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Chapter One
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Epiphany slipped reluctantly from the comforting embrace of her bed, in full and certain knowledge that it was the last time she would ever do so. Those cotton sheets and the pink satin counterpane, the relaxing pastel shades of the décor as the sun illuminated them through the bedroom window; none of this would be hers to enjoy from this day forward.

She allowed herself the bitter luxury of gazing from one item of furniture to the next, almost in hope that by committing them to memory she would, in some way, be taking them with her. So much familiarity nurtured over her nineteen-year tryst with this room, so much reticence to finally let it all go forever.

Then her gaze settled on the mirror and her own image looking back at her. Her blonde hair, still slightly ruffled from her night's sleep, sat lightly on her shoulders, her blue eyes bright like sapphires against the pallor of her skin. She watched herself pull at the bow that secured the neck of her nightdress, opening the garment wide before allowing it to slip from her body to the floor as if she were a statue of Venus being unveiled to the morning. Only she and her boudoir had ever born witness to the secrets of her adult nakedness, and although the room may have absorbed the essence of her beauty into its warm glow, it had otherwise betrayed nothing.

She regarded her body with the confusion of excitement and fear it had engendered in her since the age of fourteen when she first noticed its changes and felt its new sensations. Her lips parted as she touched a half-budded nipple, delicately, with her index finger. It roused itself, edging out a little more to complement the firm swell of her breast. She slid her other hand down across the soft curve of her stomach to the junction of her legs and the soft blonde curls that nestled there. She considered it acceptable to feel the pleasure of a fingernail inscribing through the soft down, but she would not allow herself to venture any further. Not into that pouting moist void she found so difficult to ignore.

She had done that once before, three years ago when young and ignorant and oblivious to the sin it could draw you into. She caressed the bud that nestled between those succulent lips, gently at first as she warmed to the sensation, but the urgency grew in her. Her breathing became laboured as her finger tormented her clitoris with wilder abandon, sliding against it and encroaching on the very opening of her sex. And with the burgeoning sensation came images in her mind's eye that had excited her then but frightened and shamed her ever since; men riding horses - fast, powerful horses, riding crops cutting into their rippling torsos. Then the riders took on features, men she knew, men from the village, friends of her father. She saw their sweating faces looking into her, staring at what she was doing to herself as their horses thrashed beneath them. Then she had thrown her legs wide open to expose herself to them as her hand thrust wildly against her flooding womanhood.

How she managed to quell the scream that threatened to herald her first rapturous orgasm was a mystery beyond her understanding. She had wanted to howl like an animal, because the primeval instincts in her demanded she did so for maximum satisfaction, but fear of her sin being discovered still held sway even as she came to a shuddering climax and the moment was accompanied by no more than a breathless, strangled whimper.

As her lust subsided so her guilt had taken over. Such wicked sensations, such hellish images, she told herself, should never be experienced or witnessed by any young lady, and least of all the daughter of a respectable clergyman. Frequently since, and especially as she lay in bed on warm summer nights, the breeze rustling the ivy outside her bedroom window, she felt the temptation mounting in her to sample, once more, those illicit thrills. But, to the date when this story begins, with her nineteen and standing naked in front of her mirror, Epiphany had not allowed herself to succumb again to the 'demon' inside her.

For a moment, as her fingertips continued to trail across her body, she was lost to the urgency the day demanded, but a sharp knock at her bedroom door brought her back to the present with a start.

'Epiphany! Epiphany, are you up? Harkins will be here soon with the pony and trap to take you to Gloucester. You mustn't be late for the Bristol coach.'

Epiphany stepped hurriedly away from her nightdress and tiptoed briskly across to her washstand.

'I'll be down soon, Mrs Beddoes,' she called back to the housekeeper as she poured water from the jug into her washing bowl. 'I only want a light breakfast anyway.'

'You'll eat a good meal, my girl,' the housekeeper replied as she began to move away towards the stairs, 'You've got a long journey ahead of you and I'll not send you off with an empty stomach. What would your dear father have said?'

