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            Prologue

      
         

      
         You venture to the northern part of England to a county called Yorkshire to visit its unspoiled, beautiful countryside and picturesque villages. You make it to the moors, an isolated area often victim to the atmospheric tumult of stormy winds. You come to a rough stone pillar where the road divides. The cut letters T.G. point to the north, toward Thrushcross Grange, an eighteenth century estate completely modernized as a hotel with square, drywalled rooms, central air, cable television, and free Wi-Fi. You choose to follow the arrow labeled W.H., walking the two miles southwest—passing stunted firs bowed by the wind—until you come upon the strong, sturdy entrance of a fine bed-and-breakfast. Pass through the gates and witness a quantity of exquisite carvings depicting fiery griffins and dancing children along its wood frame. In sight of the main building, it is clear the architect had the foresight to build it strong, the narrow windows deeply set in the wall, and the corners defended with large jutting stones. A sign greets all who pass: WELCOME TO WUTHERING HEIGHTS.
         

      
         Good fortune be with you and a warm, friendly greeting shall be made by one of the proprietors, either Mr. or Mrs. Earnshaw, a comely couple, the seventh generation of Earnshaws to call the Heights their home. There is a hearty meal of roast lamb finished off with the appropriate pudding, and the most delightful conversation around the main floor fireplace, cavernous and open, its ventilation ideal for roaring flames. After extracting a promise of fried eggs with bangers and mash for breakfast, you retire to your room.

      
         As fate would have it, you are shown to the HeathCath suite, a chamber so quaint one half expects to be led there by candlelight. The space is bare, with a wood chair, a small table, a reading lamp, and a large four-poster bed headed by two enormous pillows. The bathroom is down the hall and shared by all on the floor, although on this night only HeathCath is occupied.

      
         There is no telly, no Internet, no room phone, and no cell service. After a rousing windswept hike, a splendid meal, a warm fire, amicable company, and a promise of a rich breakfast, what else is there to do but turn in? Stripped to underwear, hand above the light switch, you notice—carved deeply into the wooden wall in a childish, crooked scrawl—a small clue to the unusual name of the suite:

      
         HEATHCLIFF & CATHERINE.
         

      
         Room dark, nearly naked, you hurry to climb under the thick, colored quilt, to rest head on pillow, to escape the cold rush of noisy air seeping through the nooks and crannies of the walls, to find some welcome warmth. Resting peacefully, finally, there still remains a rush from this glorious day. But the room is too chilled, the wood floor too cold to venture out from under the soothing comfort of the quilt to read a book, or make a note. 

      
         The hand wanders straight down the body, perhaps impatient for either satisfaction or sleep, and begins a gentle teasing between the thighs. Mmm, yes. For if there is joy there, then it is truly a coupling with someone loved. The eyes close. The hand picks up pace. There is a flush of heat to the chest. Fingers caress an erect nipple. The contentment inspired by this robust isolation, this wonderful, familiar touch, encourages a quick, deep arousal. And perhaps it would all be over soon if not for the sudden, startling crash of sound filling the room. Hand quick to retreat, eyes dart open. Was it a thunder of wind against the glass that made such an explosive noise? A fir bough banging against the outside walls? You listen carefully, wondering if Mr. or Mrs. Earnshaw have been awakened and are surveying the house for damage. No additional sounds. But then it is as if the window has been flung wide open as a quick cannonball of gust bursts through and funnels about the room like a dark tornado, lamp and table to the floor, your hair on end. Then stillness. Then silence.

      
         Pleasure far away now, fear arises, because you realize that the window is completely intact, still shuttered closed. Nothing more happens. You hope to write it off to the rich food, or the mysterious state between full consciousness and sleep, or the naughtiness of pleasuring yourself in a strange bed used by others, but you are again startled, this time by the sight of two unearthly figures hovering near the ceiling: a man and a woman, translucent, completely naked. She has long flowing dark hair, thick and wild, a perfectly symmetrical face, and full breasts, capped with lovely delicate nipples. He is tall, athletic, very well formed, darkly complected, with eyes full of black fire. Although fright is the first order from this apparition, it is quickly replaced by curiosity, as the figures float down and settle comfortably in bed with you.

      
         You are not sure of the exact state you are in. It could be a retreat to the borders of sleep, a yielding to the heat of fantasy, a search for the full passion of a sensual dream. Regardless, a certain serenity settles upon you while lying not besides, but within these two kindred spirits. With serenity comes vision; with vision comes full emotions, from bitter hate to intense love, from warm acceptance to cold revenge, from fiery anger to perfect joy. You must not fight, but welcome this possession at the moors. To those of a welcoming nature, all the secrets and passions of Wuthering Heights, of Heathcliff and Catherine will be revealed…
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            Chapter One

      
         

      
         One fine summer morning—it was the beginning of harvest—Mr. Earnshaw, the old master, came down the stairs, dressed for a journey. He turned toward Hindley, his son of fourteen, and Catherine, his daughter of eight.

      
         “I’m going to Liverpool today. What shall I bring you both? You may choose what you like, only let it be little, for I shall walk there and back, sixty miles each way.”

      
         Hindley named a fiddle and Catherine, a lass who could ride any horse in the stable, chose a whip.

      
         It seemed a long while, the three days of his absence, and often little Catherine asked when he would be home. Mrs. Earnshaw expected him by supper time of the third evening. She put that meal off hour after hour. At just about eleven o’clock, the door latch was finally raised and in stepped the master. He threw himself into a chair, laughing and groaning, and bid them all stand off, for he was nearly killed and would not have another such walk for three kingdoms.

      
         “At the end of it, to be frightened to death!” he said, opening his greatcoat, which he bundled up in his arms. “See here, wife, you mustn’t take it as a gift from God, although it’s as dark almost as if it came from the devil.”

      
         The family crowded around, and, over Miss Catherine’s head, was a peep of a dirty, ragged, black-haired child, big enough to walk and talk, with a face that looked older than Catherine’s. Yet it stared blankly and repeated some gibberish that nobody could understand. Mrs. Earnshaw was ready to fling the child out the door. She did fly up, asking how could he fashion to bring that gypsy brat into the house when they had their own young ones to feed and fend for?

      
         The master tried to explain the matter, but he was really half dead with fatigue, and all that could come across, amongst the scolding of his wife, was a tale of his seeing the young one starving, and homeless, and as good as dumb in the streets of Liverpool. Not a soul knew to whom it belonged, he said, and his money and time, being both limited, he thought it better to return home with him, at once, then run into vain expenses there, because he was determined he would not leave the boy wandering the streets.

