
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Devil's Paradise

        

        
        
          Roxane Beaufort

        

        
          Published by CHIMERA, 2015.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      DEVIL'S PARADISE

    

    
      First edition. October 22, 2015.

      Copyright © 2015 Roxane Beaufort.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1907753787

    

    
    
      Written by Roxane Beaufort.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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'I'm bored,' complained Romilly, rustling her skirts and striking her fiancé on the arm with her closed fan.

'How can you be bored, dear heart?' he drawled, a colourful popinjay, leaning an elbow on the edge of the stage box they occupied. He was as much an actor as those who trod the boards, and played to his admirers in the pit who were watching him with almost as much attention as they gave King Charles, theatre-goer par excellence. Romilly would have liked to catch the royal eye, though it was said that his mistresses were hussies.

'This display obviously pleases you, Jamie - all those trollops flaunting their wares, kicking up their legs in lewd dances, but it don't appeal to me!' she pronounced loudly, her lovely mouth pouting, her green eyes sparking with annoyance. She could not confess her true reason - that Nathan Westbury, principle player, was not in this part of the show. She had developed a passion for him, unrequited as yet.

She resented the adulation lavished on the actresses, accustomed as she was to being the centre of attention, Lady Romilly Fielding, the Earl of Stanford's only daughter, beautiful, gifted, with blood as blue as could be, inherited from a long line of aristocrats.

'Dearest,' said Jamie, lifting her hand to his lips and pressing a kiss to the back, the feel of his narrow moustache raising goose bumps on her skin. 'You know I adore you. They are mere entertainers, helping their superiors - that's us - to pass an idle hour. You are my existence, my dove. Why won't you take pity and let me prove to you how much I love you?'

She shot him a straight stare, her face illumined by the candles floating in a trough of water that formed the foot-lights. 'What you mean is that you want to roger me like any tuppenny whore!' she hissed indignantly.

'No, no - not at all. We're betrothed, aren't we? Soon to be man and wife. There would be no harm in anticipating the ceremony, surely? You drive me mad, Romilly. I want you so desperately. See the state to which you bring me,' and he placed her hand over the bulge lifting his breeches. 'Feel my manhood straining to be united with you. Be merciful and come to Vauxhall Gardens with me before I deliver you home tonight. My coachman will turn a blind eye if I order him to leave us for a while. The seats are wide and will make a capital bridal bed.'

'Sir! You shock me! What a monstrous suggestion,' she whispered, but inside she warmed with excitement; virgin she might be and innocent, but she was filled with an overwhelming curiosity about the congress between a man and a woman. That hard bough inside his breeches intrigued her and she longed to see and touch it, but, 'Even if I agreed, there's my chaperone, Wade,' she reminded, and withdrew her fingers, casting a glance over her shoulder to where the duenna sat.

'A pox on Wade!' he fumed, and one or two members of the audience looked across angrily and hushed him, though disturbances during the performances were commonplace. 'We're never alone.'

'It is customary to guard a young girl's virtue,' she rejoined primly, but wished it wasn't so. Nathan was more than just talented and she daydreamed of having him make love to her, though ignorant as to what this would entail. 'Take me round to meet Mr Westbury later,' she demanded.

'Oh, very well, my angel,' Jamie agreed reluctantly.

She fidgeted and waited for the final curtain to go down. Thoughts of Nathan were a mere diversion. She had never yet met anyone who filled her with uncontrollable ardour, and was heartily tired of Viscount James Milward, the man to whom her father had given her. They had been promised to one another in childhood, an arrangement made between their fathers with money, land and titles the main consideration. She liked him little better than when he was a bullying boy and a spotty youth whereas he, it seemed, had fallen in love with her, delighted with both her person and the prospects of a generous dowry.

He declared that love repeatedly, but she could not be certain of his sincerity. His well-born companions were dandies, living lavishly, constantly in debt, obsessed by the gaming tables, horseracing, cockfighting, prize fighting - anything and everything that involved betting. Consequently marrying a lady with a substantial dot was essential if they were to continue their profligate lifestyle that was based on the laws of inheritance. Romilly's eyes had been opened to this early. She had been taught that it was a wife's place to obey her lord, run his household like clockwork, be modest and diligent and bear him a clutch of heirs.

