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INTRODUCTION


During the dark days of the second world war, when German bombs were devastating all of Britain, many strange things came to light. Age old secrets, hidden for centuries in long forgotten vaults, were brought to light. In one of these vaults beneath the ruins of an old monastery outside London, two manuscripts were found. One was a diary written by a man named Robert Walter Finch, the other, part of a novel by the same man obviously based on his life. Finch lived at the time of Elizabeth I when that fascinating monarch was almost at the end both of her reign and of her life. He was at court in the capacity of secretary and to advance his young niece, Belinda.
When these manuscripts were first found, they were immediately hidden away again. Too much was revealed of the lustful, orgiastic life of the English nobility of that time. Eventually, they fell into the hands of a man who asks that his name be kept secret. He is retired now, but once held the chair of history in one of England's greatest universities. As they stood, the manuscripts were barely readable. The language was, of course, archaic, and the literary style left much to be desired. My friend felt though, that they should be published in some form. Although the contents may have revealed a type of life many would like to forget existed, nonetheless, it did exist. The court of the elderly Elizabeth could well afford to indulge itself and it took full advantage of it. He gave the precious papers to me and asked me to see what I could do with them. The following book is the result. Although I have edited extensively, putting both diary and romance to use, none of the details or facts have been changed. It still gives us a true picture of at least one section of society in that long past day.
Blackburn Wendell
London, Eng. 1968



CHAPTER ONE


A light breeze ruffled the grasses beside the young girl as she dangled one foot in the stream. She sat on the bank, one leg hanging over the edge and the other bent so that her head rested on her knee. She was no more than a child but at twelve was a beautiful promise of the woman to come.
Her uncle, Rober Walter Finch, stood a little way down stream on the opposite side, and watched her. He noticed with deep, sensual pleasure how well developed his young ward was becoming. The position in which she sat spread her legs wide and pulled the light summer frock up around her thighs. He wondered what it would be like to fondle those soft, white columns and the cloth of his riding breeches tightened as his organ filled with blood and pushed against his pant leg.
Belinda lay back so that the thick black hair that had obscured his vision no longer hid from view the soft, deep recess of her virginal cunt. Dark, feathery down was just beginning to grow there but the lips still showed fat and rosy.
As he watched his hard tool pushing against him painfully, he became aware that he was not the only one snared by the young girls sexuality. Lying back on the bank, one leg still dangling and the other spread wide, her little hand moved down and stroked the soft flesh of her thigh. She tucked her dress up higher and smiled with pleasure as her hand explored the plumpness of her round stomach and ran down the other leg as far as she could reach. How good it would feel to have someone else fondle her. She paused for a moment, feeling the breeze and the warm sun on her pouting slit. It was almost as though someone were caressing her gently; almost, but not quite.
She moved her fingers, exploring the lips and sides of her little cunt. She felt herself become moist, and dipped her fingers into the heavy liquid. Her hips twitched against the grass, and her excitement grew. She put one finger deeply inside herself, wishing that it was something else.
Watching this unexpected delight her uncle could contain himself no longer. He opened his pants and released the huge throbbing cock from its restraint.
“The hot little bitch. What a pity she should have to do that herself. I'd gladly rub her wet little cunt for her-yes, and lick it, too.”
As he watched the child stroking herself, knowing only enough to arouse herself, but not enough to satisfy, his hand moved along the length of his cock. First slowly, then faster and faster as he felt the heat gather in his legs, making it almost impossible for him to stand.
Belinda was sighing and bouncing, her ringer going in and out of the tight, wet hole. It seemed that something more than this should happen, but she didn't know what. Finally, in an agony of frustration, she pulled her skirt down and leaped up.
As she bent to put her slippers on, Robert got a quick look at the fat hills that rose inside her dress. God, how pretty she was. Tiny, but roundly blown, her waist was no bigger than the span of a man's hands with round, firm hips below and high breasts jutting out above. He watched her fat buttocks bounce as she ran across the field and swore that someday he would place hand, tongue and penis in every crevice of that delightful body. She was obviously ready for it, and who better to fuck her than he?
He pulled on the huge column a few more times, then felt a great burst as the come spurted out of him, soaking the grass at his feet. If only, he thought, that rush of sperm had been shot high up inside that tight little cunt. Ah well, it would be soon enough.
Although the carnal delights of his ward were much on his mind, something else was even more so. For many years now England had avoided any major war. The raids of Drake and the other bold privateers were certainly a thorn in the side of the haughty Spanish, but as yet they had done little about it. Europe was rife with faction, but Elizabeth preferred the prosperity of peace, to using up good money on warfare. A woman's notion, certainly. Now that she was no longer young, there seemed even less likelihood of teaching the main-landers just who ruled the seas. Dutch, French and Spanish were all guilty of insolence toward the English but the Spanish were the worst offenders. Also, Robert added practically, the richest. If war were declared, the inadequately defended outposts of the Spanish in South America and the Caribbean could be attacked. Much plunder awaited from the looting of these treasure houses, and any man appointed governor of one of the ports could have riches undreamed of.
Cecil was with the Queen, as he had always been, but there were others who felt as Robert did. Walsingham was ardently prowar, and his secret service extended to every country in Europe. There were those who said that he gained little information that was not already bandied about the court, and even less than Elizabeth herself, that most shrewd and artful diplomat acquired through more regular channels, but no one could be sure. Robert was a staunch member of the Walsingham ranks as were more distinguished men like Robert Dudley, Earl of Leicester and his second cousin, Sir David Cassen.
It was on Sir David that Robert Finch's plans now hung. Cassen was firmly entrenched in the Walsingham faction. Although he appeared at court as a licentious dandy, he was an important go-between for the network of spies in Spain and France. Mary of Scotland was the subject for many a plot and if information could be obtained naming certain men as fellow plotters, many of the enemies of Walsingham's war policy could be eliminated.
It had been discussed that Finch would go back to court with Sir David as his secretary where he would have an opportunity to mix With many who might have useful information. Although staunch-ily Anglican himself, his family had been Catholic and he would stand a good chance of insinuating himself into that group who wished to see England once again under a Catholic ruler.
Belinda, as part of his household, would, of course, accompany him to court. Remembering her silken, rounded body, and her obvious interest in the sensations of the flesh, Robert realized that she might be of great use to him. Important officials were not averse to a tasty, virgin cunt, especially when such beauty of face and form went with it, and many a man had lost his discretion at the urgings of his cock.
Robert smiled to himself. The cunt might not be exactly virginal by the time the girl reached court, but after all, she would perform that much better with a little experience.
Robert felt his great organ begin to tingle again, and the heat began to flow into his loins. It made things no better that since his wife had died a year ago, he had had to make do with pretty but simple serving girls. Living in the country had its disadvantages. Of course, there was the wife of his near neighbour, Arnold Ranely, but she was a bit too cow-like and romantic to be very exciting. Finch, at forty, was in the height of his manhood, and a fond, fast fuck was not his idea of the ultimate in sexual delight.
He turned off the path leading to the main house, and started toward the gardener's cottage. The gardener's daughter was pretty and very willing and he could try to pretend that her active, artful young body was that of his niece. Damned little baggage. He had no idea at the moment quite how it was to happen, but he must have a taste of that little morsel soon.
His self-induced ejaculation had served only to whet his appetite for more, and he quickened his step as he felt his blood-gorged penis press tautly against his clothing. The gardener's daughter might not be quite as young as Belinda, and she was certainly no innocent, but she did have undoubted charms of her own.

Seven miles down the winding country road, Sir David Cassen was enjoying the company of his little family. He had arrived from London that morning, and was indulging in a day at home before taking up other business. He would have to see Finch. Things were beginning to come to a head at court, and he would need another pair of ears. Finch was cunning and devoted, and would prove most useful.
That, however, could wait till the morrow. His wife had been unable to accompany him the last time he left home, and it had been nearly two months since they were together. Although the court of Elizabeth had more than enough beautiful women, ready and eager to have their warm, juicy holes stuffed, Sir David had never found any woman quite as fulfilling as his wife. Only she could leave him with that completely drained, exhausted feeling that came after having been literally fucked to a standstill.
There were other pleasures associated with being at home. His lovely little seven year old daughter was, next to his wife, his greatest delight. Many would hardly have approved of the way in which he had raised her, but then, what went on in his own home was not a subject he discussed with outsiders. From the time she was a toddler, Karen had been invited into her parents' bed and allowed to fondle and caress their bodies as she liked. Her nuzzling and playing was most arousing, and its very innocence and inexpertese made it all that much more tantalizing. Many a time after an hour's romp, she had snuggled up beside then, while Sir David gave his wife a thorough and passionate fucking.
The family had just enjoyed a light supper, and Sir David was seated at his desk in the main salon, writing one of his carefully worded reports. A fire burned cheerfully in the grate, and his wife sat on a low settee across the room, reading a novel.
He glanced up from his work. God, she was beautiful. Not yet twenty-five, her figure was slight as a girl, but with the full, rich lushness of a woman. Her heavy auburn hair fell over one shoulder in a thick mass of ringlets. How many times had he buried his strong fingers in that hair while he rode her from behind, pulling her head back and making her rear and pitch against him.
Karen was playing with a doll near by, and Sir David went back to his work.
“If you're going to play, you'd better undo my bodice.” He heard his wife's deep, melodic voice. He looked up and saw Karen standing beside her mother, undoing the laces that held together the front of her dress. She reached in her little hands and lifted one breast free from the restraining garment. It was a beautiful breast, large and firm, the dark rose nipple jutting proudly.
Karen pulled on it with both hands rubbing it against her cheek. She loved to fondle her mother. She was so soft and tasty, and she enjoyed being toyed with.
Sir David watched covertly as the little girl slipped her mouth over her mother's nipple and started sucking. He had seen her working on her mother's body many times, but it never failed to excite him.
“Good Lord, Marion, is she at you again?” he laughed. “The little minx is insatiable.”
He knew it aroused his wife to know he was watching, and he was more than glad to oblige her.
Karen sucked greedily on the fat tit, squeezing and petting the other, rolling the nipple between her fingers. She pulled her mouth away with a sharp sucking noise and dropped to her knees. The bare breast continued to hang exposed, the nipple hard and distended, bearing witness to the pressure of Karen's eager mouth.
As the child crawled beneath her mother's voluminous skirts, Marion set down the book she had been reading and leaned back, her eyes half closed.
In the dark, cosy tent under the soft silk of her mother's dress, Karen nuzzled her face against the warm, damp thighs. She loved the rich scent that her mother exuded and the moist heat of her.
Her little tongue licked from knee to crotch, running along the top of Marion's thighs and down the crease between the cheeks of her bottom. Her pointed tongue pushed into the tight hole of Marion's anus, licking and darting.
Marion gasped. The wet little mouth was rapidly building a fire in her loins and belly, and she slid down on the settee, making more of her body available. The child was frequently at her, but Marion was a woman who could take a lot of sexual stimulation.
Sir David felt his great prick rise tight against his pants, and he crossed the room and sat on a low stool near his wife.
“Pull up your skirt.” His voice was hoarse, thickened by the lust that his wife and daughter aroused in him.
“I want to see her.”
Marion reached forward and took the lavish folds of her skirt in her hands, lifting it around her waist. She spread her legs wider, making it easier for Karen, and also making it easier for Sir David to see.
Sir David had opened his pants and his huge cock jutted out like a flag pole. The bloated nob was purple with blood, and the end was wet and sticky. He cupped his tingling balls in one hand, and with the other he stroked the massive shaft. His whole body was burning, and he could barely hold back the urge to ram his sore cock up his wife's hot cunt. But no. Better to leave that until later. Better to prolong the pleasure, even if it was almost an agony.
Then Sir David could control himself no longer. The sight drove him to a rage of lust.
Karen kissed her mother fondly, gathered up her dolls and skipped out of the room. Marion had warned her long ago not to mention anything about their play to anyone else, that it was a special secret just between the three of them, but there had been little need of it. The child seemed to sense instinctively that it was a secret not to be shared.
Thinking now of the stiff, puritanical Nanny, Sir David smiled. Had she walked into the room a few minutes earlier, she would hardly have believed that the little creature so completely abandoned to the giving and taking of sexual pleasure was her quiet, demure little Lady Karen. A sly, cute little moppet, his daughter. God, wouldn't she give some poor devil hell before too many years were out?
The forgoing hour was not, perhaps, a typical family scene, even for this lusty, lustful age. It was certainly not one that would have been much approved of. It was, however, quite to Sir David Cassen's taste. He was glad to be home.



