hear his heavy footsteps behind me and I know Anders is close; maybe just a few inches behind me. I can barely catch my breath as I contemplate what will transpire next.
“Aurelie…”
That soft purr again, the tone is low and almost hypnotic. I swallow hard.
“Yes, my Lofðungr?”
I am not even certain that it had been a question…
“I am ready for you to be useful again, but first—to show I am not such a Viking brute—I would like to tend to you.”
My head spins at this new information. I have no idea what he has in mind, but am desperate to be out of this position as soon as possible. Tentatively I turn my head to the right and sneak a look back at him. He stands there, towering over me. The first thing I notice is that his shirt and tunic have been removed, leaving his strong and toned chest visible. I can just make out his face and that knowing smile.
“You may move,” he says, reading my mind again. “Why not crawl toward the bed and let me take a look at you?”
The prospect of crawling anywhere does not enthral me, but the need to rest my arms and knees takes precedence. I let my elbows fall, hearing myself groan out loud at the relief as they are finally allowed to move. I have no idea how long I have been kneeling here—maybe only about thirty minutes—but it feels like forever. Slowly I turn, wincing as my knees finally shift my weight, before falling forward onto my outstretched arms.
I do not wait for another instruction and crawl gingerly over to the bed, the small chain at my ankle running behind me. I notice that the covers are in a tangled mess and repress the resentment that resurfaces. Anders has followed and stands directly behind me as he speaks.
“Good, now up over the bed.”
I hesitate, overthinking his words and wondering if my knees will cope with yet more of this treatment. However, I quickly realise that the bed is so high I will need to bend from the hip, rather than the knees, so I do as he says and move forward. The blue and gold bedding has been thrown backwards and I find myself now lying across its unruly covers, arms down by my sides.
“Good,” Anders purrs. “Open your legs; remember what I told you.”
I sigh, drawing my thighs apart and waiting. I am grateful at least for the support of the bed. Anders moves behind me, striding from one side of the room before returning to where I am half lying. I follow him with my eyes. He has a pot of something in his hand that reminds me of the tincture Brigida had used on my side when she had bathed me earlier. I realise that I have had very little pain from the area ever since.
“Your behind looks extremely sore,” he says, addressing the upturned and exposed area of skin directly. “I will apply this extract and aid the healing process for you.”
His words shock me, but I manage to contain my surprise. Why is Anders—the prince of these people—choosing to tend to his prisoner?
I muse on the concept as the first cold application is placed carefully onto my hot skin. I gasp at the temperature, but cannot deny the instant relief that the extract brings.
He applies it with his hands, liberally placing it onto my skin, before massaging it into the area. His moist fingers dip south between my separated legs, halting before they reach my most intimate lips, but nonetheless folding and rubbing the sore orbs of my behind. I realise I am panting again at this unexpected close attention. My nipples bead below me and the now near-constant throb between my legs surges once more. It takes every ounce of my will power not to push my hips forward into the bed, but almost as soon as the experience has begun, it is over. I shift my head, watching as Anders moves to the corner in front of me and pours some water from a jewel-encrusted jug into a small, coloured bowl. Cleaning his hands, he turns to find me eyeing him. My face colours again in an instant, but he says nothing, merely smiling as he makes the return journey.



Chapter Eleven: Adornment
 
 
“My Lofðungr!” A voice from the entrance behind me takes both of us by surprise.
“Ah, Mikkel,” replies Anders.
I twist again and find him speaking to his guard.
“I have the servants you’ve requested,” he says respectfully.
“Good, good, send them in,” answers Anders, “and please bring some fresh water to drink.”
Mikkel nods and retreats, followed soon after by one male and one female servant, dressed in long light brown tunics. They enter the pavilion and drop into a low bow.
“How might we serve you, my Lofðungr?” asks the man.
Anders approaches them, gesturing for them to rise. Slipping into a soporific state for the first time in what feels like a long time, I watch him from the bed. The balm he has applied has calmed my skin already and the comparative comfort of this new position on the bed feels like bliss.
“I will need help moving my guest here. She will be used to adorn my bed for what remains of this night, and will be secured to the wooden posts at the far end. But first she will need refreshment—Mikkel will arrive with this imminently.”
I listen passively as he talks, running his words through my mind as though they mean nothing. It takes until the guard has returned with a large jug of water for the consequences to actually dawn on me. Anders is referring to me! He wants me to adorn his bed! I intend to rise from my place, but then remember myself—and the likely implications if I do. My cosy feeling of relaxation evaporates in a second, my heart banging hard in my chest as I watch the woman approach with a goblet.
“Rise, Aurelie and drink. It may be your last chance for some time.”
Anders’ voice echoes from behind the servant and acknowledging the sense in his words I do so, clambering slowly to my feet and taking the goblet from her hands. I ignore the look on the woman’s face, instead casting a look inside the goblet. Seeing Anders watching from his writing desk behind her, I put the wood to my lips. The cold water laps at my mouth and I take a large gulp, appreciating the cool refreshment at once. I soon finish the drink, offering the goblet back to the silent, waiting woman.
“Now back on the bed, Aurelie,” says Anders calmly, rising from his chair.
As though I am in a dream, I find myself scrambling back onto the soft covers, anticipating his approach. He returns to the end of the bed, and stands between the large wooden posts to my left. With a few Norse words he directs the man to one side of the bed on Anders’ left, and the woman to a place on his right. Not knowing what is about to happen fills me with fresh anxiety. I know Anders has chosen to use a language I cannot understand and his reasoning concerns me.
“Stand now, Aurelie,” he says in little more than a whisper.
I turn my head to the left and look at him; those blue eyes are burning with desire for whatever scheme he has in mind. I look for some reassurance in them, finding only his expectation of my obedience. Slowly I comply, listening to the Aurelie of old protest inside my head.
I hear her screaming at me not to conform, and yet I barely recognise her logic. Something has changed in the last few hours and it’s not just the physical ordeal I have endured. There is something different about the way I am thinking. Maybe it’s just the strain of the situations of late or the sleep deprivation, but I feel different. Now, despite the shame and the trauma I have processed, there are new burgeoning feelings. There is a yearning, a simmering desire and outright arousal. For the first time I have enjoyed the sensations of my own body and there’s something else; I actually want Anders to enjoy my body too. The thought is derailing and its ramifications are almost too much for me to comprehend. This new awakening compels me to do as he bids, to please him—apparently whatever the ordeal.
The female servant helps to steady me as I rise into a standing position and move toward Anders. He watches me, smiling. I take in his strong jaw and his handsome, weathered face. That dark golden hair, so uncommon in Donrose, and those compelling eyes. All of a sudden I can barely catch my breath, the heat of my body and the exhaustion of the day threatening to floor me. As though he senses my apprehension at the enormity of the situation, he also reaches out for me.
“Wonderful, Aurelie, closer now… That’s it.”
I take small, baby steps toward the edge of the bed, and as I clasp his large palm I am reminded of my spankings and the undeniable pleasure that hand has brought me.
“Now turn around,” he instructs me, his voice sensual, yet predatory. “Face inwards, toward the bed. As much as I love this ass, it’s your pretty face I want to be able to see.”
I flush, amazed that there can be any embarrassment left in my body. I turn as he suggests, finally pausing with my head toward the place he sleeps, and then to my astonishment I feel his strong arms slide around my hips and then north to my chest. They snake to where my breasts sit and hold me securely in place. The act is both reassuring and ominous, but inevitably his close proximity sends a wave of excitement rushing through my tired body.
The two servants stand at either side of me, by the strong wooden bedposts. As though they have been prompted by an unseen gesture, they move toward my ankles and seem to set to work. Long strands of what looks like silken rope are produced from their tunics and tied initially around my ankles. I watch them, as if in that dream again, alert and yet unable—or unwilling—to do anything to stop them. Behind me I feel the heat of Anders’ breath at my back and the strength of his arms, assuring me. Once the knots at my feet are in place, both lengths of rope are secured to the bottom of the wooden posts. There is no pain from the bondage, but my legs are stretched wide apart, displaying my thighs and wetness to the currently vacant bed.
Both servants complete the tasks at almost the same time and move seamlessly north, collecting my hands on their journey upward. With my wrists in their hands, they begin binding my arms with fresh pieces of rope. I watch them working, my head shifting from left to right, hypnotised by their silence and my impending bondage. As my arms are pulled north and stretched loosely to either side of the bed, Anders releases his grip a little, his hands snaking to the underside of my bosom. I groan as he massages my breasts, his fingers teasing my nipples as they again form into tight little buds. The feeling is exquisite and now that there is nothing I can do to stop him, the sensation is all the sweeter.
Soon after the task concludes and I am left spread-eagled, yet secured to the end of Anders’ bed. The binds are strong enough to keep me from falling, and yet loose enough not to be too restrictive. I feel hypnotised by the bondage; suspended in my own awakened arousal. The two servants move away and Anders’ arms retreat from me. I moan softly, bereft at the sudden loss of him. His sensual teasing is, as it turns out, every inch as stimulating as his ability to use and humiliate me. Behind me he speaks to the two of them. Although I cannot understand the words, I get the sense that he is dismissing them. I strain my neck to the right just in time to see them stoking the fire before they depart. I rest my head against my right outstretched arm, breathing hard and trying to get even the smallest level of control back over my own body. It’s futile though, for as soon as I can assert my will, Anders returns, seating himself on the bed in front of me.
He lies down, stretching out his long limbs and places his hands behind his head. Assessing me, he smiles and then excruciatingly his eyes trace every single inch of my exposed and naked body. I am now fully on display for him, with very little movement of my own and no hope of preventing him from touching me. I gulp at my vulnerability, terrified and thrilled in equal measure.
“So Aurelie, now I truly have you.”
His voice is deep, dark, and measured. I breathe hard as he watches me, those eyes loaded with delicious yet no doubt wicked intent. I say nothing, unable to deny his claim and yet too afraid to acknowledge it. With lightning fast speed, he shifts, crawling across the short distance to where I am bound. I hold my breath, watching him approach until his face is in line with my trembling midriff. Here he pauses, his lips less than an inch from my skin as he looks up at me. Those big blue eyes burn into my face, every fibre of my body begging the question: What will he do next?
Slowly and without taking his eyes from my own transfixed orbs, he rises to a kneeling position. His hot breath caresses my breasts, my beading nipples desperate for his attention. I pull against my binds in some futile attempt to move, but in reality I wonder if it is not the binds now supporting, rather than confining me.
“How is my captive?” he says, his eyes lowering from my flushing face to my chest.
I pant, my throat drying as I watch him, knowing full well that he is tantalising me on purpose and yet still eager for his attention.
“Well?” he says, one blond eyebrow raising. His tone has changed ever so slightly. Something edgier lies there now and it’s just enough for me to find my voice.
“I cannot say, my Lofðungr…” I reply, my voice a husky whisper as I contemplate his hot mouth burning against my aching breasts.
He looks surprised by my answer, straightening his body so that his face now reaches my collarbones. “Really, Aurelie?” he asks quizzically.
He leans toward me and places three chaste kisses on my hot skin just north of my right breast. I watch him, mouth open, unable to articulate the way he is making me feel.
“Yes, I…” I begin as he shifts to my left side and caresses my skin with his lips again. “My feelings are… unexpected.”
I do not know if it is right to convey such honesty to a man who has taken me prisoner and enjoys humiliating me, and yet he has also shown me care and kindness, and without him I am certain Magnus would have slain me in the battle in Donrose.
He pauses his analysis of my chest and looks up into my eyes. His stare holds me there for a long moment and I realise I am succumbing to his will whether I like it or not. He is the predator—he has been all along—and I am his prey. Aurelie of Donrose, it seems, was no match for this invader from the northlands.
“Unexpected?” he repeats.
He rises with care to a standing position, grasping the post to his left for support. His tall frame is now right next to me, his head skimming the silken canopy over us. He leans toward me and presses himself against my nakedness. I gasp, closing my eyes at the contact and yet relishing the physical closeness.
“Does that mean my captive is warming to her new master?”
I open my eyes to find his face right there, above me, that large mouth ready to devour its prey. “I… I don’t know,” I whisper, looking into his eyes. There’s an honesty about my answer that disconcerts me.
Anders shifts his weight slightly, snaking his right hand around my body and skimming my behind. Once there he grabs my left cheek and holds me, using my own body to pull me closer to him. My throbbing wet centre, already pushed forward by the bondage holding my ankles in place, nestles against his clothed right thigh.
“You are not sure, Aurelie, or you are just too afraid to say?”
I blush at his accurate analysis of the situation, dropping my eyes from his gaze. His hand rises north, leaving my ass and taking me by surprise. Anders uses each long digit to trace lines up the left side of my body, pausing at the curve of my bosom, and then finally reaching the side of my face. Once here, the hand tips my chin upward to meet his eye line, holding it in place once he is satisfied with the position.
He eyes me intently and I realise that he is expecting an answer.
“Too afraid…”
I just about force the words from my lips, praying to all the gods that this will be enough for him. His lips turn into a smile at my admission and the knot of anxious arousal in my belly twists.
“You have nothing to fear,” he says, those lips still just inches from my face. “I told you right from the start, I will never compel you to consort with me.”
I inhale, forcing the air into my body.
“…And have I made you?” he asks me.
“No, my Lofðungr,” I reply, and I know this to be true. I bite down however on the memories of all of the things he has forced me to do; the stripping, the crawling, the objectification, the spankings—and now, binding me here for his own personal entertainment! My hips move abruptly below me, as though they too are remembering my treatment.
“I told you,” he continues, his lips brushing my right cheek and dropping to the nape of my neck. He pauses to speak again. “I told you that you yourself would choose to share my bed and I would never force you. I still mean it, Aurelie. I am no rapist of women. I only have desire for those that desire me.”
His head moves away and I strain forward to be close to those lips again. Acknowledging this unconscious act, he smiles.
“If you do indeed now desire me, but are too frightened—or ashamed—to confess, then let me see for myself?”
I cannot decipher if this is merely a statement or a question. Those blue orbs drill into me again, looking perhaps for consent.
“What will you do?” I ask, trying to control my ragged breathing.
“Only examine you, my lady,” he replies, watching me carefully. “Together we will assess your responses and then we will know with some certainty, whether or not you want to lie with me?”
I watch him, temporarily unable to respond, but feeling my hips twisting in a relentless frenzy below me. I pant in frustration; why can’t I control myself?
Laughing softly, his hand leaves my face and reasserts itself on my behind.
“Shall we start here?” he enquires, a note of sarcasm in his voice. “Your hips do seem keen to have their say!”
I gulp down the ignominy of his statement, knowing it to be the truth. Without waiting for my reply he returns to his knees, his left hand now joining its peer at my backside. I watch, strung up helplessly as he massages my sore cheeks and gently prises the folds of my skin apart in front of his face. Unable to prevent this treatment because of my binds, Anders has somehow given my body permission to accept it, and despite my embarrassment, I am transfixed by his control over my virgin body. He rubs the orbs of my ass gently and then slowly draws his right hand forward, running an invisible line between the underside of my sex, past my soft pubic hair, toward my outstretched left thigh. Acting on instinct alone, I throw my head back at the sensation, revelling in the pleasure of his tender touch.
“Well,” he says, surveying my reaction to his treatment of me, “it seems that you enjoy this much at least?”
My head flies back to acknowledge him and I know I am blushing, but also I register a small smile on my lips. Watching me, he manoeuvres himself slightly to my right and keeping his left hand on my bottom, he allows the right one to explore me. His head dips forward and he playfully nips the skin at my right hip, tilting his head to watch my response as he does. My own head is spinning at the multiple sensations. I watch as one finger of his right hand reaches inside my damp hair. Finding my hot, sensitive skin, it traces a line south, past the throbbing bud there and along my wet and hungry lips. I actually hear myself moan out loud.
“Oh, Anders!”
The words are out before I can even regulate them.
“Careful now, Aurelie,” he says, laughing. “Remember who is captive and who is master here. Who is tied to my bed and who should be addressed as your prince?”
I gasp, both excited at the contact of his fingers and concerned at his words. “Apologies, my Lofðungr,” I say breathlessly.
He kisses the hip he has just bitten and applies just a little more pressure with his finger. The feeling is impeccable. My legs are spread wide open for him, and unable to close them, I cannot hope to prevent his finger. Knowing this increases the desire in me, and I feel that need again, threatening to bubble out of control.
“How about this, my captive?”
He glances up at me just as he dips the finger within me. I welcome the digit, panting at the wonderful intrusion. All of a sudden I feel like I am an empty void, needing more than anything to be filled. I crave the thing I have never had before—a man to make me a woman.
“Ah, yes,” he says, his hot breath vibrating down my pubic bone. “I think you like this rather a lot?”
I catch him winking at me just before I snap my eyes closed, absorbing the feeling of Anders inside me. I am so remarkably wet that his finger slides effortlessly inside me, deeper and deeper.
“Aurelie.” His voice brings me back to life and I glance down at him again. “Do you like this?”
I cringe inwardly at his need to vocalise everything, but swallow down the emotion. “Yes, my Lofðungr!” I sound somewhere between desperate and outraged.
“Good,” he purrs, and then to my utter dismay he withdraws the finger.
I want to protest, but simply do not have the words, so I hang here, fraught with tense desire. He moves in front of me, his mouth reaching my breasts perfectly. I consider pushing my right nipple into his half-open mouth and even contemplate the spanking it might earn me. Before I can act on this impetuous need, I watch as Anders raises his right hand to his mouth and to my horror, pushes the digit that had just been inside me into his waiting mouth. Never have I witnessed such a brazen act and for a moment I do not know what to think. Then I see the look of sin on his face.
“You are delicious,” he says, that wicked smile plastered all over his face again. “I want you to taste yourself. Will you consent to my kissing you?”
He rises again, into a half crouch and finds my face, holding it between his palms. I barely process his words, feeling as though I have consumed too much wine, despite not taking in a drop. I watch him before me, feeling the heat and hardness of his body pressing against my bound frame. Arousal swells in me and the word is out before I even consider it.
“Yes…”
Anders does not wait for a further invitation. There’s just the tiniest change in his face as desire overcomes him and then his mouth is on mine. His tongue flicks over my bottom lip; the hot muscle caressing it, willing my mouth to open more for him. Instinctively I do so, allowing him inside my mouth, the way he had just explored my other lips. He masters my mouth with little effort, possessing me with a calm authority. I am insane with the intensity of the whole experience, certain that my legs have abandoned me and my bondage is now holding me in place. He draws away slowly, never breaking eye contact with me. As he reaches an inch or two from where I am bound, he licks his lips in an act of unabashed debauchery.
“Delicious…” The word hangs in the air between us, delivering a slow and sensual threat of what my fate may become. I open my mouth, but still I cannot find the words. He tilts his head as he assesses me with care. “It does seem as though my captive has rather warmed to me,” he muses out loud.
I cringe inwardly at his words, knowing he is right and that I can hardly protest.
“This is pleasing, Aurelie,” he says. “I never expected you to acquiesce so quickly. Let me sleep on this news and tomorrow I will decide how you will best serve me.”
With that he drops to his knees and falls back onto the soft bedding. I watch him in disbelief. How dare he get me this excited! To touch and caress me, to even kiss me, and then to leave me here like this… It seems more than cruel. I feel like a new pet, to be caged until Anders is ready to play with me. The thought is as arousing as it is infuriating and a new swell of emotion rises in me. I strain against my ropes as he settles under his covers, eyeing me with an amused expression on his face.
“There’s little point fighting,” he smiles. “The ropes will hold you secure until the sun rises and there’s nothing to be done about it. I suggest you try to rest, Aurelie. You have no idea what tomorrow may hold for you.”
“Rest?” I snort, as the emotion finally hits the back of my throat. “How can I rest like this?”
I practically spit out the final two words, expressing the utter indignation I am feeling. His smile widens as he listens, as though I have just played the hand he was expecting.
“Ah, does my captive feel that she has been callously treated?” His voice oozes that sardonic tone of earlier. “Should I rather have found a suitable cage for you, or have tied you to the public punishment post in camp? Would you have preferred either one of those places to rest?”
My mind fills with the horrific images of the things he suggests and my throat dries at the prospect. “No!” I gasp. “No, my Lofðungr!”
“Then why,” he asks, leaning up on his elbows to reveal his toned chest and rippling abdomen. “Why do you insist on complaining? Is my bed not a suitable place for you to reside?”
Reside? I think to myself. More like dangle!
“I’m sorry,” I say, still meaning to protest, but realising that he has all of the cards in this game. He is right; he could do with me whatever he wishes. Perhaps his choice is not so awful after all?
He considers me for a moment, before swinging his bare feet back out of bed and onto the soft rug below him. I watch as he pads past me, hearing him moving about behind me. I twist my head, seeing him reach his small desk, but to my frustration I am unable to make out what he finds there. As he spins around to return, I also look back, not wishing to aggravate him any further.
He returns to the bed, mounting it with one step and all of a sudden he is right there in front of me again. His close proximity takes me by surprise, but the stern look in his eyes silences me.
“Since it seems you cannot control your mouth and stop yourself from complaining, I will have to do so for you.”
He waves another piece of small orange fruit in front of me with his right hand and I understand his meaning all at once. He means to gag me with it again. I look to him and see his eyes loaded with emotion, as though they’re daring me to protest the point. Knowing that I cannot win this game, I sigh, resigning myself to this latest indignation.
“Open wide, my captive,” he says quietly.
I inhale deeply through my nose and then slowly open my lips for him. He wastes no time, pushing the soft flesh of the fruit into my mouth with urgency. I watch him and then feel the intrusion, re-familiarising myself with the size and shape of the new addition to my body. As I acquaint myself with the impromptu gag, he produces a black piece of material from his left hand. It is dark and long, and smells as though it is made from the hide of some animal. Anders takes a step closer to me and then, without explanation, he wraps it over my fruit-filled mouth, stretching the ends behind my hair. I feel him securing the ends behind my head, and as he moves away I realise just how completely gagged I am. The leather holds the fruit in place perfectly, preventing me from dropping it even if I wanted to. I move my face to the left and right, testing the material and find that it barely moves, the smell goading just below my nose.
“That should keep you quiet whilst I sleep!”
He smiles in triumph as I moan behind the fruit in frustration, and he resumes his comfortable position in the bed. Blowing out all but one of the free-standing candles next to the bed, Anders lies there on his back, watching me. The majority of the light now comes from the fire, still raging to my rear, and so he is cast into shadow. I can just make out his expression as he watches me fighting the urge to pull against my binds. Soon after I hear the sounds of restful sleep coming from the bed and I am left here, dangling for his viewing pleasure, long after the prince is asleep.



Chapter Twelve: Rising Passion
 
 
It is a long night. For an age I wrestle with my consuming emotions. The frustration of the gag, the bondage, and my impending life as Anders’ prisoner all overwhelm me. Alongside this trail of negative feelings, I struggle also with the new escalating desire within me. My body still aches with the need he has ignited and I know with some shame that had he chosen to lie with me earlier I would have accepted his offer gladly. With no conception of time and little to see in the gloom of the pavilion, I soon tire. Resting my head on alternating shoulders I manage a little sleep, dozing between my surreal consciousness and a number of disconcerting dreams.
 
* * *
 
I find that I am still naked, but no longer bound to Anders’ bed. Instead I am paraded in shackles around Donrose, Anders leading me like an animal by a small chain connected to a collar at my neck. My hands are shackled in front of me and I know there are also chains at my feet. As we make our way through the village, crowds of peasants line the streets, cheering for the Viking invaders and jeering at my humiliation.
My face burns with shame as I realise that these are my people—the people of Donrose—welcoming Anders as their sovereign and worse, enjoying my ignominious show. The men of my father’s kingdom ogle my nudity, the curve of my belly and the soft bounce of my breasts as I skip to keep pace with Anders. Several shout obscene comments about what they would do to me if they were given the chance. I spin to look at them, recognising their gnarled faces and mean to protest, but realise that I am still gagged, although with what I cannot be certain.
The women, envious of the interest shown by their husbands, throw other insults at me. “Whore!” cries one from the crowd, before hurling something at me. It hits my right breast with a hard thud and I wince at the sudden hurt. As it falls away I see that it is some type of decomposing vegetation, the remnants of which are now left on my skin, like a tattoo of my shame. The crowd cheers at this new humiliation and suddenly several other things are tossed from various points in the crowd. I try to dodge what I can see coming, but the chain between Anders and me leaves me little room for manoeuvre and invariably many of the missiles hit their target. One green vegetable catches the left side of my face, bringing tears to my eyes.
Thankfully this ordeal is halted as Anders reaches the centre of the marketplace. He mounts the wooden stage erected there, forcing me up with him. The noise of the crowd reaches its climax and Anders silences them with his right hand. He surveys my marked body without a word, gesturing to two servants, who move from behind me. One takes the chain linked to my neck and secures it to an upright wooden post mounted to one side of the platform. I am forced forward, to within striking distance of the post, my arms raised upward as the chain holding them together is linked to the same point that now secures my head in place.
As the servants move away, the noise of the crowd rises again and I see Anders take a large seat to my left.
“Good people of Donrose!” he exclaims, again reducing the crowd to a whisper. “Thank you for making me so welcome in my newest parish!”
A cheer erupts from around us. I cannot believe the excitement of my people at being conquered by Anders and his men from the north. I peer into the sea of excited faces. Anders appears to be nothing short of a god to them now.
“To celebrate my inaugural visit as Prince of Donrose, I offer this concubine—daughter of your former king—to my people. For today only, she can be used, fucked, or punished however you see fit!”
He waves his hand in the direction of the post and for the first time the reality of his proposition hits me. Anders is offering me to the townsfolk! I move backward from the post as best I can, straining against the metal that holds me in place. Unable to protest, I begin to screech against the thing that has been wedged into my mouth. Loud, unintelligible noises come from my mouth as I struggle to be heard over the swelling cheers. My mind is reeling;
how can Anders do this to me? Why have my people forsaken me?
“I ask that you form an orderly line and wait for the opportunity to administer your own punishment upon this woman. Each man or woman who chooses to will be given the chance!”
No matter how hard I yank, I cannot break the chains that hold me in place to the post. I choke back on my emotion as I see the first people lining up at the bottom of the platform. The man in front is already loosening his trousers and revealing his half-erect manhood. I freeze, like a terrified animal, as the full gravity of my fate dawns upon and then overwhelms me. From the corner of my eye I see the man approaching, a wicked grin spreading across his chubby face as he appraises my naked body properly for the first time.
“No!” I scream through the gag, again pulling on my chains like a desperate animal. “No!”
 