Of course, like everything else in England since Charles II had been restored to his kingdom, restrictions were relaxed from those dull days when there had been a Puritan dictatorship under Oliver Cromwell. Even so, men still had the upper hand and someone like Romilly, despite her fiery temper and rebelliousness was still compelled to obey her father and, after marriage, her husband.

The orchestra played the finale number. The dancers whirled in a lively jig and then took their bows to thunderous applause. The king rose in the Royal Box and his people cheered. 'I'm going backstage with the viscount,' Romilly informed Jessica.

'Very well, my lady,' Jessica replied, laying a gauzy scarf round Romilly's shoulders, her stance telling her without words that she intended to go along too. Romilly was in her charge, and woe betides her if the Earl discovered that she had been neglectful of her duties towards his daughter. She let her views be known however, adding with a sniff, 'If your ladyship feels it necessary to consort with a collection of mountebanks.'

'Don't be so stuffy,' Romilly retorted, and swept ahead of her, fingertips resting on Jamie's crooked elbow.

The narrow corridors were packed and, 'Well met, Jamie and Lady Romilly,' said a foppishly dressed individual, the long curls of his elaborately curled periwig almost sweeping the floor at her feet as he made a bow.

'Ah, George, my dear fellow, and did you enjoy the play?' Jamie replied, clapping him on the shoulder.

'Capital, capital!' George enthused. 'I'm about to offer my congratulations to the players.'

'So are we. Shall we go together?' Jamie suggested, and Romilly had the impression that he was more relaxed now that one of his bosom companions was there - Lord George Althrope, heir to an estate in Dorset.

Jamie had a close-knit circle of friends. They were always together, as if joined at the hip, all rich and idle and considering themselves masters of witty repartee. Besides gambling, their main interest was women - whores, actresses, society belles, shop girls and maidservants - though there were a few who preferred their own sex.

Romilly had heard about their exploits through her friend, Lady Alvina Segar, who was more informed than her regarding matters sexual. Even so she did not understand the ramifications. Now several others had come along, all talking loudly and smelling very high of orange flower water. They were handsome young men, untouched by the Civil War that had ripped their grandfathers' and fathers' lives apart and executed their King. The aristocracy had gained ground again once his exiled son, Charles, had been returned to his rightful place on the throne. Licentiousness abounded; everyone was out for a good time and none more so than these privileged scions of noble families.

It was fashionable to meet the performers in the dressing rooms, and no beau worth his salt would leave the building before carrying out this ritual. Many were motivated by lust, for the actresses' morals were notoriously lax. Though a few were genuine in their desire to be serious thespians, the majority were ladies of easy virtue seeking a rich keeper.

Romilly had heard that they had clamoured for auditions once King Charles had issued an edict forbidding men to appear in female roles, as had always been the custom. It had been considered lewd for women to display themselves in public, but he liked the ladies and had seen them on the stage during his years of exile in France. Since men had been forbidden to trail a skirt across the boards, his Majesty had acquired more than one courtesan from theatrical circles, Nell Gwyne being the favourite.

It was not Romilly's first excursion to the dressing rooms and these were shared by males and females alike, divided by curtains that were usually thrust back casually, the players unconcerned about false modesty, existing with a free and easy camaraderie marred only by flashes of professional jealousy.

It was noisy and lively, with both sexes in a state of undress and Romilly quickly spotted Nathan, slim, dark and elegant, seated at a dressing table, his lean face illumined by candles in sconces each side of the mirror. He was in the process of wiping off make-up. He stood as she approached and bowed when she introduced herself.

'I'm Lady Romilly Fielding.'

'Your ladyship does me too much honour,' he replied, and their eyes met in the fly-spotted glass and interest sparked in his, although a big-busted, mature woman was observing him.

Romilly recognised her as Lady Barbara Leyton, subject of much gossip because it was rumoured that she had used her money and influence to help Nathan advance his career. She shot Romilly a venomous glance, which she ignored.

'I so much enjoyed your performance tonight, Mr Westbury,' she continued, aware that Jamie's attention was elsewhere as he and George flirted with a couple of scantily clad dancers. Never in her life had Romilly seen such a blatant display of breasts, rounded buttocks and hairy pudendum.

