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When a spirited Scottish lass is caught spying, an English officer exacts a delicious price that will have her pleasuring—and pleasured by—all his men…




Sorcha hails from a family of Jacobites who are readying to rise up against the English. She’s desperate for information that will help the fierce Highland warriors of her clan, but when she’s caught spying by Major James Anderson, her loyalty and limits are both put to the test. 




The Major is suave, charming, and seductive. So much so, that she finds herself eagerly agreeing to a rough and raw encounter with him and a group of his hot, lusty soldiers. But the English officer isn't satisfied by just one night with the daring vixen; having turned a maiden into a wanton woman, he now wants her for his very own. And though he is the enemy, Sorcha finds that both her heart and her body are tempted.
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Ravished by the Redcoats




Be good, Sorcha.

These were probably the first words ever spoken to me and the words most frequently said to me when I was growing up. Maybe it was my head of fiery red hair. Maybe it was the worse-than-ordinary Scots temper of lasses in my family. Whatever it was, my father assumed from the start I was destined for trouble. And I suppose I proved him right when I fell in love with Ewan McPherson, a rugged young Highland warrior who was, I knew, planning with my brothers to rise up against the English. 

Though Ewan’s rippling muscles sent me all aquiver, I never surrendered my virtue. Not even when he covered my neck in kisses, promising to love me if I surrendered my maidenhead. I won’t say my heart didn’t thunder in my ears at the thought of peeking beneath his plaid. And I can’t deny his touch made me slick with desire. I wanted to spread my legs for Ewan MacPherson—wanted to be trapped beneath the sweaty, strong muscles of his chest and legs. He was a big lad, and I was just a wee lass. I wanted to feel overwhelmed, overcome, without any choice but to give up my virtue without so much as a hand fasting.

But…be good, Sorcha.

The echo of my Da’s warning in my ears was even louder than my desire. So I insisted that I must have a wedding. Thereby making the biggest mistake of my life…because my father forbade it. 

“The son of a laird to marry the daughter of a tavern keeper?” he shouted in Ewan’s face. “Not bloody likely! It’s not enough you’ve got my sons ready to follow you into this folly of rebellion on behalf of Bonny Prince Charlie? No. Now you want my daughter as well? Well, you can’t have her. I’ll need at least one of my children to care for me in my dotage. So don’t darken my doorstep again, or you’ll bring with you the wrath of the English.”

That was the last time I saw Ewan McPherson.

He gave me up. He went off like a kicked dog and left me working in my father’s kitchen at the Groggy Bottom Tavern & Inn, which served as a veritable barracks for English officers. I was heartbroken, but meek as a lamb, convinced that I must do as I was bid, and be a respectable, virtuous girl. 

At least until I heard the English soldiers discussing a list of names—suspected traitors, all. 

While filling their cups, I caught snippets of conversation and watched as Major Anderson scribbled notes into a little leather bound book at the table. A little book that I needed to examine more closely, to see if my brothers names were upon it. And I worried for Ewan, too.

Though he’d given me up, my heart still beat for Ewan. And that’s what finally cracked open the good girl inside me—it was love, not lust, that unleashed my wickedness. 

But of course, how a thing begins, is seldom how it ends, is it? 

I became obsessed with that little book and seeing its contents. 

Which is how, the next night, I came to be in Major Anderson’s bedroom.

Having left the men below stairs to their dice games and bawdy songs, I slipped into the empty chamber and began my search. I hastily ran my hands under the pillow, reached beneath the mattress, then rifled through the chest at the foot of the Major’s bed. All to no avail.

Where was that book?

Then the memory struck me. A few days before, I’d laundered some of the men’s small clothes, and was set to put them into the Major’s drawer when he wryly informed me that he was capable of tending to his own wardrobe. Had he hoped to keep me from finding the book hidden away there?

Inspired by the thought, I stepped quietly upon the floorboards, glad of the noise downstairs to hide every creak, then pulled open the drawer and began to rifle through it.

