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By Shirl Anders
“The long hair is sublime. Can you imagine him naked with that rich river of hair flowing down his muscular back?”
“Our, Hellborn Lord, would be salaciously pleased at this specimen. Except for the ugly deformity of his missing hand. Those deep brown sexual eyes, sensual face with masculine features, but the carnal lips nearly turned toward the feminine. Strong build, he will look superb with his shirt off. Find out the length, color, and thickness of his cock. I wager it hangs down half of his thigh and with that light brown hair his hairy balls will look smooth and hairless. Mmm, maybe for the length of hair one can overlook the missing hand.”
“Strength in the hair should come through to the buck’s dong.”
“The presence of the hook only adds to the perception of dominance that will be broken and subjugated.”
“Lord Incubus, he is a lord, a Marquess.”
“Succulent, always the choicest plunder. Family?”
“One uncle and a elderly aunt of no consequence, I did a thorough check, I knew you would crave this one.”
“I do. If his cock is like a beast's, we will take him. And then we need a petite bitch with skin nearly white against his sun-browned flesh. I want her small enough so that when his cock comes to her it will look like a powerfully savage weapon going to gut her.” Lord Incubus paused. “Our, mighty Lord Hellion, will be pleased. I believe this time he will take the male also, and that will be a triumph. It has been too long since we have pleased him with our male offering.”
“Name?”
“Lord Saxonhurst, the Marquess of Hartley.”
Chapter One
For the first time in his life his cock had gotten him into trouble, Saxonhurst thought, and if his bloody head did not hurt so badly he would laugh out right. Incredible. This was a momentous occasion that any of his illustrious friends from the former Archangel spying regal would have proudly cheered him on . . . not withstanding their amazement. And, she had been an exquisite piece of French muslin with fiery red hair and dark coquettish eyes. The demanding throb in his head would not allow him to remember her name or if she had given one. However, amidst the beating that was hammering in his temple he did remember her scent and it seemed he remembered a flash of pure white breasts. Was that true? Had he seen those alabaster mounds naked? Violets . . . He had smelled violets? Or was that the feisty maid, he'd dallied with on board the ship he'd taken for his voyage from England to France. What was that . . . two, three days ago? Was it longer?
Haltingly, it seemed to him that somewhere in his scattered mind he should worry over his newfound circumstances. Should his brain be as thick and muddled over a clout to the back of his skull? Why did he taste the sour dredges of wine on his tongue? Then, while thinking of the wine taste, he realized in a floating manner that sharpened for brief seconds, when he tried to raise his hand to his lips, that they had tied his wrists. But then, the thought floated away.
“I say we fuck him now. Da, Lord Hellion, will never know.”
“I like da cunts better.”
“Any tight ass on ya cock will change ya mind.”
Saxon tried to understand the words he was hearing. He tried to feel alarmed, but the throb in the back of his skull nauseated him and his mind scattered, tripping over his constantly flowing thoughts. The roll of the carriage was making him feel sick, he realized, then the knowledge fled with the next jarring bounce and simultaneous pounding of pain splitting his skull.
He heard the men's voices again. Two men, both with German accents. One was sharper than the other. That voice led the other voice. Saxon knew that somehow. Because . . . because he was good at it, flashed through his mind . . . and then the thought fled.
“Da long hair will make ya think cunt, Baco.”
“Fuck off, Cernno! They should of let me get da woman.”
“Cernno! Baco! Quiet! This male is not to be touched by anyone other than our Lord Hellion or the handmaidens.”
A new voice. A woman’s voice and older. Saxon clenched his closed eyelids, trying to transcend the thumping in his head and the jostling of the carriage floor he lay sprawled upon. Man, think! Just this one thing. Saxon strained for control of his mind. He knew accents like the back of his hand. Missing hand. “Viennese,” he mumbled into the noise of the rattling carriage. The woman was from Vienna.
“Dame Baset, ya know you’d like da Marquess’ long dong in ya cunt right now and I’d take his ass. Ja! Two at a time!” Then, Cernno’s sharp smirking laughter filled the air.