'You are too kind,' Nathan replied, hand on heart. 'Please be seated so that I may continue removing the greasepaint while we talk.'

'I shall leave you now, Nathan,' Lady Barbara interrupted rudely. 'My husband and I are invited to a masque at the palace. Such a nuisance, but unavoidable. Be good and I'll see you tomorrow.'

She reached down and squeezed the prominent bulge between his legs, and he smiled up into her face. But when she had left in a flurry of silk and expensive French perfume he grimaced and said, 'She's kindness itself, but possessive. It's rather like being married. Are you married, my dear young lady?'

'Oh, no,' she responded quickly, glad that she wasn't, then added, blushing a little, 'but I am betrothed.'

'To that young man you came in with?' he asked.

His striking features were even more fine without the layer of greasepaint. His hair was long, curling to his shoulders, every strand his own, not a peruke like those adopted by the leaders of the bon ton, including the king. Their hair was cropped short, the theory being that it was easier to keep a wig clear of lice than one's own head. Romilly wanted to run her fingers through his lovelocks and draw his face towards her breasts. These were pushed high by a short, tight busk worn beneath an equally tight, low-cut bodice. Her shoulders were bare, the large puffed sleeves of her pastel pink gown slipping down as if dragged by their own weight. A cascade of pearls circled her slender throat and reached her cleavage. There were more pearls on her wrists and adorning her hair, which was piled into a coronet at the crown, with ringlets falling over each ear where the lobes were adorned by pearl drops.

She looked wonderful and she knew it, sure that every man thereabouts would find her irresistible. It was not conceit but habit that made her think thus. She had been pampered and spoiled from infancy, never knowing her mother who had died shortly after her birth, and her grief-stricken father had not married again, devoting himself to his daughter, sole heir and beneficiary. It was small wonder that she was sought after.

Tish! she thought impatiently. I'm tired of fops and want to be in the company of a real man, someone who has known life's discomforts, like Nathan. Being an actor can't be easy. I wonder what it is like to be poor, reliant on one's talent to turn a coin. She wanted to be alone with him, to ask him pertinent questions and, maybe, have him kiss her. He had a beautiful mouth, the upper lip firm and commanding, the lower full and sensual. The thought of him capturing hers in an ever deepening kiss made her wet between the legs. Jamie didn't affect her like this. She had known him so long that he was like a brother.

How was this naughty ambition to be fulfilled? she wondered. Wade was standing in the background, arms folded on her breasts and a sour expression on her face, and then there was Jamie. Even if she managed to give her duenna the slip, he would be lurking around. But something had to be done.

'I'm mighty interested in those clever tricks that make the scenery so convincing,' she said, on a wave of inspiration. 'I'd love to see them, and the costumes, too. Are the swords real or fake?'

They had seen a comedy that night, a bawdy romp that was far removed from the works of Shakespeare or Christopher Marlow, but even so she was providing herself with a splendid excuse for having him conduct her away from the dressing rooms on the pretence of a tour round the theatre's illusionary secrets.

She hit on another scheme, calling across to the chaperone, 'I'm thirsty, Wade. Fetch me a drink. Refreshments are still on sale. Wine for me and ale for yourself.' She knew that she had a penchant for small beer, becoming almost human under the influence of a pint or two.

'I say, bring a couple of bottles of sherry sac for me. You'd like a drink, wouldn't you, ladies? And you, too, gentlemen?' put in Jamie, too occupied in impressing the girls and his friends to notice what Romilly was doing.

Nathan stood up and together they slipped away, down a dimly lit passage and into a further room. It was deserted, but piled high with dress baskets from which costumes spilled, while others hung on crowded rails and bulged from cupboards. There was the glint of mock gold and paste gems from crowns and armour and sword hilts, racks of boots and shoes, and shelves containing hats and stands supporting grey, black and blond wigs for every possible character. Chairs, couches and rugs, thrones and beds gave it the appearance of a second-hand shop.

A conglomeration of stale sweat, dust, must and grease paint filled the air, a heady brew that invaded Romilly's nostrils and fired along her nerves. It symbolised the theatre, that make-believe world where anything was possible - and Nathan was a denizen of this magical place.