CHAPTER TWO


Dusk fell early on these September nights, and although the days were still sunny and warm, with the coming of evening there was a nip in the air.
Sir David and Marion sipped spiced wine before the fire, while he told her what was transpiring at court. She had a brilliant mind, and he often discussed his work with her. There were few secrets that they didn't share, although even from her, certain items of information must be kept.
“The fire's getting low.” Marion shifted in her chair, and looked up at her husband, a hint of invitation in her eyes. “I had a fire lit in the bedroom. Why not take our wine in there? You must be tired after your long journey.”
Sir David laughed.
“Not so tired I can't give you what you're after, my hot little bitch.” He reached over and caught her crotch with his hand, feeling the high mound under the rustling silk. “You'd like that filled, wouldn't you?”
Marion smiled and thrust her pelvis forward. It had been a long time since that big spear had pierced her belly, and her cunt ached to be pounded, to feel it ramming up into her. She knew that it would be a long, perfectly fulfilling night, but she was impatient for it to begin.
Sir David stood up. The thought of his wife's waiting body made his body warm, and he felt the passion returning to his genitals. He knew so well what she promised. He had waited long enough. The little scene earlier had calmed him briefly, but now he longed for the wet pull of Marion's cunt on his distended prick; longed to shoot his cream into her belly, up her ass, down her throat. Before this night was out, there would be no orifice of her body that he wouldn't splash with sperm.
He took her hand and pulled her out of the chair. As she came into his arms, his mouth crushed down on hers. He tensed as she forced her tongue between his lips, darting it over the roof of his mouth. His cock was now a hard, heavy rod between them.
“Go and undress. I'll be right in.” He gave her a light push toward the door. “You, Madam, are going to get fucked. God, how you're going to get fucked.”
She smiled over her shoulder coquettishly.
“Oh, sir! Well, I'll try to do my wifely duty.”
His eyes followed her as she walked out of the room, closing the door behind her. He wanted a moment to cool down a bit. If he went to her immediately, it would be over much too quickly.
Although quite capable of several ejaculations in a night, he liked to prolong each as long as possible.
Marion walked up the curving stairway and along the passage to the apartment she shared with her husband. A large fire was burning brightly in the grate, and she hurried to it. The halls were drafty and unheated and she was shivering.
Unlacing the front of her dress, she began to undress before the fire. As she bent forward to pick up the fallen garment, more than the heat of the blaze warmed her loins. She thought of the night ahead of her, and rubbed her legs together in anticipation. Her husband was not a gentle lover and already she could feel his masterful grip on thigh and buttock. Tomorrow would leave her with a goodly number of bruises, but that in itself she looked forward to. She did not want to be wooed by her lord and master. Nothing excited her more than to have him take her roughly, violently, as though she were a mere object for his use.
Taking the bedwarmer from under the covers, Marion crawled naked into the huge canopied bed to await her husband's coming. The silk sheets had been nicely warmed, and she slid further down into the bed, luxuriating in the feel of the sleek material against her cool skin. Her hand ran down her belly and thigh, and she caressed her crotch lightly her fingers encountering the moisture that was already beginning to ooze from her vagina.
The door opened. Sir David crossed the room and bent over the bed. She reached up for him and in a moment his lips were on hers. He ground his mouth down, pressing her lips away from her teeth, and slid his thick tongue into her mouth. Eagerly she sucked it, pressing herself closer into his arms. Sitting on the edge of the bed, his lips moved down to her throat, caressing and nibbling. His hand slid under the coverlet and he stroked the heavy breasts, teasing and pinching the sensitive nipples.
Marion pushed forward with her pelvis, but Sir David refused to take the hint. He would arouse her at his own speed, keeping her as long as he wanted to from the orgasm he knew she so desired. True, she often had three or more orgasms to his one, a fact which delighted him, but he had no intention of spoiling her. Let the wench suffer.
He continued to titillate her breasts, kissing her eyes, her cheeks, her throat; burying his tongue deep in her ear. Marion was panting and twisting on the bed, caught in the sea of sensation that beat against every part of her body at once. She wanted him. Wanted his cock inside her. Wanted his mouth and hands to grasp and bite her. Wanted fulfillment. But she knew she'd have to wait.
Sir David moved his hand down to the waiting cunt and slid his fingers over her clitoris. She cried out and arched up off the bed. He pushed three fingers deep into her cunt, and she writhed frantically on them. Wait? God, how could she wait?
Sir David sat up abruptly, taking his hand away. She whimpered and turned toward him, but he stood up smiling down at her.
“Patience, darling. Patience.”
He flicked the covers down to the foot of the bed and looked at her lying naked against the sheet. She squirmed and spread her legs wide in invitation.
Sir David was getting impatient himself. Looking down at the choice, lush figure writhing in passion, he longed to tear his clothes off and push deep into her. His cock throbbed painfully and he knew how quickly he could pump a gush of semen into that dripping cunt.
With a great deal of control, he forced himself to undress slowly. He stood beside the bed, his huge cock jutting out a full ten inches or more and grabbed his wife by the hair, pulling her toward him. He pushed his cock deep between her lips, and gasped as he felt the fierce draw of her mouth on his nob. For only a moment he allowed her to suck and pull, then he moved her away. Any more of that would drag an orgasm from him whether he wanted it or not, and he had something else in mind.
“Turn on your stomach. I'm going to ride you, woman.”
Marion did as she was told, grinding her belly and legs into the mattress, trying to rub herself off on the sheets.
Sir David pulled her legs apart roughly and knelt behind her. How had he done without this for so long? Bending forward he ran his tongue up her thigh, licking at the juncture of her two fat cheeks. He reached under her and lifted her up off the bed so that she was even more exposed, then shot his tongue deep into her vagina. His tongue was strong and thick and he licked the inside walls, sucking hard as he did so.
Marion moaned a low, deep moan, arching up even higher off the bed. There was no need for Sir David to hold her up any longer, and with his two hands he pulled apart the cheeks of the bottom so temptingly presented to him. Tonguing the crack thus exposed, he thought how much like a small girl's cunt it was; almost hairless, the hole tight and almost inaccessible. His tongue explored for a moment then entered into her anus, stabbing and licking it.
“Oh God! Oh, God, I shall come! I can't stop it.”
Sir David continued to work at her ass with his mouth, as she moved frantically under him. He wanted her to come before he went into her. If she were too hot when he pushed his cock in, she wouldn't feel it as much, and he wanted very much to have her feel it. He wanted her to know, through pain as well as pleasure, who her master was.
With a half scream, Marion's body arched rigid, then relaxed. Sir David moved his face back, and she lay in front of him, panting heavily.
Before she could catch her breath, Sir David pulled her up so that she was on her knees, her bottom in the air and her breasts resting against the bed.
He took his pulsing cock, burning unbearably now, and directed the nob to the tightly puckered anus. Without further preliminary, he rammed in. Marion screamed as her orifice stretched unwilling to admit him. It wasn't very often that her husband took advantage of this means of gratification, and she was by no means stretched. Sir David, the fire coursing through his loins pushed forward then pulled back. The incredible pressure of her tight little hole was almost agony, but he had no desire to go slowly.
Feeling the almost unbelievable pressure in her guts, Marion screamed. It hurt so, and yet she could feel the hot juice running out of her cunt.
“Don't hurt me!” He stabbed again. She heard his breath choked and heavy. His fingers dug deep into her belly, lifting her, holding her still as he stabbed yet again.
“Don't hurt me! God, don't hurt me!” The strokes came more quickly now, as her ass hole relaxed to receive the burning cock.
Sir Francis grabbed her by the hair, digging in with both hands, pulling her head back sharply. She reared up against him, trying to escape the sword that was invading her; trying to wriggle away from the pain, yet caught.
“Buck, you bitch.” He drove his cock the full length up her ass. “Rear, harlot.” He slapped her hard across the cheek of her bottom, thrilling at the sight of the red welt he left. “Fuck, whore,” he hit her again. She pushed and screamed, trying to escape. Her bottom banged against his belly, and his balls rubbed the opening to her cunt. It hurt; hurt so terribly, and yet she knew that she was coming.
“Don't! Don't hurt me.”
He stabbed again, his pace quickening. The thick fluid was rising in his shaft, and only his greatest control kept him from shooting in her that instant.
He pulled her head back harder. Her breasts were now off the bed, and her whole body was arched in a tight bow.
He pounded in; harder and faster.
“Fuck, bitch! Fuck, slave!”
She writhed against him, lost between pain and passion.
Don't. Don't hurt.
Yes! Yes, do hurt! Possess me! Rip; tear; pound; hurt me; take me. God, I'm coming I'm coming!
Marion screamed, her head pulled back so abruptly that her throat felt as if it might split.
Sir David waited no longer. He grunted, pushing and charging, and the come that had waited all these weeks rushed out of him, high up in the woman's ass.
He clutched her still as the fire left him. She sagged against the bed, exhausted, and in a moment his now limp penis slipped out of her.
He lay down beside her almost unconscious figure and took her in his arms.
For the moment he wanted to be gentle, and now he could afford to be. He knew his woman well. Did he not show her, often and graphically, who was boss, she would have despised him.
“I love you. Oh, Davy, I love you so.”
She snuggled against him. Her bottom hurt now; hurt like hell. But what a small price to pay for the serenity of the rest of her body-and mind.
This was her man. He would never inflict on her more than she could bear. He would only hurt her enough to tame her.
But hurt her he would; when and as he desired. He owned her.
In return for total obedience he would shield her from every other person or thing that might threaten.
She leaned her face against his chest, feeling the breadth of it and the thick, rough hair.
This was her man. Her master and protector.
Sir David stroked her back, fondling the buttocks that had so recently received his charge. He had known how good it would be, and he had not been disappointed. His loins still tingled with the remnants of sensation.
“How have you managed in my absence? Have you been faithful?”
“You know nothing can replace you!” Marion laughed.
Sir David laughed with her, but his fondling increased and he felt his prick stiffen.
He lifted her chin and kissed her up-turned mouth, playing his tongue over and between her lips. She darted her pointy tongue into his mouth and pressed against him.
Sir David ran his hand down her body, teasing the outer lips of her crotch lightly with his finger tips. She groaned and pressed her lips tighter to his.
Working his fingers between the lips, Sir David caressed and rubbed the high, rigid clitoris, as Marion's hips moved under him, and the juice started to flow out of her.
He delighted in arousing her, and could feel his great staff pressing into the soft flesh of her belly. Guts and thighs burned, and his rod ached to get into her.
He rolled her over on her back and took her legs in his hands as he moved between them. Lifting her knees high, he rammed in, crying out as he felt the wet pull of her cunt along the full length of his tool.
Marion moved frantically. God, how long it had been since that huge cock had invaded her belly.
Sir David rammed harder and higher, wanting to split her wide open, to crawl bodily inside that beautiful hole.
With a great heave of her body, Marion came violently, and Sir David felt the hot, greasy liquid pour out of her, soaking his thighs and balls.
He pulled out of her and let her legs fall back onto the bed. Straddling her chest, he jerked her head up and drove his bursting cock, wet and slick with her own come, between her lips.
His balls brushed against her breasts, stroking the nipples. Sir David felt a sensation like a shower of red hot needles run through him and settle in an agony of passion in the shaft and nob of his cock.
Holding her head up with both hands, he thrust forward again. He was not passively letting Marion suck him off. He was fucking her mouth.
Harder and faster he drove, almost choking her as the big, pounding cock stabbed into her mouth and throat. In a final burst of wild thrusts, Sir David came, feeling the sperm rise from his balls and rush along the column of his cock till it gushed out into Marion's throat in hard, gut-tearing spurts.
He let her head drop, and fell onto the bed beside her, completely satisfied for the moment.
They both drifted into a heavy sleep, not even bothering to pull up the coverings. They could, and would, rest now, but both knew that before many hours had passed they would awake and the passion would begin all over again.
The night had just begun.



