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Chapter 1: The Damp Stones of Mansfield

	 

	Georgia Martin scrambled backward, her hands scraping against the rough mortar of the kitchen wall. The heavy oak door groaned on its hinges before exploding inward under the force of a single, brutal kick. Jed St. Claire stepped into the flickering torchlight, his massive frame nearly blocking out the hallway behind him. He was a mountain of a man, clad in stained leather and the heavy wool of his clan, his eyes burning with the fire of conquest.

"Please," Georgia whispered, her voice trembling as she clutched her simple servant's apron. "I am but a maid."

Jed St. Claire did not speak at first. He moved with a predatory grace that belied his size, crossing the small space in two strides. He reached out, his large, calloused hand gripping her chin and forcing her head back so she had no choice but to look into his dark, ruthless eyes. "You are no longer a servant to a ghost, lass. Mansfield is mine by blood and blade. And everything within these walls belongs to me."

Georgia felt the heat of him, a raw, masculine power that made her knees weak. She was a virgin, sheltered within these damp stones all her life, and the sheer presence of such a dominant warrior was overwhelming. Jed's thumb traced the line of her lower lip, a possessive gesture that claimed her more surely than any words.

"Liam Davis! Adrian McGraw!" Jed roared without taking his eyes off her.

Two more men appeared in the doorway. Liam Davis was lean and dangerous, his hand resting on the hilt of a heavy claymore. Adrian McGraw was broader, his face scarred from years of border skirmishes. They both looked at Georgia with hungry, appreciative eyes.

"The girl is a prize," Jed declared, his voice a low rumble that vibrated in Georgia's chest. "She is pure, a rare thing in these dark times. She will serve me, and she will serve the inner circle of my guard. To hold Mansfield, we must be as one. Our blood will be her blood."

Georgia's heart hammered against her ribs. "I do not understand," she whimpered, even as Jed's other hand settled heavily on her waist, pulling her flush against his hard, armored body.

"You will understand soon enough, Georgia Martin," Jed said, his voice dropping to a gravelly silk. He leaned down, his breath hot against her ear. "You will be the vessel for the future of this clan. You will submit to me, and you will submit to my brothers in arms. You are ours to use, to protect, and to cherish."

Adrian McGraw stepped closer, his hand reaching out to stroke the stray hair from Georgia's forehead. "A fine choice, Jed. She has the look of a woman who will carry a strong heir."

Liam Davis nodded, his gaze fixed on the curve of her throat. "She is soft where we are hard. She will learn her place quickly under your hand."

Jed did not wait for her to agree. He scooped her up in his massive arms, ignoring her small cry of protest. He carried her through the chaotic halls of Mansfield, past the bodies of the fallen and the cheering warriors of his clan. He took her to the Great Hall, throwing her onto the furs spread before the hearth.

"Strip," Jed commanded, the word a heavy weight in the air.

Georgia fumbled with the laces of her bodice, her fingers shaking so much she could barely move. Jed growled in impatience, reaching down to tear the fabric away with a single, violent motion. The cool air hit her skin, but it was quickly replaced by the intense heat of the three men surrounding her.

Jed St. Claire moved over her first, his dominance absolute. He showed no mercy to her maidenhood, asserting his right as her master and her king. Georgia cried out as he took her, the pain of her innocence lost being swallowed by the sheer, unyielding force of his passion. He was a storm, a force of nature that broke her resistance until she could only moan and cling to his powerful shoulders.

When he was finished, he did not pull away. He looked back at Liam Davis and Adrian McGraw. "Take your turn. Let her know the strength of the men who will guard her life."

The night was a blur of sensation and overwhelming masculine energy. Georgia was passed between them, her body a canvas for their desires. Each man was different, but they all shared the same possessive intensity. By the time the first light of dawn filtered through the high windows of Mansfield, Georgia was spent, her body aching and marked by the hands of her conquerors.

Jed pulled her against him, his arm a heavy bar across her chest. "You are ours now, Georgia. Never forget it."

Weeks passed in a haze of submission and strange, burgeoning loyalty. Georgia found herself watched at all times. If it was not Jed, it was Liam or Adrian. They treated her like a precious jewel, feeding her the best meats, dressing her in fine wools, and claiming her body whenever the urge took them. The initial terror had faded into a deep, primal acceptance. She was the center of their world, the one soft thing in their violent lives.