The truth is, I never heard the door open behind me. I didn’t hear him come in. I don’t even know how long it was that he watched me search his belongings. I only know that I gave a start at the sound of his precise English accent, when he said, “My dear lady, I fear you have a most unhealthy fascination with my undergarments…”

~~~

Wearing his officer’s uniform, complete with crimson coat, Major Anderson was tall and lean, in the way of the English, with a well-bred look about him and immaculately well-kept hands that looked to be dextrous instruments of pleasure or torture, depending upon his whim. But the most astounding thing about James Anderson was the expressiveness of his face. 

With twinkling blue eyes, and an enticing mouth that quirked up at the corner in dry amusement, he scared me quite out of my wits. “I—I’m so sorry, Major. It’s only that I thought I might’ve returned the wrong batch of laundry to you the other day.” This was the lie I’d rehearsed in case something went wrong. And of course, something had gone most disastrously wrong. I’d been caught! “I thought to remedy the situation without troubling you.”

“Oh?” asked the Major, leaning in the doorway so as to block off my avenue of escape, should I choose to run. “You meant to make a switch, did you?”

“Yes,” I breathed, trying to fight down the welling panic inside me. “I think I may have given you a linen shirt belonging to Captain Howard, and vice versa.”

“Where is it, then?” he asked.

“Where is what?”

“The shirt you meant to switch.”

“Oh, I meant to take yours first, of course,” I said, my mind in a mad scramble for answers. “You do outrank him, after all…”

He laughed. 

Most Englishmen were too bloody stuffy and serious to laugh, but the Major had a confidence about him and a lightness to his bearing. It gave me hope that I’d escape without consequence. At least until he said, “Very good. Quick on your feet, aren’t you, Miss? An adroit spy, too. If I hadn’t come up to fetch my snuffbox, I wouldn’t have noticed you.”

“I’m not a spy. And it’s Mistress to you,” I said, because every Scots lass knew enough to pretend she was married when alone in the presence of Englishmen. It was the only thing that kept them respectful. “And I’ll thank you to remember whose roof you’re under when you make accusations, Major.”

The Englishman startled. Not because he was ashamed of himself, no. But because, “I thought you were the proprietor’s daughter!”

“I am!” I protested, slightly nauseated at the idea he’d think I was married to my Da. “I’m married to someone else.”

His brow raised. “Are you now? Then where is your wedding ring?”

“Somewhere safe. I wouldn’t want it to get lost when I’m doing chores.”

Then he surprised me by asking, “What about your kertch?”

The English scarcely bothered to notice the customs of the Scots and it surprised me a bit that he knew about the cloth married women wore on their heads to signify marriage. But I suppose if he’d been stationed in Scotland long enough…

“I don’t wear one, on account that I’m a widow,” I said, raising my chin a bit. “Now, if you’re done dredging up the pain of my circumstances—”

“Love match that ended in tragedy, was it?” he asked, with a bit of a snort. “Not at your age, it wouldn’t be. So what’s the story there? Hasty marriage to disguise your lost virtue? Or were you bartered away by an unfeeling father?”

I gasped with offense, nearly overcome by the sudden urge to slap him across his smug face. “I’ll thank you to remember I’m a virgin, and don’t you dare give insult to my Da!”

A slow smile spread across his face. “Ah, the temper of a Scotswoman. Very good. But you mean were.”

“What?”

“You were a virgin, before you married, of course.”

I felt my face flame at what I’d let slip. “Of course, I was a virgin when I married,” I murmured, trying to fight the blush from my cheeks to be speaking so frankly of such matters with a relative stranger.

There was a small moment of silence as the Englishman studied me. Then his blue eyes twinkled a bit. “And here I thought, when I was sent to Scotland, that I’d find nothing but barefoot, mule-headed peasant women of no fascination whatsoever. What a delight to see you struggling to keep your story straight. You’re doing a decent job of it, too. Admirable, really.” Reaching into his coat pocket, he withdrew a small leather bound book. The book. I tried to disguise my immediate interest, but he must’ve seen it. “This is what you were looking for, isn’t it?”

“I don’t know what you mean,” I said, crossing my arms over myself.

“I never let it out of my sight.” He tossed the book casually onto his writing table, then closed the door behind him, latching it, locking us both inside. “But I suppose there are any number of other things in this room that a Jacobite spy might be interested in…”

“I told you that I’m no spy,” I insisted, fists clenched at my sides.

“Where is it that your family hails from, Mistress…?”

I declined to fill in my surname. “Right here, near Cluny Castle.”

Loyal to Clan MacPherson, I wanted to say, but did not. The chief of Clan MacPherson was in the employ of the British, his men part of a regiment. He was thought not only loyal to the English, but fiercely so. And yet I knew his son, my beloved Ewan, was raising funds and an army to restore Charles Stuart to the throne. And that my brothers were helping him do it.

The question was, did the Major know it?

“Major, I must now insist that you unlatch the door and leave me to my business about the tavern. It isn’t proper for us to be locked together alone in a bedroom and I should hate to see such a mark to your honor or mine.”

The English were always very prickly about their honor. Not in the proud way of a Scotsman, but in a stilted, panicky way, as if they walked about wearing pristine white and were afraid to smudge it.

But not Major Anderson.

He merely chuckled. “Well, if you’d like the door open while I strip and search you I’m happy to oblige, but I thought you might prefer privacy.”

With that, he crossed the room in two long strides and tugged a bit on the ribbon adorning my stomacher. 

“Get your hands off me or I’ll scream!” I cried.

“You won’t scream,” Major Anderson said, bringing his mouth so close to my ear that his breath warmed my neck. His breath smelled faintly but pleasantly of cloves and claret—not grog, like every other man in the tavern. He’d clearly brought with him his own stores. “If you scream, then I’ll be forced to arrest you and your father under suspicion of treason.”

~~~

I didn’t scream.

I didn’t move to stop him, either. Not when the Major’s dextrous fingers slipped beneath my clothes under the pretext of searching for whatever it is that I might have stolen from his room. I might say I stayed silent and still because I was terrified. I might even lie to myself and say it was because I hoped it would be over swiftly and being manhandled by a British officer would be a small price to pay for my freedom. But the truth is that I didn’t move to stop him because his twinkling blue eyes held me transfixed. And at the feel of his cool, proficient fingers upon my fevered skin, I became instantly aroused. 

Perhaps it was because I was an innocent and the Major was not; he knew how to rouse a girl’s passion by patting her hips, squeezing her bottom, staring her in the eye all the while. 

Or perhaps it was because I was a wanton. 

Having come so close to carnal bliss with my love, then being denied all touch since, my body’s cravings simply overwhelmed me. To my great embarrassment, my nipples hardened the moment they were revealed. And a flush of heat spread down my neck, to my belly, between my legs, forcing from me a groan. “I’m going to undress you now,” said the Major.

“It’s—it’s not necessary.”

“Oh, but it is.”

“No,” I said, gasping over my own sudden lusts. “You can’t. I’ve never…I’ve never been undressed by a man before.”

Major Anderson looped his finger through a curl of my hair, seeming to delight in its fiery highlights. But his gaze held amusement, still. “I must teach you to come up with better lies, my dear. You cannot both insist that you’re a widow, and then say you’ve never been undressed before. It creates a dissonance that invites interrogation.”

“But it’s true,” I said, grasping his fingers where they teased lightly over the tops of my breasts. “We were wed…but he died before we could…”

He broke into a bright smile. “Well, then you weren’t really wed, are you? It takes more than a churching to make a marriage.”

Damn him!

“Shameful, really,” he continued. “To think that a man might have the good luck to marry a brave and beautiful lass like you, and then leave her maidenhead intact.”

I swallowed, because I’d never felt brave, and I hadn’t felt beautiful in quite some time. When Ewan gave me up without a fight, it had left me feeling small, undesirable, and unwanted. I turned my head away so that Major Anderson wouldn’t see those emotions flit behind my eyes, but it didn’t stop him from exclaiming, “Why your father deserves a good thrashing for allowing you to marry such a man and then rot away in his kitchen, a lonely widow…”

“Don’t,” I said, the full reality of my situation coming home to me. He could have my father jailed or hanged because of my folly. And I would never forgive myself. “Please, I beg of you. Whatever you suspect me of, my father has no part in it.”

“Are you quite sure that he didn’t send you up here to seduce me? After all, I’m very tempted by a girl so ripe and wanting…”

I was that. I must have been. How else could I explain the outrageous desire building in me to be touched by a man who was neither my love, nor my husband, and an Englishman at that! 

“Would you like to become my mistress?” he asked, ever so casually.

The shock forced the word from me. “What?”

“My mistress,” he repeated, very calmly. “I’m in need of one. I’m far from home and I haven’t touched a woman in longer than I’d prefer to admit. And though I adore the total lack of moral scruple in whores who abandon themselves to every possible depraved act, I find brothels somewhat disenchanting. There’s really no challenge to seducing a girl in a brothel. So that leaves me in need of a mistress and you’re quite fetching—intoxicatingly so, if I’m to be perfectly honest. Your nipples are as hard as cherries, and look to be just as sweet. It is only a dubious sense of honor that is preventing me from ravishing you at this moment, with or without your consent.”