* * *
 
I wake with a start, my heart pumping my life blood around my body at record pace. Hanging limply against my binds, my limbs feel like heavy apparatus—barely even part of my body. Sweat is tricking from my hairline and I can feel the tears in my eyes, a legacy of my consuming nightmare.
“Aurelie?”
It is Anders’ voice I hear from the darkness. It’s now completely black, save for the one small flame next to the bed; the fire having presumably burnt itself out some time ago. Muted sounds rise from the shadows and I make out Anders using the existing candle to light one, and then two wicks to his left. He secures one candle in his fingers, and peers into the darkness at his bound and miserable captive.
“Aurelie, are you in pain?”
I stare into the shadows, making out his long hair and strong jawline. Shaking my head miserably, I groan into my gag for dramatic effect, wanting to let him know how I am feeling, but unable to articulate a single word. The emotions of the dream are still swilling around inside my head and waking to find myself really bound and gagged has done nothing to quell my pounding heart.
Anders yawns and I see the outline of long limbs stretching in the darkness. Then slowly he pulls back his soft, inviting covers, settles the candle into a holder, and moves toward me. I watch through tearstained lashes as his body appears in front of me, drawing itself up to his knees, his face now at my chest height. The heat coming from his torso is now only a few inches away and I shiver, realising suddenly how cold my naked flesh has become. Wordlessly he reaches up toward my head. I freeze as he tugs at the leather secured there, his fingers tangling in my limp, wet hair. In a matter of moments, the piece of material that has effectively been gagging me is removed. Despite the fact that my mouth is still filled with the fruit that he chose, the relief I feel is palpable.
His body weight shifts, obscuring most of the limited candlelight, and in the darkness I feel those fingers caressing the sides of my face. They push my hair back, away from my eyes and trace the wet path my tears have left. Moving to the side, they draw a line past my nose to my outstretched lips, and then in silence, Anders traces an outline around those lips. This small act seems absurdly intimate and my body responds out of instinct. I strain toward him, feeling myself beginning to pant at the close proximity of his body heat.
“Spit out the fruit,” he whispers.
The sound comes from higher than I’d anticipated and I realise he has moved to a crouch and is now leaning over my bound body. I feel his hand at my chin and not wishing to have the thing shoved in there any longer than I have to, I willingly aid the fruit’s departure. The drool-covered fruit falls in front of me, presumably into Anders’ waiting hand. I hear it hitting the floor away to my left a moment later.
I take a large gulp of air through my mouth, flexing my tired jaw and enjoying its sudden liberation. Then relaxing a little more, I try to make out the shape of Anders in the dark.
“Thank you,” I reply, my voice shaky with emotion.
As if from nowhere, one of his hands appears at my face. I feel the heat and the roughness of his skin as he makes contact with the hair at the back of my head. He draws my head backward in the gentlest way, gradually exposing my throat.
“Why have you woken your prince?”
His voice is dark and has taken on a mysterious quality in the obscurity of the night.
“Apologies,” I reply, unsure if he is displeased or merely playing with his captive. “I had an awful dream—a nightmare—and awoke filled with terror. I did not mean to rouse you.”
I feel him move into a full standing position, the soft hair on his face grazing my skin as he goes. His hand still holds my head in place as he towers over me, his body just inches away in the darkness.
“What was this dream?” he asks, his voice thick with some unspoken emotion. “Was I present?”
I wonder fleetingly if he is drawing me into yet another game I can never hope to win, and realise soon after that I have little choice either way. I have to play.
“Yes,” I whisper in response. I sound small compared to his own authoritative voice, somehow reinforcing the fact that I am truly at his mercy.
“Well,” he says, pressing his body against me for the first time since we awoke. “You must tell me more about this… nightmare.”
I gasp, feeling his manhood erect and pushing at my midriff. I know he had fallen asleep clothed in breeches and had no idea that he had freed his organ. In a moment of unconscious action, I roll my hips toward him, wanting to be closer to his heat and hardness. He chuckles lightly at my reflexive display, sliding his free hand down the curves of my body and swatting my behind gently. The strike, though soft, reignites the remnants of my previous punishments, sending a pulse of excitement through my core.
I open my mouth, allowing a small moan to escape. I can feel that need between my thighs building again, swelling into desire for Anders. I push myself closer to him in desperation, pressing my breasts into his hot body.
“Au-re-lie.”
He pronounces each of the three syllables in my name, his voice somewhere between bemused curiosity and irritation.
“My Lofðungr?” I ask, trying to suppress my ever increasing fervour.
“The dream?”
I take a deep breath, really not wanting to revisit the mental image of me in the market square, but apparently having little choice about the matter. I flush as I try to articulate the words.
“You had offered me to…” I pause, not wanting to express my deepest, darkest fears to my captor.
He pulls my hair slightly harder, forcing my head back again and his mouth finds my neck in the darkness.
“To what?” he whispers as his lips graze the sensitive area.
“To your men…”
My voice trails away as he nips behind my left earlobe, finding his way round to my mouth in the darkness. I deliberately choose not to elaborate on the real mob in my dream, the thought of being abused by my own people somehow being my bleakest fear.
His lips reach my chin, but he pauses as he considers my words.
“And why would I do that?” he enquires.
“I do not know,” I say, the words rushing from me as I recall the terror I had felt in the dream. “You never told me, my Lofðungr…”
He draws my body closer to him. I feel the binds at my wrists and ankles strain as I move nearer to his imposing physique. Again his organ pulsates against my hip and undeniably there’s a part of me that wants it inside me. The part that wants this need to finally be sated.
We stand here in the near total shroud of the night, our bodies pressed together, and mine panting for this Viking’s attention. I imagine how we must look to an observer; me bound and extended and Anders the giant looming over my naked frame. His dark sensual voice interrupts my thoughts.
“So, my captive, you fear being thrown to the wolves and being at the mercy of the savage pack?”
I inhale sharply as he describes my fear, unsure if I can respond. Fortunately, he continues without me needing to reply.
“What you want instead then is to have me all to yourself, is that correct?”
There’s that sardonic tone to his voice and I know he’s mocking me and yet, he is right—at this moment that is exactly what I want.
“Yes, my Lofðungr… Please.”
I hear the desperation in my response, my voice thick with need and I pray in silence that he will have some pity for me. I hold my breath as his face moves fractionally away from my body, waiting for his answer.
“Aurelie,” he laughs softly. “I am the prince—your master. I do not belong to anyone!”
I tense at his words, disappointment raining over me.
“Yet I can make it so that you will only belong to me,” he continues. “I can choose not to share you with any of my men—if you make me happy and if it is what you want?”
What I want? The notion flits through my mind like a bad joke. A few days ago I was in my castle, dressed in finery, being waited upon by my maids and waiting for news from my father. Now, tired, hungry, and naked, I am bound for this man’s pleasure, and worst of all, I have actually enjoyed this abuse.
I take a deep breath, preparing to answer him. “This is all new to me, my Lofðungr…” I pause, scanning for his features in the gloom. “I have never been taken from my castle before; I have never been anyone’s captive. I have never been used this way; never been spanked by a man!” I feel the tears springing forth as I recall the indignation. “Until yesterday no man had even seen me without my robes!”
I stop, blinking the hot water from my eyes. He holds me still, his chest rising and falling in front of me.
“Go on…” he coaxes. “You are mine. Tell me what you feel—what you fear.”
“And now I find… that I desire you in ways I have never experienced before.” My voice trails off as I flush at my confession.
“In which ways, Aurelie?”
I blink at him, anger rising in me. I know he realises exactly in which ways I mean, and yet he insists on making me say it!
I swallow hard, feeling my face flame.
“My Lofðungr! You know to what I speak!”
He smiles, and I actually hear his pleasure as he pushes the hard organ into my soft belly. I can barely catch my breath as I imagine how it would feel between my thighs.
“Yes, Aurelie,” he laughs. “I know! And yet I want to hear the words from your sweet and innocent lips. I want to hear that you desire me carnally; that your flesh aches to be filled by my foreign, Nordic manhood.”
I am both shocked and aroused at his words. That he has so accurately read me is profoundly disconcerting and yet also utterly reassuring. And he’s right of course; I do so want to know him that way.
“Yes,” I sob, part in defeat and part in frustration at the admission. “I want to know you carnally.”
His lips find my mouth again, crashing into the wet cavity with confidence. That strong tongue sweeps over my teeth, tasting the remnants of where the fruit had silenced me, and then retreats, teasing my lower lip as it departs. I hang here, the burning throb between my legs goading me, knowing that I am utterly ready to submit to this man.
Anders’ right hand nestles in the back of my hair, his temple resting against my sweating brow. I feel his other hand snaking south, around the curve of my warmed behind to my outstretched thighs. He does not pause this time, dipping immediately between my wet lips and rubbing his leading digits along my hungry little mound. I moan at the contact, conscious that my hips again have rolled forward to meet him, and yet too immersed in the sweetness of the sensations to care. Slowly, deliberately, he shifts, pressing one fingertip against my need. In an act of unrivalled boldness, I press myself forward, plunging my tight wetness onto his digit. I gasp at the sheer exhilaration of the deed, unable or unwilling to control my desire any longer. Taking my lead, Anders presses the finger even further into me, pushing his hot face into mine as he does. His lips find me again, covering my mouth in caresses as he slowly withdraws the digit, before plunging even deeper inside me.
I gasp again, moaning at the pleasure, feeling his finger penetrating me over and over again. As it moves I imagine having his entire manhood there instead, stretching and filling me. I roll my head back, relishing his relentless intrusion into my tightly wound body as I feel his hungry mouth following my lips as I move. I know with certainty that I must have him—I must have this man now. I want his masculinity to consume me and overpower me. Despite my every defiant rejection of him, I do want to be his…
Anders shifts his weight again, rubbing his rock-solid hardness against me as he inserts a second digit into my hot wetness. I yelp as the finger widens me, then relax quickly into the new, more fulfilling sensation.
“Aurelie.” Anders’ voice is slick with his own desperation.
My whole body responds to him, my nipples pebbling at the gravelly authority of his voice. I open my mouth to respond and yet only low carnal sounds escape, so consumed am I with the quickening pace of his fingers below.
“I have to know,” he says, that voice vibrating over me. “Do I have your consent? Do you offer me your maidenhead?”
His face is right on top of mine and I can feel those blue eyes burning into me, willing me to submit to him and to our mutual desire. The pace of those digits never ceases as he speaks and it takes every ounce of my remaining energy to find the will to answer him.
“Yes, my Lofðungr! Please take my maidenhead—please take what belongs to you…”
Anders says nothing, but moves slowly away, withdrawing his fingers and leaving me reeling from the sudden loss. He drops to his knees again in front of me and I feel his kisses caressing my body, one and then two of them at my trembling midriff. At the same time those large hands explore me. One reaches around to my ass, pulling me closer to his face, whilst the other reaches north and finds my needy left breast. He traces a line beneath my bosom before cupping it in his hand. I have no choice but to hang here and feel each sensation that Anders bestows upon me. When his hand finds my nipple and twists, I lurch forward, groaning at the hint of pain, but silently wanting more of it.
His face has reached my core. I strain my neck forward to see what is transpiring, but soon realise that I can barely make out anything in the gloom. I squirm as I appreciate fully that there is nothing I could do to stop him anyway—I am well and truly his, Anders’ own private paramour. I feel his kisses trailing from my belly down to the soft hair framing my now quivering sex. Once here he moves right, a line of sensation planted on the delicate skin between my lips and my outstretched thigh. I exhale, close to panting again. Never before have I imagined intimacy like this; it’s as though he is worshipping my body in our own personal ritual. His relentless massage of my left nipple continues and I strain once again against my ropes, feeling this futile need to resist the overwhelming desire Anders is producing inside me, but never wanting it to cease.
“Before I take what belongs to me,” his voice is a deep vibration between my legs, his hot breath itself caressing my throbbing body, “I want to taste it…”
I process his words in the darkness, only barely registering their significance until I feel his hands moving south. They both find the hot skin of my sex, gently parting the hair there and spreading my folds. Gasping, I freeze, entranced by his proposal and yet also terrified by it. He wants to taste me… there? The thought should be mortifying and yet I surrender to it completely, such is the desperate need I feel to submit to this man.
All at once his mouth is on me, the contact unprecedented and initially excruciating. I buck my hips wildly, trying to throw him off of me. All sane and conscious thought has seemingly been abandoned, my entire existence now focusing only on what Anders is going to do between my thighs. He ignores my thrashing apart from one firm swat to my left cheek, which his right hand delivers in the virtual darkness. I understand its meaning at once—keep still—but the spank serves to only heighten my arousal, as his stimulation of my breast had done before.
I try to steady myself, settling into the sensation of his lips at my wet folds, his facial hair teasing the skin between my legs. Taking a deep breath, I will myself to remain calm as he plants hot kisses on me, beginning at my pulsating little nub and running down to right between my thighs. I know I am making noises. I hear the strange guttural sounds in the air around me and yet they are foreign even to my own ears. I know not who this bound and wanton woman is—or where she came from. Now I know only each sensation, from the sting of the ropes at my wrists to the tickling of Anders’ hair at my wetness.
He pauses for a moment, catching his breath and I finally breathe myself. I soon realise that this lull has proven only to render me even less prepared for the next onslaught and all at once he spreads me apart again, his hot tongue lapping at me. The sensation is almost too much and the idea of what is actually transpiring below me makes me giddy. His head dips slightly and I feel his tongue underneath me. Slowly he drags it north, pausing a few inches up and pushing it right inside me, between my lips. I inhale loudly at the exquisite pressure, wanting simultaneously to be rid of him and resisting the undeniable urge to push down onto the muscle even further. For one long heavenly moment he remains there, sliding his strong tongue in and out of me, lapping hungrily at my wetness.
Gods only know what words are coming from me now, but I am certain there is nothing intelligible. The feeling is divine—a wave of sweet sensation, easing in and out of me. His tongue feels even better than his fingers had done. I have no concept of how long the pleasure lasts; longer than I could dare to hope and yet nowhere near long enough. Eventually he allows his tongue to slip upward instead of inside me again and it makes fleeting contact with my throbbing bud at the top of my lips. I yelp instinctively, unable to articulate the storm of emotions I am experiencing.
He moves a fraction from me, resting his strong temple at my mound. “Valhalla, you are wonderful, Aurelie,” he whispers into my skin. I can hear the desire in his voice; the air around us seems thick with it.
“I want you, my Lofðungr…” I say; my head still swimming with sensation.
“And I will have you,” he replies, “but first I will lick and lap at you until you surrender to me completely.”
Before I have time to process his meaning, his head is back down between my legs and I feel his tongue once again caressing the underside of me. He dips below, pushing inside of me and slowly using it to penetrate me over and over. I stand here, bound spread-eagled to the end of his bed, my naked flesh begging for more and more of his attention. As he laps at me, my hips roll forward. I am no longer able to exert any control over them. Reflexively I push against his face, loving the friction it offers me and I thrust myself against him like an untamed animal. He responds by grabbing the back of my ass with one hand, holding me and yet not stopping me from bucking against him.
I am filled with a new and desperate need that begins to overwhelm me. I want more than anything for him to make contact with the pulsating little bud at the top of my lips. My every essence seems to be congregating there, needing stimulation like nothing else. I tip my hips, moving them downward so that the excited little bud makes contact with his skin. The feeling is so good that I call out; another rasping sound. As though he understands my needs, he moves his face upward. All of a sudden every lap of his tongue hits that sweet spot. He licks it mercilessly, giving me no rest and I fight against my binds in the darkness, feeling the growing tension in my body.
By the time his hand rolls forward from my behind and one of those digits is slowly reinserted back into my wetness, I want to scream. I push against the finger with utter abandonment, relishing the friction of rolling my hips into his hot tongue at the same time. My entire existence is now only about this moment. I ride the digit over and over again, feeling him inside and over me all at once. Just when I am certain that I have nothing more to give, the tension in me peaks and energy like lightning rips through my exhausted body. The sensation is as though my womb itself is contracting inside my core, and I feel my sex quivering below me, clenching at the welcome digit inside it. I throw my head back in ecstasy, feeling the moisture falling from me, landing presumably on Anders’ hungry tongue, which has fallen back to join his finger.
Hanging here lifeless, the sensations engulf me. I can no more speak than untie myself. Time passes and I feel Anders glide his finger out of me, before slowly lowering himself flat on the bed below me, recovering.
“Too divine,” he says and I hear what sounds like him licking his lips below me. “And now, Aurelie, it is time…”
He slips from the bed and I scan the gloom for him, watching as he retreats to his bedside. Quickly three more candles are lit, and I see Anders stalking back toward me. With some added light and the benefit of my elevated view, I finally get a proper look at him as he returns to me. I acknowledge his long hair and strong arms, plus of course those all too familiar blue eyes. He strides around the side of the bed, bare-chested and half-dressed at the waist, his now massive manhood straining from his body. It seems both hard and soft all at the same time and for a fleeting moment I wonder what it would taste like if I were to take it in my mouth. As it is I cannot take my eyes from the thing as he rounds the right post to which I am still bound. He stands behind me, the hair on his face now teasing my back.
“I am going to cut you free, Aurelie, but first I will release your chain. Stay as still as you can.”
I turn my head immediately to the right side and can just make out a small blade in his hand, which he places on the edge of the bed. He then produces a small iron key from the pocket in his breeches, and presents it to the lock at my right ankle. For the first time in hours the thing falls free from me and an instant later, the blade has sliced through the silken rope that had for so long secured the same ankle to the post. I am silent as he moves to my left ankle, trying hard to remain still as this bond too is quickly destroyed. In a moment Anders is back on top of the bed, standing in front of me. He holds the blade in his right hand and says nothing, although those eyes are loaded with his carnal intent. Moving against my body again, he holds the blade away, but uses the opportunity to stimulate his engorged manhood. I groan, feeling him rub it over my left thigh, and then making eye contact with him, I urge him on.
“My Lofðungr, please!”
He smiles. “I know I am teasing you,” he replies, that voice now thick with his own obvious desire. “Yet I do love having you bound here…”
I moan, pushing my hips forward for his body. I am utterly exasperated, wanting him more than I have ever wanted anything.
“Hold still,” he says, and in a matter of seconds my left arm is freed, followed quickly by my right.
My limbs, now liberated, feel strangely heavy and out of my control. My arms come crashing down to my sides and I immediately falter, losing my balance. With lightning speed, he slips the blade back into his pocket and reaches for me. One strong muscular arm snakes around my waist whilst the other contains my shoulders. In a matter of a moment I am pulled into his hot body, pressed against his hardness.
“I have you,” he exclaims. “And now, my little captive, I am truly going to have you.”
I glance up at him, the left side of his face lit by the soft candlelight at the bedside and swallow hard as the realisation of what is about to happen dawns on me. Anders is going to lie with me, take my maidenhead, and use his amazing body to bring us both pleasure. Anders is going to make me his… I press my breasts against his torso, my nipples now so tight that they ache. My whole body is trembling as I appraise him.
“Yes, my Lofðungr,” I plead, not recognising the woman I have become. “Make me yours.”
He looks down at me, that hard stare penetrating me as his erection pulsates between our bodies below.
“Kneel down on the bed,” he orders me.
I do so without hesitation, allowing his right arm to support and guide me downward. My mouth passes his abdomen as I go, breathing in the soft hair there until I reach his groin. With his hand on my shoulder, I appraise the proud organ that greets me there. I take in its size and the masculine scent, making out the throbbing lines that run along its length.
“Take me in your mouth, Aurelie.”
Anders’ voice comes from over me, a sensual command. Without thinking I do as he asks, licking my lips as I draw my mouth over the top of the organ. Despite my assessment of its size and shape, the girth surprises me. It stretches my lips every bit as much as the fruit had done. Slowly I acquaint myself with its structure and taste. I allow the saltiness to overcome me, flicking my tongue over the edge before finally plucking the courage to move further down the shaft, taking his length into my throat.
“Oh, gods…”
I hear Anders above me, his groans spurring me on as I move onward down his length until I can no longer breathe. Slowly I retreat, moving up toward the end of him and then boldly plunging my way back down toward his hair. He moans loudly, one of his hands moving to the back of my head and guiding me up and down his length.
“Yes, Aurelie. You feel so good there.”
As his hand holds me in place, his hips begin to pick up their own pace, pushing his manhood in and then out of my mouth. I try to relax and breathe, permitting him to enjoy himself this way. I place my hands against his breech-covered thighs, the remainder of the silken rope still dangling from my wrists—a physical reminder of my bondage. Glancing up toward his face towering high above me, I try to make out his expression. It looks somewhere between ecstasy and torment and I revel in the wonder that I am somehow making him feel this way!
In one lithe movement he pulls himself from my mouth, leaving me on all fours, drooling from the sudden loss. Then he is right there, kneeling with me, his hot mouth back on mine. I taste my own excited flavour on his mouth and allow him inside me at once, wanting him to taste his own salty essence on my own lips. The kiss concludes and he presses his temple against my own forehead.
“That is too pleasurable, Aurelie,” he gasps. “Any more of that and I cannot possess you the way we both desire.”
His eyes drill into me, searching my face for understanding. “And I will possess you, my captive.”
I nod, placing my own soft kiss on his hot, full lips. They stretch into a smile at the unprompted contact.
“Lie down,” he says, rather too severely as though he is reminding himself who is master.
I scramble backward against the soft material of the bed below me. Looking up, I am just in time to see Anders’ descent onto me. He presses himself against my naked flesh, a soft groan leaving his mouth as though he cannot believe the sensation. I watch him as if I am in a dream, in awe of his muscular shoulders and arms as they reach for me. Slowly those large palms take each of my hands and slide them north, above our heads. At the same time, his legs move between us, spreading my thighs open. I am his for the taking.
He pauses, rising up onto his knees. I remain passive as he intended, my arms laced obediently over my head, watching him watching me. All the while his massive manhood stands proudly to attention between us. Anders’ eyes burn into me, as though they cannot absorb the sight that they behold. They devour the look of my rounded bosom rising and falling with my exaggerated breathing, and the curve of my belly leading down to my open wetness. I take a deep breath, eyeing him in return, willing him to consume me.
“My Lofðungr?” I pant, my voice full of desperation.
He smiles, his face lit by the candles to my left as he moves back over my body. That strong right arm rises north to meet my wrists, holding them firmly in place as he rests on his left elbow. The sensation of my nipples grazing against his chest maddens me, reigniting the flames that Anders had earlier quelled with his tongue. Instinctively I roll my hips forward to meet his body, taunting him. In a flash he positions the head of his manhood at my wet, needy entrance, pressing against me. I whimper at the contact, wanting more.
“Yes,” I whisper, gazing up at his face, which is now just a few inches above me.
I push forward brazenly, asserting my desire for him and he willingly complies. I feel him push inside me, probably no more than an inch or so and yet the fullness is overwhelming.
“Oh!” I gasp, trying to move reflexively beneath him.
From over my head, his hand holds me down, pinioning me easily into the bedding. The quiet authority of his body arouses me even more, allowing him to slide a further few inches within me.
“Relax and open for me,” he murmurs, again pressing his temple into my forehead.
Relishing the contact between us, I concentrate on doing as he asks, taking deep breaths beneath him and willing him more deeply into me. Slowly he presses himself into my wet, slippery core, filling and stretching me more with every effort. The sheer size of him takes some getting used to, but the evidence of my desire for him is clear. I am so very wet, the sound of my arousal obvious as he slowly withdraws from me.
“Aurelie…”
His voice sounds pained as he slams back inside me. I moan out loud at the intrusion, feeling the pain and the pleasure simultaneously. My hips rise to meet him at the next thrust, pressing my greedy little nub into his hot flesh. The fleeting contact is divine, making his manhood feel even better as it slides back inside me. Anders moves in and out of me, our bodies intertwined in this maddening dance of pleasure. His head falls into the nape of my neck, deep groans coming from him as I lie there, held down and invaded again and again by this captivating Viking. The knowledge that I am powerless to stop his invasion of my body serves only to fuel my growing fervour and soon I am panting beneath him. I am reminded of his earlier words to me about the rewards of submission and for the first time I understand a little of what he had meant.
Sensing my excitement, he raises his head and again looks into my eyes. “Do you like me taking what is mine, my captive?”
“Yes, my Lofðungr!” I cry, leaning upward and kissing the edge of his beard.
“You like being taken this way?” he asks again, pressing the point as he does when it serves only to stimulate us further.
“Yes,” I pant, loving each new drive into me from below.
“Good,” he purrs from over me. “Then let’s try one more thing…”
He pulls from me, rising to his knees in the shadows.
“Onto all fours,” he commands, and without thinking I climb up and over as he desires.
He is between my legs and over me in an instant, his heat pressing into my body. Those muscle-clad arms join my own pressing into the bed, and he pushes my thighs apart firmly with his knees.
“Open,” he reminds me. “This will be much more intense, Aurelie, so remember to relax and breathe…”
I tense at his words, but even as I do I feel him pressing hard against me from behind. He finds my open channel and eases himself down inside. This time I cry out loud at the tenderness of the deep penetration. If he had seemed large before, then Anders feels like a monster this way.
“I can’t take all of you!” I cry into the bedding, feeling as though he is sure to split me in half.
“Shhh,” he says, ceasing movement at once and kissing the back of my neck. “You can and you will. Just relax and take me in… Breathe, Aurelie.”
I do as he suggests and inhale deeply. He joins me, kissing me again as he resumes his possession of me.
“That’s it; do you feel me inside you, owning and commanding your body?”
“Yes,” I murmur, “you’re so deep inside me, my Lofðungr.”
He laughs, a soft sound that tickles the side of my neck. “Yes, but there is much more of you to claim, Aurelie. Push back against me and see.”
Warily I do as he suggests, moving my behind back and onto his hardness. The feeling is intense as I feel him prising me apart, and yet I am calmed by being temporarily in control of the situation.
“Yes,” he murmurs from behind me, “that’s it, Aurelie—you have nearly all of me now.”
His left hand sweeps underneath me and claws for my breasts, finding my right nipple and tugging it ruthlessly. I groan at this new, sweet sensation, welcoming the extra surrender I feel as he samples all of me at once.
“Now I am going to thrust into you again,” he says from behind me. “I will take you, Aurelie and claim you as mine once and for all.”
With that I feel his weight shift over me and his manhood dominates me once again, leaving my open thighs no way to prevent his hardness from penetrating me as he chooses. I fall forward, the pressure on my tired arms just too much, and land on my face, my ass wonderfully exposed behind me. He pounds into me, ignoring the throaty noises escaping my mouth, and presses deeper and deeper into my virgin territory. I feel as though I might burst from the downright ignominy of the position, but still I remain, hips pushed back, ready to receive him once more. I am wholly surrendered to the dominance of my captor, allowing him to take my virginity as he had also claimed my freedom.
Wordlessly Anders’ body moves forward, cocooning me again with his arms and torso. I feel his body tense and stiffen around me and sense that the climax of his pleasure may be close. I will him toward it, wanting him to feel as fulfilled as he had made me earlier.
“Oh, Aurelie,” he mumbles into my hair. “You feel so damn good and yet I want you to taste me, the way I tasted you.”
I gasp as he withdraws in one smooth action, amazed by how empty I am left feeling without him inside me. He moves my left arm, guiding me around and back onto my knees to receive his now bulging penis. My mouth is open for him before he even instructs it, and he pushes inside gladly.
He is much, much bigger than before and I choke against him as he makes long thrusts into my throat. I can taste myself all over him and I marvel at his complete possession of me. Tears swill in my eyes as he pushes back inside my mouth and yet I do my best to remain passive and open to his need. After a moment his hands find their way into my tangled hair, holding me firmly in place as he makes short, insistent thrusts. All at once he lets out the deepest, most guttural groan and my throat is flooded with the hot fluid that pumps from him. He relaxes his grip and I draw backward, shocked by the new sensation. Some fluid falls into the space between us, but as I catch my breath I swallow what remains in my mouth, allowing its hot saltiness to coat the back of my throat. I look up to his face, seeing the satisfaction there. Cocking his head, he smiles and then winks at me.
“Suck me again, Aurelie. Clean me with your mouth.”
After everything that has taken place between us, I am amazed to find that I flush at this suggestion, but obligingly I lean forward, taking his still erect manhood back into my mouth and sucking it dry in front of him. What I realise should be a humiliating deed is now a pleasurable one, and I actually enjoy the look on his face as I gaze up at him. In that moment I appreciate just how much he wants me and a strange feeling of empowerment falls over me.
He strokes the side of my face and slowly draws me away from his groin, pulling me up onto my knees to meet his kiss. Our mouths find each other, the wetness of each mingling with the other as our tongues dance together. After a moment, Anders pulls back, but keeps one hand in my hair, holding me in place.
“Well, well, my lady of Donrose,” he purrs, raising that blond brow at me. “How does it feel to have finally been conquered?”
His tone is soft and washes over me despite his teasing. I gaze back up into those big Viking eyes as I answer, unable to hide the swell of desire that, even now, presents itself between us.
“It feels wonderful, my Lofðungr…”



Chapter Thirteen: Torment
 
 
The sounds of shouting from outside of the pavilion rouse me. My head, foggy with sleep, is aware of the noise and yet cannot find the will to awaken. I stretch beneath the soft bedding and am suddenly aware of the deep tenderness between my thighs. Thoughts of the previous day fly back to me, filling my mind and awakening every sensation. Memories of the battle, my capture, my spankings, and Anders’ eventual domination of me swell inside me, and my eyes fly open.
The space next to me is vacant, causing a new wave of anxiety to rush through my body. Where is Anders? I am certain we had fallen asleep together. I sit up in the bed abruptly, assessing the space around me and it’s then that I see Magnus sitting at Anders’ desk, watching me. I flush at once, pulling the bedding up over my exposed breasts.
“Good ‘morrow, my lady,” he says, smiling. “I was wondering when you were going to wake.”
Startled by his unexpected presence, I know not what to say. I search my mind for the last time Magnus would have seen me. Mortified, I recall it was probably over Anders’ lap the previous night when I was rather unceremoniously spanked for my failure as a table. I look up at him, relaxed in the chair and am riled by how vulnerable I have become in the last day. This man—who would have willingly murdered me—has now seen my naked humiliation and no doubt is aware that Anders has well and truly mastered me since. My pride resurfaces from wherever it has been hiding.
“Where is the prince?” I ask indignantly. To my utter frustration this question provokes only a broader grin on his weathered face.
“My Lord had to rise early this morning. There is urgent business that requires his attention. He asked that I—keep you company—until his return.”
There is a nefarious look in his eye as the words slip from his mouth and I see him eyeing my curves beneath the bedding. I clutch the sheet closer to my bosom, shifting uncomfortably in the bed.
He ascends from the chair and strides toward the side of the bed where I am seated.
“Time to rise,” he says almost triumphantly as he stands over me. “I have instructions that you are to be bathed and tended to in my Lofðungr’s absence.”
I blanch at this knowledge, self-conscious of my nudity despite the knowledge that Magnus has very well seen every inch of me already. Hesitating, I glance up at him and throw myself at his pity.
“I have nothing to wear,” I mumble, my face reddening further as I speak.
He laughs, a deep hearty sound. “No matter,” he says, waving his hand nonchalantly. “You are my Lofðungr’s captive and as such require no clothing until he deems it a requirement. Now up, out of that bed, or I will spank your pretty behind! I have leave to, you know?”
Making eye contact with him quickly, I realise that he means it, and with reluctance I slide my legs from the soft, warm bedding. I am sad to leave both their heat and protection. Slowly I stand, allowing the remaining bedding to fall from my breasts and find myself next to his giant frame. He smiles down at me, a knowing look in his eyes.
“That’s more like it,” he says, placing a finger under my chin and forcing me to look in his direction. “Remember your place; obedience is what is required from you.”
I look away, too embarrassed to meet his smug gaze.
“Now, since you are restrained in no way, I expect your complete compliance. Any sign of insubordination will be met with punishment. Do you understand?”
“Yes,” I whisper.
I feel bizarrely bereft. I miss Anders beyond just the ache between my legs, and wish he were here instead of this teasing marauder.
“I am your master in my Lofðungr’s absence, and you will refer to me as Sire.”
I look to him, rebellion burning in my eyes, but bite down the defiance, knowing where it will get me. “Yes, Sire,” I sigh, watching his satisfied grin at my forced subservience.
“Now, kneel in the centre of the room, hands behind your head. I will arrange your bath.”
Slowly I pad forward to where Magnus indicates and drop to my knees before positioning my arms as requested. The muscles, still tired from yesterday, scream at me in protest.
“Good,” he says, striding to where the heavy drapes separate Anders’ privacy. He pulls back one of them and shouts a command into the space beyond. I hear a servant acknowledging him from the distance. Happy, he turns his attention back to me as I kneel naked in the middle of the room.
“You are my Lofðungr’s property,” he calls, approaching me again. “Hold yourself up—be proud! I want to see those perky tits standing to attention!”
I recoil at his comment, but straighten my posture immediately, keen to placate him until Anders’ return. He paces behind me, circling my body a few times.
“Better,” he muses, “but still sloppy…”
He moves behind me and lowers himself to my height, assessing my body. I watch him from my peripheral vision, feeling my arms tremble.
“Straighter!” he barks and swats my ass hard as he rises and moves back behind me. “Stick out that bosom—come on—let me see!”
My face burns with ignominy at his words. He has no right to treat me this way—I belong to Anders, and not to this man! And yet I know I have no choice but to obey or face the consequences. I push my breasts out as much as I can as he rounds the circle to stand before me. He considers me in silence for a moment before leaning forward and toward me.
“I said to attention,” he says, emphasizing the last two words as he reaches for my left breast. He fondles it in his large palm, groping at me. To my horror the nipple buds in the centre of his palm, my body yet again ignoring the horror I should feel and betraying my arousal instead. I watch, frozen to the spot as he turns his attention to the right breast, this time pulling hard on the nipple until it tightens into a hard knot for him.
He smiles, self-assured about his power over me. “Good,” he says “Now open your legs wider, the way my Lofðungr likes them to be.”
I do so with reluctance, spreading my thighs and the folds of my moist and tender sex. Seemingly satisfied, he strolls backward and finds the chair in which he was earlier seated. He collects it with ease and brings it back down just in front of me. Seating himself, he leans forward, tugging at both nipples this time. I pant, feeling the warm tingle between my legs rising as it had done yesterday. Shamefully I realise that I like his abuse of me.
“Stay exactly this way until you are ready to be bathed,” he says, smiling again as he fondles my right breast, aware that there is nothing I can do to stop him. “You have delectable breasts.”
I say nothing, trying not to make eye contact with him and ignoring the pain in my shoulders. For several long moments we remain this way. Magnus torments my breasts at will, pulling and groping them with his strong hands. I remain as still as I can, keeping my chest pushed out the way he had commanded. From this distance I can see the excitement stirring in his groin and I wonder how it would feel to be ravaged by him. The idea fills me with a new burning shame and I wonder if he knows what I am thinking as he again uses both hands to tug at my elongated buds.
At some point Brigida appears from the drapes in the corner. I see her approaching from the corner of my eye, a strange combination of humiliation and envy stirring at the sight of her. Magnus rises from his chair and greets her with a warm smile.
“Good ‘morrow, Brigida,” he purrs. “Our Lofðungr requests that you bathe and tend to his captive, before his return.”
She nods her understanding at Magnus. I notice the secret smile they exchange and the warm tingling between my legs swells a little.
“You may rise and follow Brigida,” Magnus says, gesturing to me.
I get up slowly from my tired knees and approach her. As I move toward them, Magnus steps into my path and meets me with a predatory smile. “Remember your place,” he says quietly as he leans down toward my face. “I will take you over my knee at the first stirrings of trouble.”
I flush, but say nothing, waiting for him to move so I can pass. After a moment he does so in a leisurely and unhurried nature. Brigida spins on her heel, sending her flaxen hair sailing in my direction. I drop behind her, anxious at least to be free from the whims of Magnus for the time being.
As before, Brigida is brisk and efficient. My bath—already drawn—is warm and it is a good feeling to be clean again, but her pious stares leave me ragged with frustration. She speaks not a word to me, except to instruct when to get out of the water and to offer me means to dry myself. The whole time she stands watching me as I self-consciously wipe the water from my body, and at length, she walks behind me and begins to unpick my hair, the braid now virtually disbanded. Taking a large brush, she runs the thing over my scalp, pulling and yanking at my tangles. I wince at the force she uses and yet I am secretly relieved she has attended to my dark tresses. After some work, she arranges my raven hair over my shoulders, seemingly pleased with her effort.
Shortly afterward she returns me to the pavilion, the bathing room being just away to its western edge. We pass through the large hall, her dressed in blue robes and me padding barefoot and naked behind her. The sides are lined with a number of guards, most of whom eye me with obvious hunger as we pass. Had it not been for their presence, I would have surely considered breaking away from Brigida. She is a slim, fair little thing and I am certain I could outrun her, although where I could go in this state and what would happen to me, I do not know. As we approach the heavy drapes that separate the hall from Anders’ private quarters, she slows to a halt. Reaching to her right, she pulls a rope that hangs from the space over her and a deep clanging bell chimes from overhead.
Magnus appears within an instant, pulling back the heavy drape and acknowledging Brigida with that same smile. Then, looking past her, he spots me and his grin widens. He beckons me with one finger as he addresses Brigida in their own tongue. She nods to him and departs, offering me one final look of disdain as she passes. I walk over to him and to my relief he drops back beyond the drape, allowing me a route back into Anders’ room. I slip past him, all too aware of my nudity and skip forward to be out of his reach.
In the far corner of the chamber I spot Anders, towering high over the furniture that separates us. My eyes acknowledge him greedily, recalling every inch of his body as I had seen it last night. Now dressed in his fine clothes and battle ready again, he seems even larger than I remembered.
He regards me with a wry smile, as though he too recalls my complete submission to him and for a second I seem unable to catch my breath. I am caught entirely in the net of the contradiction. I want my liberty and a return to my position. I miss my home and my people. My rational mind has no wish to be this naked thing I have become—someone’s property. Yet at the same time, my desire for Anders is unexpectedly compelling, and I find I am consumed by the desire to dominate his time and attention. The fact that I am also seemingly so utterly aroused by his authority over me astounds me even further, although there is little point in denying it to myself. Never before had I considered Aurelie of Donrose this way. I am a woman of rank and power. My position brought me privilege and influence over others, a fact I had readily enjoyed. I had never thought that my own subjugation could be so rewarding and I squirm as I recall how I had felt when Anders had used me as a footrest and then a table. I was not just enduring the ordeals; a part of me had truly loved them, relishing the ignominy in both and needing to be his. He moves from his desk toward me, capturing my attention.
“My captive,” he says, running a finger across my jawline.
I hold my breath, feeling my nipples budding between us at his touch. “My Lofðungr,” I reply almost breathlessly, amazed at my response to him.
“I hope you behaved yourself whilst I was away?” he asks, raising his voice for Magnus’ benefit. I tense, wondering how I should reply, but hear his response even before I can decide.
“She was eventually compliant, my Lofðungr,” says Magnus. “I had to remind her of her place a couple of times though.”
“Really?” responds Anders in front of me, his left eyebrow rising at this news.
“I did everything that was asked of me!” I plead, looking to Magnus for clarification on this point.
“The threat of a spanking did encourage her!” he laughs.
I turn back to Anders for his verdict, his blue eyes acknowledging me.
“There will be time for that later,” he says whimsically. “Right now we have a parade to attend.”
I breathe a sigh of small relief. “A parade, my Lofðungr?” I ask quietly.
“Yes,” he replies. “A celebration of our conquest here! My men need to know what they have achieved, and you—my little captive—are my finest prize!”
He waves his arms dramatically as he announces this and my stomach lurches at the prospect, wondering what he has planned.
“Magnus, go and check the final preparations,” he orders over my head. “We will join you shortly.”
I turn my head to see Magnus bowing and then departing the room, leaving me at last alone with Anders.



Chapter Fourteen: Preparations
 
 
“You must be prepared for the parade,” says Anders.
The dark twinkle in his eyes sends shivers down my already naked skin, although I cling to the hope that this ‘preparation’ might involve at least a shred of clothing. He rounds my body, gathering things from about the place as he continues. I watch him from my spot on the rug.
“Usually my servants would attend to these things, but with you, Aurelie, I enjoy the more… personal touch.”
I blush, hearing the tenderness in his voice. Memories of his hardness plunging into my needy body fill my mind. I remember the smell of him against my skin and the taste of his climax on my lips. Every fibre of me is caught in the recollection, and for a moment I am lost in those memories.
“Aurelie?”
His enquiring voice brings me back to reality and I realise with trepidation that I have not been listening to him.
“Yes, my Lofðungr,” I say softly, hoping to recover the situation.
“Did you hear me?”
I blush more deeply, feeling the colour rising in my cheeks and realise that he already knows the answer, so lying is futile.
“I am sorry,” I begin, watching his face as anxiety twists in me. “I missed what you said.”
“Do you have something more pressing on your mind?” he asks, stepping forward toward me. That menacing tone has returned to his voice and I feel my heart rate increase exponentially.
“Yes, I mean… No!” I answer, shifting my weight between my legs.
He moves to within an inch of me, but does not touch any part of my trembling body. Those eyes burn into my face, smouldering with an intensity that even last night did not present.
“You will learn to obey me, Aurelie,” he says, his voice lowering to little more than a growl. “I have been merciful up until now, permitting you to choose your service to me, and showing you favour.”
There is indignation in his voice and a deep regret fills me.
“I know and I am sorry,” I answer, imploring him with my eyes.
He smiles, sending a chill through me. “You will be, my captive,” he says softly. “You will be.”
He presses himself against me at last, sweeping me up with ease. His large hands cradle my buttocks as my thighs stretch around his torso. I gaze at him, already panting before his mouth crashes down into me. He claims me with confidence, the tongue that had given me so much pleasure, seeking me out aggressively and giving us what we both need. Once he is satisfied, he pulls back, leaving me literally gasping for more of him.
“You will be punished for your transgression. I hope it will teach you to pay attention to your master in the future.”
“Are you going to spank me again?” I ask, my voice filled with both fear and arousal at the prospect.
“I am,” he resolves. “But first, you will be paraded through the camp. All of my people will know who now owns Aurelie of Donrose.”
My throat dries at his words as he places me down onto the rug. He returns to his small collection of items and I eye them intently, looking for a dress or robe of some sort. My heart falls in disappointment as I find only leather straps in his hands.
“These will be yours for the parade,” he says evenly. “They will serve to decorate you and mark you out as mine. Everyone will see them and understand their meaning.”
He drops them unceremoniously to the floor between us. “Kneel down,” he orders.
Unwilling to upset him any further at this juncture, I fall to my knees in haste and look up at him just to see the first length of leather approaching me. I notice its width and a small silver fastener as it passes in front of my eyes, and feel the cool material as Anders wraps it around the back of my neck. He crouches in front of me to secure the leather at the front. With one small click it is done and he pulls my hair gently from the leather.
“Raise your arms,” he instructs next, as he reaches for another strap and rises to a standing position. I do so, allowing him to secure the small leather cuffs around my wrists. As he does so I take in the feel and the effect of the thing at my neck. I realise with shame that it is little more than a collar—like the sort I would have put on a slave or an animal.
The knowledge that this is how he sees
me fills my mind as he secures the first, and then the second wrist cuff. The scent of leather rises from my neck, filling my nostrils and reminding me of the gag he had used the night before.
“Good,” he says, assessing me. “Now just these two on your ankles and you are ready!” He waves the remaining two much larger cuffs in front of me as he speaks. “Kneel on all fours on the edge of the bed,” he instructs, and I scuttle toward it as quickly as I can.
He moves behind me and I am instantly reminded of our coupling, recalling the deep feeling of fullness and surrender as I kneel here passively. Once the second ankle cuff is secure, he stands to my rear, wordlessly watching me. As fast as lightning he moves forward onto the bed, kneeling over me as he had done the previous night and surrounding my body in his chainmail-clad body. I gasp at the chill of the metal, but say nothing further, genuinely grateful to have his attention again in this most intimate way.
He twists his body over mine, bringing his head around to the right to meet my face. “Are you sore from where I have taken you, Aurelie?” he asks in a whisper.
I clench the muscles between my thighs and feel the tender ache there. “Yes, my Lofðungr,” I reply, mesmerised by the intensity in his eyes.
“Good,” he says, kissing me lightly on the forehead. “Every time you move and it hurts, I want you to remember who caused you that pain.”
I swallow hard, understanding his meaning.
“And,” he continues, “I want you to think about how it will feel later when I bury myself into you again.”
I blink up at him, marvelling at his dominance. I feel my thighs dampening at the mere idea and want nothing more than to kiss him again.
Ignoring my needs, he moves backward, away from me and off the bed. I watch over my shoulder as he arranges his clothes and then regards me.
“Down now,” he says, pointing to a spot next to him. “You will join me.”
In silence I comply, coming to stand next to him. He moves behind me and takes my right wrist in his hands, pulling it back behind my body. Next he draws the left wrist back in the same manner, securing the leather binds together.
“That’s good,” he says, circling me again. “Keep them above that pert little bottom.”
Coming to stand before me again, he smiles and reaches for my chest.
“Magnus is correct—your breasts do look good this way.”
I blanch at the thought that they had been discussing me, but say nothing. He plays with my nipples, ensuring they are both hard buds before commanding me to follow him. With a sigh of resignation, I do so, horrified at the thought of what may await me at the parade.