Dame Baset’s voice hissed loudly, “Quiet!”
Saxon picked out a fleeting thought, a notion that Dame Baset held no control over Cernno, but the one called Lord Hellion did. The names of the kidnappers . . . of the players and fiends defied his befuddled brain, while he knew somewhere they meant something, and he should know it. And just then . . . it snapped through his mind for a split second. Cult. But the carriage jolted roughly beneath him, and he moaned, unable to catch the sound back.
“He awakes now,” Dame Baset said, and Saxon felt the light edge of her skirts brushing his cheek, making him realize that she sat above where he lay trussed up on the carriage floor. “But the draft I gave him will keep him pleasingly malleable.”
“Ja, and limp enough to ass fuck easily,” Cernno’s said.
“You’re just a pig, Cernno. You always liked da little boys ass better,” Baco jibed.
“Ass is ass,” Cernno returned with an angry voice.
“Quiet! Both of you! While your talk is deliciously nasty to be tempting, you will allow the sacrifice more than he needs to know,” Dame Baset said. “And you know, our Lord Hellion, likes the sacrifice’s mind pure so he can turn it.”
“Ja.” Both men affirmed, but they both sounded equally petulant.
Sacrifice? Saxon tried to wrap his mind around that word, but it was too elusive. Whatever potion Dame Baset had given him was easing the pain in his head, but it was also making his mind float to pale white breasts with pink-tipped nipples. He had seen them.
Descriptions. Listening. Melting into the background and gathering information. Those were some of his special talents. He knew them as instinctively as he could breathe. He could walk into a parlor or out on the boulevard or enter a crowded ballroom, assess the area for ten seconds or less and have the entirety memorized. Saxon realized that these details of his concentration possibly kept him more cognizant than his captors expected. Not enough to be anything but disgustingly malleable in their hands, but enough to be aware of snatches in clarity.
The two German brutes, Baco and Cernno were stocky men and everything about them seemed double in his mind. Both had reddish brown stubby cropped hair, which meant they wore wigs more often than not. Both had the same barrel chests and thick arms with their height just a head taller than his medium height. Double watery blue eyes. Double bad teeth. Double ruddy complexions.
Then, it came to him, pierced through the constriction trying to damper his mind. Twins. The two thugs were twins, however, there were two differences, Cernno led Baco more or less, and Cernno was more perverse.
Saxon tried to be disgusted, perhaps appalled at the lewd groping of Cernno’s hands, while the two brutes bodily hauled him out of the carriage. That was when Saxon realized that they had stopped, but Cernno’s rough hand groping his ass distracted him for a moment. Thank god he had his britches on. The thought fled through Saxon’s mind and at the same time he hesitated, where was his shirt? Ah, no it was there, but it was hanging open.
“Leave his ass alone. Da Hellion, could be watching,” Baco hissed in warning.
Saxon wobbled on his feet between the two men, his hair wildly loose and hanging over his bared chest, but he managed to stay upright and standing. His neck was like soft wax when he tried to lift it to look upward. He smelled Dame Baset passing by him and heard the swishing of her elaborate skirts. Remember he was in France, Saxon chided his cloudy mind. Elaborate dress in France.
Dame Baset left a heavy scent of cloying perfume. Then, Saxon managed an upward glimpse before his neck fell limp again. In that brief glimpse, he took in the sight of a Gothic castle, shrouded in dark shadows with thick and vulgar creeping vines. There were even gargoyles on the turrets, Saxon thought, wanting to laugh out loud at the absurdity. He was in a veritable cesspool of major trouble here, he understood. Nevertheless, until the drugged wine they had given him wore off or he managed to conquer it better with his mind, he was a, “captive sacrifice.”
Then his mind wandered to the Archangels. The best of companions and the most stalwart of friends. But beyond that, they were skilled and capable outside of normal men. Faint hope managed to flare inside him, pushing against the lethargy, until he remembered that he was now in France and his hopeful saviors were back in England. Then, his hope fled as bleakly as the castles dark facade, while Baco and Cernno bodily dragged him into the depths of Lord Hellion’s domain.