The turning point came on a cold morning when Georgia could not keep her breakfast down. She sat on the edge of the large bed, her face pale. Jed entered the room, his eyes sharp as he took in her condition. He knelt between her legs, his large hands resting on her still-flat stomach.

"Is it so?" he asked, his voice filled with a rare, hushed awe.

"I believe it is, my lord," Georgia whispered, looking down at him.

Jed St. Claire let out a triumphant shout that echoed through the rafters. He stood and pulled her into a crushing embrace. "Liam! Adrian! Come witness!"

The two men burst into the room. When they heard the news, they knelt before her. Adrian McGraw took her hand, kissing her knuckles. "I swear on my blade, no man shall ever harm you or the child you carry."

Liam Davis looked up at her, his eyes fierce. "The heir of Mansfield. We will die before a hair on your head is touched."

Georgia Martin looked at the three powerful men who had claimed her so ruthlessly. She felt the stirring of a new life within her, a child of the clan. The damp stones of Mansfield no longer felt cold. They felt like a fortress, a home. She leaned her head against Jed's chest, her fingers tangling in his thick hair. She was no longer a common maid. She was the heart of the St. Claire legacy, bound to her warriors by blood and a love that was as rugged and unyielding as the Highlands themselves.

"I am yours," she murmured, finally accepting the heavy, beautiful weight of her destiny.

Jed tilted her head back, his kiss a seal upon her soul. "You have always been mine, Georgia. From the moment I stepped through that door, you were the only prize that mattered."

	 


Chapter 2: A Maid - s Humble Life

	 

	The heavy iron - bound doors of the Great Hall of Mansfield flew open with a crash that rattled the very foundations of the keep. Winston Walker stumbled inside, his face pale and his chest heaving as he clutched a parchment sealed with black wax.

Jed St. Claire did not rise from his seat at the head of the table. Instead, he pulled the trembling Georgia Martin closer to his side, his massive, calloused hand splaying over her belly. The heat of him was a constant, overwhelming force, a reminder that she was no longer a servant of the house, but the personal property of the Knight who had conquered it.

"Master St. Claire," Winston gasped, his eyes darting to Georgia before settling on the hard, scarred face of the Highlander. "A rider from the border. Arthur Wilson sends word. He claims the girl was promised to him by her father to settle a grain debt. He demands her return to his lands by sunset, or he will bring fire to Mansfield."

Georgia felt the blood drain from her face. She looked up at Jed, her eyes wide with the submissive terror that had defined her life since his arrival. The thought of being taken from this place - from the heavy, possessive hand of Jed and the fierce protection of his men - sent a shiver of dread through her.

Jed - s grip on her waist tightened until she let out a soft, sharp gasp. He looked down at her, his blue eyes burning with a dark, primal territorialism. "He thinks to take what is mine?" Jed - s voice was a low rumble, like stones grinding together. "He thinks to claim the mother of my heir as a common debt payment?"

Liam Davis stepped forward from the shadows of the hearth, his hand resting on the hilt of his broadsword. His gaze was just as predatory as Jed - s. He had shared in the claiming of Georgia, his body as familiar to her now as the master - s, and he had no intention of letting her go. "Arthur Wilson is a fool if he thinks to cross the St. Claire clan," Liam spat. "The girl has been marked. She carries the blood of this keep in her womb."

Adrian McGraw, the third of the warriors who had asserted his will upon the shy maid, moved to Georgia - s other side. He reached out, his thick fingers brushing against her jaw, forcing her to look at him. "Do not tremble, little bird," Adrian murmured, his voice thick with a dominant promise. "No man takes what we have conquered. You are bound to us by more than just walls and stone."

Jed stood up, pulling Georgia with him so that she was pinned against his massive, muscular frame. He looked at Winston Walker. "Tell the messenger that if Arthur Wilson wants this woman, he will have to pry her from my cold, dead fingers. But before that happens, I will gut him from chin to groin and feed his remains to the hounds of Mansfield."

Georgia felt the raw power radiating from the three men surrounding her. She was a virgin no more, her body having been opened and claimed by these warriors in a ritual of conquest that had left her shattered and then rebuilt in their image. The humble life she had once known as a simple maid was gone, incinerated the moment Jed St. Claire had laid eyes on her.

"Strip her," Jed commanded suddenly, his voice thick with a sudden, dark lust that always followed a challenge to his authority.

