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This book was published by arrangement with the author. All rights reserved.

This book may not be reproduced, in whole or part, without permission of the author

Emmaandersen2007@gmail.com 

All aspects of this story are purely fictional. Any similarities relating closely or directly to real life are purely coincidental. The author does not advocate or condone any acts or behavior contained in this book. All characters are adults over the age of eighteen and are not related by blood or affinity. All acts depicted within the book are considered consensual even if consent is not directly given or implied. This book is for Adults only! The reading of this book is for entertainment purposes only and any behavior in this book should not be attempted in real life.

Description: 

Annabelle learned early in life that if you get too close to someone you will end up being hurt in the end. She has guarded her heart after her parent’s death and the subsequent loss of her two best friends. When Annabelle ends up the ward of the Marquis of Havenshire, she learns that even adults can get punished when they behave badly. Annabelle tries to avoid trouble but finds herself constantly dealing with the infuriating Earl of Worthington. The Earl has a way of frustrating her one moment and then making her knees weak the next. He doesn’t fit into her plan and she doesn’t like his presence one bit and refuses to give him her attentions. When her guardian insists on holding a masquerade ball to find her a suitable husband, Annabelle is none too pleased when the Earl makes her search all the more difficult. Will she be able to stay out of trouble and find a suitable husband or will the Earl foil her plans?   

This story involves adult material and intended for adults only! This story contains material that may be offensive to some including the spanking of adult women and the use of corporal punishment. Do not read this book if this subject is offensive to you. 
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Chapter One
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Annabelle Rusch had run away. Even still, hundreds of miles from Miss Doreen’s Home for Girls, she felt white hot streaks of nervous excitement shoot through her body. She had really done it. Annabelle giggled into her gloved hand as the closed carriage bumped along the rutted road. She was fairly certain Miss Doreen would be livid when she realized that Annabelle was gone, but the sweet thrill of freedom grew sweet as the carriage propelled her further away from the orphanage. 

Annabelle was not an impulsive woman as so many people had assumed. No, Annabelle Rusch was normally a good girl who followed all the rules and kept quiet. And Annabelle was not a simple minded child as everyone seemed to think. Oh no, Annabelle was more than mentally capable. Her petite frame and cherub face had made it easy for her to convince everyone that she was perpetually stuck in a childlike innocence, but her mind was far more mature than she portrayed. It had been easier after her parents had died to slip into the comfort of childhood. Things were simpler, making it easy for her to continue maintaining that sweet innocence and naiveté to cover the suffocating grief that had succumbed her. The girls at Miss Doreen had been so kind, and her maturity had been easily disguised, giving her more freedom as everyone assumed she was mentally inept. She had been coddled and cared for far more often than any of the girls at the orphanage. Annabelle soon learned that life at the orphanage was easier when everyone thought she was simple minded. Miss Doreen had not punished her like she did the other girls, making Annabelle seem ethereal and fragile to all at the orphanage, just adding to her childlike facade. 

It was this belief in her childlike innocence and naiveté that she had portrayed for so many years that led to her escape from the orphanage. It had definitely aided in her escape and had been the leading reason it was so easy for her to slip away without notice.  Annabelle Rusch had a clear enough mind to plan a great escape from Miss Doreen’s Home for Girls, the orphanage she had been living in for too many years. It had taken her years to perfect her plan, but as she sat in the covered carriage, all she could do was stare out in wide eyed wonder that it had actually worked.

The thought of leaving Miss Doreen’s Home for Girls had begun years ago. Every girl at Miss Doreen’s dreamed of leaving the detestable place. Although they all left when they were of age, most of the girls either ended up in the bawdy houses or working as a slave to one of the land owners. And even she had to admit that sometimes she had wondered if working for one of the landowners would have been far better than living at Miss Doreen’s Home for Girls. The building that housed the girls was swaying and faltering, the loose boards in the floor were just one of the many hazards in the decrepit home. There was rarely a full meal and the girls wore threadbare clothing that was most often dirty and in desperate need of repair. For years Annabelle had little hope of ever leaving the orphanage, or obtaining a better life, but that did not stop her from dreaming.