When I gasped with a trill of fear, he added, “I’d prefer your consent. Much prefer it. It makes things so much more interesting…if you are a spy, imagine the fun of the cat and mouse game that shall ensue.”

“What?” I said, again, because I couldn’t believe the brazenness of the man.

“I see I will have to be more frank with you, in order to secure your understanding of the situation,” he said, bringing my fingertips to his lips with a scamp’s grin. “I would very much like to teach you about pleasure. About erotic abandon. I’d like to part your legs and lick at the little pearl hidden between your folds until your thighs tremble, your slit is dripping wet, and you’re smothering your own screams of ecstasy for fear someone will hear you.”

My breath caught, and this time, not only because I was shocked, but because I was fascinated. The promise of that was a siren’s call, and the way he said it so surely…

“If you will allow me,” Major Anderson began, with a squeeze of my hand. “I will now introduce you to the instrument of pleasure that will deliver you into womanhood.”

I should’ve stopped him. I should’ve yanked my hand away. I should’ve slapped him. I should’ve done anything but stand there, dumb as an ox, while he gently drew my hand to his breeches, where I felt him, fully engorged.

“Oh,” I groaned, my eyes fluttering shut.

“Do you feel what you’ve done to me?”

I did indeed. I felt the pulse of his hard erection beneath my palm. An aching, straining, manhood that throbbed…for me. For me. And a terrible war broke out inside me between the girl I always thought I was, and the one I really was. 

Fumbling in a field of heather with Ewan MacPherson had awakened my lusts, that’s true. And feeling his manhood beneath his plaid, pressed as it was against my thigh…that had been enticing evidence of his desire for me. But he hadn’t wanted me so badly that he’d been willing to risk my father’s wrath.

But Major Anderson was willing to risk quite a bit. “I will be happy to forget the possibility of your family being in league with traitors, of course. And I will make certain that you are serviced so well that you walk a bit bandy-legged some days. I cannot promise you more than one blinding climax every time I touch you, but I think you’ll find I generally keep at things long after other men would give up…” I stared, which prompted him to give a snap of his fingers. “Oh, I almost forgot! There will be compensation for you, too. Naturally. You’ll be well-kept with an allowance and some jewels, not to mention given liberal leave to visit your family.”

Why he was bartering with me. Bartering with me for my virtue!

And I was even more thrilled than I was offended. 

My hand squeezed lightly at his breeches as if of its own volition. He smiled, clasping me about the waist, pressing himself more firmly into my hand. “And now that the terms are clear on my end, I suppose you must know what will be expected of you.”

I shook my head, as if I was not entertaining his offer.

But of course, I was, and he knew it.

“You are asking me to be your whore,” I hissed.

“Not remotely,” he said, as if mortally offended. But then that insufferably smug grin touched his features. “Well, yes, actually, I am. But I’m not looking for a woman to bed quickly, and leave behind on a mattress upon a puddle of my cooling seed. I will want you more than once. And not merely because you’re a virgin, which, by the way, will make the first time a bit of a nuisance. You see, I am a man of certain appetite. I will want you again, and again, in a variety of ways, and I will likely ask of you to perform acts that you will find depraved if not distasteful. I assure you, I will teach you to love them. But I don’t want to give the impression that ours would be any sort of ordinary transaction. Or that you’d be free to dispense with your favors to others without my permission.”

I gawked at him, in part because I simply lacked the imagination to understand what he could mean. Though I tried to will myself to silence, two words managed to escape past the cage of my teeth. “What acts?”

Another grin, this one accompanied by another throb of his cock in my hand as he backed me slowly up to the wall. Stroking my cheek while I mindlessly stroked his cock beneath his very white breeches, he said, “Well, I’m very glad you asked. Understand that I’ll take you in your mouth, your arse, and your cunt.” At the widening of my eyes, he chuckled. “Didn’t you know there were ways of taking a woman in every hole?”

Scandalized, I gave my head a vigorous shake.

“And they say the Scots do nothing but fuck all day in the fields with their sheep looking on…” He snickered a bit at his own joke, which I found more offensive than his proposition. “Oh, yes. I will want use of your whole body. And I will want your obedience. I might like to give you a little whipping, from time to time, though nothing that might ever mar this beautiful freckled skin of yours…”

He bent his head to kiss my shoulder then, and the nearness of him, the softness of his mouth as it pressed against my skin, nearly made my knees buckle. Jesus, but he was as tempting as sin itself. Though his face was admittedly handsome, I didn’t understand my attraction at all. He was insulting, vulgar-tongued, smug and … English!

 But there was no hiding it; my treacherous body gave me away at once with a burning prickle across my skin and a hitch in my breath that sounded like surrender. As if sensing my unsteadiness, he pressed my shoulder blades to the wall and kissed me again. 

My neck. My chin. But when he got to my mouth, he hesitated…just a breath away. “Now then, my dear,” he whispered. “Why don’t I give you some time to think about my offer. When I come next to you, I will ask you a simple question. You can answer yes or no. If you say no to me, I will not offer again. But understand that if you consent to be my mistress, I will take you on the spot, and I shall make it as wicked an experience as possible.”