CHAPTER THREE


Robert Finch waited impatiently for the arrival of his neighbour and sponsor, Sir David Cassen. The day was fine, and he had had a table set in a quiet nook on the edge of the broad lawn. Cool wine and a large bowl of fruit were laid out temptingly, and two high backed chairs, comfortably padded, were drawn up. In one of these Finch sat, sipping a glass of claret.
The scene looked hospitable and innocent, hardly a setting for any converse of intrigue or import. It was deliberately misleading. Although the members of his household were old and trusted retainers, Robert was much too shrewd to take any chances.
Walls had ears, and closeting himself with Sir Cassen behind the stout doors of his study would be an obvious advertisement that they were discussing weighty matters. Here, on the lawn, they were perfectly safe from too-sharp ears. They could see anyone approaching from any angle, long before their voices could be heard.
It was the year 1580, and much was brewing. The long years of prosperity had given England wealth and prestige, but there was still constant danger from the continent.
English and Scottish Catholics as well as French and Spanish factions, all had reasons to wish to replace the fiery, protestant Elizabeth with Catholic Mary of Scotland, and the plotting was widespread. Although many of the plots were too crude to take seriously, and even more mere wishful thinking, yet the danger was there. Not all the plotters were fools, and one day one of them might succeed.
Finch grunted and took a gulp of wine. Bloody, popish whore! He'd like to have a day with her. She might not end up so damned haughty then. Why the hell didn't Elizabeth behead her and have done with it? God knows there had been excuses enough in the twelve years she had been kept prisoner in England.
That Mary was a prisoner was literally true, but she had more comfort and luxury in her captivity than most free Englishmen. Not for her the rack, the whip or the dungeon. She was housed in the best estates in the land and many felt that there was more than a little sympathy for her among her host-gaolers.
Beautiful, regal and feminine, she had never given up the idea of returning to the throne of Scotland and considered the throne of England rightfully hers as well. Although she pleaded total innocence of the plots to raise her to the place to which she aspired, few believed in her words.
Damn. How could Elizabeth, with all her acumen and hot, Tudor temper, be so soft? Prisoner or not, as long as Mary lived, she was a real threat.
There were few men at court who would have welcomed the change of reign. William Cecil Lord Burghley, would be the first to suffer, quickly followed by Walsingham, who had risen through his favour, and the Earl of Leicester.
Leicester had been convicted, with his father, the Duke of Northumberland, by Elizabeth's sister, Bloody Mary, of plotting a Protestant throne, and although he had been freed the following year, another Catholic queen might well feel more secure if his head lay on the chopping block.
Aside from the issue of war with Spain, Walsingham was constantly engaged in uncovering not only a plot to do away with Elizabeth and crown Mary Queen of England, but to uncover one in which the Scots bitch was clearly implicated herself. Only such blatant and clearly proven treason would drive Elizabeth to order her cousin's execution.
Only with her execution would the Protestant line be safe.
Even without a violent overthrow, there was the problem of succession. Elizabeth appeared healthy enough, but she would soon be past the child-bearing age, and showed no more inclination to marry, at any rate, than she ever had. Should she die before naming a successor, a thing she had so far refused to do, Mary would have a strong, legal claim on the throne.
Finch stood up and strolled across the lawn. He knew that it was a bit early to expect Sir David, but he wanted to get on with their plans. Only at court could he further his own ambitions. His estate here was comfortable, but by no means the sort of living he had in mind. Stories brought back by Raleigh, rapidly becoming the new court favorite, about his expeditions to the West Indies with his cousin, Sir Humphrey Gilbert, wetted many appetites. The tales of gold, silver, emeralds, slaves, to be had for the taking made Robert much discontented with his holdings here in the English countryside.
True, the privateers were doing well enough out of the looting of Caribbean shipping, but it was a mere pittance compared to the vast wealth in the ports and towns. At any rate, the life of a semi-pirate was not what Robert had in mind. A government post in an already captured colony was more to his liking. It was not that Finch was a coward. He was not. He had fought bravely and well with the Huguenots in France against Spain in 1569. Another reason for his hatred of the Spanish.
No, he was no coward, but he was no hot headed fool, either. Years had turned the fury of his youth to caution and he knew that much more was gained by planning than by rushing in headlong at the forefront of battle. He valued his life just as he did his comfort.
He stopped his stroll by a low hedge at the rear of the house and stood deep in thought.
A light, gay voice rose up to him and he realized that his niece was on the other side of the hedge.
He smiled and peeked over the top, taking care not to be seen.
Belinda was playing with her dog, a huge but friendly mastiff. He lay on his back while she tickled his stomach and chattered to him. She must have been tickling more than his stomach for the scarlet tip of his cock had pushed out of the protective sheath and jutted up at her.
Belinda spotted this change in his anatomy and her hand moved downward.
“Oh, what's this?” she laughed. She took hold of the red nob with her fingers and pushed the sheath further down the shaft. The dog wriggled under her hand.
“You like that, do you?” Belinda felt her thighs grow moist and a warm tingle start in the bottom of her belly. She knew that this was the part a man would one day stick into her and it excited her to fondle it even if it were only the cock of an animal. She moved her fingers back and forth and the cock pushed completely out of the sheath, swollen and hard. The dog whimpered and bucked.
“The perverted little bitch,” Robert thought. His own cock was hard and he pressed his hand against it as he watched Belinda teasing the dog. “If there were time, I'd fuck her right now. A hell of a thing when a beauty like that wastes her talent on a dog.” As he watched he thought how those light fingers would feel sliding up and down his own organ and clutched himself.
Unaware that she was being watched, Belinda continued her game. She bent her dark head lower to get a better look at the now jerking, thrusting penis and on a sudden whim stuck out her pointed tongue and licked the head.
Robert almost ejaculated in his pants and the dog thrust even harder as the cool tongue licked at his nob.
Suddenly Belinda jumped up, laughing.
“That's enough. I can't spend all day on your silly thing.” It would be much more fun to do that to a real man, but even with the dog it had excited her. Now she wanted to get away by herself where she could fondle in private the itch between her legs.
As she stood up, the dog rolled over and stood beside her. Thoroughly aroused, his bright red cock thrust out beneath him almost touching the grass. He jumped up on her almost knocking her over and wound his front legs around her, thrusting against the silky material of her dress.
With difficulty she pushed him away and started running toward a nearby summer house. The animal followed, tried to mount her again, but was pushed away and left to stand in frustration as the door of the summer house slammed behind his tormentor.
A moment later, Belinda's face appeared at the window, laughing.
“Can't catch me, Rex. Go take your big thing somewhere else.”
She disappeared, thinking that it might have been nice to let him do it to her. The only problem was that she didn't really know how one went about it and if she was going to let Rex put that pretty red thing inside her, she'd probably have to help. No, she'd just have to wait for a real man. She wriggled at the thought and slipped her hand up under her skirt.
Robert, who had witnessed the whole performance, was sorely tempted to go into the summer house after her.
“The little prick-teaser. God, I have a fellow feeling with that poor hound. She's left me in no better condition than he is. She'll pay for it, though.” He watched as the dog crossed the lawn, rubbing his burning organ on the cool grass. “After I've had her, maybe we'll give her to you, eh, Rex? God knows, you've earned her.” He thought of the great, shaggy dog mounting his pretty young niece, and vowed that he would have her that very night. His balls pressed so tight against his body that he feared they'd go right up into his stomach. God, how they ached! He'd have to pay her out thoroughly for the torture she was putting him to.
He heard a servant call and turned quickly. A carriage had pulled up in front of the house and he could see Sir David alighting.
For the moment thoughts of Belinda would have to be replaced with other matters.
Pulling his jacket well forward in an attempt to conceal the erection that still bulged out his pant leg, he strode across the lawn to receive his guest.