Georgia - s breath hitched. "Please, Master," she whispered, her voice small and submissive.

"Do not plead with me, Georgia," Jed growled, his hand moving to the laces of her bodice. "If Arthur Wilson wants to see what he is missing, let him hear the echoes of your cries across the glen. You belong to the clan. You belong to me, to Liam, and to Adrian. We will remind you of your place before we go to war for it."

Liam and Adrian moved in closer, their presence a wall of masculine heat. They began to pull the coarse fabric of her maid - s dress away, exposing her pale, sensitive skin to the cool air of the hall. Georgia felt the familiar mix of shame and a dark, traitorous heat rising in her chest. She was their prize, their vessel, and their obsession.

As her clothes pooled at her feet, Jed - s eyes roved over her body, lingering on the slight curve of her stomach where his child grew. He reached out, his thumb tracing the line of her lower lip. "You are the heart of Mansfield now, Georgia Martin," he said, his voice dropping to a possessive whisper. "And I will slaughter every man in the Highlands before I let another hand touch what is mine."

He turned her around, forcing her to lean over the heavy oak table. The wood was cold against her skin, but the heat of the three men behind her was stifling. Georgia closed her eyes, her fingers gripping the edge of the table as she prepared to submit once again to the rugged, unyielding will of her masters. The threat from Arthur Wilson had only served to harden their resolve and intensify their claim.

"Hold her, Liam," Jed ordered.

Liam Davis stepped forward, his large hands pinning her shoulders to the table, while Adrian McGraw moved to her side, his touch a searing brand on her hip. Jed moved behind her, his dominance absolute.

"You are ours, Georgia," Jed whispered into her ear, his breath hot against her skin. "Never forget it."

Outside, the winds of war might be gathering, but inside the damp stone walls of Mansfield, Georgia Martin was encased in a fortress of flesh and steel, bound forever to the men who had stolen her life only to give her a new, darker destiny.

	 


Chapter 3: The Sound of Coming Hooves

	 

	I was a maid of no consequence, a shadow in the halls of Mansfield, until the day the iron gates were broken and Jed St. Claire claimed everything within them, including the very breath in my lungs. Now, as I feel the strange, new heavy ache in my womb, I realize there is no returning to the quiet safety of the shadows. I am bound to these men by blood and by the seed they have planted within me. The path behind me is burned away, and the one ahead is paved with the raw, demanding lust of a master who will never let me go. The sheer terror of what I have become - a vessel for a Highlander’s legacy - is matched only by the shameful way my body responds to their touch. I am no longer Georgia Martin the servant; I am the property of the clan, and there is no escape from the fortress of their flesh.

Jed St. Claire gripped the back of my neck, his large hand nearly encircling the entirety of my throat. He did not squeeze to hurt, but to remind me of the absolute power he held over my small, trembling frame. He forced me to look toward the heavy oak door of the chamber, his eyes burning with a fierce, territorial light.

"Do you hear that, Georgia?" Jed growled, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through my spine. 

I strained my ears, hearing it then - the distant, rhythmic thudding of a dozen horses galloping toward the estate. The sound of coming hooves was like a drumbeat of war, signaling the arrival of those who would challenge Jed’s right to this land.

"Is it Arthur Wilson?" I whispered, my voice shaking. The thought of the cruel man who had once tried to claim my hand in a common marriage made my blood run cold.

"It matters not who it is," Liam Davis said, stepping out from the shadows of the bedpost. He was a massive man, his shoulders broader than the doorway itself. He moved toward me, his hand reaching out to stroke the swell of my breast beneath the thin fabric of my shift. "Whether it is Arthur Wilson or the King himself, they will find only steel and the fury of the St. Claire clan. You are ours now, Georgia. You carry the future of our line."

Adrian McGraw joined them, his presence equally suffocating and intense. He knelt before me, his hands sliding up my thighs, parting them with an easy, dominant strength that I could not hope to resist. He looked up at me, his gaze fixed on my belly. 

"The seed has taken," Adrian murmured, his thumb rubbing a circular pattern over my hip. "I can feel the heat of it. You are no longer a virgin to be protected, but a woman to be used and guarded. You belong to Jed, and you belong to us."

Jed pulled me back against his hard, muscled chest. I felt the cold metal of his gorget against my shoulder and the heat of his erection pressing into the small of my back. He was a giant of a man, a Knight who took what he wanted without apology.

