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Chapter 1: England 1663
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Her naked body jerked with pain and she screamed as he lifted the whip once more and laid it across her beautiful back. 'Whore,' he cried, his dark eyes flashing the hate he bore her. 'No more will you open your legs for a man who is not your husband.'

Marissa screamed pitifully as the third bite of leather cut into her tender buttocks. 'The babe - please be careful, Geoffrey. Beat me as much as you like after its birth but until then give a care for the child.'

'A Gypsy's bastard!' he spat. 'You want me to give a care for that Gypsy's spawn when I come to your bed and you deny me my rights?'

'Forgive me, Geoffrey. Please forgive me.' If she told him she wanted to retch every time he came near he would kill her and Jake's little one. If she told him she could feel nothing but disgust every time he tore at her body, expecting passion in return, he would whip her to death. Somehow she had to save the tiny being that lay curled in her belly, the testament of her love for the only man who had ever shown her tenderness. 'I am naught but an ungrateful wretch, but I swear I have learnt the error of my ways,' she sobbed, her golden hair fanning out around her lovely face, her blue eyes underlined from her anguish, from the nights she had spent with her limbs bound and shaking fearfully in that dark cold place, wondering if her husband would leave her there for the rats. 'I will be a good and faithful wife if only you will put my sin aside.' She hung from chains screwed into the filthy cellar wall, the manacles curved around her slim wrists in a cruel grip that had already bruised the delicate skin, the marks blue against the whiteness of her flesh only highlighting how fragile she was. Her belly was heavy and if she lived she would give birth soon, but she prayed it would not be here in the foul muck, not in the devil's filthy cellar, for that was what Geoffrey Seagrass was - the devil's advocate.

The whip cracked through the air once more as Geoffrey laughed at her words, and when it fell on the cringing flesh of his wife he laughed even louder. The pain was too much for Marissa and the young woman fainted. As she hung limply in front of him, her swollen body crisscrossed with the marks of his cruelty, he felt his phallus stir and surge in his breeches.

Geoffrey ran a hand over her curvy bottom. From the moment he had first set eyes on her he had desired her. Even now with that Gypsy's bastard filling her womb she created havoc in his loins. The realisation made him spit out the bile that was bitter in his mouth, watch as it ran down that fair skin and over the weal's that marred her perfection. Casting the whip aside he freed the beast in his breeches. Then he dug one finger into the crease between her buttocks and drilled it into her private hole, her virgin hole, a smile lifting the hard lines of his face.

The young woman began to stir, her groans of pain causing more fire to lick through Geoffrey's sex. 'Bitch,' he swore. 'Whore, that you can still drive me to distraction, make me a slave to your flesh when I despise every hair on your whore's head.' He ground his finger more deeply inside her small hole, readying it for him, and then he took the sweat from her back and rubbed it into that sacred place before aiming his cock at the entrance and stabbing it inside her. His excitement at the debase act whipped through his being, inflaming him even more, and he grunted and rutted inside her like an animal as his lust was slated in his wife's unwilling body.

Marissa screamed at his misuse, begged him to cease as the child stirred inside her, as the pains of hell knifed through her back passage and then through her belly. It was then she knew that the babe of her love would be born in the filth of the beast's lair. And her screams became louder.

Geoffrey cared nothing for the woman's pain, for he was reaching his crisis and as his sperm shot into her rear so his excitement overcame him and the pains began in his chest; pains the like of which he had never felt before. He clutched at his heart and groaned, minutes later he collapsed into the filth of the cellar in which his wife's bastard would soon be born.
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Chapter 2: Warrington Manor 1681
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The woods were full of secrets that autumn morning, the leaves on the trees gold, amber and red, the birds singing melodies that sounded even more beautiful than usual. A mellow sun slanted through the branches, but the air was chill and Hannah's nipples stood out like bullets. She tried to flatten them with her palms, pressing the firm buds, but they refused to acquiesce and she sighed as she accidentally grazed one with her fingers. It repaid her by sending a divine signal to her maiden cleft, making the little nub that lay there beg for attention.

She could hear the clang of the Smithy's hammer coming from the forge; hear the bustle of the village as folk went about their business. But none of it helped her change her mindset. A cart rolled by on the nearby track and she bit her bottom lip, trying to control the waves of excitement that threatened to overtake her. Even the swaying of her breasts as she walked was enough to cause small secretions to bead her maidenhead. Nothing, it seemed, would stop her mind reliving the past, stop her body reacting so immorally. She couldn't even distinguish right from wrong any more. Had she in fact been sinned against or was she the sinner?

