
The Princess Slave Chronicles  Sullivan Clarke © 2010 by Blushing Books and Sullivan Clarke Copyright © 2010 by Blushing Books® and Sullivan Clarke   All rights reserved. No part of the book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher. Published by Blushing Books®, a subsidiary of ABCD Graphics and Design 977 Seminole Trail #233 Charlottesville, VA 22901 The trademark Blushing Books® is registered in the US Patent and Trademark Office.  Clarke, Sullivan The Princess Slave Chronicles Book One eBook ISBN 9781609683085 Blushing Publications thanks you whole-heartedly for your purchase with us! There are plenty more stories such as the one you’ve purchased from Blushing Books! Visit our online store to view our might selection! http://www.blushingbooks.com This book is intended for adults only. Spanking and other sexual activities represented in this book are fantasies only, intended for adults. Nothing in this book should be interpreted as advocating any non- consensual spanking activity or the spanking of minors.  Chapter One  The small rotunda was packed, the smell of sweat heavy in the air as the young woman moved through the crowd, gently wedging herself in between and then past other spectators. She was angry with herself for being late, but it had been difficult to find a tunic and head covering. The wool of it felt itchy on her skin but she avoided the temptation to scratch herself or squirm to much against the discomfort.  She kept her eyes lowered as she continued to push through the crowd of women. It was a minor miracle that she’d made it to the front. Claiming Days were popular and everyone vied for a good seat. The young woman took one in the second row; she’d have preferred the front, but it was too risky. Not that the ruling class on the other side would actually be watching the crowd of slaves on the other side. But even so, there was no reason to chance it…  The stone bench didn’t do anything to alleviate her discomfort. As she sat down, the wool of the garment pricked against her bottom. The abrasive feel made her suddenly wet and for a moment the young woman let herself fantasize that she’d been forced to wear the dreadful tunic that now scratched against her tender bottom each time she shifted. She fantasized that any moment one of the Handlers would come for her and take her down to the center of the rotunda, where she’d be claimed - brutally - before all those staring eyes.  A stone podium a level above them extended out about ten feet into the rotunda. The Secretary Regent was moving up the short walkway now and was preparing to speak. His short address was the only thing the Ruling Class and the Slave Class shared equally.  “Citizens and Devoted Slaves of The Realm! Greetings! I stand before you on this the Third Day of the Fifteenth Year of the Reign of King Benedict and bid you welcome to the time honored tradition of Claiming Day. As we are all aware, there is no greater honor for a two loyal slave parents than to have a daughter or son grow so strong and true that they are recommended by their owners as fit to serve in another household. The slave unions orchestrated by the ruling citizen families keep our kingdom strong, for it is through the careful placement and breeding that we acquire the strong male backs and gentle female dedication of our well-bred worker. It is these matches that make better workers; it is our shared commitment, our knowing and accepting where we fit in the order of things, that guarantees success for all.”  He paused to let the message sink in, the message being that even though slaves could not decide the fate of their children, by trusting in their owners they were bettering the fate of their children. It was their noble sacrifice to concede this choice, an honor, in fact. And by doing so they guaranteed the survival of the kingdom.  



The slaves nodded almost gratefully towards the Regent Secretary.  “On Claiming Day, we announce the decisions and the pairings and the young men, trained to be strong leaders of their mates, publicly lay claim to their women for all to see. On this day, the young men establish their dominance and the women submit to being thoroughly reddened. By their willingness to submit, these dedicated females affirm to the owners and to the entire kingdom their intention to submit to the Cause. By asserting their control, the young men affirm to the owners and the entire kingdom their intention to remain strong for the Cause.”  “And now,” he intoned, “the newest, brightest generation of the best slaves of the realm will come forth.”  There were two lines, and the young woman craned her neck for a better look. The men were young, strong, and tall. Only the best of the males were allowed to breed. The others were neutered and sold at the market to foreign traders who enjoyed the company of softer lads, or so it was rumored. Only the prettiest and most shapely females were selected to further the slave race. It was more than a rumor, the young woman knew, that men of the ruling class treated slave couples handsomely if the male looked the other way when his owner bedded the female slave, should he take a mind to. Less attractive female slaves went to work in the spinning houses or the castle, for it was not rumor - but well known fact - that Queen Ariana had a temper like a mad tiger and would not suffer King Benedict to look upon another. And because the queen was indeed the most beautiful woman in the land, the king went along with her rule. For the time being, at least.  The Regent Secretary was droning now, announcing the pairings.  “From the House of Yves, the male Ivan shall be paired with the female Iris from the House of Leeds.” A tall, red-headed young man stepped forward and claimed a diminutive blonde with green eyes and an hourglass figure. Like the other female slaves, she wore a simple tunic. But on this day it was form-fitting and made from the finest silk. Her head was uncovered, so that her hair flowed free in waves down her back. The young woman could see even from where she sat above the rotunda that the females wore nothing under the tunic. When she moved, her bottom wagged and strained against the fabric.  More pairings were announced and the young woman listened, paying special attention to names of households she knew. Before Claiming Day, she and some of the others speculated about which male slave would be paired with which female. But her curiosity had grown far beyond the matchmaking. The claimings were about to begin, and the excitement emboldened her. She got up from her seat and moved towards the railing so she could get a better view into the rotunda.  The red-haired male slave had moved to the center and was taking a seat on an armless, straight-backed chair. Wordlessly, he held out his hand and nodded to the pretty blonde, who moved towards him. The young woman could see that the slave girl was afraid although she was trying not to show it. She moved confidently, but as she removed her tunic it was apparent that her hands were shaking.  The girl moved closer and took the young man’s hand. He pulled her across his lap and spread her legs. The girl whimpered, and the sound earned her a hard slap on the left buttock. The young man’s hand print bloomed red like his hair across the milky white buttock of his partner.  “Open yourself to me.”  The girl whimpered again, but did as she was told, spreading her legs wide. She was shaved completely, the lips of her cunny were visible, the tiny twin mounds a slender version of the plump buttocks that rose above them. She spread her legs wider and the bottom cheeks and the cunny lips spread, revealing her tiny, tight bottom hole and the velvety folds of her womanhood. The young man rubbed her bottom, squeezed it possessively, slapped her several times for good measure and then - satisfied that she was going to hold her position - dipped a finger between the slick folds and examined her.  “I certify that the woman who is given to me is true and pure!” he said, and the crowd cheered, for all men in the kingdom, be they free man or slave, felt entitled to a virgin bride.  The young man removed his finger, slick from her juices and she moaned and made to close her legs. The young man scolded her for doing so without his permission and began to spank her methodically. The young woman watched, mesmerized, and the wetness she’d felt between her own legs while watching the slave boy finger his partner increased and was joined by an aching throb so strong it threatened to double her over.  The slave girl’s cries were floating up to where she sat with the rest of the slave class. Mothers pointed down and urged daughters to take heed. “See how still she lays!” some of them said. “Her family must be so proud….”



