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Chapter 1 - Betty Meets her Master
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Winter 1783 - Kismet - Liza likes a licking - Divining the future - a clouded crystal ball - A demand for virgin blood - A face revealed - Fellatio - Kiss of the whip

––––––––
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'I SEE BETTY IN THE glass, beautiful, innocent Betty Ellis bowing humbly afore the Master, an' a-kissing his feet. Who'd ha' thought it, eh?' Liza nudged her companion, heaved her heavy petticoats and nestled one hand comfortably over the head of the little maid lapping assiduously at her fat cunny. 'Naked, too, an' showing everythin' she's got! Huh! She ain't changed much.' She pressed the girl's skull, forcing her to lick harder. 'Ger on wi' it yer bugger! I ain't got all day. If you don't learn ways o' pleasing fancy ladies, you won't make no money in the cunny warren!'

––––––––

[image: ]


'MASTER,' SHE WHISPERED huskily. Betty's eyelids fluttered open, the delicate trembling of a butterfly clinging to a leaf, but frightened to meet the Master's dazzling eyes she lowered her head in submission.

'Just as the oracle predicted!' The Master grasped Betty's tiny hands, drawing her to her feet. She stood awkwardly, ashamed of her nakedness before the powerful stranger whose law was absolute in his own domain.

'You are mine at last, Betty, my property, my slave. Many suns have passed...'

'I changed these last few years. There's girls more lovely'n me in the harem.'

'You are a treasured possession of great pulchritude, a matchless beauty, a peerless prize.'

'But I ain't as comely as I were, Master.' Betty tossed her golden hair. It had grown a little darker and her face a little leaner but her black eyes shone as bright and clear as ever.

––––––––
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'THE MASTER, EH?' ZILLAH interrupted impatiently. 'Give us the crystal. You've no right to it.'

'As much as you, you old crone!' Liza relinquished the ball and temporarily satisfied with the action of the maid's tongue, folded her arms under her drooping bosom. 'An arter all she's been through, the chit's as wilful as ever. She won't never make no lady! Why, the jumped-up trollop deserves a sound thrashing!' To emphasise the point, Liza gave the poor maid a resounding slap on the rump. 'I'd like to smack Betty's' slit good an' proper, an' force 'er little tongue right up me. 'Stead I got to make do wi' this piece o' pigeon's pizzle!'

'So, the almighty Master returns to claim her!' Zillah spat the words through her teeth as she watched the picture changing. 'I smell incense.' Her nose wrinkled as her fingers beckoned the invisible powers. 'I feel the cold draught of mountain air. I see a horseman, a black head-dress, robes parting and a thrusting, throbbing manhood. What use is that to me? I must see his face!' Furiously, she rubbed the crystal ball with her sleeve, but the fantastical image dimmed.

'Talking o' faces, this sprat'll get a smack on 'ers if she don't do better with 'er friggin' tongue!' Liza pushed the maid's head down firmly. 'Do it faster, or else!' She leaned over the ball, thus obscuring Zillah's view 'Why, there's Betty lying on them cushions, all fancy-like. I can see 'er cunny curls plain as day - lick harder you trollop - but Master do look much thinner than afore. An' darker. They reckon 'ard labour in them forin countries shapes a man's flesh. Mind you, 'is portion bulges big as ever! I reckon 'is ballocks is bigger'n ever...'

'God's lid, never mind his ballocks! What of his face? I must see the Master's face!'

But Liza was concentrating on her carnal pleasures. 'He's parting 'er legs wider, rough hands are a-roving all over her cunny, fat fingers is splitting them pink lips apart. Mind you, I don't like the look on 'is hands, see. Ooh, I'd like to smack that cheeky look off 'er face, so I would, the hussy! I'd make 'er suck 'is cock an' lick me bum... Ah, the trollop! She's a-makin' me come afore me time.' Liza jerked her hips against the maid's face then pulled her up roughly, 'An' as fer you, puke-stocking, wipe yer dirty mouth an' get back up to the house.'

'Shush!' Zillah put a bony finger over her skinny lips. 'I hear summat.'

The ugly hags cocked their ears towards the crystal ball and listened intently.

––––––––
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'YOU ARE INFINITELY more beautiful than I could have dreamed.'

Gently, he ran a calloused hand over the faint silver streaks on her white rump. 'Such loveliness,' he murmured, 'can only be enhanced by motherhood, by the bearing of many sons!'

The Master held her closely to his broad chest. 'Will you serve me as a woman should?'

