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“ANOTHER MAIDEN LOST in the Rise. The sixth since my coronation.” My older sister, Queen Eira, swats the news scroll at her servant. “This one, the daughter of the Baroness Mariani.” Eira’s shoulders slump. “Sister... wasn’t she your schoolmate back when you were in Academy? Didn’t we just celebrate her Grand Presentation?” 

“She was in my cohort, yes, but Academy was huge. I didn’t know her well. But I remember her Grand Presentation. She was so beautiful.” As I recall the traditional ceremony to mark a woman’s passage into marriageable maturity, I feel the heaviness with Eira. My heart shatters when speaking of my peer in the past tense. 

I tap my toes and turn them inward. In only two cycles of the moon, it will be my turn for a big gala. 

Eira paces along the long dining table. “I don’t know why young women keep going into the Rise. We guard the perimeter. We’ve warned the realm. What else can we do?”

“Why don’t we find out why they go to the Rise?” With a pensive stare, I nibble on my breakfast of berries and bread. My question is rhetorical. I have an inkling. I have felt the pull to the mountain myself.

“How can we? They never return. They just disappear.” Eira raises her hands in frustration. She shakes her head, and with it, her voluminous auburn locks.

“I would like to investigate.”

Eira’s face reddens. She thumps a fist on the table. “My dear sister, Silk! You absolutely will not! As the Princess Royal and my second, you shall not venture anywhere near the Rise. I forbid it...” My sister waves and snaps her purple organza cape. “...as your queen!” 

Her heels click as she storms into the castle’s stone corridor leaving me perplexed. With only twenty-four moons between us, I find Eira unreasonably strict. 

My fundamental nature is curious and inquisitive. “How dare she squelch my spirit?” I ask the monkeets, furry birds with four legs and a curly tail, stealing berries from my tray. “At this point, I’m barely the spare. Before the leaves turn crimson that baby in her belly will be here and heir to the throne. Perhaps the pregnancy is making her especially cross.”

I gaze out the open windows toward the snow-covered Rise, feeling the mysterious attraction. The early morning sun streams bright and hot into the dining hall. I run my hands down the front of my sheer, summery dress over my full bust. My taut nipples poke into the gossamer. I unlace the neckline.

Drawn by a power beyond my control, I leave the breakfast spread and rush to my bedchamber. Bounding into bed, I pull up my skirt and zero in on my secret pearl with my finger. It’s wet and firm. I circle it fervently, bucking my hips as the tension mounts. The pressure intensifies whenever I glance at the vista beyond the castle walls. The Rise looms into the sky, beckoning me like a magnet.

I pant at the unbearable tension between my legs. I want to dip my finger into my forbidden passage, but I hesitate. My parlormaids have instructed me to never insert more than one finger, lest I disrupt my inviolable membrane. “Breaking the seal brings pain and shame,” they warn me. “A royal princess must remain intact until the Rite of Mating. Do not endanger that sanctity.”

I whimper in frustration. “One dip. That’s all. Surely it can’t be all that bad,” I whisper to my imaginary attendants, though they are real in my consciousness. I dart my middle fingertip into my wet tunnel. 

I gasp at the pleasure. I repeat and explore further. “Oh!” I exclaim, surprised that the occupation doesn’t hurt at all. I thrust my entire finger into my virgin conduit up to my knuckle, parting my legs as far as they’ll go. With awe, I observe my digit being swallowed into my center. My eyes widen. 

Lifting my face to the Rise, a wave of heat envelopes me. As I squirm and writhe, my insides throb like I’m going to burst. All at once, the pressure dissipates and floats away, out the window, and into the mountains.  
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AFTER THE CYCLE OF the moon’s rise and fall, I embark on my clandestine plan. Donning a cloak to disguise my rank, I pad into the town in the dead of night. My sister, the Queen, will surely throw me into the dungeon if I’m caught, but my thirst for knowledge propels my precarious quest.

I seek Roxaina the Comforter, an innkeeper who tends to the soldier-knights when they return from battle. In the castle’s alleys, I’ve heard the servants’ idle chatter. Based on their blather, I believe Roxaina also possesses talent as a mystic.

In soft boots rather than my clackity palace shoes, I dart between buildings, flattening myself against the storefronts’ vestibules to avoid the sentries scanning the avenues. Under the black sky, the streets are deserted, the businesses closed, the public din gone ‘til the morrow.

And yet, on the corner, there is a flicker. Torches glowing red mark the door posts of the only place open for the weary. Roxaina’s inn.