 Across the rotunda, there were no young females watching. Because these were customs exclusively for the slave class, young women from the ruling class were kept at home. Only married adults from the ruling class were allowed to attend.  The young woman was mesmerized by the sight below. The slave girl’s bottom was cherry red, and flattening and springing back redder with each blow from her mate’s hand. Her pussy was throbbing unbearably, her nipples two aching nubs. She imagined herself as the slave girl, standing in a simple bed chamber naked before the red-haired young man. She imagined him bending down, taking her hard nipple in his mouth. It was all she could do to keep from touching herself. She was glad her face was covered for more reasons than one as she stood there, nearly slack-jawed with lust.  But she was suddenly disappointed. The fantasy abruptly ended, for she knew nothing of what might happen next. She shrank back into the crowd, feeling suddenly exposed and conspicuous. The young woman continued to watch as couple after couple were matched, as each young male slave claimed his woman, his fingers publicly ascertained her virginity before he spanked her bottom red as a plum.  It was over too soon. She’d reluctantly started towards the exit, knowing she needed return to her quarters before she was detected. The servants entrance was unattended, naturally. Everyone was at The Claiming. Quickly she ducked inside and took the circular staircase two steps at a time. On the first landing, she found her hiding place - a loose board - and looked around quickly before hurriedly lifting it and removing a linen bag.  “Hurry, hurry!” she told herself.  One of the servants dorms stood open. She ducked inside, shut it and looked around to assure herself she was alone. Of course, she was. The young woman stripped out of the itchy wool tunic, the headdress and the threadbare leather slippers she’d taken two days earlier. It had been no easy task, but she wasn’t sorry. Not at all. Not after what she’d witnessed. Even as she hurriedly pulled her gown from the linen bag and donned it, images from what had happened in the rotunda flashed through her mind. Delicious images of strong men spanking submissive women, of kicking legs revealing plump, shaved cunnies helpless to the touch of the strong men who could do what they wanted…  The throbbing in her own returned. She wanted to ignore it, should ignore it, but another image came into her mind as her hands moved to between her legs, stroking the nub of flesh that was all but calling for relief. The young woman leaned against the nearby wall and smiled and bit her lower lip as she imagined a strong male slave coming in, finding her like this, and deciding to teach her a lesson. Would not such a naughty girl who touched herself so deserve to be punished?  “How dare you touch yourself?” he would ask. “That is for me and me alone to enjoy!” And he would put her over his knee and spank her as she whimpered. And then whimpers would turn to cries and pleas and screams as her bottom turned red and sore. But the spanking would not stop - not until he decided. Only when the man decided she’d had enough, only then would it be over.  “Ah-ah-ah!!” Her head was thrown back, her long auburn hair spilling down her ivory back as her fingers worked the nub, pulling back the skin with two fingers as she pleasured herself feverishly with the other hand. The idea that she could be discovered any moment both terrified and excited her. The young woman came hard, her body spasming from the effort. She felt suddenly languid and tired. But she could not rest.  She had to leave, and fast. They’d be arriving back soon. She stuffed the woolen garment in the bag and rolled it under the bed. Then she fled the room, ran down the stairs - nearly tripping in the process - and went into the kitchen. An old cook was pulling down pots and stopped to gawk. The young woman glared and the cook looked away, frightened.  She kept walking, passing more servants now. She knew they were all thinking the same thing: What on earth was Princess Phaedra doing in this part of the castle? Chapter Two  “Your tutor said you were absent for your lesson this morning.” Queen Ariana looked at her daughter from over the rim of the golden goblet she held in her pale, slender hand. It was lunchtime, but Princess Phaedra still wasn’t hungry. Her stomach continued to flutter with excitement every time she thought about what she’d seen at The Claiming.  “I felt ill,” she lied. “So I kept to my room. Perhaps if you’d come to check…”  “Don’t pout,” the queen interrupted. “You know I had to leave early with your father, Phaedra. I’m sure you’re aware that The Claiming was today.”



 “Yes, The Claiming,” Phaedra said, rolling her eyes. “I’m old enough to study philosophy and political theory but apparently not old enough to witness what adults in the kingdom actually do.”  The queen sighed and put down her goblet. She gazed imperiously at her daughter as she spoke. But then again, she gazed imperiously at everyone.  “Phaedra, you know full well that there are things there you are not ready to see. I’ve told you; there are some things you should not and will not know until you are a married woman.”  Now Phaedra interrupted. “Trying to keep things from me only makes me want to find them out all the more.”  Her mother glared. It was a withering look that caused everyone to shrink before her. Except of course, her only daughter.  “You are a defiant girl, Phaedra,” she said. “It is lucky you were not born a slave.”  Princess Phaedra did not say what she thought, which was that she wished she had been born a slave. She knew on a moral level that it was probably wrong not to appreciate the world of power and comfort into which she had been born. As royalty, she would have every advantage handed to her that life could offer. In a kingdom where even slaves lived well, royalty lived with extreme luxury. Phaedra was educated in music, art, and domestic skills but her schooling went beyond that. She was also taught mathematics, the sciences, languages, philosophy, and politics. It was expected that she would marry as an educated woman who could keep her husband interested with not just her body but her mind as well.  However, she was told nothing about pleasures of the flesh. She was only told her that her husband would instruct her in all she needed to know when the time came. Phaedra, ever the curious girl, wondered if the thrill she felt when she secretly watched a slave endure chastisement for poor performance was anything like the thrill her husband would give her on their wedding night. She loved to spy on the slaves, especially when they were being punished. It had always given her a thrill she could not understand - a thrill that seemed to condense itself down to a delicious throb that settled between her legs. When she’d heard rumors of The Claiming, she knew she had to see. Now that she’d witnessed it, now that she’d seen how the young men spanked the young women, and how they’d then put their fingers in the most secret of places she knew that she’d been right. It was all connected….  “Phaedra! Are you even listening to me?”  The queen had been speaking, and no, her daughter had not been listening.  “I’m sorry mother,” she said.  “You’re so distracted today! What is the matter with you?”  “I’m sorry,” Phaedra said, forcing a smile. “I’m just thinking on something else.”  “Well turn your attention to me, daughter. Prince Alger is coming to call today.”  “To call?” Phaedra asked.  “Yes, to call on you. He’ll be here with his parents, King Alger II and Queen Celeste.”  Phaedra tried to hide her distaste. Alger was two years older than she was, but was a thin, almost effete young man. She’d only seen him three or four times before and nothing about her struck him as remarkable. She recalled him as quiet and bookish and obsessed with astronomy. She also remembered him as quite pale and weak-eyed - nothing like the hard-bodied male slaves she’d observed that morning.  “I expect you to spend time entertaining him, Phaedra. It is time you started thinking of marriage to a good man.”  



“But not one of my choosing,” Phaedra added.  “Your parents know best,” the queen said. “We are very good at finding good matches.”  Phaedra resisted the urge to say that knew this all too well. She resisted the urge to say that if her mother and father truly wished her to be happy they would find a strong slave lad and let her marry him. It seemed ridiculous to marry off a beautiful, passionate princess to some slight boy who spent all his time in a library.  “I’ve chosen a dress for you,” her mother said and clapped her hands. Two female appeared.  “Take my daughter to her quarters and prepare her for our guests who will be arriving shortly. She is to look her best.” The queen stood and exited without another word and Phaedra knew it would do her no good to argue. She’d defied her mother by dressing as a slave and going to The Claiming. For the rest of the day she’d take comfort in the knowledge that she’d done this.  For now, though, she would obey. The dress her mother chose was one she’d never seen before. Phaedra wondered whether her mother had ordered it especially made for the occasion. It was made entirely of heavy satin with tiny pearls and gems sewn into the lacy hem. The bodice was boned, holding her already taught stomach flatter and pushing her perfectly round breasts up and together in what she deduced was supposed to be an enticing manner.  As the slaves helped Phaedra into the luxurious gown, she stole envious glances at the woolen tunics they wore. She wondered if underneath they sported striped bottoms. Had one of them that very morning run afoul of their mate’s rule and been forced, crying, over his knee and spanked before being sent off to work? Or perhaps one of these women would go home today and burn the soup or speak disrespectfully, and pay for her sins by being bent over the rough wooden table in the huts where married couples lived…  She closed her eyes and imagined what it would be like to live under such simple conditions where expectations were clearly defined and consequences a foregone conclusion. She wondered what it would be like to live with just enough, to end the work day with a walk through the wood on the arm of a strong and simple man who reveled in his role as worker of the realm, and guide and protector to his family.  Phaedra knew her life would be completely different if it followed her parents’ example. Her father was regularly absent as he went about the business of the kingdom. He and the queen came together for official functions, and there were many, but maintained separate quarters in the castle. She’d never seen them touch. She was sure they visited one another at night - sometimes her mother absent from her quarters in the morning - but they were not together night after night. She was quite sure that the tiny slave huts she’d passed on rides were not large enough for two rooms. Once she’d passed one. Outside a strong, shirtless slave was chopping wood. Beyond him stood the little thatch hut with the door standing open. His fair female mate, her belly heavy with child, swept the stoop. Inside she could see a hearth a table and one large bed with a cradle beside it. It had made Phaedra happy somehow, to think of that couple sleeping together tucked in the tiny cottage. It made the castle seem larger and cold when she returned.  Her mother had given strict orders that Phaera not come to greet the guests until she was called. The princess was sure it was because her mother was angling for a dramatic entrance to impress their guests.  It was a plan that worked. The visiting royals watches speechless when Princess Phaedra finally entered the room. Queen Ariana smoothly lied that her daughter had not been there to greet the guests because she had been seeing to the preparations for the evening meal.  “Phaedra is already immersed in the running of a household,” she told the guests. “It gives her such joy.”  “Indeed it should,” King Alger said. “And a fine wife she should make, eh, son?”  Prince Alger looked as anemic as ever, where he was standing by the window examining the looking glass that stood on a golden tripod.  “Magnificent,” he said, and his mother cleared her throat, knowing that the compliment had not been directed at Phaedra.  The young man looked up. “Yes, she looks quite well,” he said, offering what he hoped was an appropriate response.