And with that, he let me go.

~~~

I should’ve told my father, of course. I should’ve gone to my Da and confessed at once, telling him of the overtures made to me by a guest under his roof. I should’ve insisted that he eject the man and send complaint to Major Anderson’s superior.

Of course, that would have revealed that I’d been searching the Major’s room. And that, in turn, might have led to the discovery that I was trying to protect Ewan MacPherson. Or at least, that’s what I told myself excused my silence on the matter.

The truth is, I should’ve given my maidenhead to the Highland warrior I loved. But since I hadn’t, I was now going to give it to a man who was in a position to be of use to us both.

…if you are a spy, imagine the fun of the cat and mouse game that shall ensue.

That’s what Major Anderson had said. And though I was nothing whatsoever as fanciful as a spy, my sympathies were with the Jacobites. As the Major’s mistress, would I not be in a position to learn matters that might be of help?

These and a thousand other other justifications swirled in my mind, even as my fingers crept below the blankets and cupped between my legs, where I burned for relief. I was so hot. Fevered there. So needy. What would it feel like to have a man between my thighs. Not just any man, but the silver-tongued officer who wished to make a whore of me?

Three nights I burned for him. 

Serving him grog in the main dining room with a shaky hand, I wondered if anyone saw the lustful way his eyes burned into mine, and the way my skin flushed hot in return. Brushing past him in the hall with a basket of laundry as he tipped his hat, I felt his gaze traveling appreciatively down the length of my body. Fetching for him his red coat and feeling our fingers brush in the handoff, I watched him stride impressively from the tavern in his tall black riding boots to mount his horse for some bit of business for the crown. 

He was, in every other respect, polite and cordial and controlled. 

And it was that very control that began to frustrate and enrage me.

How could Major Anderson put to me such an offer, such a wicked proposition, and then leave me to go about my business in the tavern as if my whole world were not changed by it? He had groped me, and kissed my neck, and let me touch the hard ridge beneath his breeches…and yet again, I was left frustrated and consumed with carnal thoughts.

I used to dream of brawny Ewan Macpherson crawling atop me and lifting his plaid to expose his own personal sword. But now, at night, I began to imagine the shrewd Major crawling between my thighs, kissing a trail up from my knees, his lips trailing softly to the place that ached for him. My own fingers pushed tentatively inside the tight space that I couldn’t imagine would sheathe something as large as his hardened shaft. And yet, I wanted it. I panted for it. 

And I came undone from just the thought of it, biting hard upon my pillow to smother the cry as my sex convulsed upon my own fingers.

It was in this state of sexual madness that he found me in the kitchen that day. My father had gone off to market, taking our servant with him to help drive the cart, so I was left to scrub at the pots while the redcoats took their breakfast in the room beyond. The door was open, so that I could hear if one of them asked for another scoopful of porridge or taste of fresh buttercream from the jug. But I was happy to immerse myself in the work of a scullery maid so as to crowd out the madness of my own lusts.

“Your stays must be very loose,” said the Major from the doorway. 

Could he never knock or announce himself? He moved with the stealth of a ghost! “What?” 

He must’ve thought me quite a daft woman, given how often I asked him that. “Your stays,” he said, eying the part of my clothes my apron covered, then drifting up to the neckline. “If they were tighter, your breasts wouldn’t be jiggling quite as much while you scrub. Or is it just the tops of them that are jiggling? I’d like to know how ample they are…”

Feeling myself redden from neck to ear, I stopped scrubbing. “You said you’d ask me a question…in time. Is that the question you want to ask? You want to know if it is just the tops of my breasts that jiggle?”

I hadn’t meant to snap. To be so sarcastic. I also didn’t anticipate that it would delight him so. His eyes crinkled at the corners. “In a high Scots temper today, are we? I wonder what could be the cause of that…”

“You know perfectly well,” I said, abandoning my pot, and drying my hands upon my apron. Given the state of me, I couldn’t imagine that he still found me attractive. Perhaps it had been a momentary lapse and he’d changed his mind about wanting me for a mistress. I was a hearty country girl with freckled skin and copper hair, and back home he likely had some pale, willowy, English rose…

“Yes, I suppose I can guess what has you in a state,” he admitted. “But I admit to being curious as to whether or not you’re short of temper because of what I might be here to ask you or because I’ve taken so long to ask it.”

Unaccountably, my eyes filled with sudden tears.

I didn’t know why.

I wasn’t sad, not precisely. I suppose it was because I was shamed and frustrated and filled with desires that had been denied me so long that I couldn’t hold them back any longer. Because I scarcely knew myself or what I was about anymore. Because I’d never thought to be any man’s mistress, but I somehow now wanted to be. Everything was in turmoil inside me, and came out in a tiny sob that I stifled with the back of my hand.

“Oh, dear,” Major Anderson said, his grin disappearing. “Oh, no. There, there, Mrs. Darrow, please don’t cry.” With that, he found a handkerchief within his coat and extended it to me. And to his credit, he looked genuinely distressed. 

I dabbed at my eyes. “I’m sorry. I don’t know the cause of it.”

A pained expression touched his features. “My dear lady, this is not the kind of cry I want to elicit from you. Do not feel forced to something you don’t want.”

“I do feel forced.” I sniffled into the kerchief. “But not by you. By whatever sin I was born with in my blood. Because I…I want…”

I couldn’t say it, but he didn’t make me. Instead, he grasped hold of my wrist and pinned it to the butcher block table, as if he feared I might take flight. And he wasn’t wrong to fear it. “You want to be wanted. You want to know how much pleasure you can give a man. You want to feel your body as an object of worship and satisfaction. You’re a blossom in a field waiting to be plucked, and these idiotic Scotsmen have somehow trampled right past you. You want to be a woman now, don’t you?”

I nodded, quite incapable of speech. Feeling as if he had somehow reached into my heart and plucked upon every raw nerve.

“Well, then,” he said, tracing my lower lip with his thumb. “I think I can remedy this for you. But first, I must know the truth. Is it me that you want, or just any man?”

My eyes widened at that question, because I had no idea how to answer it. I knew what I should say—what he wanted to hear. But all I could do was sob out a little, “I don’t know.”

And to my surprise he said, “How refreshingly honest…I can see that we’ll get on together very well, you and I. It’s quite alright that you don’t know.” With a slight glance over his shoulder at the open door, where we could see some of his men enjoying a meal, he added, “I’m certain we will get to the bottom of it, one way or another. But in the meantime, I’d like to know if you will consent to become my—”

“Yes,” I whispered, before he could even finish the question.

~~~

It must’ve been the eagerness of my agreement that drove his passion. My reckless surrender. I know now that it was like the scent of blood to a predator. Whereas he’d been quite the gentleman a moment before, extending to me a cloth to dry my eyes, all traces of civility quickly fell away. 

He’d said that if I consented to be his mistress, he’d take me on the spot, and he obviously meant to be good to his word. I’d thought he might take me to his bedroom. That he might even carry me there. Instead, he swept the clean pot and a parcel of herbs from the butcher block table, then pressed me down onto it, his mouth crushing mine in a kiss.

It happened so swiftly, the air whooshed from my lungs and left me gasping. 

Knowing his soldiers were just a room away, I pressed my palms to the flat of his chest, but he was already working at the laces of his breeches with one hand, and tugging up my skirt with the other.

 “Oh, God,” I cried, wondering what I’d done. What I’d unleashed. Did he really intend to take my maidenhead, here, in my kitchen, in such a mad rush? 

I had never thought for my first time to be this way!

And yet, truth be told, my body was every bit as frenzied for him as he was for me. Sexual need is a prisoner we keep caged, and the moment it sees an opening to escape, it does. It runs, because otherwise it might never get free. 

So even though I was straining to push him off me, my thighs also parted for him and my teeth eagerly nibbled upon his hot lips—experimenting and delighting in the differences.

We broke apart from the kiss only long enough for him to maul my breasts, and draw my hands down to feel him bare. Oh! The weight of his erect shaft in my hand was a thing of delirious mystery. I wanted to touch it, and stroke it, and study it, but there seemed to be no time. What Major Anderson needed was too urgent. 