Chapter Two
“She is perfection. What unusual race must she have been bred from, troll?” Lord Incubus asked looking down his long, too thin nose.
Yojo did not bother trying to look upward, because the height of his head only reached Lord Incubus’ upper thigh.
“Gypsy, Master,” Yojo answered with an excited giggle as he swayed from side to side. Yojo could only view a sea of stocking-clad legs with buckled shoes or wide ballooned skirts in the circus atmosphere of the upper ballroom. The stiffness and the under wiring of the elaborate skirts were the most dangerous, and he wished for Baco’s presence, because Baco would willingly carry him on his stout shoulder. Lord Incubus would never consider such a feat or kindness. Lord Incubus was cruel. And, Yojo loved him. But he’d never tell, never tell, never tell . . .
“Hmm,” Lord Incubus hummed in his throat like a lethal purring. The sound always trilled up Yojo’s miniature spine. “She is petite enough and her flesh is just that pale, delicious white. I am surprised at this deep red hair. Yes, I believe it will make the contrast between them striking.”
“She has no one, Master. No one now that will be missing her,” Yojo said.
“Damnable, I can barely hear you, troll!” Lord Incubus snapped irritably.
Yojo knew that it was Incubus’ way to blame him for his midget height and Incubus would never consider bending down to hear better. It was up to Yojo to right the wrong or Incubus’ anger would flare down on him. Yojo giggled nervously, then trundled to the corner of the large sweeping balcony that stood above the ornate ballroom below. The lightweight gold leash Lord Incubus held laxly in his left hand and hooked to Yojo just reached the distance.
Yojo nimbly climbed up the railing and stood in the corner on the top rail. With one of his thick stubby hands, he held onto the column at his side, balancing himself. He wore a festive hat of dark green, blue, and red plumed feathers and he bobbed as he shuffled a little dance. Ladies tittered at him, passing behind them on the balcony, and Lord Incubus’ inscrutably drawn face showed no signs of approval. Yet, the slits of Lord Incubus’ eyes held glints of gray as he stepped forward. The elaborate black wig Incubus wore blocked Yojo’s view of the party revelers behind them and Yojo stared with fascination at the long curls upon curls hanging half down Lord Incubus’ chest. How he wished, he could wear such a handsome wig on his bald head instead of the silly hat that he wore. But he was Lord Incubus’ pet for the party. A pierrot mascot was a fashionable accessory of the times.
“Now, tell me again, runt,” Lord Incubus ordered.
“No one will miss her now!” Yojo exclaimed. “She lied, using her old dead aunt’s invitation to enter here.”
“Her only living relative that died so advantageously just last week?” Lord Incubus' voice purred with evil intent.
“That one!” Yojo exclaimed, bouncing up and down. “Now she looks for her distant cousin. But she will never find him. Never find him!”
“Quiet down, troll,” Lord Incubus snapped irritably and Yojo pursed his lips looking about ready to explode, but silent for the moment. “That long distant relative, an elder Baron isn’t he, and he knows nothing of her, or nor does he want to?”
“Yes!” Yojo peeped.
“Hmm, a Gypsy lady. Full Gypsy blood by the look of her. She had better not be coarse, this Lady Joelle Zurka.”
“Real, lady!” Yojo piped.
“Hmm, well it seems you have done well picking her. And, she received a false note saying her long lost cousin would be here then?”
“Not a note,” Yojo said. “Bribed the Baron’s butler!” Yojo clapped gleefully, nearly topping backward, but he caught the column just in time.
“And the butler?” Lord Incubus snapped.
“He belongssss!” Yojo said in one long drawn out hissing.
“A follower of Hellion?”
Yojo nodded, turning to look outward, and then down on the revelers below, but more at the beautiful Lady Joelle. She was special. He had known it for a long time. Not like other ladies around. Lady Joelle had no need to wear a false wig. Her hair was glorious. Maybe, maybe, maybe this time Lord Hellion would praise Yojo.