      
         The mistress finally grumbled herself calm and the master called for Nelly, the housekeeper, a lady just eight years Hindley’s senior, with fiery red hair and ample bosom, to wash it and give it clean things and let it sleep with the children.

      
         Hindley and Cathy contented themselves with looking and listening till peace was restored, then both began searching their father’s pockets for the presents he had promised them. When the former drew out what had been a fiddle, crushed to morsels in the greatcoat, he blubbered aloud. Catherine, when she learned the master had lost her whip in attending to the stranger, showed her humor by grinning and spitting at the stupid little boy, earning for her pains a sound blow from her father to teach her better manners.

      
         The boy was christened Heathcliff, the name of a son who died in childhood and it served as both his Christian and surname.

      
         Despite the rough start, Miss Catherine took an immediate liking to him, but Hindley outright hated the lad, and went at him shamefully, Heathcliff’s stoical response inspiring even more ill-treatment.

      
         Old Earnshaw became furious when he discovered his son persecuting the poor, fatherless child, as he called him. He took to Heathcliff strangely, believing all he said, although it was precious little, and petting him up far above Catherine, who was too mischievous and wayward to be a favorite.

      
         Over the next several years, the bad feeling between Hindley and Heathcliff multiplied, Mrs. Earnshaw passed, and the master, too, began to fail. He had been active and healthy, yet his strength left him suddenly. When he was confined to the chimney corner he grew monumentally irritable. The littlest thing vexed him, and suspected slights of his authority, or any ill turn directed toward Heathcliff, threw him into fits.

      
         One morning, Catherine announced she was throwing a tea party that very afternoon and the entire household was invited. Hindley smirked. The master grumbled unintelligibly from his corner. Heathcliff asked what he could do to help.

      
         Catherine, growing faster than her years, tested everyone’s patience at least fifty times a day. From the hour she came down the stairs, till she went to bed, there seemed not to be a minute’s security without her mischief. Her spirits were always at high-water mark, her tongue always wagging—singing, laughing, and plaguing everybody to do the same. But she had the bonniest eye, sweetest smile, and lightest foot in the parish. After all, she meant no harm, perhaps. Once she made you cry in good earnest, it seldom happened that she would not keep you company and offer soothing remarks until you quieted.

      
         It was agreed by all, except perhaps the master, that Catherine was much too fond of Heathcliff. The greatest punishment she could receive was to be kept separate from him. Then her mood turned dark, her countenance sullen, and all knew it wise to leave the lass to her room. For Heathcliff, separation from his companion, was about the only thing that could etch misery onto his dark brow and he would refuse to take food, or exit his room until the pair was, once again, united.

      
         “All assemble,” proclaimed the young lady on the designated afternoon. She had donned her Sunday’s best and carefully arranged the house’s finest china around the table, places set for five.

      
         A new round of grumblings from the master and he refused to move.

      
         “I’m done with such playthings, sister,” said Hindley. “And you might learn from that.”

      
         “Pooh,” said Catherine. “This is not a child’s party. Do you see any of my pets? It is for gentlemen and ladies. Perhaps you do not count yourself among that group.”

      
         “The setting is lovely, miss,” said Nelly, hoping to prevent an altercation, which would surely provoke the master into one of his coughing fits. She sat at the table.

      
         Heathcliff arrived wearing his Sunday’s best as well, but it had been many Sundays since he last attended church, ever since the parson had called him a “bastard child” and threatened to baptize him on the spot. The lad of thirteen had grown mightily in the last year and the top of socks were clearly visible below the hem of his trousers, his cuffs flowered from the shortness of his jacket sleeve, and all buttons looked ready to burst.

      
         “There’s your gentleman, Catherine,” said Hindley, “a true squire if there ever was one, looking gift wrapped for Christmas and smelling mightily of the barn.”

      
         “Hush,” said Catherine, but she could not contain her giggles and this caused Heathcliff to turn red as the fire’s embers, for it were only Catherine’s opinions that seemed to carry true meaning to the young lad. He sat, lowering his head toward the table.

      
         “Look, Father,” said Hindley, as he approached Heathcliff and began a forceful pinching along his arm that the lad bore without blinking or shedding a tear. “Here sits the ragamuffin you prefer so to your own flesh and blood. And perhaps he is, at least that is what Ma believed.”

      
         “’Tis a lie!” cried the old man, finding the strength to rise to his feet with the aid of his walking stick. “And you were born a heathen to repeat it.” The stick came crashing down on Hindley’s back, as he crouched before the blow. Tears formed in his eyes as he left the room in shame.

      
         Heathcliff’s own eyes rose from the table and he could not hide the joy in seeing his oppressor get his due. That was when Catherine slapped him boldly across the face, leaving a mark of rouge. “Do not take pleasure in my brother’s misery.”

      
         Heathcliff did not lower his eyes, nor voice a complaint. He could not take his eyes from Catherine, like a puppy staring at his mistress. He knew all that was Catherine: the dainty lady, the generous riding companion, the thoughtful playmate, the wild rogue who could turn harsh as quickly as milk left to the sun. Heathcliff knew this and it still did not sway his affections.

      
         “Children, please,” said Nelly.

      
         “I’m not a child,” said Catherine.

      
         “True,” said Mr. Earnshaw, falling back into his chair, a deep wheeze escaping his chest. He looked toward the fire. “The devil.”

      
         “You’ve ruined my party,” Catherine said plainly, then left the room, though there were no tears from this young hellion. Nelly cleared the table. Heathcliff sat on the floor, next to the old man, near the fire, and was rewarded with the master’s hand resting fondly at his shoulder.

      
         At last the curate, the one who taught the Earnshaws and the Lintons (the family north at Thrushcross Grange)—who had witnessed the elder son’s many manifestations of scorn toward both his father and Heathcliff—suggested that Hindley be sent to college, and Mr. Earnshaw agreed, though with heavy spirit, for he said, “Hindley was not born to thrive at the Heights, but who knows if he will be happier to wander?”

      
         Hindley rejoiced in this opportunity to further his education, be rid of an oppressive, ailing father, a sister who seemingly felt no love for him, and, most significantly, be banished from the presence of a gypsy knave who had brought nothing but a dark cloud over Hindley’s own head since the day he arrived with the gift of a crushed fiddle.