To the housekeeper it was a harmless statement, an indication of her love and concern for the girl she'd helped bring up since her mother had died when she was only two years old. But for Epiphany, momentarily halting her ablutions, it was but the latest of many times in the past few weeks that she had paused to reflect on her father's sad and untimely demise. She allowed herself a few fleeting seconds, then splashed water on her face in an action calculated to bring herself back to her senses. She really could not afford to miss that coach to Bristol.
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The coach tilted and swayed alarmingly as the narrow wooden wheels were taken by ruts and bounced over rocks. The road surface had quickly deteriorated once the relative civilisation of Bristol was left behind and now, in the wild forests of Somerset, it was barely a track. Time and again the coach driver had to slow the horses to a walk to negotiate a particularly rough patch of road and avoid the risk of losing a wheel.

Inside, the accommodation was tight and claustrophobic for Epiphany and her three travelling companions. She was wedged in next to a rotund horse dealer from Swindon who had joined the coach at Bristol after the first night's stopover. She had no room to move and he smelt of sweat, but at least the constriction was helping to keep her solidly in her seat as their compartment was buffeted from side to side.

Facing her was another man, the quality of whose tailcoat and breeches indicated was well to do, and Epiphany had discovered that the attractive lady at his side, although a little younger than him, was his wife. While he was prim and less communicative, his wife was more forthcoming and when they had been waiting to board the coach she told Epiphany her name was Anna and her husband was Charles. Frequently during the journey she smiled at Epiphany and rolled her eyes comically as the coach gave another lurch. Epiphany smiled back at her, but her smile was weak; this was the furthest she had ever travelled in her life and the uncomfortable journey was beginning to seem interminable.

If she could turn for home she would have done, but knowing that was impossible only served to make her feel more homesick. It had been a sad and tearful goodbye, not only to Mrs Beddoes, who had been almost like a mother to her for all those years, but also to the village she had never been parted from before. The road to Gloucester was familiar to her because she had travelled it many times with her father, but from the moment she said goodbye to Harkins and climbed into the coach she was heading into unknown territory.

What could be worse, Epiphany considered, than travelling an unknown path, to a destination so distant it might as well be in a foreign country, to take up residence with a relative she had never met and whom she had not even known existed until a fortnight ago? If only her poor dead father had mentioned Uncle Gideon whilst alive. Indeed, his failure to do so had very nearly left her homeless, with the church wanting her to leave the parsonage so that the new incumbent could take residence and her inheritance held in trust until her twenty-first birthday. Had it not been for happening upon a document among her father's papers that made mention of his mysterious brother, she would have been forced on to the streets with no money.

Despite being forcibly uprooted from everything she held dear, Epiphany knew she had cause to thank her good fortune. Not only had she discovered the existence of her uncle, but upon writing to inform him of her circumstance he had written by return to offer her a home.

My Dear Niece, the letter began, I thank you for informing me of your father's sad and unfortunate accident. Knowing Byron, I am sure he is now in a much better place. We, however, must turn our consideration to the living and your own unfortunate predicament. To this end, my home is your home for as long as you need it. Blood, as they say, is thicker than water and the blood of the Maddox's is thicker than most. I enclose a money order that should cover the cost of your travelling expenses to Devonshire and I suggest that you make the journey before the month of September is out. I eagerly look forward to making your acquaintance. Your Uncle, Gideon.

The name was signed with an expansive flourish of the pen.

Now, as the green woods moved by her window and her obese travelling companion squeezed against her with the movement of the coach, Epiphany found herself musing on the looks and bearing of her newfound benefactor. She did not know why, but she had it in mind that he was older than her father, but she hoped he would have her father's smile. If his willingness to take her in was anything to go by, he certainly appeared to share her father's caring nature.

The coach suddenly shuddered to a violent halt that pitched Epiphany and her large companion off their seat and onto their knees in front of their startled travelling companions. It took them a moment to steady themselves but the coach had come to a complete stop, so with some help from the others they were able to shoehorn themselves back into their seat.

Having recovered his composure, Charles bristled with anger that he fully intended to vent on the clumsy coachman. He pulled down the window and, rising from his seat, thrust his head into the outside world...