“So that's about how things stand at present.”
Sir David held out his glass as Robert refilled it.
“There may be more news when I get back to court, but either way, Walsingham needs all the competent, loyal men he can get.” He took a sip from his glass and set it on the table. “I'll be returning within the week, and if you are prepared to accompany me, I think it an excellent idea.” He leaned forward. “You're just the sort of man we need. Nobody knows you too well and you might be able to infiltrate the Catholic lines.” Robert answered eagerly.
“I'm entirely at your service. You've painted the picture very clearly, and I'm anxious to be of whatever use I can.”
“Don't rush things,” Sir David said. “At the moment we're playing a waiting game. The best thing for you to do for the next few months, is just get to know people around the court. Mix. Make friends.” He smiled. “Tell people what an ass your employer, Sir David Cassen, is.”
Robert laughed and Sir David continued. “When things do break, we don't want it to look suspicious for you to be seen in converse with certain people.”
Robert nodded. “I quite understand. From what you have told me, Raleigh is quickly gaining the queen's ear as well as her affections, but he doesn't sound like a man I'd trust too far.”
“Don't. At any rate, you're not too likely to have much to do with him.” Sir David frowned. “I have been in his company several times, and although he is charming when its suits him, and tells fascinating tales of his voyages, he is arrogant and self-seeking.”
“So I have heard.” Robert laughed. Sir David was an old friend and he could speak bluntly. “He is handsome, though. Our good queen still has an eye for a well turned-out male.”
Sir David grinned and took another sip of wine. Both men were devoted to the queen, but it was no secret that she was very much a woman. Her long passion for Leicester, which had scared the very devil out of her ministers who feared she might one day marry him for love, didn't keep her from admiring other young symbols of male charm and virility.
“Far be it from me to cast doubt on the authenticity of her virginity,” Sir David said sardonically, “But if it's a fact, she's one of the few left in England.” He stood up. “You know, she probably is still virgin, at that. She's much too shrewd to risk any scandal as dangerous as a pregnancy, for example. Anyway, there are ways enough to gain the joys of sex, without actual fornication.”
Seeing that his guest was preparing to leave, Robert stood up and waved to a servant standing by the steps on the other side of the lawn.
“How true. Well, whatever be the case, she's a fantastic woman and one of the greatest rulers this land has ever had.”
The servant approached and Robert ordered Sir David's coach to be brought to the front of the house.
“I shall send a messenger to let you know exactly when we are leaving, but you'd better begin your preparations immediately.”
“I have taken the liberty of seeing to much of the preparation already. I shall be ready to accompany you at a day's notice.”
“Good.” Sir David smiled. “I expect you are bringing that fascinating young ward of yours?”
“It would hardly be wise to leave her here alone,” he chuckled. “She's getting more beautiful every day.” And more brazen, he added to himself.
“Good. She will soon be a young lady, and Elizabeth's court holds many opportunities for beautiful young ladies.” He glanced sideways at his host. “Especially if they are clever-and discreet.”
Remembering thinking earlier that Belinda might prove useful at court, Robert was pleased to find that the idea had also entered Sir David's mind. They would discuss it further when the occasion arose. For the moment he only nodded.
“She is both.”
Sir David looked to where his carriage was waiting and quickened his step. He was quite satisfied with the afternoon's converse. They understood each other, these two men. Though both were sincerely concerned with the best interests of the country, they were also well aware that rich rewards awaited their service.
Robert waved as Sir David drove off.
It had been a good day and he could now start making plans to ensure that it would be a good night, as well.



CHAPTER FOUR


Night had fallen by the time Robert started down the broad hallway to his niece's room. As yet, he had no clearly formed plan of what he intended to do, but his lust allowed him to wait no longer.
Although Belinda's old nurse slept in the same wing, her room was further down the hall and she was getting rather deaf. Robert chuckled at the thought of the old woman's face should she come upon him deflowering her treasure, but there was no real fear of that.
Thinking of the scene he had witnessed that afternoon, and the clear view he had had of that tasty cunt, those white, downy thighs, the other day, Robert quickened his step. Damn her, he'd take her by force, if he had to. He'd rather not, thinking of the pleasure to be gained by an initiation into all the arts and secrets of which he was a master, but he must have her, one way or the other.
He stopped outside her door. His hand on the handle, he hesitated. Now that he was here, he was beginning to get nervous. Well, he who hesitates is lost, they say. He turned the handle.
Belinda was sitting up in bed, looking out the window. She wore a light, diaphanous nightgown and her high, firm breasts were clearly revealed. They were amazingly womanly for a girl so young and had the added virtue of the upward thrust of youth. The nipples, hardened by the cool night air, pushed in sharp little points against the light material.
Robert crossed the room and sat on the bed, as Belinda looked up.
“Oh, Uncle! Have you come to kiss me goodnight? I hope you'll stay and talk to me for a few minutes. I'm not the least bit sleepy.”
She moved over on the bed so that he would have more room. He reached out and stroked her long, shiny hair.
“That's fine. I'm not the least bit sleepy myself, and my own company was proving rather tedious.” His fingers moved from her hair to stroke her neck, playing with the pink shell of her ear. She arched her neck and pressed her face sensuously against his hand.
“Are you going to kiss me goodnight before we talk, or afterwards?”
Was she actually trying to seduce him? Surely she wasn't that brazen and yet the dark eyes that looked up at him from under half closed lids were hardly those of an innocent child.
He took her face in both hands, and leaned forward. He kissed her lips lightly, but she brought her arms up and pulled him down beside her, so he kissed her again.
“Oh, Uncle, do kiss me some more. How nice it is.”
This time she reached up and put her hands on the back of Robert's head, holding his face against hers. Her lips parted under his and he held her to him tightly. This was no goodnight kiss between niece and uncle.
He pushed his tongue against her teeth, and, sensing what he wanted, she opened her mouth, letting in his probing tongue. How cool and sweet she tasted.
In a moment she retaliated, darting her sharp, pink tongue into his open mouth. She learned fast.
For a long moment the kiss held and Robert felt his loins gain heat. His penis was hard and pressing against the little body he held in his arms, albeit through several layers of clothing and blanket.
She moved her mouth but retained her grasp on him, her hands moving over his head and neck, her fingers running up through his hair.
“Uncle, stay awhile. It makes me feel so good to cuddle you.”
Robert nibbled her ear, putting his arm around her hips in such a way that his hand fell against the crevice at the top of her thighs. He stroked her thigh, feeling the creamy skin through the thin sheet and nightdress. He kissed her mouth again as his stroking fingers found the tight little well that opened between her legs. She murmured as his ringers caressed her, pushing her body into him. She could feel the hard shaft of his penis between them and longed to reach down and touch it.
Robert whispered in her ear. “Do you want me to fondle you as you fondled yourself on the edge of the stream the other day?”
She half sat up, her eyes wide. “Where were you? Did you see me?”
“Yes, I saw you.” Robert pulled her down again, sliding his hand under the sheet, so that only the gossamer of her nightdress lay between his fingers and her bare flesh. He felt his stomach tighten and his balls gathered up hard against him. She was here! Actually under his hand! He trembled.
Belinda wriggled her round buttocks back against his hand, spreading her legs slightly so that his fingers slid up the lips of her vagina.
“You aren't angry, are you? It feels so good.” “No,” Robert answered, continuing to titillate the plump, now-moistening flesh. “I'm not angry. Do you want me to do it to you?”
“Oh, yes!” Belinda turned her face away. She was a little embarrassed, but much too excited to let that stop her. Her belly was growing hot and she could feel the juice start to trickle between her legs.
Robert stood up and pulled back the coverlet. Belinda lay on the bed looking up at him, her legs spread in abandon. His guts knotted into a tight ball as he looked down at the tender, young flesh so eagerly awaiting his caress.
He sat down beside her again and ran his hand up her leg, stroking the back of her knee, kneading the rounded thigh.
“It will be easier if we take this nightgown off.”
Belinda sat up, lifting her arms for him to slip the garment over, then lay back down again, pulling her knees up and spreading her legs wide. Her whole body was an open invitation to him.
He gazed at the firm pouting breasts, twin white hills of beauty. The dark rose nipples topped each mound like cherries on a frosted cake. His hand reached out and he cupped the nearest hill, squeezing it gently and rolling the nipple between his fingers. With his other hand he petted her belly and ran his fingers into the crevice at the top of her thighs.
Belinda purred and pushed her pelvis upward. His fingers slipped down between the lips of her vagina and as they massaged her hard little clitoris, she gasped out loud.
“Oh, yes, uncle. It feels so much nicer when you do it.”
It took all the self control he had not to pull out his burning rod and ram it right up that lovely channel, but the very agony of his self denial was exquisite.
“What a beauty you are!”
He leaned down and took the swollen nipple into his mouth, hearing her heavy uneven breath as she felt him suck and tease.
His fingers slid down from her clitoris and he felt the opening of her tight cunt. He pushed a finger deep into the wet crevice, and Belinda gasped. Oh, this felt so good. This must be what it would be like to have a man's thing go in her, only maybe that would be even better.
Robert worked another finger up her hole and she squirmed down onto them; panting. She had already stretched herself a little with her own playing and Robert wondered if there would be blood when he went into her. God, how he wanted to push his throbbing member high up into that little well of healing balm. His buttocks tightened and he thrust against her thigh.
He slid down in the bed, licking her stomach, her thighs, the outside of her vaginal lips. She arched toward his mouth, groaning. She had never dreamed that there could be this much sensation in all the world. Her body felt as if it were no longer earthbound, but floated, suspended in a whirlpool of fiery air.
Robert's tongue pushed between the lips of her vagina and slid the length of it. He took his fingers out of her and lifted her up to meet his face. His tongue found the hard nugget of her clitoris and she jerked upwards frantically as he licked and sucked on it. He enclosed the little dagger in the sheath of his lips and ran his tongue over and around it, holding her tightly so that her desperate wriggling would not pull her away from him.
“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh.” She shook her head from side to side on the bed, gasping and choking. The clear fluid poured out of her and down her white legs: like water out of a pump.
Robert stood up abruptly. He could wait no longer. His prick was like a tortured wound that must be healed and his testicles throbbed painfully.
He undressed quickly then turned back to the bed. She was still in the same position: knees up, legs spread. She looked at the great hard rod that jutted out at her, for a moment she was frightened.
“If you put that great thing in me, you shall split me. Oh, uncle, won't it hurt terribly?”
Robert knelt down between her legs, facing her. He reached out and started kneading her clitoris again till she was once more pushing up toward him, breathing heavily.
“It will only hurt at first my darling. After the first time it won't hurt anymore. Then it will all be pleasure.”
He rocked forward guiding his rigid cock to the opening of her cunt. He pushed against it, and after a moment he felt it give and he was in.
Belinda gasped and clutched the sheet under her. It did hurt. How would he ever get that huge thing in her? It would fill her whole belly.
Robert pushed forward a half inch more feeling her try to wriggle away from the spear that pierced her. Only his nob was in, but he could feel the wet, silken walls of her channel, and he thrilled with the knowledge that his was the first prick to feel those muscles pull and suck around it. He pressed forward another inch, crooning to her, and trying to be gentle. How he wanted to just press forward, driving his whole cock up, up into her; pounding on even into her womb. But he must go slowly.
Belinda squirmed frantically, relaxing as the pressure stopped. God, it hurt. Robert slid back and forth, his shaft rubbing the length of her vagina, the head opening her ever wider. It hurt terribly, but now it began to feel good too. Maybe he was right. Maybe the hurting would stop after the first time.
Robert pushed forward again, holding her buttocks so that she could not escape. The tight coil of passion that lay in his guts could no longer be denied. He heard her scream as he drove in yet further, pushing his penis deep, ramming, pounding, until it was all the way in. He withdrew and felt her relax slightly, but he drove back in again, in, out, deeper, deeper.
Belinda felt an agony between her legs as the huge organ surged up inside her, but after the first tearing shock she began to feel pleasure again. In a few moments her body was moving in rhythm with his, rising to meet his thrusts, instead of trying to get away from them. She heard his harsh breath, heard him mutter oaths and endearments too incoherent to be sorted out. She felt him move faster and wrapped her legs around his back, holding him to her.
“It's better now. It's starting to feel good.”
Well, this one would have to be for me-the next one for her. Robert could hold back no longer. The coil had wound as tight as it would go, and with a final thrust, it burst, shooting great gushes of sperm high up into her cunt.
He lay heavily on her soft, soothing body for a moment, while she held him gently in her arms. It had been all he had hoped, and more, but it was just the beginning.
He rolled over and Belinda curled up beside him, purring. Although she hadn't had an orgasm, she had no way of knowing what she had missed, and the experience she had just gone through had certainly been more wonderful than anything else she had known. She had felt the hard, shocking spasms as Robert came, and had felt the heavy gush that soaked her whole passage, splashing high up against her cervix. Not knowing that there was anything more, this had been enough for her. Her vagina stung and throbbed, but she was happy.
Robert rested for a few moments, his eyes closed. Belinda lay squeezed up so close to him, that were she any nearer she would be on the other side. He stroked her almost absently, letting his fingers play up and down her satin skin. Her traced the rib cage, the deep indentation at her waistline, the rise of her hips. A warmth began to rise in him again, and he whispered to her.
“Stroke me. Pet me the way you petted Rex today.”
This time Belinda was truly embarrassed. She covered her face with her hands.
“Uncle, you are wicked! Why do you spy on me?”
Robert laughed, lifting her face up so that she had to look at him. She tried to turn away again, and finding that she could not, she shut her eyes.
“I wasn't spying, my little puppet, but you do pick the most public places to indulge in the most private practices.” She kept her eyes closed and tried to wriggle away. “Darling, don't shield your gaze from me, I'm not angry. Come. Look at me.”
She opened her eyes cautiously. “It was dirty, wasn't it?”
Robert smiled. “Yes, I guess most people would say so, but it excited me very much.” She relaxed at this, and pressed against him again. “You shouldn't start anything you aren't prepared to finish, though. I should call Rex in now, and let him have you.”
Belinda cast her eyes down, but this time coyly, not with shame. “Uncle! What a thing to say! You're naughtier than I am.”
“Much naughtier,” Robert laughed, “But you re safe this time.” His cock was beginning to get firm again and he took her cool, little hand and put it on him. “Touch me.”
Belinda sat up so that she could see him, and ran her fingers up the length of his shaft. It was much nicer than Rex's. She fondled him, running her fingers around the head and caressing his tight, hairy balls, lifting them in her hand.
Robert felt his lust return, filling his body and centering in the now-rigid organ. He closed his legs and pushed himself upwards, his turgid cock reaching for the ceiling.
Belinda bent over him and he shuddered as he felt her soft, wet tongue run up the length of his shaft, over his swollen testicles, circling his nob and licking at the fluid that was starting to drip from him.
God, he couldn't stand it! He looked down at her and watched her own passion grow as she played with him. She rubbed her legs together and squirmed against his thigh.
“Take it in your mouth. Suck on it, darling.” He arched up, groaning in a fever of ecstasy, as he felt her lips and mouth enclose his burning nob, drawing and teasing.
“Oh God, yes! Suck it, my beauty!” He reached down and grasped her head in both hands, moving it up and down on him. Her little body writhed, and he knew that this time he wanted her to come too.
He pulled her head off his cock and rolled her over, arching her back away from him so that her bottom pushed against his thighs. He reached around to stroke her stomach and pushed his other arm underneath her so that he could play with her breasts. She panted heavily, her breath thick and uneven.
Spreading her legs, he guided his throbbing rod to the entrance of that dripping hole, waiting so eagerly to be filled. This time it was easier. Belinda still bucked as he thrust in, but he reached around again and started kneading her clitoris, pushing his cock up very slowly. This time he would wait for her, but God, he hoped it wouldn't be too long. A huge snake of lust lay poised in the bottom of his belly, and he could barely stand the extent of his sensation. The tight, newly opened sheath of her cunt pulled and squeezed him almost painfully, trying to pump him to climax in seconds. It still hurt, but now the hurt just made her hotter.
Belinda clawed the bed, tossing her head around. The ringers massaging her clitoris remorselessly were driving her to frenzy, and she wanted her uncle to push his great cock in higher, harder. Wanted him to split her in two.
Her breath escaped in quick gasps, a steady whine coming from her throat. She was completely out of control. Sensation such as this was totally foreign to her, and she was torn between ecstasy and terror. What was happening to her? Automatically, her body timed it's movements to match those of the man who rode her. Robert tried to slow down, afraid that he might not be able to wait, but she reared and pushed against him.
“Oh, uncle! Ohhhhh! I'm dying!”
Her body arched convulsively and went rigid, as Belinda experienced her first orgasm. She screamed, then collapsed on the bed, a smile creeping over her face as she lay there panting and only semi-conscious.
Robert stabbed again, again. “No, little darling. You are living.” The sight of what he had caused her to feel inflamed him beyond endurance, and now that she had achieved it, he need wait no longer.
Three more rapid strokes up that tight, soaking tunnel and he felt the snake rise; rise and strike.
His breath exploded in a great moan as he felt, for the second time, his thick juices fill her cunt to overflowing.
He held her against him, his penis sliding out of her, and dozed. He mustn't stay too long, but for the moment he was simply too weak to leave her.



