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PART ONE







THE WITCHFINDER




Chapter One







Pendlebury, Norfolk, England

1645




“By the Lord, that hurts! But it feels sooooo good. Thrash me again, Mistress Jackson.”

In the light of the flickering candles, Jessica smiled and raised her gloved hand again to sweep it down and deliver another lash across the small of the man’s bare back and the tops of his buttocks, as he lay upon the large wooden desk in the schoolroom.

He had dismissed the children when the shadow of the sundial reached four of the clock, closed the shutters and lit the candles. As arranged, she came a quarter of an hour later and he admitted her upon hearing her tap on the door. He bolted the door before taking off his black jacket, hoisting his starched linen shirt and pulling down his breeches for her to inspect his back.

She had brought everything she needed and with him sprawled over the desk behind which he usually presided over the class, she flogged him for a full ten minutes.

“It looks good, Master Fairbarn. The whole area is rising nicely. You have a beautiful patchwork of red wheals all over. But just for good measure, I’ll strike you thrice more.”

Whack! Whack! Whack!

With each blow he winced, grunted and thanked her profusely. “Upon my soul, Jessica, you know how to birch better than I do myself.”

“It is a small skill that I have developed,” she conceded.

He laughed. “Well, there are many boys who would like to trade places with you now, for they have felt my cane upon their behinds for unruly behavior, or for failing to have even the most rudimentary knowledge drummed into their heads. I am sure they would like to administer a flogging to me out of pure revenge.”

“I am sure that your beatings were administered with a good heart, Master Fairbarn. Just as mine have been delivered in the hope that we can make your back better.”

He sighed and let his head hang. “Yet I would give anything to have Colin Roberts, Simon Quince and Alan Turner back in my class and causing mischief. Instead, they are to be buried tomorrow.”

“I know, Master Fairbarn. The whole of Pendlebury is saddened that the Lord took those three boys so suddenly, but who are we to question his will.”

“I just feel strangely guilty that I did not realize that they were going to die. I taught all three on Monday and yet on Tuesday morning they had all died.”

“You must not feel guilt, Master Fairbarn. There was nothing anyone could do.”

“You are right Jessica, the Lord is answerable to no man. He alone is master of life and death.”

He gave a short laugh. “But talking of the word ‘master,’ it would please me if you would call me by my Christian name. It does not seem right to call me Master, especially when you are the one wielding the flail.”

Jessica giggled. “Very well—William!”

She stared admiringly at her handiwork. The whole of his back was raised up with nettle stings from the bunch of nettles that she had been using as a flail. As her eye fell on the curves of his buttocks, she permitted herself a smile.

He has a goodly ass that I would like to fondle and explore further, had I the opportunity.

Yet no sooner had she thought about him carnally, than she chided herself.

Stop it! I cannot lie with such as he. It has been so long since my cunny was filled with a prize cock that I am seeing attraction in anything that walks in breeches. Besides, he is the Pendlebury schoolmaster, while his sister, Constance, is my best friend and fellow quilt-maker.

Oh no, I fool myself, for she is much more than just that!

“In truth, it stings like the devil, but it is a better pain by far than that lumbago,” the schoolmaster volunteered. “I have hardly been able to bend or sit down at all. The children have been giggling at me behind their hands and I have had a hard task to conceal my pain and my anger.”

William Fairbarn, was thirty-eight years of age and had been the Pendlebury schoolmaster for several years. He rolled off the table and stood up to feel his back gingerly. He twisted to the right and then to the left, before bending forward to touch the floor.

“Why it is almost magic, Jessica. I am glad that Constance arranged for you to call on me. She had told me of your skills in healing, but I did not know how good they really were.”

“I only do it for friends, William. Constance is my friend, so I am happy to help you.”

She felt a stirring between her legs and realized that her underwear had already grown moist.

Gad, I will have to relieve myself when I get home. How I wish Titus was there.