“I should not have come,” Joelle whispered harshly to herself as she walked down the long winding road from the mansion that she'd just left. “Bi lacid,” she muttered.
It was the Romani word for, “no good” and she rarely used the Gypsy tongue unless she was very upset. Her parent’s Lord Gunari Zurka and Lady Yolanda Zurka had taught her the rich Gypsy traditions in her younger life, before they died. It was a legacy far removed from their higher stations. A station of nobles bought and bribed many years ago by her great-grandfather. Lord and Lady Zurka taught her all the flamboyant richness of true Gypsy blood, while also strictly advising her to keep the outward signs hidden while in society. It was like having two inner selves. The one in her blood, pounding warm and full-bodied in her veins, then the outward, more constricted one, of a proper social window-dressing that she wore.
And, she did have the price for a hackney fare, instead of walking. But her foolish pride had kept her from asking a footman at the ball to call one for her. Pride? What good was pride now, Joelle wondered? It appeared she was destined to swallow her pride for the more important virtue of survival. And she would do so if only she could find that old crow Baron Palko. He was a fifth or sixth cousin, so distantly removed that one could barely hold onto the thread.
“Why was my family not more prolific?” Joelle muttered.
But she would throw herself upon ancient cousin Palko’s mercy. At his very feet, she thought dramatically, if she could only find the dratted man. She just wanted a husband, she thought wretchedly. Simply the chance of one, yet if no one took her around, how was she expected to meet anyone, much less a husband?
“It would be the answer for both of us, Palko,” Joelle mumbled, but just then she thought enough to look about. She quickly realized that while thinking and worrying over her circumstances she'd walked quite far, and it was very dark the further she'd distanced herself from the mansion. Joelle peered into a stand of poplar trees lining the right side of the road. The tall trees looked like malevolent sentinels. She immediately quickened her pace. She calculated that it was a quarter mile from the mansion back out to the main thoroughfare, nevertheless at night, and a pitch-black and starless one at that, it would seem further.
Clop. Clop. Clop.
“Spirits!” Joelle cried.
She was completely startled at the sound so abrupt behind her. She was so goosey that she could not dare herself to look behind her as she quickly stepped toward the trees intending to hide from the oncoming carriage. It would not do for anyone to see her in the predicament she was in. Out alone, unescorted at night. Never mind that she only had one more night at her departed aunt’s home before she was out on the streets.
But besides those dark and tragic thoughts, she still wondered how she'd not heard the carriage sooner. Then, she aimed her footsteps toward the base of a wide tree. It would be good to hide behind was her last thought, right before someone abruptly grabbed her from behind!
Chapter Three
“If those blundering initiates have damaged her, I will flay them alive!”
“No, no, no, Master. Only passed out. Awake soon. No magic drafts. You said no potion . . . Yet!”
Joelle’s heart thundered as she peeked through her lowered lashes at the source of the two diametric voices. She realized at once that they had gagged her mouth and tied her wrists in front of her. She was lying on a flat surface, lifted off the ground. A table perhaps, because she could just see the two men speaking as she forced her body to remain still and not quake in terror. One man was a midget and she had a clearer view of his small gnome like appearance. Of the tall man, she could only see from the top of his chest down, unless she moved to look up further.
She had no intentions of looking further up and giving away her wakefulness. That was the only small bit of comfort she had at the moment, in the terrifying turn of events. Frightening events she could not imagine and she willed herself not to imagine what their intentions were, because therein lay terror and she had to keep her wits about her as the words, “magic potion” fluttered through her mind.
“I will examine her here, Yojo, and then you will take her onto the castle.”
Examine! No, no, no. Joelle shuddered, unable to halt her body’s tremors as the import of what the tall man said rushed through her mind and the fact that he was unconcerned to use names.
“Yes, yes, Master Incubus.”
A moan churned in Joelle’s chest at the sound of the tall man’s name. Most assuredly fictitious. The name and possible meaning clamored over her, just as the moan thrashed free.