Annabelle would often lay awake at night, the whispering sounds of the other girl’s deep breath as they were tucked into sleep would surround her as she toyed with escape plans in her mind. Some were farfetched and most were impractical, but she would still dream and hope. It wasn’t until a little over a year before when Annabelle received a letter from her longtime friend Violet that she began to have hope of true freedom. The note was little more than a formal greeting, an assurance to Annabelle that Violet was healthy and safe. But after the letter had arrived, Annabelle became even more restless. She knew it was possible to get out and live a happy life, there just had to be a way. With Violet’s letter, the knowledge that there was the possibility of a real and viable life outside the dark halls of the orphanage made every day inside those walls even more difficult. Her plans to escape became more plausible and she nearly bit off her tongue trying to keep the secret hidden. Annabelle giggled thinking of the shocked look Miss Doreen would have when she realized that Annabelle was not only gone but that she was far more capable than anyone ever thought. 

Violet had been a dear friend and shared a room with Annabelle at Miss Doreen’s for years. Violet had allowed Annabelle to remain in her childish state so as not to face the horrifying reality of life. Annabelle loved Violet like she had loved her own mother, always yearning for that maternal care that had been gone since Violet had left. It had been hard on her when she lost her parents, and Violet taking her under her wing had been the best security to her in the wretched orphanage. Annabelle had never expected Violet to leave her, she had never imagined her dear friend would be torn from her life just as her natural parents had been. When Violet was suddenly swept away in a dark carriage without any warning, all the girls were certain she was going to work at one of the brothels. The thought of that had broken Annabelle’s heart, for Violet was too sweet of a soul to endure such a horrid fate. Annabelle had cried for days, enduring the grief of another loss and slipping further into her youthful self. Her dear friend Maggie, not even a year before had been ripped from the home by a big brute of a man who had no manners or common decency it seemed and the fear that Violet had been subjected to the same fate had been crippling for days.

Annabelle had known it was foolish to grieve, she knew she should have expected the loss. It was an inevitable fate of many girls who had reached their adult age at the home. There were whispers throughout the home of the horrors girls endured on the outside. The long brutal hours of labor, the girls who were stripped of their dignity and used by countless numbers of men that visited their bed in a constant blur of service. The men far too anxious for their own pleasure to bother with care of the soiled woman that lay beneath them. The prospects that awaited the girls in the orphanage was positively chilling and for many years Annabelle far preferred the life at the orphanage than any life that she would have on the outside.

When Annabelle received the letter from Violet, assuring her she was safe and now the Marchioness of Havenshire, Annabelle had begun to dream of her own escape from Miss Doreen’s clutches. She knew it was unlikely that she would find herself as lucky as Violet to be swept off her feet by a handsome noble, but Annabelle had to take that chance. She was capable of changing the only thing in her life that was holding her back from having a future. She could escape the greedy clutches of Miss Doreen.  

It was not that difficult to devise a plausible plan. Miss Doreen thought Annabelle was simple minded and the old woman had been trying desperately to pawn her off on one man or another for nearly a year. It was Annabelle’s good fortune that the men who visited were not looking for a childish little woman they would have to care for. The men were in search of servants who would work diligently without much instruction or looking for eloquent women who exuded confident sexuality that could work the upstairs rooms of their gambling halls. The men didn’t give Annabelle a second look and she was able to keep her tentative grasp on the blind hope that one day she would have a better life, a life away from the dirty halls of Miss Doreen’s Home for Girls. She could dream of a life away from the stale meals and crowded rooms that had seemed to be her fate for far too long. Annabelle Rusch knew that she was meant for more than what Miss Doreen had to offer.  

Annabelle had been effortlessly squirreling away coins for months. Miss Doreen had no clue who was pilfering her coins since Annabelle was seen as nothing more than a simple minded child and was often left unattended for hours without any worry from the old woman. Miss Doreen had no idea that the sweet, innocent, childish woman would ever deceive her. Annabelle had felt a twinge of guilt each time she took a coin, but she had quickly squashed any more turmoil, aware that she had worked years for Miss Doreen with not even an extra cut of bread at dinner. 

When Annabelle was not sneaking about the house, she spent most of her time in the attic on her own, away from the harsh woman and the rest of the girls. Living in an orphanage was far from peaceful and Annabelle found her time alone to be both therapeutic and enjoyable. The other girls were quite young and she had grown tired long ago of their bickering and crying. In the attic she could dream without any interruption. In the attic she could rest without any little hands grasping at her skirts or begging to be held. As the day of her escape neared, the hours seemed to drag on at a snail pace once she knew that she would be leaving. She couldn’t escape quickly enough in her mind and she worried that she would never leave Miss Doreen’s until the day came when she was ready to make her escape.