William beamed at her, his black eyebrows rising in amazement. “My back feels as if it is on fire, but I have none of that dreadful tearing pain when I move now. What you do is far better than Thomas Judd, that fool of an apothecary in the marketplace. He kept giving me potions to drink that did naught but made me feel sick.”

Jessica laid down upon the table the bunch of nettles that she had used as a flail and peeled off the glove she had used to hold them. “Nettles are wonderful for such conditions, William. They are rich in the element of heat, so their sting draws the blood and the sanguine humor to the surface of the skin, away from the muscles underneath. I have brought a jar of a balsam that I have made from dock and ripple grass leaves. You can rub it on or get Constance to do so when you get home. It will ease the sting once it has done its work. The Romans knew all about the healing virtues of the nettle. They called what I have done ‘urtication,’ after Urtica, the Latin name for the stinging weed.”

“I think they might have more rightly called it hurtication,” William joked. “Yet you talk so knowledgeably of the doctrine of humors of the body as if you were a physician. You certainly know far more than I do about them, which makes me feel inadequate, for I am the schoolmaster.”

Yes, but I know more about the Romans than you could ever dream about! And they used them for more than relieving pain. He thinks I am a twenty-eight-year-old widow, so he would never imagine what I once did with a bunch of nettles like this at an orgy in Cirencester all those centuries ago, when Severus Alexander was the emperor.

She forced the memory from her mind, adjusted her coif and smiled demurely. “I learned much from my grandmother, who had been housekeeper to a physician. She was known as a wise woman in the village where I grew up.”

No need to tell him that I have forgotten more about the body than any ten of the finest physicians today have ever known.

She gave a short laugh. “But if it is all right with you, William, I think it would be best if you didn’t tell anyone that I worked magic on you. I am sure you know what has been happening to those poor women in Manningtree in Essex and in villages all over East Anglia these last four years.”

He tucked his linen shirt into his breeches and buckled his belt. He frowned and shook his head. “I take your point. It is indeed a sad state of affairs, all those poor souls tried at Chelmsford and hanged for witchcraft, they say.”

He made the sign of the cross over his chest. “Not that I believe in witchcraft myself, but these days you have to be careful about telling folk anything that runs contrary to the church’s teachings or to the views of the king. So, you can believe me when I tell you that I will not say anything about this treatment, Jessica.”

Jessica nodded and deliberately sighed to show him that she felt relieved.

You may say that you don’t believe in witchcraft, but I know it for sure. Magic is truer than the right of King Charles to rule.

William clicked his tongue. “The war has been raging these past four years and Parliament keeps sending out edicts about what to wear, what sort of churches we should have and how much food we should eat. Meanwhile the King and his army are licking their wounds in Oxford, after they were defeated at Marston Moor last summer. I don’t know where it will end, except it won’t go well for ordinary folks like us. I’m just glad that my work here at the school has saved me from being pressed into the army.” He smiled at her. “That and being too old to fight.”

“You are not old at all, William,” Jessica said with a smile. “You have a fine strong body.”

At least a good firm bum, as I just saw. His buttocks were almost glowing in the flickering light.

Again, she mentally castigated herself for the lascivious thought. You fool, see how his eyes have fastened on my bosom.

“Do you think so, Miss Jackson? In truth, I think that you—”

He took a hesitant step toward her.

She could not fail to notice the growing bulge in his breeches.




Chapter Two







Jessica stared at the schoolmaster and bit her lip.

No! I must not. Constance is my friend.

William ran a hand through his hair and then held out a hand, beseechingly. “While you were thrashing me, I…I confess I was having ungodly thoughts about you.” He moved a hand down to brush his bulge. “I…I would deem it an honor if you would—”

Does he know that I like ungodly thoughts? Yet it would not be right.

Jessica took a step backward. “William, please stop. Constance is my friend.”

One of my best friends. My very special friend, in fact.

He nodded. “That I know. She is my sister, but this has naught to do with her.”

Gad, my cunnie is drooling at the thought. I did not intend to be so tempted.