CHAPTER FIVE


And so to London and then to court.
Belinda was greatly excited by the prospect of the change, though she had very little time to get used to the idea before it became a reality. Just four days after her defloration, certainly the greatest event in her life so far, Sir David called with his family and entourage and Robert and Belinda left the country estate that had been home to her since she was an infant. In spite of her outraged protests, Belinda's old nurse was left behind. Only twice since the first night had Robert had the chance to take his niece's lush, curved body, and on neither occasion had he been able to take her with the leisure and abandon he would have wished. There was much he wanted to teach her and her willingness-no, eagerness-to learn, inspired him to try new delights that even he had only thought about in the past. The firm perfection of her flesh, the down-covered thighs, the little mound of belly, the pushing breasts and tiny waist, coupled with her innocent but almost insatiable passion created in him the same craving that the addict has for drink. He had no intention of having anyone interfere with their pleasure in London.
Belinda knew why he had insisted on leaving Nurse behind, and although she had made no comment, she was in full agreement. Where previously, sex had been her greatest preoccupation, it was now almost her only one. Robert had taught her how to bring herself to a climax but she was still not as adept with her fingers as he, and at best, it was only a very poor substitute for the sensations her uncle aroused in her. She couldn't get enough of fondling and caressing his swollen cock, and the feeling of it pounding high up into her tight little channel sent her into a frantic ecstasy.