 The two couples shared a moment of uncomfortable silence as they observed their two children’s complete disinterest in one another. Queen Ariana suggested the all depart for the dining hall and so they did. As the courses were served, Phaedra picked through her food as a bored Prince Alger did the same. The voices of the adults droned on around them like the buzz of bees on a hot summer day until the conversation turned to something that caught the princess’ attention: the slaves.  “They’re raiding from the north,” King Alger was saying, and they’re taking as many slaves as they can. It’s the first we’ve seen of this; the treasure they seek is of the human kind.  “But why?” Queen Arania asked. “Are there not people to enslave in their own lands?”  “Yes,” King Alger replied. “But the breeding we’ve done with our slaves has made for the best and the strongest. Our slave work harder, bear healthier children and survive the long winters better. They’ve seen this and are now coming down to rob us of our stock as a thief would rob fields of the best cattle.”  King Benedict sat back in his chair, looking concerned. “How close have they come?”  “We’ve lost slaves already,” King Alger said, his voice heavy with concern. “They’re hitting the outlying huts. You should be watchful…”  “Who is taking the slaves, Papa?” Everyone turned to hear the first words Phaedra had spoken that evening.  “Chieftans of clans along the border,” he said. “Would-be kings without a kingdom of their own. Men who seek to be kings.”  “The most aggressive among them is Wulfgar,” King Alger replied. “He is coalescing a following. It was his idea to raid our kingdoms for slaves. The winters are harsh there, and they need labor to build. They would emulate our practices, using our best stock…”  “Our slaves would never obey them,” Queen Ariana said. “They are loyal to us.”  “Slaves obey whoever cares for them,” the king disagreed. “They are survivors, bred to be strong. The men would do what it took to protect their families, even if it meant switching loyalties.”  “I wouldn’t, if I were a slave,” Prince Alger said. “I’d save myself and just marry another.”  “Then you have less dignity than a slave,” Princess Phaedra said, aghast.  “Phaedra!” The queen was glaring, aghast that her daughter had said such a thing, but as the princess looked up she realized that the prince’s parents were far more embarrassed than her own.  “Father, would you really expect me to marry a man who is weaker than one of your well- bred workers?”  King Benedict reddened. “Daughter, you forget yourself. You have insulted our guests!!”  “No.” King Alger shook his head. “It is my son who should be ashamed. Your daughter is right. I had hoped that my son would present himself as someone suitable to one day win your daughter’s hand. I see now that he is not yet that man.”  The guests made an awkward departure. Afterwards, Princess Phaedra faced her parents in the main hall.  “How could you?” her mother asked tearfully. “You insulted the prince!”  “You would have me wed someone like that?” she asked, aghast. “He said he would not even defend me!”



 “He will be a king!” her mother said. “He would have an army to defend you!”  “He’s revolting,” Phaedra said.  “Marriage is not about attraction,” the king said. “It’s about politics.”  “Not for the slaves,” Phaedra said. “They are matched to make strong babies.”  Her parents looked at one another. “How do you know such things?”  “I’m not stupid,” Phaedra said. “I hear talk. Why would you not pair me as carefully as you pair a slave girl?”  “Phaedra…” her father began. “One day you will understand.”  Phaedra shook her head. “I don’t want to understand. I wish I was a slave girl.”  Her mother stepped forward, and the slap that fell across Phaedra’s face resounded off the marble walls. Phaedra stood there, her hand moving in slow motion to her cheek, rubbing the pained heat of the handprint. It hurt, but not as badly as the twist in her heart. She thought back for some reason to the little hut she had passed, to the couple that lived there. She imagined the man standing between his mate and danger. Then she thought of Prince Alger, hiding behind an army and abandoning her if it was defeated.  She said nothing, did not cry, but turned away. Her mother did not follow. Phaedra wondered if her mother regretted striking her. She waited to hear footsteps behind her, a gentle touch on her arm, words of apology. But they didn’t come.  Phaedra went to her room. Two slave girls were waiting. They helped her out of her gown. The night outside was windy. As she stepped out of the garment, the princess looked out the window to see clouds moving past the moon. The weather as turning cold. She dismissed the two young women so they could go home.  Home. She watched from the window as their cart moved down the ribbon of road towards the woods where the family huts were located. In the distance, she could see tendrils of smoke rising from among the trees. Couples and families led by strong, protective males were ensconced in their little homes - together, happy, secure and warm.  Phaedra was seized by a sudden desire to see them, to be near the people who served her family so loyally. She wanted to watch them, even though she knew the need would make her longing stronger. She wrapped the robe around her slender form, picked up a lantern and made her way into the castle hall. Moonlight streamed in through the huge windows, elongating her shadow. She ran down the staircase used by the slaves; it led to the quarters where the single women training to be castle maids were housed. It was in this dormitory she’d hidden the day before. She could not risk going in there now, for she heard voices on the other side. But she needed another woolen tunic for a disguise.  The laundry. That was what she needed. She’d seen a washerwoman hanging tunics the day before. If her hunch was right they’d be folded and in baskets in the room off the kitchen. Phaedra crept through the empty rooms. The castle seemed even bigger and lonelier at night.  Her hunch was right. There were several tunics in her size. She took one, along with a headdress. She could hear other slaves coming and hurried to change, stuffing her discarded gown, robe and slippers under some clothes in another basket. Then she crept outside. Two carts stood among the trees by the door. Phaedra didn’t feel guilty for taking the clothes, but she did feel guilty for what she did now. The carts were the slaves’ only transportation, but she told herself that there were two more and those whose cart was missing could just ride with the others. The pony eyed her warily as she undid the reins from the post. It did not know her and as she climbed into the seat of the cart it tried to turn its head to look back at her as if questioning who she was and what she was doing.  Phaedra whistled as she’d heard the servants do. This seemed to satisfy the pony that turned without her having to direct him. He went into a trot down the road, his hooves clopping on the hard- packed soil.  



The princess flicked the reins, worried that her theft of the cart would be discovered. The pony initially balked at moving faster, swishing his tail and pinning his ears. But soon he moved to a faster trot and the woods and the cover they offered moved closer. Phaedra could smell wood smoke coming from the huts. She pulled over into the trees and got out of the cart. The pony looked at her with confusion; the edge of the woods was not his stopping point.  “Good boy,” Phaedra said, and gave the pony a pat on the neck before heading towards a hut at the edge of the forest. The warmth of the blaze glowed through the windows and she wrapped her arms around her shoulders and shivered a little, wishing she’d thought to take a wrap along with the tunic.  She heard a twig snap and scolded herself for her clumsiness, standing still and hoping no one outside had heard her. But as she stood she heard the sound of a man’s earnest voice and a woman’s crying. It was coming from the hut. Walking on tiptoes, she moved closer. Her heart beat as she approached the hut, but she could not let herself stop moving forward. She wanted to see, had to see.  Phaedra could see in the window now, and strained her ears to hear the conversation between the couple.  “Layla,” the man was saying. “You know what they are saying. There are borderlanders in the woods of the neighboring kingdom taking whole families. I have told you not to go out alone and what do I find when I return? You are out gathering berries alone…”  The woman hung her head, obviously cowed by her mate’s chastisement.  “Those are rumors, Sal,” she said. “From the other kingdom. Not here!”  “It can happen here!” he said, “and if you think I am going to allow you to be unprepared for danger…”  He pulled her over his lap then and flipped up her tunic. Layla’s bottom was round and shapely and slightly pink. Phaedra’s eyes widened; this woman was obviously regularly spanked. Judging by the wail she emitted when her mate’s hand impacted with her bottom, her tender bottom was not ready for another punishment. But her strong, blonde-haired mate did not seem to care. As Phaedra watched from behind a tree, he spanked his mate’s bottom until it glowed as red as the coals in the hearth. Layla beat the floor with her fists and kicked her plump legs, but she did not put her hands back or fight. Phaedra thought back to the Claiming, to how the women vowed to submit. It was obviously more than just words to those women. The vows meant something. She felt the longing return, along with the strange, intense excitement that started in the pit of her stomach and led to a throbbing, delicious ache between her legs.  She was transfixed, watching the scene until it was over and Sal stood Layla up, stripped her of her tunic and made her stand in the corner with her hands on her head. Her red bottom stood in stark contrast to the milky skin of her body. Phaedra thought of Alger, tried to put himself in Sal’s place and realized it could never, would never happen.  She sighed heavily and wiped tears from her eyes. The emotion she felt was overwhelming and confusing. She longed to stay there, to join the slaves in their life. But she could not. She was a princess. She had to go back.  Phaedra walked back towards the cart, hoping the pony was still there, but she’d gotten no more than ten yard when she heard the sound of splintering wood and a loud scream. The turned, gasping to see men on the road. They were armed with torches and clubs and then there were yells and the sound of fighting. She turned to run and then stopped, curiosity getting the best of her. She turned back and saw men in fur garments dragging people from the huts. Her blood ran cold. Wulfgar’ s men - the borderlanders. It had to be.  She turned again, running back towards the cart. She had to get back, to warn her father and get him to summon the guard. She tripped on a vine, fell and stood up to run again. But then she felt something around her waist, constricting her.  “I’ve got a nice one here!” It was her language, but the accent was different. She was seized by fear and began to fight, to claw. But the man who held her was strong as an ox and just as foul- smelling. He squeezed her so tightly that she feared her arms would break. She could not draw a breath as he dragged her toward a cart and thrust her inside, where she found herself in a group of other slaves, male and female, huddled together. The men were bruised and bloodied from trying to defend their families. But they had been outnumbered and their lives had only likely been spared because they were wanted alive.  Women - some with children - were crying. The cart lurched forward, slowly at first, and then