Chapter Fifteen: The Parade
 
 
I follow Anders beyond the dark drapes and into his throne room. Guards salute as he passes them, with nearby servants falling into bows to acknowledge their prince. Most regard me with little more than disdain, although some of the men more than absorb my naked curves as we make our way past. Being exposed this way in front of all of these strangers is even more mortifying than I’d imagined. Being nude in front of Anders, Magnus, and Brigida had been bad enough, but I already knew that this was to be a whole new excruciating humiliation.
Anders strides just beyond me, taking long yet casual steps and comes to an abrupt halt at the entrance to the pavilion. I wait behind him nervously, skipping from one foot to the other as he confers with his guards. My inability to conceal my bosom is proving to be a real frustration; my arms forced back this way means that my breasts are fully protruding from my chest. After a moment Anders turns to me, the guard behind him eyeing me as he does.
“You will walk behind my stallion,” he tells me matter-of-factly. “Make sure you keep up with the pace.”
I blink at him, trying not to imagine the ignominy that is about to unfold. “But how can I keep up with your steed, my Lofðungr?” I ask quietly.
He smiles; an expression that twists the ball of anxiety within me. “You will be given the correct motivation,” he says, chuckling to himself.
I blanch at this, too scared to ask for clarification. As I stand there agog, Magnus appears at the entrance.
“All is ready, my Lofðungr,” he exclaims, casting an eye over me as he does so.
Anders nods. “Thank you, my friend,” he replies, moving toward Magnus. “You are ready to manage Aurelie as we discussed?”
Magnus smiles the way a shark might do before the first bite. “It will be my pleasure, my Lofðungr.”
He moves toward me as Anders leaves the pavilion, heading out into daylight. My mouth dries as Magnus takes me by the right arm, tugging at me to follow him outside. The light hits me like a fireball. Having been kept inside for many hours, my eyes are totally unprepared for the intensity of the daylight. Unable to shield them with my hands, I dip my head and look to Magnus as he moves us forward.
The next thing that dawns on me is the feeling of my bare feet on the ground below me. The invaders have set up in lands much further north than I would usually go and the earth, though grassy, is cold and unforgiving. The blades of grass against my toes feel unkind and intrusive, yet in the bare, worn areas the ground is even colder. I have never walked beyond the castle barefoot and the stark reality of the sensations beneath my feet makes me feel all the more exposed and vulnerable. My attention turns to the ground as Magnus moves me forward, watching the hard mud below me as we pass over it.
The next realisation is the temperature out here. Although it is a warm, dry spring day, the feeling of the sunshine against my skin feels meek in comparison to my nudity. Goosebumps pimple over my flesh, my already hard nipples contracting further. As Magnus manoeuvres me in a new direction, I am finally able to look up for the first time. We are in the middle of the camp with much smaller pavilions and large tents erected in every direction. The large ropes that secure them are anchored all around us, and at that moment I am grateful that I have Magnus here to guide me through this labyrinth of trip hazards. Then I notice the people about me. They are mostly men—soldiers—nearly all in battle dress and helmets, although there are a handful of women carrying linen and fruits scurrying from tent to tent. Their strange eyes acknowledge first my nudity and then my bondage. Many of the men cheer and shout comments to Magnus that I do not understand. Magnus laughs and shakes his head at them, but thankfully does not slow his pace.
We make a left turn and find ourselves at a makeshift stable block. There are five strong-looking horses grazing there, all dressed in finery with the Viking emblems emblazoned about them. On the furthest horse—a gigantic black stallion—Anders is already mounted. He wears a tall metal helmet, part of which covers the bridge of his nose and yet I know it is him, even from a distance. He watches us as Magnus pulls me in his direction, calling to his man to hurry.
We make it to where he is mounted and I am amazed by the sheer size of the horses around me. They make these already giant men seem all the more foreboding. Men I do not know mount three of the horses behind Anders, all stopping to eye my exposed flesh as they do so. Magnus reaches for the reins of Agneta, but before he climbs, he stops to address me.
“You are to follow behind my Lofðungr’s steed,” he instructs, moving my hair from my face. “Stay a few paces behind in case the horse rears, but do not allow your pace to flag.”
I watch him as he speaks, noticing the soft hairs around his mouth. Despite my embarrassing situation I am amazed at how my mind still returns to the most carnal thoughts, and I wonder absently what that hair would feel like against my body.
“I will be riding behind you and there will be two other royal guards to your left and right. They are there to protect our prince, but will also defend his property if it is required.”
I lower my head, watching my chest rising and falling as I contemplate his words. For the first time in hours I am seriously worried about my own safety, and coupled with my current predicament, I am struggling to control the anxiety within me. Magnus moves away, catching his foot in one stirrup and mounting his horse as he looks down upon me.
“To ensure you keep a good and even pace, I will be using this as a motivator.”
He reaches into the bridle of the horse and pulls a long, dark implement from the other side of the tackle. It is very thin, initially reminding me of a riding whip, but I notice that the far end is broader than the rest of its body, fanning out to a long rectangular piece of leather. I stare up at him, uncertain of his meaning and yet that low feeling of dread has already settled in my stomach.
“Do you understand?” Magnus barks from above me.
I watch him, a wave of nausea washing over me at what is about to happen. “Yes, Sire,” I mumble by means of reply.
He smiles, waving his free hand for me to move into position. I walk between his and Anders’ horses, feeling totally dwarfed by them. As I do so, another horse trots past, coming to rest in front of Anders and the remaining two move into position either side of me. The men riding them glance down at me, grinning and shouting comments at each other. I flush, knowing that it’s to me they refer and lower my head to the hard ground, not wanting to make eye contact with any of them. From in front of me Anders turns his horse in my direction.
“Enough!” His voice is shrill with irritation. “This captive is my property and any man who disrespects her, disrespects me also! Have I made myself clear?”
The men on either side of me glance at one another, nodding their assent.
“Yes, my Lofðungr,” says Magnus from behind me. “We all understand you.”
I look briefly to Anders, wanting so desperately to be up there with him instead of down here, vulnerable and alone. His eyes fall over me and there’s just the faintest smile on those lips. My mouth parts of its own accord as I recall just were those lips have been…
“Are you ready?” Anders asks, addressing us all at the same time.
“Yes, my Lofðungr!” shout all of the men around us.
I look to him again, imploring him for humility with my eyes. I wonder if he sees the fear in them, but he leans a fraction forward on his saddle before he speaks to me.
“This parade is a celebration of my victory, Aurelie and you are one of the greatest prizes. I want to show you off to my people!”
I lower my eyes, unable to meet the look in his eye. “Yes, my Lofðungr,” I say miserably.
“Head up now and behave. Make me proud!”
I raise my head and look back to him, wanting to cry with frustration, but refusing to give into my desperate emotions. He nods at me, before pulling his steed back into position.
“Onward, gentlemen!”
His voice cuts through the air around us and all at once all of the horses around me begin to move. The noise of their hooves is deafening and fills me with panic; what if I am too close to one and they collide with me? I move forward, full of uncertainty, remembering Magnus’ warning to stay back from the horse in front.
The procession moves onward at speed. I am almost forced into a run to keep up with the horses around me, and feel my breasts bouncing out of control in front of me. With my wrists secured behind me there is no way to support them, so I reluctantly accept this latest humiliation. We turn as the path curves in a number of different directions. I watch the back of Anders’ horse and follow him as keenly as I can, aware also of the sounds and smells of the three other horses around me. My bare feet pound the hard earth below, although I have little time to contemplate their condition—all of my attention is now on following the steed before me.
After we have been moving for a while, I begin to tire, feeling my legs ache below me.
“Keep up, Aurelie!” The voice of Magnus barks from behind. “Head in the air and get those knees up as you run!”
I baulk at his suggestions, realising in an instant that moving this way will make me look more like a pony and less like a person. My hesitation serves only to irritate him further.
“I said knees up!” he shouts and all of a sudden a sharp pain resonates from my buttocks.
I spin my head to assess what has hit me and see with horror that it’s the riding crop implement he had threatened me with before!
“Eyes forward, woman!” cries Magnus, swerving Agneta out of my way as I regain my sense of balance and place in the procession. Flustered, I continue onward, trying to move the way he has commanded, but finding that running with high knees is even more exhausting than running in the usual way.
We round a corner to our left and suddenly the space opens up on all sides around us. The volume of noise soars and I realise with shame that there are now people lined along both sides of the path. I peer through the space between horses and see their excited faces, cheering at Anders and waving their Viking flags. My attention now taken with my looming ignominy, I begin to flag again, and soon receive another swat from Magnus’ crop. The strike sears across my behind, narrowly avoiding my bound hands. Pain fills the area, but more than anything I feel dehumanised; little more than a new mare for him to break in.
“Eyes forward and knees up!” he commands over the roar of the crowds.
Those who hear him cheer even louder and I feel my face burning with new embarrassment. At that moment the horses to the left and right of me move off in either direction, exposing my bound and naked frame to the many Nordic people who have come to witness the victory parade. The horses remain a barrier to the crowd, yet allow the people to eye me without constraint. I hear shouts from men all around me, and although thankfully I fail to understand their words, their meanings are quite clear. Flushed, I concentrate on my form, keeping my knees up as I race on behind Anders.
The crowds seem to swell as we move forward. The air around us is filled with the sounds and smells of these people and still the noise of the horses threatens to deafen me. By now I am feeling weary, the exercise and the sheer onslaught of the experience threatening to overwhelm me. Finally, the horses in front of me begin to slow, and the two on either side fall back in line with me. Ahead Anders comes to a halt and two grooms run immediately to aid his dismount and take his steed. As he turns to see how I have survived my ordeal, Magnus comes to stand behind me. I am sandwiched between both men and their horses, exposed and utterly vulnerable.
Anders lifts my chin and looks into my eyes. “Did you make me proud, my captive?”
My heart pounds heavily in my chest from both the exertion and the intensity of his words. My throat dries as I realise he is expecting a reply.
“I tried, my Lofðungr,” I say breathlessly.
“How many times did you have to strike her?” he asks Magnus.
“Just twice, my liege,” replies the giant behind me. “She did well.”
The compliment from Magus is unexpected, but does little to quell the anxiety washing over me.
“Good,” says Anders. “Bring her to my throne for the show.”
He turns, walking away and toward a wooden elevated platform. It bears a strange and disconcerting resemblance to the place I had dreamed about, and a new sense of dread begins to creep over me. The area looks like a stage that might be used for entertaining. It is dressed in fine drapery, displaying the emblem of the north and in the middle is an ancient-looking throne, similar to the one in the main body of the pavilion. Magnus takes my right arm, guiding me forward. The ground beneath us is littered with stones and walking is suddenly quite a trial. I pick my way between them on my tiptoes, all too aware of my nakedness.
The crowd around us gets louder still and its tone seems more aggressive. To our right two men push forward and lunge toward Magnus and myself. I gasp, watching in slow motion as they make a run for us, their large hands reaching out to take hold of what they find. Magnus shifts his weight in an instant, turning to face the new foe and pushing my body behind him. He is joined quickly by three further guards, swords brandished and ready. Magnus shouts an order and the men, realising their error, raise their hands in surrender. Two guards to my right move in and take them away. I watch, my heart racing as they are led before Anders and forced down onto their knees in front of him.
Magnus moves to my rear and guides me forward toward the smooth wooden staircase of the elevated platform. For the first time I am actually keen to go with him, fearing more the threat of the people than that of Magnus. I pass up the five steps, glad to finally be free from the hard and stony ground. As we climb I hear Anders address the men who had pushed through the crowd. Whilst I cannot understand his words, his tone and body language are stern and clear: He is not happy. The men, dressed in dark, rugged cloth, bow their heads and mumble what I assume to be apologies, before they are bound and carted away by two soldiers. Anders turns toward me, his face as fierce as I have ever seen it. I inhale sharply at the expression, unsure if his displeasure is directed at me.
Magnus presses me forward toward Anders, who has now re-seated himself on the throne. I come to stand to his right, looking out into the crowd for the first time. A sea of pink, excited faces looks back at me, all drinking in my curves and leather adornments. I shift my weight, feeling the intensity of their stares and wishing desperately that I could hide myself somehow. However, with my arms bound behind me this is completely impossible.
“Kneel before your prince!” Magnus shouts from behind me.
I hesitate, initially unsure if it’s me he is addressing. I turn my head toward him and seeing the look on his face I obey, moving to one and then a second knee on the platform between them. From here the sun beats down heavily over the wooden elevation and I welcome the warmth on my cool, exposed skin. Anders raises his right arm and from either side of us there comes a loud fanfare. I twist my head to see two men, dressed in fine red livery with long yellow horns of some type at their lips. They play their dramatic salute to their prince and then bow evenly as they conclude. At this point Anders rises from his chair and stands in front of his people, his arms raised in the air.
I do not understand any of the words that come from his mouth, though they are loud and clear. He holds the crowd’s attention completely. Every pair of eyes is on him, and as he speaks he waves his hands around, making dramatic gestures that somehow help to illustrate his points. The crowd is in awe of him, gasping and cheering almost on command. I watch from my position kneeling at the back of the stage, Magnus towering over me to my right, transfixed by his performance. For the first time I wish that I could decipher his native tongue and understand his words, although I know it is the demise of my home to which he refers.
After some moments, Anders pauses and turns toward me. He looks at me kneeling by Magnus and when he speaks again I have the feeling that I am now the subject of his speech. My head falls, feeling the weight of his stare on me and beneath me my legs begin to tremble. As though he is keen to reinforce this point, he resumes his dialogue, but this time I see him gesturing toward my body. I watch him from under my lashes as his words hang over me. His pace has slowed and his voice is somehow much deeper and richer. Then between his native words there are three that are unmistakable and send my heart pounding against my ribcage: Aurelie of Donrose.
He concludes, sending the crowd into a roaring cheer, before turning to me.
“Crawl over here, Aurelie,” he shouts over the noise of his people. “Let these people get a good view of my captive!”
I blink at him and do not move. It’s almost as though after everything he has asked from me in the last day, this latest request is just too much to process. From beside me, Magnus crouches down to my head level. He pulls at my bound wrists, releasing them and suddenly my hands are free. I move them, still encased in their leather binds down to my sides.
“Move your pretty behind now!” he sneers.
I do not look at him or respond. Taking a deep breath, I look once more to Anders. His widening blue eyes sear into my skin and I know I have no choice: there is no way out of this ordeal. Pressing my palms forward against the wooden floor, I fall to all fours, allowing my breasts to hang beneath my body and make the slow crawl to where Anders stands waiting. As I move, the volume of the crowd raises audibly.
I crawl to Anders’ left foot, raising my head tentatively to look up at him once I am there. From this angle he is so tall, standing over me like some sort of god, but I am pleased at least to see a reassuring smile there waiting for me. There’s something else in those eyes too that I can’t quite make out; another emotion mixed with his appreciation of my obedience, perhaps something akin to pride. I let my head fall back to the wooden stage, allowing my hair to fall over the sides of my face and refusing to make eye contact with any of the audience. From above me Anders reaches down and takes the leather at my throat in his left hand. He yanks it toward his hip, forcing my body to comply to his will. I am pulled unceremoniously to my right and find myself literally against his leg, my right breast pressed into his chainmail.
Gasping at the force he has used, my eyes widen as they absorb this latest ignominy. I regroup, finding space for my knees on either side of his left leg. Unsure what to do with my arms, I leave them hanging by my sides. Suddenly he breaks from his native tongue and begins to speak words that he knows I will understand—this I am certain is only to reinforce my humiliation at his hands.
“This is Aurelie, formerly Princess of Donrose!”
The crowd roars at his words, apparently either able to comprehend them or just too excitable to care.
“As you can see, she now belongs to your prince and will serve me any way I see fit!”
He holds me tightly at the neck, ensuring that I am compelled to look up toward the ocean of eager faces beyond us.
“My captive still has many lessons to learn and I intend to be a fair master and help her to learn each and every one of them…”
My belly twists at this news, recognising his tone and its likely intent.
“My captive’s first lesson is that my words are her law. She must listen and take heed of each and every one of them.”
A chorus of voices springs from the crowd, agreeing with Anders and encouraging his thinking.
“This morning I found that she was not able—or willing—to pay attention to her prince, and this disappoints me…”
The crowd hushes, its tone low and yet excited. I wonder if they too can sense what Anders has in mind for me. Unable to really move my head, I try to look to his face and catch his eye, yet it seems he is too enraptured by his onstage performance to take note of me.
“What is a master to do with a distracted slave?”
Anders shouts the question to the crowd, his right arm held out in a gesture of openness. I recoil silently as I realise the significance—he is accepting suggestions from the crowd! Several men shout from the throng of people, but I do not understand their words. The response of the crowd however sends a new wave of panic through my body. The people are visibly excited by what they hear, many clapping their hands at the advice. Then from somewhere on the left I hear a male voice in my own tongue.
“My Lofðungr should punish the slave!”
I shudder as the crowd cheers the suggestion. I recall how Anders had promised me a spanking later today and assured me that I would indeed be sorry for my actions. Was he now really going to spank me in front of all of these people? Surely the ordeal would be too much? As I consider the prospect, my nipples harden once again, betraying my own desperate need for the punishment. Anders moves my head forward, rolling me against his left leg and in toward his groin. I gulp as I notice the growing bulk at his thigh, realising then that he too is aroused by the prospect of punishing me in public.
“Yes!” he cries from above me. “A good master should punish his slave to show her the consequences of such wilful disrespect!”
The crowd are overjoyed at this prospect, the sound now thunderous. Anders releases my collar and I fall back by his feet, looking up just in time to see several of his guard having to restrain those who wish to climb the platform and help their prince with his task. Behind us I hear movement on the stage and I turn, my hands clutching my neck where Anders had been holding me. Two large men approach from the opposite side we had climbed. Between them they are carrying a large, wooden box, similar in size and shape to the chest in Anders’ quarters. A rush of nervous energy flies through me as the reality of what is about to happen finally dawns on me. He does indeed intend to spank me—as he has done twice already—but this time in front of all of these people; his people!
Anders moves behind me and to my left I hear Magnus directing the men as to where to leave the new addition to the platform. The crowd to my right continues to roar with enthusiastic appreciation of the show being set for their entertainment. I see and hear everything that is happening as though I am to be a witness to the event, not the sorry star of it. It’s the most surreal feeling, as though I am not party to my own fate. I am reconciled to the fact that in so many ways this is now the case; Anders now has control over my physical, mental, and emotional safety and well-being. The thought is terrifying, yet sends shivers of excitement shooting through my body, culminating in my aching sex.
Anders’ palm settles in my hair, massaging it between his long digits. He towers over me as I kneel passively at his feet. I inhale deeply—the first breath I can remember for a long time—and a strange sense of calm falls over me as we watch the scene for my punishment being set up. Gently he guides my head toward his body with the other hand. I look up to him, amazed at the contrast with the aggression he had shown just a moment earlier. Those blue eyes are swilling with emotion. I sense excitement and desire there, as well as that sense of pride again.
“Do you know what is going to happen to you, Aurelie?” he asks, barely audible over the crowd.
I swallow hard as I reply, “Are you going to spank me now, my Lofðungr?”
The words leave my lips as though I am in a trance.
He smiles. “Yes,” he says, ruffling my hair again. “I will punish you now—in front of my people—and later I will take you and ravish you in the privacy of my chambers. Know that you are mine and I can do to you as I please—wherever I choose.”
My heart pounds inside my chest at his words and between my thighs there is a new rush of arousal at the prospect. “Will you harm me?” I probe, my voice so small even I can barely hear it. Somehow he makes out the question and looks me directly in the eyes before he answers.
“Aurelie…” His voice washes over me like a warm summer breeze. “I may cause you pain, but I swear I will never cause you any real injury. You belong to me and so it is not in my interest to damage you.”
I blink up at him, still uncertain about my fate. In the centre of the stage I notice that the wooden box is now being dressed with fur and other rich-looking materials, but still it is this Viking—this man who has turned my world around—who dominates my attention. Sensing my enquiring eyes, he looks down at me once more. His hand leaves my hair and slips gently down the left side of my face and under my chin. He caresses my skin as he speaks again.
“You must trust in me to judge when you need to be punished and when you have been punished enough.”
I nod, but his attention is already elsewhere, drawn back to the scene that now appears to be set.



Chapter Sixteen: A Public Chastisement
 
 
Anders offers me one last fleeting glance before striding toward the box, leaving me kneeling alone. The guards, having now finished their duty, fall back to either side of the stage by both staircases and Magnus stands away to the left. As Anders seats himself on the fur-lined wood, all attention turns to me, the kneeling, trembling naked woman.
At this moment there must be more than one hundred pairs of eyes on me. Each and every one of them scans my nudity, sensing the tension in the air and wondering—hoping—about what will now transpire. Now apparently comfortable, Anders beckons to me with his right hand, gesturing for me to join him. My knees, pressed hard into the unforgiving wood of the platform, scream as I lurch forward onto all fours. I move in the most undignified way a lady can—crawling over to Anders—until I again reach his boots. A memory of yesterday flashes through my mind and I recall how those feet had felt upon my back when he had used me as his own personal footrest. I simmer with arousal at the thought, glancing up to him and wondering if he too is considering the memory.
He directs me to his right side and obediently I go, falling into the same ready position that he has spanked me in twice already. I sit on my haunches as he addresses the crowd, watching his right hand as it falls to my left breast and plays casually with my nipple.
“I will now punish my captive with an over-the-knee spanking!”
As expected, the noise of the crowd swells in response to this proclamation and the excited tension in my belly twists, sending a bolt of desire through me. The air between Anders and me is somehow palpable. I am torn between the need for his reassuring glance and the mortifying knowledge of what he intends to do to me. My nipple beads in his fingers and he turns to me smiling.
“Over my knee,” he says simply, removing his hands from my bud and patting his lap.
For a split second I want to protest; to refuse him. I want to remind him who I am and that I cannot be treated this way. The rebellion rises in me, reaching my chest and threatening to choke me. I wonder if it also reaches my eyes, as there’s a flash of enquiry in Anders’ as he appraises me. I take a long, deep breath and close my eyes for a moment. Under my lids in the darkness the memory of last night consumes me. I remember how Anders had made me feel as he had worshipped my body with his own hands, mouth, and manhood. I recall how tender he had been, and how he had comforted me after my tumultuous dream. I exhale loudly, knowing already what I must do, and am moving forward over his body even before I have reopened my eyes.
Anders is seated along the box to the right side and as such I find it easy to leave my legs hanging over this end of the wood, whilst my torso and arms are pressed into the fur at the other end. I turn my head away from the crowd and close my eyes, pleased to have this element of control over proceedings, however limited it may be. Seemingly content with this arrangement, Anders says nothing, but runs both of his hands up and down my pimpling flesh, pushing my thighs apart.
“I would like for your arms to be bound, Aurelie,” he says eventually. “Place your hands into the small of your back, please.”
I sigh, moving my hands from their comfortable place at my head and positioning them as he has said. It is not a painful stance to be in, but there is now much more stress on my head and neck and I am immediately grateful for the protection of the fur. There is some pressure at my wrists and I know that he is securing them together again. Gently he moves my now bound wrists up my back and then returns to his exploration of my body. He scans the left side of my body with his hands, inspecting the tender areas where I had fallen during battle.
“These need tending to again,” he muses out loud. “I will ensure you are healed soon enough.”
“Thank you, my Lofðungr,” I whisper, the fear and excitement I am feeling already etched into my voice. It seems odd that this man who intends to hurt me is also so concerned with my health and general well-being.
Beyond us the Viking crowds are restless, shouting and cheering from behind the line of guards protecting the stage. I open one eye and make out Magnus hovering behind Anders. Fleetingly we make eye contact. He wears his usual arrogant smile, but behind it I can also see desire in his eyes. Anders runs those long digits down the line of my thighs and I wonder if Magnus can imagine himself in his Lofðungr’s place, with me over his lap—submitting to his own dominant needs?
Anders’ hand leaves me and the crowd hushes in an instant. I snap both eyes closed before the first impact. It lands on the roundest part of my behind, catching both cheeks and a little of my upturned folds. Despite my expectation of its arrival I still find myself gasping at the strike. The sound resonates in the air around me and is met with another roar from the crowd. He lands another three strikes in swift succession in almost the same spot. The sting of the strikes is consuming and I want to move my bottom away, but of course there is nowhere for it to go, trapped as it is between his arm and the unforgiving wooden box.
Anders delivers a further three spanks and I hear myself moan. I feel his other hand moving the unruly strands of my hair from my face as the next strike hits. It catches me solely on the right cheek and the impact aches beautifully. I exhale, yearning to push away the pain and find solace in the pleasure I had found in my previous punishments. The crowd of people are still yelling at my ordeal, although I am more and more tuning out of their noise and finding that place inside of myself again.
Anders spanks me again, and I can just make out the tension in his voice as he speaks. “Why are you being punished, my captive?”
I wonder if he is struggling with his own arousal and consider for a moment how strange it must be for him to feel this way in front of all of his people. I push away my enquiry and focus on his question.
“I am being spanked for not paying attention to you, my Lofðungr,” I say breathlessly.
He swats my ass another three times, catching me again in the very centre of my exposed bottom and suddenly my responses tip from pain to pleasure, that tingle in my throbbing sex allowing the wetness to gush from my folds. He notices the change immediately and draws a finger down my wetness. I gasp at the sensitive contact, loving the feeling and yet somehow absurdly embarrassed to be this aroused in front of so many people.
“So wet for me, already?”
His voice is hushed and clearly he intends these words for my ears only. I groan a response, wishing that we could be alone again in his chambers.
His right hand resumes my spanking, delivering each strike at a rhythmic pace, allowing me a moment to catch my breath between each impact. His left hand tightens in my hair, betraying the tension also ricocheting around his body. I open my eyes, looking for him. As though he senses my need, he turns his head to meet my stare as he delivers the next strike. Beyond us the crowd cheers excitedly at my denigration, and yet increasingly they mean nothing to me. I am transfixed by his eyes, like two ocean pools, drilling into me.
I pull against my bonds reflexively, pressing my beading nipples into the fur below me. He smiles, striking me again. As he punishes me I watch him, realising that this is the first time I have ever seen him administering my spanking. I feel the heat rising from my behind and relish it. I have no idea what has happened to the spirited, but polite lady of Donrose I once was, but I am now this new woman; an improper imp, unleashed and abandoned to this ritualised public humiliation. I could never have known the glory of it, the simmering joy of the shame or the priceless pleasure in the pain—but I know now. Lying bound over the lap of this Viking, I wonder, can I ever hope to give up this carnality?
The spanking continues and I am lost to it, consumed by the beauty of the ache his relentless hand delivers. Our audience is now a dull noise from beyond us, which neither concerns nor excites me. I know there are guttural sounds coming from my mouth and yet I know not what they mean. My throbbing bud receives fresh stimulation with each strike and the tension in my body tightens to breaking point. Knowing full well how aroused I am, Anders moves his left hand to where my breast is crushed against the fur. Without ceremony, he manoeuvres his hand between the two, cupping and then tweaking my nipple. The intensity of this sensation nearly sends me over the edge, the ecstasy of it etched into my face.
“You will not climax,” he growls from over me, cruelly waking me from my blissful hedonism.
My mouth opens to respond and protest, but as the next strike hits me, I am consumed only by the new wave of hurt and desire it brings. The yearning pools between my thighs and my eyes open, searching for him again, a silent plea for release.
“Do you understand?” he demands, his voice louder this time.
I gasp as his fingers slide down the wet folds of my sex between my flaming ass.
“Yes,” I pant, biting down on my lower lip to stop myself from saying anything that will land me in more trouble. “Yes, my Lofðungr, I understand.”
His expression looks fierce as he spanks me again, those eyes moving from my desperate face to my bound and punished body. He pauses, examining my now reddened behind and then caresses the skin there, before once again addressing the crowd.
“My captive’s punishment is concluded… for the time being,” he announces. “She will remain bound and displayed for you all to see whilst we feast!”
I hear his words, watching those full lips delivering the next instalment of my ordeal and yet I cannot quite process them. I am to be displayed? Where?
His eyes fall back over my face, acknowledging the confusion there.
“Yes, my captive,” he says softly. “You will be on full display for all of my men to enjoy whilst they celebrate.”
I writhe over his lap, rubbing myself against him like an untamed animal. “Please, no…” I whisper. “I want you!”
He swats my bottom hard, stinging the already inflamed area. I still at once and he smiles.
“I know you do, Aurelie. I can feel how tightly wound your punishment has made you. By the gods, I can even smell your arousal!”
At this point he laughs and from over his shoulder I see Magnus smiling.
“You will remain wet and wanting until I decide it is time. Then—and only then—will I bury myself into you again, once more claiming what is rightfully mine!”
He pulls his hand from under my bosom, gesturing for help. Magnus arrives at my head at once and moves slowly to my rear and then round to the other side of me. They each take one of my shoulders and slowly they ease me upright back to my feet besides Anders, before pushing me back down to my knees. I sit back on my haunches, my bound hands grazing the hot skin of my behind.
“Keep your legs apart,” says Anders casually. He sweeps the hair from my face and looks into my eyes. “I will know if you pleasure yourself and the consequences will be severe.”
I hang my head, my hair falling around my face again as I literally pant on the platform next to him. As the mists of arousal clear a little, I wonder what has happened to me. How can I ever escape if I want to be used and abused this way?
“Take Aurelie to the punishment post and chain her there,” Anders tells Magnus, who is still to my right. “Make sure her pretty little punished behind is well displayed for everyone to enjoy.”
I squirm at his words, still wanting him to devour me and yet, secretly terrified—and thrilled—at what he now proposes. Magnus takes a step toward my right knee.
“Come,” he commands softly. “Kneel and then rise.”
I take a deep breath before complying. Clumsily I rise to one knee and nearly lose my balance. Anders reaches for my left arm, steadying me.
“Maybe it’s better if you give her a lift, my friend?” he asks Magnus, voice loaded with a strange mixture of both concern and glee.
I look up in time to see Magnus nod in agreement. He spins to face me again and moves closer, to within a couple of inches of my body. “I am going to carry you, as I did before. You remember, I assume?”
His large eyes drill into me. They are much lighter in colour than Anders’ and yet seem all the more perceptive. I swallow, physically pushing down the shame I feel about this mode of travel.
“Yes, Sire,” I reply, lowering my eyes a little, but still having time to see his smile widen at my deference.
A new gush of arousal floods my folds and I wonder if the two men notice. I have no idea why I am so turned on by willingly submitting to Magnus, as well as Anders, and yet my excitement is undeniable.
Before I can consider the matter any further he bends his knees and reaches down for me, taking my body at the thighs and lifting me effortlessly upward. I fall over his right shoulder. My arms, bound behind me this time, sit just above my lower back, which is now directly next to his face. He holds me at the lower part of my thighs, pressing me securely into his cooling armour. My red, flaming behind juts out perfectly in front of him, so that everyone can bear witness to the effects of my most recent spanking.