“I know that you are a widow, Jessica…so perhaps you have missed the feel of—”

She always let people think she was a widow. It was the easiest of explanations. She took another small step backward, more to squeeze her legs together because of her moist pussy.

But tempted I certainly am, now.

He looked pleadingly at her. “Please, Jessica, I…I would deem it both an honor and the greatest of favors if you would relieve me of this incredible pain that I have.”

“What…what pain do you mean, William? Has not my hurtication relieved you?”

The schoolmaster nodded. “For certainty it has relieved my back, but I think the sanguine humor that you spoke of has been driven elsewhere. The pain is in my balls. They suddenly feel as if they might burst unless the burning need within them is released.” He swallowed hard. “If you understand my meaning, Jessica?”

Friend or not, what Constance doesn’t know can hardly hurt her. Besides, my cunnie is now so wet and he is a comely man. A handsome man with what looks like a big hard cock growing in his breeches.

“William, stand still and let me think,” she said firmly, holding her hand outstretched before her.

“I will beg if needs be,” he said, pleadingly.

He is melting my heart and the heat is making my pussy leak.

She gave a little frown as if she was wrestling with herself to make a decision. Then she pouted and licked her lips. With a slow smile she raised her hands to rub her breasts through her apron and dress.

My nipples are as firm as berries and it feels good to touch them, but I think his lips upon them would be far better.

Jessica was well aware that William and all the men in Pendlebury lusted after her, for she was an attractive woman, despite the plain, black Puritan clothes that she and the womenfolk were forced to wear these days. Her womanly curves could not be concealed. Nor could she make her full, cherry-colored lips any paler. She could tell when a man looked at them that more often than not, he imagined kissing them or having them sucking his cock.

“I like this candlelight, William,” she said with a coquettish nod of her head and a sway of her hips. “It conjures up the right mood for ungodly thinking. I have decided that I will help you with the pain in those balls, but only if you do exactly as I say and you make no noise, whatever I do.”

His eyes seemed to bulge, and he swallowed hard, as if his mouth had suddenly gone dry. He nodded eagerly.

“Take your clothes off. Every stitch!”

She watched him undress as she took off her apron and began to unbutton her long black dress.

“Your back must indeed be better, William, judging by the speed that you tugged off your doublet, shirt and breeches.” She nodded approvingly at his stiff cock as he stood naked before her.

Indeed, I like the look of his body and am going to enjoy tasting him. But not yet! He can just wait with his throbbing cock.

“You have goodly sized balls, William. Now just stand there and watch as I finish undressing too, but I will be slower than you.”

She opened her dress and stepped out of it to reveal her corset stays and her long petticoats. Reaching behind her she untied the stays and let the corset fall, revealing her large, round breasts with their big rust-colored areolas. About her neck hung a chain, on the end of which was a medallion with a bright green gemstone set in it. It nestled provocatively between her breasts.

“Do you like what you see, William? But remember, you must make no noise at all. Not a single word, unless I permit it.”

He nodded enthusiastically.

Slowly she gathered the material of her petticoat in both hands and started to lift it higher and higher until she pulled it right over her head to stand naked in front of him. She pulled off her coif and shook her head to allow her long, curly, brown hair to tumble around her shoulders.

“My cunnie is wet already, William,” she whispered, sliding her hands over her belly to reach her thick thatch of tightly-curled brown public hair. She stroked her labia and then swept a finger between her pussy lips, delighting in the feel. She sashayed her hips as she walked over to the desk where she picked up her gloves and put them on. She raised a finger to her lips. “Shh! Not a sound, remember.”

Moving with the grace of a cat she approached him and laid her gloved hands flat on his chest. Then she slid them downward over his belly to clasp his cock in one hand and his balls in the other.

William was a tall man, almost six feet in height, and she was about three inches shorter. She reached up and kissed his lips, immediately shoving her tongue betwixt his lips. As his tongue met hers, she pulled it back into her mouth and as his followed, she sucked hard on it.

He made to fold his arms about her, but she shrugged him off with her arms, without releasing his cock and balls.