She shook her head, trying to relieve it of the mental pictures, wanting instead to enjoy the beauty all around her, to be the same Hannah she was before her cousin had come and turned her life upside down.

A breeze ruffled the trees and her dark hair whipped across her heart-shaped face. It was the first time she had come to the woods since Rupert had caught her there and destroyed her innocence. It was a day she would never forget.

It had all started when he'd paid them a visit. She was busy in the kitchen making up an ointment to soothe scalds and burns, which she found was exceedingly hard work. Firstly she had spent an hour boiling hog's fat to clarify it. When it had cooled she separated two egg yolks from the whites before beating the whites into the fat. It was not an easy task and made her wrist ache dreadfully. Owing to this she was in a sour mood when Clara, her old nurse found her.

'Oh, Hannah, such a calamity; Master Rupert is come from London to see you all and Mistress Ruth's in a fine lather.'

'Rupert? No, please say it's anyone but Rupert.' Due to the tragic demise of her parents just after her birth, Hannah had been obliged to live with her aunt and uncle whose spiteful but favourite nephew had made her life a misery when he visited. She paled and pulled her shawl closer.

As though she hadn't heard Clara went on, 'The mistress says he's to get the best of everything while he's here. The plumpest fowl are sure to be plucked and Master Rupert's favourite preserves have been brought from the pantry.'

Hannah made a moue with her mouth. 'I don't feel well,' she said feebly. 'I think I'll go lie down.'

Clara noted the young woman's flushed cheeks. 'Mm, mayhap you've too much blood.'

Hannah shook her head; she didn't want her aunt calling old Doc Culpepper. He would be sure to lay his leeches on her again. ''Tis nothing,' she said with a quick smile. 'I feel better already.'

'Good. The mistress will give you what for if you don't look pretty for her precious and the master won't listen to excuses. You don't want a taste of his belt again, do you?' Clara warned, casting a sympathetic glance at the pretty young woman who was looking less sure of herself now.

Hannah shook her head and rubbed her neat behind, trembling at the memory of her uncle's temper, recalling how long it took for her last beating to wear off. She had been obliged to sleep on her front for weeks and the marks on her tender bottom had been unsightly. Though she had quite enjoyed the start of the beating, it had insinuated a strange stimulation in her loins, set her maidenly regions to beating like a separate heart. She wasn't proud of those feelings; they simply confused her.

Clara bared her rotting teeth in what passed for a smile. 'That's more like it, and look on the bright side. Master Rupert has just returned from the royal court, mayhap there'll be gifts.'

Hannah wiped her messy hands in her apron and gave a disparaging sniff. 'Fred says the only thing Rupert will ever fetch back is a good dose of pox.'

Clara gave a small shocked cry and looked over her shoulder fearfully. 'Hush, you don't know what you're saying, child,' she warned. 'I know the young master's a bit randy like, but it comes from hob-nobbing with all them gentry.'

'But Fred says the court is rife with all sort of immoral goings on,' Hannah said excitedly.

'Yes, well, we're not London folk,' tutted Clara. 'Best you leave gossip in the gutter where it's born. The king's a real gen'leman, but one day you'll find that most gents can't raise their thoughts higher than their waists.'

But Hannah was barely listening, she was thinking of the last time her cousin had visited and of how she had seen him in the orchard with his hands full of Judith Gilliard's naked bosoms. It had shocked her at first and then to her surprise she had felt such a longing in her nether regions she had crossed her legs. She had spoken to Judith afterwards and the brazen wench had been quite happy about sharing her adventure.

'Got lovely hands, 'as that cousin of yours,' she'd said with a gleam in her dark eyes. 'And his cock's the biggest I've seen. Comes of all the exercise it gets with them fancy women in London, I 'spect.'

Although Hannah had been shocked she had also been a little jealous of Judith's experience with all things sensual, and wondered what it would be like to have a man love you. Her friend Sarah, the blacksmith's daughter, had a very naughty side and told her lots about the lads she'd bedded in the village. Everyone, it seemed, knew far more than she did.

'Have you ever had a man, Clara?' Hannah asked dreamily, her curiosity rife.

Clara coughed, the cough turned into a choke and Hannah was obliged to pat her back. 'What sort of talk is that? You take yourself off to your bedchamber and get cleaned up!'

Clara followed Hannah through the Tudor mansion, mumbling her thoughts on young ladies who should know better than to discuss such things.