Betty sank to her knees. 'What is your will, Master?'

'I demand that which is priceless, your virgin blood!'

––––––––

[image: ]


ZILLAH GRIMACED AS the sound faded. 'Ungracious wretch, she still retains her beauty!' The old hag growled, then muttered some unintelligible oaths. 'But will she lose her virgin prize? Come, come. Show me! Show me!' But the crystal clouded as the powers she'd conjured refused to oblige. 'Ah, they speak again but I cannot hear!'

––––––––
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BETTY BREATHED HEAVILY and sighed in resignation. 'I shall submit, sir, submit to your authority because I must.'

'Submission is not enough! You must swear your love for me, Betty, your true Master! That is my command!'

'Sir, how can you command love?' Betty's eyes filled with tears. 'I have but one love.'

'Then you must take the consequences of your refusal.' The Master unwound the black head-dress, his dark eyes probing the depths of her soul.

––––––––
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ZILLAH BEGAN TO ROCK back and forth, chanting to herself. 'Past is past, present calls, hereafter beckons! Surely the scurvy whoreson will take her now? And after he has had his way, throw her from the precipice to the depths of the gorge!'

Suddenly the clouded image before her cleared and the picture reformed. 'No! No! It is he! It is he! What have I conjured? May hell gnaw his bones!' With an ugly grimace Zillah seized the crystal ball and dashed it to the stone floor where it shattered into a thousand pieces.

Unperturbed by the outburst, Liza picked up one of the larger fragments of glass and crept out of the cottage.

––––––––

[image: ]


THE MASTER REACHED out for his riding crop. His lip curled with intense pleasure.

Shivering with desire and anticipation, Betty parted his robes, released his pulsating member, and sucked deeply as the whip struck her perfect marble shoulders.

––––––––
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EXHAUSTED, ZILLAH LAY slumped over the mean oak table muttering to herself 'No, Black Prince, no!' She reached out to stroke the black cat beside her. With a nonchalant glance it merely lifted its tail, sniffed, then curled up against her withered face and slept.
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Chapter 2 - Destined for Madame Farquar's
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Autumn 1778 - Dreams of a naked virgin - Zillah Harold's patience - Edward's vicious passions - A thumb in a tight cunny - Betty eavesdrops - Evil lies - A plan for revenge

––––––––
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'WHY, I AIN'T GOT NO clothes on!' Betty's startled but unseeing eyes opened wide. 'I'm near enough stark naked!'

The velvet cloak had been shrugged from Betty's shoulders by the joltings of the coach-and-four. Now she wore nothing but a ragged veil, a blue pocket containing her lucky stone, and a gold chain running from her waist to the piercing in her cleft. Strands of seaweed laced her sandy skin, creating a mermaid-like effect.

'But I ain't a trollop.' Almost as quickly as her eyes had opened they closed, and gathering the cloak around her, she drooped into the padded upholstery, apparently fast asleep.

She was not to know that Zillah, the old gypsy, had conjured her picture and was gazing at the scene with relish.

––––––––
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'GOOD, GOOD, SO THE twins have captured the hussy.' She rubbed her hands eagerly. 'Let them mount her while they may! Pierce her virgin flesh to the bone and dash her hopes! Meanwhile let her dream...'

––––––––
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BETTY LAY QUIETLY FOR some minutes. Then her eyes began to move rapidly, her breath coming in short gasps as, thus prompted by the evil woman, she relived the strange drama of her wedding day.

'William, William, where are you?' In her agitation Betty threw the cloak aside, thus exposing her cunny. 'I love you, Master.' Her hands sought the soft cleft and her little fingers ran over the delicate pink labia. 'Forget the fortune! Take me! Take me...!' Betty arched her back as if to receive her Master deep in the womb.

Edward licked his lips lustfully. 'See, the trollop is asking for it!' He nudged Harold gleefully. 'See how her hips rise, how she pulls her licunny-nny lips apart!'

'But the girl is delirious and we are nothing if not gentlemen. You must stem your rising passion!'

'Ah, t'would be a crime against nature to stop the flow of unctuous juices! See how she yearns to be plugged to the hilt. We should breech her right away! You take her mouth and I shall distend her little cunny!'

Harold's passions had begun to rise too, and his tight breeches strained manfully, but he wanted the virgin to himself. 'She has no idea where she is and, besides, she may not wish it.'

'Bah! You heard her begging for it. "Take me" she said, as clear as daylight!'

'Quiet! She may hear you!' Harold put a finger to his lips and shook his head.