"You will stay in this room," Jed ordered, his tone brook no argument. "You will wait for us to return from the gates. And when we do, you will be ready to receive us all. My men have fought hard to keep this ground, and they deserve the comfort of the prize we have won together."

"Please, Jed," I whimpered, though I knew my pleas were useless. "I am so tired. The child makes me weary."

Jed turned me around in his arms, his fingers digging into my hips. He leaned down, his face inches from mine, his breath smelling of ale and leather. "Your weariness is a sign of your submission, Georgia. You will learn to love the weight of us. You will learn that your only purpose is to serve the men who protect you. If Arthur Wilson thinks he can take you back to a life of poverty and common filth, he is mistaken. You are the mother of a St. Claire heir. You are a queen in a cage of iron."

The sound of the hooves grew louder, echoing in the courtyard below. I heard the shouting of men - John Brooks and Ryan Wellington calling out orders to the archers on the ramparts. The tension in the room was thick, a volatile mix of impending violence and the raw, sexual dominance these men exerted over me.

"Hold her, Liam," Jed commanded.

Liam Davis stepped behind me, his massive arms wrapping around my waist, pinning my arms to my sides. He pulled me back against him, his strength making me feel like a porcelain doll in the grip of a titan. 

Jed reached down, unfastening the heavy belt of his kilt. His gaze never left mine, demanding that I witness his power. "Before I go to the walls, I will leave you with a reminder of who owns you. I want the scent of my climax to stay with you while you listen to the sounds of the men dying for your honor."

He forced me down to my knees on the cold stone, Liam’s hands keeping me steady while Adrian McGraw stood over me, his own hand already moving to release himself. I was trapped between them, a submissive maid caught in the storm of their masculine pride.

As the first arrows began to fly outside and the screams of the dying rose up to the windows of Mansfield, I was forced to submit to the rugged, unyielding will of my masters. The sound of the hooves had brought war to the gates, but inside this room, there was only the absolute, crushing reality of my new life. I was the shared treasure of the highlanders, a woman stolen and broken into a state of blissful, terrifying belonging. I closed my eyes as Jed asserted his dominance, knowing that no matter who won the battle outside, I would never be free again. I was theirs, body and soul, bound by the child within me and the men who would kill the world to keep me.

	 


Chapter 4: Jed St. Claire Claims His Prize

	 

	The Great Hall of Mansfield was a cavern of flickering shadows and the heavy, intoxicating scent of victory. The stone walls, thick with the damp of centuries, seemed to press inward, amplifying the raucous shouts of the highlanders who had claimed the estate. It was a world of iron and blood, a place where the air itself felt heavy with the musk of men who took what they desired. Georgia Martin knelt in the center of the hall, her small frame dwarfed by the massive presence of the men surrounding her. The cold floor bit into her skin, a constant reminder of her lowly status as a servant, yet the heat radiating from Jed St. Claire was a different kind of pressure entirely.

Jed stood before her, a mountain of a man clad in leather and wool, his blue eyes burning with a possessive fire. He reached down, his large hand tangling in the hair at the nape of her neck, forcing her head back so she had to look up at him. "Mansfield is mine," he declared, his voice a deep rumble that vibrated through Georgia’s very bones. "And everything within it belongs to the St. Claire clan. Especially you, little bird."

Georgia’s breath hitched. She was a virgin, a girl who had spent her days in the kitchens and laundries, never imagining she would be the focus of such raw, masculine power. She was frightened, her body trembling under his touch, but there was a treacherous spark of heat deep within her belly. She was helpless against him, a submissive maid at the mercy of a conqueror.

"She is a fine prize, Jed," Liam Davis said, stepping out of the shadows. He was nearly as large as Jed, his face scarred by battle but his expression full of a dark, hungry intent. He placed a heavy hand on Georgia’s shoulder, his fingers digging into her soft flesh. "The men will be loyal knowing their master shares the bounty of war."

Adrian McGraw moved to her other side, his presence equally imposing. "She will learn her place quickly enough," he added, his voice smooth but edged with steel. "A woman like this needs to be broken to the will of the clan."

Jed’s grip tightened slightly, not enough to cause true pain, but enough to demand absolute surrender. "She is the heart of this house now," he said, his gaze never leaving Georgia’s face. "And she will serve us all. You will submit, Georgia. You will take us into your body and you will grow strong with the seeds of the highlanders."