Both men turned at the sound. “Ah, she wakes. Excellent,” Incubus said.
Joelle rolled onto her back, jerking her tied hands upward in a defensive and warding off gesture as her wild-eyed gaze lifted up to see the man called Incubus. He looked like a middle-aged French aristocrat. But his gray lacquered eyes and the slash of his lips opposed any hope for noble demeanor. His charred eyes held discord, and in them she could see that the weight of his intelligence was perverted. She knew with an instinct deep inside that his intentions were warped in a sexual nature. It oozed from his lupine face with avid, yet boldly calculated interest as she uselessly swatted the air before him.
“That’s it, little mare, show me your fire.” She watched his lips moving, saying the words, and they were slim and malevolent. “Obedience is worthless without any challenge.”
The instant the word, “challenge” left his lips, Incubus caught her bound wrists in his hands, squeezing the too fragile bones and flesh into submission. Then, with her gaze bulging upon him, he wrestled her wrists above her head. Her body thrashed upon the table, but it was more a helpless gesture, because she discovered to her horror that her ankles were bound together.
Joelle tried desperately to fight her own instinct to struggle against the inevitable. It was what the deadly and wicked Incubus wanted. He wanted her terror and her sexual vehemence. It was why he had not drugged her with the magic potion. She was perceptive and quick-witted enough to understand this. She was not the normal provincial and naive lady of society. Those “ladies” of society were callow and unschooled in worldly ways. Their titles shielded them from the crassness of society.
Yet, even with the knowledge that fighting Incubus would not win her release, and that she had to stop the terror in her mind and find a better way. Still, she could not master the fear rushing through her. But, Incubus easily secured the bindings around her wrists to a hook, conveniently mounted on the table above her head. The snug material of her bodice pressed upward beneath her breasts, constricting her breath with its stretched tightness, while the mounds of her breasts nearly lurched out of the scooped neck collar. Joelle felt air rushing over her stocking clad calves at the raised position of her full silk skirts. Her teeth helplessly gnawed on the gag, too wide and too far back in her mouth, forcing her lips open as though there had been an animal bit fitted into her mouth.
Incubus knew all of this. He knew every feeling that assaulted her and he wallowed in it. It did not show on his stridently austere face, but it twisted in the depths of his dissonant gray eyes. Then, she watched in horror, writhing futilely beneath him as he bent over her, lifting a stout and glistening knife for her to view. Was this to be the end? Her mind cried as her bug-eyed gaze watched the sharp tip lowering. It seemed to her as though, in that moment, her mind physically snapped. Yet, instead of hysteria, her body heaved to a shuddering stand still, with only her breasts rising and falling erratically. Her breasts were in the exact direction of the tip of the knife as her mind actually slowed to eerie calmness. She felt the long black curling ends of Incubus’ wig touching the silk of her dress above her belly. She inhaled the heavy redolence of his cologne. Her sensitive nose detected the saturating odor of rosemary and muscadine, as the scents strangled her nostrils. She saw the bead of sweat on Incubus’ slim upper lip.
Then suddenly, she jerked her bound legs upward in an impossible acrobatic curl, defying yards of frothing silk that bunched up trying to impede her way. In spite of everything, her vigor and strength conquered them as she twisted to the side and kneed Incubus straight away in his chest. Her knees together hit solidly enough to sound a dull cloth on cloth thud, and Incubus fell back with surprise upon his face. Still in motion, her long cumbersome skirts landed in a tide across her waist, exposing her legs clad in black stocking, thigh garters, and the short crotch-less undergarment ladies wore. Incubus had never expected her to expose herself in such a fashion.
Joelle supposed that Incubus would believe ladies to prefer death, but she was much more than simply a lady and she would defy death or anything less with all her heart. And now her legs were free, bound at the ankles, but free in motion. She did not waste the moment of surprise, by looking at her actions furthering effect on Incubus, but instead she swung her legs two times strongly in widening arcs, and then she hefted with all her might, curling her legs over her head. Pushing . . . pushing, until the weight fell through and she landed on her feet beside the table. She looked quickly at the hook, forcing herself not to instinctively look to see where her attackers were.