'Surely she won't wake now!'

Much to the frustration of both Edward and Zillah, Betty's dream moved on. 'Ah! The dogs! So much juice!' Betty emitted a piercing scream, which to her observers sounded more like a muffled grunt. 'The hounds are biting. Ah! William... Where are you?' Betty suddenly sat up, her vision blurred.

'Why, sir, who are you?' With glazed, uncomprehending eyes she tried to focus on Lord Edward Clancy and his twin, Harold, but they merged into one figure, one face. Without waiting for an answer she collapsed into a stupor.

'I must possess the virgin.' Edward gripped his brother's arm until his knuckles whitened. 'I have spunk a-plenty to dispose of and she is ripe for rumping. I have not savoured the flesh of a pure maid for a long while.'

'And do not merit such pleasures! You have no patience. This pink rosebud deserves more than your unbridled lust. As a bloom in nature she must be given time to blossom, time to blow, time for those exquisite petals to open slowly and tremble with anticipation.' Harold shivered and sighed like a parent sorely irritated by his child. 'Save your energies for later.'

'I do not see why it is always you who must decide,' Edward grunted, then seeing Harold's angry face, spoke to himself: 'I should be the one in charge. I am far more important!'

For some while there was silence inside the coach as it rumbled inexorably towards London, taking its occupants to Madame Farquar's, a high-class brothel specialising in every variety of corporal punishment.

'Harold, what was all that nonsense the girl was muttering?'

'Later, Edward, later.' Harold had begun to nod off. 'Take a nap and leave well alone. Let Zillah's potion do its work.'

––––––––
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'AND YOU DO YOUR WORK, dear brothers. Do your worst to sully the chit. Ah, if only I had the power to force your actions.' Zillah grasped the crystal with both hands, and summoning her thoughts, concentrated on the scene, 'Dream, dream, fair coxcomb, and may most evil thoughts suggest themselves! Thoughts to set the lowest scurvy fellow a-blushing!'

––––––––
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HUNCHED UNDER THE CLOAK, Betty slept fitfully, dreaming of her extraordinary ordeal. Eventually the brothers slept too, but their dreams were of a very different nature. Edward imagined sating his vicious sexual passions upon the helpless body of Betty, his victim. Harold dreamt of setting Betty up as his mistress. In exchange for a life of luxury she would surely be willing to satisfy his greedy appetite for incessant sexual congress.

––––––––
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EDWARD LICKED HIS LIPS. He'd been watching Harold through slitted eyes and decided he was definitely fast asleep.

'The trollop is a perfect beauty,' he muttered through his teeth as he brushed sand from Betty's neck. His eyes gleamed lasciviously. 'What luck, eh?' Edward gently lifted aside the tattered remnants of the wedding veil and kissed Betty's delicate nape, afterwards wiping his gritty mouth on a handkerchief. 'She tastes of salt and weed.' He slid the cloak aside and kissed her shoulders.

As Betty stirred under the velvet, the coach jolted violently over a rut, rousing both her and Harold from slumber. She rolled over and the cloak fell away, revealing her naked charms. She'd been sleeping for some while and would have remained so if it hadn't been for the changed motion of the coach, the sound of Edward's voice, and his soft wet lips dripping on her ivory shoulders.

'How tender her skin is!' Edward withdrew reluctantly, torn between his intense desire for Betty and his fear of Harold. He clenched his fists with repressed passion and his heart pounded fit to burst.

Betty squinted through her eyelids, but could see little in the gloomy interior. She'd no idea where she was or with whom, though she guessed by the jerking that she was travelling by horse-drawn coach. Its movements now rolled her over so that her face was deep in shadow, her body hidden by the velvet cloak. She listened intently. Perhaps she'd recognise the voices.

'Zounds, you fool, control yourself!' Another male voice, deeper, more masculine than the first. Betty stiffened.

'But we have the girl to ourselves, Harold. We can do just as we like.' Edward rubbed his hands gleefully. 'What a delight to kiss her ruby lips, to squeeze her little bubbies, to...'

Betty shrunk from Edward's searching hands. She curled up, one thumb in her mouth, the other wedged between the tight lips of her cunny.

'Do not attempt to rouse her!'

'Why not?' Edward whined, sulking now, and then muttering under his breath. 'I shall see you dead, brother!'

'Because, dear Edward, if she wakes before Zillah's medicine takes full hold it will have the reverse effect. Instead of being fast asleep, she'll be fully conscious and therefore might object to your unwonted lascivious attentions.' He laughed quietly but mockingly. 'And indeed, who would not, oh King of codpieces!'