“I need to tend to your pain,” she said, sliding down onto her knees. There she took the head of his cock in her mouth and started to suck.

I was right, it tastes good and it is as succulent as a plum. This is so wrong, I know, but it feels so good.

She fondled his balls while she worked her mouth up and down his shaft.

“Now suck my nipples,” she said, some minutes later as she rose again to her full height. “And you may finger my cunnie.”

William moved with alacrity. He cupped her left breast and his head descended to eagerly suck her nipples one by one.

Jessica lifted a leg as his questing hand slid down her abdomen and his fingers found her pussy. He ran them up and down her pussy lips and then he slipped first one, then two fingers gently inside her. Up her pussy walls he slid them until he found her tender spot.

“Yes! God that is beautiful,” she moaned. “Quicker, go quicker.”

William moved his pelvis toward her, his cock brushing her groin as his hand worked inside her.

She slapped his genitals aside. “No, I have other plans for this cock and your bursting balls,” she whispered as a warm glow inside her pussy rapidly spread out and she felt the flush of an orgasm course up through her body. She urged him on until she enjoyed three successive orgasms that made her bite her lip to suppress the shriek that she wanted to make, but dared not, lest anyone was within earshot of the schoolroom.

Titus will know of this. He will sense what has happened and he will come to me.

She kissed him passionately and then reached round him and picked up the nettle flail. “Stand back now,” she said grasping his cock in one gloved hand. “Not a sound, understand!”

His eyes opened wide in alarm as he saw her hand with the nettle flail. Then he closed his eyes tightly as he heard the swish of the stinging plants, then felt a hundred sharp stings across his balls.

Swish! Swish! Swish!

Jessica whipped one way and then the other, each stoke landing and causing intense pain, but yet clearly giving exquisite pleasure.

William opened his mouth to draw in air as Jessica began to work his cock with one gloved hand, while thrashing his balls with the nettles with her other hand. With each lash his body tautened, and he shuddered.

He was covered in sweat by now and trembling, raising himself on the balls of his feet. Jessica knew that he was about to cum.

“Now you can make a noise,” she whispered. “But not a loud one.”

He gasped and emitted a throaty gurgle. “Then…then can I stick my cock inside you? I would love to be inside your cunt.”

“No!” Jessica replied emphatically. She raised her right hand and spat on her forefinger. Then reaching behind him she slid her hand over his buttock, into his crease and shoved her gloved finger up his anus, immediately stimulating his inner gland.

“Fuck!” he gasped as he peaked, and his cock squirted his creamy fluid in four great jets all over her belly. “Fuck, Jessica Jackson, that was soooo good.” Then he groaned and clutched his stinging balls.

“You can rub the dock and ripple grass balsam on your balls as well, afterward,” she said with a mischievous smile.

Looking down at herself she pouted with mock disdain as she touched the trails of cum on her belly, glistening in the candlelight like snail tracks. “But look at your mess all over me, William. I think you had best lick it off me.”

He dropped to his knees, grabbed her buttocks and began lapping his cream from her belly. As he did so, Jessica ran her hands through his hair relishing the feel of his tongue on her skin.

Poor Constance. I have betrayed her with her brother, and so I must make amends to her. But of this she must never know.

Her lips curled into a smile at the thought. I know exactly how it shall be done.

Suddenly there was a crash and daylight flooded into the darkness as a shutter was thrown open. The candles were blown out in the breeze of air that blew in.

“My God!” gasped William, releasing her buttocks and leaning back and covering his bare body as best he could with his arms.

Jessica spun round and smiled when she saw the figure framed in the window.

“Titus! I knew you wouldn’t be able to keep away,” she cried.

A large black cat with dazzling amethyst green eyes leaped into the schoolroom and immediately focused ominously on William. It arched its back so that its hackles rose and its tail swished angrily back and forth. William stared at it in horror as it opened its mouth to hiss and reveal long, white fangs.

“Titus! Leave him. He is mine!”

The cat looked at her and then quite deliberately, it spat at William before padding over to weave its way round and round Jessica’s legs.