Slowly and far more cautiously he drew it back in, and to the horror of Epiphany and the other travellers his re-entry was closely followed by the barrel of a pistol pointing squarely between his eyes.

'Back in your seat, there's a good gentleman,' said a harsh voice from outside the window, and then a head was thrust into the coach, its dark, hooded eyes just visible between a battered tricorn hat and a black cloth that covered nose and mouth.

Epiphany and Anna gave a mutual gasp of shock and fear as the sinister interloper's head and gun continued to encroach into their already limited space. The fat horse dealer made to move forward but quickly froze as the weapon swung to point at him.

'Pray stay seated my lardy friend,' the gunman barked through his mask, and then his dark eyes quickly appraised the four travellers, settling on each of them before going back and scrutinising the two women again. Epiphany looked down nervously as soon as their eyes met, but her travelling companion raised her chin and stared back at those dark eyes defiantly.

'Everybody off the coach now!' the gunman ordered and stepped back, letting the coach door swing open but keeping his gun trained on them. 'I mean now!' he repeated when his captives stayed reticently in their seats, and he aimed his pistol specifically at the horse dealer. The fat man needed no more bidding and quickly extracted his large rump from between Epiphany and the side of the coach and lurched out through the door without stopping to use the steps. No sooner had he stumbled to his knees on the ground than the impatient highwayman waved his pistol at the other three. Epiphany looked briefly at her travelling companions and then moved nervously to the open door where she stood for a moment looking out.

The first thing she discovered was that this was not one lone gunman. Three horses stood confronting the coach and one was still mounted by its rider. A second man had dismounted and they were both training their pistols on the two coachmen, who were climbing down from their perch. Like the first man these two were dressed in long dark coats and had covered their faces with black cloth masks.

Epiphany had never dismounted a coach on her own before and hesitated for a moment, unsure of the technique. The robber took hold of the horse dealer by the shoulder and pushed him towards her.

'Get the gal down, mon-sure,' he ordered him, and the fat man quickly obeyed. Epiphany looked down at him as he put his trembling hands around her waist, and she saw the fear in his eyes and sweat on his brow. 'And don't go catching a feel while you do,' the scoundrel goaded, and his two companions roared with laughter.

Once she was on the ground the man waved them both away from the coach and bid Charles step out next. He did so petulantly and glared at each of the three masked men.

'You do realise you won't get away with this?' he shouted at them.

The mounted robber sniggered from beneath his mask, but the one supervising the vacating of the coach did not laugh. Instead he took such positive aim with his weapon that Epiphany thought he was going to shoot her companion. She cried out and the fat man grabbed her shoulder as the arrogant stare drained from the gentleman's face to be replaced by an expression of fear and uncertainty.

'Keep your mouth shut,' the leader of the gang said to him in a low growl, 'and get that wench out of the carriage.'

A wave of temporary relief swept through Epiphany as the gunman stayed his finger on the trigger, and Charles quickly turned to help his wife down. The four of them were then made to form a line on the edge of the woods while the two coachmen were kept at the side of the vehicle with their hands in the air.

'Right then my dukies and duchesses,' the masked man regaled them, 'we small band of brethren have fallen on hard times and would be most grateful for alms from you fine people.'

'What you mean, is that you are highway robbers and you mean to steal our valuables,' the horse dealer blustered, but the robber took a pace towards him and the fat man melted back, regretting having been so rashly outspoken.

'You sir, have just volunteered to be first to empty your pockets,' the robber said to him, 'and a fellow of your girth must carry a fair purse of supper money.' A second robber had joined them and he chuckled at his comrade's wit. 'Come on, don't be shy, unless you want me to sheath this blade in your arsehole.'

Epiphany was aghast at the robber's turn of phrase and even more aghast that he had actually drawn a dagger with which to terrorise his victim. And the terrorism worked as the horse dealer fumbled rapidly through his array of pockets desperate to give everything, valuable or not, to appease the robber. Epiphany feared that she was next in line and had only a few coins left from her uncle's donation. She could only hope that would be enough to satisfy them.