He lost no time, placing his fingertips on hers and then drawing her ever closer to his body. He was wearing a white shirt with billowing sleeves. It was unfastened down the front over a hairy chest. Still holding one of her hands, he guided it through the opening so that she touched the warmth of his skin.

She drew breath on a sharp gasp, 'Oh!'

He gave a wry smile, the lines each side of his mouth deepening, as he said, 'Don't tell me that you've not felt a man before, my lady.'

'Er... n-no, I haven't, in very truth,' she stammered, embarrassed that he should know of her innocence. It was as if it gave him an advantage.

'Unusual in one so fair,' he commented in his beautifully modulated actor's voice. It caressed her and penetrated her almost as if he had done so physically. 'Place your arms around my neck,' he added, and she could refuse him nothing.

'Ah... you smell so sweet,' he murmured. 'So young, so fresh, after the much used, aging charms of Lady Barbara.' And he kissed her neck and nibbled her lobes, setting the pendant earrings swinging, and she was in the seventh heaven of delight, nipples crimping, thighs yearning to open to his invasion.

'Don't you love her?' she managed to squeak.

He chuckled, deep in his chest. 'Love her? Indeed I don't, but she wants me and is willing to pay for my favours and in return will make me London's leading actor.'

'And her husband doesn't mind?'

'There's no love lost between them. A marriage of convenience, nothing more. He has his whores and she has her lovers,' he whispered, and his fingers toyed with her breasts, exploring the smooth area above her bodice and dipping into the front.

Such cynicism offended the romantic streak within her, but she had been reared to accept the sense in this. Love marriages only existed among the lower ranks - servants, tradesmen, shopkeepers, not the upper echelon. But now all sensible considerations were far from important. She was where she had wanted to be - in Nathan's arms. He was so gentle, pushing her back against a wicker dress-basket and lifting her so that she was perched on the lid. Then he carefully parted her legs and lifted her voluminous skirt and frothy white petticoats as if unwrapping a precious gift. It was in no way alarming, for Nathan had learned to be a practiced seducer; it was part and parcel of his trade.

By now Romilly was putty in his hands. Her heart was beating wildly and mad thoughts were winging through her brain. If she allowed him to breach her maidenhead and became with child could she yield to Jamie, convince him that it was his and push forward the date of the wedding? More urgent than this, however, was the crying need to experience everything with Nathan, her body urging her to surrender and enjoy and damn the consequences.

He had lifted her breasts from their covering, the nipples like hard cherries, and then his lips found hers, parted and explored them, his tongue tangling with her own in a dance of passion. His hand, meanwhile, cruised up her stockinged legs and found her fork. It was not thought modest to wear drawers, as these were a mannish garment, so her parts were bare beneath a long chemise and frou-frou of skirts.

'Darling girl,' Nathan breathed, combing through her pubic floss. 'You're like a pure young goddess - so beautiful. Let me breathe in your nectar,' and he dived under her clothes and she felt the outrageous shock of his mouth on her cleft.

'Mr Westbury!' she gasped, while her loins convulsed with pleasure. 'What are you doing, sir?'

His face appeared momentarily, dark eyes sparkling, lips wet with her dew. 'I'm supping on ambrosia, the food of the gods,' he declaimed, and then his hand went to his breeches that were gaping open. He withdrew his cock, long and thick and fully erect.

'Oh... oh!' she exclaimed, wide-eyed as she stared at it.

He thrust it into her palm, losing control as he almost snarled, 'Rub it! Don't be shy!'

It felt incredibly warm and smooth and she obeyed instinct more than his instructions as she eased her hand up and down, aware of wetness around the helm and hearing him groan. Her own moist delta ached with a need she did not comprehend, only knowing that she wanted his touch there again - lips, fingers - this monster that was filling her hand. Was this what fucking was all about? Small wonder the world was obsessed by it. So curious a sensation, so compelling that one was blind to all else. Poems were written extolling love - art depicted it, yet it was like the jungle or farmyard, simply Dame Nature's way of insuring the survival of the species.

He held her mons, parting the hair-fringed wings and fondling the seat of her sensation - that sliver of flesh surmounted by a nubbin. She had discovered it long ago and touched it briefly, alarmed by the tingle that ran along her nerves. Frightened and certain that it was wicked to fondle it, she now discovered that Nathan was producing the same feelings, but more acute and demanding. He fell into a rhythm, rubbing the little protuberance steadily and she found herself doing the same to his cock.