“Is that—?” William began, jabbing an uncertain and trembling finger toward the cat.

Hmm, not quite what I intended, but there is no alternative. I will have to wipe his memory of our carnality. Or most of it, at least.

She raised a hand to touch the green gemstone in the medallion and instantly a blinding green light filled the room.

William Fairbarn the schoolmaster, naked as the day he was born crumpled backward and fell to the floor in a dead faint.




Chapter Three







Jessica had arrived in Pendlebury a year previously. It was a small market town some twenty miles from Swaffham, nestled in a bend of the River Wensum, which flowed through it from Fakenham before finding its way to the great city of Norwich. The old Saxon church of St Wilfred’s with its flint tower dominated the town, which consisted of a water-mill and a straggle of half-timber and wattle-and-daub buildings, some with gables and others no more than lean-tos built around a market square and pond. The town stocks and its ancient market cross on the green next to the pond with its ducking stool were focal points for people to gather, to barter, chatter or conduct their business.

Outside the community lay the common land, where folk tended and grazed their animals. Beyond that was a patchwork of fields where crops were grown to feed the town and to store in the certain knowledge that either the King’s soldiers or Cromwell’s New Model Army would requisition a goodly portion of them. Then further afield were the woodlands where logs were cut, birds were snared for cooking pots, and many a young couple groped one another afore they were wed.

All in all, it was a typical East Anglian town, an anonymous place that suited Jessica to get away from the hustle and bustle of plague-ridden London, in order to reconnect with nature, collect plants, tend her livestock and quietly work her spells.

Jessica Jackson was a witch from an incredibly old family of witches and warlocks. A real witch versed in the old magic, not one of the poor maligned outcasts from society that folk like Matthew Hopkins, the self-styled Witchfinder-General, were rounding up, putting on trial and sending to the gallows or to be burned on a pyre.

It was all thanks to that pious fool, King James the First and his irrational fear of magic and witchcraft, coupled with his rabid Protestantism that things had become so dangerous for anyone who seemed in any way different. His book, Daemonologie, had described how to discover a witch and how to prove her guilt, the result being that spiteful neighbors, spurned suitors and jealous simpletons could denounce someone as a witch, with a very good chance of them being found guilty and executed. Now, his son, the equally useless and blockheaded King Charles the First had created the right conditions for rebellion and Civil War with his belief in his divine right to rule. The trouble was that the other side, the Roundheads, or Puritans, call them what you will, were just as intent upon killing off as many presumed witches as they could.

In truth, hardly any of the poor souls who were accused, if any, would have the faintest idea about witchcraft. Yet it was not up to Jessica to interfere. She made a point of it, having created a lot of trouble for herself in other places in times past. No, she decided that her purpose was to avoid any such personal, inconvenient denouncements herself, so she could live quietly and enjoy life to the best of her ability in these strange days. That meant avoiding trouble and the dispensers of the law.

The local magistrate Sir Jasper Stapleton, grandson of John Chapman, the Peddler of Swaffham who had made a fortune by finding treasure that he had supposedly dreamed about, was a devout Puritan. As such he was against revelry, drunkenness, brawling, or any of the typical activities that were normal in villages and towns across the country up until the War. Now, he ruled his court with a rod of iron and handed out stiff sentences ranging from ducking, birching and branding to hanging by the neck until dead. The gallows were used at least once every three months.

The folk of Pendlebury knew Jessica Jackson as a young widow who had moved to the town with a small flock of sheep, some ducks and skills in sewing all manner of materials, from linen and wool to leather, furs and hides. Some knew her to be one of the cunning folks, who had had some knowledge of healing, garnered from her mother and her mother before her. That was not exceptional, for most families had one person that had some knowledge of healing or simple remedies. In times past people had called them white witches, as opposed to the so-called black witches so pursued by Matthew Hopkins, the Witchfinder General.