When they arrived in Hannah's bedchamber, or at least the bedchamber she slept in when she was not forced to sleep on the kitchen floor, Clara rummaged through the clothes press for Hannah's one and only good frock. 'Let's get this rag off,' she said, untying the well-mended frock the girl was wearing. 'We can't have you seen with patches on your clothes by a fine gen'leman who's fresh from the king himself.'

Hannah frowned. 'Why should I pretend to be something I'm not? I'm treated as a servant until we have company and then I am expected to act like a lady.'

Clara shook her head sadly; she was unhappy with the treatment Hannah received from her aunt and uncle but she knew the truth of her birth and her heart filled with pity for her charge. 'Best to do as you're told; it will save a lot of trouble.'

In spite of her mutterings of disgust Hannah was soon dressed in a blue gown that was stiffly corseted to the hips. Her hair was coiled up at the back and, thanks to the fashionable wider hairstyles, Clara stuffed the sides with tow. Coal-black ringlets were brought to dangle over her shoulders, and the servant wove thin blue ribands through her hair and made her wear some pearl ear-bobs and a string of pearls around her neck.

As she descended into the main part of the manor Hannah was wishing she could slink away somewhere until Ruth's awful nephew had finished his visit. But she knew she was to be brought out like a prize heifer just to make a good impression.

'What have we here?' said a voice from the settle by the fire when she entered the oak-panelled sitting-room. 'I don't think I've had the pleasure.'

Hannah cast her eyes down, as a nervous giggle rose in her throat. She managed to contain it and cast her eyes around the room that was sparkling from the attention of the servants.

Rupert got to his feet, his movements extremely exaggerated; his claret coat still held the dust of the road but it was of the finest quality. Hannah gawked rudely at the tall, handsome young man in the full curly wig that hung down his back and over his shoulders, thinking she had not seen anything so fancy since Ruth had dressed the mantel Christmastide.

She opened her mouth, about to make a swift retort, but her uncle's stern face made her choke back her words. She curtseyed prettily. 'How nice to see you, sir.'

The pale eyes assessed her keenly - far too keenly in her estimation. They took in the curl and shine of her hair, the way her gown clung to her bosoms, to her tiny waist. As the shape of her bodice moulded itself to her slim hips, finishing in a point at the front, the skirts fanning out enticingly to her dainty feet, so too did his eyes follow this delightful form.

'I hardly knew you,' he cooed, twisting a fine ruby on his finger. 'You've truly blossomed into a woman during my absence.'

Hannah blushed profusely and immediately hated herself for acting so foolishly. Ruth preened and pouted as though she'd had a hand in nature's work and William checked his timepiece.

'Tell us more of the king,' begged Ruth, mentally dismissing her niece, her sallow skin and yellowish eyes for once sparkling with vitality.

Rupert didn't need encouraging; he stuffed a fistful of sweetmeats into his face and began again. 'Where was I? Oh yes, the Countess of Shrewsbury has no qualms about entertaining her lover Buckingham, despite the fact he saw her husband off in a dual.'

'Tsk tsk, what is she thinking?' Ruth fanned herself with more gusto than before; gossip from the court was manna to her in her rather mundane existence. In her excitement she dropped the lace-edged folderol and both she and her husband bent to retrieve the fan.

Rupert kissed Hannah's shoulder in the confusion that followed, staring pointedly at her breasts. 'I swear you have the look of Nelly Gwyn; she has fine oranges too,' he had the audacity to whisper. Hannah became flushed and flustered; Nell was the king's mistress and well known for her good looks. But she was quite unused to compliments - even bawdy ones.

She was relieved when Ruth sent her to fetch her shawl and hastened away. She was on her way back from her mission when she heard scuffling and murmuring in the corridor. Her instinct told her the servants were up to something she shouldn't be privy to and she ducked into the library until they went on their way. But instead, the sounds came nearer and she heard Betty from the kitchen give a little giggle.

'You're right randy this day, Tom Simpkins. Take your hands off me titties afore someone comes.'

Tom was breathing heavily and she could see him through the crack in the door as he fondled Betty's small firm breasts and peachy nipples. 'Bend over, me lovely,' he pleaded. 'Let me ram this fine cock up yer pretty arse, for I've a right hard on.'

'Oh Tom,' Betty cried, going all red in the face from the way he was rubbing and kissing her nipples. 'What's come over yer? You never wants it this early.'

Hannah had never seen anything so delightful as Tom playing with the little kitchen maid's breasts. It opened up a well of sensuality in her own girlish bosom and somehow she was quite unable to turn away. She suddenly felt her hands massaging her own breasts through their silk covering, knowing it was a strange thing to do but it felt so good.