The strange feeling in her increased, leading her on and on to - where? Bliss. Paradise. A fulfilment that she could only begin to guess at. And Nathan was plunging his cock into her hand and withdrawing, then pushing back in feverishly.

'Oh, sweeting, don't stop,' he groaned. 'Bring me to the heights, while I do the same for you!'

'I will! I will!' she cried, lifting her hips to meet his slippery touch, unable to stop, chasing that extraordinary feeling.

Then the door was flung open abruptly and Jessica Wade was framed there. 'My lady! Whatever are you doing?' she thundered.

Nathan shot away from Romilly, turning his back on the duenna and rearranged his breeches. Romilly sat up and adjusted her skirts. 'Did I send for you, Wade?' she answered haughtily, maintaining authority, even though her bud was throbbing at the point of explosion.

Wade stood her ground. Gawky and plain, she was obeying her employer's orders, not those of his wayward child. 'You did not, milady,' she said firmly. 'But I was worried when I found you had vanished.'

'She did right to tell me,' thundered Jamie, appearing behind her and pushing to the front. 'What have you to say for yourself?'

Romilly had regained her composure and with it her annoyance. How dare he speak to her like that? 'I am not your slave,' she said regally. 'If I chose to permit Mr Westbury to show me round the property rooms, then that is my business. As I recall, sir, you were engaged in talk with the actresses, were you not?' She permitted the slightest note of reproof to enter her voice.

Jamie reddened, and turned his wrath to Nathan, hand on his sword hilt. 'You, sir, should know the rules. A young lady goes nowhere without her chaperone. Were you a gentleman I should call you out.'

'Then it's lucky for me that I'm lowborn and not allowed to wear a weapon, my lord.' Nathan laid mocking emphasis on the title.

'Indeed it is. Had you not been a commoner I'd have challenged you to a duel at dawn with the weapon of my choice - rapier or pistol. Even so, I can have you whipped by my servants.'

'Don't be foolish, Jamie,' Romilly broke in. 'You must trust me. I'd do nothing to tarnish your honour.'

'You have offended me deeply,' he said grumpily, glowering at Nathan who stood there unconcerned. 'Your father shall hear of this.'

'Of what?' she snapped tartly. 'My speaking with an actor whose performance I have just enjoyed? What do you expect him to do? Lock me in my bedchamber?'

'That might be a solution,' he snapped. 'I know he is already concerned about your unladylike behaviour.'

Nathan made for the door, turning with a bow as he said, 'If you will excuse me, I have work to attend. A rehearsal for tomorrow's rendition of 'Tis a Pity She's a Whore. Come and see it. You might find it amusing.'

With that he raised a brow at Romilly, smiled mockingly at Jamie, and took himself off.

––––––––
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'AND WHAT HAVE YOU BEEN doing, my girl?' thundered the Earl of Stanford.

Romilly outfaced her father, head raised, chin set at a mulish angle, totally unaware of how much she resembled this proud nobleman who had sired her. Not so much physically, of course, she being a slender girl, but in her mien and determination to have her way on every issue.

'Doing? Why, nothing of note, sir. Shopping at the Royal Exchange with my maid,' she responded sharply, drawing her fingers from her gloves and shrugging off her fur-lined cape. But her pulse was racing and she knew by the expression on his harsh features that someone had told him about her dalliance with Nathan.

And dalliance was all it had been, she regretted. Another few moments and I should have been transformed from an ignorant girl into a woman of experience.

'I'm not speaking of this morning, chit,' the Earl said heavily, standing spread-legged before the fire blazing on the wide hearth, hands clasped behind his back. 'James came to see me early and Wade has corroborated his story. You were caught in a compromising position with a vagabond actor or some such. Is this true?'

'No, it is not,' she lied. 'And Jamie is a fine one to talk. He's forever ogling the dancers.'

'That's different. He's a man.'