What was exceptional, but which she kept secret, was that she could not just prepare potions and remedies, but she could weave spells and control the ancient magic that permitted her, among many other things, to pass through the doors of time itself, to move between the centuries as mortals might move betwixt rooms. Just as she had done from the London of King Henry Vlll in 1543 to Pendlebury in the 1640s. And after every such magical leap, Titus had been able to follow her using his own considerable powers, motivated by his never-ending desire to dip his cock in her cunnie. It was a mutual need that benefitted them both.

In the new time Jessica helped in communal chores and fitted into local life. Her skills in sewing were soon utilized by the townsfolk. She could stitch up cuts and wounds made by sickle, knife or axe, as readily as she could repair breeches, doublets or hose. Her manner was ever friendly and she persuaded several of the town’s womenfolk to join her in quilt making for an hour most evenings when light or candles permitted.

One among the quilting circle was Constance Fairbarn, the sister of the schoolmaster. The two of them quickly became good friends, very good friends.

Jessica was happy to make up balms or herbal potions for those that sought her out, for which she either accepted a few copper coins or some bread or a few vegetables. She never asked for much in case her healing drew unwanted attention to herself. Above all, she did not want to upset or arouse the enmity of the local apothecary.

Jessica’s home was on the outskirts of the town. It had three rooms, one for her sheep and ducks to sleep in, where they were safe at night from poachers and foxes. Another was her kitchen and work room, a strange mélange of tables and benches and shelves. Half of them were taken up with bundles of material and the accouterments of the sewing trade. The other half consisted of a cooking area with jars and bowls of herbs and spices, yet also with boxes and pots containing such things as bryony and dandelion roots, Deadly Nightshade berries, Cuckoo Pint stalks, fly agaric toadstools, and bottles with pickled frog legs, snails, worms and other indeterminate things. The last room contained her bed, which owing to her skill with linen, silk and wool was probably the most luxurious place to lie in the whole of Pendlebury.




• • •




“I love this cock,” Jessica whispered, as she lay back on the down-stuffed mattress with the evening moonlight streaming in through the high window. Titus in his human form had straddled her and had planted a knee on either side of her head, so that his lower legs pinned her chest down. She had pulled his cock down and was gripping the head with her teeth, while her tongue licked and dipped in and out of his slit.

Gad, he is so beautiful. I love his dark ebony skin and his black cock and balls. My very own blackamoor.

He was leaning backward, arching his spine athletically as he reached behind him and vigorously squeezed her breasts, clamping her nipples between his fingers.

“You seemed to have been enjoying the schoolmaster’s cock.”

Ha! He is jealous. I like that, for it makes him ever more vigorous. I am in need of being properly satisfied.

“I knew you would sense what I was doing.”

“I could smell your cunt from miles away.”

She giggled and bit gently on his cock as she massaged his balls. Then she released him from her teeth and began licking his shaft.

“I didn’t let him fuck me, you know,” she said between licks. “I hadn’t intended it to happen at all, but once I was tempted, I thought I would send out a message to you.”

“Will your spell have cleared his memory?”

“Most of it. He will have vague flashes, which he will probably imagine are fantasies about me.”

He released her right breast and slid his hand over her chest to touch her medallion with his palm. “Your trinket feels warm and full of magic.”

“As does this cock. So, isn’t it about time to put it in my cunnie? After all, it brought you back to me, didn’t it—my familiar!”

“Damn you, Jessica!” he said with mock annoyance, “you know I hate being called that. It makes me sound like a servant, when I am a—”

“A shape-shifter! I know, my love. I am merely teasing you, just as you are teasing me.”

“But I am not just a shifter, as you well know. I have other magic as old as your own. Yet that is not the only magic that I can do.” He laughed. “Like this, for example.” He stretched even further back and slid his hand over her belly to reach her soaking pussy. There he circled her clit, which was agreeably swollen and threatening to pop free of its hood. “Tell me in what way am I teasing you, Jessica? After all, you like this, don’t you?”

Gad, he knows how I love it. He also knows that I want him inside me.

“You know exactly what I mean, Titus. Or do I have to persuade you—like this!”