''Tis that young master,' Tom was saying, kissing Betty's neck. 'Ain't done nothin' but touch up the young mistress since he came. His hands are everywhere and she's too innocent to know what's what. Trouble is it's stiffened me rod and I'm going mad. Suck it for me, Betty.'

Betty giggled as he showed her his rampant cock. 'Come in the pantry before the master or his sour-faced wife sees and I'll suck it dry. But you're to rub me cunny first, mind.' She laughed wickedly. 'You can use your tongue if you likes.'

Hannah's body raced with desire for she had seen the servants coupling before when her aunt spitefully sent her to the cellar for yet another imagined misdemeanour. The memory excited her so much that almost without noticing what she was doing, she began to rub her private place against the corner of the desk where her uncle kept his ledgers, while her fingers continued to caress her breasts. All she could think of was Betty and Tom pleasuring each other in the pantry and her insides turned to mush as she worked her nubbin across the edge of the wood.

In her mind's eye Tom was foraging between Betty's slim legs, and she was leaning against the shelves that were laden with all sorts of goodies, her slight back arched as she strained to reach her congress. Tom's cock would, no doubt, be even larger now, as he stared at the little maid's delta, inhaling her fragrance as his tongue flicked over her small pink nub.

Ruth's shawl slipped from her hands as Hannah pinched her nipples, pressing herself more firmly against the sharp edge of the desk, loving the feeling of its solidity as she worked herself back and forth, her sex reacting to the pressure on that one small part by moistening and radiating with pleasure.

She wondered if perhaps Tom was, in fact, using his index finger on Betty as he had in the cellar, rubbing her sparking sex with it, while he plied her belly with kisses, nestling his face in her unruly bush. She could almost see her folding over him with the trauma of her come, see him lifting her onto his rigid member and ploughing into her like the stallion when he mounted the mares in the field.

As this sensuous sight filled her mind, so she trembled at the spasms that raged through her centre. Her eyes, which had closed during this exciting exploration of her body suddenly flew open in bliss, and she sighed and rested weakly against the desk. Is that how it felt having a man's hand pleasure you, she wondered? Or would it be even better? Her heart was racing at her new discovery and she knew she would have to calm herself before she ventured back to the hall.

Taking some deep breaths she bent, and plucking Ruth's shawl from the floor returned from whence she had come.

With halting footsteps she joined the others, dutifully handing Ruth her shawl. She was rewarded with a curt nod and a raised eyebrow. 'You took your time!'

'It took a while to find,' she excused, crossing her fingers behind her back.

William was obviously enjoying their nephew's visit; his usual frown had been replaced by a more genial expression. He inclined his head towards his niece. 'I think it time you entertained us, Hannah.'

It was more a command than a request, so Hannah sat at the virginals and began to play Ruth's favourite tune, Greensleeves. It was then that Rupert decided to join her and she felt his breath on her neck, and it wasn't an unpleasant sensation. When he insinuated his tongue in her ear she felt the tingling begin in her belly, felt it melt though her loins and tried hastily to think of things that would cast out the sinful ways of her body.

She imagined the table filled with roast lamb, always served at Easter time, with veal and gammon and her favourite tansy pudding. Gooseberry pie was always on the menu at Whitsuntide, and turkey, mince pies and plum porridge at Christmas. Hannah tried so hard to think her sensual side away it was almost a shame that she could not.

––––––––
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WHEN THE FOLLOWING day dawned she was gowned in the same blue dress. She walked into the stylish sitting-room shyly, to see Rupert standing before the fireplace warming his backside on the coals. 'Aunt Ruth and Uncle William have been obliged to go over to see the mare that has gone into premature labour,' he announced when he saw her.

Hannah gave a little cry of distress; she loved all animals and was extremely fond of Polly. Rupert was immediately at her side, his hands snaking around her waist, his head bearing down as he stole a kiss.

When she managed to break away Hannah stared at him open-mouthed. 'P- please, Rupert.'

Rupert laughed, and ignoring her words placed his hands in the small of her back and pulled her to him. Lifting a tendril of silky hair he planted a moist kiss on her neck. As she tried to protest his lips progressed to the base of her throat and Hannah felt her sinful body react.

'Ah, sweeting, you are as lovely as any rose,' he murmured in his cultured courtier's voice, and Hannah almost swooned.

'No, Rupert,' she cried feebly, beating her fists against his chest, knowing she must behave like a lady even if she did have the baser instincts of the village whore.