      
         With Hindley gone, Nelly just able to keep order at the house, the young pair aged into teen adolescence and ran like wild, rude savages. Often, even Catherine would not be seen at Sunday church. Nelly, at the request of the old master, who now rarely left the bed, would deny Catherine supper and order the stable hand, Joseph, to thrash Heathcliff until his own arm ached. The curate took on the cause, banning Heathcliff from his lessons and setting many chapters for Catherine to learn by heart. The boy bore any degradation well, unfeeling toward the beatings, happy that Catherine taught him what she learned. Young Catherine would laugh at any punishment the minute the pair were together again, at least the minute they had contrived some naughty plan of revenge: the curate found his notebook misplaced, Joseph mysteriously fell off a horse while galloping on a loosened saddle, and who could have snipped a long lock of Nelly’s hair in the middle of the night?

      
         Their chief amusement was to run away to the moors in the morning and remain there all day. That was where they discovered Black Rock Cragge.

      
         Well hidden, the place was a perfect union of height and depth, just about centered between Thrushcross Grange and Wuthering Heights, inhabited by clutters of black rock that sharpened at the top like arrows pointing toward the sky. They provided strong shelter from the ever-present winds and offered a multitude of hiding places from any stray traveler who happened to wander this far off the road, which was rare. Below the precipice on which the rocks lay was a sixty-foot drop into a pool of black water, surrounded by more sharp rocks, the liquid surface seemingly reflecting all of its surrounding stone. It was said, that in a long time past, there was volcanic activity at this site and these rocks the last remnants. The pool itself was supposed to have had warm healing powers for all who bathed there, but now it was completely fresh cold water that funneled itself to a river serving most of the farms in the region.

      
         On this day, dress already slightly torn, face blackened with the grime of play, while walking along the dirt road, Catherine challenged Heathcliff to a race and was off to the rocks before such challenge was accepted.

      
         “Unfair!” shouted Heathcliff, although he knew that no protest would be favorably received, so he dashed off after her.

      
         Being much bigger and stronger, Heathcliff could have overcome Catherine before the rocks, but he reduced his strong pace, allowing her to win, knowing this left a much better chance for her mood to stay sweet, as she was.

      
         If Catherine knew of his yielding, she certainly gave no indication as she flopped in the tall grass by the first group of rocks. “A fine strapping lad you are,” she said, “losing to a lass like me.”

      
         He dropped down beside her, breathing far less heavy than she. “No shame in losing to one as beautiful as you.”

      
         “Oh, Heathcliff.” She took his hand in hers. “When I am with you, everything seems perfect.”

      
         He nodded, staring into the lovely face of his friend. There were so many words he wished to speak, ones that mouthed his gratitude for her welcoming him so warmly into the fold of Wuthering Heights; that revealed the ever-present thoughts that dwelled on her beauty; that expressed the joy he felt every time she graced him with her company. But he felt that he might fumble, say the wrong thing, or use an incorrect word, and would risk the brunt of her mockery, or, even worse, her displeasure. Pleasing her was all he wanted. He was nothing compared to her, but when he was with her, he felt a reason to live.

      
         She brushed the wild hair from his face. They were on their sides now, faces just inches away, staring into each other’s dark eyes, their breath mixing as they spoke. “Will you promise never to leave me?” she asked.

      
         He could not meet her gaze. He turned away and formed his words carefully. “Will you promise never to forsake me?”

      
         “I would never do such a thing.”

      
         He turned back to her. “Then I promise never to leave you.”

      
         “What would I do without you, my love?”

      
         Her tender expression caused his heart to soar and his words to flow with greater ease. “The Heights would be hell if it were not for you, dear Catherine, even with Hindley gone. It is for you that I wake each morn.”

      
         “I, too.”

      
         There was a pause in speech as their eyes locked again, a heated moment forming where it seemed that they would press forward for their very first kiss. Instead Catherine said, “Will you swear your love for me?”

      
         “What would such a swearing mean?” replied Heathcliff.

      
         “It might relieve my dark dreams.”

      
         “I hear your cries at night and lay awake full of sadness.”

      
         “I feel so alone sometimes.” With her mother passing, father ill, brother turned cold, Catherine was not always the free spirit upon whom Nelly doted. “In the morn, I can’t wait to see your face and then it is like I am reborn.” Without a mother to prepare her, the prospects of a future with a proper gentleman were slim. Only Heathcliff could bring sense to her world and make the sun shine in a sky full of heavy, dark clouds.

      
         “Sleep is death for me until I see you,” said Heathcliff.

      
         Though she believed his words, they did not seem enough to quell her apprehension. “Then don’t you see how important it is to swear our love, how important that we seal it in a way that cannot be broken?”

      
         “Aye. Then I will swear it.”

      
         “As do I.”

      
         “But how shall we seal it?” he asked, for he did not just want their moments, he wanted their lifetime, together.

      
         She dropped her hand from his face and turned on her back, thinking. Then finally she remarked, with hard decisiveness, “The pool.”

      
         “There is no way down from this cliff.”

      
         “We jump.”

      
         “Madness.”

      
         “It is there for us, at this place, our place,” said Catherine. “It calls us.”

      
         “Who knows of its depths? Any error means doom against the rocks.”

      
         “Is death not worth a risk for true love?”

      
         Heathcliff felt compelled to nod agreement.

      
         “Let’s,” she said.

      
         Catherine stood up, took his hand, pulled him to his feet, and led him to the edge of the precipice.

      
         Below them lay the pool of black, a circle no more than five yards in diameter.

      
         Hands still held, their eyes locked.

      
         “You first or me?” asked Heathcliff.

      
         “Together,” said Catherine, knowing full well this choice made death even more imminent.

      
         That was when Heathcliff steeled his nerves…for he realized that death with Catherine would be no different than life, as long as they were together.

      
         They jumped.

      
         And fortunately for them, their aim was true and the pool was deep.

      
         They plunged hard, but straight, the blow of water nearly knocking them unconscious. But they surfaced together, bodies atremble from the rush of feelings.

      
         “A true test,” declared Heathcliff, spitting water from his mouth.

      
         “I know now our love can survive anything.”

      
         With a half stroke she was closer to him. Treading water, at the center of the pool below Black Rock Cragge, they kissed, for the very first time, deeply, arms hugging tightly, bodies wrapped together, catching their breath with the help of each other’s mouth, as the warmth of their sweet love stifled the chill of the water and soothed any unease in their souls.