She grabbed his balls and tugged, twisted and squeezed hard, causing him to wince and shriek. The sound that came out from his lips was decidedly feline, rather than human.

“You witch!” he exclaimed as she giggled with glee. Then with a sudden spring, such as only a shifter like him could do, he launched himself into the air and turned over to land atop her, so that his cock descended to her lips at the same moment that his mouth and tongue reached her pussy. He moved his tongue this way and that on her pussy lips and then lapped at her clit.

Jessica arched her back and sucked his black cock into her mouth.

Gad that is incredible. I love the feel of his tongue after he has changed from his cat form. It rasps as it glides over my pussy. It is magic indeed.

Jessica worked her mouth up and down his shaft, reveling in the way it butted into the back of her throat.

Suddenly his tongue penetrated her. It prickled as it slid into her, causing wonderful stinging needle-like pangs of pain.

It’s so muscular that it is like a hard cock dipped in crushed glass.

“Yes, yes, yessss!” she gasped as he kept it deep inside her and waggled the tip to explore her deepest recesses.

As he sent her body into ecstasy, her mind conjured up images of other times when they had coupled after he transformed from one of his other creature selves. The last time they had fucked hanging from the rafters after he had been a bat.

She clamped her thighs about his head, while her hands reached round his buttocks to dig her nails into his flesh. It had the effect she wanted and he withdrew his tongue slowly, inch by inch before ramming it home again, causing her to gasp in both pain and pleasure from the friction of the tiny barbs that covered it.

She responded by biting the junction of the head of his cock and the shaft, sucking hard and dipping the tip of her tongue into his slit. With a throaty snigger she pulled gradually back off his cock until she let it free with a noisy, wet plopping noise. Again, she dug her nails into his buttocks and raked them over his ebony skin.

“You wicked witch,” he purred, pulling his tongue out of her pussy. He grinned at her, his pearly white teeth glinting in the moonlight.

“Dirty shifter,” she returned, slapping his butt, causing droplets of perspiration to splash off him.

We are both lathered in sweat and we’re hurting each other. That’s what we like and exactly what I need after lighting the flame of desire with William Fairbarn. The fire had been smoldering, now Titus is stoking it into an inferno.

She felt the deep fiery glow in her pussy and a terrific need to now feel him inside her. She licked her way down his shaft and sucked a ball into her mouth. Then she bit it.

She smiled as he shuddered.

“Come to me, Titus. Properly now,” she whispered with a sigh, now tenderly stroking his skin.

He gave her pussy a last long lick, then straightened his arms and braced his legs and sprang into the air again, twisting like a cat to land on top of her, his cock entering her to the hilt of its eight inches. For a moment Jessica just lay and smiled, shaking her head at the wonderful feeling of him inside her. His mouth descended on hers and their tongues met, wrestling each other for supremacy.

She grabbed her breasts and rubbed her rust-colored nipples against his great brown areolas with their congested buds.

“Hard, Titus. I want to feel you go deep inside me.”

He pulled back and then slowly inched in again. Again and again, he did so, faster and faster and with ever-increasing vigor causing her to shriek and laugh with each thrust as the bed shook and rattled.

The sheep and ducks, sensing the sexual frenzy, started to bleat and quack, almost as if they, too, were experiencing the heightening arousal.

He’s getting enormous and it feels as if he’s using a battering ram inside my pussy. It’s fantastic.

She felt a pulsating heat deep inside her which started to rise up inside her trunk, just as her clit began to throb, sending out little bolts of pleasure every time his pelvis hit it.

Her orgasm seemed to almost lift her off the bed. She arched her back, writhed and gasped as Titus kept on pounding her pussy as he squeezed her breasts roughly and twisted her nipples betwixt fingers and thumbs.

Jessica raked his back with her nails and bit his ear as she felt her pussy muscles clamp about his cock. She wrapped her legs around his thighs to prevent him from withdrawing.

“You evil cat!” she snarled, lost now in purely animal lust and blind pleasure.