picked up speed at a sickening, breakneck pace. The women began to cry in fear and Phaedra ducked down, holding on to the sides and trying not to vomit as the cart careened along. The entire raid had not taken more than fifteen minutes.  Phaedra’s mind spun. What had she done? She’d just wanted to get out of the castle, to be nearer to the people who lived a life she secretly longed for. Now she realized what a mistake she had made. She was a princess, not some human chattel to be stolen in the dead of night. She started to remove her veil and then stop. She recognized some of the women from the castle; if they told the borderlanders that she was a princess, they may try to ransom her or worse. Better to wait… Her heart began to pound. She tried to tell herself that all would be well, that by the morning when news of the raid reached the castle and her absence was discovered, her father would send his guard to swarm Wulfgar’s land and all of them - everyone from her to the lowest slave - would be saved and the raids everywhere would be stopped. She told herself this over and over as the cart careened along narrow, twisting roads higher and higher into the mountains. She told herself this hoping she would believe it. But she did not. Inside, Phaedra knew her life as about to change forever.  Chapter Three  “You don’t have to wear that, you know.”  Phaedra looked up to see a young man staring down at her. He had curly blonde hair and a gash on his forehead.  She reached up to touch the veil over her face. Slaves wore it in the castle under order of the queen who thought it minimized temptation.  “I’d rather keep it on,” she said.  She could feel his eyes on her. “I don’t recognize your voice,” he said.  Phaedra said nothing. She could feel more eyes on her now. Her heart began to pound.  “Who are you?” he asked.  When she didn’t answer he turned her face towards his. “Come on,” he said. “Tell me. My name is Gioni.”  “Please. I don’t feel like talking…”  “This is ridiculous.” A young woman to her left piped up and reached over, snatching the veil from her face. Suddenly, everyone in the cart fell silent. Even women who had been crying stopped.  “Princess Phaedra?” A disbelieving voice called out, and the princess did not turn her face towards it. Instead, she put her hands up to cover her head, but Gioni would not allow it. He held them fast and she looked at him angrily as the cart began to buzz with conversation. Suddenly it was as if everyone had forgotten that they’d been captured. Phaedra became the new topic of conversation. What was the princess doing here? Why was she dressed like one of them? What did it mean? Was she somehow involved in their capture?  The inhabitants of the wagon began to buzz with conversation. Voices swirled around her, some excited, some confused, some accusing. It was clear that some of the slaves thought that her appearance and their capture were somehow connected. She was shaking her head now, denying any involvement as some of the bolder slaves pointed accusing fingers at her.  “QUIET!” A sturdy, handsome man in early middle age raised his voice and everyone fell silent at his command.  He stood, walking carefully through the crowded cart as it lurched until he came to where Phaedra sat. He knelt down and studied Phaedras face. “Is it true?” he asked gently. “Are you the princess?”  She looked at the curious faces and then at the handsome slave who was an older, more rugged version of Gioni.



 “Yes,” she said.  “Why are you here?” he asked.  Phaedra hugged her knees to her chest. Her eyes welled up with tears.  “Tell him,” Gioni urged kindly but firmly. “He won’t hurt you.” Gioni looked at the older man. “Will you, father?”  “No, she won’t be hurt. We’ll protect her as we protect the other women. But she needs to tell the truth.”  “I was unhappy in the castle,” Phaedra quietly admitted. “I used to ride by your huts. It seemed….it made me feel happy. I had a rather bad day. I wanted to be somewhere I could feel happy…”  “You’re unhappy with all that you have?” A female voice edged with disbelief came from the back.  Gioni’s father held up his hand. “Happiness is not found in wealth,” he said. “It’s found in hearth and home and hard work and family.”  He turned his attention back to the princess. “You took these clothes?”  The princess nodded. “So I’d not be observed. It was a disguise. I never thought…”  “You picked a rather unfortunate night to dress as one of us,” Gioni’s father said. He fell silent, thinking.  “My name is Kane,” he said. “For good or ill, I’m the leader of the slaves. Under the circumstances, I do not think it would be wise to reveal your identity to our captors. They would surely seek to make you a pawn, and you would be in greater danger than staying under our protection.”  Phaera nodded in silent assent. She was feeling worse by the minute. The slaves had enough to deal with already. Now they had to also protect her.  “It is important that you pretend to be one of us. Young women of your age are paired up with young men. The decision is made by the rulers, but you probably already know that. Still, it may offer you some protection if our captors think you are already paired with a mate.” He nodded towards the young man beside her. “Princess Phaedra, this is my son Gioni. The young woman he was to be paired with this year fell ill and died last summer, leaving him without a mate.  So for the time being we are going to say that you two have been paired. Until we return home - and we will - Gioni will protect you. And you, in turn, will obey him as a good slave girl would obey her man.”  Phaedra’s heart quickened in her chest. “I am a princess,” she instinctively said, and was surprised given all her fantasies that she would bristle at actually being told to obey.  “You will obey him,” Kane said softly but firmly. “Your safety depends on it, and my son will enforce his authority over you if that is what is necessary to keep you safe, undertand?” He looked at both of them now. Gioni was nodding and looking at her. Phaedra swallowed hard. She knew she had no choice in the matter. She gave a quick, shallow nod.  “Now sit back and try not to make any fuss,” he said. Kane stood up and looked around. “The rest of you, no gawking and no gossip. If the princess is given up remember that it could spell doom for all of us. Anyone who disobeys will answer to me.”  Everyone shrunk back and Phaedra watched, impressed. Kane exuded the same commanding presence her father did. Here, he was king. King of the Slaves. And she suppose that made Gioni the prince among his class.  