      
         Catherine broke away suddenly with a nervous lurch. “A snake, a serpent has brushed against my leg.”

      
         Heathcliff turned crimson with embarrassment and ducked his head underwater.

      
         It became clear to Catherine that the serpent was the growth, the hardness of Heathcliff’s uncontrolled male feelings. How thrilling it was that the touch of their lips could raise such a powerful surge through her body and inspire such a potent reaction in Heathcliff. She longed for the heat of his mouth again, and perhaps another brush with the well-formed power of the serpent. But was this what a lady should desire from a gentleman?

      
         He resurfaced and she struck as quick as any cobra, raking her nails across Heathcliff’s cheek, drawing blood.

      
         “Godless knave!” she cried. “You have tainted the purity of our love with your base passion. Must you always be the son of a gypsy whore?”

      
         Heathcliff remained on the surface this time, unblinking, as he met her cold gaze, a tremble within him, not from the chill of the water, but from the betrayal of his body, which had ruined the most perfect of unions.

      
         She turned and swam toward the river. He followed.

      
         He wanted to explain that his erect feelings had come without thinking, uncontrolled, inspired by her brave leap and warm lips, and that nothing could taint their love. But it would risk another dose of her venomous wrath, a fury he deserved after proving, once again, that she was right, that he must be the son of some gypsy whore or the unwanted bastard of a thief or a peasant; that he was impure, an animal, who had fallen in love with the most elegant and lovely of human creatures.

      
         Proven even further—as their swim to the river turned into yet another race—because no other thoughts flooded his brain except how to obtain another sweet kiss from his beloved.

    
      


    

  
    
      
         
            Chapter Two

         
 
         The leap, the cold swim, the walk back to the Heights did Catherine in. She immediately took to her bed, where she remained for several days, feverish and weak. Nelly was the one who brought light toast and tea, a cold cloth for the forehead, but it was only Heathcliff who could bring comfort.
 
         Moving in and out of consciousness, Heathcliff at her side, she had deeply troubled and passionate dreams where she felt close to death, but even worse, ones where she saw herself separated from her closest companion. Upon awakening in a cold sweat, seeing Heathcliff, she was immediately brought back to earth in a joyful return. She thought of sharing her ominous dreams, full of large venomous snakes, purplish and red in face, spitting and lunging, that both repelled and beckoned her at the same time. She felt compelled to run but always remained fixed, unable to resist the lure of the hypnotic swaying of the large serpent.
 
         “It is sweet to see your face,” she said to Heathcliff. She could not bring herself to reveal to him that in her dreams she understood Heathcliff completely, as she understood herself, and that she was he, and he was she. Had full strength been present, she would have expressed deep regret for scratching his face after their dramatic leap from the precipice of Black Rock Cragge, followed by the even more spectacular kiss. She wanted him to know that all things between them, whether small or large, meant the world to her because of the everlasting vow they had exchanged. In her dreams—though she was still unsure about the serpent—she longed for his strong arms enveloping her body and his soft lips pressed against hers.
 
         “I am here, my love,” he replied. “I will always be here.”
 
         Heathcliff felt pained by her illness, but welcomed this chance to be by her side and share the profound tenderness he held for her in his heart. Under this duress, she lost her brazen, mischievous side and seemed more the vulnerable girl who was in need of his love, an emotion he lived to share only with her.
 
         “Remember your promise,” she muttered, needing this assurance after a dream that had separated her from the one constant in her life.
 
         “I will never forget,” he answered, as her eyes closed and she drifted off again.
 
         
              

         
 
         It was late October and a high wind blustered around the house and roared in the chimney. It sounded wild and stormy, yet it was not cold. The family was all together in the main room. With Joseph’s help, Mr. Earnshaw had been carried to his chair by the fire. A little removed from the hearth, Nelly sat knitting. Catherine, nearly fully recovered, leaned against her father’s knee, and Heathcliff was lying on the floor with his head in her lap. Her fingers caressed his cheek in the very spot where she had inflicted the scratches. The master, nearly dozing, stroked her bonny hair—it pleased him to see her so gentle—and said, “Why canst thou not always be a good lass, Catherine?”
 
         She turned her face up to his and laughed and answered, “Why cannot you always be a good man, Father?”
 
         But as soon as she saw him vexed again, she kissed his hand, and said she would sing him to sleep. She began singing very low, until his fingers dropped from hers, and his head sank to his breast. Nelly told Catherine to hush, and not stir, for fear she should wake him. Everyone kept as mute as mice a full half-hour, and could’ve gone on longer, except Catherine stood to bid her father good night, and when she put her arms around his neck the poor thing discovered her loss directly and screamed out, “He’s dead, Heathcliff, he’s dead!”
 
         And they both let out a heartbreaking cry, the pain running through them like a hot brand upon their hearts. Catherine held his hand and duplicated her kisses over and over, her inner fear of abandonment rising even more strongly to the surface. Heathcliff stood and embraced Mr. Earnshaw across the shoulders. He planted a kiss on his cheek—something the master had shied away from when alive—for Heathcliff truly believed that the old man had saved his life and had shown him nothing but kindness. The pair wept bitterly.
 
         Nelly joined her wail with theirs, loud and painful, but Joseph asked what they could be thinking of to roar in that way over a saint in heaven.
 
         Nelly put on her cloak and ran to Gimmerton for the doctor and the parson, not sure what use either would be of, then. She went through wind and rain, and brought one, the doctor, back; the other said he would come in the morning.
 
         She left Joseph to explain matters and went upstairs to check on the young ones. Catherine’s door was ajar and Nelly peeked in. Heathcliff was there. The pair laid side by side, as they had at Black Rock Cragge, pinched tight in the small single bed, staring into each other’s eyes. It was past midnight and they were calm and did not need Nelly to console them, so she retreated noiselessly to her own room. There were times when she thought their extreme closeness an aberrant twist of nature. Nevertheless, she could not help but be moved by the complete natural tenderness between them.
 
         Catherine stirred and found a book on her shelf. She read aloud to Heathcliff:
 
         
  

            Though it is not life it is not death
 
            He can see us fully make our breath
 
            An angel flying above us now
 
            He can guide and show us how
 
            To live a life towards guiding light
 
            To bring comfort this holy night
 
            And find peace that will surely grow
 
            Through birth of spring to winter snow

           


 
         She closed the book and returned to the side of her mate in sorrow.
 