He did not wait for her consent. He did not need it. Jed reached for the laces of his breeches, his eyes darkening as he exposed his thick, turgid length to her. Georgia tried to look away, her face flushing with shame and fear, but Liam Davis grabbed her chin, forcing her to watch.

"Look at your master, Georgia," Liam commanded. "See what you are to take."

Jed stepped closer, his heat overwhelming her. He forced his member into her mouth, his size stretching her lips to their limit, his hands holding her head steady as he began a slow, rhythmic thrust. Georgia whimpered, the sound muffled by his flesh, her eyes tearing up at the sheer dominance of the act. She felt Liam’s hands wandering over her breasts, squeezing the soft mounds through her thin kirtle, while Adrian McGraw knelt behind her, his hands lifting her skirts to expose her pale, trembling thighs to the cold air of the hall.

The experience was a blur of sensation and power. When Jed finished in her mouth, he did not let her go. He turned her around, pushing her down onto the heavy oak table where the maps of the estate lay scattered. He ripped her clothing away, leaving her naked and exposed under the gaze of the three warriors.

"Take her, Liam," Jed ordered, his voice thick with lust. "Show her the strength of the men she now serves."

Liam Davis did not hesitate. He moved between her legs, his rough hands pinning her wrists to the wood. Georgia cried out as he entered her, the sharp pain of her lost innocence making her gasp as he tore through her maidenhead. He was relentless, his body slamming against hers with a primal intensity that left her breathless. Behind her, Adrian McGraw leaned down, his mouth biting at the curve of her neck, his hands roaming over her stomach.

When Liam was done, Adrian took his turn, his entry even more forceful as he claimed her while she was still slick with the seed of his comrade. Georgia felt like she was being torn apart and remade all at once. She was no longer Georgia the maid; she was a vessel for their power, a prize to be used and guarded. Throughout it all, Jed St. Claire watched, his hand resting on his sword hilt, his eyes claiming every inch of her as his own. He joined them again, his body heavy and hot as he claimed her for the final time that night, spilling his heat deep inside her womb.

Weeks passed in a haze of submission and service. Georgia found herself the center of the inner circle’s attention, moved from one bed to the next, her body slowly adjusting to the demands of the three highlanders. She was never alone; if Jed was not with her, Liam or Adrian was there to ensure she remained compliant.

The turning point came on a gray morning when the smell of the morning porridge made her stomach churn with a sudden, violent intensity. She leaned against the damp stone wall of the corridor, her hand clutching her middle. Arthur Wilson, one of the guards, watched her with a knowing look as he passed, but it was Jed who found her first.

He swept her into his arms, carrying her to the solar. He set her down on the furs and placed a hand over her womb. "You are late, Georgia," he whispered, his voice uncharacteristically soft yet still possessing.

"I - I think I am, my lord," she whispered, her voice trembling.

Jed’s face transformed. A look of fierce, protective pride settled over his features. He called for Liam Davis and Adrian McGraw. When they entered, he looked at them both with a grim smile. "She is with child," Jed announced. "My heir. Our legacy."

Liam stepped forward, dropping to one knee beside her. He took her hand, his rough thumb stroking her knuckles. "I will die before any harm comes to her or the babe," he vowed.

Adrian McGraw stood tall, his hand resting on the hilt of his blade. "The clan will be stronger for this. She is ours, and the child is the future of Mansfield."

Georgia looked at the three men. They were her captors, her masters, the men who had taken her innocence and shared her body. Yet, as she looked at Jed St. Claire, she felt a strange, overwhelming sense of belonging. She was no longer a nameless servant girl to be ignored. She was the mother of the next St. Claire.

Jed leaned down, his lips brushing hers. It was a kiss that tasted of possession and a dark, intense kind of love. "You are the prize of Mansfield, Georgia," he murmured against her skin. "And you will stay at my side until the stones of this hall crumble to dust."

Georgia leaned into his strength, her reluctance finally fading into a quiet, submissive acceptance. She was theirs. She was the mother of the clan. And as Jed’s hand remained firm on her swelling belly, she knew she would never want to be anywhere else.