There was no time and partial freedom was so close. She saw instantly that the hook was not closed and she twisted her bound wrists, tugging them free of the hook. In the same motion, she whirled toward a chair, toppling it over as she hopped past it in the direction of a huge dripping candle, set in an iron wall sconce. She understood that because they had tied her there was little hope for escape. Yet, she would not breathe her last breath in weakness and fear, but gasp it in defiance. Whether it was murder or mutilation and rape they intended, she would only fall beneath their strength fighting!
Joelle grasped the five-inch base of the candlestick between her bound hands, ignoring the burn of the hot wax as she wheeled her body around. In the same instant, she braced her back against the wall, swinging the candle before her without really seeing. She fully expected Incubus to have recovered and be lurching toward her. However, her overwrought swing met nothing but air and nearly toppled her over. Shock raced through her like fire, as she heard Incubus’ tenor voice.
“Magnificent!”
Joelle’s eyes popped open and she saw Incubus standing across the room, completely out of range of the slinging liquid wax. She screamed her frustration against the gag in her mouth, while Incubus lifted a white linen to his nose as though dallying leisurely in a ballroom. But his charred eyes held glints of excitement and wickedness. Oh spirits, how she had wished to brand him, mark him with the hot wax and fire as he was determined to do evil to her. She stood with the desire of it shaking through her body as the now useless candles weight slid through her fingers and the candle thudded to the floor.
Incubus’ gaze bore into hers, never leaving her gaze as he dropped one hand from his cocked hip. Then, he snapped his lean fingers and the midget Yojo bounced up on his toes, handing Incubus a wadded piece of white cloth. Incubus took the cloth and started toward her with an evil smirk on his features.
“You, my little mare, will be a pleasure to watch Lord Hellion tame.” His voice dripped with drawling depravity from each word.
Hellion?Incubus?Tame? It was so much more than murder or rape, Joelle realized, as she curled her fingers preparing to fight the snake approaching her.
Chapter Four
“Time was wasted. However, I would not have missed that performance. Now, I will just have to check her virginity and endowments here.”
Joelle tried to listen to Incubus’ words, fighting through the sleep that he had produced with the vaporous rag he'd earlier wrestled to her nose.
“Time, time, time,” Yojo chirped, and then Joelle heard a slapping sound, and she heard Yojo yelping.
“Quiet, or you will receive worse, troll.”
“Yes, yes, master,” Yojo squeaked. Then all was quiet except for the rattle of a moving carriage. That is when Joelle realized that she was in a moving carriage, laying the length of a seat with blankness in her mind as to how she got there.
Slap. Slap. “Wake up!”
Joelle moaned at the sharp stinging on her cheeks. Slap. Slap. “No,” she half exclaimed, half mumbled.
“I want you awake for this! Open your eyes!” Joelle felt the painful harshness of her body being shaken as she willed her eyes open, to make it stop. Incubus’ blurry face bounced above her. “Ah, that’s better, little mare. Welcome back.”
She moaned and when she heard the sound she realized that she was not gagged. She tried desperately to clear her thoughts. “Bastard,” she rasped. The sound was scarcely audible through her parched mouth.
“Ah, so you think I am a bastard. Really, mare, that is so much nicer than what I actually am. Can you feel that?”
Joelle choked on what should have been a gasp at the feel of rough fingers clawing her bare breast, twisting the mound. Bare? Naked. Oh my God, she was naked and tied with her arms above her head and her ankles below.
“I see you realize your position suddenly,” Incubus said, nastily. “Answer me!”
Joelle felt the sudden spike of pain piercing her tender nipple tip from Incubus' pinching fingers, as she yelped involuntarily. “Yes!”
“Pain could tame you,” he sneered, with his face leaning over hers, so close she could feel his humid breath emitting the odors of mint and liquor. Then, she felt the tip of his fingers on her other exposed nipple and she knew the pain would come again. He smashed his fingertips together tightly as he twisted them.