But her trepidation was premature, as having taken every last penny off the horse dealer the robber swept past her and strode to Charles, standing at the other end of the small row. It crossed her mind, more in hope than expectation, that perhaps these brigands possessed more gentlemanly virtues than were immediately obvious. It was just possible that they were above robbing women.

Charles parted with his valuables, though not with good grace. He stared defiantly into the highwayman's eyes and had to be given a gruff reminder of each pocket he failed to remember. Only when satisfied that he'd relieved the gent of everything he had of value did the robber step back and appraise the ladies.

Epiphany noticed that the mounted robber was also coming their way, still on his horse and leading the two coachmen at pistol-point in front of him. There was a growing tension in the air and Epiphany suddenly felt more nervous than she had thus far through the ordeal.

'Ladies,' the robber announced, 'you will be pleased to know that the gentlemen in your party have been generous in the extreme and that we will require no further booty from you.' Epiphany should have felt relieved, but there was something in the highwayman's tone that darkened her spirit. He continued and her worst fears were justified. 'You have attributes of far more value to three poor travelling men and now we must ask you to reveal them. You first,' he said, waving his weapon at Epiphany's female companion, 'take those pretty clothes off.'

The robber's demand was met with yelps of protestation and disbelief from the two females, and more direct action from the affronted Charles. He gave an outraged roar and lunged towards the highwayman's throat, but the robber anticipated such a response, and sidestepping his assailant he clubbed him on the back of the head with his pistol and sent him sprawling to the ground. Charles was dazed but rolled over onto his back and looked up to find the highwayman's pistol trained, not on his head or heart, but on his genitalia.

Anna cried out but the robber inclined his head her way. 'Madam, unless you are stripped cunt naked in the next minute I will blow a bloody hole where your gentleman-friend's cock and balls currently languish. Try my patience and see if I don't.'

Anna looked around at the male faces, all now focussed on her. 'Can I not undress behind a tree?' she tried to reason with the robber.

'You'll do it here where we can all keep an eye on you, and you'll do it well. The young miss here will be next, and she'll learn what to do from your experience. Now get on with it, your time's running out.'

Epiphany was transfixed, and not just with fear. She watched her travelling companion give up on resistance and begin the humiliating process of fumbling open her buttons, with the stomach-churning prospect that she was next. As the lady slipped out of her dress to reveal her white lace bodice Epiphany wanted to look away, but she felt herself drawn to the scene. It was not just grim curiosity for what she would soon be made to endure herself, but also a strange and troubling fascination that made her feel rather breathless. All of the men, the highwaymen, the coachmen and the horse dealer were gazing at the disrobing female and making no effort to avert their eyes for the sake of her modesty. Epiphany saw one of the coachmen lick his lips and she was captivated by how much hold the disrobing woman was exerting on the watching men. You could almost touch the electricity in the air and Epiphany could feel its strange yet exciting tingle in her extremities.

'This is taking too long. You, go and help her,' the highwayman ordered and Epiphany, shaken back to reality, took a step towards Anna. 'No, not you, him.'

The horse dealer was momentarily taken aback, but soon composed himself and trundled forward with rather more eagerness than fear alone could have inspired in him. He stood next to Anna but he stayed his hand, intimidated for a few seconds by the beauty that confronted him.

Her hair, in dark ringlets, kissed her pale shoulders, which were naked except for the narrow lace straps of her final undergarment. The swell of her breasts made the thin cotton rise and fall as she breathed, and her reddened lips parted as she regarded the horse dealer with bright, hazel eyes.

The fat man swallowed the excess saliva that had formed in his mouth and reached for the petticoats that were bundled around her narrow hips with tremulous hands. He pulled at the ties that held them to the rear and, with a little separation, the weight of the garments carried them down from her hips and they slid to form a pile at her ankles. Her humiliation was almost complete; she was now revealed in nothing more than her thin lace bodice, and white lace knickers that reached her knees, where black stockings showed briefly before disappearing into high-heeled boots that were laced to mid-shin. A narrow girdle was pulled tight at her waist.