	 


Chapter 5: The Rugged Highlander Knight

	 

	The heavy oak doors of Mansfield's Great Hall burst open with a violence that shook the tapestries on the walls. Georgia Martin jumped, the silver tray she had been polishing slipping from her trembling fingers to clatter onto the cold stone floor. She scrambled to her knees to retrieve it, her breath hitching in her throat as a massive shadow fell over her small, submissive form.

"Stand up," Jed St. Claire commanded. His voice was a low, gravelly rumble that seemed to vibrate through the very floorboards.

Georgia looked up, her eyes wide with terror. Before her stood a giant of a man, clad in heavy leather and stained tartans that marked him as a warrior of the north. His hair was dark and wild, his face a map of hard lines that spoke of a life spent on the battlefield. This was the man the whispers had warned of - the Highlander Knight come to take the estate by right of conquest and blood.

"I said stand," Jed repeated, reaching down to wrap a massive, calloused hand around her upper arm. He hauled her to her feet as if she weighed no more than a feather.

Georgia gasped, her chest heaving against the tight, modest bodice of her maid's dress. "Please, my lord, I am only a servant," she whispered, her eyes darting to the floor, unable to meet his piercing, possessive gaze.

Jed gripped her chin with his free hand, forcing her head up so he could inspect her face. His thumb brushed over her lower lip, a bold gesture that made her blood run cold and hot all at once. "You are more than a servant now, girl. You are Mansfield's finest treasure, and I have a keen eye for what belongs to me."

Behind him, two other men stepped into the hall, their presence radiating a similar raw, masculine power. Liam Davis, a man with shoulders as broad as a mountain, leaned against a stone pillar with a hungry grin. Adrian McGraw, younger but no less dangerous with a sharp blade at his hip, let out a low whistle as he looked Georgia over from head to toe.

"She is a delicate thing, Jed," Adrian McGraw said, his voice smooth and predatory. "A virgin, if I had to wager my best horse."

"She is mine," Jed St. Claire growled, his grip on her arm tightening as if to stake his claim. "And because you are my most loyal brothers in arms, she will be shared. She will serve this clan in every way a woman can."

Georgia felt a wave of dizziness wash over her. The idea of being shared by these three massive, rugged warriors was more than her innocent heart could bear. "No, please," she sobbed, her knees buckling under the weight of his decree.

Jed caught her before she could fall, pulling her flush against his hard, muscled chest. His strength was absolute, his scent of heather and steel overwhelming her senses. "You will learn to obey, Georgia Martin. You will learn that your life belongs to the St. Claire clan now. Your submission is not a choice - it is my requirement."

He turned to his men, his eyes dark with an intensity that promised no mercy. "Liam Davis, Adrian McGraw, secure the perimeter. I will be in the master's chambers. I have work to do with our new prize to ensure she understands her place."

Liam Davis nodded, his eyes never leaving Georgia's frightened, blushing face. "As you wish, Jed. We will be waiting for our turn to welcome her."

Jed did not wait for her to agree or protest further. He swept her up into his arms, ignoring her weak struggles. He climbed the stone stairs with long, powerful strides, his grip firm and unyielding. As they entered the master bedroom, he kicked the door shut with his boot.

"You are a maid no longer," Jed murmured, dropping her onto the large, fur-covered bed that dominated the room. He loomed over her, his massive frame blocking out the light. "You are the vessel for my legacy, and by the time I am through with you, you will crave the touch of my warriors as much as you fear it."

Georgia looked up at him, her reluctance beginning to fracture under the heat of his gaze. He was a conqueror, a knight, and her new master. As he began to unbuckle his heavy leather belt, the raw power of the man asserted itself over her, and she knew her life at Mansfield would never be the same.

	 


Chapter 6: Georgia Martin - s Deepening Fear

	 

	Georgia Martin lay trembling on the heavy furs of the master bed, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps that echoed in the vast, stone-walled chamber. Every muscle in her body felt weak, a mixture of physical exhaustion and a deep, soul-shaking realization of how her world had shifted. She was no longer the invisible girl who scrubbed the floors of Mansfield. She was the property of a conqueror. Jed St. Claire was a man of iron and fire, a Highlander whose very presence seemed to suck the air from the room, and he had claimed her with a brutal efficiency that left her mind reeling.