Chapter Seventeen: Magnus
 
 
My new view of the world is just as tiresome as I had recalled. From here I can make out very little and without the use of my arms, I feel even less secure than before. My raven-coloured hair falls downward toward the floor, and within moments my life’s blood is rushing in the same direction. Feeling giddy and disoriented, I sense Magnus taking a step backward and then dropping into a low bow in front of Anders. Duly he rises and begins to move forward. I hear others moving and strain my head to see long, dark laced boots marching just behind Magnus. Instinctively I recall how Anders had made me remove his boots the night before, and I flush as I remember the detail of my humiliation then, wondering how I will manage with my current plight.
Magnus makes his way down the steps and then strides across the hard ground that I had journeyed over earlier. I bounce softly up and down as he walks, although he holds me tightly enough. From here I have no real clue in which direction we travel. I can just make out the near scene from my upside view and see little except the excited, cheering faces of men and women from either side of our path. After a few moments his pace begins to slow and from beyond his legs I can just make out another wooden platform of some sort.
There is a giant step up and I know that Magnus has mounted whatever platform I had seen. Soon after, he drops me gently to my feet onto the smooth wood below. I blink as my hair settles around me, allowing the sensation of being carried this way to wear off as I regain my surroundings. We are indeed on some other raised level. This is lower than the previous one and scores of men stand little more than a few feet from the edge of the platform. I am relieved to see a group of the royal guard forming a line between these men and myself, but am still anxious that the excited mob seem so close.
I notice that Magnus is releasing the clasps that have secured my wrists behind me and for a moment they fall free next to me. Relief radiates from my muscles, but as he circles me, the look on his face tells me that there is more to come.
“Turn around,” he orders, his voice a low sensual growl.
I oblige him, moving slowly as he indicates and am greeted by a tall wooden post, which is secured through the platform on which we stand and struts out high, several feet above my head. There are a number of metal loops and chains anchored to it at various points. My belly jumps as I assess them, wondering which will be the next to bind me.
“Put your arms together and up here.”
He taps the wood overhead and I look up to see where he has indicated. I glance at him, daring to look him full in the face, but do as I am told, raising my arms to well above my head height. He sets about work at securing me to the post, beginning with my left wrist, which is shackled against the cold metal, before my right wrist follows suit. My breathing increases pace as he binds me, the bondage somehow heightening my every sensation.
I look to my left as he moves down to my right ankle, securing it into another shackle, which is held by a long metal chain, again anchored into the wood. My eyes appraise the original platform, acknowledging just how much higher it is than the one I am being secured to. Upon it I see various servants hard at work. A number of wooden chairs are being carried into the space and a long wooden table has been erected for the imminent feast. A hard tug at my left ankle grabs my attention, and I look down to see Magnus conclude with the shackle there. He rises slowly, checking the chains around me and smiling.
“Take a step backward,” he says, watching my response as I carefully do so. I can feel the weight of the metal chains now attached to me, and the reality hits me all at once—I am a bona fide prisoner again, locked into metal shackles and secured for the pleasure of Anders.
“And your legs…” purrs Magnus from my left. “Where should they be?”
I sigh, realising that once again they have come to rest together. I stretch them apart, feeling the pull in my inner thighs and the sudden chill as the air around me reaches my wet folds.
“Better,” he says, ducking down toward my feet again. I watch as he pulls the ankle chains tight, before reattaching them to their original anchor. After both ankles are secure, he stands and I try to get accustomed to my new positon.
I am stretched out from top to bottom, my arms held high above my head and my legs now secured wide apart below me. Worse still is the angle he has made me assume. The step backward has left me leaning forward, as though I am resting over a table, except there is no such implement to support me. Now that I am anchored this way, I can barely move my feet more than an inch in either direction and my lower back is already feeling the pressure. Of course the other—most intentional—effect of this position is that my punished behind is now stuck out for all of the crowds behind me to appreciate. From this angle they can probably also see the slick folds of my hungry sex beneath the soft hair.
I twist my head to the right and get a small glimpse of the people there. There seems to be literally hundreds of them and they are all shouting and clambering over one another to get a good view of me, baying for my continued humiliation. I drop my head forward, realising that my fate is sealed and catch sight of my full breasts hanging freely in front of me. There is nothing I can do to cover or support them. As though Magnus senses my thoughts, he moves to my right and reaches under my body, grabbing my right and then my left breast and squeezing them in his large hands.
“Do not!” I yelp, somehow my pride more wounded by his groping than by my stance here.
He smiles, every inch the predator.
“Hush, woman!” he says, raising his voice so that those in the front can clearly hear his words. “You’re here to be punished and displayed. I have my Lofðungr’s permission to toy with you, whilst he is otherwise engaged.”
I twist my head left again to the platform, eyeing it for the presence of Anders. I scan the area, but fail to find the prince. My heart falls in disappointment, and next to me Magnus laughs at my dumbstruck expression.
“Come now,” he chuckles, caressing my collarbone, before allowing his hand to fall back south and tug hard on my nipples. “I am certain I can also entertain you in my Lofðungr’s absence?”
Desire pools immediately between my legs and my exposed folds. I gasp at the sensations coming from my breasts, humiliated and yet so utterly aroused. I say nothing as Magnus continues to tease and torment my hard buds. My head drops, giving into the ache in my neck, and I watch him playing with them. I am powerless to prevent him from doing as he pleases; a fact that both frustrates me and drives me crazy. Above me my outstretched arms are beginning to twinge and the low ache from my body is also building. I can do little to alleviate the growing agony, shifting only a few inches in either direction, which does little to remedy the pain.
Without warning Magnus moves his hand to the left side of my face, directing my cheek back to where he is standing.
“Look at me,” he purrs, dropping his tone. “My Lofðungr is busy and will not be requiring your service for the time being. Why don’t you and I get to know one another a little better in the interim?” His blue eyes flash as he speaks, the desire inside him lighting them. “We can put on another show for those that have assembled to celebrate?”
I baulk at his suggestion, drawing my head away from him. “No, Sire,” I spit out the words, as though they are venom on my tongue. “I do not belong to you.”
His fingers drop to the base of my neck and tighten around it for a fraction of a second. I freeze immediately, desperate to catch my breath.
“Why do you persist in this resistance?” he asks mockingly. “We all know how much you enjoy being treated this way, don’t we?”
His hand has relaxed, but still stays at my throat. I swallow back the rush of fear and arousal that travels through me. The truth is that I have been fascinated by the physical prowess of Magnus ever since he was tasked to bring me to Anders, and yet in all that time I have never allowed myself to admit how this man really makes me feel.
“No,” I whisper, dropping my eyes from the intensity of his gaze. “I do not consent.”
He shakes his head at me. “Fear not, my lady,” he says casually. “I can still use this time to entertain you. We both know how much you will enjoy being degraded—in front of so many red-blooded Vikings!”
His hand slides down from my throat, past my engorged nipples to my midriff, caressing my belly before moving south again. He dips around my hips, forced backward by the bondage and then moves down between my legs, nestling his fingers into the soft, wet hair there. I force the air from my lungs, not daring to take another breath. The fingers at my pubis delve deeper, past my soft hair and slide between my wet folds. I gasp as they make contact with my hard little bud there, my gaze returning back to their owner.
“You are so wet already,” he remarks as he explores me. “You really do love to be spanked and displayed, don’t you?”
I open my mouth to protest, yet the feeling of his large digits probing me sends chills of desire to my very core and I cannot manage a word. My mouth hangs open, suspended in the conflict between the ecstasy of his stimulation and the agony of the very public humiliation.
“They would all like to conquer you, you know?” Magnus says, moving his head to within a few inches of my face and gesturing to the crowd at my rear.
I strain my face to the left, but am barely able to see the crowd. I can hear them though—their volume growing noisier and more raucous by the moment.
“I could turn you over to them, if you prefer? Leave you to the whims of the masses?” As he speaks his fingers massage my wetness and one pushes deep inside me. I gasp, eyeing him intently as I pull against my chains. He chuckles, watching my expressions as I clench myself around him. “Would you like that?” he asks again.
I can just about process his words over the intensity of the sensations I am feeling. The look in his eyes says he is jesting with me and yet the image of me chained here whilst every man who seeks to grope and finger me is allowed to do so fills my head. Memories of my nightmare come flooding back to me and I gape at him, knowing that I must answer.
“No,” I manage after a moment. “Please, no!”
He smiles again, satisfied that he has my attention and presses his large frame even closer into my body.
“Alternatively, I can use my hands to explore you and bring you pleasure? I can bury them deep inside this wet little cunt, in front of everyone?”
I swallow again, feeling the heat from his body. As I watch him I consider his words and for a moment I imagine them. I think about him probing and stimulating me whilst I am helpless to stop him, chained as I am. He could continue to toy with me, and there’s not a thing I can do to prevent it. Despite my desire to belong only to Anders, there’s no doubt that the idea arouses me. I would have no choice after all. Absolved of all responsibility, I could simply enjoy Magnus’ attention and not concern myself with the consequences. The thought makes me even wetter.
“Well?” he asks, fingering me mercilessly. “Your cunt says yes, but what about the rest of you?”
I gasp again, acknowledging the exquisite yearning he is building inside of me. I do so want to be used by this giant of a man—to submit to him.
“Yes,” I squeak breathlessly.
His grin widens at my words and in an instant he has moved his body even closer toward my right side, positioning himself as best he can between my outstretched limbs and the wooden post. His fingers never leave me, gaining pace as they slide effortlessly in and then out of my wetness. I lift my head to see him just as his other hand reaches again for my vulnerable nipples. He tweaks and then pulls hard on one, pausing to assess its size before moving to the other. The act sends sparks of desire through me, travelling to my core and driving me onward, and toward some unstoppable pleasure.
I try to speak, perhaps to offer some small protest, but no words form. Instead my mouth hangs open, a testament to the ecstasy Magnus’ hands are creating within me. I catch the knowing look in his eyes, and the realisation that this is what we have both wanted all along dawns on me.
“You are quite the slave, my lady,” he calls from ahead of me. His own voice is thick with need and as my gaze falls south, I see his arousal is evident from under his tunic. I watch his body, contorted with tension as he concentrates on using me this way. All I can feel are his fingers, inside of my core and clawing at my sensitive skin. He is all around me somehow, consuming me whilst I remain here, chained and exposed for the crowds.
I lose track of time and reason as his fingers devour my desperate sex. My breathing is hard and laboured, and my aching body is caught thoroughly in the contradiction between the pleasure and the degradation. I exist only in the sensation of this moment; in the absolute carnality of Magnus’ dominance. His performance seems to have well and truly enraptured the crowds. Their noise is a constant and seems only to push him deeper and deeper into my folds. Lost in the passion of the act, I feel my hips begin to roll toward him, as they had done when Anders had taken my maidenhead. The friction against my hungry little bud is incredible, and soon I hear myself panting as the need begins to overflow. At some point the growing intensity of his fingers peaks and I cry out as the fingers at my right nipple squeeze down hard. The muscles surrounding him spasm, clenching around him in a frenzy as the pleasure rolls over me in waves.
Magnus remains still, watching me with fervour. As the intensity of my climax finally begins to subside, he slowly withdraws his fingers. Bringing his hand to his face, he waves it between our mouths. I catch a waft of my own musky scent, the ignominy of it making me want him even more. He watches me carefully, before slowly slipping one and then two of his fingers into his large mouth. I begin to pant again at the sight, acknowledging the mischievous look in his eyes.
“My Lofðungr’s property does taste good,” he chuckles and from behind me there are a number of loud jeers as the crowd recognise his action.
Once more I open my mouth to speak, but yet again I find there are no words for this experience. Magnus’ smile grows. “This is the most receptive I have known you, my lady,” he asks, clearly bemused. “Perhaps you should be punished and manhandled more often?”
He moves away from me toward the restless crowd, leaving me breathless and suspended in the hard bondage of the chains. I hear him addressing the people in their native tongue and can only imagine what he may be telling them. I close my eyes, the scintillating mixture of the pleasure and the disgrace still washing over me.
“Well, well, my captive.”
A voice beside me breaks my silent trance. I recognise it instantly as Anders’ dulcet tones. My eyes spring open to find him leaning nonchalantly against the post to which I am chained. He assesses me with a quiet judgement, watching the rise and fall of my breasts.
“I see you have taken good care of my prize, Magnus The Strong?”
Anders addresses Magnus directly. I can’t tell if there is admiration or admonishment in his voice. Magnus appears from behind me, already answering his prince.
“My Lofðungr,” he says, falling to one knee at the feet of Anders. “Forgive my impertinence—the woman begged for me to use her—there seemed no other way to quiet her!”
My mouth falls open at his words and rage whips through me. “You lie!” I accuse him. “You told me you would allow the crowd to have me if I did not permit you!”
I bend the truth to my will, just as Magnus has done, not wanting to admit that in the end, I had indeed desired him. Magnus rises, turning his head to regard me.
“See how the invention falls from her mouth, my Lofðungr?” he says. “Perhaps it is time to see it gagged once again?”
“Perhaps,” agrees Anders, still propping himself up against the post. His eyes move from his servant to his captive. My face burns at his attention and I wonder if he can already decipher where the truth lies. “But perhaps you could have used this logic earlier—to silence her?”
The colour drains from Magnus, as he realises that his prince may still find him culpable.
“For the time being, I concur. See that she is gagged and bound and brought to me for the feast.”
Magnus nods and Anders turns to me once more.
“We shall discuss this after my celebration.”
His tone is curt as his eyes drill into me. The fierceness of his face is deeply foreboding. Before I can answer, he turns on his heel and is gone, striding back toward the second, higher platform where the long table is now laid out for the banquet.



Chapter Eighteen: The Feast
 
 
After the abrupt departure of Anders, Magnus releases my chains at the punishment post and quickly re-secures my wrists behind me. He says nothing to me as he works. There are no words about our recent intimacy, and none about his behaviour in front of Anders. I watch him when he comes into view, utterly shocked at his performance and wonder if his intention had always been to get me alone and then use me.
Worse still, he seems happy to throw me to the prince’s mercy after the deed, accepting no responsibility for his actions whatsoever.
A sense of rejection falls over me, cutting me more deeply than I would have imagined. Eventually I am allowed to stand, feeling the relief in my back and shoulders as I shift the weight from my flaming buttocks.
“Walk,” he orders, grabbing my left elbow and pulling me back along the route to where the feast is now taking place. His demeanour leaves me cold and hurt, dampening any flames of arousal that still burn within me.
We arrive at the long sturdy-looking table, packed full of meats and breads, and high spirits from other men in armour. Most acknowledge my arrival with interest, but I notice that Anders never even raises his eyes to look upon us. Fear begins to quicken within me at his response, soon to be replaced by envy as a bevy of blond-haired servants hurry to his side, draping themselves around his high-backed chair and offering him food and wine. Magnus leaves me on the floor next to Anders’ seat, securing my legs behind me, and binding them with tight ropes to the bonds that have so adequately held my wrists in place. Then, before he leaves to find his own spot at the table, he produces another length of leather, which he secures around my mouth.
So I find myself gagged and more tightly bound then I have ever been. I am literally on the floor a few paces from Anders’ feet, whilst he is fed and entertained by his native women. With my limbs bound and my mouth gagged, I am propped up on my own ample breasts and my perspective is fairly limited. Unfortunately for me I have an unbroken view of the bottom of Anders’ chair and am forced to witness the close attention of his female servants. One unknown nubile blonde kneels to my left, offering her prince his goblet of wine and then holding it in place for him whilst he eats and talks to those around him. I strain my neck upward and catch sight of her. She is young and her pale robe has been lowered to her full hips, revealing her pert bosom, a fact that has clearly not been lost on Anders. He takes the wine from her again as I watch, complimenting her on her fine form. The ball of emotion within me twists as my jealousy resurfaces. I turn to him as best I can, eyeing him intently and wishing that he would use the tongue that I do not understand, instead of lauding events over me. Hearing his lustful exchange only adds to my frustration and accelerates the low drum of desire within my core.
Despite my resentment of him and the beautiful women, I am spellbound by the look of the scene. They are all seemingly so beautiful, their honey colours so strikingly different to anything known in Donrose. As Brigida makes her way to him with a tray of more food, she pauses, noticing me bound just beyond her feet.
“My Lofðungr,” she purrs seductively, “I see your whore is here, even after she has disgraced herself with Magnus The Strong?”
I moan loudly at her comment, writhing on the wooden stage like a serpent. Anders turns to assess me for the first time and then laughs at my gagged response. “Do not worry, Brigida,” he replies. “I will see to it personally that she receives adequate punishment for her… behaviour.”
I watch miserably as the small group share a laugh at the prospect, feeling the needy throb between my own legs. The pulsing need there seems palpable and I am certain that everyone around me can smell my desire at the thought of yet another imminent punishment.
The feast goes on and the whole time I remain bound, gagged, and ignored. Huge quantities of fresh food are brought to the table by servants and endless jugs of wine are refilled and served. In a new twist to my misery, Magnus is permitted to fuck all three of the women who had been serving Anders, taking one over the table itself as the other men eat and cheer him on. I watch their climaxes with envy, pondering that there seems no end to my torment as I am forced to witness all of the pleasure, whilst I receive none. My belly by this time is almost as hungry as my folds are wet.
Eventually as the light begins to fade, Anders calls a halt to proceedings. He rises, dismissing the women and thanking his men for their efforts in battle. They all raise a goblet of wine and toast their success, before draining the remaining jugs dry. He stands over me, one boot only inches from my face.
“See to it that she is brought back to my quarters,” he orders the man in the next seat.
“Yes, my Lofðungr,” comes the immediate reply, before his boots disappear from my view completely.
I remain there for several moments, my body chilled from the diminishing sunlight, before the unknown man also rises. He calls for two other soldiers and gives instructions in the Nordic tongue. All three look to me before two dart away, returning shortly afterward with some type of long wooden pole. I watch its arrival ominously, fearing that whatever its purpose, it does not bode well for me.
The soldiers move to my bound body and position the pole over me, so that it is laced between my body and my bound arms and legs. Once they seem happy they begin to bind me yet again—this time it feels like my limbs are being secured to the pole itself. I assess the situation grimly, the realisation of what they have in mind dawning on me. They mean to carry me this way—my wrists and ankles bound and hanging from this pole.
“Good,” says the man who had received Anders’ instructions. “Now raise her up and parade her through the streets on her way back to your prince!”
I moan through the gag, meaning to protest, but of course my voice only comes through as a loud mumbling sound. The men laugh at my response, before taking their places—one at my head and one behind me. Slowly they lower their bodies to take the weight of the ends of the pole and then with no further warning, they lift it upward—with me attached.



Chapter Nineteen: Displayed
 
 
I feel the wood press against the binds that hold my ankles and wrists in place and then slowly I am lifted from the wooden platform. A rush of discomfort rips through the tired muscles of my shoulders and knees, which appear to have taken the brunt of my weight. I moan out loud, needing to vocalise the distress, but the noise is met with more laughter from the Vikings, who push the poles up onto their shoulders and leave me—literally—hanging between them.
“Yes,” says the first man as he drains his goblet and rises again. “Let us proceed!”
The soldiers move slowly down the ramp. From my new vantage I get a clear view of the back of the leading protagonist as I swing miserably behind him. Never in my most heinous nightmares had I imagined being treated this way—worse than an animal—like a piece of meat. As we pass down the pathway, the noise of the remaining crowd begins to swell at the sight of me. One large man makes a dash for me from the left hand side. I eye him like a frightened animal as he strides toward my bound and helpless body, his large palms already open and reaching for my displayed left breast.
He makes it to within a few inches of me before two guards charge him, one from the path beyond and the other from his rear. He is hustled to the ground as a surge of emotions wash over me. Relief couples with my fear and frustration, producing low sobs from behind my gag and large, sad tears, the weight of which carry them south as I am passed over the cold hard earth.
The walk is endless. I am flaunted through side streets and past circles of men eating and drinking around campfires. As if the ordeal of being treated this way isn’t bad enough, the soldier in front of the one carrying me stops to announce us as we near a new gathering, creating a fervour of excitement and jeering from the men. My arms, twisted backwards by the unforgiving bondage are sore, and my body feels cold as the light continues to fade. I have become nothing more than a bound, miserable creature, both dejected at my treatment and yet still—even after all of this—aroused by it. The fact that I am literally helpless does the most unexpected thing to my wet sex and I can feel the needy throb between my thighs. Exhausted, my head falls forward and I close my eyes, shutting out the faces of the jeering men. I imagine Anders keeping me this way in his chambers, hanging me there for his own amusement and fucking me whilst I am kept in the confines of the bondage. In my mind’s eye I see him towering over me, sliding his manhood in and out of my open legs. The thought is warming, sending pulses of excitement through my bound body.
A bizarre need to be close to Anders fills me and I find that I am desperate to be back with him, despite the knowledge that he will seek only to punish me further for my intimacy with Magnus. I flex my wrists against the binds as I muse on this latest twist of fate. Whilst I was aroused by the marauding Viking and did ultimately consent to the act, I struggle to see how I can be held accountable. I was after all bound tightly to the punishment post at the time and completely under Magnus’ control. I was his responsibility and he chose to manipulate and use me, and yet it seems I am the one to be punished for his choices. The sense of injustice swells in me. It mingles with my frustrated arousal and brings a level of energy back to my sore and aching limbs.
By the time I open my eyes again and raise my smarting neck, I see the large pavilion looming into view. My stomach twists in anticipation and yet unbelievably a sense of relief washes over me. Soon I will be back with Anders! My craving for him, it seems, is boundless…
We enter via the far entrance again, making our way past the amused-looking sentry, who appraises my constrained body with interest. The guards take me onward, pausing at Anders’ private quarters. I hear heavy footsteps approaching from behind the heavy drapes and my muscles clench in a reflexive response. I cannot make out the man who welcomes his comrades, but recognise his voice in an instant: Magnus.
“Thank you, gentlemen,” he says, voice full of unrestrained glee. “Please bring my Lofðungr’s property in and leave her on the rug in the centre of the room.”
His giant frame steps aside and we move past him. I avoid eye contact with him easily from this position and yet feel riled that he has to see me this way. I am carried within the space as instructed and placed abruptly on the rug next to the fire. The power of its flames is a welcome sensation against my cold and bound body. Back on my belly again, my breasts pressed against the animal skin on the floor, I catch sight of Anders beyond me. He is seated proudly at a tall chair, now placed next to his bed and watches me closely as the guards show their respects and exit the quarters.
For a time, the room remains silent. I drop my eyes from Anders, unable to manage the intensity of his gaze or the pain in my neck any longer, but still I can feel the weight of his ever-present stare on my bare flesh. Eventually it is his voice that breaks the near palpable tension.
“So my captive returns?” he asks, his voice a low, husky tone.
“I hope she enjoyed her special transportation?” sneers Magnus from somewhere behind me. “She really is quite the spectacle, my Lofðungr!”
My muscles come to life at the sound of his voice and I curl my hands into fists against my binds.
“Enough, Magnus!” says Anders, his voice raised, but his tone still thoughtful. “You and I have spoken at length this hour, and now I will speak to my captive.”
I lift my protesting neck again and catch the look on Anders’ face. An intriguing combination of fierce and tender is somehow etched into his skin. Our eyes lock for a long moment as he shifts his weight to his left elbow.
“Of course, my Lofðungr,” continues Magnus. “I was merely wanting to compliment your concept for transporting her here to you.”
Anders raises his right hand, showing Magnus his palm in a gesture that is clearly intended to halt his words.
“I said, enough, my friend,” he states flatly. “Now please cut open the rope at her wrists and ankles and then you can leave us.”
“Yes, my Lofðungr,” comes the reply, and I hear his heavy footsteps approaching my body.
I sense him crouched next to me and feel his rough callused hands at my wrists. My limbs ache so loudly as he manoeuvres them that I feel certain both men can hear them.
“Careful now,” warns Anders from over us both. “Remember to whom she belongs…”
His words hang over us, and Magnus deems it sensible not to reply. I feel hard tugs at the binds holding my limbs, but fortunately the blade he uses does not make contact with my skin. After another moment, the binds fall away and the pole is slowly drawn away from me. Finally freed, my arms and then legs fall unceremoniously against the soft pile of the fur rug. My liberated knees slowly straighten my legs, which scream with combined agony and relief, and likewise, my shoulders and wrists smart loudly at their treatment. I am grateful to be free and yet somehow the intensity of the pain seems even worse now that I am.
From behind me I hear Magnus retreating with a final farewell to Anders and then I am once again alone with the Viking prince.



Chapter Twenty: Atonement
 
 
A calm falls over me. I can finally move my tender limbs and yet I remain outstretched on the rug, allowing the warmth of the fire to revive me. For a time, Anders permits it, sensing my need to recover from the latest trauma he has put me through. When he is ready, he rises lithely from his chair and walks over to where I lay.
“Can you move?”
His voice is warm yet severe, and I know the tone is sending me a warning.
I test my arms, wiggling my fingers and the toes of my feet, and then rolling onto my side slightly, I acknowledge him with a nod of my head. He reaches his left hand out to me.
“Rise then and let me look at you properly.”
Slowly, I prise myself from the comfort of the fur, raising myself first onto all fours and feeling the protest in my muscles, before taking his hand. Eventually I make it onto one and two legs, standing unsteadily in front of him.
“Look at me,” he orders sensually.
I force my reticent eyes to meet his, recalling in an instant just how much bigger than me he really is. Those blue orbs flash in front of me, alive with passion, although whether it is for me or the day’s excitement, who can say?
“You have had quite a day, my captive,” he says, an amused smile arranging his full lips.
I blink up at him, pleased suddenly for the gag as I have no idea how to respond. He squeezes the fingers of my right hand gently, encasing my fist in his large palm.
“You are weary no doubt and in need of refreshment. Come…”
He strides forward, pulling me around the fire to the small table and chairs by his desk. The table is positioned in a comfortable far corner of his chambers and surrounded by various soft-looking blankets and material in deep warming hues. On the table are large jugs of water and what looks to be wine, situated beside fine-looking goblets and plates of fresh breads, meats, and fruit. I dash after him, still a little shaky on my feet and see him taking the seat on the left hand side of the table. I stand in front of him, suddenly very aware of my nakedness and vulnerability. He watches me carefully, before smiling.
“You seem very awkward, Aurelie. Have you forgotten how to be in control of your limbs?”
I blush at his words, pleased to hear my name back on his lips. He beckons me forward with one finger of his right hand and I move even closer to him.
“More.”
It’s only one word and yet somehow it holds a world of carnal promise for me. I swallow hard behind the leather forced between my lips and inch myself ever closer to him, until my legs brush against the cloth of his garments.
“Good,” he says soothingly. “Now place your hands on the arms of my chair and lean forward, toward me.”
I do so, moving my left and then right arms into position before moving my torso toward the smiling prince seated next to me. He watches every nuance of my body as though he is spellbound by my very essence. His eyes move from the length of my arms to the curve of my breasts now hanging over his body, and up to my face. Here he pauses, raising his own right hand and smoothing back my hair from my face.
“So beautiful, Aurelie…” he says quietly, as though I am not supposed to hear the words.
Our eyes meet again and for a moment all thoughts of my abduction, bondage, and punishment are lost to those pools of desire. I remember the heat of his body against mine the previous night and how masterfully he had taken my maidenhead. I feel a slow blush rising north to my cheeks as the intimate details of our liaison fill my mind and I wonder if he too is recalling our combined passion.
The hand at the side of my face strokes my left cheek as he appraises me thoughtfully and then without warning ducks to the leather at my mouth. One finger dips between it and my skin before leveraging it out of my lips and stretching the leather down to my neck where I feel it land. The same fingers trace a silent line over my lips, although those fierce blue eyes of his never leave my own.
“I have missed that naughty mouth,” he says, winking at me.
My face flames at his words and I can feel the heat searing through me. Anders has missed me—the thought is exhilarating.
“Thank you, my Lofðungr,” I reply softly. It feels strange to be able to speak again.
He nods as he answers. “I am going to punish you, Aurelie.”
My eyes widen at this, as though the tenderness of recent moments had lured me away from the harsh reality of my predicament.
“Would you like me to explain why this punishment is due?” he asks. I notice that his voice is tender, despite the message it conveys. It has taken on that hypnotic quality again and I feel myself yielding to it as I nod my assent.
“Yes, please, my Lofðungr,” I whisper in reply.
“Your behaviour with Magnus has shocked me, Aurelie.” He pauses, surveying my face for a moment before he continues. I squirm at his words, but say nothing in response. “More than that, I find that your enjoyment of Magnus’ act has hurt me, and caused me more pain that I care to admit.”
My belly lurches at his admission, and the realisation that I had caused him some type of pain both startles and disconcerts me. I gaze at his face, looking for the insincerity or jocularity that I have come to expect, and yet for once, I see nothing but earnestness. I open my mouth to reply, perhaps to offer an apology, but he raises his finger to my lips, pressing against them softly and silencing me.
“It seems that I have come to develop a deep affection for you, Aurelie,” he continues. “And seeing you pleasured by another man affected me profoundly.”
As he speaks, his hands move to my breasts hanging in the space between our bodies. He massages them both roughly, and I arch my back automatically, feeling my nipples bead at the sudden attention.
“I did not ask for his attention,” I implore him as he kneads my hungry mounds, “please, my Lofðungr—he threatened to turn me over to the crowds if I did not consent. What could I do—bound to the post as I was? I could not defend myself!”
He considers me for a moment, watching the growing arousal etched into my features at his touch.
“I know this to be true,” he says finally, “and I hold Magnus to account for the act itself. Believe me, there will be consequences for his actions. Yet I was certain that only last evening you implied a carnal desire for me—and for me alone. Am I wrong, Aurelie?”
I drop my gaze for the briefest second, considering the conversation to which he refers and remembering that I had indeed inferred this. I most certainly did not reject the notion when Anders had suggested it. I recall the desperate need I had felt after the nightmare, and how the idea of belonging only to Anders had reassured me. He’s right; I had wanted to be his alone. I had relished the idea just a few hours ago. As I look up again, I know my eyes have revealed my guilt. I have let him down, and in this moment an unexpected wave of remorse washes over me.
“No,” I murmur, feeling tears beginning to well. “You are not wrong…”
His fingers move down my breasts at the same time and he pinches my throbbing nipples, causing a small yelp to escape me.
“Look at me, Aurelie,” he commands. Once again I look into his eyes, seeing a swarm of emotion there. “You do not deny then, that this was your intention yesterday?” he asks again. “You intended to be mine—to belong to me only?”
Looking into his eyes, I realise that he already knows the truth. The hurt I find in those orbs startles me. After everything that has transpired it seems that my Lofðungr really was wounded by my experience with Magnus. I shake my head at him sullenly, knowing my fate is sealed.
“No, my Lofðungr,” I reply. “I do not.”
He smiles at my admission, but the sadness is still there in his eyes.
“Then you leave me no choice, Aurelie, I must punish you. Even though you were not culpable for the deed, your thoughts were indeed for Magnus and not as you had promised, true to me.”
He releases my nipples, leaving that warm dull ache pulsing from them to my wet folds. I watch his face as his hands find the sides of my head, pulling me down to his mouth. Gently he leans upward toward my lips. Our flesh connects, my lips parting to meet his, welcoming the energy that spirals through me as his tongue snakes inside my mouth. The kiss is fleeting, yet intensely intimate and as he pulls away, I miss the contact immediately.
“Sit now,” he says quietly as he gestures to the soft pile to his right.
Reluctantly I draw backward and away from him, coming to rest in the place he has indicated. The hill of emerald and ruby blankets is soft and comforting, but still I miss his physical presence in the most disconcerting way. I watch from the floor as he turns toward the table to his left, pouring two goblets of water, and one of wine. He offers me the water-filled vessel with a smile, and I take it gladly, finishing the contents almost at once. The last few hours had seen me bound and gagged with very little rest and no refreshment at all, and the chilled fluid tastes delicious as a consequence.
Anders chuckles at my response, before bringing the jug to refill the contents for me.
“Thank you, my Lofðungr,” I say, quickly taking the goblet back to my lips.
“You’re welcome, Aurelie,” he says, his eyes twinkling. “You are my property and I intend to nurture as well as punish you.”
I watch him from over my goblet as he pulls a chunk of the fresh bread apart and offers me a handful. I move the goblet to my lap and open my mouth, receiving the food like the obedient little pet I appear to have become. As I close my mouth around the bread and begin to chew, I marvel at how easy it is to submit to Anders. Sitting here naked by his feet whilst he feeds me small pieces of food feels like the most natural thing in the world. I squirm as I acknowledge again how aroused it makes me feel to be treated this way. By the time his hand returns with a small piece of meat I can barely keep still. He smiles, that knowing look in his eye and yet thankfully he says nothing on the subject.
Anders feeds me for a few more moments, allowing me time to eat a good quantity of meat and bread, before finishing my second goblet of water. His right hand moves toward me whilst I chew, smoothing back my hair and then gently running his digits through the tangled strands. He eyes me intently as I sit there, pausing only to take a drink of wine on the table next to him. Once my impromptu meal has concluded and he is satisfied that I am nourished enough, that right hand ducks down my face and under my chin. He tips it up toward him.
“Do you deserve to be punished, Aurelie?”
I swallow hard, acknowledging his blue eyes, which penetrate me like a blade as he speaks. He looks so fierce and full of authority that a new swell of arousal is soon dampening my needy sex.
I nod my head slowly, afraid of his foreboding tone, and yet now so very excited by the prospect of my spanking. As I look into his eyes I am also aware of a part of me that is remorseful and rueful to have upset him on any level. Perhaps the penance to come will be cathartic for us both and bring us close together again. At this moment I desire to feel the same connection that we found last evening more than anything else; maybe even more than my own freedom.
“Yes, my Lofðungr,” I squeak, hearing the tremble in my voice as I reply.
His full lips break into a small smile at the admission that I do deserve this punishment. “Why, my captive?” he asks. “Why do you deserve to be punished?”
I watch him, feeling the desire increasing within my womb as he probes me for further clarification of my guilt. “I was not true to you—in thought—or deed…”
My eyes lower and my voice trails away, and suddenly the emotion of everything that has transpired in the last few days hits me. Tears gather in my eyes as I acknowledge finally what has become of me. As quick as a stallion Anders leaves his seat and is crouching next to me, both hands in my hair again. He draws my head back gently, exposing the nape of my neck, which he leans in and kisses with exquisite perfection. I am quite taken aback by this show of intimacy and blink away my tears as the sensation of his lips at my throat begins to overwhelm me. He trails kisses down my neck and finally back to my chin and lips, before pausing and eyeing me again.
“I must ask, Aurelie,” he whispers in a low tone, “is it Magnus The Strong whom you truly desire?”
I stare at him, open-mouthed, as though I can’t quite believe he has asked the question.
“If it is the case that he has captured your heart, then I will ensure he becomes your master. I am not so arrogant that I would stand in the way. And yet,” he pauses, resting his temple against my chin, “and yet I hope that this is not the truth and that in your heart you desire to belong to me?”
He raises his head and looks to me again, this time expecting an answer. For the second time in just a few moments, this man who had come breezing into my castle and turned over my life, shows true vulnerability in his eyes. I realise that beneath the steely exterior, Anders truly does have warmth for me.
“I do not deny that I desired Magnus to know me carnally, but there is no warmth in my heart for him, my Lofðungr. If I may say so, I do not think he cares much for me either. The feelings with you are… different.” I squeeze my eyes shut as I reveal my true state of mind. “I want more of them—more of you.”
He dips his head slightly to the side at my words and that unmistakable smile decorates his face again. He looks devilishly handsome in this moment.
“Then from now you will be mine—and mine alone—do you understand?”
His tone has changed back to that hard, authoritative tenor of earlier and it rouses me.
“Yes,” I gasp, as he stands again, towering over me. “I understand.”
He looks down at me, his face glowering like thunder. “Then it is time you were punished for your disloyalty.” He strides to my right, finding the large wooden chest that has so often already been the seat of my humiliation. “Join me please—on your knees.”
Leaving my empty goblet, I slide from the soft pile at his order. I can already feel the desire bursting from between my thighs as I fall to all fours and begin my crawl to where he has seated himself.
“We will begin as before—you will be spanked over my knee—but this time there will be little pleasure in it for you, my captive. I intend to hurt you—to mark that pretty little behind—and make you unable to sit properly for some time.”
I am back by his feet as he concludes and warily, I raise my eyes as he finishes the sentence. I know I am not hiding the terror in my face and yet still I am compelled to carry on—submitting myself to him in this way for our mutual need. He catches my hair in his left hand and pulls it into a rough ponytail, again drawing my head back.
“When my hand is aching from tanning your backside, I will bind you to the bedpost and continue to thrash you with my strap. Do you understand?”
He eyes me wildly and for a moment I am too afraid to even respond. I have to swallow hard again to find my voice.
“Please, my Lofðungr,” I say shakily. “I do not know if I can bear such a punishment?”
He never takes his eyes from me as he answers. “You can and you will, my sweeting,” he says. “You will submit to me in this way as a sign of your true desire to be mine.”
I close my eyes at his words, understanding for the first time his real intention. He means not just to punish me, but to mark and possess me in some meaningful way. To make me his again in the way that our coupling had done before. As I open my eyes again and see him standing over me, there are tears but also a new acceptance.
I nod my head as best I can whilst he is still holding my hair in his fist. “I will bear it,” I say, my voice breaking.
He leans in toward me, his face just an inch from mine, those blue pools burning into me. “You will bear it,” he replies, his hot breath against my face, “and I will love you for it.”
We remain there for a moment—suspended in time—my breathing hard and fast as I crouch at his feet. Then slowly, he moves away and, releasing my hair, he settles himself on the wooden chest, before beckoning to me. I crawl the few inches to where he now sits, before rising to my knees and then finally my feet. I contemplate my fate as his left hand pats his strong legs, showing me where I should now reside. Then wordlessly I drape myself over his lap as I have done before, my head and arms falling forward over his legs and the edge of the chest, leaving my rump deliciously exposed to his right hand. Instinctively I open my legs wider as I gather myself, already feeling his fingers tracing their invisible lines over my still smarting behind.
I catch my breath, wishing absentmindedly for a distraction or for the ordeal just to begin and be over with. Based on his warnings I have no expectation to actually enjoy this spanking, but I know in my heart that it will help to heal the bond between us. After some moments of teasing and caressing my behind, his hand stills. My body tenses even before his words fill the air.
“Let us begin then…” he says sternly.