She stole a glance at him. He’d moved closer to her, his eyes scanning the cart. Phaedra felt safer under his care. But she felt guilty, too. She’d clearly complicated the situation for all of them. She’d wanted to live the fantasy of being a slave, but not like this. The cart continued to rumble along. It was getting colder by the minute. They were heading north. The air was thinner, which meant they were climbing. From her bedchamber window in the castle, she could see the mountains beyond. She wondered what they were like, and if she’d ever get to travel there. Now she was, but not in a royal coach. Instead she was in the back of a slave cart.  Her eyes grew heavy as the cart bumped along. She felt herself growing exhausted, felt herself slump against Gioni’s hard chest and then forced herself awake.  “Sleep,” he said, drawing her gently back. “I’ll watch over you.”  She let herself lean against him. His chest was rock hard and warm. He took the wrap he wore and covered her with it. Phaedra fell into a restless sleep. When she next woke, she realized that the cart had stopped.  “Stay with me.” Gioni was saying as he lifted her to her feet. The princess’ legs felt stiff and it was terribly cold. Gioni’s wrap was still around her and as she looked up she saw the other men had given their wraps to the women, too.  Gioni put his arm protectively around her shoulders as they exited the cart. The whole cart was ringed with men in furs. All of them were armed. They were in a village of sorts surrounded by high, craggy mountainsides. Rough gorse grew in the valley around them. The wind whistled loudly through the pass they’d come through.  A large man stepped forward. His beard hung down to the middle of his chest. It was tied in the center with some sort of string from which a trio of small bones hung - macabre adornment. Princess Phaedra knew right away that this was the leader, Wulfgar. He walked past, examining the slaves. He stopped when he got to Phaedra, his eyes drinking in her fair face and long blonde hair.  “Yours?” he asked Gioni.  “Mine,” Gioni replied.  “Lucky match,” Wulfgar said. “I hear in the twin kingdoms that they pair the slaves, that they breed for strength. You’ll make strong children with this fine wench.”  Gioni nodded but said nothing more. Phaedra blushed and was relieved when Wulfgar went on down the line, examining each couple, asking who was paired and who was not.  “You’ll all stay in the hall until tomorrow when we’ll start building shelter for you. Our clan will not harm or abuse you. But make no mistake; you are ours now. Work for us as you did for your former masters and you will keep your women and your children just as you did there. Defy us and… ” He let the slaves’ minds wander to the darkest corners of their imagination. Then he jerked his head towards the hall and two burly guards corralled the slaves inside. It was a large building, with huge metal chandeliers hanging down from rough-hewn, exposed beams. A snowy owl sat above them, peering down with its intense yellow eyes. A long table was prepared with wooden plates and ladles. A huge pot of stew hung over the fire and now some of the clan women dipped bowls into it and went down each side of the table, dipping the steaming food into the bowls. The slaves were instructed to sit, and Phaedra took her place on the bench beside Gioni.  He began to eat right away, but she wrinkled her nose at the thick mixture of meat, potatoes and some sort of root she could not identify.  “Eat,” he said.  Phaedra dropped her ladel. “No,” she said. “This is awful.”  Gioni leaned over and placed his hand on her arm. “This is a hard land, Princess,” he said quietly. “You aren’t in the castle where you can refuse food and just ring a bell when you finally get hungry. Who knows when you will finally get fed again?” Eat.”  



But Phaedra shook her head. “No.”  Gioni sighed and stood up.  “Come,” he said. It was not a request but an order and Phaedra felt herself hauled from the bench and dragged over to the guard.  “I must discipline my mate,” he said. “She refuses to eat. Is there a place I can go?”  The guard smiled knowingly and turned and nodded, indicating a corner of the hall.  “No! What are you doing?” Phaedra pulled against Gioni in an attempt to get away and for her efforts found herself picked up and carried across the hall. She could feel eyes on them both as Gioni found a rough-hewn bench and sat down. He pulled Phaedra across his lap with no preamble and roughly jerked up her tunic, baring her backside.  Phaedra felt a surge of panic. So many nights of dreaming of being spanked had not prepared her for the real thing. Gioni’s hand came down hard on her bottom and she cried out from the pain. Her own hand flew back to shield herself but he caught her small wrist and moved it out of the way. His hand rose and fell again, the sounds of the swats and her pained wails echoing off the walls of the great hall. Phaedra kicked and cried, begging him to stop. Her bottom went from stinging to burning to feeling as though it would burst from the searing pain. Gioni was strong, and persistent. His blows seemed to fall everywhere, covering her entire bottom but concentrating especially on the lower portion just above the thighs. This is where he leveled the hardest spanks, landing about a dozen on each side until Phaedra’s pleas dissolved into unintelligible screams for mercy.  The other women looked on, shaking their heads with disapproval at how she fought. The men looked on approvingly. Wulfgar’s guards pointed and laughed.  When Giona raised the princess back to her feet she stamped and howled, rubbing her bottom. But he would not allow it and dragged her back to the seat, where he plopped her down on the bench, ignoring her renewed cries as the hard wood made contact with her punished cheeks.  He leaned over. “Eat,” he said.  Her hand shook as she picked up the ladle. This time she did not refuse. After the second bite she realized she was hungry and at the soup seasoned as it was by her own tears, for she cried softly all the way through the meal. But Giona did not comfort her.  After they ate, the guards told them they would be allowed to rest from their journey. The floor was lined with furs for sleeping. Couples with children were settled in first, then couples, and then singles. Gioni patted a few of the furs and after selecting one to his liking, directed Phaedra to lie down and rest. She was surprised when he lay down with her and pulled her easily up against him. “How can you hold me so when you just beat me?” she asked sulkily. Her bottom was throbbing now, and she felt cheated. The experience she’d dreamed about so lustily had not been exciting, but simply painful.  “It is our way, Princess,” he whispered. “Were you my true mate I would have done no different. When your man tells you to do something, you do it. If you refuse, you are put over his knee and spanked.”  “Like at the Claiming?” she asked.  He fell silent. “I understood that young royals are not told of the claiming until they are married.”  She lay there, silent for a moment, weighing whether to be truthful.  “I went,” she said. “I dressed as a slave and went.”  “Why?” she asked.  “I heard rumors. I was already fascinated with the slaves, with your simple lives. My parents,



their relationship is so….They seek to marry me off. I had to know how my life would be different from yours.”  “Did the claiming satisfy you that your life would be better?” he asked.  Phaedra swallowed the lump that was forming in her throat.  “No,” she said. “It did not. It made me want to be one of you. It made me want to be claimed…”  “Princess, you don’t know what you say…”  “I do,” she protested quietly. “A prince came to the castle yesterday. His father and my father were discussing the raids and how the male slaves protect the female. This prince said if someone came to take his woman he would not fight for her. He’d save himself and get another…”  “He is no man, prince or not,” Gioni said.  “He is the man they would have me marry,” she said. “I do not want him. I left dinner longing to be a slave woman. That is what brought me out to your village. I thought if I could just be close, I could be happy for a while. I did not mean to put everyone in danger..”  “It is not your fault,” he said. “The raid would have happened whether you were there or not.” “But I am,” she said. “And my being a princess will put us in danger.”  “You are not a princess here, Phaedra,” he said. Gioni pulled her to him and she felt his hand move up her thigh. Her heart quickened and the tight, throbbing feeling she adored awoke somewhere low in her belly. As his hand move to the inside of her leg the feeling moved with it until it centered itself in the place where she now felt his fingers, testing and probing. She gasped as first one finger then two entered her. Gioni pushed his way in until he encountered virginal resistance.  “You are true,” he said. “And I claim you.”  He pulled the fur over them both and Phaedra rolled over. Gioni looked from side to side. The other slaves were curled up, already sleeping from exhaustion. Gioni moved between Princess Phaedra’s open legs. She felt him press against her.  “There will be a moment of pain,” he said. “Are you sure?”  “I’m sure!” she said, and for the first time in Phaedra’s life, she realized, she was indeed sure of something. Gioni’s mouth covered hers as he pushed his way in, his huge manhood pushing past the breach that had stopped his fingers. Phaedra felt a burning sensation and cried out against his mouth. He stopped moving, holding still until the pain receded and an exquisite ache took its place. Then he began to move, his hands cupping her sore bottom and squeezing it rhythmically as he plunged into her again and again and again. Phaedra’s legs wound around him, pulling him closer. She bit her lip until it bled go stop herself from screaming in pain. With each thrust she felt herself becoming more and more lost in a swirling vortex of pleasure.  This could not be real. It couldn’t be. What she’d witnessed just a day before was now her reality. She’d been claimed, although not publicly and now this beautiful young man was making her his own. Phaedra clung to him, breathing in the warm, masculine smell of his skin, feeling his muscular back with the pads of her fingers and the palms of her hands. He moved easily inside of her, and she realized she was moving, too, in time with him. She felt a beautiful tension building. It was like being pushed to the top of a waterfall and then they went over, together. She felt him flood her with his warm seed and he covered her mouth again, this time to swallow her scream of pleasure. Then he collapsed on her. They lay like that for a long moment until he gently moved her off of him and onto her side. Then the male slave pulled the princess protectively into the curve of his body and they both fell asleep.Chapter Four  The slaves were roused from their sleep before dawn. The wind was already howling outside and the women were instructed to cook for the other slaves by captors who brought in sacks of potatoes, dried meat and meal. Phaedra joined the other women at the table, and realized as she did just how out of place she was. She’d never cooked anything a day in her life.  “You don’t know how to cook?”