The voices seemed familiar to the half-sleepy Betty, but their subject somewhat alarming. At the mansion she'd taken Zillah's potent medicines and knew she must force herself awake. Betty carefully shifted position and clenched her fists, digging the nails into her palms. She must keep her wits about her, follow the conversation and feign sleep if necessary.

'Do not call me that again!'

Harold knew how far he could go. 'Then do not deserve it!' He patted Edward's knee patronisingly. 'You know I have your best interest at heart. Am I not constantly right in these matters of the heart?'

'Mm.' Edward hated to admit that Harold's judgements were invariable correct. 'Why did you not give her a larger dose, Harold?'

'Do you want to kill the girl?'

Edward shrugged. 'Why should I care one way or another?'

'Because I promised her to Madame Farquar, you dolt, and that means much needed money!' Harold smiled smugly at his brother. 'A beauty such as Betty is a rare and valuable commodity in a cunny-warren. Neither pox nor plague has touched her. She commands a good price!'

'What luck!' The nasty Edward laughed cheerfully, ignoring the insult. 'I had no idea that was part of your plan. It will suit perfectly.'

'Yes, the girl believes she is to take tea in high society with your bosom friend, a gentle lady, whereas...'

'She is to be held prisoner in the steamiest bordello in London, and frequented by the most depraved of the aristocracy.' Edward curled up with laughter and his waxen white ears glowed bright pink. 'How I shall love to see her face when she discovers that! The foolish girl was so immensely pleased to be rescued by a Lord!'

Betty's cheeks coloured. She was reminded of her escape from the mansion. She'd been swept out to sea, but the tide had turned and she'd been tossed onto the beach to be found by Lord Clancy. He'd carried her up to the cliff-top in his strong arms, promising to take her to Aunt Rowena's after visiting his friend Madame Farquar. She'd not realised it was a bawdy house, nor made the connection that it was the very establishment patronised by her husband William. Instead of removing her to safety, the Clancy twins were abducting her! Betty's heart beat harder.

'Madame requires a wench with flawless skin, not the usual pock-marked tail. And for extra spice, I have arranged for Candace to join her... What a contrast! The one pure white, the other as black as ebony!'

Betty drew a sharp breath. Her friend must've escaped the mansion only to be captured too.

'Ah, brother, it's as if you read my very mind. The beautiful Candace will submit to anything. Squire William has trained her well in the art of pleasing men.' A lusty expression distorted Edward's features as he considered the humiliations Candace suffered at the mansion. 'And there is extra delight in knowing she comes from a long line of powerful queens!'

'Madame has some very special customers in mind, the noblest of aristocrats and various esteemed members of the clergy, one of them being the Bishop of London. Then there is the Mistress Emma, who would pay dearly to...'

'Hm!' Edward folded his arms grumpily. 'Why should Emma have the advantage? If Betty is to be sold into prostitution and given to whoever Madame sees fit, we may as well make use of her first. Why should the hussy refuse us? She is hardly innocent, so it would be no mortal sin. And she has been saved from drowning.'

Harold had been watching Betty for any signs of consciousness. It was obvious to him, though not to Edward, that she was now awake and probably listening. It would not do to frighten her. 'Let the girl sleep.' He nodded meaningfully towards Betty and touched his ear. 'If she awakes...' he emphasised, lifting his brows... 'She is a lively creature...' Harold raised his voice. 'The beauty needs good care. She is no ordinary village girl.'

Edward, not known for his brightness of intellect but a wily enough creature, took the meaning: Betty was listening. He nodded. Now he had the opportunity to make an impression for himself.

'I do not think the girl would object to the attentions of a Lord and his brother,' he drawled pompously, craftily thinking what he should say to poison Betty against her husband. 'Her beloved William has deserted her! She is penniless and entirely at the mercy of fate.'

At the mention of William's name Betty's heart pounded wildly. She vaguely remembered the marriage ceremony, but was it real or part of her wild dreams? William had mounted her on the altar of the chapel. His erection had been enormous. There was spunk everywhere and she'd rubbed it into her flesh, but had he actually entered her? She didn't remember, but she was sure he hadn't and her cunny still felt very tight, her hymen unbroken. But where was her husband now?

'Beautiful as she is, the Squire is unlikely to claim this prize for himself.' Harold knew that Squire William was incarcerated in his own dungeon below the mansion, but he was not about to impart that piece of information to Betty.