Chapter Twenty-One: Mastery
 
 
His hand leaves my bottom and returns there with some force. A gasp leaves my open mouth as the sound of the impact fills the space. It had been harder than I was prepared for and already smarts against my previously spanked skin.
“I want you to count the strikes, Aurelie,” he calls from above me. “Count each and thank me.”
I ready myself to speak, still consumed by the pain reverberating from my behind. “One, and thank you, my Lofðungr,” I say, my voice already husky from the sensation.
“Good,” he replies as the second spank lands between both of my cheeks.
I exhale again at the force he has used and know that my ass must be flaming red already. I number the strike for Anders, thanking him for the punishment and then squeeze my eyes shut in preparation for the next. A torrent of blows rains down on me, hard and yet fast, giving me very little time to speak before the next. By the time I am naming the eighth strike I am choking back fresh tears. As he had warned, this spanking really does hurt and instinctively I want to hide from the pain, even if I might deserve it.
As the ninth spank finds my exposed cheeks, my right hand moves reflexively to my behind to try and block the torment. Anders’ left hand, which had been resting gently on my back, is there in an instant and grabs hold of my wrist.
“You will not prevent your prince from exacting your punishment!” he hisses at me with indignation.
“I am sorry,” I sob from over his lap, “but it is too much!”
He moves my unruly wrist and places it into my lower back, holding it firmly in place.
“Is it not what you deserve, my captive?” he goads. “Is it not what you deserve for desiring another man whilst belonging to me?”
A new wave of misery falls over me as he speaks and simultaneously lands the tenth strike.
“Well?” He is shouting now, clearly beyond irritated with me. “What did you expect?”
“I do deserve it,” I whimper after I have numbered the strike. “Thank you, my Lofðungr!”
“Yes—you—do!” he cries, punctuating each word with a new strike against my fleshy rump.
I sob openly as I try to keep up with the numbers.
“You have shamed yourself with Magnus at my celebration feast, humiliating us both and threatening these growing feelings we share! You will be punished, my captive—until I am satisfied!”
His words rain over me like hailstorms as the spanking continues, inflicting their own pain and ignominy. By number eighteen, Anders raises his right leg slightly, tipping my hips backward and enabling the next strike to hit my now sodden folds. I yelp at this new and unexpected hurt and he laughs, pausing for a moment to drag a digit down my wet lips.
“So you do enjoy your punishment?” he asks sardonically.
I choke back another sob, trying to inhale. There is little point in denying my arousal at the pain he delivers.
“Yes,” I whimper, silently pleading with him to continue his investigations and allow my ass a reprieve. Acknowledging my desperation, he dips one and then two digits into my wetness and fingers me leisurely. The feeling of him owning me in this way is incredible and after a moment I am squirming over his lap, willing my body a little more friction to bring my own release. Sensing my frustration, I hear him laugh.
“There will be little pleasure for you, my captive—remember?”
And then without warning he withdraws his fingers from my needy core and resumes my punishment with three further unforgiving strikes to my flaming rear. I groan in frustration and pain, but know I must accept my penalty.
He presses the wrist he had been holding in place into the small of my back. “Do not move this or I will add another twenty strikes, do you understand?” he hisses.
As I respond in the affirmative, his left arm rises up my back, finds the ends of my hair and grabs a handful of it. He tugs at the hair in his hand, forcing my head back and up at his command.
“Keep your head up,” he barks over me. “I want to hear you.”
As he continues I number the blows, and by the time we reach number twenty-five I am really starting to mean it when I thank him. With my head, neck, and chest forced up, my legs still spread apart, and my ass punished over and over again, that strange feeling is beginning to come over me again. I begin to feel little more than a thing—his thing—a thing to be used, fingered, and punished as and when he chooses. A thing with no will of its own—existing only to serve his desires. The acknowledgement of my objectification fills my mind, sending me into some sort of dreamlike reality. I can still feel the impact of his hand against my flaming skin and I hear the correct words rolling from my own mouth, and yet somehow I am not really present during the deed.
In my mind I picture us and how we would look if someone were to enter Anders’ private quarters. The sounds and smells of my punishment and my unrelenting arousal fill the air around me, consuming me and fuelling my own desire. I reach some kind of epiphany moment; an acknowledgement that I truly desire to belong to Anders.
This is a side of myself I had never dreamed existed. Feisty little Aurelie, the only surviving daughter of King Harold—a worthy swordswoman by ten—actually enjoys being manhandled and punished at the whim of this Viking! The thought sends new shivers running along my spine.
I have just numbered thirty-eight strikes when his left hand finally relents, releasing my hair and allowing me to fall forward over the edge of the box again. I feel the pressure of his body as he doubles over me and then the soft sensation of his lips as they make contact with my punished and sore behind. Even this gentlest caress is sore and a small yelp leaves my lips before I can contain it.
“Aurelie,” he whispers, his own voice now a husky growl. “You are delectable—sent from the gods to please me.”
A sound leaves my mouth in response, although I cannot decipher any words. My breathing is laboured and hampered by the low sobs that still catch in my throat. He kisses my rump again, spreading small caresses all over the area. I can feel the unbelievable heat rising from my skin and imagine how it must be warming his face.
“Up now,” he says softly.
It takes me some seconds to react to the request and then slowly I rise, still feeling dazed. I pause in a kneeling position by his side, watching his face through tearstained eyes and wondering if my punishment is really over or—as he had promised—if there is still more to come.
For his part Anders watches me in return and as he rises to stand once more, he turns and rubs away my tears with his large thumbs. He lowers one of them to my mouth and I kiss it, tasting the saltiness of my own misery. It’s a small act of gentleness after the recent onslaught, but it helps to calm me.
“Present yourself to me, my captive,” he whispers seductively. “Put your hands behind your head and show me those fabulous breasts.”
I comply almost immediately, ignoring the ongoing protests from my arms.
“Lovely,” he says and he sounds pleased. I relish the thought as I watch him disappear from my eye line back toward where we had been seated earlier. He returns a moment later, reseating himself and holding the plate of fresh fruits. I recognise it to be the variety that has been used as an impromptu gag for me. There are several slices of the fleshy fruit already cut and he picks one of these up in his large digits, before moving his hand toward me.
“Open,” he commands.
I open my lips just in time for the soft fruit to be dropped inside. I close my mouth and begin to chew, enjoying the delicious juice as it hits the back of my throat. I eye him as I eat, my elbows still wide at my neck and wonder what he has planned for me next. It feels as though one moment he is happy to spank me raw and then next he wants to look after me. He seems to enjoy switching from one character to the next, but I find the unspoken transitions almost impossible to keep up with.
Anders makes eye contact with me and instinctively I look away, not wishing to offend him any further. “No,” he says, his voice calm. “Look at me at all times unless I tell you otherwise.”
I drag my eyes back to his as I swallow the last of the fruit, feeling my nipples tightening again at the surging energy between us.
“Good,” he says again. “Now open…”
He drops another piece of fruit into my mouth and it continues this way for some time. Anders commands me with only a few words and no restraints. I remain passive, kneeling with my knees and arms wide, and my breasts pushed forward on display for him. My ass is inflamed behind me and I swear it must have at least tripled in size from my recent spanking, but I do my best to ignore its protests. I keep my eyes on this giant of a Viking at all times as instructed, only taking the next piece of food at his request.
Once the peach-like offering has been finished, Anders offers me his large digits, which are covered in the sweet and tasty juice. “Lick them clean,” he instructs me, his voice still that quiet authority.
I lean forward, still kneeling next to him and lap at the three fingers and the thumb. Obediently I lick the digits clean, continuing to watch him as I drag my tongue over and around them. His own eyes, alive with passion, never leave mine, as though they are transfixed by the act. Once they are clean, he moves his head toward mine, moving his thumb and one finger away from my mouth.
“Suck,” he orders me.
I watch his face moving ever closer as I wrap my hot mouth around the remaining fingers and draw them inside of me. Slowly I take them all in, before pulling backward to reveal them again. I draw them in once more, relishing the act and recalling how I had taken his manhood into my mouth this way. His eyes remain focussed on me, although there is a growing look of torment about them and I wonder if he too is thinking about which other parts of him would feel good between my lips.
I suck on those long digits until he pulls them out of my mouth and uses the same hand to prop my chin up again. The tension in my body is growing, heightened by my submissive pose and the intimacy of my recent feeding. The bud between my legs pulses with need and I realise with shame that my folds are well and truly sodden with my desire. I know Anders realises this and I also know he has promised to do little to sate my need.
“We are halfway through your punishment, my sweeting.”
His breath is hot and smells like wine. It feels intoxicating to me.
“Is there anything you would like to say before we continue?”
Anxiety leaps in my belly at this question. I know now that my ordeal is not over and the thought crushes me. How much more will I be able to take?
“I am sorry for letting you down, my Lofðungr,” I sniff, trying not to allow the tears to resume.
“I know,” he says soothingly, pressing his temple into my forehead. “I feel your contrition and I know it is real. Yet I cannot conclude your punishment so soon—I hope you understand that?”
I nod my head against his miserably. “Yes,” I sob.
“You will suffer for me and then once I deem it to be sufficient, I will take you again.” I raise my head slightly to look at him as he speaks. “I will claim every inch of you, Aurelie,” he says, those eyes drilling into me. “And I will claim your mind too. I want it so that no other man ever gets into there again. It will just be me, Aurelie. You will belong to me.”
“Yes,” I reply again, feeling the fervour in my body responding to his words. I would gladly offer him anything to release this burning tension within me, even my darkest and now only virgin entrance.
“But first—before the pleasure—there must be pain.”
He regards me with dark eyes, somehow waiting for my consent on the subject. I pull my eyes shut briefly, taking a deep breath. “Then please continue my punishment, my Lofðungr,” I say quietly. “For I do submit to you and I do so want to be yours!”
His lips are on mine almost as the words leave them. Hungrily his mouth finds me, possessing me and soaking up some of my frustrated fear. Then he is gone, leaving me with one further chaste kiss to the lips.
“Relax then,” he says, “and go and stand by the bedpost, my captive.”



Chapter Twenty-Two: Ravaged
 
 
I wait for Anders, having followed his every instruction to the letter. My arms are outstretched and holding onto the right wooden post of his canopied bed. The sturdy wood is more than my small fists can manage, but it takes the burden as I lean forward from my hips. I shift my weight between my spread-eagled legs, demonstrating some of the nervous energy that is whipping around my body. There are no binds holding me in place, just my desire to submit to this man’s will.
Behind me I hear small noises, the sounds of movement as Anders makes his way around the space. He has promised to thrash me against the post and the idea is utterly terrifying. I have never been thrashed with anything before in my life and a bitter mixture of resentment and arousal encircles me at the prospect. I clench the muscles of my sex together and try to control my breathing, but there’s no hope for it; the promise of what’s to come is just too daunting.
Finally, I hear his footsteps behind me, but for the longest time he stills and there is no action and no communication. I want desperately to be able to turn and regard Anders, but he had made his feelings on that subject quite clear to me, advising me that any look at all will earn me another ten thrashes. I realise in frustration that he must be watching me—just standing there behind me and watching my twitching, outstretched nudity. The thought sends a new shiver of excitement through me, knowing that all I can do is wait. Wait to be instructed and wait to be punished.
I rest my head against my right shoulder as I stand here in anticipation of what is to come. All I can hear are the sounds of my own frantic breaths and the faint noise of shouting and festivities from beyond the pavilion. Anders’ voice breaks through the now tangible silence in the room.
“Arch your back, my captive,” he purrs from behind me.
I jump at his words, but do my best to comply at once, sticking my reddened ass out as he has requested.
“Better,” he says and his voice is louder this time. “Keep it that way whilst I punish you.”
I mumble my intention to do so as I hear his footfall moving around to my right. He arrives at the side of my bedpost and finally into my eye line.
“I have a gift for you,” he says gleefully, “Or more precisely, I have two gifts for you.”
I turn my head to face him, watching as he reveals his open palm to me. Inside are two pretty looking cloak pins, rather like the ones I had worn previously myself in another life. They look rather expensive, the metal formed into an exquisitely designed ring; a near complete circle with two small flat ends not quite touching at both sides. There is a length of the same metal running down the middle of the ring.
“Cloak pins, my Lofðungr?” I ask, unsure of what to make of this new development.
“Yes,” he smiles, clearly enjoying my response. “Cloak pins, but this time to decorate you and not my cloak.”
He moves closer to me and leans in to my body from around the side of the post.
“Take this one in your mouth whilst I fasten the first,” he instructs, pushing the cold metal toward my lips. I open for him, pressing my mouth down on the hard foreign object, whilst I watch what he does with the other. My fascination is soon turned to horror as I begin to realise just what he has in mind.
“This pin will decorate my favourite breasts, making them even more delightful!”
He reaches for my right breast, hanging in front of my body and immediately begins to manipulate the bud, lengthening and squeezing the nipple.
“No!” I gasp around the pin, fully acknowledging his intentions, but knowing it’s too late. With my arms outstretched to the post there is little I can do to protect my nipple and even before I can think clearly, he has begun to push my beaded bud through the ring. I feel the cold metal encircling it until there is no more space, and even then Anders moves it onward. The straight length of metal is now pushing hard against the edge of my nipple whilst the circle of the ring embraces higher up the bud. It feels tight and intrusive, pinching the very delicate area of skin around my areola.
He moves backward, admiring his handiwork and smiling before he darts behind me and reaches for my left breast, pinching the nipple hard. I groan against the ring in my mouth and Anders smiles. He reaches for it, tugging it from my lips and working it onto my left nipple as he had done with the right one. Within a few moments both of my breasts are dressed with Viking cloak pins, the metal maintaining a constant pressure on my aching buds. I want to recoil at this latest indignation, feeling once again like the hog about to be presented at a banquet, and yet the low-lying tension at my breasts begins to stir and swell the desire in me. My nipples are throbbing and sending pulses of arousal through my core to my womb itself. There’s no doubt, these adornments will drive me insane in the most exquisite and sensual way.
“I knew you’d like them!”
Anders’ voice comes from behind me again and I realise he has made his way back to my rear. I lean forward, again resting my head against my outstretched right arm, trying to manage my accelerated breathing.
“Now it is time, my captive.” His voice punctuates the silence once again. “Time to resume and conclude your penance. Time to make you mine.”
I take a deep breath at his words, drawing as much air into my body as I can. Behind me there comes the faint swishing sound of something moving fast through the air and then the crack as that something impacts against my skin. I actually jump at the delivery, my body raising at least an inch from the rug at my feet and I feel my newly decorated nipples bounce against their own bondage. This time the strike lands at the very top of my waiting thighs, where my legs meet my bottom. The pain is quick, yet intense and feels like some type of large sting, whipping across me in an instant. Despite all of this my hands remain steadfastly attached to the bedpost.
A loud moan leaves my lips as I acknowledge this new punishment. My mind reels as I consider what he may be using to lash me with. The impact was fast, yet the implement felt flexible somehow, unlike a conventional cane. It takes every ounce of my willpower not to sneak a look at whatever he is holding, but I remember his warning and keep my face where it belongs—against my trembling arms. Anders says nothing and appears to wait for me to catch my breath again before he resumes.
The second strike is harder, but this time I am braced for the type of pain and I expect it. I manage to keep my feet on the floor, although I seem unable to prevent the noises coming from my mouth. I grip onto the wood in front of me, using it more for support than bondage now.
“Do you like to be whipped this way, Aurelie?”
I can hear the tension in his voice and I realise with some relief that he too is struggling in his own way, although presumably more with arousal than torment. I understand enough about my own peculiar desires now to know that my own arousal will be inspired by this treatment too.
“I—I’m not sure, my Lofðungr,” I reply breathlessly.
He lands the third strike, which catches me swiftly across the underside of my thighs and my out-turned sex. I wince at the pain, drawing in air between my teeth, before allowing it to wash over me.
“How so, my captive?” he asks, his question cutting through my mind, which is still spinning from the latest impact.
“It hurts!” I whimper, almost pathetically, “and yet… I cannot say that I do not enjoy its contact.”
I feel my face colour at the admission. It’s the first time I have confessed to enjoy my punishments since he had me in a frenzy over his knee yesterday and that now feels like an age ago. As I consider my wilful submission, I hear his footfall moving around to the right of me. Instinctively I move my face just a fraction, but it’s enough to make out his physique towering next to me and what he is holding in his hands.
He eyes my body, seemingly aligning himself for his next shot and appears unaware that I am watching him. He raises his right hand and for the first time I get a good look at my latest implement of derision. To my shock it appears to be nothing more than a medium-length piece of leather, like the sort I had been gagged with. The item itself is a few inches wide, black in colour, and hangs limply in his hard grip. Then without warning he strikes me with it, sending the thing whipping through the air with speed until it makes contact with my waiting body. This time—deliberately—he has chosen to land the strike solely on my needy wet folds; the impact of which makes me yelp out loud and momentarily squeeze my eyes shut. Then as I soak up the initial sting, that miraculous thing begins to transpire and a new, strong shoot of arousal spikes from the pain. My sex, already aching with unspent desire absorbs the hurt and takes it, using it to create something pleasurable. In its place, where the agony had been, a sinful arousal is created, and I actually feel my thighs dampen.
I open my eyes to find him there watching my responses carefully. He smiles as I acknowledge him, reaching forward to remove my hair, which has taken to clinging to my hot face.
“And how is the contact now?” he asks me, although the look in his eyes suggests that he knows the answer already.
I swallow hard. Somehow admitting these things out loud is more difficult than confessing them to myself. “Better, my Lofðungr,” I murmur, too embarrassed to maintain eye contact with him, but I see his smile widen to a grin at my answer.
He raises the piece of leather and whips me with it again. This time he moves to the front of my body, aiming it between my legs. It impacts against my wetness and catches my pulsing bud in the most agonisingly sweet way. I draw the air in between my teeth again, relishing this new pain and indignation. Unbelievably the pain there is so good I imagine it would only take a few swift strikes to bring me to a shattering climax. I marvel at myself; this objectified mess, dreaming of this piece of leather whipping me into the peak of pleasure. I barely even recognise who I have become.
Again the leather strikes me between my legs and now, instead of a yelp of protest, a low moan escapes my lips. By the seventh strike my hips actually move forward as he releases the leather, bucking to receive their punishment. I stand, legs spread wide and still grasping onto the bedpost, almost unable to believe how my body is responding to this situation.
The right hand that had adjusted my hair falls south, caressing and then squeezing my pinned breasts. I moan shamelessly at this new, exquisite contact, silently begging him for more by lifting my head upward and extending my body; pushing my bosom out to meet his palms. Anders moves his body closer to mine until I can feel his heat and that warm breath at my face. I turn my face to the right and see him just a few inches from me. Instinctively I open my mouth at the proximity, willing him to kiss me. As though he is reading my mind he does so, leaning in close to me before taking my mouth in that quiet, dominating way. His lips are on mine before I can take a breath, his tongue darting inside my mouth and claiming me. By the time the kiss concludes I am utterly desperate for him, a fact I am certain my eyes reveal.
“Aurelie,” he whispers darkly, leaning over me and resting his temples against the top of my head.
“My Lofðungr,” I gasp, feeling myself panting yet again.
His left hand moves slowly from the back of my neck, down my trembling skin to the curve of my inflamed ass. I wince reflexively as he makes contact there, but relax a little as his fingers sweep over my orbs and down into the wetness of my folds. I feel one and then two of those long digits claim me, plunging into my desire and pleasuring me. I know I am groaning again as I grip onto the post for dear life.
“You are so very wet, my little captive,” he chuckles as he explores me.
I writhe uncontrollably in front of him. Whilst he fingers me from behind, his right hand continues to manipulate my breasts, which are still decorated with his large metallic cloak pins. I squirm futilely between both of his hands, loving how helpless and wanton I feel. With no bondage at all I feel like a small animal caught in his devious trap, all too aware that he will want to eat me up at any moment… And how I desire to be devoured!
His fingers maintain a perfect rhythm, winding up my body and making it a thing existing only for Anders. I pant as I try to absorb all of the sensations at once: the ignominy and pain of the punishment, the pleasure of this new intimacy, and the swelling joy of the metal encasing my engorged nipples. I feel Anders’ hardness straining against my right thigh and I want him inside me. Soon I find myself pushing back onto those digits, willing them to be replaced with his own masterful erection.
“It is time, my sweeting,” he says, whispering directly into my right ear.
I turn my head to face him again, daring to open my eyes and see him. His own eyes are cloaked in desire, the usual deep blue now much, much darker.
“Stay right there. I am going to fuck you just the way you are and ravage your sweet, juicy sex.”
Before I can respond he withdraws his fingers from me, casually sucking them clean in front of my face, before moving behind me and between my legs. I feel his ankles wedging themselves at my own outstretched feet and then the pressure of his clothed body against my tender nakedness. His left arm snakes around my body, stroking my waist and the curve of my midriff before again finding my breasts. The other hand works on his own clothing, freeing his manhood and then manoeuvring my hips backward again.
“Keep that punished little behind out for me,” he purrs into my ear as he positions himself behind me and I do so, pushing my wetness out to meet him.
I feel the head of his cock at my entrance and I nearly groan with impatient desire. Never before have I wanted to be filled like this—never before have I needed to be fucked so badly.
“Do you want me to fuck you, Aurelie?”
The question feels more like a demand than a query.
“Oh, gods, yes, my Lofðungr!” I exclaim and I mean it. “Yes, please—make me yours again!”
He grabs my right hip in his palm and pushes himself into me, delving deeper into my core than ever before. I squeeze my muscles against him as he takes me, clenching and releasing them as he possesses me in a frenzy of lust and tension. The feeling of him filling and stretching me is simply wondrous and I try to capture the sensation in my mind so that I may never forget just how divine it is. Slowly he withdraws from my wetness before pressing back into me. I throw my head back over his muscular shoulder, relishing his proximity to my body. All of a sudden the feeling of his flesh against my inflamed ass is no longer painful and to be avoided, but a sensation of tenderness and intimacy to be sought and preserved at all costs. He caused the hurt as a penance, to absolve me, and this act of lovemaking will help to heal it. The act closes the distance that had opened between us and draws us back together; Anders the Viking master and me, little Aurelie, his wet and wanton woman.
We remain this way for some time, locked together in the most intimate manner, him feeding my hungry desire and me calling out for more of him. Gradually Anders shifts his weight, moving back to his heels and taking my body with him. Then without warning, he withdraws from me altogether, leaving me wanting. I turn my head to look at him for the first time as he speaks.
“Let go of the bedpost,” he says from behind me, his voice a breathless whisper. “Move over the edge of the bed.”
I do as he commands without comment or complaint, skipping the few steps left to the waiting end of his oversized bed. I bend myself over the wooden skirt, leaning into the soft covers under the matching canopy. I hear him moving behind me until I feel the brush of his clothing against the back of my calf.
“That’s it, good girl,” he purrs. “Stretch out your arms onto the bed in front of you and spread those legs wide.”
I move my hands down the cool cover, straightening my arms and widening my legs as instructed. There are no further words from Anders and for a long moment I remain there, bent over the cover, waiting. Knowing how he loves to tease me, I try not to allow my mind to wander too much and consider what he may now have in store. Instead I concentrate on breathing, drawing the air in through my nose and taking long, slow breaths out through my lips.
All at once I feel his hot breath against the inside of my right thigh and feel his palms as they press against the backs of my legs. The unexpected sensations startle me, but I remain passive, now curious to know what will transpire. The feeling of his mouth on my out-turned sex registers and instinctively I gasp. Whatever I had expected him to do, it was not this! I feel the soft bristles of his beard and then the warm wetness of his lips as they caress this most sensitive area, tracing kisses from the top of my left leg, past the lips of my sex and onward to the right leg.
“You are delicious, Aurelie,” he concludes thoughtfully after trailing a fresh line of kisses over my exposed behind. “Like nectar from the gods!”
“Thank you, my Lofðungr,” I murmur into the bedclothes. I almost cannot believe the sensations his mouth is creating, especially after the recent brutality of my punishments. He switches from the savage invader to the tender master with disconcerting ease.
“I am going to devour you, my captive.”
I shiver as his breath sends a fresh chill of excitement through my body. Pushing my hips further against the wood, I force my body into a more extreme arch, presenting myself for him.
“Do you understand?” he asks, his breath exhilarating me almost as much as his kisses.
“Yes,” I moan. “Yes, devour me.”
I hear him chuckle darkly before I feel the weight of him pressing against my inner thighs and moving my legs more widely apart. The heat of his mouth approaches and lands on my wet folds, dipping south to find my pulsing nub, desperate for him. I groan at the fleeting, yet very welcome contact before he moves, dragging his strong tongue up and between my lips. I recall how amazing his mouth had felt between my legs the day before, but after my recent behaviour I hadn’t dared to dream I would experience it again today! His ministrations leave me breathless, providing just enough stimulation to have me panting over the bed dressings. He laps at my folds over and over again, pressing my sex outward with his large palms as they dig into my punished behind. On the one hand I feel more exposed and vulnerable than ever—held down and bent over his bedstead—knowing I am quite literally at his mercy and yet, on the other hand I feel thoroughly worshipped and adored. To know that he seeks only to thrill me and give me this pleasure is almost as gratifying as his masterful cock had been just moments before.
With each swipe of his tongue, I am brought closer to the precipice. I bury my face into the cool soft furnishings, willing him to continue and allow this release. I imagine him there, crouching at the end of his bed whilst he pleasures me and the thought is almost enough to take me there alone. His mouth drops lower, concentrating on my throbbing and excited bud. Anders lifts my left leg, raising it high and then delivering it safely over the edge of the wooden bedstead. With my one leg elevated, he now has the perfect angle to find and pleasure the centre of my desire, and soon I feel his tongue lapping at it over and over. I gasp out loud, arching my back and raising my head from the bed, stretched out like a wild animal.
His face moves away and for a second I want to cry out in frustration, but it is soon replaced with his left hand, which cups my sex and rubs my excited bud gently. In a moment of boldness, I push back against his hand, demanding the exquisite contact. It’s then that I feel his other hand. The fingers begin between my sodden folds, dipping into me and extracting my own moisture, before working north over my flaming behind to find my puckered entrance. Here they pause and then slowly, one of his wet fingers begins to circle it and then gently press inside. My body freezes at the intrusion, all of my muscles tensing to halt the pursuit of his finger.
“Oh!” I exclaim out of instinct.
“Hush, my captive,” he purrs from behind me. “I am going to know every part of you this night. Relax now and let me in.”
I settle myself back onto the covers and try to breathe, taking deliberately long breaths in and out. Squeezing my eyes shut, I imagine Anders again and this time what he must look like whilst he plays with my virgin hole. With each new breath I feel my muscles relax and gradually he resumes his exploration, using my own arousal to push a little deeper into me. I marvel in silence at the fullness I feel with only one of his digits in place, wondering how
I will cope with his erection if one finger feels so enormous. Something about the debauchery of the act enthrals me, and soon enough his rhythm is driving me back toward the pleasure I seek.
The whole time his other hand works its magic on my brimming sex, massaging my bud over and over. I push down onto his fingers below me and then rise again to meet the finger in my behind. Writhing against his hands this way, I push myself closer to an unparalleled climax. I am lost to him—lost utterly to the sensations that are overloading both my body and my mind. How is Anders—a man who has taken me against my will and punished me in public for his own satisfaction—able to deliver me so much ecstasy? I rise up the bed again, using my arms to take my weight as I arch myself against him. My pinned breasts ache beautifully at the movement and reinforce the quandary to me: why am I so aroused by this Viking? A man who has literally invaded both my lands and my body and now threatens to take control of my mind as well…
As I muse on my own desire, I feel Anders add a second lubricated digit to my behind. I wince at the initial feeling, but soon reconcile myself to the increased fullness, pushing back onto both fingers like some moaning, wanton banshee.
“I want you to climax for me, my captive!” I hear his voice behind me, cutting through the palpable energy in the room. “Climax now, whilst your ass is filled with me and your bosom is decorated for me. Grind yourself against me!”
My head swoons at his words, loving the dominance he shows even now, at this most critical of moments. Small throaty sounds come from me as I do as he commands, gyrating my soaked folds onto his palm and then snapping my hips back to meet his other fingers. With each thrust the digits are driven further into my virgin territory and I relish how naughty the whole experience feels. I was certain that princesses of the realm were not supposed to enjoy such lewd acts, and yet here I am—squirming uncontrollably and satisfying myself to order, whilst I am sodomised by the invader’s fingers. The thought of my own depravity is just enough to tip me over the precipice and my tightly wound body detonates over him like a heavenly explosion. I feel my womb contracting as new arousal gushes from me, drenching his hand in my excitement. Sensing my climax, he leaves my bud and curls his fingers north into my wetness. As I ride the wave of my pleasure, the fingers of both of his hands fill my holes and fuck me, penetrating me in a relentless frenzy. I clench around him, face flat on the bed, unable to halt the momentum as it takes me. I remain this way, suspended in time between pleasure and reality for some time.
“You are so beautiful,” he muses from behind me as I gradually regain my faculties. I revel in his words, feeling the warmth of them washing over me much like the wave of my climax had done.
Slowly he withdraws his fingers from me. I feel him moving the moisture from his left hand to my newly plundered behind.
“Thank you for the show, my sweeting,” he says softly. “Now it’s time that I take you and make you mine once and for all.”
I twist my body to see him, taking in his striking physical form from beneath the canopy. At some point he had de-robed himself and now he stands completely naked with his cock stretching out proudly in front of him. I open my mouth to speak, but find no words for whatever I am feeling. He smiles, perhaps understanding my mental state and moves forward to me. He slaps my ass playfully as he mounts the bed besides me, sending a spike of pain through the area.
“Onto the bed properly now,” he orders carnally.
I scurry to obey, dragging my right leg up to join my left and then moving further up the covers.
“As you were,” he commands, moving back between my legs. “Face down and keep that behind in the air.”
I press my face flat as instructed and feel the movement behind me as Anders positions himself. Again he takes moisture from my drenched sex, pressing into my quivering folds and dragging his fingers north to my rectum. I contort my body to see him adding wetness to his rock-hard length, running the moisture up and down his erection behind me. I watch, barely able to breathe as he crouches at my rear, ready to couple with me in the most intimate way. His left arm takes his weight by the side of my body as he mounts me.
“Are you ready to be fucked again, my captive?”