He loomed over her, big and imposing, a peer of the realm and master of vast estates in Devon and Cornwall. She had always held him in awe and had had little to do with him, brought up by nursemaids, housekeepers and governesses. As she grew older he had taught her to ride and hunt and, later, to take her place in London society, but there was never any easy intimacy between them. She was sure there should have been and she missed this - keeping her distance, as he did from her. It was only when he was angry that she felt he was truly noticing her and this made her defiant and equally enraged.

She stood in front of him, arms akimbo, hands on her hips, a golden-haired termagant. 'A man, quotha! So that gives him licence to do as he pleases? I don't think so, father.'

'You know nothing about life, you foolish child. Men are a different breed... they know how to comport themselves and it is their duty to look after the frail sex of their own class.'

'Ha!' she gave a harsh bark of laughter. 'That I can't stomach.'

'We follow the teachings of the Bible,' he shouted, his face turning puce, with a little vein throbbing in the centre of his brow.

'Stuff!' she exploded, her gown swishing as she took a pace towards him in her high heels. 'You hardly ever attend church, only when you have to, at Christmas or Easter if you happen to be residing at Harding Hall. Don't give me this religious clap-trap.'

He raised his hand as if to strike her and, for an instant, she wondered if he would, imagining the shock as his blow descended. 'Wicked, blasphemous and wanton! You deserve to be punished!' he roared. 'Get to your room at once and I'll deal with you later. Meanwhile think on this... I am sending you to Jamaica.'

'Where?'

'To Port Royal in Jamaica, an island in the West Indies,' he retorted briskly. 'Your aunt, Lady Paulina Fenby, lives in the nearby town of Kingston. She's my sister. You've never met her, for she went abroad with her wealthy husband years ago. He owns several plantations, you know. Enormously rich, but that's by the way. I shall write to her at once, saying that you need a woman's guidance and godly company to free you of these silly notions. An actor indeed! You are betrothed to a fine young man. He shall accompany you and, on your return to England, I fully expect you to have given up your wild ways and settled down to be a good, faithful wife.'

'And if I refuse to go?' she challenged, though her stomach gave a lurch and she was shaking.

'You won't,' he declared heavily. 'Not by the time I've finished with you. Prepare yourself, Romilly, for I intend to chastise you. I can't have you smirching our good name. I have always believed in the old adage, "Spare the rod and spoil the child".'

She bowed her head and trembled. This would not be the first time he had punished her for some misdemeanour, but not of late. As a child she had been regularly caned by those in authority over her, from not learning her books to racketing around like a tom-boy, but he was the one to be feared most of all. His palm was heavier, his whip harsher, his rod a whippy, pliant devil of an implement but, most of all, she hurt inside at having offended him, this sole parent whom she longed to please.
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Chapter Two
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Romilly flounced from the room and up the wide, curving staircase. She wanted to scream at Jessica and give Jamie a piece of her mind. She wanted to find Alvina and talk the matter over. She wanted to run away, putting miles between herself and all these bothersome people! She stamped her foot and slammed her bedroom door.

'You!' she yelled, in the worst rage of her life.

'Now, my lady... be calm...' the duenna expostulated, ducking to avoid a savage swipe across the cheek.

'Calm? I'll give you calm, you traitor! How dare you tell tales on me to my father!'

'He pays me to look after you,' Jessica said calmly, ignoring this temper tantrum. 'And Lord James was angry, too. He visited your father this morning and complained of your behaviour.'

'Father wants to send me to Jamaica!' Romilly raged, pacing up and down like a caged tigress. 'The colonies are savage, uncouth places, with no parties, no theatres, no shops. Dull, dull, dull! I won't go. I won't!'

'I've heard tell that they are none of these. The towns are fine and so are the houses. There are plantations and the wealthy own slaves, making heaps of money from sugar and tobacco,' Jessica said placatingly. 'It might be just what you need, and your betrothed will go with you.'

'No! No! No!' Romilly repeated

'But yes, my girl, yes,' said a strong masculine voice. Her father walked in. He carried a cane in both hands, striking the left one lightly across the palm as he strode towards her. 'Bend over,' he ordered. 'Clasp your ankles. Wade, throw her skirts back over her shoulders.'

'But, sir... my lord...' Jessica protested.

'Do as I say, Wade, unless you, too, want to feel the weight of the rod. I don't know what's got into women these days, always arguing with their betters.'