His big hand dropped to her knee as he called her attention to something outside the coach window. They were just entering London and she was in a state of wild excitement, but even then the touch of his hand was enough to start the moisture gathering between her thighs.
She looked up, her soft lips parted, and he smiled secretly down at her, his fingers tightening slightly on her knee.
“Soon,” he whispered.
Completely unaware of Sir David's own idea of family entertainments, Robert was being most discreet. He did know that Sir David had a taste for flesh and had seen the way he looked at Belinda, so it was not his personal opinion that Robert worried about. Actually, his male pride would doubtless make sure that his friend was not too long in ignorance of the fact that the beautiful white body was his to do as he wished with, but he was certainly not going to subject Belinda to what he was sure would be outraged horror on the part of Lady Cassen. Ah, how ill we know our fellow man, and even less our fellow woman.
Before going on to their permanent home at court, Robert and Belinda were to stay in London for a fortnight with some friends of Sir David's. This meant that, as they could not be together until they reached the privacy of their own apartments at court they would have to find other entertainments to take their mind off the enforced celibacy. This was difficult for Robert and even more so for the newly initiated little girl, but if diversions could be found anywhere, they could be found in London.
Sprawling, brawling, teeming with both the greatest men and the lowest dregs not only of England, but of every country in Europe, London was the hub of a dozen suburbs and the pounding heart of a busy, ambitious land. Trade was good, money was plentiful, and Londoners of every station lived life to the fullest. Late into the night the hawkers of shellfish, of sweetmeats and fruit, meatpies and posies, cajoled and pestered the passerby. If the streets were inclined to be choked with dust or bogged down with mud, they were lined with shops and warehouses containing all the luxuries a rapidly expanding world could offer. If they were none too safe after dark, they were certainly no worse than the thoroughfares of the other cities of Europe and if one ran the risk of being drenched by the contents of a chamber pot, unceremoniously emptied from one of the upper windows that overhung the pathways, he would also be the recipient of smiles and greetings thrown his way by the people he passed.
The markets were open almost round the clock and the taverns were never empty. Here, amid the inevitable brawls and squabbles could be found much wit, good conversation and even genius. The issues of the day were big ones, and never had they been more thoroughly discussed by the common folk. From beggar to Lord, first and foremost the Englishman was exactly that. His country's interests were his interests and anything that did her credit added to his own personal prestige as well. It was a time of fiery patriotism, and the great love of the English for their Tudor Queen grew and expanded until it encompassed the very air of the land itself.
Drake, the darling of all England and no less so of London, had come sailing home in the Golden Hind a month before Robert's arrival in the city. He had been away for three years and his return was triumphant. He had circumnavigated the world, sailing south to the Straits of Magellen. Blown further south still, he discovered that here the Atlantic and Pacific met in open water. Until then, it had been assumed that another continent lay directly below South America.
He had sailed north, raiding Spanish settlements along the coast of North America, then turned west, crossing the Pacific. On to India, Africa, and home again to England; the first Englishman ever to make such a voyage. He had returned with a huge cargo of spices and treasure, and been knighted by Elizabeth on the deck of his ship.
London, very much a port, was full of the stories brought back by Drake's seamen. Every second boy, from toddler to apprentice, dreamed of one day making a voyage to rival it; of perhaps sailing with Drake himself, or at least, of going to sea. Many of them did go, but none matched the exploits of the incomparable Sir Francis. Such was his popularity throughout the country, that it was said that he was to be the next mayor of Plymouth (which proved true the following year) and there was little doubt in many minds that he could have been Lord Mayor of London herself, had he so chosen.
Fairs, bear baiting, cock fights, and street minstrals provided constant entertainment. At The Theater rich and poor mingled to watch the steady stream of new plays, written and produced for their pleasure. True, the pit was open to the elements, but even when a heavy rain fell it might soak the garments, but could do little to dampen the spirits of the patrons watching the tragedies, the historical dramas, the comedies, paraded for their enjoyment. Plays, of course, were no new thing to England, but a permanent theater was. James Burbage had built the theater, the first in London, only two years earlier. It was octagonal, the stage jutting out from one of the eight sides, and had a closed gallery for the toffs, as well as the open pit. It was instantly popular, and was packed for every performance from the day it opened.
The sumptuous clothes of the circle in which she now found herself, the elaborate hairstyles, the colours, the richness and glow of life after the simplicity of the country, left Belinda in a state of awe. Although she greatly desired the fire of her uncle's thick body, time went quickly during their stay in London. Sir David went on to court a day ahead of them, and when they arrived their new home was in complete readiness. Robert smiled when he found that his room was next to Belinda's, actually joined by a connecting dressing room. Since it had been Sir David who personally made the arrangements, perhaps he was more aware than Robert had thought of his domestic relationship. Ah well, it would seem that, if he guessed, he didn't disapprove.
As he stood in the doorway of the so-very-convenient dressing room, Belinda came dashing through and fell into his arms, squeezing him to her.
“Oh uncle, it's beautiful, and we shall be all alone here. The servants' quarters are 'way at the other end of the house.”
Robert laughed, fondling the eager little body that squirmed against him.
“So you noticed that, did you? You're getting far too knowing.”
She put her arms around his neck and pulled his head down.
“Kiss me, Uncle. I've missed you so.”
As his mouth touched the soft, moist lips, all the pent up passion of the past two weeks coursed through him and settled in a burning pool between his legs. Belinda probed the inside of his mouth with her darting tongue and Robert felt his cock surge with blood, forcing into her belly through their clothes. He had taken his pleasure more than once while in London, but it hadn't slaked his desire for the creature now quivering in his arms.
“Touch me, Uncle. I can't wait for you any longer!”
Still holding her, he reached down and pulled up her long skirt, catching it in one hand. With the other hand, he stroked the exposed belly, petting her thighs very lightly. Her flesh was moist and hot with desire, and the lust that grew in him was almost more than Robert could bear as he felt the satin skin beneath his hand. Belinda moaned and held his face down tight on hers, sucking hungrily on his dripping tongue. No longer able to keep away from the center of his desires, Robert pushed his fingers deep into her cunt, almost lifting her off the floor. It was as wet as a swamp, and clamped around his fingers like a vice. Belinda squirmed frantically as he prodded, and Robert knew that if he didn't get into her soon his swollen cock would burst the material of his pants. It pushed painfully against his clothing, and there was no denying such a need. It would be quick, he knew, but there was always tonight for more leisurely joy. Right now, all he wanted to do was fill that soaking hole with spurt after spurt of boiling come; shoot high into her belly till his aching balls were completely empty.
There was a low stool standing beside the bed, and Robert hooked it over with his foot.
“Stand up on this.”
As she stepped up onto the stool, putting her on a level with him, he started to undo his pants. She reached out and brushed his hands away.
“No. Let me. Oh, how I want it!”
She took the great prick out of its cage, and Robert groaned aloud as he felt the cool fingers encircle him. She whimpered with need, and squatting quickly, took the almost-purple head into her mouth. She sucked greedily, stroking his balls with her fingertips.
“My God, stop!” Robert gasped. “I won't be able to hold back.”
He reached down and pulled her upright. He slid his fingers down the heavy, pouting lips and rolled the rigid clitoris between his fingertips. She leaned against him, panting, and spread her legs wider. Robert could feel her rubbing hard against his hand and the slick moisture poured down her thighs like honey from a comb. He bent his knees slightly, and placed his dripping nob against the entrance to her vagina. Straightening up with a quick jerk, he rammed his throbbing joint right up to the hilt in her slick, fiery sheath.
“Ohhhhhh,” Belinda buried her face in his shoulder so that her cries would not be heard. It had been so long, that although she thought she had remembered exactly what that weapon felt like, the actuality was far greater than the dream. Heat rose from her stretched cunt like smoke from a fire of burning laves, filling her whole body with spasms of sensation.
Robert bent his knees again, this time moving up more slowly. He knew that if he wasn't careful, it would be finished almost before he had started. He slid his penis slowly up the full length of her hole, feeling the sides squeeze and suck his rock-hard shaft. Belinda rotated her hips in an almost circular movement, moving urgently under the hands that held her bare buttocks.
“Oh, Uncle, I can't wait. Hurry!” she gasped, moving faster and dipping her body to push his cock even deeper into her. Robert could feel the head of his great rod bang against her cervix with every thrust, but in his raging heat even this seemed hardly enough. He wanted to penetrate into her very womb; pound and drive and charge through her whole body till he came out again through her luscious little mouth. He moved quicker, unable to control it any longer.
“Hurry, Uncle. Hurry. I want you to come with me.”
Her desperate pleading was hardly necessary. Robert could feel the huge charge of semen racing up to his throbbing member, and was as powerless to stop or slow it down as he would have been to turn back a flood with a teacup.
“Now, 'Lindy! Oh, yes, yes! Now!”
He held her to him, forcing her hips down hard as the great flow shot out in a violent burst, filling her to overflowing.
Through her own thick haze of ecstasy, Belinda could feel the hot gush of sperm splash into her, and she clutched madly at her uncle as her own orgasm reached its glorious height.
For a moment they stood clinging to each other, getting back enough strength to move. Robert stepped back, separating them, and tilted her chin in his hand.
He grinned. “We'd better go down to dinner before one of the servants comes to announce it. They might not understand.”
Belinda let her skirts fall back into place with a quick shake of her head, she looked once again, the pretty but demure little niece. One would never guess that the voracious little minx was also the mistress.
“I don't know that I care,” she said archly.
“You haven't done anything to me for just ages and I was beginning to hate everybody.” She hugged him, rubbing her face against the soft wool of his jacket. “I was so happy just now, I wouldn't have cared if every silly servant in England had come in and seen us.”
Robert laughed, ruffling her hair. “You wouldn't even have known they were there, my passionate little love. But don't worry, you won't be neglected again. We'll see that that hot little body gets well used.”
Belinda minced away from him, looking back over her shoulder coquettishly.
“But what if you get sick or something? What if he wears out? You must be very old.”
“You little beast,” Robert roared with feigned indignation. “I'm young enough to handle your needs. And as for wearing it out, I wouldn't fear too much about that.”
“But if you're sick?”
What a little lecher the child was. Although she was teasing him, he knew, still some genuine concern had crept into her voice.
“Then we would have to find a substitute. Rex, perhaps? You haven't settled that little debt yet.”
She hid her face. This was the one subject he could bring up that always brought a blush. Putting his arm around her shoulder he walked toward the door.
“Come, Lindy. You're safe from Rex for the time being. You'll have quite enough to handle, taking care of me. But just remember that I haven't forgotten the poor beast.”
She pressed his hand against her face, once again the loving, completely trusting child.
“I do love it so, Uncle. It's just awful to have to do without and I'm not very good at what you showed me to do with my hands. Oh, it's nice and I like it, but it isn't the same-not even nearly.”
Robert cupped one high breast and squeezed gently. If it weren't for the servants and the necessity of keeping up appearances, he would have taken her again right then. His penis was already hard again, and he could feel the unscratchable itch spreading through his groin.
“Don't worry, child. You shall have all you can handle-and maybe more.”
Belinda looked up, blue eyes round and frank.
“Oh, no, Uncle. I could never, never have too much.”



CHAPTER SIX


Sir David Cassen was decidedly ill at ease. This was not a condition in which he often found himself, but the reason was grave enough. Lady Marion was missing, and missing in such a fashion, that it was extremely difficult to make too many inquiries.
Contacts were being established with a man in the French embassy that could prove invaluable. It was essential that Sir David would not be connected in anyway, and it was even dangerous for him to use Robert as a courier. He had debated every possibility with himself, but the contact was much too valuable to risk. The only person whose discretion could be relied upon completely was his wife. She had no really clear idea of just what or who he was working for, and asked no questions, but she had carried delicate messages before, and it seemed that she would have to again.
She had left the house three days ago, for London. She should have been back the night before, or at least that morning, but as the soft greys of twilight darkened into night she had still not appeared. Since they had told no one that she was going to London, she certainly wouldn't be staying with any of their friends there. Nor had she sent a messenger, which would have been the logical thing, had she been delayed in any normal way.
As he paced the floor of his massive study, Sir David's uneasiness increased. In as far as he was capable, and years of rigid control had tempered his nerve to fine steel, he was thoroughly worried. The two things dearest to his heart, his wife and his work, should never have come in contact. He now damned the necessity that had brought them together this time. If word leaked out of his work for Walsingham, his usefulness to that gentleman and to his country would be ended. On the other hand, if anything happened to Marion, he would raze all London in his grief and rage.
The servants had long been abed, and he was debating the possibility of sending Robert to London to make what inquiries he could, when he heard the French doors in the morning room open and close.
Walking quickly down the hall he pulled open the door to the cheerful little room and stepped inside.
The room was dark, but Sir David could hear soft breathing. Lighting a candle, he looked around, being careful to keep his back to the wall. At first he saw nothing. The French door still swung back and forth in the chill breeze, and for a moment Sir David thought that whoever had entered had slipped out again. Then he heard the breathing again and looking down saw his wife lying beside a chaise lounge, just to the right of the door. Her eyes were half closed, and she was dressed in some ragged garment that he had never seen before.
“Marion! My God, are you hurt?”
As he kneeled and took her in his arms, she rested her head against his shoulder. He lifted her up and carried her into the study, then lay her down gently on the broad couch.
She smiled up at him, brushing her wildly disordered hair out of her eyes.
“I'm not hurt. Just weary. I got the message through. Robert will be sent a gift of wine. There will be a message inserted in the cork.” She stopped, her heavy breathing choking off the words.
“Rest first, my darling. The news will wait.” He brought her a full cup of brandy and held her head while she sipped it. Her breathing slowed, and she seemed to grow a little stronger. “Where have you been? What in God's name happened to you?”
“A dream. The wildest nightmare any woman could ever have.”
She leaned her head back against the pillows and started to talk.