When Annabelle had decided that the day had arrived when she had collected enough coins to gain her a safe passage to Violet’s estate, she nervously awaited the dark hours. Her heart felt like lead in her chest, the punishment for being caught would be quick and severe and likely leave her unable to walk for a week. She shuddered imagining the horror of what she would have to face if Miss Doreen caught her. As the house slept, she listened in the dark for any movement for over an hour before she had garnered the courage to make her escape. Annabelle quietly made her way through the room, knowing exactly where to step to avoid any squeaks in the floor boards. She gently lifted the window and maneuvered her case with her to avoid any noise. She was able to shimmy down the side of the orphanage with ease, her one case for clothing was instead filled with coins and although it weighed her down, she clutched the handle with both hands and slipped away into the shadows of the night.

Annabelle walked silently in the dark, her head twisting and turning with the slightest of noise. She knew it was dangerous for a lady to be out alone at night. Hadn’t she heard a thousand lectures by Miss Doreen to the other girls that any attempt to escape the house would only find them in the clutches of a sexual fiend, dead, or severely punished? Miss Doreen had made them terrified to even look out the window after dark with horrible stories of girls who had tried to escape in the past being found with their ravaged bodies empty and dead by morning. The stories had Annabelle nervously watching behind her as she walked cautiously and quietly until morning dawned. It did not take her long to reach the next town once the sun rose. She hired a closed coach at the first place she approached in the town. It was dangerous for a woman to travel alone, so Annabelle made it clear that she was the devoted sister of Lord Warren James, the Marquis of Havenshire. The coachman’s eyes bulged at her statement and he lowered into a dramatic bow. He insisted she have two outriders, no charge of course, for the sister of such a high ranking noble. It was only for protection he assured her, bobbing his head up and down, his cheeks red with excitement that his homely little coaching business would be carrying such a beautiful and well respected woman. 

Annabelle thanked the man for his kindness with a couple coins that quickly disappeared into his pockets. She felt a little guilty as she was helped into the coach, the man believing he would be greatly rewarded by Lord Havenshire for his exemplary service to the Marquis’ ‘sister’, but she had to remember that there were always casualties in war and this was her war, a war that she refused to lose. 

The ride was rough as the carriage bounced along the road. Annabelle was worried that the coachman or his men would recognize that she was not Lord Havenshire’s sister, but her nerves began to dissipate as each mile took her further away from Miss Doreen’s. All she could do was pray that they would arrive safely before Miss Doreen ever noticed a difference. As the prospect of being chased after and caught by Miss Doreen began to fade, Annabelle began to relax into her role as the Marquis’ sister. 
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“You cannot just waste away your life, Father.”

It was the same statement Owen Glenn, The Earl of Worthington, had heard for years.  Alex, his eldest child, had been trying to get him to move back to London for the past two years, but Owen was not having it. 

“You know I find it too crowded in London these days,” Lord Worthington went to the window, his hands slipping into the pockets of his breeches, “I like the open land, the quiet, and the cleaner air that can only be found here in the country.”

Owen had been prosperous with his business dealings, having earned a great deal of wealth when he invested in the mines. He took those earning and then invested most of them in the railways and his return was far more fruitful than he ever dreamed. At the age of forty, The Earl of Worthington had achieved more than men twice his age had and more than most men ever would. The only problem was that he had all his wealth and no desire to share it with anyone. There was no point in the Earl visiting London. He knew he was long past looking for a suitable bride. Owen had lost his wife years before during the birth of their youngest child and he had never had a desire to acquire another. 

As his heir stood before him now, chastising him for his seclusion, Owen wondered if he would ever find happiness again when even his great wealth brought him no joy. 

“It is not right, Father,” Alex continued, “being alone out here in the country for so many months is not proper. People are starting to talk.” This only made Owen laugh heartily as he poured himself another port, downing it quickly.

“And what are these people saying?”

“That it is not right for a man to be so secluded with no involvement in his lands and tenants.”

“I am plenty involved in my business dealings, I have a number of tenants just here on the estate,” his voice became instantly cold and thin, “I do hope my own son is eager to share this information with everyone and not join in the folly of his own father.”

“Of course, Father, my loyalty lies here,” Alex said quickly, “it is just that I worry about you here alone.”

“I am hardly alone my boy,” Owen laughed, moving to the sideboard to pour another port for him and his son, “There are twenty-five servants always hovering around.”

Alex sighed, downing the port. He knew his father had made his decision to remain in the country and there was little that Alex could do to change his mind once it was made up. The Earl of Worthington was downright stubborn.   
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