As Rupert's warm lips explored the valley between her breasts he murmured such beautiful words to her she no longer felt like little Hannah, the niece of the stern lord and lady who beat her repeatedly, and for some reason she just couldn't fathom, appeared to dislike her intensely. She felt exquisitely beautiful and wanted.

'Oh, Rupert, we really shouldn't,' she whimpered when he removed the pinner from the yoke of her frock and began to suck her nipples, making her legs weak and her cunny moisten as her nubbin beat frantically in tune with her heart.

'Don't ask me to stop now,' he purred. 'All wenches spend their nights dreaming of a man's hands between their pretty legs. ''Tis the way of the world, for didn't I spend the night dreaming of you?'

'You dreamt of me?' Hannah melted against him; no one had ever dreamt of her before.

'Ah, sweeting, let me rid you of your pesky maidenhead,' he urged, his phallus straining the seams of his breeches. 'Unless of course that good-looking stable lad has already had his cock between your legs.'

Hannah's dream world shattered; how could he possibly think that of her? With a stifled sob she ran from the house. He had made her feel like a queen and now she felt like a nobody again. She made for the meadows where she knew she could hide in the long grass. Stumbling over the uneven ground she finally slumped to the downy grass near a stream that meandered through the greenery, crying softly as startled crows rose noisily from the trees nearby.

It was a goodly while before she ventured home, tired and hungry, her eyes red from weeping. Ruth was in a foul mood when she got back. The worry over the mare had been a false alarm, but she scolded her roundly all the same.

'How dare you abandon your dear cousin? As for your dishabille, it is unladylike in the extreme.' Ruth's lips were pressed together in a thin line of disapproval. 'What do you have to say for yourself?'

Hannah hung her head and said nothing; after all, how could she excuse herself when she had enjoyed Rupert's attentions, acted like a wanton?

Her uncle sighed with despair at her defiant expression. 'Go to your room, wench. I will be up in a moment.'

Hannah ran up the wide staircase knowing she was to be beaten. William's steps were not far behind, along with those of his wife, whose lips were set in a triumphant smirk. He soon stood in the doorway, his swaying belt in his hands. 'There will be no supper for you tonight. Now bend over while I teach you some manners. Ruth, hold her steady. I swear you will mind me now, Niece, for I am out of patience with you.' So saying he rolled up his sleeves and glowered at her.

Hannah bent over the bed, her face glowing with shame when Ruth tossed her skirts over her head, displaying her naked bottom cheeks. Then the woman threw her full weight on her back, pinning her to the bed, pinching her pretty shoulders with spiteful fingers. With her aunt holding her prisoner William raised his belt and brought it down on that young and tender bottom - once, twice, three times.

Hannah did not cry out; she had promised herself she would not scream, biting her lips in order to stop herself, and clutching the bedclothes in despair. This angered William all the more and he brought the belt down again. Though Hannah's slim shoulders shook and tears welled in her eyes and spilled over her cheeks she remained silent.

Ruth shouted her encouragement and her cruel fingers dug deeper into Hannah's shoulders, her weight taking the breath from the young woman's slim body. Hannah closed her eyes tightly, trying to shut out the pain and mercifully the beating finally came to an end. Ruth released her, though the cruelty had taken its toll on her pretty derriere.

William wiped the sweat from his brow before he studied the bruised flesh with satisfaction. 'I will not harbour rebellious wenches beneath my roof,' he growled. 'Learn this lesson well, lest I am forced to repeat it.'

As Hannah's tears stained the counterpane Ruth glowered. 'You were a might lenient, sir,' she murmured. 'Had I been given the strength I would have taken the skin off the chit's backside.'

William touched the welts on Hannah's delicate skin with broad fingers, massaging the peachy but badly marked flesh with more attention than was required.

'Maybe,' he replied thoughtfully. 'We will see.' Throwing Hannah's skirts over her nakedness he growled, 'There is too much of your mother in you, girl, from your stubborn nature to your comely appearance. But I will beat the devil out of you even if it takes me a lifetime.'

His words smote her like an arrow in her breast and Hannah buried her wet face in the soft bedcover. She was constantly told that her mother was not a good wife, but it was only ever whispered about in corners by the servants and she received nothing but stony silence from her relatives when she asked the reason behind their accusation.

Later, locked in her bedchamber without food during the long hours of the night, unable to sleep, her belly aching with hunger, her bottom burning with pain, Hannah had plenty of time to think. At least they had not locked her in the cellar again. And perhaps her uncle was right and she was sinful. Bowing her head she prayed for forgiveness.