'All right, my fat friend, let's all feast our eyes on her titties, get them out for us,' the highwayman commanded. Epiphany gave a gasp of disbelief and lifted her hands to her mouth; they really were going to denude the woman, and the victim's own reaction was to bring her hands up defensively to the thin covering at her breasts. 'Pull her arms away, rip the garment from her if you have to,' the robber growled.

At this Charles snarled and made to get to his feet, but three pistols were quickly trained on him. He angrily punched the ground, but discretion being the better part of valour he stayed where he was.

The fat man gritted his teeth and made to push Anna's hands away, but she dropped them to her sides of her own accord and stared straight ahead, resigned to what he was about to do. He refrained from tearing the garment as the robber had suggested, but instead took hold of the lace shoulder straps and slid them down her arms. Then he hooked his fingers into the garment's low neck and began tugging it down. More and more of the contours of her breasts were revealed to the horse dealers widening eyes as the bodice continued to lower relentlessly. There was some resistance from the tightness of the garment as it reached the apex of the swell, but two sharp and feverish tugs pulled it clear and it fell around her waist.

Anna bit her lip and stared stoically ahead as the men craned their necks to see the twin, fleshy orbs of her breasts, now naked to the September air. Epiphany had never seen another woman this naked before, and could not help but join the men in focussing her attention on the soft contours of those pliant breasts. They were larger than her own, more pendulous and because of that they hung ever so slightly lower. But they pouted forward with such shape and such symmetry and were crowned, slightly on the upturn, with pale-pink nipples that were hardening to points in the coolness of the day. Epiphany was spellbound by them, and yet it was as if there was something missing from their ripeness. As if, in their out-swelling, there was an urgency for them to be made complete, and while Epiphany did not understand what this perceived absence was, within the next minute she was to find out.

'Go on, give them a squeeze,' the robber said to the horse dealer. 'We've had all your money, the least we can do is give you first go. You know you want to.'

The horse dealer had not taken his eyes off them since exposing them, watching them sway mere inches from his face. He licked his dry lips and brought his podgy hands up to lift and cup the soft flesh, testing the weight before opening his fingers to feel the thrust of the nipple between them.

Epiphany now knew what those breasts had been missing; the rough, callused hands of a man suddenly completed their flagrant eroticism. She could not believe that anything so awful could also be so intoxicating.

The highwayman checked that his colleagues had everyone covered with their pistols, and then thrust his own into his belt. He pushed the horse dealer aside, telling him to undo the woman's girdle, and then he went to work himself on those breasts, kneading them and pulling at the thick nipples.

'What beautiful tits you have, my lady,' he breathed at her and then, being careful not to let his face be seen, he raised his mask above his mouth and fastened his lips to her already swollen nipple. He sucked greedily while the horse dealer worked at unlacing the girdle, which finally fell free from her waist, and then he left the wet nipple and stood with his face so close to Anna that she could feel the cloth of his mask against her ear. He slid a hand down to the waist of her knickers and inserted a teasing finger inside the garment. 'Do you have a nice hairy cunt, my lady?' he growled into her ear. 'Is it all wet?'

Epiphany could not hear what he was saying, but she could see the glistening wet nipple and she could see the robber's hand at the waist of the lady's knickers. Surely, she told herself, he was not going to intrude there, not a rough man's hand in that most private of places. But then she gasped and the lady flinched as that hand plunged inside to probe the woman's sex. As the robber used his knee to force the lady's legs apart Epiphany realised she had parted her own legs, partly to release the tingle growing there, but the parting only served to exacerbate the tingle. It would be her turn soon and that thought filled her with breathless trepidation.

Anna's knees felt weak as that abrasive hand coursed through her pubic bush and two fingers parted her sex lips. A third finger rubbed at her clitoris, making her tremble and gasp before it plunged, knuckle deep, inside her, and it was only when the robber withdrew his hand and pulled back that she realised with shame that she'd been gripping his arms tightly with her hands.

The respite was to be temporary, though, as to the delight of the salivating male audience he peeled her lace knickers over her soft belly and on down her legs. She looked at him and bit her lip as he did so, and when he bid her step out of the discarded garment she obeyed obediently.