Chapter Twenty-Three: Surrender
 
 
His words hang in the air, but I cannot answer them. I feel the crown of his length at my virgin entrance and suddenly its arrival there has become the centre of my entire world. With his right hand he holds himself there, gently pushing at me, before adding a measure of force and slowly penetrating my ass. A small yelp leaves my lips at the new intrusion as I feel myself stretching to accommodate his crown. He feels absolutely massive as he spikes me there. The pain of his intrusion fills my head and for a moment I panic.
“My Lofðungr!” I say breathlessly. “You are too large!”
I try to shift my weight, but find I am completely pinioned by his body and that my squirming serves only to aid his pursuit as I feel him push ever deeper into me.
“Hush, Aurelie,” he says calmly as he shifts his weight. His right arm appears on the bed next to me and reaches for my face as he soothes me. “You have nothing to fear—just breathe and relax, feel me inside you. Feel me as I possess every last inch of you.”
I stop fighting at his words and do as he says, drawing in as much air into my body as I can as he strokes the side of my face with his thumb. The breathing helps me to relax and with each deep breath I seem abler to take him inside me. Once I am calm, he resumes his slow penetration, pushing just an inch or so at a time before pausing to reassure me.
“You feel so divine, my captive,” he purrs and I can hear the desire laced in his voice. “Can you feel me, my sweeting? Can you feel me fucking your ass?”
What a ridiculous question, I think to myself… how could I possibly feel anything else at this moment? I take another breath before answering him, kissing the thumb that has fallen to my mouth.
“Yes,” I murmur.
He presses into me some more and I moan out loud, feeling the depth of his possession. I am, it seems, utterly unable to internalise the intensity of the feeling it brings. I have no idea how deep inside me he is, but it feels as though I am being pinioned to the bed by his cock alone. He reaches over me, cocooning his torso over my body and pressing his heat against my frame. His head falls to my neck and he kisses me as he speaks.
“I have you now, Aurelie. You are mine.”
“Yes,” I moan sensually. “Make me yours; claim me, fuck me!”
He holds me there tightly for a long moment. I feel his cock twitching inside my behind and it’s the oddest and most intense experience. In return my own muscles clench for him, my folds apparently jealous of the attention my other hole is now receiving. I feel his balls pressing up against them, tantalising them and then slowly Anders withdraws.
“Tell me again what you want, my sweeting—speak it now!”
“I want you to make me yours,” I pant. “Fuck my ass!”
Needing no further invitation, he withdraws from me almost completely before pushing in again. His movements are harder this time and more deliberate. I grunt at the action, feeling myself filled up in just a few seconds and marvelling at how good it feels to be this violated and vulnerable. At his third stroke I feel his testicles banging against my wetness and I moan out loud. The intrusion has become exquisite; all initial pain is forgotten and now the feeling of absolute surrender overwhelms me as I give myself up to him—completely.
Anders picks up the pace and begins to screw me faster, grinding himself into my dark hole over and over again. I lie there, absorbing the sensations, my face a sweaty mess against the bed as I feel him taking me. I can see the tension in his body from the muscles of his arms and I know how badly he must be due his own release. He groans over me, raising his torso from my back and pressing his length even deeper into my behind.
“No man shall ever know you this way, Aurelie,” he shouts into the air. “No man except me, do you understand?”
I can hear the intensity in his voice and I know he must be close to reaching his own summit. “Yes, my Lofðungr,” I agree, allowing my words to mirror my physical submission. “No other man will ever know me this way.”
Thoughts of Magnus race through my mind fleetingly and I wonder if this is what has motivated Anders to speak. I push the negativity away, accepting that Anders had been right—my spankings have liberated me from any wrongdoing and this final act of lovemaking will enshrine his dominance over me once and for all. My thoughts are interrupted by Anders who moves unexpectedly backward, shifting his weight back to his heels and taking me with him. I find myself on my knees in front of him, his left arm snaking around to my breasts as he continues to pound me from behind. The change of tack surprises me and the new position feels somehow even more intense.
His left hand claws at my right breast, catching the metal still attached to it and sending a thrill through me as the pain registers. His thrusts are fast and shallow as he leans into me, planting hot kisses at the nape of my neck.
“I love fucking you, Aurelie,” he growls into my right ear before he takes the lobe in between his teeth and nips at it gently.
I gasp, reaching around to grab at his hair with my hand. It’s the first time I have been in a position to touch him, but he permits it, biting down at my nape as his body tightens around me. I feel his cock burying itself into me, and then just as I am sure I can take no more of this sensual overload, Anders explodes inside of me. The force of his climax shakes us both. He loses his balance for a moment and sends us both crashing forward onto the bed. Still clenching around Anders’ convulsing organ, I land back on my face, my right arm pressing down into the covers. He raises himself a few inches from the bed and my body, allowing me some room to expand my chest and breathe. I twist my head right and see his body still twitching and shuddering from the intensity of his release, yet his arms remain strong and easily hold his body weight. Slowly he lowers himself back over me. I feel the length of his hair brushing over the skin of my back and then his face comes into view over my right shoulder. He looks happier and more relaxed then I have ever known him as those blue orbs assess my face.
“Now you are mine, my captive,” he whispers, smiling at me.
I am transfixed by the look in his eye that has captured me entirely. They have become pools with such depth that I can see a multitude of emotions in them. The calm, strategic leader of the north who has thoroughly enjoyed my surrender smiles back at me. Beyond him there is another man—a private side of Anders—and one that requires a little more tenderness with his possession. He blinks at me, clearly unable to decipher my expression and after a moment a low laugh leaves his lips.
“It has been paradise possessing your body, Aurelie and yet I fear it will take more time to truly claim your mind?”
I return his smile and offer a small nod. “Perhaps, my Lofðungr,” I reply. “Although you have come closer than any man previously.”
His smile widens at my words as he finally uncouples from me, stretching out on the bed next to my body. He opens his arms in an embrace and I respond by rolling toward him and snuggling against the soft hair of his chest. For the first time in some weeks I feel contented and safe. It surprises me once again that the man who has orchestrated the events that caused much of my anxiety has come to be the one who is able to make me feel this way. I reach my right arm around his torso, tracing a line over his nakedness. I find a number of scars on my travels, some well healed and others that look relatively fresh, and I wonder what trauma Anders has seen during battle. My mind immediately moves to my father and my brothers, and particularly to Bowen. I take a deep breath, and try to conceal the concern that rises in me at the thought of my brother.
“What is it, my sweeting?” asks Anders, sensing the tension in my body. He rolls away from me slightly and props himself up on his right shoulder to properly assess me.
“It is nothing, my Lofðungr,” I sigh in response.
In a flash Anders’ face is less than an inch from my own. I gasp at the sudden proximity, reflexively trying to push back away from him, but his left arm holds me firm. His eyes drill into me, oozing disappointment at my reply.
“Aurelie.” His tone is curt. “I have just spent the last hour ensuring you have been well punished and then truly worshipped. I have broken you down and put you back together; I have mastered and loved you—and all for the purpose of bringing us this closeness, this openness. Please do me the courtesy of your honesty now and in all things forthwith. So I ask you once more, what is it that troubles your mind? The truth, if you will?”
I blanch at his words, crestfallen that I have been able to frustrate him so soon after our coupling. I lower my eyes, unable to bare the intensity of them any longer and consider how I should reply. Can I really be truthful and tell him that it is the fate of my own kin that weighs heavily on my mind? After all, it may be his very orders that may have led to their destruction. My stomach twists at the thought of Bowen hurt, or worse, fallen and an unexpected well of tears emerge from my eyes.
I risk a glance at the man next to me, still holding me in place. Anders’ eyes are expectant. I realise with resignation that I have little choice but to be honest with him.
“Forgive me,” I whimper. “I am thinking of my father, the King of Donrose, and of the fate of my two brothers.”
He visibly relaxes at my words and draws me closer, back into his embrace, before kissing my forehead.
“Of course,” he sighs. “Naturally their well-being merits your concern.”
He pauses for a moment, pulling me tight beside him. My pinned nipples are crushed against his strong chest and a small spike of new arousal awakens in me.
“I will ask my captains as to their situations. I am certain I can find news for you in a few days.”
I cannot quite believe what I am hearing. Anders is not only calm at my admission, but appears to be sympathetic to my worries.
“Oh, thank you!” I sob into his chest, as the anxiety in me finally bubbles over. “I will be so grateful, my Lofðungr.”
He holds me there for a little while, permitting the tears to fall and then, when they have concluded he moves me away and pushes me gently onto the bed. The inflamed skin of my behind rubs against the soft bedding and I wince inwardly. He moves over my body in silence, pushing my thighs apart as he climbs between them and leaning against his left arm, his right smooths out the unruly strands of hair at my face.
“You will be grateful, my captive.”
His voice has taken on that darker, more dangerous tone again. I clench the tender muscles between my legs at the sound of it.
“Yes, my Lofðungr,” I whisper.
“And what else will you be?”
His face is now directly above me and his blond hair falls like a curtain over my own. I blink up at him, now suddenly so foreboding when just a moment before he had brought me comfort and protection.
“I—I do not know how to answer,” I stutter, feeling more than a little foolish.
His expression softens just slightly at my admission.
“Will you be obedient?” he demands quietly.
I don’t even have to think. The last few days and hours have taught me the difference between a ‘happy’ and a ‘displeased’ Anders. When he is content with me, he will seek to bring me bliss, and yet when his light falls elsewhere the world becomes a very cold place indeed. I don’t even give a thought to the feisty Aurelie of old who less than three days ago was the sovereign by proxy of her father’s land.
“I will,” I say and I mean it.
He stares down at me, perhaps watching me for a sign of my dishonesty on the subject. “And will you submit to my authority, without query?”
A flicker of a smile forms on my lips before I can stop it. In spite of my desire to submit to Anders, the prospect of me never questioning his word seems absolutely ludicrous.
“I will try, my Lofðungr,” I reply as honestly as I can.
“You will try,” he repeats as though he cannot believe the words have just left my lips. “Yes, you will, my captive! And if you fail in this endeavour, then do you know what will await you?”
Shivers of excitement pass through my body as I imagine what he would do in these instances.
“You will punish me, my Lofðungr,” I say, my voice barely audible.
I meet his eye and nearly shrivel under the weight of his stare. I swear to the gods that the look in his eye could melt the snow in the frozen lands of the north.
“Yes, Aurelie.” He presses his groin into me, demonstrating how the subject makes him feel. I acknowledge his hardness with a guttural groan that escapes my throat before I can stop it. “You will be taken over my knee and punished however I see fit. You are mine after all—mine to use, mine to punish, and mine to adore.”
At the last words, his mouth falls the short distance south to my own open lips. His tongue flicks across my parted mouth and then falls heavily against my lips, claiming me in that slow, sensual way that I have grown to revere about him. The kiss is full of passion and promise of what fate will await me in his hands. As his tongue caresses me I imagine my life with Anders—as Anders’ possession. The likely service and humiliation swirls around my mind, as well as the inevitable spankings I will incur and their resulting pain. But oh—the pleasure he will bring me if I concede! The feelings he has made my body undergo in the last day are like nothing else I have ever experienced. Now that this submissive woman in me has been awoken, I do not know if I can bear the thought of my life without this connection—without Anders.
The kiss concludes, and he plants smaller caresses over my lower lip and then slowly he assesses me again with a look so sinful it could actually produce flames.
“I told you right from the beginning, I will never take you by force. You will never be compelled to couple with me, but if you choose to submit and surrender yourself to me then I promise you I will never stop pleasing you.”
“I remember,” I reply breathlessly.
“Have I been true to my word?” he asks me.
I respond without hesitation. “Yes, my Lofðungr, you have never tried to take me with force. Each time you have had me, I have wanted you.”
Saying the words out loud somehow seems to make them even more powerful and I flush as I confess them.
“Good,” he says. “I promise to always honour your consent. You may be my captive, but you are still wanted and desired.”
“You have my consent,” I murmur, feeling the crown of his now fully erect cock nudging between my thighs.
He chuckles darkly, and stretches my wrists north as he slowly eases himself into my wet folds.



Chapter Twenty-Four: Early Risings
 
 
I rouse from a deep slumber, feeling the heat of Anders’ body to my right. Opening my eyes, I catch a glimpse of him in the half light. My belly twists as I assess the face of the man who has both loved and shamed me. He really is quite captivating to look at—those full lips, the beautiful bone structure and deep penetrating eyes… As he sleeps I notice for the first time just how long and fair his eyelashes are. Never before have I seen a man like this, but then never before have I ever woken up next to one.
He stirs and rolls away from me, taking his long blond locks with him. Stretching out my limbs, I acknowledge the cuffs that still remain at my wrists and ankles, and muse that I am truly his prisoner. I continue to explore my body, finding and tugging at the ring of leather that sits at my neck, and all at once I desire to clean myself up. I imagine how I must look after everything that has transpired in the last day, raising my hands to my hair and feeling the matted canopy over my face. In this moment I determine that I must make myself more presentable before Anders awakes. Swinging my legs from the bed I assume a seated position, and immediately the lingering pain of my spankings awakens. I find my feet quickly to relieve the pressure on my tender behind. Not only has it been thoroughly punished, but my muscles feel sore and used. I recall how Anders had filled my final hole and I cannot help but blush at the memory. Clenching my muscles, I feel the ache but also enjoy the recollections that it inspires.
I jump down from the high mattress and creep away from my sleeping prince, wondering if I can make it to the bathing area without being spotted. As I move I am aware of my throbbing nipples, which had been so gloriously decorated yesterday evening. I have no memory of the cloak pins being removed, but then I barely remember falling asleep at all. My last memory had been Anders pounding my sex again, but in the slowest and most sensual way. I remember the smell of his hair falling over my face as he reached his climax, and then the warmth of our bodies, still intertwined. Beyond this there are no clear memories, and I reconcile that Anders must have removed them at some point after slumber had taken me. I look down to my breasts and see the red hue where the pins had been attached. Seeing the physical signs of my own submission makes me feel strangely proud, and I stroke my tender bosom unthinkingly.
“Where, may I ask, are you going, my lady?”
The sound of Anders’ voice splinters my line of thought and sends that energy curling back through my body. I look to the bed and see him there, propped up on his elbows watching me. From here I can see the musculature of his shoulders and stomach in all of their glory.
“Apologies, my Lofðungr,” I reply in little more than a whisper. “I was hoping to make myself more presentable to you before you awoke.”
I realise how flimsy my answer sounds and worry at once whether he will think I am trying to escape. The thought had genuinely not even crossed my mind.
He regards me thoughtfully for a moment before he responds. “You look fine from here, Aurelie, but let me see for myself. Come to me.”
His words conceal what I suspect to be wicked intent on his part, but slowly my feet shuffle their way back toward the bed, except that this time I make for the side where he lies resting. I approach the bedpost and his words halt me immediately.
“How best should you advance, my captive?”
Our eyes meet for a moment as I consider his question. Now awake, those blue orbs are full of emotion again. He blinks, showing off those long lashes, and then eyes me intensely. Wordlessly I understand what he intends and without prompting I fall to my knees onto the rug-covered floor, making the remainder of the journey in a slow crawl. I reach the side of his bed, my aching breasts hanging in front of me.
“Very good,” he says softly, allowing his right hand to play with my hair as he continues. “Now let me look at you properly. Up on your knees, hands behind your head; present yourself to me for inspection.”
I swallow hard at his words, feeling the ignominy of them burning in my face. The thought of being inspected this way is almost as dehumanising as my bondage yesterday, and yet my body spikes with arousal at the prospect.
“Well?” he asks, his tone clipped.
Realising that my self-analysis has left him waiting, I comply with his command at once, rising to my knees and linking my fingers behind my head. He twists his body to the right toward me. The movement causes the cover to fall from him, revealing the rest of his toned stomach and his manhood, which is already rising at the mere prospect of my inspection.
I say nothing, but watch him as he reaches for my breasts with both of his large hands. They find my bosom simultaneously and begin squeezing my aching mounds. I close my eyes, acknowledging both the pain and the sensuality of the act.
“Widen your legs, my captive,” purrs Anders from over me. “Let me see how wet you are for me.”
I open my eyes in time to see him looming over me, his body now half swung out of bed and his right foot just in front of where I kneel. I separate my legs in silence and see his right hand dip south, over my midriff to my wet folds below. He rubs my sex with his large palm and then lands three hard smacks across the area. I yelp at the surprise of this new hurt, but my body responds in an instant. Arousal pools at the contact with my excited nub and I realise that Anders has felt it too.
“Mmmm…” he says, his voice a deep breathless sound. “Now turn around. Let me see that behind of yours.”
He removes his hand and I begin a slow spin to my right, until my ass is exposed for him to see.
“Back on all fours, Aurelie,” he commands, and like the little pet I have become I respond with obedience; pushing my behind out to him.
“That looks painful,” he says, sounding rather amused as he runs a line over the seat of my bottom. “Does it hurt, my captive?”
“Yes, a little,” I admit, dipping my head at the shameful confession.
“Good,” he replies. “Then you will not forget its meaning or who you now belong to?”
“No, my Lofðungr,” I mumble in response.
His fingers move down to my sex again and massage my lips for a few seconds. The feeling is perfect and I hope silently that Anders will take pity on me and pleasure me this way. My anticipation is crushed as he collects the wetness from between my folds and then raises his fingers north. I know in an instant where they are going and as he finds my tenderness, he rubs the moisture into the hole.
“Put your face on the floor, my captive and lift that ass for me.”
I comply with a deep sigh, lowering my face to the cold floor and resting my arms flat at either side of my head. I offer him my ass with little resistance. Slowly he continues his exploration of the area, massaging it gently. Gradually he dips one and then two digits into me and I gasp at the feeling, recalling how enormous his erection had been inside me. His weight shifts on the bed and I hear him moving closer as his fingers fuck my ass. I lay here, my face and breasts pushed against the hard floor, whilst my hips and behind are raised and open to Anders. He plays with my body at his leisure, choosing which hole to fill and when to halt the exploration. He never stops to ask my permission, and the reality makes me feel so incredibly wanton. I am reduced to being just his plaything, with little or no will of my own. I am here to obey and serve him—a fact that he reinforces with both my punishments and my pleasure. His fingers push deeper, extracting a deep throaty response from my mouth. I know my folds are slick with my own moisture—a thought that serves to degrade and excite me even further.
“Exquisite,” he calls from over me. “Soon I will find some permanent fixture to adorn your behind and keep that hole ready for me, but for now my fingers will have to do.”
My mind reels at this revelation, unsure as to what he could possibly refer, but far too afraid to ask. He pulls his fingers from me, wiping my arousal against my tanned cheeks.
“Up now,” he says, “and as you were before.”
I rise back to my knees and spin slowly to face him. I imagine that my face is now as red as my behind is. He is sitting on the edge of the bed, his manhood now fully erect and inviting.
“Where should your arms be?” he snaps as he regards me, and instantly I realise that they have fallen to my sides instead of being by the side of my head. I blush deeper at my mistake.
“I’m sorry, my Lofðungr,” I answer, rectifying their position. “I forgot your instructions.”
I risk a glance up at his face to gauge how annoyed he is at my error. Our eyes meet and his orbs plough into me.
“Do you need to be taken over my knee again and reminded of my instructions, my captive?”
His tone is terse and it makes me tense with anxiety. “Please no, my Lofðungr,” I reply, imploring him with my eyes as I think about how sore my behind is already. “I swear that I will not forget again!”
He eyes me with a new intensity as he considers my plea. Then his glare softens just a little and is replaced by something else; something new and more wicked. He raises one finger and beckons to me.
“If you are not to be spanked for your transgression, then you’ll need to make yourself useful instead.”
I move toward him on my knees until my breasts brush against the top of his shins. Anders shifts his body further toward the edge of the bed, pressing his legs into my flesh and pushing his erection out proudly to meet my face.
“Open,” he commands as his cock nears my mouth.
I glance up—oh so willing to devour him—as he slides his hardness into my mouth, pushing against the side of my cheek before retreating.
“You will be used to satisfy me this way every morning, Aurelie,” he says, pushing his length back into me. This time he straightens, making his way down my throat until I gag around him. I blink the reflexive tears away from my eyes as he withdraws again, and watch him making short, insistent thrusts into my mouth. He tastes divine; that perfect combination of hot and salty. I imagine I can taste something of my own arousal on his flesh and that thought goads my deepening excitement.
I kneel here, legs spread and hands behind my head whilst he fucks my mouth this way. I would truly love to take him between my lips and pleasure him myself, but Anders makes it clear that this is not an option. This it seems is yet another way to reinforce my place, on the floor and at his feet—here to give him pleasure. My thighs dampen as I consider it and all the while he pounds my mouth with his cock, possessing it any way he chooses. After some moments he grabs my hair into his right hand, lacing his arm through the open window of my bent elbow and holds my head in place as he fucks me.
By now he is standing, towering over me as he slides his length in and out of my open, waiting mouth. I sense the tension growing in his body and feel certain that his pleasure is going to reach a climax soon, so it surprises me when all of a sudden he pulls away. A line of drool connects my mouth to his throbbing erection as he reseats himself on the bed and then moves back lithely. He lies there, propped up on his elbows and watches me, still in position on the floor.
“Do you understand that this is how you will please me every morning?” he asks. His voice is raspy and he sounds painfully aroused. I clench the muscles between my legs at the sound.
“Yes, my Lofðungr,” I reply, feeling my drool falling from my chin to my chest.
“Up here,” he commands, patting the bed next to his groin. “Straddle me.”
I eye him excitedly, unsure of his intentions and yet pleased to be allowed up from the cold floor. I climb onto the bed slowly, watching him carefully and yet he makes no move toward me. Crawling over the top of his legs, I find myself straddling his large thighs, his cock just an inch ahead of my own parted folds. Anders watches my responses with a grin. He is clearly enjoying not only setting the pace, but having the power to totally change direction at will. My head feels as though it is spinning as he reaches for my left breast and begins to massage it. My nipples bead at once, eager for his touch and my body arches as I move toward the exquisite stimulation. Seeing my enjoyment, he leans upward, grabbing my other breast and taking the bud into his hot mouth. Instinctively I close my eyes at the intense sensation, hearing a gasp leave my lips as he suckles me. He removes the nipple from between his lips and stares up at me.
“You were not trying to escape from me this morning, were you, my captive?”
His eyes are dark and look utterly delicious.
“No,” I answer immediately. “I was not, my Lofðungr, I swear it.”
My body tenses as he eyes me, clearly trying to decide if I am speaking the truth. The prospect of upsetting him again and earning yet more punishment fills me with a deep dread. You have to believe me, I implore him with my eyes. For a long moment there is silence save for my laboured breathing. I feel his hardness throbbing impatiently at my thigh as though it too awaits its master’s verdict.
“Good,” he says sensually, raising one hand to caress the side of my face. “Because if I thought you were trying to run, I would have to keep you chained to my bed, Aurelie.”
Our eyes meet again and his intensity sears me. I squirm at the prospect of the bondage, inadvertently rubbing against his erection. “Oh, you like this idea, do you?” he asks me sardonically, one eyebrow rising at the question.
I blush at his words, realising that we both know the truth. Fortunately, he says nothing further on the issue, but relaxes back onto the bed as he speaks again.
“If you are a good girl and serve me well, then I will return your generosity, my sweeting.”
I gaze at him, uncertain of how I should respond. Seeing my hesitation, he smiles. “Mount me, Aurelie,” he says, watching me. “Ride my cock and bring us both pleasure.”
I can barely believe my ears, but climb further up his body quickly, before he changes his mind. Settling myself over the crown of his erection, anxiety creeps into my mind. How will he feel this way? Will he be too large for me? How should I please him?
“Aurelie?” Anders’ voice cuts through the tension in my mind with ease. He takes my right hand and squeezes it a little. “That’s it, just put me inside of you and take me in…”
Reassured by his small gesture, I position the crown against my wetness and then push myself down onto him. Feeling him fill me this way is incredible, and he smiles as he watches me.
“Ah, yes!” he exclaims. “Fabulous! Now ride yourself up, down and against me.”
Trusting his guidance, I begin to move, pressing my hips forward as I reach the base of his hardness and then raising myself up again. I do not allow him to be free of my body and instead come crashing back down onto him. My sex hits the bottom of his length and the friction I find there sends a wave of new arousal coursing through me. I groan, throwing my weight forward to increase the feeling. I land on my hands, which are on either side of his shoulders and press my breasts against his naked chest as I use my hips and thighs to slide up and down his manhood.
I lose myself here, relishing both the pleasure and the closeness to Anders. Feeling his hands in my hair as I fuck him produces low groans from my mouth. I tilt my head up to see him and find him once again staring back at me.
“Yes…” he says softly, “fuck me, my captive.”
I blink down at him, unable to respond as the burgeoning desire in me swells. He pulls me to him, using his hands to compel me down toward his lips. I find them waiting for me and I do not hesitate as I press mine against them. He remains passive, permitting me the initiative and for the first time I truly kiss him, dragging my tongue around his lower lip and dipping gently into his hot mouth. When he is satisfied he draws me away, smiling.
“Now back up tall, Aurelie,” he orders carnally. “Put your hands behind your back as though your wrists are bound again and ride me hard.”
He uses his enormous body weight to push me backward and I find myself back on my knees again, my legs outstretched over his thighs. I link my fingers together behind my back and try to catch my breath, but it’s hopeless. Feeling his passion throbbing inside me is singly the most erotic thing I have ever experienced and I cannot hope to contain the way it makes me feel. I begin to move up and down, using only my thighs for strength and direction. With my arms held tightly behind my back, it’s easy to imagine them being bound this way, and the idea makes me even more aroused.
“Faster, my captive,” he gasps breathlessly. “Ride me harder and faster.”
I respond with everything I have, bouncing up and down on his length and feeling my aching bosom springing ahead of me. Watching them as though in a trance, Anders grabs hold of both breasts, tugging hard on my excited nipples and pulling them toward him. The added impetus of this stimulation is staggering and as I ride him I feel my pleasure nearing its peak. Sensing my climax is near and approaching his own, Anders begins to move with me, thrusting deep and hard against me as I simultaneously move up and down him. He yanks hard at my nipples, sending fresh waves of desire spiking through me and I yell out some indecipherable noise, urging him on. I am so close—so very close and his forcing me to lean forward this way only adds to the friction that is silently going to make me detonate.
At his next thrust I lose it, peaking into a soul-shattering climax that threatens to splinter the whole of my reality. I feel all of my muscles contracting at once as he spears me again and I clench around his length as it falls and rises into my wetness. Leaning over him, I groan, but hold my hands still at the small of my back as commanded. His hard, insistent thrusts continue as the pleasure pulses through me in long, tightening waves, until he too finds his summit and explodes inside of me. I gaze into his face, etched in ecstatic torment and watch as the pleasure overwhelms him. Resting against the soft hair of his chest, I catch my breath as his body calms. Eventually he raises his head to look at me and I respond in turn. Our eyes lock as he pulls me down for a kiss. This time he sets the pace and I open gladly for him, feeling his tongue dominate my mouth as his cock spasms inside my wetness.
As the kiss concludes, he takes hold of my shoulders and rolls me lithely onto my back. Now on top of me, he resumes our coupling by gently thrusting into me once more. My tender bottom screams in protest as it rubs over the covers, but pinioned under his weight and with my arms trapped behind my back, I can do little to resist him. Furthermore, I find that I no longer want to. I am so unbelievably wet and aroused for Anders and seem to have been from the first few hours of meeting him. Whether he is punishing, humiliating, or rewarding me, my body seems to respond only in positives, offering him my submission gladly in exchange for this intimacy.
He pauses and gazes down at me intently. “Good morning, my sweeting,” he says tenderly.
A surge of unexpected emotion fills me as I watch him. I realise that in this moment I could very well fall in love with this man. For everything he has done and taken from me, he has also shown me this new, undiscovered side of myself and offered me a life of service and pleasure by his side. I push the thought away as his blue eyes observe me.
“Good morning, my Lofðungr,” I whisper.
“Isn’t this a nicer way to start the new day?” he muses over me. “You serve me and then pleasure us both?”
As he speaks he begins to move inside me once again. I gasp at how hard he still is and how wet I have become.
“Yes,” I agree, thinking on my morning yesterday when Magnus had so enjoyed tormenting me. “This is much better.”
He offers me a chaste kiss, brushing his lips over mine before drawing backward and finally withdrawing from my body. I watch as he moves off the bed, leaving me here feeling both comforted and lost at the same time. He strides away, grabbing a pair of trousers from the nearby table and pulling them on over his nakedness. Watching his bare behind disappear under his clothing, I mentally hold on to the image of its perfect form.
“There is business to attend to, my captive,” he says, securing his trousers. “An important deed that we must attend to.”
I twist my body at these words, that old knot of tension tightening in my belly. I wonder to what business he refers, but say nothing on the subject.
He smiles knowingly as he closes the distance between us and leans over my exposed body.
“Once all is dealt with, we shall both bathe, and I will order us a feast to celebrate you truly being mine.”
His eyes light up like a child’s at the idea and I too welcome the notion, my hunger having not been fully sated for some days.
“Yes, my Lofðungr,” I murmur.
“Rise now,” he commands casually as he saunters away toward the entrance to his quarters. “We must away soon.”
I move from the bed, sliding to the floor and padding over to join him. He regards me, tilting his head to one side as I approach. A small smile forms on his full lips as he speaks.
“Perhaps we do need to clean you up before the duties of the day!” he laughs, clearly amused by the state I am in.
I press my lips together in a hard line, wanting desperately to rebuff him but knowing the spanking that will earn me. He halts his laughter, seeing my irritation and opens his arms to me.
“Come now, Aurelie. I mention it only in jest—you are still my beautiful Donrose captive.”
I shudder reflexively at his apt description, but move toward him nonetheless.



Chapter Twenty-Five: Gifts from Anders
 
 
The next hours pass in a blur. Fresh water and fruit are brought to Anders’ quarters by a girl I do not recognise. I sit by his feet at the fire whilst he again offers me a goblet of water and some slices of the juicy flesh. Made to crawl to the bathing area, I am cleansed under his steely supervision and then lifted from the tub by Anders’ strong arms, which seek to dry me with the fur of some unknown animal. Sometime later I find myself back in his chambers. I remain passive, feeling almost surreal as I watch the activity around me. Servants run in and out, past the heavy drapes that separate his privacy from the court. They bring clothing and messages from the prince’s many envoys and soldiers. During this time, I lay in a dreamlike state by the fire, my skin warming against its burgeoning flames. My mind wanders, considering my position here with Anders and recalling the promise I had made to Bowen. I scrutinise my actions, wondering if I am to blame for my fate: could I have done more to protect Donrose? Should I have resisted the invaders, whatever my personal passions?
My eyes look past the hive of activity in the room, searching the canvas walls and the fine-looking garments being laid out for Anders. I eye the place where I’d been forced to kneel on my first evening, whilst he had summoned Brigida to his bed. I flush at the memory, recalling how reddened my behind had been from my very first spanking. To the right three women appear and strip the bedding from the large, canopied bed. I colour a little further as I imagine the combination of my desire and Anders’ seed that has soiled those sheets. Anders is dressed by two male attendants, and still I remain pensive, reflecting on my brother. What would he think of his little sister now if he could see me here, naked and full of lust for her captor? I feel certain that he would be disappointed and the knowledge resonates, making me gloomy as the bustle around me continues.
At length I am approached by a short-haired female servant, wearing a long cream tunic. I raise my eyes to look at her and recognise her as one of Anders’ attendants from the feast yesterday. Jealousy surfaces in me and the strength of the emotion takes me by surprise.
She holds out some fabric in her hands. “You are to wear this,” she says, speaking at me, rather than to me.
I barely acknowledge her, instead my gaze returning to the dancing flames to my left. Out of the corner of my eye I see her turn to Anders, her arms outstretched, clearly vexed at my response. I stifle a laugh at her reaction, but force myself to meet his eye.
“Leave it on the rug,” he orders, dismissing her with a wave of his hand. Disgruntled by his tone, she pouts and bobs her head to one side as though she cannot believe Anders has sided with his foreign captive. Her flaxen hair falls around her face, hiding her growing indignation and she practically throws the garment in my lap before turning and fleeing from the scene.
Anders, now fully dressed in clean trousers and tunic, eyes me from the bed, one eyebrow already raised at my performance.
“You were rather rude to my servant, Aurelie…”
His tone is hard, but the smile on his face gives away his true feelings on the subject.
“Apologies, my Lofðungr,” I mumble in response.
He rises from the bed, immediately gaining my full attention. “I chose this dress for you personally,” he says as he approaches. “So please stand and wear it for me.”
I take the material in my hands, running it between my forefinger and thumb. It feels like a coarse lace, but appears to be lined on the other side with a softer fabric. I make it to my feet just as he reaches the fire. Taking the dress from me, he holds it up high above the flames and allows it to fall until it reaches the rug by my feet. For a moment I am awed. It is a thing of great beauty, each section made into intricate-looking flowers and it would surely have taken some time and skill to create. More than this though, I am stunned that after all of my ordeals yesterday, he desires for me to wear anything at all.
“Th-thank you,” I stutter at the sight of the dress.
He smiles again, gesturing for me to move forward. I do so, bending to collect the hem and pulling the fabric apart and over my head. Anders aids its transition and takes a small step back to admire me as the outfit settles over my skin. Wearing a full-length ensemble after days of having nothing but my own my nakedness to protect me feels incredibly strange. I look down at myself, seeing the long lace sleeves wrapping around my arms and the low drop of the dress, barely covering my breasts. He moves toward me again, sweeping my hair to one side and producing from his pocket my black leather collar, which had been removed as I bathed earlier. A look passes between us as we both acknowledge the accessory. I say nothing, wisely remaining mute on the subject and accepting the adornment that pleases him so much.
“You are beautiful,” he whispers, leaning in over my body and kissing the top of my damp hair. “Yesterday you were punished and suffered at my command. Today my people will see your beauty for themselves and will come to accept you as my concubine.”
I process his words as he towers over me. A concubine? Surely that is just a pretty word for a slave of sexual purpose? My mind shudders at the label and yet unbelievably my thighs dampen at the prospect.
“There is one more thing,” he says, pausing to examine my features. The tone in his voice has shifted somehow, awakening the butterflies in my stomach. “I have a possession that once belonged to you. Since we have now reached an accord, it feels wrong to conceal it from you any further.”
He strides away to the table behind us, leaving me to puzzle at his words before returning with a sword resting flat across his palms. I survey it with interest, my eyes dragging over the long blade. As he approaches I recognise the shape of the encrusted handle. My belly twists, stirring that customary anxiety in me. If I didn’t know better, I would swear on the gods that the sword was Aurora, the weapon which Bowen had bestowed upon me. The look of the thing in this foreign environment startles me. The sword that my brother had sacrificed for my protection now lies here with me—both of us the possession of Anders of Norse.
“It is your sword, my sweeting?” Anders’ voice slices through my thoughts.
“Yes…” I begin, although the remaining words fail to find me.
“Then it should rightly be returned to you, Aurelie,” he says, moving toward me again. “Once this raid is done I shall bring you north to my homelands, and perhaps you will get to wield your weapon once more?” He eyes me intently, his gaze drilling into my flushed skin. “In the meantime, know that I will keep it safe for you, Aurelie—just as I shall keep you safe.”
His fists close around Aurora and for a long moment there is silence. The air around us feels thick with unspoken emotion. Slowly I pull my gaze from Anders to Aurora, and watch as he turns, striding back to the table. He returns to my side with a new length of rope, which he secures to the small loop worked into the leather at my throat. Our eyes lock as he completes the task and my nipples contract under the intensity of the look I find there. It’s as though a shroud has fallen over me. All thoughts of my kin cease and my mind quiets at once, focusing only on my submission to Anders. I swallow hard as I acknowledge the feeling; yes, he wants to command me, but more than that, I want to submit to him.
He takes the end of the rope, tightening it in his hand and forcing me to take a step toward him. The sudden motion causes my breasts to tremble beneath the confines of the dress and noticing this, Anders uses his other hand to cup my left mound. He presses his large palm into my nipple, teasing its already excited bud into a length between his fingers. I gasp out loud, now visibly excited at his intensity and approach.
“Later,” he says softly. “After the ceremony, I will have you, my captive.”
His eyes sear into me, liquefying the energy in my body into a single pulse between my legs. In spite of everything, despite my abduction and captivity and all of the degrading things he has compelled me to do, I am fixated by Anders. His eyes are hypnotic, coercing me to do his bidding and knowing somehow that I will adore every moment of his base attentions.
Without another word, he turns, leading me by the rope as he walks away. After everything that has happened in the last hours, I fully expect a command to crawl, but by some miracle he says nothing on the subject. As he leads me across the throne room and out into the light, a bud of pride begins to bloom in me. He has chosen this exquisite dress for me to wear and now he’s permitting me to walk! It seems almost astounding to me, as though it’s more than I have deserved somehow; a ridiculous notion when you consider my position.
We pass into the bustling camp, men and women falling to their knees at the sight of their prince. I scuttle behind him, my feet managing the earth underfoot with ease compared to the previous day. With my limbs unrestrained I view the rope between us with obscure vanity. I want to shout to the women eyeing me with suspicion: “I belong to Anders; he has chosen me!”
Pushing the emotion down into a wry smile, I follow behind him. We are not moving at a fast pace and yet I feel my breathing becoming more erratic, his dominance over me causing yet more arousal. Once more my mind reels at the effect Anders has over me: how can Aurelie of Donrose want to be led around like this? How can I enjoy it? And yet I knew beyond any doubt that I do.
We walk a few moments, Anders pausing to speak to various ushers and servants. Whilst he does, I wait dutifully behind him, feeling the eyes of almost everyone around me burning into my skin. Our path takes us along the camp and I realise with growing embarrassment that this is the same direction I was paraded along just yesterday. My mind whirls at the notion that most of these people have probably seen me bound and naked. As we walk I swallow my pride, accepting that if I belong to Anders then whatever he wills is what I must do. I consider my punishment the night before, the agony and the ecstasy of my submission to him, and how it had felt as he slid himself into me. He had made me his again and now that’s exactly how I intend to stay.
Eventually, Anders leads me to the wooden platform that had previously hosted the feast. Now empty apart from a solitary high-backed chair and small table, the ghosts of that event are still present to me. Seating himself on the throne in the middle of the elevated area, he motions for me to come to his side, drawing the rope toward his body.
“Sit by me, Aurelie,” he says in a low voice.
I fall to my knees to the right of the chair, resting my legs to one side. Guards move in behind us, securing their prince and ahead the crowds begin to build. Eager, expectant faces look up at Anders and all the time, I can feel the leather at my neck, pulled slightly by the taut rope between us. Settling into my place, I am grateful for the length of the dress. The material reaches my ankles and provides a level of warmth, security, and dignity that had previously been denied to me.
Two women approach with large platters of food. I see the cooked meats and breads as they pass and my belly reminds me just how long it has been since I last ate a reasonable meal. The platters are positioned on a table to the left of Anders and he thanks the women as they turn to leave. As he reaches to his left to choose some food, more servants appear with large pitchers. I imagine the rich wine they contain and am suddenly desperate for something to quench my thirst.
“Here, Aurelie.”
Anders’ voice distracts me from my pitiful thoughts and I see him handing me a leg of poultry. I take the meat, examining it and feeling its heat. The skin has been well baked and is browned nicely. The flesh beneath smells delicious!
“Thank you,” I reply, feeling genuinely grateful.
I take a large bite of the meat and relish the taste as I consume it. Anders smiles at my response, passing next some freshly baked bread and then a small goblet filled with water. I long for the wine, but do not reject his kindness, thanking him again for his generosity. I eat my fill by Anders’ hand and as I sit by his side, my appetite feels at last contented.
Draining my goblet, I watch with interest as a public session of court begins, with individuals being brought forward to Anders either for punishment or reward. I watch one fellow—some type of farmer—dragged before Anders and charged with the theft of grain and some vegetables. Secured in manacles, he is flanked by two guards and begs his prince for forgiveness. I glance up to my left to where Anders sits casting judgement. He eyes the man intently as he considers his fate, permitting his pleas for several long moments, until he raises one palm. This action silences him in an instant, and it seems as though everyone holds their breath, awaiting his verdict.
“Samuel Olafsson,” he calls out. “I find you guilty of the charges of theft presented today.”
The man falls to his knees and sobs at hearing the decision.
“There is no room in our community for thieves and liars—we are at war and must all work together against our common foe. You will be whipped tomorrow at dawn—ten lashes should suffice to remind you never to steal again.”
I gasp inwardly at the punishment, imagining the sting of the whip and praying that I never have to meet its cruel kiss. Ahead of us Samuel thanks his prince in small sobs, before being led from the platform, and next to me Anders sighs. It’s a deep, low sound that probably only reaches my ear. He tightens the grip on the rope in his right hand and pulls me nearer. I am forced from my resting position to kneel right next to his chair.
A new man arrives before us, falling to one knee at the sight of Anders. A guard behind me introduces him and explains that he had saved the life of three comrades during the attack on Donrose. It occurs to me that the entire dialogue plays out in a tongue that I can understand and I wonder if Anders has commanded it this way intentionally. After the announcement, there is silence as Anders considers the information.
“Thank you, Kendrick,” he says eventually, throwing a large smile at the man kneeling before him. “Your bravery is acknowledged and gratefully applauded. I will arrange for your kin to be rewarded with a purse from the Crown.”
“Thank you, my Lofðungr!” cried Kendrick, reaching out his arms to Anders.
He acknowledges him with a small wave, before gesturing for Kendrick to also be led from the platform. As the men depart, Anders draws me closer again, and this time he looks to me, a devilish look in his eye.
“Not long now, my captive,” he purrs seductively.
I shudder reflexively at his tone, but smile as I imagine what his intention may be. He releases the tension in the rope a little, allowing me to reseat myself on my still tender behind and await the next subject. To my amazement I see Magnus climbing the wooden steps and standing before Anders and me. Once again I am struck by his sheer size and as my eyes climb his body, I see his face, hardened and unforgiving, awaiting his prince. He falls to one knee, expectantly.
“Magnus The Strong,” Anders exclaimed. “You have long been a true and faithful servant and a friend to your prince. I have always valued your devotion to your king and country. That is why I have chosen you to lead our reconnaissance mission.”
Magnus cocks his head at the news and for a brief moment his gaze turns to me, searing into me and assessing my attire. His eyes throw an accusation at me: this is you, they sneer; you have caused this! He bows his head for a second before answering.
“Thank you, my Lofðungr. It is an unexpected honour to have been tasked with this mission.”
“Indeed,” replies Anders, watching him from his throne. “You will lead a team of experienced soldiers and will explore these new lands. Find out where we should next charge our armies and raise the flag of the north!”
Magnus nods as he rises, and takes a small step toward his master. “Of course,” he says. “If you think my services will best serve you in this way?”
His tone is cutting, dripping with complaint at his new role.
“I do,” responds Anders, and then dropping his voice, he continues. “Whilst you are gone, consider that you may never again enjoy what belongs to me.”
I sit there frozen to the spot as the impact of the exchange resonates like thunder from the gods. The two men exchange looks, Magnus ultimately deferring to his prince with a bow as he backs away.
“Go whilst the light rides with you brother and remember—you take our hopes and expectations with you!”
Anders’ voice cuts through the near palpable tension surrounding us. At his words the crowd below cheers, calling for Magnus’ good fortunes. Before he turns, the weight of his stare lands on me once again. I dare to meet his eye, no longer willing to succumb to his intimidations, and in his face I see pure malice. He bows again, before turning and stalking from the platform and down the steps to the attention of the crowds.
I exhale, unaware that I must have been holding my breath and from the corner of my eye I see Anders looking at me. I turn to meet those blue orbs. He nods at me as he speaks. “You are mine now, my captive,” he says. “Never again will I allow another man to come between us.”