 Phaedra turned to see a pretty blonde slave standing beside her. She instantly recognized her as half the couple she’d spied on the night they’d all been captured. She flushed and looked away.  “It’s all right,” the slave said, thinking Phaedra was embarrassed by her lack of skill. “My name is Layla. Here…” She handed Phaedra a potato and a blade and began to show her how to peel it.”  “You’re really a princess?” she asked. The slave’s voice was low, full of wonder.  “Yes,” Pheadra whispered. “I was out ---taking a walk when I was captured.”  “Are you scared?” Layla asked.  Phaedra thought about this. She was, but she was also excited and while she wasn’t quite ready to admit it, she was quite sure she was falling in love with Gioni.  “Yes,’ she said, thinking it was the expected response. “Are you?”  “Not with Salaman to protect me,” Layla said, her eyes filled with adoration. “Since he claimed me last year, he’s protected me so completely. He tried to protect me the other night, but there were so many men. They struck him. I was so scared. But he’s fine…”  She paused.  “How long do you think it will take for your father and his men to come save us all?” Layla looked at Phaedra expectantly and when the princess didn’t answer the slave continued. “I’m sure he’s already on his way. He always has said that if we serve him he will care for us. These horrible people who took us will soon be sorry.”  Phaedra looked down at the potato. The slave’s faith in her father was so simplistic, so pure and it struck the princess that this slave who’d likely never laid eyes on the man had more belief in him than his own daughter did. In all her years, she’d never know her father to have occasion to send troops. The kingdom had never know war or strife, and her father had become like so many men - paunchy and complacent.  “Will it be soon, princess?” Layla asked again.  Phaedra looked at the slave and forced a smile. “I’m sure he is doing all he can,” she said. Layla returned the smile and seemed satisfied, but to the princess, the idea of being rescued was more terrifying than the idea of remaining captive. Her father would never agree to let her be with Gioni; in fact, if he found out what had happened between them the slave would likely be punished. The jealousy of Pheadra’s mother was why it was decreed that all female slaves be veiled in the presence of royals, and relations between royals and the slave class was forbidden. The night before, Gioni had let down his loyalty and his guard and in that moment they’d shared a passion that Phaedra could not stop thinking about. She wondered now whether he regretted it. Gioni had been hustled out of the hall before she was even fully awake; she’d not had a chance to talk to him. As she clumsily peeled potatoes, she found herself feeling increasingly worried and uncertain.  The other women looked at her, but were not as brave as Layla. They seemed almost afraid to speak to Phaedra; even the ones who’d expressed anger in the wagon kept their distance, but the princess surmised this was as much out of respect for Kane’s command as it was for her station.  The women soon had a large pot of meat and potato stew boiling in a huge pot over the fire. Some of the others had shaped the meal into loaves of bread that they baked beside the pot.  The hall soon filled with smells of food and Phaedra found herself hungry. But the rumbling in her stomach was replaced by butterflies when the men came back in. The wind whistled from outside as they entered through the huge doors. The princess was surprised to see that the men had been given furs to wear. Her eyes scanned the group for Gioni and when she saw him it was all she could do to keep from running to him.  “Would you mind helping to serve?” and older, pretty woman asked.  



The question irked Phaedra. She wanted to be a slave, but did not tell the woman this as she took a large bowl and ladle and walked over to where the men were sitting. She tried to ignore the expression of surprise from men who looked up, surprised, to see a princess serving them. Her heart beat faster as she moved down the line, coming closer to Gioni.  “Good morning,” she said to him as she reached his side.  “Good morning.” Gioni did not look up. He was sitting beside his father, and they were in conversation when she approached.  “Did you sleep well?” she asked.  He glanced up at her. “Very well,” he said. “But you need to move along. The other men are hungry.”  Phaedra felt tears well up in her eyes. Her fears were being realized and now she could only think that their night of passion had occurred for one of two reasons - either Gioni had gotten caught up in the moment and had been unable to stop himself or he had taken advantage of her. She imagined him outside, laughing with the other men, sharing details of what it had been like to deflower a princess, how easy it had been.  She slammed stew into the next bowl, splattering it on one of the men she was serving. She did not apologize. She did not stop. They were just stupid slaves, after all. Stupid, selfish slaves. Her anger grew, spread. It was like a raging fire now. She was angry at herself but angrier at Gioni. How could she have ever let him touch her? How could she have ever wanted to be part of his stupid world.  The men ate. As they did, she refused to look in Gioni’s direction. They finished their bread and soup quickly and were hustled out, but not before Kane addressed the women in the hall.  “We are building huts as quickly as we can. Our captors have supplied us materials. The huts will be made of skins stretched over frames. So enough we will all have lodging and we should continue to work hard and wait for what will happen to happen. I will not risk a single life here by encouraging an uprising that we cannot win. The battle now is between those who have captured us and those who hold us. We are loyal to those who hold us, but remember - our loyalty is first to one another. To the women - stay in the hall. The wind is bitter and snow will be coming soon. It is easy to become lost in the cold mists here.  They exited then. Princess Phaedra allowed herself one last, longing glance at Gioni as he left with the other men; he did not look back. She turned, the well of anger gushing now. She’d given him a gift that every princess was supposed to guard and protect for her future husband. He’s sullied her. Even if her father came to take her back it would eventually be revealed that she was ruined. Her family would be shamed. Even if she lied and claimed that the sex act had not been consensual, she was still ruined.  The women were clearing the wooden bowls now and starting to refill them for their own morning meal. Phaedra’s hunger had left her. Rage fueled her now and she no longer cared about the slaves or being a slave. It was clear she would never fit in among them; they were not the good, noble people she’d fancied them to be.  She moved quietly to the edge of the hall, looking for an exit. It was an old structure, patched in places where it appeared that the building had come under attack. Above her head on one wall, an arrow was buried in the wood. Some large clay urns stood against one portion of the wall. When she walked past, Phaedra could feel cold air coming in between them. She looked over at the other women; they were busy eating and talking. A few were nursing infants or trying to encourage fussy toddlers to eat. She slid one of the urns aside - a difficult task given its size - and was thankful that it didn’t make any noise moving across the dirt floor. Behind it she found the wall had been patched with a piece of skin. She wondered if it was like this on purpose. The only exit was through the front; was this poorly-covered square designed to allow escape?  She knelt and pulled the skin away. Sticking her head out, she looked both ways. She could hear the sound of work in the distance, on the other side of the hall. Phaedra slipped out. Beyond was the rolling meadow and the intimidating, rocky faces of the mountains. Phaedra did not know where she was going, only that she had to get away. Perhaps if she made it to the road she could find a merchant heading through to the next kingdom, wherever that was. Perhaps she would find her father’s men and return home. She could hide what had happened by refusing to marry. She did not know what she was going to do; she only knew that she had to get away.  The hill behind the hall was steep. Phaedra navigated it carefully, fearing she would tumble down it. Her heart thumped as her slippers felt for the best foothold, and she sighed with relief when she was finally back on flat ground. The mist Kane had mentioned was creeping in from the mountains towards the center of the valley. She tried to remember which direction they’d come in from and