Arriving in London, Marion had taken a room in a quiet, but fairly large inn. When evening came, she had dressed in the clothes of a middleclass London woman, perhaps a small shopkeeper's wife, and gone out into the city streets.
She kept the arranged appointment in a busy tavern near the French embassy, but it had taken much longer than expected. Her man had been exactly on time, but they had been joined by two friends of his before they had a chance to exchange messages. Since, obviously, nothing could be discussed until they were alone, it had been quite late before Marion had been able to complete her business and start back to the inn.
The streets were crowded and no one seemed to take any notice of the woman hurrying along with the crowds. Two people, however, had taken notice.
As Marion passed two filthy beggars standing in a doorway, one of them looked up. Her plain attire made her look less prosperous, but it did little to dim her seductive beauty. The men leered after her.
“'Ow'd ya like t' wet your bone in that, hey?”
He was tall and thick set, his matted ginger hair falling almost to his shoulders. A rag, covered the gaping socket of his left eye, and a scar ran in a livid, half-healed track from high up on his cheekbone to just under his chin. He might be anywhere be'ween thirty and forty, and color and smell would indicate that it had been as many years since he had bathed.
His companion was much older, a gaunt, tattered, relic of a human being. His twisted leg and humped back probably assisted him greatly in his profession, but they added nothing to what was already a wretched, disgusting appearance.
“Righto, Big Red. It's been such a time since I 'ad my prick up a bit like that, that's it's not much more 'n a memory.”
They started walking after the hurrying figure, watching the quick nicking of her hips and the arch of neck and shoulder. She bore little resemblance to the Lady Marion of Elizabeth's court, but she still looked a high cut above her present surroundings.
She turned down a side street, and Big Red quickened his pace, his friend half-running to keep up.
“Maybe we'll snatch her, eh? I bet those tits are white 'n soft as bread dough.” His eye burned hot and his breath quickened. “We could take 'er t' Freddie's, an' when we 'ad all we wanted of 'er, we could watch the other boys 'avin' a go.” He laughed. “Nuffink, I like much better than watchin' chicken get done over by a crowd. Gives me a right 'orn. Throw it up 'er again afterwards, I would.”
“Cor, me cock's just wastin' fer it, but I don't know about snatchin' 'er. She looks the sort someone might come lookin' for.” He slowed down. “Get us inta real strife.”
Big Red shrugged. He knew Gimp had little stomach for anything that might bring the authorities down on them, but by now he didn't care much. He had been drinking all evening, and wine and lust were making him reckless.
“Well, we'll wait 'n see about the snatch, but we can 'ave a bit of a giggle wiv 'er, anyhow.”
By this time they were almost abreast of her, and in a couple of long strides, Big Red was beside her. She looked up as he spoke.
“Out a bit late, ain't ya, lady? Better let me 'n my mate walk along wiv ya. Wouldn't want ya t' come t' no harm.”
Marion said nothing. The huge, leering man sounded sincere enough, but the look in his eye told a different story.
As she hurried to out pace him, he caught her arm.
“'Ere now, don't rush off. Why not be friendly?” Marion was really frightened now. She screamed and tried to break away. The inn was only a short distance further, and if she could get loose, she had a good chance of making a run for it. Big Red grabbed her in both arms, and when she sunk her teeth into his chest, he slapped her across the head so hard it made her ears ring. Half crying, half dumb with panic, she tried again to get free, but he held her fast, his filthy hand elapsed tight over her mouth.
“Like t' put yer mouth on rings, do ya? Bitin' bitch! I was jus' gonna give ya a tickle, but now yer for it. You'll suck my cock off fer that. Suck it so soft n' pretty I'll shoot my spunk all over yer bitin' teef.”
Gimp was cringing behind them, torn between lust and fear of the consequences.
“Blimy, Red, ye'd better get 'er off the street, or we'll get nabbed certain. 'Ere,” he peeled off the filthy cloak that hung by a string around his neck, “wrap 'er up in this an' we'll pull 'er up the lane.”
Marion felt the thick, stinking wool being thrown over her head, then she was lifted from the ground and carried. She tried to scream, tried to squirm loose, but the giant beggar held her firmly.
They had only walked a short way, when she felt herself being dumped unceremoniously into wet felt like a heap of rubbish. Before she could pull off the garment that blinded and nearly suffocated her, Big Red was beside her, pressing her down.
“Now, you jus' lay off that, lady. One peep out o' you, and I'll do fer ya. Be a good, quiet little doxy, an' I'll treat ya real nice.” He turned to Gimp, who had crouched beside them. “Don't squat there slobberin', ya stinkin' hound. Get the cart. We'll take 'er on out t' Freddies and have some time to fiddle before the others get in.”
The deserted cul-de-sac to which they had dragged their victim put heart into the cowardly old man, as darkness and concealment always put heart into those dedicated to villainy, and his lust had risen with the decline of his fears.
“Ow, mate, that's the fing, but gimme a look at 'er before I go. I just want a little look t' quicken my journey, like.”
Big Red laughed coarsely and grabbed the hem of Marion's skirt and yanked it to her waist, revealing her white thighs and buttocks. As she wriggled frantically, trying to escape this outrage, Big Red hooked his leg over hers, holding her still and spreading her open with the same motion.
“Cor.'“ Gimp leaned forward, saliva running from the side of his mouth. “Look at that arse. I'm gonna ram my bird right up that arse, I am.”
Big Red pulled the cheeks wide and looked at the tight, curled anus. He laughed again. “Not wiv your monster, ye ain't. Ye'd split 'er right down t' the cunt. Half yer weight's in yer cock, boyo, and that little arse hole wouldn't hardly take the nob.' Marion sobbed, struggling with renewed vigour as she felt Big Red's finger poke deep into her behind.
He continued to poke her for a moment, then, spreading her legs even wider, he spoke to Gimp again. “Go on, take a feel, then get the cart. Stick yer thumb up 'er arse. She'll like that.”
The old man sniggered, prodding at the opening till the muscles relaxed enough to let his thumb sink it. He pivoted it round and round, then pulled it out and grabbed the lips of her vagina between his fingers, twisting cruelly. Marion's scream was muffled, and the two men paid no attention. After squeezing her thighs and buttocks, Gimp pushed his hand into her vagina, lifting sharply as he did so in such a manner that Marion had no choice but to lift her bottom high in the air.
“Look at that arse liftin'. I fink she wants a doin' right now.”
Big Red pushed him away. “Get that cart, or ya won't even get t' watch, ya buggerin' old pervert. I'll keep the pig happy while you're gone, 'op it now!”
Reluctantly, Gimp stood up and started out of the alley. Big Red watched till he was sure the man was gone, then flipped Marion over on her back. The cloak fell from her head, and she looked at her abductor, the tears streaming down her face.
“Please. Please let me go. You'll be well rewarded, I swear it.”
Big Red lay down on the refuse heap beside her, holding her flat and rummaging in her blouse for her breast.
“Sure. Rewarded wiv the rope.” He found the satiny globe and yanked it out of the neck of her gown, tearing the material almost to the waist. “I'll get all the reward I want outa ya, an' it won't be the rope-nor coin, either.” He pulled her breast, squeezing and fondling. “Cor, I like tits! Think I'll work on ya a bit while we're waitin' fer Gimp.”
He bent his face over her, and took the darkened nipple between his teeth. Marion gasped as he started to suck, teasing the nipple with his tongue and drawing hard with lips and cheeks. His hand went up under her skirt and she felt him fumble between her legs, pulling the curled hair gently and prodding his fingers into her. His matted hair fell over her white skin, and the stench of his filthy rags and carcass almost overpowered her. She tried to pull away, but thought better of it when she felt his broken teeth nip sharply on her tender breast.
He lifted his head, pulling his lips away from the distended nipple with a sharp report.
“Ya might as well stop tryin' t' flit. Yer not goin' anywhere except where I take ya.” He rolled on top of her, pushing her legs apart with his knee and pulling at the leather lace that held his trousers together. “I'll jus' give ya a little taste while we're waitin'.”
Marion rolled her head away as the vile reek of the man's breath filled her nostrils. She started to whimper as she felt him force his hard, eager erection into her body. He pumped quickly, breathing hard and pounding into her in a steady, workmanlike fashion.
“Move on it, girlie, or I'll stick it in your arse. Yeh, that's better. Yer twot's pullin' good now.” His strokes came quicker and Marion knew that it wouldn't be long before he reached his climax. Although her relationship with her daughter would certainly lead one to believe that there was little left in the sex line that could shock her, this was by no means true. She had gone into marriage a virgin, and had never had any man except Sir David. The thought of this grimy half-beast filling her with his sperm revolted and horrified her.
“Not inside me, Oh God, do anything else but please don't do it inside me.”
Her pleading only seemed to heighten the man's lust, and he put his hands under her bottom, pulling her up so that he could drive in even deeper.
“Not inside ya? Lady I'm gonna put my shot so high up yer snatch it won't drip out till mornin'.” He jerked forward, squeezing her buttocks and ramming the full length of his penis in and out. “Now. Yer gonna take it now, lady. Right up yer cunt.” He grunted like a boar, and Marion felt his penis twitch in heavy, violent spasms as the flood of semen poured into her belly.
Big Red lay panting for a moment, resting his full weight on her slender body. She gasped for air and he rolled off.
Wiping his dripping member on her skirt as an added indignity, he adjusted his clothes and stood up, pulling her to her feet. The sound of wheels could be heard and in a moment, Gimp appeared at the entrance to the cul-de-sac, pulling a deep cart of the sort used by rag pickers.
Big Red leered at her. “Just in time, 'eh?' Wouldn' want 'im t' fink I was interferin' wiv ya while 'is back was turned.”
Marion turned away, hoping frantically that an opportunity to escape would present itself while they were occupied with the cart. Unfortunately, Big Red was taking no chances with her. He had Gimp tear some rags into strips and tied her hands tightly behind her. He then pressed another handful of rags into her mouth for a gag, stretching it cruelly and almost choking her. She was dumped roughly into the bottom of the cart and covered with the wool cloak.

For nearly an hour Marion was pulled through the streets. Her body was soon covered with bruises from being banged against the sides of the wooden cart, and the filthy gag had been pushed so far down her throat that she was almost unable to breathe. At times she lay in a semi-swoon, half dead from lack of air. Even that was better than the other interminable moments when she lay, buffeted and stiff in her pitch black prison, and tried to imagine what was going to happen to her. That she was to be raped, not only by these two vermin, but by others as well, was something she had been made all too aware of. But what then? They certainly wouldn't let her go-wouldn't dare. Would they kill her? It seemed the only possibility, but perhaps she would be glad to die by the time they were through with her.