“No,” she cried at the pain. But she also cried more at his claims about her and pain.
Incubus knew that, as he chuckled. “Excellent, my succulent little Joelle. There are worse things than pain to break you.”
Joelle clamped her top teeth over her bottom lip trying to fight the lingering lethargy from the drug she had inhaled and also trying desperately to hold back her reactions. She knew Incubus fed on her. He gorged himself on her responses. Then, horribly she felt the scratchy heat of his fingers, his hands circling each breast, lifting them upward. Massaging, not painfully. He was examining her.
“Firm, young, not too big,” he drawled. “Are you too innocent to know that these hard nipples show how aroused you are? Like any, bitch-animal in heat.”
Joelle groaned low in her throat searching for saliva in her mouth, wishing that she could spit it in Incubus’ face. He leaned forward more as her body betrayed her and she squirmed in revulsion. He pressed his nasty and hot lips to her cheek as he spoke.
“But if your cunt is wet, little mare, then we will really know.”
One of his hands jerked from her breast and she felt it clamp roughly over her naked and exposed sex. She cried out at the horrifying invasion, while instinct made her desperately try to close her thighs. Nevertheless, the ropes holding her ankles apart would not allow it, and for the first time in the shocking ordeal, tears burned on her eyelashes. She tottered into hysteria with her breath panting as she felt Incubus worming his fingers through the lips of her cowering sex.
“Wet, hot, and ready as any bitch in heat,” he rasped.
Joelle’s mind splintered as she felt the repulsive groping of his harsh fingers in the most vulnerable place she had. No! No! Her mind shrieked as she choked on the dryness of her panting breath. And she was dry. Her sexual being was not aroused. Those were just words the bastard used to break her. She would never be aroused by his touch. The pig! Never! Let him touch her. It meant nothing. Nothing!
“Full cunt lips. Too much hair, we need to bare that.” Suddenly, Incubus moved and Joelle felt the fingers from both his hands pulling the lips of her sex apart. She gritted her teeth trying not to pass out, or move, or give any reaction. “Pink labia and dark rosy hole. Are you a virgin, little mare?”
Despite all her efforts. Despite the strong willpower that she'd always hoped that she possessed, she screamed. She knew she fed Incubus’ perversions with her cries of revulsion and terror as he prodded his finger inside her. Raping the virgin entrance with his rough scraping fingers and eroding sensations inside her that had never been touched before. She tried to keep him out, clamping hard around his finger, surprised that she had muscles there to control. Yet, he shoved through with his dry clawing fingers, dragging along tender tissue, initiating scratching pain where she had never felt pain before. Her body bowed upward in agony and through her hysteria she heard Incubus rasping.
“Ah, there it is, the maidenhead of life. The perfect Bacchus sacrifice for our Lord Hellion’s favor,” he finished, withdrawing his trespassing fingers, satisfied of her virginity.
Through the warping in her mind, Joelle wondered senselessly and beyond her understanding whether she truly was supposed to be some primitive virgin sacrifice? Then, Incubus left her, nude and violated, a virgin by definition, but no longer a virgin of reality as he sat on the other side of the rolling carriage, with Yojo crouched on the floor boards.
She tried to gather her thoughts, her courage, or even the will to live. Anything! She tried to think past the shame and revulsion she felt. Those feelings were worthless commodities and they would not do her any good as she tried to outwit and escape the horrifying situation that she'd been kidnapped into. But the fear was the worst. The fear of the countless possibilities of what more could happen. Of what they intended. That gnawing terror tried to steal her wits, but she fought it back with her anger. Letting her rage build and grow. It was a powerful emotion and it chased away the talons of terror clawing within her. How dare they? How dare they?
But her rage was too volatile and uncontrollable. However, her rage turned to hate, and then turned to stubborn contempt that was more manageable. Then, she twisted it to calculated vengeance, reprisal, and escape. Yes, she could think now. She walled the unusable reactions behind her anger, and as ever before, her quick mind started triggering again, and she breathed shallowly. To understand what they wanted could be power in a powerless situation. And it was, “They.”