Betty peeped through her fingers. How different the twins were; both handsome, both muscular, but Edward was fair, slim and effeminate, whereas Harold was swarthy, stocky and strong-looking.

'So we have in our possession William's lovely wife, totally helpless. A prize indeed! Harold,' Edward gripped his brother's hand and whispered quietly, 'I must have my way with her before we deliver her to Madame! I beg you, consider my weak constitution!'

Betty stifled a nervous laugh. Having endured the cruelties of William's sadistic servants, she'd escaped Father Loughran and the evil Mistress Emma. She'd survived the hounds' attack and a drowning. If she still retained her virginity she was not about to sacrifice it to the brothers. She'd pretend to be asleep, escape, and join her husband wherever he might be. She would have the virgin birth required by the will, inherit the fortune and live happily ever after, surrounded by her children. William could not have deserted her. It could not be true. Could it?

In her counterfeit sleep, Betty gave a tender sigh which somehow touched the more sensitive brother, Harold. True, he was a selfish man, and like most gentlemen of the time, used to having his way. However, even though he was capable of cruelty, he would not have thought of himself as either callous or heartless. Seeing her beauty, his heart opened tenderly to her. 'Be patient. The girl loves William. She must not be forced!'

Good, thought Betty. Harold, the stronger of the two, could be depended on to defend her.

'Ha! She loves a man who consorts freely with the lowest harlots at Madame's disposal? No, the trollop is after his money!'

That ain't fair! Betty wanted to shout.

'And at the least chance he'd be in the arms of another harlot,' Edward continued. 'The Squire has spent thousands lining the pockets of the greasiest whores to satisfy his scandalous tastes. Such a man is incapable of love. The nuptial vows were a mere convenience, a mockery! In any case, if Father Loughran's connection with Rome is discovered, who knows what would happen to those who harbour him?'

Betty tried to recall the details of the marriage service, and the more she thought of it the more bizarre it seemed. She remembered standing at the altar, naked except for a white veil and a daisy crown. The ceremony had been rushed, she'd lost the daisy ring, and there had been no banns. Did that nullify the marriage?

'You cannot know what is in another's mind. The Squire in particular.'

'No, but after he'd had his way with Betty he was seen riding away from the chapel on his stallion, escaping to the filthy comfort of a scheming whore.'

'Hm.' Harold was thoughtful. 'I had not heard that item of intelligence. As far as I knew...'

'Even his serving maids benefit from his depravity. Both Grace and Liza have left for London to set up a whorehouse for themselves.'

At the mention of the vile, bullying servants Betty's anger grew. Had William given them money? If so, why?

Edward continued with his venom. 'Then, of course, there is the matter of William's betrothal to Lady Marmaduke. I hear she is making early preparations for the wedding breakfast and a honeymoon in Italy. Apparently she wishes to make acquaintance with the ancient treasures of Rome,'

Harold glanced at the captive young woman, and could not resist adding to Edward's poison. 'So, he does not care for Betty? Poor child, to be abused so! And all without the compensations and satisfactions of love.'

Stifling a jealous sob, Betty buried her face deep in the velvet cushioning. She'd been a fool to imagine the powerful Squire William could hold in his esteem anyone other than a true-bred lady. She should have taken notice of Giles. He'd rightly warned her not to dream, not to have ideas above her station. Betty bit her knuckles to stop the screams.

'Poor Betty. The child is infatuated with the monster. He has charmed Lady Marmaduke too, but I doubt the innocent bride knows of his base proclivities.'

'Hardly! A lady of her high reputation and rank is too well-bred to even imagine the existence of such debauchery.' Edward lifted an eyebrow and tightened his fists. 'I hear, dear Harold, that he ties the hussies, beats them black and blue, whips them until the blood runs, then forces them to...'

'Yes, dear Eddie, what exactly does he make them do?'

Edward had a sudden inspiration. 'Ah! He has the filthiest strumpet whip him to ribbons and is not content until his flesh is as crimson as raw meat!'

Hearing this, Betty gasped, disguising the sound by turning onto her back. She moaned as if dreaming, rested one arm across her face, and peeped through her eyelids. How could the man she loved, the man for whom she'd suffered countless indignities, scourge her without mercy yet pay for the unloving lash of a harlot? Jealousy swelled the anger in her breast. To desert her for a real born lady was understandable. To leave her for a whip-wielding whore was unforgivable!

'He is probably in some filthy stew this very moment!'

'Yet I hear she loves him to distraction.'