“Put my cock at your entrance,” he said, staring hard into my eyes, his own cheeks flushed, his pulse thumping on the underside of his sex organ.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Take me upstairs. I want to feel you inside me.”

“You will. Right here. Put my cock where it belongs.”

Every time he said the vulgar word, I throbbed anew with lust for him. But some part of me still protested, “But your men will see!”

“Yes. That is my intention. Now don’t make me tell you a third time or there will be an unpleasant consequence.”

His intention? My eyes widened. What kind of devil was I giving myself to? 

I didn’t know. And clearly I’d lost my wits, because I didn’t care. 

With another little sob, I squirmed a bit from my perch at the edge of the butcher block table and drew him between my legs. The velvet heat of him touched the wetness of my slit and I hissed from the pleasure of it. I should be ashamed of myself! Truly, I think I was ashamed. But it somehow didn’t matter.

I just wanted him.

And I got him.

All of him. In one hard, rough, intent thrust.

I screamed. And not with pleasure. The invading force and swell of his hard tool as it opened my virgin passage was a hot, searing pain. A tearing. I screamed again, this time to stop him in earnest, but he kissed me hard, smothering my protests.

He didn’t move inside me. He held still, just pressed himself inside my tightness as if to make me feel very ridge and pulsing vein. His groin pressed to mine, our wiry hairs tangled together beneath my bunched up skirts and his opened breeches. We were joined and he wanted me to know it. This English officer had taken me. He’d made me his. He’d claimed me. And in spite of all the pain, I felt taken. I felt claimed.

He’d done it as if he knew how to do it. As if he’d taken virgins before.

And while I sensed that it gave him pleasure—he never closed his eyes or looked away. Instead, he stared down at me with a feverish intensity. With one hand, he brushed away the tears of pain that coursed down my cheek, then whispered, “I mentioned that it would be a bit of a nuisance, my dear. You’re sore, and likely bleeding, which means the only way this can be pleasant for you is if you give in to the utter baseness of it.”

He put my arms around his shoulders, and I clung to him as he began to thrust inside me. I was wet for him, which made him slide easily. But I was very tight and it seemed possible that he’d split me apart with his cock. 

That’s why, trembling with agony, I forced my mind to concentrate on the baseness of it, just as he advised. I was a Scotswoman being swived in her father’s kitchen by an English officer…whose men looked on. 

I don’t know when they noticed what was happening in the kitchen. Perhaps it was when I first screamed. But as Major Anderson pumped himself between my splayed thighs, forcing the table to slide slightly with each stroke, a cheer of encouragement went up from the room beyond.

Dear God, it wasn’t enough that I was now this man’s whore—but they all knew it. And it was so much more shameful than I thought it might be! The hoots of the soldiers, the vulgar things they shouted, made my cheeks flame.

But it also eased the pain between my legs, and…caused a sensation that made me moan. My grip tightened on the Major’s shoulders, and my knees gripped harder around his waist. “Very good,” he said, encouragingly, a bead of sweat on his upper lip as he worked over me. “You must let the arousal outpace the pain.”

He began to press against me in a grinding way. A way that pressed his pubic bone to mine, mashing the little spot I would have liked to stroke. But this was different, and better, in every way. 

Oh, oh, oh, it wasn’t possible that I could reach climax this way, was it? Just from…

“You like getting fucked, don’t you?” the Major asked, yanking my head back by the hair so he could see my face while he pounded into me.

“Oh, God,” was all I said, my eyes fluttering closed at way his cock seemed to press in all the right places on the upstroke, as if driving me toward completion. I wanted to touch him. Undress him. Run my fingers under his shirt and feel his skin, but first…

“You’re going to come for me,” Major Anderson said, panting a bit as he put his back into fucking me harder. “Aren’t you?”

“Yes!” I screamed.

Then I screamed it ten more times as the orgasm exploded through me, setting off burst after burst through my womb, my belly, my breasts…

So caught up was I in the overwhelming feeling of my body convulsing around his cock, as if it were the whole purpose of my existence, I was almost deaf to the cheers of the soldiers now crowded in the doorway to watch. Not deaf at all, however, to the grunts that came from my lover as he spasmed and jerked his seed deep into me.

He held me down hard by the waist, then pressed me back to the butcher block as if he was afraid I might get up and run—or was determined to make me a receptacle for every last drop. 