         Deeply moved by her angelic voice, the intent of her words to soothe his soul, Heathcliff rose from the bed. Withdrawing pocketknife from trousers, he took his time to carve an inscription on the wall: HEATHCLIFF & CATHERINE.
         
 
         He returned to her. She smiled. Their embraced entwined them as tightly as a long braid of thick hair.
 
         All may have stayed this perfect if not for the funeral that brought young Master Hindley back to Wuthering Heights.
 
      


    

  
    
      
      
         
        
            Chapter Three

      
         

      
         When Mr. Hindley came home—the thing that amazed everyone and set the neighbors gossiping right and left—was that he brought a wife with him, Frances.

      
         What she was, and where she was born, he never informed anyone. Probably she had neither money nor name to recommend her, or he scarcely would have kept the union from his father.

      
         Young Hindley had changed considerably in the three years of his absence. He had grown sparer, lost his color, and spoke and dressed quite differently, not quite natural, but as if he were straining to be a gentleman. He told Joseph and Nelly that they must henceforth quarter themselves in the back kitchen and leave the house for him and his wife.

      
         Frances expressed pleasure at finding a sister among her new acquaintances, and she prattled to Catherine, and kissed her…but never quite took to Heathcliff. A few words from her, expressing a dislike for the boy, were enough to rouse the old hatred in Hindley. He drove Heathcliff from their company and banished him to sleep permanently in the barn, deprived him of instruction from the curate once again, and insisted that he should labor out of doors, forcing him to work harder than any other lad on the farm. In Heathcliff’s mind there was nothing further Hindley could do that hadn’t been done in their younger days and he accepted any ill-treatment with the calm stoicism of a soldier on duty…as long as he had his Catherine.

      
         One Sunday evening, it chanced that both Catherine and Heathcliff were banished from the sitting room for making a noise, or a light offense of the kind, and when Nelly went to call them for supper, they were nowhere to be found.

      
         Having escaped from the washhouse to have a ramble at liberty they caught glimpse of the lights from Thrushcross Grange and decided to see whether the little Lintons passed their Sunday evenings shivering in corners, while their father and mother sat eating and drinking and singing and laughing.

      
         So they ran from the top of the Heights to the park, without stopping.

      
         Meanwhile, Nelly searched the house, above and below, and the yard, and stables. They were invisible. Hindley, in a passion, told her to bolt the doors and swore nobody should let them in that night.

      
         Nelly opened her window and put her head out to hearken, though it rained, determined to admit them in spite of the prohibition, should they return.

      
         Their race was swift and Heathcliff arrived first at the Grange, hardly taxed, and soon Catherine tagged alone, her spirits too high from their escape to be bothered by the defeat. They crept through a broken hedge, groped their way up a path, and planted themselves atop a flowerpot under the drawing-room window. The light poured from the inside as the Lintons had not put up the shutters and the curtains were only half closed. They were both able to look in by clinging to the ledge.

      
         “It’s beautiful,” whispered Catherine.

      
         A splendid place carpeted with crimson and crimson-covered chairs and tables, and a pure white ceiling bordered by gold, a shower of glass drops hanging on silver chains from the center, and shimmering with tiny soft tapers. Old Mr. and Mrs. Linton were not there. Edgar, sixteen, and his sister, Isabella now fifteen, had the entire room to themselves and should have been most happy. But Isabella lay screaming at the farther end of the room, shrieking as if witches were running hot needles into her. Edgar stood on the hearth weeping silently, most unbecoming for a boy his age. In the middle of the table sat a little dog, shaking its paws and yelping, which, from their mutual accusations, seemed to have nearly been pulled in two between them.

      
         “Idiots,” whispered Heathcliff. Each began to cry because both, after struggling to get the dog, now refused to take it. The voyeurs outside the window laughed silently at the petted things. How they did despise them! For neither would want what each other had, or seek entertainment in yelling, and sobbing, and rolling on the ground.

      
         They stepped off the flowerpot and moved noiselessly through the garden to the other side of the house. Heathcliff said, “I’d not exchange for a thousand lives my condition at the Heights for Edgar Linton’s Thrushcross Grange—not even if I had the privilege of flinging Hindley off the highest gable and painting the housefront with his blood!”

      
         “Hush!” whispered Catherine. “Do you want to announce us found and ruin the pleasure of our naughtiness?”

      
         Heathcliff quieted and they were soon drawn to the light from a small parlor room in the back. Window higher, Heathcliff found a wheelbarrow left by loose soil in the garden and rolled it beneath the ledge. With careful balance, the pair stepped in and peered through the glass. Not a sight either had ever seen before, and it was with much self-control that they did not let out a gasp that alarmed all of Thrushcross Grange.

      
         For inside was Mrs. Linton, the elderly ma of Edgar and Isabella, facing the far wall, her arms up over her head, palms pressed against the painted wood for support. Her skirt was lifted up, her knickers pulled down, while her manservant, a lad in his early twenties stood behind her, his pants dropped over his tall boots, shirtwaist pulled up, and fucked her hard and deep.

      
         It was in complete silence that both watched from the garden, eyes as large as the evening moon. They did not know which was dirtier: that they were witnessing a coupling, that it was between a servant and his married mistress, or that they refused to budge from the window.

      
         As they made out soft moans from within the room and could see the sturdy, spread legs of Mrs. Linton, and the fine sculpted arse of her servant, seemingly doing all of the muscular work as he pushed and pulled to the full delight of all involved, their own breathing increased in bursts, loud enough to give them away if anyone had been in the nearby garden.

      
         Catherine took pause to glance at Heathcliff and saw his mesmerized gaze. Perhaps emboldened by the wildness of the evening and what they now witnessed, or the regret of lost chance at the Black Rock pool, or the temptation revisited in her dreams, she reached over and, through his trousers, felt his manhood between his legs. It was a miracle that Heathcliff did not yelp loud enough so even those at Wuthering Heights could hear. He bit his lip to redness. She felt its full length with her delicate fingers, her breathing becoming even more quick and shallow.

      
         She whispered in amazement, “A boy you may be, but that is the tool of a man.”

      
         Her touch was lightning to his body, literally bringing on a direct sensation of intense heat to his center. “A girl you may be,” he sputtered back, “but that is the touch of a woman.”

      
         “Take the serpent out.”

      
         “What?”

      
         “I want to see it.”

      
         “Nay,” said Heathcliff, “I am not that common.”

      
         It took maybe a few more strokes along the trouser leg and but a few gentle kisses along his neck to show Heathcliff that indeed he was.