'His cruelty only draws her closer to him, but she cannot know his evil plans for her.'

'Which are?'

'In the Squire's own words: "When I've used her to the utmost, filled the strumpet with my spunk, impregnated her with my seed,"' Edward lied, "'I shall stitch the foolish virgin and send her back to the pigsty where she belongs. There she may give birth to her bastard offspring in the mire. Once the child is born - and it need live no longer than a few hours - the entire fortune is mine!" He then swore to throw Betty and her mewling infant to the hounds.'

'So the hunting rumours are true? I'd thought it malicious gossip!'

'Yes, he dresses the unfortunate hussy in a red corset and a fox's tail, setting the dogs loose shortly afterwards. It is an unpleasant business.' Edward had unwittingly touched upon Betty's fear of the pack and the vision that had always haunted her since her childhood: a bloodied infant pursued and trapped by hounds.

Betty could bear her silence no longer, and a stifled sob gurgled from her strangled throat as she sought to control the sudden hatred surging in her breast. She thought the unthinkable. Her husband had contemplated the murder of his own unconceived child - her child! Almost paralysed by the enormity of such a crime, Betty trembled with rage. She wanted to hurt William, hurt him badly. To kill him. How? How? She would find a knife and stab him to death in his sleep! Cut deep into his flesh, and hurt him as he liked to hurt others. No, she would set the hounds on him, giving him the violent end he deserved. No, she would... Think! Think what would hurt him most! Yes! Yes! The sacrifice of her precious virginity to another man, thus ensuring his disinheritance! But, no! That was her most valuable asset. She must stay intact until she'd won the money for herself. William could be damned to hell!

The carriage made its way through the countryside, and despite her seething thoughts, Betty managed to keep up her pretence. Harold lay back contented. Having said very little to influence Betty, his conscience was as clear as it would ever be. He'd been watching her closely and guessed that seeds of doubt had been sown in her mind. He hoped those seeds would grow into strong weeds, strangling her love for William. Edward cared nothing that he'd lied. He imagined what he'd do with Betty when he found himself alone with her.

Betty forged a plan.

She'd befriend The Clancy brothers on their journey to Madame Farquar's. There, no doubt, she would find out what had happened to William. She'd obtain the twins' assistance in revenging herself against him. Meanwhile, she'd use every artifice she could to drain them of their vital juices, rendering them powerless to assault her and take her virginity. They were obviously hot-blooded, but Betty knew how to please a man. She'd tantalise the brothers and satisfy their carnal instincts using her mouth, tongue and fingers. Eventually she'd take her full revenge upon her unfaithful husband, afterwards leaving him to the whores he apparently loved. Now she'd formed her plan, Betty relaxed into a half-sleep and the soporific effect of the laudanum took hold.
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Chapter 3 - Lusting after Betty
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Delicate bubbies - An uncut gem - A born trollop - Diamonds - Tonguing a cunny - The Devil's offspring - Betty chooses a lover - Dressed for exposure - A convenient slit - A spending cunt - Double frigging - The Sisters of Nommerci

––––––––
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EDWARD HAD BEEN WAITING for both Harold and Betty to fall asleep again. He plucked at the cloak. An entrancing vision lay before him: Betty's golden curls, intermingled with strands of seaweed, were tossed wildly about her. She held one thumb in her mouth, the other split the darker curls of her cunny. Edward moved nearer, sighing as he stroked her white rump. 'Such magnificent rounded hips and flawless skin! They would mark so well.'

Betty sighed too, pursed her lips, and brushed a hand to her neck as if to swat an irritating fly. The young lord flinched, controlling the desire to embed his teeth into Betty's vulnerable flesh. He ran his fingers over her torso, between the hillocks of her youthful breasts and along the chain around her waist.

Betty shivered, and a sleepy moan escaped her as she drifted in and out of consciousness. The feather-like touches felt pleasantly soothing. Gently she coiled her arms around Edward's body.

'How I should like to nip this soft, pink shell.' Edward held her ear in his teeth and disentangled himself from her limbs, wincing slightly. Unless it were to his express order, he did not like a woman's touch, nor indeed any sign of human affection. He slithered his tongue over her girlish breast meanwhile, muttering to himself: 'Such delicate bubbies. Ah! Her rosebuds pouting so innocently. How I should like to leave my mark upon them...'

'One false move, dear brother, and you shall be marked permanently.' Alerted, Harold's eyes flashed threateningly and his hand slid to the dagger tucked in his waistband. 'I thought you were cured of your malicious illness.'