The warmth of his seed was both soothing to the pain between my legs, but also, a terrifying reminder of what I’d just done. What I’d risked. I knew a child could come of this. I knew it. But he knew it too. Perhaps that’s why he said, “Now then, who else would like a turn with her?”

~~~

“No!” I cried, though I was throbbing with my lingering climax. Tears flooded my eyes. “This wasn’t what I agreed—”

“This is exactly what you agreed to,” Major Anderson said, without the slightest bit of contempt or hostility in his voice. Only firmness. “I told you that I’d ask you to perform certain acts for me and that I’d expect your obedience. This is our first test of that. Besides, it’s for your own good.”

“My good?” I shouted, beating on his chest, trying to make him let me up.

“Of course,” he replied, easily pinning me down. If he was panting, it was only because he had just finished fucking me. Not because it took much effort to restrain me under his steely arms. “I asked you if it was me you wanted or just any man. You said you didn’t know. I said that we’d get to the bottom of it. So we shall. Trust me when I say that it’ll be better for you to be overwhelmed with new sensation than to feel the soreness that comes of having lost your virginity. Besides…you liked it that my men were watching you. That they want you. I felt you get wetter every time you heard them cheer.”

“No!” I cried, in denial, but it was true. And at the sight of them, all of them, feasting hungry eyes on my body, I felt renewed hunger that I wouldn’t thought myself capable of.

I didn’t really know these men, and what I knew of them, I didn’t like. They were English soldiers. Some of them officers, but most of them not. They were all shaved, and one had his back against the wall, his eye wide with something that might have been fascinated fright, but the rest were rough looking fellows. And I was afraid to be touched by any of them, much less all of them.

So why did that make me want them more?

“What’s your given name?” Major Anderson asked me, withdrawing from my body, then softly stroking between my legs, as if to gentle a spooked stallion. I was wet and sticky, both with my own desire and his flood of seed. And I was fascinated by the feel of him trailing it down my thigh.

Then I realized the question he’d just asked me and was overcome with shame! Christ, he didn’t know my name. He’d taken my maidenhead in a wicked and sinful manner, made cheaper and more tawdry by the fact that he didn’t know my name nor did he need to know it. 

“Sorcha,” I whispered, tears on my lashes from the humiliation.

“Well now, my dear Sorcha. I’d like you to service my men. As many as you’re able. And if I have gauged you correctly, you will do me proud by taking them all. But why don’t you choose two to start with?”

If I’d been humiliated before, I was twice as much now. How could I choose? I couldn’t. I shook my head, not even daring to look at these men. “Choose for me,” I said, turning my head in a way that he must have known was surrender.

I closed my eyes, not wanting to know which man would have me next. 

But Major Anderson seemed intent upon an improper introduction. “Spread your thighs wide for Captain Howard, my dear and give him a little kiss.”

Captain Howard stepped forward with a wide and lusty grin. When he bent forward for a kiss, he tasted of grog and his chin was a bit stubbly. But when I spread my thighs for him, I was rewarded not with pain, but with a surprising pleasure as he slipped the dripping purple head of his cock over my slit in such a way as to make me moan. 

Another surprise was that my reaction delighted the Major, who squeezed my hand. It also encouraged the men, who all began to chant encouragements to the captain. “Give it to her hard, Captain Howard. The curvy wench can obviously take it.”

“Get the dress off her, I want to see her tits when you fuck her.”

These and a hundred other things were shouted as the men crowded into the small kitchen to watch. Leaning over me, one hand upon my waist, the other upon the table, the captain nudged his thick member against my opening. 

No, no, no, I thought with a shake of my head. This couldn’t be happening. I couldn’t be allowing it. It wasn’t enough sin that I’d given my maidenhead to a man who wasn’t my husband. Wasn’t wicked enough that I did it while English soldiers stood around and cheered. No. I was to take another lover. And not in a year, or a month, or even a day…but within moments.

 The captain gave a push, filling me, slowly, with his cock. And as I felt my first lover’s semen leak out around the base of this new prick and the sensation was not only the most wicked thing I ever felt, but possibly the most exciting.

Dear God, was I a natural born whore and never knew it?

I exhaled sharply, my hips rising to meet his, encouraging him to fuck me with his thick cock. Which is exactly what he did. Hard, and fast, as much for the entertainment of the other men as for his own pleasure, or mine, I think. And though it was beyond my comprehension to understand…that was exactly what my body seemed to crave.

A wave of need licked upon the shore of my belly, my thighs, my breasts. And I began to moan with every stroke. The intensity of the waves inside me grew stronger, churning, and tugging away the sands of my resistance until I thought I might climax again.

But I couldn’t allow that. I couldn’t risk angering the major. And so I thrashed my head from side to side, trying to hold back the pleasure as the captain hunched over me and put his back into thrusting in and out. 

The effort cost me. I became breathless, until I feared I might be smothered under my stays. “Help her with her bodice,” the major said, and one of the younger men came forward to unfasten it. But they didn’t have me stripped down to my small clothes until after the captain let out a ferocious howl, grimacing in his ecstasy as he pumped the leavings of his pleasure between my thighs.

He finished pounding me just moments before the dam would have burst inside me, and I would have joined him in his release. Which meant that by the time he withdrew his softening prick from my body, I might have been more filled with lust and carnal hunger than any of the men.

Perhaps that’s why when the major asked, “Who will go next?” 

I felt relief and curiosity, more than shame. I lost control of myself utterly. Lost the thread of any thought inside my head except one. That I needed to be fucked. And I didn’t care who did it!

They turned me over. Countless hands groping at me. I felt fingers explore my nipples, the small of my back, my hips, and rump. I was positioned forward onto the table, my feet on the floor, my bottom angled upward for easy access to whatever man would have me.

And I didn’t know who had me next. I never saw his face. I did see his arms, though, which were scarred and hairy. All I know is that the captain’s semen trickled down my inner thigh when this new man shoved into me, and that his member wasn’t nearly as filling as the captain’s had been. 

In fact, it was entirely unfulfilling!

Whoever he was, he moved in a jerky way, without any rhythm that might have helped me find my release. Of their own accord, my hips began to grind down upon the table, desperate as I was for something to touch my cunt, even if it was the hard wooden edge. 

I might have brought myself off this way—no matter the shame of it!—if the man was not so clumsy in banging me from behind.

Major Anderson had told me that he’d take my mouth—now he aimed to prove it. Standing near to my head while I was pumped from behind, he presented me with his hardening cock—which he had somehow washed clean of my virgin’s blood. “Give it a kiss, my dear. Become well-acquainted.”

I loved the look of it. The broad head of it, the swelling veins as I bent to press my lips to his thick shaft. It was warm, and jumped slightly at my kiss. And that was wonderful too. “Now open your mouth,” he instructed. “And be sure to keep your teeth from scratching down the length of me.”

With that, he inserted himself between my lips and I inhaled the musky scent of him that smelled also a bit like me. He filled my mouth completely, forcing me to suck in air through flared nostrils.

Then it was happening to me from both ends. The man behind me pushed into my cunt just as the major withdrew, and the major thrust into my mouth as the other man pulled out. I was jostled between them, back and forth, worked upon as I never had imagined a body could be worked. My breasts aching for touch, my nipples so hard they hurt as I slid across the wood table—sawed at both ends.

I know now that the major was quite restrained with me. He could’ve shoved himself into the back of my throat, forcing me to gag. He could have yanked upon my hair and brutally face-fucked me. But because he wanted to teach me how it was done, he merely guided me by the hair, his fist wrapped tight in it. And he stared down at me while he did it, holding me the way he wished, so that I felt every stroke.