      
         He unbuttoned his pants, reached in, and with an awkward bending at the waist was able to remove it through the fly hole.

      
         With the light from the window, Catherine was able to see it fully, and with a sharp intake of breath, whispered, “’Tis a monster.”

      
         Indeed, as they both glanced back toward the window—and saw that the manservant had turned Mrs. Linton sideways and had her bend over to grab her ankles and they could now see his member going in and out with purposeful strokes—it was clear that the servant was only half the size of Heathcliff.

      
         They watched intently, curious over every movement: the arching of Mrs. Linton’s neck back toward her lover, the way he grimaced as he increased his force, the manly way he grabbed her hips as if she were the horse he tamed. Tempo increased all around and the peepers seemed right on rhythm. Catherine, led by a deep desire within, unconsciously brushed her erect nipples against the ledge of the window—inspiring a warm, wet surge between her legs—while she stroked the enormous power of Heathcliff with the fist of her hand, barely able to encircle his thick shaft, heart aflutter with the feel of this man, yes, not a boy, but a man in her palm. The vision inside was truly startling and naughty, but in the garden was where true passion was being exchanged…by an act more simple, but so much more ardent because it was shared by two people in love.

      
         Heathcliff marveled at the sensations pounding rhythmically through his brain. He had the vision of a man and a woman pleasuring each other with great intensity, but his focus was mostly on the lovely touch of Catherine, how her hand seemed to reach inside and soothe his soul, call upon an inner joy within his body, something it seemed, only her touch could provide.

      
         The finish line surely in sight for all, one final increase in speed and the seed of both men would surely be spilled, Catherine took the moment to lean forward and kiss Heathcliff fully on the mouth, her tongue touching his for the very first time. Their passion overcame them both and there was a simultaneous spasm that caused an imbalance in their support, which moved the wheels of the barrow and both bodies went down in a loud tumble.

      
         All the Lintons heard the ruckus and shot like arrows to the door. Edgar and Isabella arrived first, followed by their father from upstairs. After quickly arranging her garments to the proper fit, Mrs. Linton also appeared, while her manservant exited at the back, as he buttoned up, to let loose the dogs.

      
         “Oh Papa, oh Papa!” cried Isabella.

      
         “Mama!” howled Edgar

      
         Heathcliff struggled to return his unsatisfied member to his pants and Catherine urged him to hurry, as the barking dogs seemed quite near. Then he grabbed her by the hand and they took off. But all at once, Catherine fell.

      
         “Run, Heathcliff, run!” she shouted. “They have let the bulldog loose and he holds me!”

      
         There was an abominable snorting and to Heathcliff it seemed as if the devil had seized her ankle. Brave Catherine did not yell out, no! She would have not likely done it even if she had been spitted on the horns of a mad cow. However, Heathcliff did shout, expelling enough vociferated curses to annihilate any fiend in Christendom. He reached for a stone and thrust it between the beast’s jaws and tried with all might to cram it down his throat.

      
         The manservant came up with a lantern and shouted, “Keep fast, Skulker, keep fast!”

      
         He changed his tone, however, when he saw Skulker’s game. The dog was throttled off, his huge purple tongue hanging half a foot out of his jaws, his pendant lips streaming with bloody slaver.

      
         The servant took Catherine up; she was sick, not from fear, but from pain. He carried her in, followed by Heathcliff who grumbled execrations and vengeance. Another servant took Catherine to the kitchen to help stop the flow of blood from her ankle.

      
         “What prey is it, servant?” hallooed Mr. Linton from the entrance.

      
         He replied, “Skulker has caught a lass, sir, and there’s a lad as well.” He stared hard at Heathcliff. “Who looks to be an out-and-outer. Very like the robbers who put through the window so that they might murder us at their ease. Hold your tongue you foul-mouthed thief. You shall go to the gallows for this!”

      
         “Come in,” said Mr. Linton. “I’ll furnish these two a reception. Fasten the chain. Give Skulker some water. To rob a magistrate in his stronghold, and on the Sabbath, too? Where will all their insolence stop? Oh, my dear, Mary, look here. It is but a lad, yet the villain scowls so plainly in his face, it would be a kindness to hang him at once before he shows his nature in acts as well as features.”

      
         He pulled Heathcliff under the chandelier and Mrs. Linton placed her spectacles on her nose and raised her hands in horror, not clear whether from disgust or from anxiety over what the pair might have witnessed.

      
         “Frightful thing,” said young Isabella. “Put him in the cellar, Papa. He is probably the son of the fortune-teller who stole my tame pheasant. Isn’t he, Edgar?”

      
         Catherine was brought around and as she heard the last speech, laughed. Edgar Linton, after an inquiring stare, collected sufficient wit to recognize her, as he had seen her in church, but seldom met her elsewhere.

      
         “That’s Miss Earnshaw!” he whispered to his mother, who blushed as crimson as the chairs in the drawing room, clearly uncomfortable, looking at her manservant who glanced away. “And look how Skulker has bitten her, how her foot bleeds.”

      
         “Miss Earnshaw? Nonsense!” cried the mistress. “Miss Earnshaw wandering the country with a gypsy! And yet, my dear, the lass is in mourning and may be lamed for life.”

      
         “What carelessness in her brother,” exclaimed Mr. Linton. “I’ve understood from the curate that he lets her grow up in absolute heathenism. But who is this ruffian? Wait. I believe he is that strange acquisition my late neighbor made in his journey to Liverpool…a little wild Indian from Delhi, or an American or Spanish castaway.”

      
         “A wicked boy in any event,” remarked the old lady, trying to recapture her own dignity through righteous indignation. “Quite unfit for a decent house. Did you notice his language? I’m shocked that the children should have heard this. Take him away,” she ordered her manservant, who cuffed Heathcliff by the collar and dragged him out kicking and screaming, and commencing with a fresh round of curses. Heathcliff refused to go without Catherine. Out of hearing distance, the servant asked him how much he saw.

      
         “Enough to have you ousted and shot to boot,” replied Heathcliff.

      
         Then the servant struck him hard across the jaw, with a thick fist, knocking the lad to the ground. “Open your mouth, gypsy bastard, and that breath will be your last.” He kicked him in the arse and sent him on his way.

      
         Heathcliff was unable to leave his beloved in the hands of the wretched Lintons and circled quietly, returning to their original station, the curtain still looped in one corner, determined to spy again to ascertain if Catherine wished to return. If this was so, he intended to shatter their great glass panes to a million fragments unless they let her out.

