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The sun rose with all the red and orange splendor Isabella had only seen in the Aztec kingdom. But its warmth didn't thaw the ice that had settled over her heart. She rose from her seat at the window to prepare for the day. Dressing consumed much less time here than when she had lived in Spain; trading corset, skirt and overskirt for a simple buckskin frock and slippers. She had become fond of the comfort it offered and didn't miss being wedged and knotted into her clothing.

Isabella sighed. She didn't even know where home was anymore. Not long ago she had longed to be on a ship sailing for Spain, but now something inside her had changed. She had developed a kinship with these people, had adapted to their ways-or most of them-and had a sneaking suspicion she would not want to leave when the time came. 

She made her way through the castle, veering toward the servant's passageways when she heard Totec's voice coming from a chamber ahead. Her heart constricted. She loved him and it hurt her to no end to turn away, when she so wanted to see his face in the morning light, kiss his lips, and more. But she had made a bargain with the goddess of love. Or the devil, perhaps. And the love she held for her Uncle and Martin would force her to stand by her word. She must avoid Totec, so she wouldn't fall victim to her heart and risk their livelihood.

She'd taken to joining the women in the garden. It was hot, sweaty, punishing work and her muscles screamed from it, but the pain was just what she needed. It seemed that if her body was screaming out in pain, she couldn't hear her heart breaking quite as loudly. 

The friendly chatter around her in the garden soothed her wounded soul, even though she couldn't understand most of what was being said. The women were cheerful in their buckskin dresses, ornamented with colorful designs, their silver jewelry flashing in the sun. They laughed as they worked and the sound of chipped flint hoes thumping into the earth was comforting somehow.

Isabella took pride in joining in an activity that was necessary to feed the fortress. Her spirits were lifted each day when she came out to the garden to discover beans popping out on the vines that hadn't been there the day before, and stalks of corn that grew and grew until they were up to her nose. She supposed it was the connection with the earth that gave her the calm and resolved to work in the flower garden at home. When she went home.

"Isabella."

The voice spoke from behind her and her body tensed and opened to the sound of his voice. Her back snapped straight and she nearly dropped her hoe. But she didn't turn, couldn't lay eyes on him and remain the aloof figure she had hidden behind in the past days. 

She searched over the garden for the other women, hoping someone was nearby for proprieties' sake, then remembered that the Aztecs didn't hold virtue in as high of a regard. There were two women several rows over, but they glanced down, smirks on their faces. 

"Yes?" she choked out, still not turning, but knowing she must speak, so as not to shame him in front of others. 

"Isabella, we must speak."

She shook herself from the trance his voice inevitably sent her into and hacked at the ground before her. "We can speak later, Totec. The sun is hot and I am involved."

She nearly jumped when his finger began a long, slow journey from the tender place just below her ear, down slowly to where her neckline lay on her shoulder. She couldn't suppress a shudder. 

"Ahh," he murmured in her ear, "Your words speak one thing and your body tells me something else." Warm lips replaced his finger and sent shivers throughout her body, awakening her breasts and making her knees seem as insubstantial as the cornstalks. 

Her eyes darted frantically about, at the towering cornstalks that nearly hid them from view. How she wanted to turn to him, to touch him and make his blood race as he did hers. But while the corn may hide them from human eyes, it wouldn't hide her actions from the goddess. 

His hands came down beneath her breasts, caressing, moving just under where they fell, to hold the weight of them, then shift away, making her want him to touch her again. Warmth flooded her belly and she turned her mind away from it, squeezing words past a throat closed up in passion. 

"Totec, please. Not here." Not anywhere. Not anymore. It seemed her heart broke open and fell out of her body there in the dirt at the thought. 

And it seemed also that she could hear the goddess whisper, "Use this. Welcome his touch, and use it."

"Please, Isabella, I can think of nothing else than the feel of your body next to mine. It torments me day and night. I wake in a fever and spend the day searching out glimpses of you." He spoke in a sing song voice, as if he were a poet and he would die if he never had her again.

Isabella frowned and tried to think, but it was difficult with his hands roaming lower, over her skirt, massaging and lifting her dress higher with each new motion. Totec didn't sound himself, as if he were under a spell.

"Isabella, I shall die if you don't love me. Please, come to me."

Her heart skipped a beat in her chest. He was under some influence or he would never refer to dying. He couldn't die.

Then, with a sudden breeze that shook the cornstalks in the wind, making them rattle, came words in a clear, crystalline woman's voice, Use his love. Use it to save your kin. I have done this. Do not waste it.  

Her head dropped as her heart both sung and filled with dread, for the chance to love him again and the betrayal she would commit when it was done. But his touch was too hypnotic and she couldn't think, had no chance of coming up with another way, with his strong fingers finding their way to her inner thigh.

She gave in, sagging against him in the heat of the sun, letting her head fall back to rest upon his shoulder. His arms tightened around her, fingers finding her folds and she gasped and shuddered and willingly pressed her hips into his, feeling his hardness against her buttocks. She'd never been touched this way, from behind, and found it opened up a tenderness that made her suddenly feel both protected and cherished.

"This dress is in my way, beautiful one," Totec growled in her ear, and began to slide it up her body.

The warm sun landing on her skin was wonderfully sensual, the breeze mingling with his fingers, exploring in circles around and around her heat, melted her train of thought. Her dress was up around her waist before she cried out. "We're in the middle of the garden!"

His lips just claimed her throat again, this time suckling in a demanding way. "They will not see."

It was true. Around them a strange blur had formed that made it impossible to focus on the area around them. 

"Are you sure?"

"Do you not trust me?"

"No," she said, her breath hitching, "I'm afraid I do not. Especially if you would seduce me in the dirt."

"Ahh, my beauty. I would never allow the dirt to touch your body. Not yours." That said, he whipped her dress up over her head, tossing it away and knelt. Before she could object, he buried his face between her legs.

Such a wave of intense ecstasy shot through her that she nearly lost her feet. Quick, strong hands came up and clamped around her waist, holding her up, but holding her to his mouth as well, so that she couldn't wrench away, not even when the rapid licking of his tongue and sucking of his mouth overwhelmed her. She had no choice but to accept it and ride the siege. 

She came in small waves and with each wave he increased the pressure, pressing her down into his mouth until she was fused to him. She could feel his moans deep inside and was taken off guard by the deepness of intimacy. Such a pressure was building within her that her legs shook with it and her mouth dropped open. She had given up trying to regulate her breathing and knew she must be panting by now, but couldn't hear anything except her heart pounding in her ears. Nor could she do anything but submit to the assault by his tongue and grip his shoulders. She never wanted it to end and couldn't take any more at the same time. 

She shamed herself in her writhing and the sounds she could hear coming from her own mouth but had no power to control. Then everything in her went taunt and she lost her breath, it seemed even her heart paused before she broke over him in a rush that took her away from even him and into only melting, flowing heat. Over and over she felt the waves rush from her, crying out with each one until the mere touch of  his tongue made her whole body jerk. 

Slowly she came back to herself, and when she did, he was standing before her and she was propped up in his arms. She smiled shyly and felt a flush travel up her neck and into her face at the thought of what she had just allowed him to do to her in the middle of a corn patch in broad daylight. He laughed and murmured to her in his language, words she could only catch a few of, shy, enticing, beautiful. 

He caught her up in his liquid gaze, boiling over with desire, and he drew aside his breechclout then stroked her once with his hard shaft. Her mouth dropped open and the breath got caught in her chest again. She stood very still, nerves still tingling. Without warning, he rammed himself into her and picked her up in his arms in one movement. In one beat of her heart she was aroused all over again, arms clamped around



d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