Major Anderson liked it. He liked it very much, I knew, because I could hear the hum of pleasure-soaked noises rumbling from his chest. He must have seen, in my face, how tormented I was. How my body was soaked in pleasure, and yet denied release. Because when the man behind me gave an animal snort, and began flooding my channel with his hot seed, the major stopped and said, “Now then, lass, you’ve been fucked, but haven’t learned to do any fucking. The next man, you’re going to straddle, face to face, like a tender lover. So pick the man whose cock you’re going to come on next.”

He wanted me to come. What a relief that was, because I wanted it even more. But it was maddening to have to choose. How should I know? Glancing out over the men, my eyes lit upon the young soldier who had been standing with his back to the wall, slowly stroking himself in his breeches.

He’d been too shy to show his cock to the others. Perhaps he was a virgin, too, I thought. Which decided me. I wanted him. All at once, I wanted him very much. “That one,” I said, pointing, even as my cheeks flamed hotter than I thought they could. But I was burning, all of me burning with lost. 

Lost in a fever sweat of sin.

“Branson,” the major snapped, hauling me up and holding me upright. Good thing, too, because my knees were too weak to do the job. “If you want to sample my lovely Sorcha, get on the table. On your back, and let her straddle you.”

The young man named Branson flamed red from head to toe, but he moved swiftly to the table where indicated, laying back and finally undoing his breeches. “That’s a good lad,” the major said. “It’s past time you finally get a taste of quim!”

The others laughed, and some chanted, “Branson! Branson!”

Then the major lifted me so that my knees were on either side of young Branson’s hips, and I stared down at what was, quite plainly, the most appealing sex organ in the bunch. Branson’s cock was tall and nicely flanged with a curve to it that I feared might make difficult to fit inside me.

But oh, how wrong I was.

“Take it in your hand and stroke it,” the major instructed, like a devil on my shoulder. “Then guide it inside you…”

The warm, velvety feel of young Branson’s cock in my hand was endlessly fascinating. Especially as it did nothing to disguise the steel underneath. And when I felt the young man reach up to caress my breasts with a trembling hand, I felt as if Branson possibly wanted me more than any man ever had. 

Which made me want him right back.

My body seemed to know just what to do. With one palm pressed flat to his chest, I kept my balance and worked his cock into my entrance. Then, with a sigh, I lowered down onto him. Oh. Oh! 

I hadn’t expected for it to feel quite so wonderful to deflower a man. The way he hissed at the feel of a woman’s wetness on his sex for the first time sent a renewed burst of delight through me. And the way he curved touched a place inside me that felt so good my toes curled.

When I moaned of it, Branson moaned too, as if tortured.

“Don’t tease the lad, Sorcha!” the major said, with a smack to my bared ass.

Like a horse spurred on by the bite of a lash, my hips suddenly bolted. And I began to ride the young man. Ride him hard. Ride him in a way that made no sense to me whatsoever. I’d never done such a thing before, but I was so desperate that I moved in a way that felt outrageously good.

Branson pulled me down, to capture my mouth in a kiss. The same mouth that had been servicing his major’s cock moments before. Perhaps he forgot. Or perhaps he didn’t care. How could any of us care, locked in such carnality? 

I tasted the sweat on his lip, heard the sound of flesh slapping against flesh, and felt the scrape of his shirt under my breasts. I wished that we were both naked so that I might know what that felt like too.

So absorbed was I in the nature of what I was doing, I hadn’t even noticed that the major moved behind us. Using something from my kitchen—was it butter? Was it oil?—he slicked my bottom, then pressed his fingers to my nether passage, a place no one had ever touched before. 

I stiffened, squealing a bit, but he gentled me with a hand on my back. “I told you that I’d take you here too,” the major reminded me. “It will feel much better to you if I do it now, while you are so close to coming already, and while I have Branson’s able assistance…”

My thighs were tight and sore from the way I’d been riding the man beneath me, and I was as winded as if I’d run all the way to market and back. I hadn’t the strength to stop Major Anderson if I’d wanted to. But my mind was far too pleasure-soaked to want anything but he wanted now.

I let him still my hips and place a few soft slaps upon my bottom before taking the cock he’d hardened again in my mouth, and pressed it between the cheeks of my arse. “Oh, God,” I groaned into Branson’s kiss, not sure what I should make of the pressure. 

Then I began to pant, with panic, as the major prodded himself an inch into the passage between the cheeks of my arse. It felt wrong. Very wrong! It would never fit. I was sure to be split in two!

“Hold her,” the major instructed, as I began to writhe in an attempt to get away. But there was no getting away. Not as my body convulsed and writhed at the shock of the violation. It was too tight, and though the major took it slowly, it hurt terribly. Much more terribly than when he’d torn my maidenhead.

Then I felt the most peculiar sensation of my life…the feel of two cocks pulsing in my body, near enough to one another to touch, separated only by my body. And the sheer depravity of being buggered made me scream…not with pain, but with something like pleasure, only sharper.

The major drove in to the hilt when I screamed, and then I was stuffed so tight with men I didn’t believe it. They had me trapped between their bodies. Branson making soothing sounds to me as his cock throbbed in my cunt and the major’s hot breath on the back of my neck as his thighs touched the backs of mine. “Now you’ve been taken in all three holes, my dear. How do you like it?”

“I don’t!” I cried.

But my sex disagreed. It was already sopping with the seed of the men, but now it flooded with my own wetness. And as I wriggled upon Branson, then pushed back upon the major, stars began to fill my vision. Breathing so fast, I was sure I was going to swoon away…

“Yes, you do like it,” the major assured me. “I feel it. Fuck him, Sorcha. And get fucked. What do you want?”

“I want you to stop,” I cried, but we both knew it was a lie.

I was rewarded with a slap on the ass for the dishonesty.

“The truth now,” he said, stroking into my arse smoothly and slowly. “What do you want?”

“I want..I want…I want to come,” I admitted, with a sob.

“I believe we can accommodate you,” the major said, angling me such that I found myself clenching on young Branson’s cock, my arms and legs trembling as I took my pounding from behind.

Then a soldier whose face I never saw stepped forward, his long, narrower member erect at my cheek, demanding of its own accord to be taken into my most intimate kiss. And I didn’t ask. I didn’t think. I just took him.

Three cocks. I was filled in every hole. And as I hungrily sucked and fucked all three men, my mind went somewhere else. I became someone else. The taste and smell of sex filled the kitchen. Groans and grunts and cheers all melted together. I cried and trembled and made sounds that no lady should ever make.

And when I let the cock from my mouth slip only for a moment, it was to breathe the word, “More!”

“Oh, you insatiable little slut,” the major said, thrusting harder up into my poor abused arse. And two men stepped to either side of me, eager to oblige. I took them in my hands. Three cocks in my body, I stroked two others—one of which spurted thick sticky fluid onto my hand almost at once.

And then the man in my mouth held my hair tightly as he flooded a warm rush of semen to the back of my throat. I started to gag, but gulped it quickly to keep from choking. And as I did, I thought of what a sight I must be. What if my father were to come home just then from his outing and come into the kitchen to see me whoring not just to one men, but to five or more? The thought brought so much hot shame to me that I began to sob.

But the sobbing didn’t stop my body’s reaction on whit. Perhaps it made it stronger. Because while I serviced these men like a whore, I seemed to go suddenly blind. A burst of color exploded in my sight as my whole body tightened and released in exquisite release. Which man jerked his seed into me first, I don’t know. I was too busy spasming of my own account, screaming and crying at the white hot pleasure that threatened to burn me alive.