The following morning Ruth turned the key in the heavy lock and walked in gazing disdainfully at her niece. 'You must thank the Lord that your cousin has a good heart,' she said, pursing her thin mouth in disapproval. 'He has decided to stay a little longer, in order to accompany us all to the May fair.'

Hannah wished she had gone into the meadows early to collect morning dew to rub into her skin like the other maidens, mayhap forgotten to return. But it was not the time for weaving fantasies and she mumbled something appropriate. Even so, a little later she dabbed at her arms with her hairbrush, hoping it would cause a rash so she could be excused from the wretched occasion and Rupert Waring's odious company.

Unfortunately her ruse did not work and, suitably gowned in a fashion her aunt approved of when they were to be the centre of attention, she found herself at the fair, walking awkwardly as her stinging rear reminded her of her beating. She usually loved the event with its many exciting stalls that sold all manner of things, loved the smiling faces of the villagers as they wandered around joining in all the fun. But the bustle, the music and dancing, the children's laughter and the delicious smell of food did nothing for her. Even the garlanded maypole failed to thrill her.

Feeling dejected by her mood when everyone else was enjoying themselves, she wandered away from the proceedings. The blossom on the hawthorn trees at the edge of the meadow wafted their perfume her way and her heart jerked as she recalled happier times.

She speeded up her gait, wanting to put a goodly distance between herself and the revellers. When she found herself in the leafy confines of the woods she sighed her relief. The branches of the trees shaded her from the afternoon sunshine, hid her from the unwanted attentions of her cousin. The damp earthy smell was delightfully familiar, the birdsong a welcoming chorus. But when she finally rested her trembling body against the solid form of an elm, a triumphant laugh robbed her of her newfound calm and she saw him move from behind a tall oak.

'Ah, sweeting, how clever of you to find somewhere private.'

'Rupert! You followed me!' she accused, her heart racing in fear.

But Rupert was not there for idle chat. He pulled her to him, holding her firmly, grinding his mouth down on her soft lips, his fingers straying to her breasts. Hannah fought him with every ounce of strength, to no avail. But then she kicked him and he sprang away from her, hopping around on one foot, rubbing his shin.

'My uncle will hear of this,' she promised breathlessly.

His sly eyes sparkled. 'And I will tell him that you're no more than a scorned little bitch, who begged for a kiss I wouldn't deliver.'

She realised then that his age had not cured his spiteful nature. She rubbed her bruised arms, glaring at him in anger and despair. 'And he would beat me.'

He grabbed her around the waist and brought her close once more. 'A waste, when I could teach you so much, far more than a village lad fumbling in a wheat field.'

Hannah could hardly breathe as he punished her with his lips before burying his mouth in the sweet delicacy of her neck. She could feel his hardness against her stomach and a melting heat fanned through her insides. 'Oh Rupert,' she cried weakly.

A slow smile lifted his lips. 'Ah, your body betrays you, wench. You want to learn more.'

He was right; she couldn't seem to stop her reactions. She felt herself swaying towards him as though she had no will of her own. She tried to speak but Rupert hushed her.

'Imagine we are at Whitehall, strolling in the gardens, stumbling over rutting couples.' His voice was high with excitement. 'We stop to watch as a young buck lifts a lacy petticoat before burying his love staff between the eager thighs of a young duchess grown tired of her starchy old husband, who is busy riding a dissolute baroness.'

He was so convincing that despite herself erotic visions entered Hannah's head and her private place moistened. She only came to her senses when a stray dog barked in the distance. She put his hands against his chest in defence. 'I cannot. 'Tis a sin, you are family.'

He laughed, the plume of his large-brimmed hat fanning in the wind, his cloak blowing off his shoulders. He removed his hat and it sailed to the ground. 'There is no sin in us lying together,' he reassured. 'I promise you. Have I ever lied to you, Hannah?'

She thought for a moment and shook her head. 'What you say is true, you never have. But the fact is you come from the court with all its sinful ways. Everyone knows his majesty's cock is rarely still.'

'What does a chit like you know?' He asked softly, stroking her hair. 'Pretty maids are made for pleasure.' He wound a black curl around his finger and stared deeply into her eyes. 'Would you deny me the comfort of your arms, Hannah? Deny a needy man the fleeting delights of your soft skin?'

Hannah blinked doubtfully, trying to avoid the power of those eyes. When he put it like that it did seem churlish to refuse. She trembled. 'I am a simple maid, why would you want me when you have your pick of the loveliest women in England?'