Chapter Twenty-Six: A New Anxiety
 
 
Anders is called to the throne room by two fully armed soldiers who mount the stage as Magnus departs. Anxious whispers and glances are exchanged and we return to the pavilion with haste. His strides are so long and fast that I am forced to run to keep pace with him. As he enters the open space of the pavilion, I see twelve of his men assembled on small stalls around his throne. I recognise some of the faces, but know who none of them are. They rise as Anders approaches.
“Gentlemen,” he declares. “I have just heard the news…”
There are hushed exchanges around the circle as I am led behind Anders. One man, older in age than many of the others and clearly superior in rank, stands up.
“My Lofðungr,” he replies, bowing low. “The matters we must discuss are of the utmost importance. I have called upon your privy council and…” he looks over Anders’ shoulder to me as he continues, “we must speak in private.”
“Of course, my Lord,” replies Anders, nodding in agreement. “Allow me to settle my consort and I shall return to your lordships forthwith.”
The men mumble their understanding, eyeing me with suspicion as I am led away and back to the room where I have spent so much of the last few days. As the drape is pulled back and we move inside the space, Anders turns immediately, pulling me to him by the rope.
“Alas, my captive,” he whispers, holding me next to his body. “Duty calls me for now, but to you I swear—I shall return directly after this covenant and claim you once again.”
I swallow hard at the intensity in his eye.
“Yes, my Lofðungr,” I murmur as he drops the rope between us, causing it to fall low between my breasts.
“Strip now and go to the bed.”
I hear the words and yet cannot quite process them. “My Lofðungr?” I ask as though I don’t quite understand.
He presses against me with predatory intention. “Do as I have asked, my captive,” he replies, his voice low.
I back away a few small steps, unsure of what urgent matters now call him away, but feeling my nipples harden at his tone. Slowly and with some reluctance I bend to collect the hem of my clothing. I have enjoyed this dress, its beauty and its protection, and I am reticent to see it go. Sensing there is little choice in arguing, I pull the material up and over my head, handing it to Anders’ outstretched arms as I conclude. He looks at me, his eyes alive with passion, like a hungry animal.
“The bed…” he says flatly and I can hear the strain of lust in his voice.
I turn and move to my right, reaching the now beautifully presented bedding. I climb up onto the high mattress, turning to sit and face Anders. As my behind touches the soft furnishings I am reminded once again just how tender my bottom still is. He moves toward me and it’s then that I see the fresh rope in his hand. My belly twists with nervous excitement and I know that I am pulling in air to my chest much faster than I need. He stands next to the bed, watching me.
“Lie down and make yourself comfortable, my captive,” he purrs, his voice struggling to contain the excitement he is obviously feeling at the prospect of binding me here.
I look desperately from Anders to the other side of the chamber, searching for a way out, which I already know does not exist.
“But, my Lofðungr,” I begin, trying to reason with him.
He silences me with one word. “Now!”
Resigned to my fate, I fall back against the soft covers, watching him as he begins work on securing the first length of rope to the left post behind my head. He allows a good distance of the bind and then takes my left wrist gently, securing the end of the rope around it. He works quickly and in silence. All too soon I find that my ankles have been bound in a similar fashion. As he works on securing my right wrist, I pull myself up as much as I can to see the restrictions of my bondage.
“I have allowed you lots of room to manoeuvre,” he says, assessing my concern as he tugs against the final bind. “This rope should not harm or mark you, but it will keep you in place until I return.”
I test the ropes, pulling against them a little to see what he means. The threads may be soft in nature, but collectively they make a strong bind. Despite the slack in the ropes, which enable me to roll to either side and even draw my knees up to my body, I realise I am going nowhere. Anders seats himself on the bed to my right as he looks at me.
“Now, do I need to gag my little captive, or will you be able to remain quiet whilst I am working?”
My eyes dart to his in an instant, imagining myself yet again gagged by the small fruit that has so tormented me of late. “I will be quiet,” I whisper.
He smiles again. “Good. The fire has just been stoked and replenished so you should be warm enough.”
He leans in over me, forcing my body back against the covers. As he moves, his right hand slips deftly between my outstretched thighs, massaging my folds in his own measured way.
“I will be claiming this when I return,” he purrs, the vibration of this voice sending a new thrill through me. His face closes the distance to mine and before I can blink, his warm full lips crash into mine, kissing my yielding mouth into immediate surrender.
After a moment he moves, mouth and hands retreating all too soon. I lean up and watch him striding away from the bed toward the heavy drapes. Before he passes through, he turns to assess me. I want to say something to him—to call out and ask him to stay, ask him to fuck me, to talk to me, anything but being left bound to his bed this way. However, the threat of the gag hangs over me and I dare not. Instead I watch as he leaves, slipping through the dark curtain until he is gone.



Chapter Twenty-Seven: An Unexpected Diversion
 
 
I lie back on the bed, my limbs spread-eagled by the ropes holding me in place. I am neither hot nor cold, and yet I cannot get comfortable. Never in my days have I ever been restrained this way and I realise it will take some getting used to. I test the ropes, rolling onto my left side as far as I can. My body is able to make the transition and yet my right arm, still connected to the post behind my head, is unable to make the position a satisfying one. After a moment I feel the loss of sensation from my left elbow, now pinioned under my own body weight and with resignation I roll back onto my back, staring up at the canopied roof above me.
I take a deep breath and try to think. So much has happened in the past few days that I seem to have lost my reasoning altogether. I know I should feel anger and indignation at the way I have been treated. Carried from my home by the invaders who sought to usurp it, I have been consistently bound, punished, and humiliated at the hands of Anders and his men. A bubble of rage grows inside of me—a part of the Aurelie I used to be; the woman who had fought to defend her father’s castle from the north. I rationalise that I am not to blame for any of these events. I am a prisoner of war; a prize that has been captured by my enemy, against my will. But ah… herein sits the quandary! I can say with certainty that the initial actions taken against me were absolutely not my choice and yet, since that first day, after I had been brought here to Anders, my will appears to have softened quite considerably. Not that I have chosen what has been done to me. I certainly would never have chosen to be displayed naked in public, or to be used as a piece of furniture. I would never have proffered myself for these ignominious tasks, or volunteered to be bound or spanked like a naughty little common girl, and yet nonetheless I have somehow found immense pleasure in these acts.
I cannot settle, my limbs struggling aimlessly against the ropes that hold me here as my mind rattles through the events of recent days. I look down the length of my body, eyeing the rope at my neck, the outstretched ankles and trembling legs and the wet folds hiding beneath the soft hair between them.
How I wish I could pleasure them now! I reason that this would make the time without Anders pass in a much speedier fashion. I pull the ropes at my wrists, bringing them as far south as I can. Both reach almost as far as my breasts, but will allow me to go no further. I groan in frustration, bucking my hips upward as though they somehow think they can instead reach my hands. I fall back against the covers again, feeling the arousal in me simmering like a low, insistent drumming. My bondage does little to calm me, for every time I move I am reminded of my status here; a thing that Anders can bind and abandon, safe in the knowledge that he can return to claim me whenever he chooses. I squeeze my eyes closed in frustration.
Why? Why must I feel this way?
My body has betrayed me from the first hours of being taken from my castle, providing me only arousal and stimulation where there should have been fear and disgust.
Sounds penetrate the walls of the pavilion, dissolving my internal monologue. I hear the cries of men and what I think are the crunches of metal hitting metal, but I cannot decipher if the noises are made in celebration or terror. Whatever the case, knowing there is something going on outside when I am restrained in such a physical way is infuriating. I strain against my binds, trying to hear the detail, but it’s useless. From my place tied to the bed I can no more hear what’s happening than I can see it. I groan out loud, frustration mixing with the concern the unsettling sounds has stirred in me. The disruption outside the pavilion continues, growing in volume. As I listen, the sense of dread in me increases as well. Something is definitely happening beyond Anders’ chamber and the thought scares me. Without Anders here, who will protect me if there is some uprising within his men? What if another has an eye on the throne? What if Magnus himself has returned to seek retribution for his temporary leave of court?
It’s then that a sudden loud noise cuts though my thoughts. It’s the sound of something slashing through material with force. The noise begins near the top of the wall, beyond my eye line, and then rips slowly downward into view, slicing the confines of my prison in one effortless motion. My eyes assess the blade being driven through the canvas of Anders’ chambers, away to my right and fear rises in me fast. Who is this? Who would dare to risk an attack on Anders? Worse yet, I realise I am helpless to confront whomever is going to appear through the opening. Bound here to the bed, I am powerless to prevent them from taking whatever they choose, including me.
My heart pounds in my ears, anxiety drilling into my head as I see the blade slide away and two hands appear in the lacerated wall. The hands reach in and then draw away from each other, pulling the material apart. What should I do? Should I call out for Anders? Would he even hear me? I open my mouth to make a desperate plea, but there is no sound. Fear it seems has taken my voice and with it any chance of rescue. I watch, transfixed by the intruder. The hands are large and have long, pale fingers attached to them. A man then, I conclude. What will he think when he finds not Anders here, but instead his bound and vulnerable slave? I am surely done for! Or maybe, the intruder already knows of the absence of Anders and has chosen this chance to impose, knowing that I will be here alone and defenceless? All of a sudden a large booted foot appears, stepping through the now ruined canvas. A rush of cool outside air blasts in, chilling me despite the energy racing around my bound body. The boot is followed by a long leg, dressed not in the usual dark Nordic trouser, but in a lighter grey tone—a shade I used to know… The leg bends and as my mind reels a head and face come briefly into view, but disappear again above the canopy of the bed. Fleetingly I see brown hair falling around the incumbent face, and then he is gone, towering over the bedside and no doubt taking in my bound and naked form.
“Please!” I whimper, pulling against my binds futilely. “Please do not harm me!”
He moves forward, another tall and imposing figure and to my horror I see him removing his cape and tunic. I know now that he does intend to harm and violate me, and that he is preparing himself for the deed.
“For the sake of the gods!” I cry, imploring him. “Do not do this thing you mean to do.”
He moves with lithe ease. The tunic is removed in no time at all, revealing armour plating over a pale doublet. I tense, expecting him to strip further, and am amazed when he shakes out the tunic and allows it to land over my torso, covering my nudity. I strain upward, making it to my elbows.
“Who are you?” I hiss, growing in confidence despite my continued unease. “What do you think you are doing?”
“Peace, Aurelie,” comes the reply in a hushed tone. “I have come to rescue you!”
I pause, processing the voice. It belongs to someone I know and had assumed I would never see again.
“Bowen!” I nearly cry out his name as the realisation finally hits me. It’s Bowen! I am saved!
“Hush!” he whispers, seating himself on the bed where Anders had been himself just a short while before. We exchange a long look and I examine his bloodstained, weary face. His eyes, usually so soft and warm, look hardened with rage.
“What have they done to you?” he growls. “My innocent little Aurelie!”
I rile at his words, feeling suddenly ashamed about what has transpired. “All is well,” I snap, sounding rather more clipped than I’d intended.
He tilts his head, examining me. “I shall never forgive myself for abandoning you to this fate,” he says grimly. “Let me cut you free and take you from this place.”
He stands, releasing his dagger and moves forward to cut through the rope at my right wrist. I watch him as he moves down to my ankles and then releases my remaining bondage, finally pausing to untie the leather at my neck.
“Where can we go, brother?” I ask, lowering my voice. “This is the Nordic camp and they have taken the castle at Donrose!”
He turns to me and grins.
“Had,” he corrects me. “Eustace and I have rounded the support of the south and ridden back to fight for our castle. The battle has raged this last day and all the while I have been surprised that more of the Norse men have not returned to stand up to us. My spies have told me that there has been some type of celebration here; festivities if you can believe it?”
I rise from the bed, grabbing the tunic to my skin as my stomach tenses. I can well believe the things Bowen is telling me as I myself had been at the very centre of these festivities. Is it possible that the distraction of my humiliating punishments had lured Anders’ attention from the threat of my brothers’ men approaching from the south?
“Have you taken the castle back, Bowen?” I ask in a low whisper.
He smiles. Those warm laughter lines appear at his brown eyes, making him seem much more like the Bowen of old.
“Aye, sister,” he replies. “Although we have few men to secure it. Eustace has gone east with a few good men, to protect our border. Once the battle was done and I failed to find you, a number of our servants told me of your fate. What has happened?”
I blanch at the question and rise from the bed.
“I tried to fight the hordes,” I begin as I pull the length of his tunic over my nudity. Obligingly he averts his gaze from my direction as I dress, instead searching Anders’ private quarters. “Yet I was overcome by the sheer physicality of these men.”
Bowen turns to me, now that I am attired in his tunic. “You are not to blame, Aurelie,” he says, reassuring me. “I should have remained to protect you.”
I shake my head. “It would not have helped, brother,” I maintain. “These northerners seek only to kill and pillage. You would have been destroyed like so many of those who stood against them.”
He eyes me, acknowledging my words with a shake of his own head.
“Still, I shall not forgive myself,” he states resolutely, handing me his cloak. “Wear this, sister, it is time we made haste from this place.”
I manage a small smile. I am so pleased to see my brother alive and well and yet, the thought of leaving this place makes me feel unexpectedly melancholy. I throw the cloak out behind me, securing it with the metal pin and I recall how my own breasts had looked adorned with such items. Bowen waits, watching me, a bemused look on his face.
“But what of the Nordic guard?” I ask, recalling how Anders’ counsel continues in the throne room right next to where we are standing.
“Worry not, sister,” he answers. “Our men are in control here. We have taken the invaders when they least expected it and now we will retake our father’s throne.”
I watch him, imagining him sitting where our father used to once sit.
“Let us leave, Aurelie,” he insists, holding open the split in the canvas.
I take a step forward and then all at once I remember Aurora.
“Wait!” I whisper, skipping around the end of the bed to where the sword sits on the small waiting table. I grab the encrusted handle, raising her from her slumber and revealing her glory to Bowen.
“Aurora!” His smile widens at the sight of his own sword. “Bring her and let us depart, sister!”
We leave through the slit in the canvas wall. Bowen holds the space open for me and as I take my first step into freedom, I take one final glance back into the realm of Anders. In this place so much has changed for me. I have been the victim, the captive, the lover, and the consort of Anders—all here in this space. Come what may from now on, I am certain that Aurelie of Donrose can never be the same lady again.



Chapter Twenty-Eight: The Return to Donrose
 
 
The pink sunset dims the skyline as we emerge from Anders’ pavilion. Bowen’s men are everywhere, most greeting me with a smile and a wave as they hold the positions they have claimed. The bodies of the Nordic men are strewn over the ground, reminding me of the night Castle Donrose fell around me. I cannot imagine how Bowen has managed to take so many of Anders’ men so quickly. He must have been planning this assault for days. I reconcile that my brother is a great military leader, and will one day make a mighty sovereign.
To my right a few of my brother’s men sit around an impromptu fire, tending to small injuries. Instinctively I make my way toward them, certain that I can assist in some way. Taking my hand, Bowen pulls me away toward his steed, Gulliver.
“Bowen,” I protest as I am led away. “Let me help your men!”
He shakes his head at me. “No, Aurelie, you are too precious,” he tells me. “We will ride to the castle. The rest of the men will secure this area and bring the prisoners back to Donrose.”
“Prisoners?” I ask, my interest piqued.
Bowen turns to me. “Do not concern yourself, sweet Aurelie,” he says, curling a long arm around my shoulder. “You are safe now. You are safe with me and I am never going to abandon you again.”
I smile as we embrace, trying to suppress the concern I feel for Anders and concentrate on the love I have for my brother.
“Thank you for coming to find me,” I whisper against his chest.
He pulls me closer. “You’re my kin, Aurelie,” he replies. “I will always be here for you.” He kisses my forehead, concluding our moment of closeness. “Now it is time to return to our castle and retake what belongs to us, sister.”
I mount his stallion, Gulliver, with Aurora at my side, and Bowen sitting behind me the way Magnus had done once on the ride from the castle. The similarity is startling, except that this time I am empowered and not captured. We journey out from the camp and back along the road to Donrose. The fires and tents pass in a blur, turning into the mountains, and then the trees and fields of the countryside. I lean against my brother’s chest, my body tiring even as my mind reels from recent events. Bowen has rescued me from my captivity, giving me the freedom that Anders would have no doubt denied me. So why do I feel so sad to be heading away from my prison and my captor? Why does the dull ache between my legs goad me in my newfound liberty?
We travel on, surrounded by Bowen’s men on horseback and I begin to drift in and out of slumber. My dreams are heavy with shadows and full of perverse omens. I am bound and draped over the lap of some strong man, although I cannot twist to see the face of my oppressor. He lands a smack on my upturned backside, the impact landing full force against my bared cheeks. I cry out in confusion and pain, unsure about who is delivering this punishment and what I have done to warrant it. In my mind I imagine it to be Anders, seeing his large palm connecting with my flesh and yet… There is something about the delivery that reminds me of Magnus instead.
Again I turn, trying to identify the man who is choosing to punish me and yet my hands are bound into the small of my back and I am unable to see my assailant. I am spanked over and over again, a chastising onslaught delivered in silence. I cry out, begging for the spanking to cease and to be freed, but all to no avail. I am pushed to the very brink, the pain spreading across my behind and lower back as I squirm helplessly against my binds. Tears fill my eyes, then spill down my cheeks, and still the hand above me makes contact with my reddened ass. I pant from the humiliating combination of pain and arousal that spikes through my body, pushing the air in and out of my chest. All at once the spanking stops and instead insistent fingers begin to delve and probe my wet, excited folds. I moan, wanting to be free from this attack and yet now also wanting to reach the pleasure I know awaits the end of this line.
“Please,” I gasp, feeling one finger sliding inside of me.
There is no reply. Instead I feel another finger running through my moisture and then probing my darkest hole. The sensation of being filled in both places is intoxicating and once again my hips begin to move of their own accord, making contact with the unknown thighs below me and then arching backward to meet the digits.
“Who are you?” I beg, imploring the unidentified man to make himself known.
“You know who I am, my captive. You are mine.”
The voice is dark and hearing it for the first time startles me. Is this Anders? Who else would refer to me in this way if not the man who had kept me these last few days? The fingers probe deeper, one digit becoming two as they move rhythmically in and out of my tightly wound body. I feel my inflamed behind radiating heat and my wrists being held tightly behind me as I am penetrated over again by the hands of my unknown master. The intensity of the experience builds, becoming exquisite and unbearable at the same time. I grind against the intrusions, welcoming them as I had done the spanking, although I am too ashamed to confess my needs out loud. These fingers have become the centre of my entire world.
“You will climax for me, Aurelie!” The words sound like a command.
“Yes,” I reply, pushing myself back against the digits.
“Now, Aurelie!”
I purse my lips, pushing myself faster toward the goal of pleasure.
“Here, Aurelie!”
The voice sounds irritated, distracting me from my pursuit.
“Aurelie!”
My head snaps back with a jolt and my eyes are open in an instant. The memory of the dream, the spanking, and the impending pleasure disappears and is replaced with the darkness around me.
“Aurelie?”
Bowen’s voice interrupts my confusion.
“Bowen, yes?” I reply, a little ashamed to have fantasized in such an explicit way in the presence of my brother.
“Aurelie, we are here,” he continues. “We’re home!”
I sit up, peering through the fallen darkness around us. Bowen pulls the reins and Gulliver slows, allowing me to take in our surroundings for the first time. Around us other men on horseback slow and fall into a procession behind Gulliver. As my eyes adjust I make out the walls of our castle approaching. They are lit by low-lying candles, which help to illustrate the sheer size of the place.
“Donrose!” I gasp, my heart swelling at the sight of my ancestral home.
As Gulliver comes to a standstill, I leap from his saddle, feeling Donrose stone under my feet again. I am met by a number of excited servants, who fall to their knees at our return.
“Lady Aurelie! Welcome home!”
I turn to see my handmaiden, Anne approaching. We embrace and she offers me one of my long, soft shawls. “Come, my Lady,” she soothes. “Let me draw you a bath and see you fed and rested.”
“Do not fuss, Anne,” I chide her and yet I am secretly relieved to be back in my own environment, once more the mistress of the realm.
Joined by Bowen and a few of his men, we move back inside the castle. The remnants of the battle are ever-present. There are broken doors and shutters, and bloodstains on the stone floor, reminders of the losses we suffered.
“How many men did we lose, Anne?” I ask as we hurry through the hallways.
She turns to me, giving me a frightened stare before she speaks. “There were many, my lady,” she replies as her voice trembles.
I look into her eyes, seeing the fear there. “What happened to you?” I continue, pausing our journey to address her directly. “What did the invaders do to you?”
Her face falls as she recalls the trauma. “They did nothing to us women and what few children remained in the castle,” she begins, “keeping us hostage in the great hall as the fighting raged on. But they were savages to the men, my Lady. The things we heard…”
She chokes on the memory, and seeing her growing distress, I reach for her, resting a hand on her shoulder.
“I understand, Anne,” I say, reassuring her.
She regards me with frightened eyes as she speaks again. “And what of you, my Lady? I prayed that your virtue would be saved from these invaders.”
I squeeze her shoulder gently.
“Then the gods indeed listened to your prayers, Anne,” I say, soothing her. “I am quite well—truly I am.”
Our eyes lock and for one awful moment I wonder if she can sense the truth, that I had welcomed and enjoyed the sexual attention of the Norse prince. However, the softness I find in her face suggests she has no clue, and instead she nods, resuming our journey toward my chambers. I follow just behind her small frame, pushing down the weight of the guilt that rises at our exchange as we pass along the corridors to my private rooms. As Anne draws me a bath, I see dozens more men on horses arriving at the castle gates below. The flames of their torches look like a sea of small lights from my window.
By the time I am bathed and fed by my ever attentive maid, I am full to bursting with fatigue and weary with the burden of emotions that bubble within me. I find my bed as comfortable as I recall and settle, with Aurora still at my right hand. Slumber soon finds me and extinguishes the day like a dwindling candle.



Chapter Twenty-Nine: Injustice
 
 
I sleep like the dead and the sun is already high in the sky when I finally awaken. As I throw back my soft covers, I am consumed suddenly with Bowen and the progress of his campaign. Has he taken prisoners from the Viking invaders? Has he brought them here?
The idea that Anders himself could be somewhere within these walls sends a shiver of excitement through me. The threat of him, even here in my own castle, creates a sense of deep desire, unsettling me as I rise from my bed. What would it be like to see this role reversal? How will I feel about Anders now being the prisoner? My mood shifts as I think of him. This morning is the first in some days that I haven’t woken to his face, to his goading, sensual commands. In the most bizarre way I actually miss him. I miss the attention he gave me, the way he was attuned to my needs, even when serving them in the most denigrating ways… I clench the muscles between my thighs, reminding myself of how bereft I feel physically without him. Taking a deep breath, I swallow back the conflict I feel on the subject, resolving to myself that if Anders is truly in Donrose I shall see him soon enough.
I dress quickly and alone, without the aid of Anne. My days of limited autonomy have demonstrated my ability to function perfectly well without the use of a handmaiden. Fleeing from my chambers, I skip down the staircase of the east towers and head to the throne room, with Aurora secured in a sheath over my shoulder. As I suspect, Bowen is hard at work already, meeting with his generals to discuss the progress of our father’s military. He turns as I enter the room, standing to greet me.
“Sister!” he cries, throwing his arms open. We embrace briefly, aware of our terse audience. “How are you today?”
“I am quite well, my Lord,” I reply, addressing him formally as I turn to acknowledge the other men of his counsel.
“Lady Aurelie,” says one named Tomlins, standing as he addresses me. “May I speak on behalf of the entire kingdom when I say how relieved we are to see you back in Donrose?”
I smile, aware of the formality of his words and yet grateful for them all the same. “Thank you, my Lord,” I answer him. “But pray, tell me what news you all have? How are our campaigns? Has the Norse threat now been vanquished?”
Bowen smiles, taking a step backward and reseating himself at the head of the long counsel table.
“There is much news!” he says, waving his hands to calm my direct line of questioning. “Yet I prefer not to trouble you with too much, Aurelie.”
I stare at him, dumbfounded by his approach. “Trouble me, my Lord?” I ask, the indignation rising in my voice. “Perhaps you have forgotten the trouble I too have faced at the hands of this enemy? Am I not entitled to hear of their fate?”
Bowen blanches and I regret the sardonic nature of my tone at once. “Forgive me, sister,” he says quietly. “Of course you have every right to know.”
I approach him and rest my left hand on his shoulder, offering it a gentle squeeze. He responds by swallowing my small hand in his own large palm as he continues.
“The fate of the invaders is sealed. We have overwhelmed the camp where you were held and taken a number of the high-ranking men prisoner. All others have been slain.”
I prickle at the news. It confirms the fact that Anders is being held, a thought that makes me more excited than it should, and yet it also brings a more disturbing update.
“Slain?” I repeat, spitting the word out of my mouth. “How many were killed, brother?”
Bowen glances down the table of men, and back to me before replying.
“A great many, sister.”
His tone is grave and yet I sense no remorse there. I pull back from him, shocked at his reply. “Bowen! How could you? Where is your mercy?”
Baulking at my reply, he laughs, addressing the rest of the room as he answers me.
“Aurelie, you know nothing of warfare! There is no room for compassion on the battlefield. If we show mercy, then we allow our enemy space to grow and rise again. This is how our king himself managed our enemies! He was an exacting and unforgiving ruler in the face of attack, Aurelie—perhaps you have forgotten?”
I gape at him, startled by both his intonation and his meaning. This is a side of my brother I do not recognise and for a moment I consider what he is likely to have seen in the last months. How much has his time away in battle changed him forever in the same way that the last few days are certain to have changed me?
“I have not forgotten,” I mutter in reply. “Yet still I expect to see compassion from you, my eldest brother; the wisest man I have ever known.”
He eyes me intently and I see the accusations he holds against me. “How dare you question my authority, Aurelie? What do you know of these things?’ He stares back at me, brooding silently, clearly trying to quell his rising temper. Around us the others in the room shift uncomfortably. After a long moment in which the tension becomes almost palpable, Bowen stands and turns to me.
“I am sorry your expectations have not been met, sister,” he begins. “You will have to trust that in these matters I have more experience than you. These decisions—my decisions—are final.”
My face colours as he dresses me down in such a public way.
“How right you are, brother,” I reply with scorn. “It is most certainly unlikely that those corpses will rise again!”
I pause, catching my breath as he reels from my criticism. “And what of the prisoners? What will become of them?”
I brace myself as soon as the words leave my lips, as though I know already what their fate will be. Bowen sighs with resignation.
“They are held in the bowels of the castle,” he answers sullenly. “We will interrogate them for any useful information and then all shall be executed. They are enemies of Donrose and must face the ultimate price!”
I take a step back as I watch the rhetoric spilling from his lips. He reminds me suddenly of the mad generals who used to advise our father when we were children. At the time we had laughed at their bloodthirsty pomposity, but now it seems Bowen has morphed into the very thing he used to despise. Disgust at the person he has become rises in me.
“Then you, my Lord,” I reply disdainfully, “will be no better than those that you have fought these long months!”
I turn on my heel, fleeing for the exit. Tears of frustration burn in the corners of my eyes as I go. My stomach twists inside of me, that crude mixture of anger and disappointment cutting through me like a blade. Whatever has transpired between Anders and me, I cannot see him die. However cruel he has been to me, he was also tender and comforting, and he has changed me. I am no longer sweet, innocent Aurelie. Now I am someone different, someone bolder. I am brave enough to admit what arouses me and to know who I am, and I am brave enough to stand up to this tyrannical side of my brother.
I hurry down the corridors, using my knowledge of the castle to avoid most of the servants as I descend into the dungeons. The stone stairwells narrow down here and the passageways are dark and foreboding. The dank smell of stale water permeates the air around me and still I continue down into the darkness, the sound of my small footsteps my only comfort. Never before have I realised just how deep the dungeons go. I only visited them twice before—both times as a child intent on breaking my father’s rules. I smile inwardly at the notion that now I am doing much the same thing. I am defying the wishes of my brother this time though, and the rules of engagement have changed. I am no longer merely playing an unruly game of hide and seek. Today I am here to see that Bowen’s justice is not administered. Anders must not perish for the sake of Bowen’s pious pride.
I reach the bottom of the steps and am met by two guards. They turn, clearly astonished to see their princess so deep in the castle’s bowels.
“My Lady!” says one, coming forward to greet me. “What brings you to such a vile and repugnant place?”
I smile, amused by his predictable response.
“Good sirs,” I begin. “My brother has just informed me that the man who himself held me captive now resides here in the dungeon?”
“Yes, my Lady,” confirms the second. “We have him secured here. He is confined alone to avoid his scheming with the other prisoners.”
Anders is alone, I think, running his words through my mind.
“Very good thinking, sirs,” I reply. “He is indeed a wicked man and should not be trusted, and yet I seek an audience with him at this time.”
The two men exchanges glances, obviously stunned by my revelation. “My Lady,” says the first. “Why in the name of the gods would you wish to have an audience with the man who held you as a hostage?”
This is the question I had been expecting, and I inhale deeply as he concludes.
“Good sir, I was indeed held against my will—kept a prisoner at the whim of this madman! Do I not have the right to see him and demand his contrition for these acts?”
His eyes soften behind his helmet and I know I shall have my way. “Of course, my dear lady,” says the first guard. “You have every right to confront this foreign fiend with his crimes. But are you certain that you desire to do so here? I could have the prisoner brought to you at court? That would be a more appropriate place for a lady such as yourself to make your demands.”
I sigh, weary that yet another man seems certain that he knows what is best for me. At least Anders’ demands had brought me comfort and reward as well as ignominy.
“No, sir,” I answer, sounding resolute. “I am certain and as lady of this castle I ask that you comply with my request!”
Knowing that he has lost this debate, he concedes with a low bow. “Of course, my Lady,” he replies. “We shall take you to the prisoner forthwith.”
I thank the men, following them to the large collection of metal keys that hang against the far wall. The first guard reaches for the key on the far right, collects a candlelit lantern and then turns to me.
“Follow me, my Lady,” he says, leading on down an even darker corridor.
I do as he requests, leaving the other guard in place at the bottom of the stairwell. The passageway is narrow and cold, seeming to have been carved directly out of the stone. We pass a number of large wooden doors, but pause at none of them. I wonder what cruel and inhumane acts have been carried out down here in the name of Donrose justice. Eventually at the fourth door on the left, the guard pauses.
“Are you ready, my Lady?” he asks me in a serious tone.
I nod, demonstrating my agreement and he lowers the candlelight to the lower half of the door, revealing a large black lock. Producing the key in his other hand, he forces the metal into the lock and turns it to the right. I hear the lock turning at his prompt and slowly the wooden frame moves inward toward the dark room within.
“Would you like me to wait with you?” he asks solemnly.
I shake my head. “No, thank you, sir. I will see the prisoner in private.”
He clearly objects to my plan but wisely says nothing on the subject, realising that I have authority over him here. Instead he concedes, pushing the door open and then withdrawing.
“Very well,” he says, “but I insist that you take this lantern with you.”
I thank him and move forward into the darkness. Somehow the air in here is even fustier than before. I pause, waving the lantern around in front of me and trying to get my bearings as the door behind me closes shut. I freeze, overwhelmed by the sudden blackness. Through the gloom I hear a deep breath from the far corner. I move toward the sound, holding out the small light as I go. The voice that greets me makes me stop dead in my tracks.
“So you have come for me, my captive?”