~~~

When I came aware of myself again, I was covered in a thin sheen of sweat and seed, sticky and sore, curled upon a table, with the feel of lingering hands everywhere. I was exhausted, wet, aching where I didn’t think it possible to ache. And Major Anderson was at my side with a wash basin and a cloth, slowly stroking my foot, where a splatter of some man’s seed had landed. 

I could make no sense of this, of course.

Men generally—and British officers in specific—did not bathe Scottish lasses, especially not strumpets like me. “What happened?”

“You fucked every last man in my charge until none of them could rise to the occasion again,” the major said, with what I sensed was a very misplaced pride. “I fear young Branson is in love.”

In spite of the empty kitchen, his words brought back hazy memories of men using me. Cheering me. Touching me. “No,” I gasped, with a furious shake of my head. “No. That can’t have happened. It can’t have!”

My near-state of nakedness said otherwise. And so did Major Anderson. “I told you I would make your first time as wicked as possible.”

“With you! I never thought—”

“Of course you didn’t; virgins are seldom as imaginative as they ought to be…but you seem entirely sated, my dear. And it would pain me to think you regretted the experience. After all, there’s no use crying over spilled milk!”

He chuckled a bit at his double-meaning, for his men had certainly spilled their milk upon me. And I gawped, because it was useless to argue with such a silver-tongued man. But as he gently sponged between my legs, I grasped at his wrist with all the strength left in me. “You don’t understand. I fear that I’ve lost my sanity. I agreed to be your mistress. But to accept what I just did with your men would unravel me completely. I fear I would walk into the sea and wish to drown!”

He searched my face as if to gauge my seriousness, and whatever he saw there sobered him. “Well, we can’t have that,” the major said, a certain softness to his voice. “I think you’re stronger than that, my dear Sorcha. But I understand that you’ve taken a bit of shock. So if you wish to pretend that you didn’t just fuck, and suck, and stroke my men with more enthusiasm than a brothel girl…I will not force you to recollect it. At least not for the time being. I have too many other enjoyable plans for you, after all.”

“You have plans for me still?” I asked, blinking up at him.

It couldn’t be possible that he would still want me.

Not after what I’d just done.

Any man would see me as ruined completely—would view me with contempt, I was sure. But not this man. “My dear Sorcha, I’ve claimed you for my mistress. Quite thoroughly. And I intend to treat you as such.”

“Which means…what?” I asked, wary of how tenderly he was washing me. Wary, too, of the strange feelings that were rising up inside me. I’d done this as an act of mad rebellion against my father, against my heartache, and in the hopes I might help the cause. “Is there to be a fondness between us?”

“Of course!” he said. “I’ve never been able to keep a mistress without some real feeling welling up inside me, and I have a tender emotion for you already, I must confess. You needn’t worry about returning the feeling, of course. That isn’t part of the agreement. But I suspect you won’t mind, very much, being the object of my ardent affection.”

No, I thought, calming entirely within myself at the treasonous thought. 

No, I don’t suppose I would mind it very much at all.

He smirked a bit at the grip of my hand as it loosened so that I could surrender to the ministrations of his hands, as he continued to wash me. “That’s it,” he said, quite lovingly. “Be good, Sorcha.”

I supposed he’d given me a new meaning for that phrase altogether.
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“You’re the emperor’s daughter. It’s not permitted that any man should touch you.”

“Then don’t touch me,” I said, drawing close enough that he might smell the sweet honeyed wine on my breath. So close that my nipples brushed the back of his folded arms. “I will touch you…”

There was a moment—just a moment—that I thought he’d let me.

Then he turned and walked out.

I didn’t give up. The next night Marcus was stationed at my door, I pressed myself against him, my fingers tracing beneath the leather pleats of his military skirt, enjoying in the feel of his strong thigh muscles.

 He twitched with anger. “Stop it, Lady Claudia. Be mindful of your virtue!”

“That’s your job, isn’t it? To protect me from everything—especially the loss of my virtue? So, what are you going to do about it, praetorian?”

“I’m going to tell the emperor!”

I laughed, grinding wantonly against his thigh, loving the feel of it against the wet thatch between my legs. “Go on, then. Tell my father that I tried to seduce you. I’ll burst into sudden tears and say that you attacked me. Who do you think the emperor will believe?” I batted my lashes with exaggerated guilelessness. “A sweet, sheltered, innocent girl? Or a praetorian and whoremonger like you?”

I admit, I wasn’t as confident as I sounded. 

My father could be a suspicious, paranoid man. He would not take kindly to any stain on the family honor. But the way the handsome praetorian swallowed told me that he wouldn’t take the risk. 

He wouldn’t go to my father no matter what I did. 

Which only made me more brazen.

The next night I made certain that Marcus came upon me not only disrobed, but sprawled upon a couch, fingering my clitoris in the way I’d seen dancing girls do for men at banquets. Another night, I reached between his legs, slipping my fingers beneath his loincloth, stroking the hardening phallus I found there. 

Oh. It was wonderful to touch a man’s cock. I’d never felt anything like it. I loved the heaviness of it as it swelled and throbbed in my hand. His hands both fisted at his sides and he never touched me—never once—but his eyes pleaded with me not to stop.

While I stroked him, we stared at one another, our breathing picking up the pace. Rubbing my body up against his, I hoped the chill of his breastplate would ease the fever of my body, but it only made me hotter. 

“Tell me to stroke you,” I whispered.

He clenched his jaw. “No.”

“I’ve seen slaves breeding,” I confessed. “I know how it’s done.”

“Seeing isn’t doing,” he snapped.

“Then show me. Teach me, Marcus Horatius Barbatus.”

“No,” he said, again, this time through clenched teeth.

“You want me to keep touching you, Marcus. You don’t want me to stop. You want me to stroke you until you spill your seed all over my divine hand. Don’t you?”

He didn’t answer. But the color of arousal was upon his cheeks as I stroked him harder, slipping my fingers over the knob of his organ, rubbing like a cat against his leg. “Are you going to come?” I asked, knowing that he was going to. His shaft was jumping and pulsing in my palm, a little bit of wetness having already oozed out. “You’re so close, aren’t you?”

He merely braced his back against the wall and closed his eyes, as if in surrender to the inevitable. And that made me cruel. “Well, I suppose you ought to go seek out one of those brothel girls who can supposedly satisfy you much better…”

With that, I let go of him, and walked away.

I congratulated myself that evening on having bested the man. 

I suspected Marcus would ask for a reassignment, that he’d volunteer for any duty that would take him away from me. I’d broken him, I thought.

But I had little idea what I’d actually unleashed…
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Finally, to see other books I’ve written, click here or turn the page!
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Brigette: Taken by Vikings

Conquered by Vikings

Ravished by the Vikings

Vinland Revelries: Taken by the Vikings




Medieval

Punished at the Pillory

Sacrificed for Spring

For the King's Pleasure
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