Romilly hesitated for a second only, then she gripped her ankles, head hanging down, bottom raised, feeling the cold as Jessica hoisted up the silk skirts and the shift. Romilly waited, anticipating the blow but still unprepared when it fell. Her buttocks went numb, then pain flamed through them. She cried out, unable to restrain herself though hating to give him the satisfaction. It was some years since he had beaten her and now she found it all the more humiliating. She was a grown woman and yet he still considered it his right to chastise her as he thought fit. Presumably Jamie would do the same, once the knot was tied. No matter how sophisticated and modern the young bloods thought themselves, they would still treat their wives as possessions over which they ruled.

Her father paused, took off his coat and rolled back his sleeves, his actions proclaiming his intention of making every blow count. Romilly endured, bracing herself, legs spread, well aware that her private parts were on show. Jessica stood to one side, ready to restrain her should she attempt to escape. Her pride refused to allow her to cry, protest or try to flee. He would see that she was made of as stern a metal as him.

It was all very well to make resolutions, but harder to carry out. The cane swished and landed with an agonising crack and she jerked involuntarily, her hinds bathed in fire. Again and again that punishing rod bit into her tender flesh and she could feel consciousness slipping away. She staggered and Jessica upheld her.

'Well, my girl, do you concede to my command?' he asked sternly, and she was dimly aware that he liked this no more than her and was but carrying out what he considered to be his duty.

She prayed this was so, for Alvina had hinted that there were those who enjoyed inflicting pain and, even stranger, those who actually liked being whipped. The idea horrified Romilly, yet a thrill shivered through her. What would it be like to be mastered by a big, handsome brute of a man? Putty in his hands, to do with what he willed?

Her father straightened and she turned towards him, managing to hold her head high and look him straight in the eye. He was sweating, droplets trickling down his red face from beneath the long grey lappets of his tightly curled peruke. At the moment she both loved and hated him. 'How can you send me away, father? I'm your only child,' she whispered reproachfully.

'It is for your own good,' he insisted, wiping his face with a snow-white handkerchief. 'There is far too much licence abroad these days. London is a hotbed of sin. God knows I'm no prude, but the Court has gone too far and all follow the King's example. I want to see you happily settled and my sister will enjoy helping you. You need an experienced woman to give you advice on how to comport yourself. It won't be for more than a twelvemonth and then you can return and we will celebrate your marriage to James in high style.'

'I have no choice, have I?' she muttered, her bottom bruised and aching, but her stubborn pride undiminished.

'No,' he answered bluntly, and Jessica held his coat while he stuffed his arms into it and then straightened his lace cravat. 'I shall make arrangements at once. One of my merchant ships will be sailing to Port Royal within the month. You will travel aboard her. In the meantime, you'll go nowhere unattended and if there's the slightest hint of impropriety, you'll feel the weight of my stick again.'

'Damn him! To the devil with all men!' Romilly raved when he had gone. Jessica made no reply, busying herself by rearranging the many gowns hanging in the wardrobe. 'How dare he beat me? The bully. As for ordering me abroad... my God, if I only had money and independence. I'd show him!'

A tap on the door, and Jamie was admitted. He looked sheepish, giving her a timid glance and advancing with caution. 'How fare you, sweetheart?' he asked.

She sprang at him, though the effort cost her dear. He dodged aside as she shrieked, 'How do you think I am, traitor? You tattled about my acquaintance with Mr Westbury, and father has just beaten me.'

'It appeared to be more than mere friendship, my love,' he said, nervously producing a silver box, opening it and placing a tiny dune of snuff at the base of his thumb, then inhaling it.

'Oh, is that so? And what about you and those tarts? How dare you judge me? The upshot is that father is sending me to the West Indies.'

He applied a kerchief to his nostrils and said, 'So I understand, and I am to escort you. It should be entertaining. Your aunt, Lady Fenby, is exceedingly rich and lives in high style, so I'm given to understand.'

'Indeed. But first there is a tedious sea voyage during which I shall undoubtedly be sick, and arrival at Jamaica where my relations are to drill me into becoming a virtuous wife!'

'Don't fret, my darling,' he murmured, bending to whisper in her ear, 'we shall be together and maybe able to find privacy in which to make love. Under clear blue skies and waving palm trees you shall become my pagan goddess, and I'll ram my prick up you and give you heavenly delight.'