couldn’t. Phaedra turned, looking for the sun. It was behind the clouds. She decided to use her instinct to find the road and began to walk, pulling the Gioni’s wrap around her.  The mist was advancing quickly. After just ten minutes of walking it was surrounding her and suddenly everything seemed unnaturally quiet and white. It was like being enveloped in a cloud. She could no longer hear the voices of the men or the sounds of construction. Gorse bushes snagged on the bottom of her tunic and scratched her legs through it. The rocks underneath her slippers - not meant for walking on tough terrain - hurt her feet. She began to shiver from a combination of cold, hunger and fear.  Her feet sunk into something wet and cold and Phaedra cried out, stepping back. She felt something stiff and spiky behind her and turned. Her hands encountered reeds. She took a step and sunk into chilling water up to her ankles. She was in a marshy area but could not see to find her way out. Everywhere she turned only seemed to take her deeper into it. She began to panic. What if she fell into the water? She could not swim. There would be no one to save her.  Phaedra began to cry frightened tears. She turned towards what she thought was the direction she’d came but only encountered deeper water. Something ran past her - a red deer. She screamed. It was so close she could have touched it. More ran past, startled by her presence, blowing. Their hooves slung bits of cold mud on her.  “HELP!!!” She screamed the word, terrified now. She could see nothing for the mist. “HELP!!!!!  Silence. There was only white silence. The mist was like a cold blanket covering her. Phaedra feared opening her mouth to call, fancying that the cold air could move down her throat and choke her. She’d never been in anything like this before, had never felt so panicked.  “Oh god please help me!!” She took a small step and stumbled, falling up to her elbows in the water and soaking the front of her woolen tunic, which now felt heavy and cold. Gioni’s wrap fell into the water. It was too sodden to use. Her teeth were chattering now, and her voice quavered weakly as she continued to call.  The mist was so thick now she could not see her hand in front of her face. She turned in place, peering, for she fancied she heard something. Something loud. Something coming in her direction. She could not breath for the fear. It sounded thunderous. It was some sort of animal. She though back to the deer. Some of them were huge. They would not see her in the mist. If they came back they may run over her. She imagined lying there trampled in the ooze, dying a slow, unseen death.  “What have I done?” she asked as the sound got closer. She screamed, using the last of her effort.  “OVER HERE!” she heard a man’s voice and suddenly a form emerged from the fog. A shaggy horse came into view just in front of her. Wulfgar looked down from it, his long beard covering his chest like mantle. His expression was one of cold fury and Phaedra felt herself shrink away from him. He was a huge man, larger than any man she had ever seen. His legs against his massive horse were like tree trunks to her.  “Give me our arm, girl.” His tone brooked no refusal. She raised her shaking hand and he grasped it, pulling her towards him and then leaning forwards to lift her up like a child. He put her in front of him on his saddle and wheeled the horse around. The animal, used to the terrain and the fog, knew its way home. Wulfgar said nothing as they rode. His arm around Pheadra was like a band of iron. It was hard to breathe as they rode, so tightly did he hold her to him.  The fog was lifting as they climbed back towards the hall. She could see through it now, see the men standing there waiting. Wulfgar guided his horse over to Gioni and all but tossed Phaedra off his horse. The princess tumbled towards the ground and would have no doubt struck the stony earth had he not caught her.  “Your woman is willful,” the clan leader snarled. “I will not look for her if she escapes again. She’ll be left for the wild beasts to find. They’re as hungry as well are. Be warned, slave. I was told your women were obedient. This one is not. Correct her. Make her fear to run away again.”  Gioni nodded wordlessly and carried Phaedra into the hall. Kane followed. The other women looked up as they entered. Some were whispering feverishly and Phaedra wondered whether one of them had reported her missing, or whether she’d been found because of her screams. But then as Gioni put her down on her feet in the corner of the hall and she stood there facing him and his father, she realized it didn’t matter.  



“Phaedra, why on earth did you leave?” Gioni gave her a shake. “Father told you all to stay inside. You could have been killed! Or we could have been punished for letting you escape!”  She threw his hand off, shaking now more from anger than cold.  “What do you care?” she hissed quietly. “You bed me last night, take my innocence and then refuse to speak to me this morning!”  Gioni looked at her, stunned. Beside them, Kane’s eyes widened.  “Son, is this true? Tell me this isn’t true!!” The leader of the slaves looked nearly stricken.  Gioni turned to his father. “It is true, father. I claimed her.”  “But you have not yet been matched!”  “I was, father. My mate died!”  “Another would have been found!” Kane was raising his voice now but when he saw the other slaves looking he lowered it with much effort. “She was not yours for the taking!”  “It does not matter!” Gioni said. “I chose her, father. She is the one I want. I felt it in my heart the moment I saw her. I knew it the moment I laid with her. You always said that we would know when it was right. And I do!”  “You had no right, son! What you did was wrong?”  “I gave myself to him,” Phaedra said. “Which made it all the more painful when this morning he acted as if he did not know me.”  “Phaedra, that was not my intention. I did not want my father to suspect…”  “So you’re ashamed of me?” she shot back.  “No!” Gioni replied. “How can I ever be ashamed? I consider you mine, no matter what any man says, whether he be father or king. But I wanted to tell him myself…later…I wanted to find a good time..”  Kane turned, running his thick hand through his sandy curls. When he turned back, he looked at Phaedra. “Your father has his laws, princess, but we have ours. Once a man claims a woman she is his to the death. My son did not claim you publicly, and did so without your being matched. But claim you he did and by our code you are his woman. He is sworn now to guide you, correct you, and to protect you even if it means his death.”  Kane shook his head. “What this will mean for us, I do not know…”  “It should mean nothing,” Princess Phaedra said. “It was my decision as much as his.”  Kane laughed, a harsh, sad sound. “Our worlds are not that simple. You’ve sat up too many years in a tower thinking of life as a fairy story. But it does not work that way. If your presence is detected and your father comes for you, he will not care who dies so long as he gets you back. By our code my son is sworn to keep you with him; he may die at the hands of our father trying to keep you. And when your father finds out that you have nothing to offer a future husband, his rage will be so great that we may all suffer.”  He turned back to Gioni. “Son, how could you do this? You have put us all at risk?”   Gioni looked at the ground for a moment. “I can only apologize for doing that, father, but not for claiming her. I am not sorry for that. I feel it is meant to be.”



 He looked at Phaedra. “I am sorry if I made you so sad. But you were told not to run away and now you must be punished harshly for what you have done. You wanted to be one of us, Phaedra. Now you are. So now you must submit and accept the consequences for your disobeying your mate.”  Chapter Five  Gioni stripped Phaedra of her wet things. When she struggled, Kane took hold of her shoulders.  “Do not fight your man when he corrects you,” he said. “You are no princess here. Among us, you submit.”  But Phaedra was still angry and fought like a wildcat. However, weak from emotion and hunger and still cold, her struggles were ineffective against one man, even less so against two. Soon she was completely divested of her wet things and found herself pulled over the knee of the man who only the night before, had taken her to the heights of ecstasy.  Now as his hand slammed down hard on her cold and still-sore bottom Phaedra realized again the cost of fulfilling her dream. Kane had been right; sitting in the tower she’d romanticized the notion of receiving a real, hard disciplinary spanking. Gioni was strong, and he did not hold back now as he sought to remind her that anytime she disobeyed him the consequences would be immediate, harsh and unrelenting.  She wailed in pain, not caring that everyone was seeing her naked, exposed and kicking as Gioni targeted her soft, round buttocks with his hard, work-calloused hand. Her bum reddened quickly but he kept spanking until the red was overlaid with purplish imprints of his hand. Phaedra was nearly incoherent now, rocking back and forth from the pain. But her mate was not done yet. Gioni lifted her up and led her, stumbling and sobbing to the table. He leaned her over it and then held out his hand. Kane handed his son a bundle of switches, damp and limber from being soaked. Phaedra had but a moment to process what was about to happen before Gioni raised his arm back and bought the implement down across her already tortured bottom. The pain was so intense that when she opened her mouth, she could not even scream. It was as if the cry was stuck in her throat and all she could do was fall into the blinding, scorching light of hurt that engulfed her. He raised his arm again and brought the switches down across her bottom, which was now scored by dozens of tiny red welts. Now Phaedra did scream, and everyone watched silent. Some of the other women squirmed empathetically, having they themselves been in that position.  When Phaedra was striped from the top of her bottom down to the middle of her thighs, only then did Gioni stop and cast the switches aside. Phaedra tried to stand but found that she could not. Again he caught her as he legs betrayed her, and took her over to the bed they’d shared the night before.  “Normally I would place you in a corner,” Gioni said into her ear. “I would make you stand there with your punished bottom on display. You would stand that way, exposed, to show your obedience. But you are weak, I know, and tired. And so this time I shall show mercy. Stay here until I send word that you are allowed up.”  He covered her nakedness with blankets and then left her there, crying. Pheadra felt a mixture of emotion - shame, fear, but something else. She felt a sort of comfort at knowing exactly what she could and could not do. She had always been a willful girl, but in the confines of her life, growing up in the castle, there was little room for mischief beyond refusing to wear a certain gown or leaving her lessons undone. Running away from the hall had been her greatest act of defiance, greater even than refusing to marry Prince Alger. Now she knew where the limits were. It made things seem very simple, very manageable in a way.  Her hand moved back to her bottom. She winced as she felt the thin puffy welts standing out on skin that was still almost hot to the touch.  “This salve will help.”  Layla was at her side again, holding out a small pot filled with what looked like fat mixed with some sort of herb. “Ive used it after Sal punishes me. All of us use it, but we don’t tell he men. We are supposed to endure the pain and reflect on it. But when punishment is particularly harsh….”  She pressed the pot into Phaedra’s hand.  