Anna was a picture of erotic excess, standing naked but for her boots and dark stockings, against the background of the wild wood, the immaculate ringlets of her hair now complemented by a 'V' of dark curls at the junction of her slim legs.

Until this moment the most profound event that Epiphany had witnessed in her entire life was a fallow deer being felled by a gamekeeper's bullet during the culling season. That sudden eruption of violence, the spatter of blood and a life so effortlessly snuffed out had all served to leave a lasting impression on her that she had naively believed would never be surpassed. Now she was witnessing a scene of such intensity that the stricken deer would never have the opportunity of haunting her mind again. Things were happening before her eyes that she had never dreamed happened, and certainly not in front of an audience.

As if to shatter any complacency she may have been nurturing that the boundaries of her sensibilities could not possibly be tested any further, they were, and in a way that made her abandon any thoughts of ever having the full measure of man's potential for depravity. The highwayman dropped to his knees in front of his naked victim, pulled his mask above his mouth and extended his tongue. He then took firm grip of the lady's ripe buttocks in his hands and lapped and probed the soft cleft between her exposed sex lips while his head bobbed in support.

Epiphany's wide eyes tore themselves from her travelling companion's beleaguered groin, and passed up her quivering body and resplendent breasts to her face. She wondered if she would be able to bear the expression of tortured horror she expected to find there, but the reality was very different. The naked 'victim' had her head thrown back, her eyes tight shut and her mouth open, her tongue performing gentle circuits of her lips in what looked like subtle imitation of the robber's attention to her sex lips. And even as Epiphany watched, Anna began gyrating her hips in the strangest way.

The horror and humiliation of it all was making her demented, Epiphany told herself, it was the only explanation for why the woman was behaving as she was. But for the briefest moment she had a premonition of how the robber's tongue would feel lapping at her private places and she gave a little gasp as her hips squirmed involuntarily. She was relieved that no one noticed her inappropriate reaction; they were all too intent on the sordid activity being played out for their entertainment.

The robber finally withdrew his tongue and got to his feet. He kept eye contact with the woman as he pulled open the front of his breeches and began easing out the contents. 'You taste good, now it's your turn to sample me,' he said to her, and with that six and a half inches of erect penis sprang from his clothing to point rigidly up at his naked quarry. It pulsed and bobbed as it hardened, and a clear bead of moisture issued from its tip. 'Get down on your knees,' he told her, and she needed no second bidding. She dropped to her hands and knees on the worn grass and, without needing to be told, eased her warm wet mouth over the bulbous peak of the highwayman's cock. Then she began slowly and rhythmically to slide her stretched red lips back and forth.

Now Epiphany was fearful. There was no way she could take such a huge and awful object into her own delicate mouth, the size, and surely the taste, would render any such demand on her impossible. But the sight of that monstrous appendage using such feminine lips as some kind of crude receptacle certainly had its fascination, not only for her, but quite obviously for the men present, all of whom, except for the disgruntled Charles, were regarding the tableau with rapt attention, and as Epiphany observed them she noticed with embarrassment that they had all gained some weight in the front of their breeches. The horse dealer was still standing just to the rear of where the lady was bending forward, and Epiphany was particularly drawn to his reaction. He was looking from the bobbing ringlets, down the lady's back to where her anus was stretched tight by her spread buttocks, and then back again with a dreamlike expression on his face. When he absently rubbed his swollen groin Epiphany felt a tingle of sensitivity shimmer through her own. She had not dreamt that a woman's physical allure could rule men so.

While Epiphany doubted her ability to take a man's erect penis in her mouth, Anna's fortitude was admirable. Having steadily increased her rhythm in unison with the robber's excitement her head was now bobbing furiously, and her breasts were swaying enthusiastically. She had brought a hand to that part of the rigid shaft that would not fit into her mouth, and was pumping and squeezing it in her dainty fist. The robber's mask was now shrouding an expression of high excitement and he carefully eased Anna's head back until his penis slipped from her panting mouth. She jerked it rapidly between her two cupped hands as its swollen end pulsed and twitched inches from her face. The robber threw his head back and gasped as his cock suddenly convulsed and sent a wad of thick, creamy semen across Anna's lips. As the excess dripped down onto her breasts a second salvo splattered her face and coursed down her chin like candle-fat.