She watched him through her lashes as he stood by the hearth, his massive, scarred back turned to her. The flickering orange light of the fire danced across his broad shoulders and the powerful muscles of his thighs. He was magnificent and terrifying. To Georgia, a girl who had known only the quiet hum of service and the humble expectations of a commoner, Jed represented a danger she was wholly unprepared for. It was not just his physical size or the way he had taken her maidenhood with such dominant authority; it was the way her own heart had hammered against her ribs, not just in fear, but in a strange, traitorous surrender to his strength.

He is a wolf among sheep, she thought, her fingers clutching the thick animal pelts beneath her. He did not just want her body; he wanted her will. He wanted to break the shy girl she had been and forge her into something that suited his needs. The fear she felt was deep and cold, a heavy stone in her stomach. If she allowed herself to feel for him - to find comfort in those massive arms - she would be lost forever. He was a knight who had taken this estate by blood, and he would hold her just as ruthlessly.

Jed turned, his dark eyes locking onto hers with a possessive intensity that made her want to pull the furs over her head. He did not offer words of comfort. Instead, he walked back to the bed, the floorboards groaning under his weight. He sat on the edge, the mattress sinking beneath him, and reached out to brush a stray lock of hair from her tear-stained cheek. His hand was calloused and warm, the thumb tracing her lower lip with a slow, deliberate pressure that signaled his continued hunger.

"You are thinking of running," Jed said, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that vibrated in Georgia’s chest. "You are thinking that if you are quiet enough, if you are small enough, you can escape the life I have laid out for you."

Georgia swallowed hard, her voice barely a whisper. "I am just a maid, my lord. I do not belong in this bed. I do not belong to a man like you."

"You belong where I put you," Jed countered, his grip tightening slightly on her chin, forcing her to look up at him. "You are the prize of Mansfield, Georgia Martin. And I am not a man who keeps his prizes locked away in a cage. I share the bounty of my conquests with those who bleed for me."

The door to the chamber opened, the heavy oak thudding against the stone wall. Georgia gasped, pulling the furs up to her chin as two more men entered the room. She recognized them immediately - Liam Davis and Adrian McGraw. They were Jed’s most trusted warriors, men of similar stature and rugged, battle-hardened features. Liam Davis stood with his arms crossed, his gaze roaming over Georgia with a hunger that matched his master’s. Adrian McGraw leaned against the doorframe, a slow, predatory smile spreading across his face.

"She looks even smaller in your bed, Jed," Liam Davis remarked, his voice thick with a rough, northern accent. "A delicate thing to be holding the future of the clan."

"She is a virgin no longer," Jed said, his eyes never leaving Georgia’s face. "I have marked her. Now, she must learn what it means to be protected by the men of St. Claire."

Georgia felt a fresh wave of terror wash over her. The realization of what Jed intended was becoming a stark, inescapable reality. She was to be shared. These men, these giants of war, would all have their turn with her. She looked from Liam to Adrian, seeing the same dominant, unyielding resolve in their eyes. They did not see a woman with a choice; they saw a vessel for their legacy and a reward for their loyalty.

"Please," Georgia whimpered, her submissive nature making her plead even as she knew it was futile. "I cannot... I am not strong enough."

Adrian McGraw stepped closer, his boots echoing on the stone. He reached out, his large hand resting on the post of the bed. "We will make you strong, lass. We will fill you with the strength of this clan until you cannot imagine being anywhere else."

Jed leaned down, his face inches from hers. The scent of leather, sweat, and woodsmoke overwhelmed her senses. "You fear the power we hold over you, Georgia. But soon, you will crave it. You will find that there is no safety in the world like the safety provided by my warriors. You will be the mother of my sons, and these men will be the walls that keep the world away from you."

He reached down and pulled the furs away, exposing her trembling, pale body to the gaze of the three men. Georgia felt the heat of a deep, agonizing blush coat her skin from head to toe. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and utterly dominated. Liam Davis stepped to the other side of the bed, his hands already working at the fastenings of his tunic.

"She is a fine prize, Jed," Liam said, his voice dropping an octave. "A fine prize indeed."

Georgia closed her eyes, her heart racing like a trapped bird. The fear was deepening, turning into a heavy, dark weight that anchored her to the bed. She was a servant no longer. She was the center of their world, a woman being claimed by a clan of wolves, and as she felt the first of them reach for her, she realized with a shuddering breath that she was already beginning to belong to them. The raw, masculine power in the room was an ocean, and she was finally letting herself drown in it.

	 


Chapter 7: The Master - s First Command
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