I approach and peek in the window. I can only make out the shadows cast by the blaze of the fire. The silhouette of a thin and buxom woman intersects and bounces on the shape of a reclining man. When I listen closely, I hear the moans of ecstasy coming from them both.

Lingering for a moment, the familiar urgency returns to my loins — the same sensation I get when I gaze at the Rise. The sounds of the couple’s exhilaration peak and halt. After shifting in the uncomfortable silence, I pull the hood snugly around my face and proceed to the door.

I softly knock. No one answers. I fumble with the handle. To my surprise, it’s unlocked. I walk in.

Through the strands of crystals dividing the foyer from the main chamber, I see a handsome, strapping soldier-knight sitting on a bed, putting on his trousers and shirt. His muscles ripple beneath the fabric. With a flushed face and mussed hair, he wears a satisfied grin. A gorgeous naked woman comes to him. He offers her a kiss and a fistful of money, then moves toward the door, fully dressed.

I retreat into a dark corner to allow his egress. Avoiding his notice, I release my breath as he departs through the door into the deep night.

When I step forward, an elderly woman stands before me, covered in layers of sheer veils from her nose to her feet. The crinkles around her eyes deepen. She stiffly curtsies. “Your Royal Highness.”

I lower my hood. “How do you know who I am?”

She extends a withered hand. “Come, come, my princess, and tell me more about what you seek.”

I allow her guide to lead me through the curtain of crystals. We sit by the fire which warms the cool summer night. The woman brings us drink and sets the cups on the table between the chairs.

“Remove your cloak. You will be safe here.” Her croaky voice is unexpectedly calm and reassuring.

I shimmy off my garment. She stares.

“Your bronze hair shines bright, and your delicate gown reveals your radiant figure, Your Royal Highness.”

I smile politely. “I snuck out in my bedclothes.” I take the woman’s hands. “And no need to address me so formally. You may call me Silk. What do the people call you?”

“I am Roxaina the Comforter.” She pulls back with a deferential nod.

I narrow my eyes. “Ah. I mistook the other woman here to be Roxaina.”

Roxaina opens her palms and bows. “How may I be of service?”

I lean forward. “I hear you’re a mystic... that you possess the Privy Magic.”

Roxaina sits, unmoving.

“I’m vexed... by the missing maidens,” I continue. “The Queen has deployed the Elite Protectors and the Hawks of Vision, but no trace of the maidens. They’ve all disappeared shortly after their Grand Presentations.”

Roxaina wriggles in her veils. “And your own gala is nigh. The Kingdom prepares.”

“When the moon rises and falls once more in its cycle, the eve will be upon me.”

Roxaina tenses. “There’s a hunger in the Rise, obscured by the mist. Over the epochs, it will consume the realm.” She turns away. “I know not more.” 

“But your Privy Magic.” I wring my hands. “Can you see what has happened to the maidens?”

Roxaina closes her eyes. “I do not have the magic to know their fate.” 

I exhale. “There’s a rumor... that there’s a curse.”

Roxaina spins around sharply. “What have you heard?”

“That the Rise is cursed by a knight.”

“A knight would have no such power.”

I beg with folded hands. “Is there a prophecy? In the Legends of the Mystics?”

Roxaina fidgets. “That is sacred knowledge for the mystics only. Anything I share will assure my destruction.”

“You need not tell it all. Just a hint. I must know.” I lick my lips. “Because I’ve felt a call to the Rise, too.”

Alarm seizes her face. She trembles. “You’re in grave danger!” 

“How? I don’t understand.”

Her glare bores into me. Her gray eyebrows knit, and she scrunches her eyes. “But perhaps... perhaps...”

She pokes a stick into the fire and pulls it out with its end a glowing ember. While muttering incantations, she waves it in circles and patterns around my head and face, my breasts and pelvis. 

I can only watch in confusion. “What? What is it?”

Roxaina touches the fiery tip to my drinking cup. The liquid within it sparks with flame. In the orange glow, visions appear of me pleasuring myself while gazing into the Rise. I avert my eyes, embarrassed.

“Quickly, remove your clothing.”

“What?”

“Just do as I say and stand before me!”

I draw my nightgown over my head and toss it onto my cloak puddled in the chair by the fire.

Roxaina pulls a thick book, the Legends of the Mystics, from the shelf































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
e
&





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Stella Almazan

Cinder and Silk
A Tale of Lust and Fantasy

Knights of Erontasy





d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