If he hoped to impress her with this it had the opposite effect; Nathan's face sprang to mind and not only that - his kisses, his caresses and the sight of his manhood. Desire warmed her loins, spreading from her overheated buttocks, a part of the pain and ache. Hot on this came the realisation that she wouldn't be able to see him again. Jamie seemed a very poor substitute, though this might improve - she had tasted sensual delights and was unlikely to be satisfied with anything less. It was like opening Pandora's box.

Jessica hovered closer, mindful of the Earl's strict instructions and reluctant to feel his wrath. 'Please excuse us, your lordship,' she said to Jamie, bobbing a curtsey. 'But I must put my lady to rights and make sure that she rests. I believe you are invited to supper. You will see her again then.'

He bowed himself out, one hand on his heart, the other resting on the basket hilt of his sword, and it was then that Romilly cracked, throwing herself across the bed and crying as if her heart would break. Despite her boldness, inside she was like a frightened child. Jamaica was so far away. The other side of the globe!

'Don't upset yourself, my lady,' Jessica soothed, bending over and stroking her hair. 'I shall be with you... and so will your betrothed.'

'If only Alvina could come, too,' Romilly sobbed, tears dripping onto the pillow.

'Maybe she can. Why don't you ask her? Her father and yours are friends, aren't they? This might be arranged.'

At that Romilly sat up, tears drying on her cheeks. 'Perhaps it could.' She flung her arms impulsively round Jessica. 'What a capital notion! She will be here anon, and I shall speak to her and we can ask our fathers.'

––––––––
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IT WAS COOL IN THE cave below the fortress. A stream trickled between the rocks, cascading into a deep dark pool, where several beautiful women and handsome youths frolicked. They splashed each other, gave shrill screams and laughter, fondled naked breasts and thighs, phalli and clefts, totally at ease and ready to give or receive fulfilment. Bejewelled, bizarre and barbaric, they satisfied the eyes and the senses of their lord and master. At a word or gesture they would pleasure him in any way he wanted.

He lay back on a regal couch placed on a dais where he could see them, these spoils of sea battles, inland raids, plunder and pillage. He allowed lust to race through his magnificently honed body that bore scars here and there, relics of many a vicious duel. He was bronzed and fit, rippling with muscle, ready for anything. His hair was wet, rendering it jet-black, falling to well below his broad shoulders for he had just come from the beach, via a secret way. He had been pitting his strength against the waves that thundered in to run up the shore of this tropical island paradise that belonged to him as well as all he surveyed and much that he didn't, the most feared man in the length and breadth of the Spanish Main.

He enjoyed sex and money and conquest, but above all he relished power, and had acquired this in plenty throughout his chequered career. A goblet of vintage wine gripped in one mighty fist, he considered the girls, selecting one or maybe two to bring him to orgasm. He wore a silk robe, open down the front over his muscle-packed belly and thick thatch of black pubic hair from which an enormous penis stood proud. It was fully erect, long and as thick as a bough. He palmed it, rejoicing in the hardness, the smoothness, and the dew seeping from its single eye. He rotated the ring that pierced the glans. This suffused him with a rush of feeling and his cock bobbed, moving of its own volition. He controlled it as he controlled everything and everyone that swam into his ken. But this appendage of his was like a difficult stallion, full of self-will and often refusing to be mastered - mastering him.

The urge to climax was almost unbearable, but he took his hand from his cock and concentrated on his surroundings in an effort to subdue the monster. The cavern was huge, a natural formation made by the volcano that had formed this island millions of years ago. It was furnished luxuriously. Many decadent, colourful objects robbed from his prey over the years had been taken there to enhance it.

Massive wax candles, snatched from a church, wept creamy tears that trickled down and solidified on the wrought iron-girandoles that held them. They cast a glow over the scene, though they had not been intended to illumine debauchery. Natural pillars of rock supported the ceiling that reared up into the darkness like the fan vaulting of a cathedral. They reminded him of religious ceremonies, as did the smell of incense, like that wafting from censers swung by altar boys, one of whom had been him long ago. A different time, a different place, before his world had been turned upside down and, in the confusion, honour, family traditions and loyalty to crown and country had been destroyed forever.
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