Anna continued to pump the highwayman's penis between her hands, and when he demanded that she did so she slid the bulbous tip back into her mouth and lapped it clean with her tongue.

With this final action Epiphany watched the intensity physically drain from the robber, and as it did so her dread increased. All of these awful acts that she'd so reluctantly been given an insight into would, if the robber's earlier threat were anything to go by, now be carried out on her. Already the coachmen and the horse dealer were casting expectant glances in her direction, and she knew they were appraising her in anticipation. Even Charles seemed to have temporarily swallowed his anger and Epiphany was unsettled by a slight leer that curled his mouth as he assessed her ankles from his ground level vantage point. It had taken her nineteen years to that day to appreciate what lust was, and after a brief but extreme education into its nuances, she now found herself at the very epicentre of its focus.

The robber finally stood back from Anna and adjusted his breeches before drawing his pistol again. He left his victim, still kneeling naked with the residue of his cum around her mouth and glazing her breasts, and took up a position where he could cover all of the assembly with his one pistol. Now his two comrades were to have their turn. They each pocketed their own weapons and the first was already liberating his engorged penis as he bore down on Anna. He dropped to his knees behind her and roughly mauled her cum-stained breasts while the tip of his penis nudged at her sex.

To Epiphany's dismay the other scoundrel moved to her, and she yelped in shock and alarm as he took a firm grip on her arms and locked them behind her back with contemptuous ease. She squeaked ineffectually as he rubbed fleetingly across her breasts with his free hand, and then began pulling at the buttons down the front of her dress.

'Don't you worry my pretty little darling,' he leered at her, 'I'll be gentle with you.'

He immediately belied his promise by tearing roughly at an obstinate button, and Epiphany could see no alternative other than that she was about to be brutalised in the shameful way that Anna had been. So she miserably ceased her struggle and gave in to her sordid fate... when the crack of a pistol shot rent the air.

Everything froze for a split second and Epiphany feared that the murderous highwayman had killed one of her travelling companions, only the shot had sounded too far away for that. Then all hell let loose, and it was the robbers who appeared to be in fear of their lives. The one who'd abused Anna was scrambling like a coward for his horse, with his breeches halfway down and his shrinking cock flopping pathetically from side to side. The sound of further shots grew closer and Epiphany was pushed aside as her assailant abandoned her and ran to where his horse was rearing up. In his covering position the first robber had been closest to the horses, and was already mounted and riding away towards the forest, and in a matter of seconds his two comrades were making good their dishevelled retreat and were galloping after him into the trees. As the sound of their horses' hooves receded into the forest, so the thunder of many more grew from the direction in which the coach had been heading. Epiphany turned to see a company of soldiers, a dozen or more in red tunics and waving pistols in the air galloping at full tilt towards the party of bewildered travellers. The soldiers did not stop, but raced right by in all out pursuit of the highwaymen, whooping and roaring after their quarry.

The dense forest quickly dulled the cacophony and the billowing dust began to waft away along the road. Anna was dignity personified as she picked up her clothes and dressed while the men, now back in the world that demanded they be gentlemen, averted their gaze and pretended not to notice. Epiphany looked down at the four open buttons at her breast and, with an unnerving contradiction of emotions that at once made her terrified yet excited, mused for a moment on what might have been.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Three
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The sound of raised voices and revelry were audible from the bar of the coaching inn one floor below, and someone began scraping out a tune on a violin. The smell of beer and roast mutton permeated up through the floorboards as Epiphany closed her door and went lightly along the oak-beamed landing, noting the numbers on the doors as she passed. It was dusk and not all of the numbers were immediately legible in the inconsistent lamplight, but closer inspection confirmed that the one she had stopped at was definitely number nine. She took a breath and tapped gently on the door, and there was a moment's pause.

'Who is it?' The voice from inside was female and cautious.