      
         Catherine sat quietly on the sofa. Mrs. Linton took off her own cloak and wrapped it tenderly around Catherine’s shoulders. It was obvious they considered Catherine a young lady and him a wretched soul, which made all the difference in treatment.

      
         A woman servant brought a basin of water and washed her feet. Mr. Linton poured for her a tumbler of warm wine. Isabella placed a plate full of cakes onto her lap, and Edgar stood gaping at a distance. Afterward, they dried and combed her beautiful hair, and gave her a pair of enormous slippers, and wheeled her to the fire. Heathcliff realized it was time to trudge home, happy his love seemed on the way to recovery. Beneath his relief, was a sense of uneasiness, as Catherine seemed as merry as could be, dividing her food between the little dog and Skulker, the fiend who tried to separate her foot from body. She even pinched his nose as he ate. Catherine’s presence seemed to spark a spirit in the vacant blue eyes of all of the Lintons—a dim reflection from her own enchanting face. He could see they were full of stupid admiration, as she was so immeasurably superior to them…and to everybody on earth.

      
         The walk home was cold, wet, and dark for Heathcliff.

      
         The close of the evening was warm and pleasant for Catherine, as Mrs. Linton doted on her for the rest of the night, and announced that she could have the master guest room. The young lass wasn’t sure if she was getting such treatment because of an instant fondness, or because Mrs. Linton hoped to keep Catherine in good favor in case she had seen too much.

      
         As Isabella escorted her to the proper chamber, Catherine glanced out a second-story window in the hope of seeing Heathcliff making his way home safely. But the moonless light made her blind to what lay beyond at the moors.

      
         Isabella opened the door and Catherine was greeted by a floor covered with a wonderfully soft Persian carpet and a full, grand bed with an elegant canopy and the thickest mattress she had ever seen. Mrs. Linton had given careful instructions that no one was to disturb Catherine in the morning until she felt ready to rise for breakfast, and that a fresh new dress and shoes would be laid out by one of the servants.

      
         It felt wonderful to be taken care of like this and Catherine knew instantly that this was a life that suited her perfectly.

    
      


    

  
    
      
      
         
        
            Chapter Four

      
         

      
         Nelly’s patience was rewarded this arduous evening, as she heard the lifting of the latch at the gate. She threw a shawl over her head and ran to open the door before someone woke Mr. Earnshaw with a knock. Heathcliff was by himself and it gave her a start to see him return alone.

      
         “Where is Miss Catherine?” cried Nelly. “Pray tell, no accident?”

      
         “In the arms of the Lintons,” he answered. “And I would be there, too, if they had the manners to ask me to stay.”

      
         “Oh, you will catch it!” said Nelly. “You’ll never be content until Master Hindley casts you out forever. What in the world led you to Thrushcross Grange?”

      
         “Let me remove my wet clothes and I’ll tell you about it, Nelly,” he replied.

      
         She followed him to the barn adjacent to the house and bid him beware of rousing the master. Once there, he sat on the bed and began undressing. She lowered herself onto the one chair, single candle in its holder, which she held with one hand and placed on her lap.

      
         “Through a window, we first spied the Linton children arguing over a stupid puppy…”

      
         As Heathcliff told his story, he slowly undid the buttons of his wet shirt, then tore it off his torso and dropped it to the ground. Nelly noticed how well young Heathcliff had filled out in the past months, perhaps because of all the extra field work Hindley had forced him to do. His shoulders had broadened nicely and the muscles of his pectorals were more pronounced, hardened into thick curves that were covered with manly black hair.

      
         Despite the damp coolness of the barn, Nelly suddenly felt perspiration begin to bead along her forehead and under her cloak and dress.

      
         “And then we decided to venture to the other side of the house,” continued Heathcliff.

      
         His stomach rippled with power and she had heard that he could outwork any of the other men under Hindley’s employ.

      
         She let the cloak drop from her shoulders.

      
         “We saw a light coming from the back parlor…”

      
         She watched his fingers graze the tip of his left nipple, as if he was smoothing the hair surrounding it, making it difficult for her to follow the details of his recounting.

      
         Without the least bit inhibition, Heathcliff stood and dropped his pants. Though the candlelight was dim, it was more than enough to illuminate his sturdy youthful cock, surrounded by a thick mass of dark hair. Having seen it before in his younger days, at the bath, rushing to dress, she could not remember it being this large. From its size, she wondered if he was aroused, but it seemed flaccid. She chastised herself for being so disappointed he donned his nightshirt so quickly, and added a silent counsel to focus on the story.

      
         “Lo and behold, after securing a wheelbarrow so we could stand and peer through the window, we saw Old Lady Linton pressed against the wall, holding the bottom of her dress up to her waist so she was fully exposed, taking it deeply from behind from her manservant.”

      
         Nelly eyes widened with surprise, struggling a bit to breathe normally, as her perspiration evolved into more of a sweat and her attention now completely riveted on both Heathcliff and the tale he weaved.

      
         “Old Lady Linton sure seemed to like it,” said Heathcliff. “Her servant did her good and she moaned like a bitch in heat.”

      
         A voice in Nelly’s head thought she should warn her charge that such talk was not proper for a young man. Indeed he was a young man now. But the isolation of the Heights had taken its toll on her. Joseph was old and crotchety, the curate was married and fierce in look. Nary a single, desirable man inhabited these parts and Nelly was still young and prime enough to nurture full desire. She crossed her legs, shifted in the chair.

      
         Heathcliff skipped over Catherine’s request, his prominent display, her subsequent grasp of the center of his arousal, as they spied on the wayward couple and felt their own desire begin to surface. He reclined on the bed. It did not go unnoticed by his listener that his well-formed cock had begun to tent his nightshirt.

      
         “We made an unfortunate noise and then they were onto us,” continued Heathcliff.

      
         “Wait, was the manservant the one they call Robert? I have seen him at the market with his mistress.”

      
         “I wouldn’t know, but he is a mean bastard who cuffed me a good one for no reason.”

      
         “A handsome lad is he. Was against the wall the only position he fucked her?”
         

      
         Whoa, Nelly, she thought to herself, not intending to mouth such a description, but she felt such a dizzying rush from seeing Heathcliff so exposed and hearing him describe such a wicked liaison.
         