“You damned witch! I…I…love…you.”

He spasmed four times and she felt him explode inside her on each occasion.

“And…I…love…you, too,” she whispered as he sank down on her, his weight pinning her to the bed.

And there in the shafts of moonlight shining through the high window, as the sheep and ducks’ cacophony of sympathetic noise gradually settled, they fell asleep, she impaled on his cock and he locked in position with her legs wrapped around his thighs.




Chapter Four







Rufus Nevinson, the landlord of The Black Crow Tavern was busy dispensing tankards of ale when a stranger pushed open the door and walked into the low-ceilinged, dimly lit bar. He was immediately appraised by twenty pairs of eyes and by a single one belonging to George Kitching, the Pendlebury carpenter and gravedigger, known locally as Half-Blind George.

The man was tall, well-built and had the sober clothing of a lawyer’s clerk or some such learned profession. He removed his floppy hat and wrinkled his nose at the thick pall of tobacco smoke that emanated from a dozen clay pipes clamped between the teeth of the customers of the Black Crow Tavern. He walked to the bar, a rough affair made of several hogshead barrels with planks of wood atop them and wafted his hat in front of his nose.

“You are a stranger in Pendlebury,” Rufus stated, rather than asked as he collected coins from the last customer he served and dropped the money into a pocket of his prodigious apron. “Here on business, are you? You won’t find much call for a lawyer, as we already have one.”

The stranger realized that there would have been talk of his coming, for that was the way with villages and small towns such as this. He was all too aware that the landlord would be a center of the gossip, both a receiver of information and news and a purveyor of it as well. His business would be known about soon enough, but as yet there was good reason to hold his counsel and not let folk know of his true reason for arriving in Pendlebury as he had that afternoon, on horseback, leading a donkey laden with several bundles and chests.

“My name is Fallowfield. Gideon Fallowfield,” he said loud enough for all to hear. “I am not a lawyer, but I hold an office of the law.”

“Ar, then you must be a Parliamentarian lackey,” chirped up Half-Blind George, the gravedigger. He grinned, took a noisy slurp from his tankard, then wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “Begging your pardon, sir,” he added hastily. “I was brought up to respect the King and his country, you see.”

Gideon Fallowfield was a full head taller than the one-eyed fellow with a patch over his left eye and a head of lank, greasy hair. He felt natural revulsion for the man, who had an unwholesome smell of both decay and soil and who clearly had edged toward him as a potential supplier of drink.

He forced a laugh. “A lackey, indeed! For in this day of war, are we all not lackeys to both King Charles and to Parliament. The war goes one way and then the other and who knows which side will win the day. That being the case, drink with me.”

He produced a leather purse and slapped it on the counter. He turned, clapped Half-Blind George on the shoulder and addressed the customers of the tavern. “So please, master landlord, let us have a firkin of your finest ale and let all who would like to partake, share ale with me until the barrel is dry.”

“Why that I will and right willingly,” said the gravedigger. “My name is George Kitching, but these jesting fellows call me Half-Blind George, on account of the eye that I lost serving his Majesty, King Charles at La Rochelle.”

A group of laborers burst out with laughter. “On account, he means, of him really being a nosy bugger what got caught looking through keyholes,” one called out. “Someone shoved a quill through a hole and skewered his good eye.”

“Don’t believe that,” yelled another rustic. “He’s called that because he’s half -blind drunk most of the time. He lost his eye falling into a grave he was supposed to be filling in and gouged it out on the edge of a coffin.”

“Well however he lost it, he’s welcome to drink with me, as are you all,” replied Gideon Fallowfield.

There was a chorus of approval and a shuffling of stools and benches as the men rushed for the bar. Soon tankards were filled, fresh pipes were lit and Gideon was served a platter of bread, onions and cheese.

“This office of the law that you hold, what is it exactly?” Rufus the landlord asked.

Gideon chewed a piece of bread with cheese. “It is an office of an ecclesiastical nature, so on the morrow I will have to seek out your local priest.”
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