Edward drew away without biting, swallowed, and spoke sullenly. 'I thought you were asleep, Harold. In any case, she is only a peasant. They come ten a penny. What does it matter in God's scheme if the girl should suffer?' Edward caught the look in Harold's eye and shrugged. 'You needn't concern yourself. I can wait.' He hummed a soft melody as his hand played the gold links running from Betty's waist, over her belly and betwixt her thighs. 'She suits gold.' He cocked his head to one side.

'But not that filthy rag. Untie the string, brother.'

Edward picked at the twine holding the pocket at Betty's waist. Eventually he untied the knot and brought out a red stone of irregular shape. 'What do we have here?'

Betty's heart thumped as Harold examined the stone.

'An uncut gem, a garnet no doubt.' He held it to the light. 'Hardly worth ten or twelve guineas,' he lied, knowing full well it was a ruby.

Betty gasped inwardly and bit her lip. Granma Wylmotte's lucky stone was worth a fortune!

'I have acquaintance with a gentleman who buys property, however hot. He'll give a good price. Otherwise we might have it set in silver. Betty must look the part for her gentlemen clients.'

'You may as well sell the stone. The ready cash would be most useful since mother keeps us short. Still, I warrant the girl will look pretty enough with my jewels.'

Betty had intentionally slumped to one side, but Edward pushed her upright. He supported her by two large bolsters, then pulled out a choker, which he affixed around her neck. 'What a prize, indeed. She'd satisfy the lustiest Turk.'

Betty looked the image of innocence. Her golden curls were flung in disarray about her marble bust, and one hand joggled limply with the rhythm of the horses whilst the other pressed to her lips.

'What a picture, eh Hal?'

A small, deliberate sigh of pleasure from Betty's voluptuous lips. It was exciting to be admired, and she gradually arranged herself in the most fetching pose.

'If I promise to take care...' Quivering with lust, Edward placed both hands on Betty's milk-white breasts.

'Mm. Mm.'

Now the pressure of Edward's palms on her nipples. Harold leaned over Betty and lifted an eyelid. 'She has gone off for certain, now.'

'The girl's a born trollop! Even in sleep the girl is not averse to my touch! Her bosom is deliciously stiff!' Edward massaged his swelling groin. 'How long will the sleeping draught last, brother?'

'Long enough for you to play about with her bubbies, if you must. Though the Devil knows why a Lord should want to romp with a filthy peasant.'

With mock disdain, Harold observed Betty's perfectly formed body. He ground his teeth jealously, but he couldn't admit to himself that he'd fallen in love for the first time. He'd fallen in love with Betty. Harold, who prided himself on his numerous conquests, had never chased a woman nor had his heart suffered pangs other than those of lust, but this pale beauty had reached his heart. Putting thoughts of romantic love aside he decided he'd allow his brother to touch the girl a little, but the main prize, her virginity, he must reserve for himself.

'I should like to chafe and knead these pretty playthings.' Edward brushed his hands across Betty's pert breasts. He'd have been surprised to know of his brother's feelings, but was too insensitive to interpret the jealous look in Harold's eye. Besides, the finer sensations of passionate love would never enter his callous heart, which would remain thus unloved to his grave.

Betty continued to feign sleep as Edward grasped her neck. She'd believed she could only love William, yet Edward's mastery drew her to him. Why the thrill of desire for a man who cared only for his own gratification? Gita's words came to mind: '...voluptuousness... humiliation... pain... sexual appetite...'

'Don't worry, I shan't cause her to make a noise.' To Betty's disappointment, Edward removed his hand. 'You know I can't bear to hear a woman's screams.'

Then I should scream on purpose to drive you mad! Betty thought, her nerves tingling, her cunny growing wet.

'And yet you would like to be the cause of her agony!' Harold sneered, despising the cowardly cruelty of his sadistic brother. 'Just as you enjoy whipping the servants.'

'It is the born right of a gentleman to chastise his servants when necessary. How else would the social order be maintained?'

Betty imagined herself at the mercy of Edward. Adrenalin flowed as she imagined him tying her, teasing her with the whip, and then satisfying his lust in her mouth.

'But the birching of innocent women...?'

'There is no such creature as an innocent woman.' Edward pressed his fingertips into a roof shape. 'I cannot help my inclinations. It is natural in a full-blooded man. And the flagellation of whores is hardly a crime. Why, in Church doctrine...'

'Ha! One with such unnatural preferences should become an Inquisitor for the Roman Church!'