      
         Perhaps Heathcliff intuited her arousal, or simply was eager to oblige any request from his caretaker, because he embarked on the finer points of all they saw, describing the sweat they could see dripping along Robert’s lower back and down his muscular, smooth arse—he said now he was sure it must be Robert—remarking on the moans escaping Mrs. Linton and how she used her sturdy legs and hips to push back on Robert’s cock. When Heathcliff described the change in position from the wall, to the ankles, Nelly let out a heated gasp.

      
         “The slut she is,” said Nelly. “That old lady. I never. To bend over like that and display all for her manservant.”

      
         The tone of envy did not escape Heathcliff and he enjoyed Nelly’s reaction, which brought back more sensual memories from the evening, further growing his ardor, and prompted him to embellish the story with some savory details of his own.

      
         “Aye, Nelly, for then Robert grabbed her by the hair and pulled hard, riding old Mrs. Linton as if she had just come from the stable, his hand going around to the front, as he vigorously teased her cunt and bit her ear. A loud moan she let out, surely daring with all present at the Grange, but unable to control herself as she was getting it properly, deep and hard.”

      
         The heavy groan that escaped Nelly inadvertently blew out the candle in her hand, which she thought was for the best, her full blush now hidden, but, more significantly, he could not see her staring so improperly at Heathcliff’s bulging cock, as he spun his story, and absentmindedly caressed his towering member through the nightshirt while reliving the passion of the evening.

      
         She could not know that his arousal was not from describing the coupling of Robert and old Mrs. Linton. The sight of the old lady’s body had repulsed him. The recounting brought back all the full feelings of being with his beloved: her tender kisses at his neck, her wonderful strong fingers wrapped around his cock as she stroked him with such delight and skill, the final deep kiss he had dreamed about since the afternoon at Black Rock Cragge.

      
         But the story did not end the way Heathcliff had wanted: a perfect finish with her hand, more tender kisses, a chance to please her the way she pleased him. He sadly slipped into the final chapter: the vicious Skulker; the phony airs of superiority by everyone, even Robert; the way they fawned over Catherine and how much she seemed to like it. His last words carried a deep melancholy, and Nelly felt compelled to rise from her chair and go to his bed. She lay next to him and whispered in the dark, “It’s okay, Heathcliff. You’re safe now. Catherine is well and being taken care of. And so are you.”

      
         Heathcliff lay on his back, Nelly on her side. She pulled him close and he did not recoil, needy of her feminine comfort.

      
         She held him a long while, but both were too agitated to find sleep. There was a voice that told her to behave, but the moistness between her legs inspired by the young man’s words and body would not go away. The image of his fine phallic specimen straining against his nightshirt was with her as if the room were still lit. He turned once, on his side, and although there were at least nine inches that separated them, she felt the brushing of his tip against her leg.

      
         Instinctively, she reached her hand down, slipped it under the nightshirt, and took Heathcliff in her grip. He let out a soft, boyish moan that ran counter to what she held in her palm and that brought on a moment’s hesitation, but the thrusting of his hips in her direction, sliding the head and long thick shaft through her fist, was all the encouragement she needed.

      
         Nelly delicately let her fingers ripple along the full strength of Heathcliff’s cock. His moan was deeper now and he returned to his back. She pulled herself closer, close enough so her own pussy pressed against his sturdy hip. The pressure there caused her mouth to open, and a deep breath to escape, but she managed to stifle any moan, not wanting him to know how much pleasure surged through her body by being this close, by holding his exquisite manhood in her nimble fingers.

      
         He was surely in need of comfort and she always had a great fondness for the boy who had clearly become a young man. And there was comfort that she needed: more warmth on the many cold nights along the moors, the feel of a man beside her, the secure knowledge that she was able to please him, the wonderful sensual feelings that arose from being so close to such defined masculinity. She added kisses by his ear and stroked his cock with increased vigor.

      
         She could feel the veins swell in her palm, the surges that went up to the head of his massive member. His eyes were closed, his hips rotated slightly, up and down, to her rhythm and this pleased her. Discreetly, she pressed herself even tighter against his hip, biting her lip from the sweet feel of his hard body rubbing against hers. The wetness sliding down her legs turned from a trickle to a steady flow. She immersed her face into the full thickness of his hair and breathed in the delicious scent: a worker, a man of open air, youthful perspiration that made her long to be young Catherine. It took all her willpower to continue stroking—urging on this relief she could provide—and not raise his nightshirt and her own dress while mounting him and riding him with a passion that would surely overshadow the loveless coupling of Robert and Mrs. Linton.

      
         With almost the full duplication of his encounter earlier in the evening, it would have been easy for Heathcliff to imagine that Catherine lay next to him, which would inspire the full wonderful release only his beloved could provide. But no matter how much energy and imagination he applied to such cause, he could not conjure up Catherine in this bed. The scent of Nelly was not even close to the flower of Catherine, her hand far rougher from so many household chores, and truth be known, Catherine was the only one in the world he truly wanted.

      
         Nevertheless, he was in need and had been left unfulfilled and was desperate for anything to take his mind off the dismal end at Thrushcross Grange, and, truth be told, Nelly’s perfect touch and rhythm revealed her full experience, and her heavy breathing in his ear, the feel of her great desire, all congregated through his body in one great fire of lust. So when her fist opened and her palm went flat and her hand went lower, starting now at his balls heavy with cum, and continued in the same rhythm, now caressing from the bottom of his sack, up the thick tree of his shaft, grazing his large, purplish head, he felt himself about to explode, about to cry out.

      
         That was when Nelly felt the last bits of practical thought leave and her mind and body yield fully to this massive desire to comfort Heathcliff and harvest every ounce of desire, lust, need pounding through her. She lurched down to his waist, forcefully tugged away his nightshirt, and used her lips to take his entire cock head and much of his shaft deep into her mouth, while she thrust her free hand down between her legs to the moistness of her womanhood—so alive, so grateful after such a long drought—and their passion exploded simultaneously…For Nelly a final rush of pressure and friction against her clitoris, for Heathcliff an eruption of semen, every drop caught expertly in Nelly’s mouth, as she greedily swallowed the full spouting of his seed. He clasped his hand over his mouth to stifle the scream that would surely wake Hindley, and she, fortunately, had most of her animal sounds stifled by the full thickness of Heathcliff’s glorious manhood.

      
         Such a charge would leave anyone speechless and motionless and they both remained so for a few tender moments. Then Nelly got up, planted a plain kiss at the forehead of Heathcliff, wished him a good night, and left the room. In the shortest of times, both were able to slip off into a deep, blissful sleep.
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