Just the names, Incubus, Hellion, Bacchus, and sacrifice, suggested a group. That Incubus would say he was going to examine her, and that he talked of breaking her, and he searched for proof of her virginity told her clearly this involved some type of sexual rite. Her exposed nudity quelled against that comprehension, but she stubbornly willed it back.
They, he, it, Incubus, Hellion, or some false macabre deity wanted her virginity. Her virginity was the coveted prize. Suddenly, the carriage bounced to a halt, jerking her against the restraints at her wrists and ankles.
“Troll, give her the potion before the others see her,” Incubus snapped. “I have preparations to make.” Then with curt swiftness, he left the carriage slamming the door closed behind him, while the midget Yojo bounced on his heels muttering.
Joelle strained to hear what the little man was saying. It sounded like Yojo said, “Blame me, blame me,” over and over again. Joelle thought quickly about everything she'd heard since they kidnapped her. She anxiously looked for any little tidbits. It came to her abruptly. At least there was a good chance that she was right.
“Sir Yojo,” she started to say, trying to wet the aridness of her mouth. “I will swear that it was Incubus that gave me the potion and I spit it out. Not, Sir Yojo.” She paused, “Incubus slapped me also, just like he slapped you.”
Yojo turned his black jeweled eyes to her as he rocked now from side to side. “Sir Yojo? Sir? Sir?”
Joelle had hoped it would work. She could only imagine that they treated Yojo less than humanly. “Yes, I am, Lady Joelle, and you are, Sir Yojo, and I will not struggle, if you do not give me the potion. Y-You have my word.”
Yojo toddled forward with a lopsided smile as he raised his hand. His stubby fingers touched her hair. “So pretty,” he sighed. “Pretty, pretty, lady.”
Joelle thought hard. She thought with all her might, struggling to find the right words, with so little information. “I have never seen a wee little God like you before,” she tried carefully.
Yojo’s flat and out of portion face lit up, with a sudden enchanting expression of delight. And, Joelle knew that she'd chosen right. Had she tried calling him handsome, she would not have been able to woo him at all. But she had to imagine that he aspired to be as godlike as people he served. And so, she trundled forward with more confidence.
“You never hurt me,” she said softly. “And you called me pretty. I want to serve you. I want to be your good lady.”
Yojo’s teeth were a gnarled line as he grinned, moving the cracked tips of his fingers to touch her cheek. “Serve, Sir Yojo?”
Joelle nodded. “Yes, darling sir. No blame for either of us.”
Yojo’s gaze edged to her bare breasts, then back quickly. “I picked you.” He nodded eagerly.
Then, suddenly there was a voice, outside the carriage, and Yojo’s face crumbled into near panic as his black eyes darted from the door to her. His hand dropped with awkward swiftness to a small wine skin hooked onto his belt as he nervously bounced up and down on his toes.
“No blame,” Joelle said quickly. “I won’t struggle. Just to be near, my Yojo . . .” Joelle snapped her mouth shut as the carriage door opened and she shut her eyes, while taking up the form of false limpness.
Chapter Five
“It’s a red-haired cunt.”
The voice was male with a thick German accent. It was a young man’s voice, not a nobleman but common. Joelle tried not to shudder at the crude opinion these men carried for women in their words and what more that foretold. She simply overrode her panic with inward congratulations at keeping Yojo occupied long enough with a convoluted and really senseless conversation, until he had no time to try to dose her with the potion. Nonetheless, she had planted the seeds with her praise of Yojo, to perhaps use and build on later.
Yes. She went over and over her triumph of being aware, when she was supposed to be incoherent, as male hands untied her, disgustingly groped her through a series of jumbles moving her body, and then a cloak was thrown over her, carrying her to the next unknown destination. She remained limp through the entire ordeal, never a more shining example of her renewed willpower. She prayed that she was acting near to the lethargy of the drug, having no clue as to what it would have produced.
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