Chapter Thirty: Master in Chains
 
 
Movement in the gloom draws me forward. The sound of my steps echoes around the stone walls as I go. At last I can make out a figure in the darkness. His height should make him instantly recognisable, and yet there is something different about him. I reach forward, spreading what little light there is toward him. It’s then that I identify what seems strange. His arms are above his head, held in place by heavy-looking shackles. It’s remarkable to see him—this man who has owned me in so many ways—now in bondage of his own. The shackles contort his torso, forcing his muscular shoulders into an unforgiving form. I lift the lantern, revealing the ends of the shackles anchored into the stone roof. They look ancient and impossible to break free from.
“My Lofðungr?”
I pause, realising how absurd the title seems now in this dank, oppressive place. He turns his head, revealing that handsome face for the first time as I lower the lantern. His skin is dirty and his fair locks, usually so well groomed, are now matted and messy, but under the filth I see the face of my master. He stares into the gloom, deciphering me from the darkness and a small smile forms on those full lips.
“Aurelie.” His voice is little more than a whisper. “I was certain that it was I who left you in bondage the last time we met?”
His tone is amused and surprises me. How can he jest in his current predicament? I move forward to within a few inches of his stretched body and shift the soft strands of hair from his face. Our eyes meet, locking together and conveying a thousand unspoken words. I press myself into his side, noticing the rips in his clothing and the bloodied stripes there. He flinches as I make contact with them, the pain written over the lines of those high cheekbones.
“What have they done to you, Anders?” I whisper, rising to my tiptoes so that I may see his lips. They twitch subconsciously at my proximity.
“What they must do,” he answers. “What I would have commanded had the order been mine to give.”
“Do not make excuses for my brother’s lack of compassion,” I reply, my voice full of scorn.
He smiles at me. “You do not approve, my captive?” he asks, one eyebrow rising in that sardonic way.
“Do not jest with me!” I snap, shifting the position of Aurora and leaning against his shoulder.
I press my face into his cold skin, immersing myself in the smell of the man who has so fundamentally changed me. He twists his head left again, watching me.
“If these chains were to disappear, I would tan that beautiful backside for you for that comment.”
His tone is low, sending a shiver through me. I feel my breath quicken at his words, imagining me sprawled over his strong lap, my skirts tossed over my torso as he administers my spanking. I clench the moistening muscles between my legs, acknowledging how good the idea sounds. His eyes sparkle as they assess my responses.
“You would like that too, wouldn’t you, my captive?” he probes.
I swallow hard, knowing that even in this gloom, Anders will notice my colour rising from my neck to my cheeks.
“Yes,” I murmur, transfixed by him even in this new role reversal.
“Have you missed me?” he asks, moving his arms in the metal chains above us. “Have you missed my discipline?”
“You know I have,” I reply, not daring to take my eyes from his blue orbs. “Have you missed me, my Lofðungr?”
I don’t know why I ask, as his answer will not change any inch of the fate now laid out in front of us. He presses his lips together and sighs before he replies.
“You have no idea, my captive,” he says, briefly closing his eyes as he answers. “Through the last hours and every ordeal, I have thought only of you. Despite my current predicament I can assure you that I am full of joy to see you.”
I smile, breathing him in and warmed by his words. “I hate to see you this way,” I mumble into his skin. “I’ll be damned if I see you die at the hands of Donrose!”
I catch the emotion in my throat as I speak the words, imagining for a moment a world without my Viking invader.
“Donrose owes me no favour, Aurelie,” he says, his voice full of reassurance. “I have invaded and pillaged her.”
I gaze up at Anders as he concludes, understanding full well the comparison he is drawing with my own maidenhead.
“However, it could be said that I owe her a great deal…” He strains his neck as he speaks, moving his face toward my head, resting against his chest. “In fact you might say that she has changed me forever.”
I blink at him, absorbing the words wrapped up in that dark, luscious tone. “How so?” I ask softly.
He smiles at me, shaking his head. “She is a flower more beautiful than any I have ever known. No matter how great the bloom, I can never get enough of her—ever.”
I exhale sharply, unable to believe his words and yet joyfully receiving them nonetheless. I move toward his waiting lips, forcing myself upward and into their soft fullness. For his part, Anders leans into me, accepting my kiss and offering me his own. I can feel the strain in his body as his tendons pull against the metal intent on holding him in place. The kiss allows us the briefest union; tender and exquisite, and enough to demonstrate how we really feel. I drop from my toes, breaking the kiss and staring up at my man, chained to the ancient walls of my father’s castle.
Every range of emotion seems to surge through me. I accept that this is the man who had orchestrated my own abduction and torment. A man who had enjoyed tying and using me, let alone punishing me in public, and a man who authorised the deaths of many of Donrose’s men. Yet as I look into his eyes I recognise the other Anders—the private, affectionate man. This is the man who had ordered Magnus to spare my life within this very castle, and the man who had honoured his promise not to take me by force. Never once in any of our unions had he ever taken anything I was not readily glad to give.
“I will not leave you here to die,” I say, adamant as the energy courses through my blood.
“On this issue, my captive,” he begins, his voice heavy with regret. “I fear neither of us has any choice.”
I stare at him as his words sink in, blinking away the tears forming in my eyes.
“My Lady?”
My thoughts are interrupted by the guard in the doorway. I spin to see him eyeing us intently, clearly surprised at my close proximity to his prisoner.
“Is everything quite as it should be?”
“Yes,” I reply, breathy with emotion. “All is well.”
“The prisoner is to be interrogated, my Lady,” he says, moving into the stone cell. “I must ask that you leave now.”
I pause, desiring to push back against his command until I hear his next statement.
“Your brother requests your audience also, my Lady.”
I sigh, feeling resigned and yet still defiant. I turn slowly, catching Anders’ eyes as I move. The emotion in his deep orbs is apparent to me, although neither of us vocalise the feelings between us.
I close the distance to the doorway, leaving Anders in darkness.
“Thank you,” I say to the guard, my tone deliberately clipped.
As I pass through the doorway and down the narrow passage, I hear the door to Anders’ incarceration being stilled and locked behind me. Inside of my mind the walls begin to crumble as I realise just how desperate his situation has become. Worse still, I can do nothing to aid him now. I move toward the stairwell, hurrying past the second guard before he questions the tears of frustration now freely running down my cheeks. By the time I leave the dungeon I am a flushed mess, eyes reddened with tears for the man I so desire and cannot protect.
I make my way onto the castle grounds, hoping the daylight and air will serve to quell my rising emotions. A number of servants pass me, carrying wood and water to and from the castle kitchens. They catch my expression and wisely do not approach me and so, I am left in peace for a few moments to collect myself as Anders’ imminent demise looms in my mind.



Chapter Thirty-One: Aurelie’s Audacity
 
 
“Aurelie!” My brother’s voice pierces the air and crashes through my internal monologue. I turn to see him striding onto the castle grounds, being followed rapidly by three of his manservants.
“My Lord,” I reply, offering him a small curtsey.
“I have been informed that you visited the Norse prince—in our dungeon! Pray tell why you would choose such an endeavour?”
His tone is curt and seems to continue our earlier disagreement. I tense at the sound of his voice, sensing his disapproval and my own festering resentment.
“I did visit him,” I concur as he approaches. “Why should I have to answer for my actions?”
My words are a little more petulant than I had intended, and for a moment I am distracted by the idea of what Anders’ response would have been to my answer. Bowen’s face soon dispels any pleasure I might have gathered from this mental image.
“Aurelie,” he says softly. “I rescued you from this savage just one sunset ago. Why in the name of the gods would you want to engage with him?”
I swallow hard, knowing I can never explain my feelings to my brother. For a moment I am saddened, understanding for the first time the seismic shift that has forever ripped our relationship apart.
“I wanted to hear an apology from his own mouth for the things that have been done to me,” I reply, hearing the lie leave my lips.
Bowen’s expression softens at these words and he moves forward, taking my hands in his larger palms. “Very well, sister. His execution is set for dusk. Your ordeal will soon be over.”
He squeezes my hands as he talks, trying to reassure me. I swallow the rising emotion at the prospect of Anders’ untimely death and realise that this is my final chance to appeal to my brother.
“Bowen, please,” I begin. “Reconsider this punishment. Surely the prisoner will be more valuable as a trading tool with the north?”
He looks at me intently, and I see the coldness returning to his eyes. “There can be no mercy for the man who has abused my sister, my castle, and my lands.”
His tone is definite and I understand with resignation that any hope of a reprieve for Anders is fading fast.
“Thank you, Bowen,” I begin. “I understand your reasoning and yet, I find your lack of compassion disturbing.”
He sighs, dropping his hands from mine and placing them on his hips. “That may be, Aurelie, but a leader must remain strong in the face of adversity. It is what our father would do and it is what must be done.”
“And my opinion—as the victim—has no bearing upon your judgement?” I ask, breathing hard to suppress the wretchedness I feel.
“Aurelie…” There is frustration in his voice as he continues a conversation he clearly thinks should now be concluded. “You know full well that judgements in law are not advanced by women. You are a strong and beautiful lady—an ambassador for Donrose—and yet you have no place in these decisions. Now please accept that the pronouncement has been made and the sentence will be carried out at sunset.”
I shut my eyes, processing his words. It seems that the shutters of Donrose are well and truly closed and there is no way out. With the well of emotion in me threatening to spill over, I excuse myself from my brother and retreat to my chambers to think over recent events. I feign an exhaustion that could easily be true, keeping the real reasons for my uneasiness to myself. Upon reaching my rooms I change into a long dark gown and dismiss Anne, finally allowing my tears to fall and unleashing the torrent of sadness that has built since I’d learned the news of Anders’ demise. I check the position of the sun and calculate that he only has a few hours left, my heart breaking as the realisation sets in.
Watching the light disappear I grasp the extent of my dilemma. I have escaped the fetters of Anders’ submission, only to be shackled by the constraints of my own home. I had no say in the Viking camp and apparently, still have no say here in Donrose. The liberation from my so-called oppressor seems all the more ridiculous in light of Anders’ fate. How can I reconcile these unfolding events? How can I watch the only man who has ever stirred my affections die by the noose this day, knowing that it is my own brother who casts the final judgement and that I have no power to intervene?
Irritation and grief fill me. The tears bring little relief, but after some hours and with the sun making its way to the horizon I know it is time… Time to decide where my true loyalties lie: to the place in which I was born or to the man who has awoken the woman in me. Clutching Aurora at my side, I don my hooded cape, and sink a goblet of wine as I brood upon what now must be done.
 
* * *
 
I emerge into the courtyard to find it brimming with people. Between wars further afield and the recent invasion, our numbers are somewhat dwindled and yet it seems almost everyone has turned out to witness the execution of the foreign oppressor. I make my way through the crowds, keeping my presence concealed by hiding behind my black hood. I am largely unnoticed—the entirety of the people’s attention being absorbed by what is taking place on the wooden platform erected for the event.
I want to be close to where the noose now hangs from a strong and ancient overreaching oak tree, and yet I do not want my presence to be revealed. I glance upward, assessing the platform and am reminded of the one in the Viking camp which Anders had cast judgement from. The likeness of our two peoples weighs down on me as I advance toward it. The irony that Anders and my brother are apparently very similar leaders resonates deeply within me. I recall the words of Anders earlier when I had expressed regret at Bowen’s verdict—that he too would have cast the same judgement—and I shake my head wearily, wondering how I can ever choose between the lives and loves of these men.
There are long moments of near silence, where the only sounds are the whispers of men and women around me. The tension builds, becoming almost tangible as the crowds await the convicted man. I swallow hard, using the handle of my brother’s favourite sword, hidden beneath my length of black cape, to bring me courage and strength. The first fanfare marks the entrance of Bowen, the king regent of our lands now in all but name. He strides forward toward the people, raising his arms high in the air and releasing a great surge of emotion from the crowd. Cheers and yells fill the air around me until he lowers his arms, gesturing for the crowds to settle.
“Good people of Donrose!” His voice is low and steely. “We are gathered to witness justice after the invasion of our lands and this castle, not yet seven sunsets ago!”
At this the men around me yell, expressing their anger and allegiance to the rule of Donrose. Bowen absorbs their responses, allowing them to settle again before he continues.
“Today I bring you justice for the months of war, justice for the pillaging of your houses, justice for the breach of our castle, and justice for all those who were slain as a direct consequence of the Viking invasion!”
This brings another impassioned cheer from the people around me.
“It will also bring justice for my sister, your Lady Aurelie, who was taken from the walls of this castle and used for the unholy gains of Norse until her rescue at my hand.”
There is a gasp from the crowd. Those nearest me, who have recognised my presence in the crowd, eye me with horror. I shrink back into my cape, rueing the fact that he has chosen to make public this matter of such personal significance to me. I begin to make my way left, through the crowds of people and toward the place where the ancient gallows wait.
“In the absence of my father; our lord and king, I, Bowen of Donrose have cast judgement on the prisoner, Anders Elkstrom, Prince of Norse and the Nordic north.”
I pause at Bowen’s words, acknowledging a number of realisations. My father is absent, and most likely dead. The thought is rightly wretched, and yet I am reconciled to it, knowing how much he had loved to demonstrate his prowess on the battlefield. In many ways, dying with his men at war would have been his desired ending and I find solace in this knowledge.
I also acknowledge the full name of my protagonist for the first time, the man who has brought me such trials and such joy. I run his names through my mind, considering each one in turn, and applying them to the man I have come to know. As Bowen resumes, I continue on my way until I am tucked at the very edge of the crowd, just inside the furthest pocket of the audience. There is another fanfare and I twist to my right in time to see Anders being led onto the gangway by two well-armoured guards. Now secured by large, unforgiving rope, his hands are bound in front of his navel and his ankles are also fettered with a short length, significantly inhibiting his movement. The clothes on his body are ripped, revealing fresh slashes when his skin has been met by a whip. I wince inwardly as I count the welts and bloodstains on his torso, swallowing back the tears that instinctively want to rise at the sight. Despite his poor treatment, his vast frame is upright, his head proud and his eyes remain impassive, neither welcoming nor denying the sight that awaits him.
Naturally the crowd welcomes the sight of their oppressor in bondage with predictable glee. The man to my left is near ecstatic as Anders is led past Bowen and across to the waiting noose. He is brought to stand a little more than ten feet from where I now wait, and guided to a wooden substructure that rests unsteadily under his feet. With my long raven hair and face hidden by the walls of my cape, neither he nor his guards notice me stepping out from the legions of people. The first guard places the noose around Anders’ neck, turning so that his back is to me. I see him tighten it against his skin, and then fall back to his rear, awaiting my brother’s orders.
I eye Anders from under the edge of my hood. His face seems calm and yet beneath the steely exterior I imagine the torrent of emotions that rage through him. The sound of Bowen’s voice draws the attention of the masses back to his position on the stage.
“Anders Elkstrom, Prince of Norse and the Nordic north, you have been charged with the crimes of attacking Donrose, slaying her people and abducting her princess. You have been found guilty of these crimes and will be hung until you are dead. If you have any final words then you may speak them now…”
I hold my breath, watching Anders as Bowen speaks. At the pause, he raises his chin just a little and strains left to look at my brother.
“I do not recognise the laws of this land. As prince of the north my deeds can only be judged by my father, the true and rightful king. No man of Donrose shall ever dictate to me.”
I hear the emphasis he places in his final sentence and something about his tone makes my muscles clench inwardly. Even at this moment I am still commanded by his presence. There is a palpable silence as his words echo through the courtyard and then, at the gesture of Bowen, the guard behind him kicks away the precarious wood beneath his feet, causing Anders to fall forward. The rope at his neck tightens and begins to squeeze the life from him.
I see the deed in slow motion, as though I am once again in a dream. Revealing the sword held at my thigh, I pull Aurora from her sheath, raising her into the air and I charge the short distance to the waiting noose. Her blade, so underused in recent battles, shines against the early evening light as I run and leap at the line strangling Anders. I have no idea when the guards realise what is transpiring, but I do not see them move from my peripheral vision until I have already made contact with the rope, attacking it just above his head and as high as I can reach from the small platform below. I swing at the line as though my own life depends upon it and in truth, the analogy is startlingly accurate. Aurora has a sharp and dangerous blade. The rope is badly damaged and reduced to a small twine that severs rapidly until it finally surrenders to the weight of its prisoner and sends Anders crashing to the ground below.
In a split second I drop to the ground with him, loosening the knot at his throat and hearing his first intake of breath. I see both guards moving on me and instinctively I fall back, Aurora in position once more as they make their charge. I halt their offensive with relative ease. The guards are large and strong and can out-power me, but I was trained by the best swordsman in the land, and I easily outmanoeuvre their first attacks. In the heat of the moment I am vaguely aware of my brother’s voice booming across us, calling for more guards. I swing Aurora hard at the guard to my left, connecting with the end of his own blade and knocking his weapon from his hands. It falls flat to the ground and within seconds it is in the hands of Anders, now composed and standing just beyond me.
“Cut me free, Aurelie!” he cries as we move beyond the oak as fast as his ropes will permit.
Even in this moment of danger, the irony that this man is asking me to cut the binds that hold him is not lost on me. However, I have just rescued an enemy of Donrose from death and my fate is now sealed. I need Anders in the most fundamental way. I use the edge of my blade to slice the ropes at his wrists and then raise the same blade at the charging guard beyond him. This one is strong and has momentum on his side. He knocks me off my feet and I land on my left side. Pain splinters through me in an instant and the remnants of my injury at Magnus’ hands reignites. The guard, probably a man who has known and protected me since birth advances over me, raising his blade in a predatory way. All around me there are the sounds of shouting and crying. I hear the crowd, shocked and angry and the approaching boots of more of my brother’s army.
Glancing up at the guard, time seems to stand still. I see the blade over me and feel the ache in my torso, but somehow I am unable to move or resist him. He lifts the sword over his head, as though he is going to strike and instinctively I raise Aurora in a futile attempt to defend myself. I swear I can feel my heart pounding inside of my chest, all too aware that it may be about to beat for the final time. As the blade moves down toward me, I flinch, recoiling into myself and lying flat against the ground.
“Cease!” I hear my brother’s voice from over the rising noise. “Do not hurt the Lady Aurelie!”
The order makes the guard hesitate and it’s then that a third blade intercepts from my right. It swings at speed and meets the guard’s blade, sending him reeling backward. My head snaps up to see Anders standing over me, his remaining binds now freed by his own weapon. He reaches out his left hand to me, his palm an invitation to attempt an escape we are almost certain not to manage. I leap to my feet, taking his hand as my body now fills with a new energy. He approaches, pressing himself against me.
“Do you trust me, Aurelie?”
His voice is deep and breathless. I reply in an instant.
“Yes,” I say, gazing up at his towering form standing over me.
“Drop your weapon,” he commands.
I blink up at him, every fibre of my body wanting to query the order and yet knowing that the act could cost us both our lives. Perhaps for the first time in my life, I do as I am told without question. I open up my hand, feeling Aurora fall from my fingers to the soil below.
In a split second he moves behind me, grasping my wrists in his left hand and holding his blade against my collarbone. I freeze instinctively, overawed by his power and ability to contain me. Anders shifts my wrists left, pressing himself up against me. It’s our first physical contact since I had visited him earlier in the dungeon and this time he is totally in control. My body responds instantly, my breathing becoming even more laboured as it acknowledges the man who has so regularly mastered it.
In front of us Bowen descends the platform and paces toward me. Betrayed by his only sister, he looks crestfallen and my heart goes out to him. Whatever my feelings for Anders, he is my brother and a part of me will always love him.
“Stay back!” Anders’ voice looms large over the proceedings.
As though they recognise his foreign tone, the crowd finally falls silent. A number of Donrose guards make their way behind Bowen, clutching their swords as they approach.
“If you want your precious Aurelie alive, then I am warning you to stay back!”
Anders’ grip on me tightens, restricting my intake of air and instinctively I try to fight against him.
“Halt!” shouts Bowen, gesturing for his men to stand down as he takes small steps toward me.
“You as well, my liege,” snarls the Viking behind me.
“What do you want?” asks Bowen, his voice brimming with emotion.
“A strong steed and safe passage from this castle,” comes the reply from behind me. “With your sister as my prize.”
“No!” protests my brother. “I will not allow you to take her again!”
Anders laughs behind me, a sound so chilling that it makes me belly clench. “Then you will witness her execution instead of mine!” chuckles Anders.
He presses the blade gently against the flesh at my neck, and I swallow hard, questioning my own judgement for the first time since I left my chambers. What is Anders doing? Is he really prepared to hurt me to make his point and escape? I try to expand my chest under his vise-like grip, pushing the air through my body.
“Enough!” Bowen sounds at breaking point. “If you want her that badly then take her—but first, let me ask her one thing.”
“One question,” agrees Anders, who moves the blade from me a fraction, but does not relax his hold on me.
Bowen takes a small step toward us, examining my face. “Why, Aurelie?” he says, imploring me with his large brown eyes. “Why have you done this to me—to Donrose?”
The heavy shroud of guilt and shame falls over me in an instant. Poor Bowen—I have deceived and disappointed him in the worst way possible. I blink away tears as I try to find my voice and answer him.
“I am deeply sorry, brother,” I whisper, aware of the very public nature of my apology. “This is not what I intended, but I have feelings for Anders, and I could not just let you…”
“Feelings!” he screams the word out with a mixture of heartbreak and anger. “How can you have feelings for this monster?”
“You have had your question, Sire,” Anders’ voice interrupts our emotional exchange. “Now make your choice!”
Bowen shakes his head and throws his arms into the air. “Take her!” he cries. “I hope she shows you more loyalty then she has her own brethren!”
Anders chuckles again from behind me. “Excuse my insolence,” he laughs, “but I have had few issues commanding loyalty from Aurelie!”
Bowen’s face changes, screwing his features into an unpleasant ball.
“Take her and leave, but do so now. You have two hours to clear our lands, and then I will hunt you down and end this.”
“Bowen!” I gasp, shocked at his tone, even after my betrayal.
“Go now! A steed will be prepared for you at the edge of the village.”
I want to reach out to him, to comfort him, yet Anders is already backing away.
“See that it is, Sire. Or your sister’s life will be the forfeit of your deceit.”
We pace backward a few yards, Anders’ arm still clenched at my neck.



Chapter Thirty-Two: A New Belonging
 
 
“Open the gates!” yells Bowen, and with one gesture from him, the lever that controls entry to the courtyard is sprung and behind us I hear the wooden gates rising.
Back we go, past the crowds that are being held in place by more guards. Several of them sneer and yell insults at me, reminding me of the time I had been led through Anders’ people in binds of my own. By the time we reach the gates they have now opened to a sufficient height for us to slip underneath. Still we continue, my strides trying to keep up with Anders, the sword still held loosely to my throat. I look back at the castle, my home, and with the hardest of hearts I realise that this will be the last time I ever lay eyes upon it.
We pass out into the village, a small escort of guards following behind us as the sun drops toward the horizon. I move out of instinct only, my mind not able to process the consequences of my actions. True to his word, Bowen has ensured that one of his finest steeds has been secured to the village outpost as we pass through the parish. His mane of brown hair blows in the evening wind as Anders twists my body to face him.
“Soon we will need to ride like the rising tides, Aurelie, to ensure we are over the border before our time is up.”
Anders relaxes his grip, but maintains his hold on me.
“I am sure Bowen did not mean it,” I mumble. “He is hurt, and…”
“Yes, he is most certainly hurt!” exclaims the man behind me, steadily moving me toward the horse as we speak. “You have cut him deeply and he will be wanting retribution for your act. Today is not the day to test him any further.”
Suddenly the weight of every emotion I have felt becomes too much. I begin to sob uncontrollably until Anders becomes the one keeping me upright, rather than the one holding me under duress.
“Hush, my sweeting,” soothes Anders.
I lean against his body, feeling my feet moving beneath me as if they have a will of their own.
“I will ease this pain,” he breathes into my ear. “But first we must flee this place. Let us walk a while and clear your head.”
I nod my agreement even as the tears form rivers down my cheeks. I have made my choice. I have chosen Anders, the foreign invader who sought to possess me and in doing so I have turned my back on everything I have ever known. As we leave the village on foot with the steed at Anders’ side, a numbness settles over me. Releasing me from his grip, we walk in silence for some time, hand in hand. My mind is empty, as though it is not able to comprehend the enormity of this thing I have chosen to do. I watch as the trees and fields pass by and realise that we are close to the edge of Donrose’s territory. Acknowledging this fact, Anders ties the stallion’s reins to a nearby branch in a small clearing, and turns to embrace me. I revel in the heat of his hard body, spreading my fingers over the punished skin of his back. He winces at the contact, but permits it, perhaps understanding my need for the physical contact.
“You saved me, my captive!”
He looks down at me, tears forming in his own eyes at the admission. I gaze up at him, my face swollen with hurt and look into his eyes. In spite of everything I cannot bring myself to regret this action I have taken. Anders is alive and he is free. My mind can rest.
“I told you I would not leave you to die,” I whisper, my voice still thick with suffering.
He smiles, wiping the tears from my eyes with his large thumbs. “You did,” he laughs softly. “And fool that I am, I did not believe you.”
Now it is my turn to smile. “You have underestimated me, my Lofðungr?”
He nods as his expression changes. “Perhaps,” he says, shrugging his broad, muscular shoulders. “And if that is the case then I promise never to fall foul of this trap again.”
I blink up at him, my mind resigned to the gravity of my new situation. “What do you intend to do with me now?” I ask with trepidation.
His right hand moves into my hair, pushing my hood down from my head as it does so. “What would you have me do?” he answers. “You who have saved the life of your Viking invader?”
I press myself into the hand, feeling the warmth against my cooling skin. “I would have you possess me,” I whisper, staring deep into those blue pools above me. “Take me, own me, and protect me—the way you did before.”
His face relaxes at my words, softening in the most beautiful way. “I have been a cruel and unfair master to you, Aurelie,” he says. “I punished you for Magnus’ deed, knowing full well that the guilt was his and his alone.”
I move in toward his body, reaching up to caress his lips. “No,” I reply breathlessly.
“No?” he asks, smoothing back my hair from my face. “Did I not humiliate and punish you for his deed?”
I close my eyes briefly, recalling how much the ordeal had hurt, but then I also remember the serenity his possession had brought me afterwards.
“You did, my Lofðungr,” I whisper. “Yet I did desire Magnus and I felt shame for wanting him. Your punishment, though harsh, cleansed me—and brought us together again.”
“You are too kind to me, my captive,” he says with a sigh and pulls my body firmly in toward him. His lips crash against mine, caressing and claiming me. I melt into his heat, opening for his tongue and yearning for him to devour me. His hands are in my hair, holding me in place as he concludes the kiss. “I will take you back to Norse, Aurelie.”
Our lips have parted, but there’s only a few inches between our faces. His blue eyes drill into me, dripping with intensity.
“As your whore?” I ask, feeling my body tremble. “Your—concubine?”
He smiles, recognising the indignation in my voice as I consider my fate. I so desire to be with Anders—to serve this man—and yet, could I really live this life? As his courtesan?
“You will always be more than that to me, Aurelie,” he says, pressing his forehead against into the top of my hair. “If I made you feel worthless when I plucked away your virginity, then I offer you a thousand apologies…”
“No,” I whisper, recalling the intimacy of our first time clearly in my mind. “You have never made me feel worthless in that act. But you have made me feel many things. Fear, anticipation, and arousal,” I pause, blushing as I recount the list. “I have also learned what it is to be cherished, perhaps for the first time in my whole life. I can’t give that up—I won’t.”
As he wraps his arms around me, we embrace in silence as we both collect our thoughts.
“You will never have to give up what you feel,” he says finally. “Come with me to my homeland, and meet my father. If the gods permit it, then we will be betrothed.”
An audible gasp leaves my lips at his suggestion. To be betrothed—his intended—is more than I could ever have envisioned.
“How?” I ask, pressing myself against him. “How could your father permit it?”
He smiles wistfully, a distant light catching his blue eyes. “Leave the king to me, my sweeting,” he says firmly. “He has been around many years and knows more of the world than other men. He will, I hope, accept my decision and welcome you as the mother of his heirs.”
My mind reels at his words. In the last moments Anders has spoken of both marriage and children—concepts I had barely considered until this time. Yet I had to wonder, how could the Norse king accept my bloodline for his heirs? They would not be true Vikings if they were a part of me. I look up at the face of the man brooding over me, trying to read his expression.
“Surely your father would never…”
He removes his hand from my hair and presses one long digit over my lips, silencing me. “Enough, Aurelie. I have already told you to leave my father to me.”
I colour at his tone, feeling the familiar rush of arousal spiking through me. Catching my breath, I consider his words. Should I drop this important matter to appease him or pursue the subject and risk reprimand? The words are out of my mouth before I have even reached a conclusion.
“But, will he not be…”
He sighs, stepping away from me and catching my wrists in his large left hand before I can react. “Will you ever learn, my captive?” he asks.
His voice is warm and amused, yet it sends an icy chill of excitement through me. He strides backward as he speaks, pulling me gently toward him as he seats himself on the flattened remains of an ancient tree trunk.
“I… I did not mean to offend you,” I offer as some means of defence, and yet I realise already how futile my words are. More than that, I acknowledge that I secretly desire him to spank me more than anything. I need the catharsis of the pain and the denigration. I need to be his again.
He is smiling as he moves me around the side of his waiting lap. “There is no offence,” he says gently. “Yet you forget already who your master is, Aurelie?”
“No!” I gasp as I reach the right side of the stump. “I do not, my Lofðungr!”
He pauses, releasing my wrists and shifts to look at me. “Then you have chosen to provoke me for your amusement?”
That blond brow is arching over his right eye again, making me damp in the most intimate places. I hesitate, unsure how to answer.
“Well?” he demands.
I reply the only way I know how. “Spank me, please, my Lofðungr?”
My voice is small, but thick with need and desire. The look in his eyes is so wicked I fear it may set the tinder alight around us.
“Is that what you need, my sweeting?” he asks, his voice softer than before.
“Yes,” I squeak, blushing at my own admission.
He nods his head, confirming that he understands and pats his lap with his right hand. “Come then,” he says sensually. “Over my knee, my captive. The sun will soon depart and we do not have much time.”
I race across his lap excitedly, feeling the cool air around my behind as he lifts the back of my cape and robe. He begins at once, winding me with the force of the first blow. I cry out and moan over the trunk, enjoying the feeling of his dominance over me as his hand warms my bottom in the small clearing. With only the steed to bear witness, he spanks me over and over with his right hand, whilst he caresses my hair with the left. I grow more and more aroused by the punishment, longing for him to slide his hardness inside of me after only fifteen strikes or so. But our time is short and we must move on or risk the wrath of Bowen and so at length, his hand stills.
“Alas, this is all the time we have, my captive.”
He lands a final strike for good measure, the sound of his palm connecting with my reddened flesh echoing around the trees. I moan over his lap, desperate for more.
“I know,” he soothes. “I swear I will continue your spanking when we reach a safe land and then I will possess you more fully than ever before.”
I swoon at the prospect as he helps me up from over his lap. “Thank you,” I murmur, straddling him.
The spanking has made me feel warm and cherished, my mind finally free to let go of some of the emotion I have been struggling with. I feel calm and soporific. He plants a chaste kiss on my lips and laughs at my response to his punishment.
“Never before have I known a lady so well suited to my brand of discipline, Aurelie,” he chuckles as he holds me against his chest.
We remain there for a while, suspended together in this one perfect moment in time. We are connected again and I choose for it to never end.
“Come now, my lady,” he says eventually. “Let me help you mount this steed and we will away.”
I am compliant—my burning need seemingly sated for now—and take his hand as he moves me from his lap to the waiting stallion. Once I am comfortable and the horse untied, he climbs up behind me and his strong arms snake around the side of my body to take the harness. He plants a hot kiss at the nape of my neck, nuzzling me as the steed moves slowly away.
“You’re mine now, Aurelie,” he whispers into my ear. “Mine this day and mine for all the days to come.”
My body whirs at the truth in his words. Whatever is to come, I welcome it. This fallen daughter of Donrose has made her choice and I choose Anders. For every nuance of his manner that frustrates me, there is a gracious and giving master, dedicated to my needs and desires. I have given up my seat in Donrose to consort with my enemy, betraying my family to submit to this foreign prince. Many will call me foolish to have fallen for the charms of my foe. I smile as I imagine their words, knowing I have never been more contented in my life. I would rather be shackled in love and passion to this man than bound by the confines and expectations of Donrose tradition.
I rest against his taut chest as we make our way onward. Wild dogs howl somewhere in the wilderness around us, but with Anders with me I have no fear. He presses his left arm around my midriff, continuing to convey the now unspoken message: you are mine, Aurelie. The moon, swollen and nearly full, rises to guide our way into the unknown, the rest of our lives waiting on the path ahead.
 
 
The End
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