“Thank you.” The princess raised herself up on her elbows and sniffled as she took some of the mixture and reached down under the blanket to rub it against the most painful of the welts. At first it burned and she gritted her teeth against the pain, but almost immediately the burning was replaced by a soothing, cool numbness.  “Better?” Layla asked.  “Yes. You are kind.” Phaedra replied. “I was stupid to run.”  “It was Mara who noticed.” She nodded towards an older woman stirring a new pot of stew. “Your presence here makes her nervous.”  “I probably make a lot of people nervous,” Phaedra said miserably. “I’m a burden. That’s why I ran…”  “Nonsense,” Layla said, and it occurred to Phaedra that in her own way, Layla shared her problem - a far too simplistic view of things. But she wasn’t about to argue and upset the girl.  “Would you like to get up and have some bread? I have some left over from breakfast.”  “No,” Phaedra said. “Gioni - he told me to stay here and not move until he gave me leave to do so.”  “Then I’ll bring it to you,” Layla said.  Phaedra folded her arms and placed her head on them, watching through heavy lids as her friend fetched the bread. When she returned, she handed it to the princess, who nibbled it. The food made her feel better. She thanked the slave again.”  “Do you need anything else?” Layla asked.  “No, thank you,” Phaedra said.  Layla stood and bowed. “As you wish, your majesty.” She turned to walk away.  “Layla?” Phaedra called.  “Yes?” The other woman’s eyes were expectant.  “Don’t bow to me,” she sad. “I am not princess. Not anymore…”  Layla looked puzzled but said nothing. Instead, she walked away, wrapping her cloak around her as she did so. She knew that Layla did not agree. She would always be the princess, unless, of course, her whole family was killed or exiled.  It seemed hours before Gioni came in. He allowed Phaedra up to see to her toilet and to clean up. The other slaves had washed her soiled tunic and cleaned her slippers. Everything had dried by the fire as she rested, waiting for permission to get up.  She dressed and cleaned wove her hair into a long braid, fastening it with two pieces of leather she found. The salve had helped her bottom, but it was still terribly sore. She winced as she sat down beside Gioni to take her evening meal. This time, when she was served, she ate, feeling his eyes on her. She was not about to give him a reason to punish her again.  “We shall have our own hut tomorrow,” he said.  “So soon?” Phaedra was surprised.  



Wulfgar’s men have showed us how to make the frames. We did them first. Then we placed the skins over them. They’re thick and stretched taught. There’s a hole in the center for a fire. We will sleep on skins as we do here. It is not what we’re used to, but it will be warm and comfortable.  “Any news on whether we were followed?” she asked quietly.  “If we were, then they are not letting us know. I know they have guards stationed at the pass. From what father and I have seen, it is the only way into this valley. Wulfgar’s men will cut down anyone who tries to get through.”  “They’ll be killed.”  “Yes,” he said simply. “They will be killed.”  “My father won’t be with them,” she said.  “How do you know?” Gioni asked.  “I just do,” she said. “He’s not a brave man. He’ll send his guard, but he will not put himself in harm’s way.”  “Not even for you?”  “I don’t know if he is aware that I am here, but even if he is - no. I do not think he would die for me. I do not think my father is any braver than the man that he would have me marry…”  “Do you think he is looking for you?” Gioni asked.  “I know he is, and my mother, too. But I am sure they cannot fathom that I would be here..”  She was quiet.  “I do not want to go back,” she said. “God forgive me, but even if it means the end of my father’s kingdom, I would rather be here. I feel freer as a slave under your rule than I ever did as a princess under his..”  Gioni brushed a tendril of hair out of her face and smiled.  “I will be with you until I die, Phaedra,” he said.  The princess blinked back tears. “That’s what I’m afraid of. Eventually I fear I will be discovered, somehow. When that happens…”  “Do not vex yourself worrying about what may or may not be,” he said. “A slave knows he may only have today with the ones he loves, so he lives and loves to the fullest. It is yet another kind of freedom we enjoy.”  “Make love to me,” she said. “Please…”  Gioni stood and took her hand. Several other slaves took notice of their departure, but it was not unusual for the men to take the women in the hall. The male slaves would not be denied the comfort and pleasures of their women, even under such circumstances. But Gioni knew he had to be careful; the rest of the slaves besides his father did not know he had claimed the princess.  He lay down with her and told her to wait. The couple pretended to be asleep and it seemed to take years for the hall to grow quiet enough for Gioni to pull her to him and lift the tunic she wore. His hands roamed her bottom and she bit her lower lip. She was still so sore. He let her lay on her side as he parted her legs and slid his manhood into her. She was soaking with want and so hot that he nearly came within seconds of burying himself to the hit in her body. But he stopped himself and waited, only moving when he thought he could master both her and his urges.



 Gioni’s large hands cupped her breasts now, pulling the nipples until they were teased into hard, aching peaks. She felt his hot breath on her neck, felt his teeth worry the skin of her shoulder. She reached back, touching him where she could, loving the feel of his muscles rippling under his surprisingly soft skin.  Phaedra moaned low into her arm, riding the waves of pleasure that tossed her with each strong thrust of his hips. She cried out softly, unable to stop herself, when he finally came hard into her.  Phaedra closed her eyes, seeing starbursts of light behind her lids. When she opened them, she looked across the hall and saw Mara staring hard, her expression one of shocked disapproval.  She did not say anything to Gioni. She did not want him to worry, not now. She would tell him in the morning.  But when light came, he was gone and the women were rousing her awake to make breakfast. Phaedra could feel Mara’s eyes on her, but the others treated her the same so she figured that the older woman had not said anything of the matter - yet.  She went about her chores, helping to peel potatoes again. At breakfast, Gioni smiled at her as she came by with the bowl. The day progressed from there, with her helping he women tend children, wash, and clean - all the while waiting until she could be reunited with her mate.  It was late afternoon when he returned. Snow had begun to fall, and it was announced that the huts the men had been working were ready.  Wulfgar addressed them as they prepared for their evening meal.  “We have housing for all of you now,” he said. “Families and couples will again have privacy, but do not take this as an excuse to disobey. We are your owners now, and you will serve this clan and its leaders as you formerly served your kingdom. We will do as the king did - keep you comfortable and fed. In return, you will work the land, build, and grow stronger with each generation. You will make our powerful clan even more powerful..”  “You are not the king! You are not King Benedict!” A woman’s voice, shrill and high, came from the back. Phaedra turned to see Mara standing. “We belong to him and you should take us back before it is too late!!”  Kane stood. “Mara, sit,” he said. “Leave this to us…”  “No!” she said. “I will not listen to you, especially when you hide a secret among us. Tell this clan that you have the princess! The ransom they get for her could put so much gold in their coffers that they would not need slaves! Don’t you see!!”  “Mara, silence!!” Now Gioni was on his feet, but Wulfgar, wide-eyed, had drawn his sword.  “Princess?” He began to look at the sea of faces, scanning the females. His eyes almost immediately fell on Phaedra, who tried not to shrink away from his gaze.  “Kane hides her! He pretends she is his son’s mate. He even let him claim her!!! Does he not care! Let the king know! Give him back his daughter! Give him Gioni! And then perhaps we can all go home!!”  Mara broke down in tears and the hall erupted in turmoil as the slaves all looked towards the front.  “Claimed? He claimed her? Impossible!” Voices rose in outrage, indignity. “He was only supposed to protect her! This is a betrayal! He cannot claim her! She is one of us! We’ll all pay for this!”  Some of the slaves began to cry but Wulfgar was walking over to Phaedra now. She shrank back, clinging to Gioni, who pushed her aside to challenge the clan leader.



 “Gioni! No!”  She saw the sword being raised, saw it fall and screamed when Gioni hit the floor. There was blood. She screamed again as she felt Wulfgar lift her up and pull her towards him. She twisted in his grip, her eyes seeking Gioni and she saw him. He was not dead; Wulfgar had not stabbed him, only knocked him unconscious with the hilt of his sword.  “Did you think I would need to kill your man to take you?” he asked. “Slaves are valuable. I will have them all, but I will have your ransom as well!”  As she cried out, the slaves surged forward. Phaedra saw Wulfgar’s guards move towards them. The unarmed slaves shrunk back. They were arguing as the clan leader took her out into the night.  “Take me back!” she cried. “Take me back!” Phaedra was sobbing, desperate.  “No, you do not belong there,” Wulfgar said, picking her up like a child. “You are no slave. You are a princess.”  “I am not a princess!” she cried. “Please! I am not a princess!”  But he would not heed her cries. Wulfgar carried her through the falling snow to his tent. The night was filled with her plaintive wails, for the separation from Gioni tore at her heart.  “Gioni! Ginoi!” she cried out, until her calls were lost in the bitter winds, the direction uncertain as the fate of a princess who wanted nothing more than to be a slave to the man she loved.  TO BE CONTINUED….        