If only, if only I had the means to go to Europe... perhaps sometime I shall. How long before she wakes?'

'Are you so mean-spirited that the hussy must know who graced her neck with diamonds?' Harold could read his brother well. 'Cover her. She'll take cold in her condition. We must keep her warm until we reach the inn.'

Betty pretended to stir in her sleep, changing position so that her face was in the dark corner. She felt the necklace. Diamonds? Once she got away from the brothers she could sell the jewels and set herself up as a lady, perhaps a foreign lady running from a wicked father. Of course, she'd have to wear a mask and a wig when in company. Suddenly Betty's small world opened to a whole range of possibilities, limited only by her vivid imagination.

Edward surveyed Betty's neck and shoulders. 'I should like her to be aware that a true lord, one that is legally deserving of that title, favours her with his attentions,' he whined. 'A girl from lowly beginnings will be nothing but grateful to her benefactor.' Edward's hands moulded the beautiful white orbs and with difficulty he refrained from squeezing hard. 'She will be only too willing to please me in the way I like! She is sure to offer herself to me enthusiastically. But I shan't care if she does not. I will gag her if she protests.'

Betty's first instinct was to throw herself at the mercy of the brothers. She was normally an impulsive creature, and in the past had abandoned herself to her strong submissive urges, risking the direst of consequences. But now she was beginning to develop a certain cunning combined with a degree of patience. No, Betty would not reveal herself yet. She'd take her time and choose the moment. Meanwhile, she'd abandon herself to her brilliant imagination.

'Your squawking tone belies your words, my Lord!' Swarthy Harold made a gesture of mock-obeisance and then stared moodily out of the window. 'The truth is, you wish to hurt the girl and at the same time make a favourable impression. Yet you cannot bear to part with anything better than paste! Those imitation diamonds look a trifle dull against her ivory skin. Wouldn't you agree? I would have given her the originals.'

'I could hardly remove the jewels from mother's safekeeping. The girl must make do with the copies! I doubt she'll know the difference.'

Betty was heartily disappointed at the latest turn of the conversation. Still, perhaps the gems would pass as diamonds.

Harold smirked to himself, since the necklets had been swapped and Betty was, in fact, wearing the real thing. For years Edward had been in the habit of 'borrowing' his mother's paste - he did not dare take the real jewels - and giving away the trinkets as gifts. Harold had informed Lady Clancy of his brother's thieving and they had devised a scheme which would give them both an income. She would replace the paste in her jewellery box with the original articles, which Edward would be subtly encouraged to steal. With Harold's collusion, and the compliance of each girl in question, the jewels could be sold at a considerable sum, perhaps less than market value, but sufficient to satisfy Lady Clancy's growing need to import large quantities of Claret from the best vineyards in Bordeaux. However, the good lady was unaware that on each occasion Harold had pawned the jewels and after redemption was keeping them at a secret location in London.

'Your arse is tighter than a wild duck's. Mother wouldn't miss them. She's too blind to tell the difference.'

Edward moved to the edge of the seat and his voice grew shrill with annoyance. 'The girl is ignorant. What if she should lose them? What if they should be stolen and my inheritance squandered as a result?'

'So you're worried she might run away with mother's precious jewels and when she drops dead there'll be nothing left for you! Ha! There are plenty more to be had in the world - jewels and girls! She looks exhausted. She must have been in the water quite a while. And water is known to chill the blood.' Harold adjusted the cloak around Betty.

'But Hal, I would touch her now!' Edward rummaged in his breeches and played about with his cock. 'What could be more delightful for us, and more humiliating for the wench, for her to be told, on awakening, that she has been frigged in her sleep? Such shameful blushes! I shall not last the whole journey, indeed I shall not! I must have a little satisfaction, else God knows what I shall do to quench my thirst!'

'Draw the cloak aside. I shall watch your play. But take good care. Do nothing that will shock or hurt the girl. We cannot afford to arrive with damaged or soiled goods.'

Edward frigged himself rapidly whilst he slid his other hand gently over Betty's limbs. 'See, the laudanum has warmed her. She's hot in more ways than one.' He started to hum discordantly. 'Why don't you have a feel of her flesh?'

'Perhaps I shall.' Harold affected disinterest. 'Meanwhile, take care what you do.' Harold was irritated with his brother, but more so with himself for succumbing to Betty's charms. The resultant jealousy, lurking toad-like in his breast, was an uncomfortable emotion. 'Must you hum that silly tune? I am heartily sick of it!'
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