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“You must keep inside the carriage, my lady.” Sir Wetterling was the captain of her guard, and Isobel knew better than to question him, but she didn’t feel confident that remaining inside the carriage would be much safer than trying to make a run for it atop one of the horses.

The bandits hounding them were too numerous and too well-coordinated for them to beat them back, no matter how well-trained her guards were. Numbers played a part in any conflict, and these numbers were not in their favor.

Better to try to flee through speed than anything else.

And yet, the man didn’t seem to agree. He didn’t know her well enough to understand she would have no difficulty outriding almost everyone around her and that she was no vulnerable maiden unable to defend herself. Some would argue she was no maiden at all.

Isobel pushed those thoughts away from her mind. It wasn’t the time for them.

Now, they needed to worry about escaping the bandits that were pursuing them.

Which they wouldn’t. Another of her guards fell under the attack of the bandits, though thankfully, it wasn’t a great fall, and he had a chance to survive. Some of the guards she had seen fall before wouldn’t raise again, she was sure. It angered her.

It wasn’t as if she knew them, but they were sworn to her house, to her name. Some kind of retribution had to be taken for that, and if the gods were on her side, she would get it. She almost scoffed at that thought. When were the gods on her side?

Another guard was pulled to the side, forced to stop his horse and contend with the bandits that rode against them. Isobel knew it was only a matter of time until the same thing happened to the rest of her protectors, and their attackers forced her carriage to a stop, and then they would get to her.

Her hands tightened into fists. If only she knew how to wield a sword or a dagger...

She might have been able to protect herself then, but despite how different from most women she was, she wasn’t allowed to learn like a man might. Never had it made her angrier than now.

It didn’t take much longer. Her guards tried their best, and Sir Wetterling was the last to be captured by their enemies, but they all fell, and the carriage was brought to a halt. She waited for a few moments afterward for someone to open the door and try to force their entrance into her carriage, but instead, a voice called out for her.

“Come out now, my lady. You’ve been captured.” It was a female voice, and Isobel could admit that gave her pause. “Better to leave the carriage through your own means than to be forced out.” 

No matter how angry the words made her, she could admit the bandit was right.

Isobel only hesitated for a moment before getting to her feet and approaching the door, opening it, and stepping out. She held her head high as she did it, let her fury and rage fill her blue eyes, and met the gazes of the bandits all around her without fear.

Her composure only broke for a few moments when she met the gaze of the one who had spoken earlier, and Isobel realized that the woman was not human. Frankly, she didn’t know what she was. Some kind of monster girl?

Her skin was pale as snow, and her hair dark. If that was all, Isobel wouldn’t find it too strange, but there was more to it than that. Her eyes were red and structured differently from those of a human. And there were what seemed to be horns jutting out of her head, though those were unlike any horns Isobel had seen before. All of them had different sizes and lengths, and they seemed almost chitinous. And as she watched, one of them appeared to wriggle.

The blonde blinked, then focused again, and those long horns seemed like horns once more.

There was something amused in the red eyes of the woman who sported them, and she didn’t hesitate to close the distance towards the noblewoman with a strut to her hips. Only then did Isobel pay attention to what the other female was wearing, and her eyes widened at it.

There was so much skin on display that she couldn’t help but gape. Something that almost looked like leather but far tight-fitting clung to the woman’s curves, hiding some of the more sensitive parts of a female’s anatomy, but only just. Most of the raven-haired woman’s breasts were bare, and the size of those orbs was enough to make Isobel flush a little.

Without quite meaning to, she let her eyes move over the rest of that frame, and the bare legs, the bare belly, and the almost bare sex the strange female sported had an effect on Isobel. She swallowed, felt her own need mount, and didn’t quite manage to say anything as the other woman approached.

Between her legs, Isobel felt what made her different from most women harden, and she shifted in place, hoping it wasn’t noticeable.

The strange woman seemed amused by how Isobel looked at her, and her red eyes seemed to find some enjoyment in roving over Isobel’s body in turn. The blonde swallowed at that as well. She was used to being eyed with hunger, though never by another woman. Only men looked at her like that. Usually, she was the one who eyed women like that, though she always tried to do so in a manner that didn’t get her caught.

The bandit in front of her didn’t seem to care about that.

“Well, well, we have a nice catch, boys. I’m fairly sure Miss Ashen’s father will reward us quite well for the return of his daughter.”

Isobel’s eyes sharpened at that. “You’re ransoming me, then?”

The other female shrugged at her question, and Isobel knew better, but she let her eyes get drawn to the other’s cleavage, and the amused smile that took hold of the raven-haired woman’s lips told her she had been caught doing so.

“We didn’t pursue you this hard for whatever valuables you have on your person, my lady. Come with us without struggling, and your men will be spared.”

“Those that are still alive, you mean?” Isobel questioned sharply.

The other female shrugged at her. “Most of them are alive. We prefer not to kill unnecessarily, but deaths always occur. I’ve lost some of mine subduing your men. Come with, and no one else needs to die. I can assure you our price is one your father will be more than able to meet.”

What else could she do?

Isobel gave the raven-haired female a stiff nod, watched as a smirk of amusement took hold of the other’s pink lips, and then watched as one of the bandits took the place of her driver. With nothing else to do, she boarded the carriage once more, knowing they would be leading her to whatever hideout the bandits had. She didn’t expect the raven-haired female to follow her.

She watched what she had thought had been horns atop the woman’s head fold down, looking so much like spider legs once they finished that she realized that was what they were. With that clue, she realized who was opposite her.

Ravenna – the bandit queen.

Maybe she should have made that leap before, realized it, but only with those spider legs jutting out of the other’s head did she realize exactly what she was looking at. The way those dark, chitinous members folded themselves around the other’s head almost made it seem as if they were a crown of some sort, and Isobel could admit to looking at them with some fascination.

A smirk took hold of Ravenna’s lips once more. “Most people don’t look at them like that.” The dark beauty said, and Isobel let her eyes dip down to meet those red orbs. “They much prefer to avoid looking at my horns and look at my breasts.” The way the bandit queen thrust her chest out ensured that Isobel’s eyes dipped down to that bust, and the chuckle that escaped from Ravenna made her blush.

She looked away, embarrassed. She couldn’t help but be drawn in by the bandit queen’s beauty. There was something otherworldly about her; it was true. It didn’t stop Ravenna from being incredibly eye-catching, and Isobel understood quite well that the other female was perfectly aware of it. Why would she display so much of her body otherwise?

For the rest of her journey, she tried to avoid the bandit queen’s eyes. There was little to no conversation between them, but Isobel could feel how those red eyes lingered on her frame, how they almost seemed to be devouring her, and part of her was tempted to glare at the pale woman for it. And yet, whenever she turned to gaze at Ravenna, the woman’s curves managed to draw her eyes instead, and the other female always knew where her sight wandered to.

It was frustrating.

The hours of voyage didn’t help her frustration, and though strangely enough, Isobel found herself fearing for her life no longer, it didn’t mean she wasn’t angry. Quite the opposite. Now that she knew what the raven-haired woman wanted from her and that she wouldn’t be harmed, she found it easy to get angry at the pale beauty opposite her. The smirk that more often than not took hold of Ravenna’s lips indicated she knew perfectly well how Isobel felt about her.

It only made the blonde get angrier.

When they reached their destination, she didn’t hesitate to get out of the carriage in front of the raven-haired beauty, trying to ignore the woman’s chuckle at the same time.

There wasn’t much to be known about Ravenna. Once she realized what the other female had attached to her head, it was easy for her to know who she was and what she had heard of her. People said that Ravenna
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