'Do not deride yourself,' he said, his voice thickening, his nimble fingers playing with her pouting nipples. 'You are a fascinating wench, Hannah.'

Hannah's body radiated with such heat she was no more than a pawn in his game of wills and she sighed weakly. 'I... I do not know... I...'

'The ladies at court pout and preen and willingly open their thighs,' he interrupted, sensing he had her just where he wanted. 'Some of the men too.' He laughed and slyly pressed a hand through the material of her skirt to press between her legs. 'But I want you, Hannah. I want you like I have wanted no other before you.'

Hannah trembled. She was shocked and yet it felt exciting to have Rupert's hand warm and strong between her thighs. He pulled her down beside him in the glade and dislodging her bodice, ran his hands over her breasts, slathering them excitedly. Her nipples, as pink as rosebuds, swelled in his hands and she lay back on the mossy ground, feeling weak and wanton as he sent her body into raptures of delight.

Rupert's breath was hot on her flesh, his cock straining against her thigh through his breeches. He ran his hand beneath her skirt, sighing impatiently as her petticoats denied him immediate access to her treasures. When he found her warm, vulnerable core he gave a throaty groan and burrowed a finger inside her.

The muscles of her vagina clenched involuntarily, enjoying the contact. She was in a fever of desire, every touch heightening her lust. As her juices flowed Hannah forgot everything but her needs, and yielded to him.

With a sly grin Rupert fumbled with his breeches, releasing his rigid member. She was a rare find, this little virgin. He'd had the best, but they could not compare with this untouched beauty with her innocent ways that fired him like no other. He flipped her over, forcing her to her knees. Though she gave a little cry of fear he ignored her and made a path between her legs. Then he knelt between the silken thighs, his senses revelling in the sweet fragrance of her.

He trembled with anticipation; her bottom was like a peach. A bruised peach perhaps, but the thought of his uncle beating the wench excited him all the more. He rubbed his cock along her cleft, making sure she was wet enough for him, pulling delightedly at her dainty sex lips, nestled between her legs like the tastiest fruit. But he did not take her virginity, for before he could enter her his excitement got the better of him and his cock emptied itself all over her vulva. He cursed himself. How, with all his experience, could he have acted like an untried boy? It was unheard of! Why, he was one of the most sought after studs at court! She was a sorcerer who had bewitched him, unmanned him even!

Angry at his failure he lashed out at the curvy cheeks, holding her up as she sagged at the fierce blow. 'Bitch,' he spat. 'This is what I think of your enticing ways, what I think of the airs and graces you give yourself when all you want is a good fuck.'

Confused at his words and actions Hannah tried to struggle, but he was far too strong and she found herself crying out as each slap was quickly followed by another. After the beating she had taken from her stepfather Rupert's blows landed on damaged skin and her cries were heartrending. But then she felt a change in her feelings as she began to enjoy the touch of his stinging palm on her delicate derrière, and soon she was leaning into the blows as her sex moistened, leaving her more confused than ever.

It was simply idiotic; how could she possibly enjoy such torment? But just as the thought occurred so his hand came in harsh contact with her bottom cheeks once more, and the stinging pain dissolved into a searing heat that lit up her insides, made her wish for more of the same.

When he was done, and silently swearing to remedy the situation as soon as was possible, he let her fall to the ground and stood over her. 'I spent my seed outside your body this time, wench. Next time you wiggle your arse and push your teats in my face I will not be so gentlemanly.'

He left her then, as the sun grew warmer and its rays beat down on her abused bottom. She rested her head in her hands, her emotions in a mess, worrying at how she had enjoyed the feel of his punishment, had indeed begun to feel even more turned on.

She eventually got to her feet and tidied herself, brushing leaves and twigs from her skirts. Her aunt would have something to say if she arrived back looking like a ragamuffin again.

She dawdled her way home, dreading having to face Rupert after what had happened in the woods. But her worries were unfounded, for mercifully he had been called back to the court. But he would be back and she knew his games would continue.
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Chapter 3
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Hannah sighed. That had been many months ago, and she had been wrong, the handsome courtier had not returned. But it hadn't prevented her from playing the events over in her head, though she was angry at herself for doing so.