'It's Epiphany... from the coach.' There was another momentary delay and then a bolt slid back on the inside and the door inched open. Anna peered out at her.

'Did you want something?' she asked.

'I was just wondering how you are after... well, I was just wondering how you are.'

Anna gave the nervous girl a slight smile and stood away from the door. 'You'd better come in,' she said.

'Oh, I don't mean to intrude, I mean, if your husband's with you.'

'No, he's out chasing thieves with the soldiers,' she said, ushering Epiphany in and shutting the door.

'Of course, he must be very angry over how you were treated,' Epiphany sympathised, and Anna pulled her floor length silk wrap around herself a little more tightly.

'No, I think he's out there more for his male pride. Either way, I'm sure he'll be gone for hours so please, sit, I'll be glad of the company.' Epiphany sat in a chair by the drawn curtains and Anna sat on the bed opposite to her. 'The worst thing about today's events is having to stop in this place tonight instead of reaching Honiton in one day.'

'Surely that's not the worst thing,' Epiphany said incredulously. 'I mean, with some of the awful things they made you do.'

Anna smiled and shook her head slightly, making her immaculate ringlets swing like little bells. 'How old are you?' she asked.

'Nineteen, two months ago,' Epiphany answered with a quizzical frown.

'That's very young. You have a great deal to learn about life, and the nature of sexual matters in particular.' Anna cocked her head to one side and ran an appraising eye up Epiphany's body to her face. 'But looking as you do I'm sure you'll learn very quickly. You'll have to.'

'You're confusing me. Learn what? What has learning got to do with those awful men today?'

'My sweet, innocent child, if the worst thing that happens to you in your life is what happened to me today, then you'll have lived a very charmed existence indeed. I'll wager that if we speak again in ten years' time you will have sucked so many cocks, willingly and not, that one more or less will be of little consequence.' Anna paused for a moment's consideration. 'Having said that, to have an audience of so many strangers today was a first for me.'

Epiphany was horrified, not only at the suggestion but also by the crude turn of phrase employed by a person whom she had considered a lady of breeding. 'I think not,' she flustered, 'I shall not let it happen.'

'Look at me,' Anna coaxed, and lifted Epiphany's chin with dainty fingers. 'Look at me and tell me that in amongst all that fear and shock today you did not feel just a little thrill, a small measure of excitement.'

'I don't know what you mean,' Epiphany flounced, but at the same time she averted her eyes from her inquisitor. Anna gave a little peal of laughter and put her hand on the young girl's shoulder in a sisterly way.

'When was it? Was it when I was standing naked in front of them all? Did you wonder what that would be like? Yes, that was possibly it, but I'll wager it was when that brigand tickled my cunny with his tongue.'

Epiphany tried her hardest not to react to the suggestion, but she felt her face glow and knew her blush betrayed her. 'Don't be ashamed,' Anna coaxed. 'I'm sure that my own reaction at the time was far from chaste.'

Epiphany recalled the moment and gave Anna an embarrassed smile. 'I feared for your sanity, I thought you were going mad.' Their smiles broadened and then they both dissolved into laughter.

'I nearly did,' Anna giggled. 'That wastrel of a bandit didn't finish me off.' Their laughter was invigorated and it took some moments for it to subside. Epiphany was the first to sober and she spent a moment just looking at her new friend. She had never met a woman like her; she was so fresh, so confident, and although some of her philosophy still seemed rather alien, Epiphany could not help but admire her.

'You just looked so beautiful,' she heard herself saying, almost in a whisper, and Anna banished the last traces of the smile from her face and listened more earnestly to the girl. 'Those men were all bewitched by you, it made me quiver but it was frightening as well, the way they looked at you.'

Anna gazed at Epiphany for a moment, as if weighing a problem in her mind, then she pulled the satin tie at her waist and opened her wrap. She was naked beneath, and for the second time that day Epiphany found herself confronted by those exquisite breasts and the dark 'V' of hair between Anna's thighs, that had the sheen of dark-brown silk. But second time or not, Epiphany flushed with embarrassment at this surprise display and looked down into her own lap to avoid being accused of staring.
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