She trailed through the Autumnal colours of the woods, her thoughts still in disarray. The encounter with Rupert had left her feeling unfulfilled. Oh the beating had stirred her it was true, but even that led to disappointment when every female part of her cried out for something she could not attain. What was all the fuss about? Why did the king and his lords and ladies reputedly spend their time pursuing such an undignified and time-wasting act? She had expected the mating of a man and woman to be something more romantic, fiery and satisfying. She shook her head; it was like smelling a delicious roast and finding it turned to ashes before her very eyes.

Hannah sighed; she often felt the village was far too small to contain her. Her dreams were always of far off lands she had seen in pictures in her uncle's library and the handsome privateer therein that rode the Spanish Main. Almost every night in those dreams he caressed her in all her delicate places, and when she awoke, her body yearning for him, she shed disappointed tears.

She kicked at the dried leaves at her feet angrily. 'I'm going to shock them all one day,' she vowed. 'I will escape from this place, mayhap go to London and wear patches on my face and silks and satins like they do at the palace. Who knows, I may even dine with the king himself.'

It was then she heard the thunder of hooves in the distance and hid behind a tree. It wasn't long before a handsome stallion galloped past and she paled, for she knew well the cut of the rider's cloak and wide-brimmed hat. 'Rupert,' she cried in despair.

Hannah made her way home slowly, going the long way round, passed the mill and the stream that tinkled musically over its rough bed, trying to put off the inevitable. But then the weather changed suddenly as dark clouds threatened in the sky, and the air became sharp with cold so that her fingers tingled.

But the cold was the least of her worries, for her body had begun to betray her. Thinking of Rupert had made a tattoo beat between her legs and she longed to be touched just there. Her juices flowed and ashamed at the strength of her feelings she hastened her stride, trying to out-walk her desires.

When she reached the manor she cut through the orchard where the leaves on the fruit trees had changed colour and were falling haphazardly to the ground. She picked up a brittle leaf, tracing the skeletal veins that ran through it, before allowing it to flutter to the ground to join its brothers.

'Greetings, cousin.'

Hannah was so busy with her thoughts, absently fingering the gnarled trunk of an old apple tree, she did not hear Rupert approaching. 'You scared me,' she complained, looking up at his sly smile, the pale eyes that even now were viewing her with the look of possession.

'Ah, sweet Hannah. How good it is to see you.'

His brocade coat was bottle-green, the fancies at the side of his breeches green and gold, and Hannah felt faint as her urges began to get the better of her. But how could she be blamed for being so taken with him when he was so handsome? He dropped his head to her and she nervously kissed his cheek. 'Welcome home, Rupert. I trust you are well.'

He lifted her chin with his fingers, the smell of ale on his breath. 'La, dearest cousin, but your tone is far colder than it should be. Have you forgotten how close we have become?'

She trembled beneath his regard. If he so much as touched her she would be undone. Ignoring his question she looked up at the sky. 'Do you not think we should make for the house before the rain starts? 'Twill be my head when Ruth sees my dishabille as it is, without getting my clothes wet too.'

His fingers dug into her arm and she recoiled at the anger in his face. 'What game are you playing, wench? Do not toy with me or you will be sorry.'

'I don't know what you mean.' Her hand fluttered to her face and she strove to hide the blush in her cheeks as she recalled their last meeting, the way he had humiliated her, the way she had enjoyed it.

He caught her wrists and gave her a shake. 'Me thinks you need reminding of some things.'

He punished her with lips that were hard and unyielding, the stench of ale on his breath making her want to retch. As she pulled away she stumbled and fell to the damp ground. It was the very chance Rupert had been waiting for. He pretended to help her, but when she was on her knees he took his swollen cock from his breeches and fed it between her lips. Hannah gagged at the straining flesh that was sour in her mouth. Her first thought was to bite down on the erect member, to teach him a lesson, but she knew her uncle would hear of the act and trembled. He was sure to believe whatever tale his beloved Rupert made up over her.

'Suck it, wench,' he demanded. 'Use that smart mouth of yours for something different.'

Miserably Hannah paid attention to the object that was even now butting its glans at the back of her throat, as Rupert gave her curt directions. Trying not to gag, her nose nudging the dark hair of his loins, she held fast to his cock, tonguing the large purple head.

She was so tense her arms and shoulders began to ache. Self-pitying tears stung her eyes; so far her experiences with the sensual side of life had been a disaster. Would this always be the way of things for her? But her mindset changed quickly as her ministrations grew and she began to enjoy what she was doing, recalling how willingly her flesh had cleaved to him. As she licked she strengthened her resolve; she would show Rupert that there was more to her than he thought. She would make him forget the fine ladies of court; make him realise that country girls knew a thing or two also.
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