Half fainting, she became aware that the cart had stopped. The thick cloak was lifted from her and rough hands pulled her out of the cart. She was too weak to stand and would have fallen if Big Red hadn't grabbed her around the waist and thrown her over his shoulder like a sack of malt. In this fashion she was carried up a steep flight of stairs and into a high loft where she was deposited on a wide, self-like couch attached to one wall. She lay very still, eyes closed, only vaguely aware that the nightmare of a journey being over, a much worse nightmare was about to begin.
The two men stood beside the bed and Gimp was again looking worried.
“What's wrong wiv' 'er? Cor, she don't 'alf look done up. Don't fink she's dead, do ya?”
Big Red snorted. “Nah. She's just a bit bashed from the ride. We'll strip 'er off then give 'er a spot o' gin t' bring 'er 'round. I want 'er t' know what she's gettin'.”
Through the grey fog that dimmed her senses, Marion felt the two men pulling at her clothes, taking off each garment carefully. She wondered, in a rather detached fashion, if they were being so careful not to tear them so that they would be more readily sold after she was dead. She heard Gimp question the ripped bodice, but he accepted Big Red's explanation that it had happened when he was putting her into the cart.
“Bring the candle nearer and get the gin. I could do wiv' a nip meself.”
Gimp's shoes shuffled across the bare boards of the floor and Big Red sat down on the bed beside her. Lifting her head, he forced the neck of a bottle into her mouth and poured a great splash of cheap, fiery gin down her throat. She coughed and spluttered but her head cleared a little and her eyes opened. She looked around her.
She was in a huge, high-ceilinged room. It appeared to be the whole top floor of a building, and much the worse for wear. One section of the roof was missing, leaving a gaping hole open to the sky. There were several shelves like the one she was lying on, a large table made of boards set on a trestle, and a few broken chairs. Heaps of rags and bits of broken furniture completed the contents of the dreary room. The light from the lamp splashed the wall with eerie shadows and although a fire was smoldering in some sort of makeshift stove, the room felt damp and cold. The sharp chill on her naked body did more than the gin to revive her, and she was now completely awake.
Big Red dropped her head and tilted the bottle to his own lips, taking a long swallow. He forced her to take another deep drink, and although the stuff tasted loathsome, it warmed her and took the edge off her terror, so she didn't complain. Gimp reached for the rapidly diminishing bottle and Big Red started stroking her bare breasts and belly.
“Let's work 'er up a bit. A female's always better at fuckin' if ye get 'er 'ot.” He spread her legs and started titillating her clitoris, manipulating it gently between his fingertips. Marion tried to close her legs, but Gimp grabbed her by the knees and held her open. His watery eyes gleamed and his toothless mouth hung open. He could feel life in his crotch, and his great organ filled with blood as he watched the beautiful body in front of him twist and shiver under the mauling hand of his mate. In spite of herself, Marion's vagina began to moisten, and she cursed her body for betraying her.
Big Red moved his hand from her clitoris and he pulled the heavy lips apart with both hands, exposing the damp, pink flesh and the hard, pointed button.
“'Ow'd ye like t' 'ave a lick o' that, Gimp? Go on, put yer tongue t' the doxy. She finks she can 'old off, but we'll make 'er like it.”
He laughed coarsely and the hideous old man bent his head down and ran his heavy tongue up her sex from the opening to the thick brush of hair that grew over the high mound of her pelvis. He licked avidly, lapping at her like a dog, taking her burning clitoris between his lips, and slurping up the clear fluid that ran out of her. Marion writhed on the bed, trying to get away from that monstrous mouth. She was humiliated, terrified, disgusted, but she could not control the heat that was beginning to mount in her belly. Unable to stop herself, her body arched slightly to meet the tongue that was working over her.
Big Red was breathing hard. He reached down and squeezed the bulge that had grown in his pants, rubbing it with his hand.
“She's feelin' it now. Ye like the taste o' that fancy cunt, don't ye, mate? Take yer pants down an' show 'er yer cock. That oughta please 'er.”
The old man stood up and pulled his pants off hastily. When he turned around to face them, Marion saw that indeed half his weight was in his member. Jutting in front of his skinny, shrunken frame like a club, was the biggest penis she had ever seen. More than ten inches long, the giant head would have filled a tea cup. Big Red beckoned the man closer. “Stand 'ere. Now, girlie, what d' ya fink o' that? Take it in yer hand and give it a tickle. Go on, ya bitch, do whot yer told or I'll bash you good.” Marion reached out and put her hand around the swollen purple mass. Her fingers would barely enclose it and she thought with horror of what it would feel like inside her. “Pull on it. Make it good an' 'ard fer yer cunt.” Red's eyes were bright with lust and his breath was coming in quick pants. He pulled and fondled her breast while he was talking, continuing to rub himself with his other hand while he did so. “Do it nice, now.”
Gimp felt the fire burning up his old legs as Marion's slim white fingers moved the skin up and down his erect cock. Fluid started to drip from the head and he thrust against her hand, muttering with passion.
“Cor, but she jerks it good. Ohhhhh, me prick's fair burnin'. Lemme stick it up 'er cunt before she pulls the juice right out o' me.”
Big Red pushed a thick wad of old clothes under Marion's behind, arching her body sharply. Frantic with passion, Gimp squatted on the bed between her legs and aimed his huge cock at the opening to her body. He leaned forward and Marion screamed as she felt the monster push into her, stretching her hole almost to the tearing point. Gimp leaned again, and the great shaft pushed further. Big Red, watching, was getting more and more excited as the gigantic shaft worked in and out of the reddened hole. Gimp was going slowly, wanting the exquisite tingle in his groin to last as long as possible. He could feel the wet walls of Marion's channel clasp his organ like a vice, and the heat that spread through him made it harder and harder for him to control his strokes. Mouthing obscenities, he groaned as he pushed the full length of his cock up into the woman's sex, ramming her cervix with the dripping head.
Marion was almost frantic. The pain caused by this gross invasion was coupled with a most unwanted desire. As the great cock pounded into her again and again, she found that her movements were no longer an attempt to escape, but dictated by a need to take all the man could push into her, to feel herself filled to bursting with hard, pulsing cock. She whimpered and moved her hips in a slow arc.
Big Red stood up. “She's likin' it now, the slut.” He reached inside his pants and pulled out his stiff, red cock. “Now she'll pay fer that bitin' she gave me.” He moved back to the bed, and kneeling beside her head he grabbed her hair and twisted her face around, pushing his wet prick at her mouth. “Suck on it, ya pig. Suck on it till it shoots in yer throat.” Even though she was being driven to distraction by the great cock between her thighs, Mario balked at the thought of taking the man into her mouth. It was different with Sir David, but she just couldn't force herself to let that dirty, gross thing between her lips. As she tried to turn her head away, Big Red yanked her hair cruelly, landing a ringing, openhanded blow across her soft cheek. The tears ran down her face, and in a moment she felt her mouth filled as Big Red thrust in. “Suck. Suck real pretty or I'll give ya a bashin' yer won't never forget.”
Terrified, Marion started moving her head up and down, running the inside of her cheeks along the length of the throbbing machine, and she felt her passion growing again. Finally, her aversion to the thing in her mouth changed to a terrible urge to shame herself, to wipe out all the horror in an orgy of disgrace and pain, and thick, hot come. Her mouth drew lovingly on the cock and she licked the head with her tongue. Big Red was breathing hard, the wet, young mouth and white body driving him to frenzy. His eyes were slits and saliva ran from the corner of his mouth as he turned his head from side to side, alternately watching the delicate, dainty creature being fucked by his friend's huge prick, and looking down to see her sucking so hard on his own cock.
Gimp was pounding frantically, driving to the hilt into the liquid fire that teased his sensitive pillar.
“Chris', Red, I'm gonna 'ave t' do it. Me nob's so full o' spunk it's like t' burst.” Marion jerked and twisted her pelvis in a wild lust-ridden dance. “Ohhhhhh, I can't 'old it! 'Er cunt's fair yankin' it out. 'Ere it is, girlie, 'er it is. OHHHHHH!” With a loud moan, the old man's body stiffened, and Marion felt burst after burst of thick, hot juice shot into her. Finally the old man moved back, his penis falling out of her as limp as his exhausted body.
Big Red moved back from her, and pulling her head back sharply with one hand, he took his rigid joint in the other, jerking it up and down quickly.
“Ye can take a load in yer mouth later on, but this one yer gonna get on your face.” He jerked harder, bending forward till he was directly over her. Marion watched through half closed eyes, wanting him to do what he threatened, yet dreading it. “Play wiv yer tits, ya bitch. Rub yer cunt while I'm jerkin'. I wanta watch y'.”
Marion's hand went to her breast and she started fondling herself, tweaking and rolling the dark pouting nipple. Molten lava ran in place of blood through her belly and thighs, and her hole felt gaping and empty without the huge cock in it. She reached down and started rubbing herself frantically, desperate to stop the itch that was driving at her desperately.
“Go on and rub yerself, ya hot bitch.” Just as Marion felt the dam break and the warm juice of her climax poured down her thighs, soaking the rags beneath her, a hot shower splashed on her throat and mouth and cheeks, and she heard Big Red roar like a bull as, for the second time that night, he pumped his juices onto her body.
He moved away and Marion turned over on the bed, wiping her face off on a rag. She lay with her face to the wall, eyes closed tightly and let the deep sobs of despair wrack her body. Shame and self loathing were so great that she felt nothing more could ever affect her. Little did she realize that this was but a mild beginning to what she would have to endure before she saw her home again.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Marion's eyes closed and her voice faded to silence. Sir David poured another stiff tot of brandy and, holding her head gently, helped her to drink. He said nothing, remaining as silent as he had throughout her whole grim recital. He had made no comment, nor did he intend to. The sound of his voice might well make it impossible for her to go on, and he knew that her dreadful experience would never be erased until she had told him everything; talked it all away.
His face was a classic study of tight control. He was compelled, for her sake, to listen, but knew there was nothing he could do; no revenge he could take. Even if it were possible to sort out the culprits from the thousands of like wretches that filled the slums of London, he couldn't possibly risk having the story of his wife's ordeal leak out. Aside from the impossible scandal, people would certainly wonder what Lady Marion Cassen was doing, wandering abroad in London at that time of night, in that particular district. Someone might just figure it out, or at least make a too-close guess. No, there was nothing he could do but listen with almost equal parts of horror and fascination and thank the gods that his woman had been returned to him in no worse condition.
Marion drained the cup and opened her eyes again. As if in a trance, she stared straight ahead of her and started speaking again.
“They started drinking again white I was crying, and the one called Big Red told me to shut up and made me take a drink from their battle. He said that he couldn't stand blubbering, and that the gin would cheer me up. It didn't cheer me up but it did make me a little warmer. I was huddling under some rags, trying to hide myself and keep the cold away when I heard voices and the sound of people coming up the stairs. They pushed open the door and came in. There were four men and a woman. They were all drunk, and I can't begin to tell how repulsive they were-oh, not much worse than Big Red and Gimp, but no better. The woman was almost inhuman. She was nearly as tall as Big Red, with wide shoulders and enormous, sagging breasts. She couldn't have been more than twenty, if that, but one front tooth was missing and her face was so sunken about the cheeks that I think most of the back teeth must have been missing, too. Her hair hung to her waist in a filthy, snarled mass and her clothes-well, they were what you see me in now. The worst part of her was her voice. She talked like a very young child, and either whined or giggled constantly.
“One of the men had a large ape on a chain, and they all looked so repulsive that it was hard to tell, at first, that the ape wasn't just another of their fellows.
“That I should be in such company was so unbelievable that for a few moments I actually believed that I had disappeared and was just looking on, the way one would watch a play.
“It wasn't very long before the reality of it all was impressed on me again. Big Red and the old one named Gimp gathered the others around and displayed me like some sort of prize animal. They rolled me about and pawed me, holding up my breasts, and spreading my legs apart so that the others could see every bit of me.
“Then they started arguing about who should have me first. The new ones had brought more gin with them, and I hoped they might get into a drunken fight and forget about me, but it was an idle hope. While they were arguing, the idiot girl squatted on the floor beside me and started to touch my skin, drooling and saying how soft and pretty I was, like a baby. Then she said that I was her baby, and sat up on the bed beside me. She pulled me up easily, as though I weighed nothing and cradled me in her arms. Then she took out one of her huge breasts and tried to put the nipple into my mouth. I pulled away and she slapped me hard on the bare bottom, saying naughty, naughty, and that I must eat. The slap hurt terribly and I knew there must be a welt there so I let her push the hard, rubbery nipple into my mouth and started to suck. While I was nursing her she pulled her skirt up and spread her legs so that she could play with herself.
“The men noticed what was happening and watched for a few moments, then they pulled her away. They told her that she could have me to do whatever she wanted with, but that they wanted to get at me first.
“Two of the men had to leave soon, so it had been decided that they could go first. They knelt, one on each side of me, and, while the others watched and said filthy things, they made me fondle them both, one in each hand. They made me pet their bullocks and pull on their big rods until both of them started dripping. Then they rolled me on my side and one of them lay down in front of me and one behind me, saying that they were both going to take me at once. I begged them not to, but there was nothing I could do. The one behind me reached down with his fingers and rubbed some of the juice from my other place onto my anus, then I felt him pushing into me. I cried out as the thick head forced my bottom open, but I was pressed tightly to the man who was lying against my belly and I couldn't get away. He pushed in and out, loosening the hole, then drove all the way up. He told the other man he was in, and stopped stroking till the other man got his cock up my cunt. Between them, I was stretched so tight I thought I'd die. They both started pumping, working in and out of me, and the man who was using my cunt moved his body backward so that my breasts and face were free. He cupped one breast in his hand and pinched my nipples, then he told one of the other new men to use my mouth, saying that there was no reason why it should go to waste. This one was small and skinny, I don't think he was much more than a boy, and he immediately took his pants off and straddled my face. His penis was very hard and something dripped onto my face as he pulled my head up with both hands and pushed it between my lips, using my mouth like a vagina. Gimp shouted out that he would give an extra tot of gin to whoever came in me first, and just after that I felt the man who was in my behind start to move faster, swaying his hips around in a circle so that I felt my little ass hole would soon be bigger than the biggest cunt in the world. He grunted like a pig when he came, and I could feel him shoot stuff all over the inside of my bottom. Although he came first, he stayed in me until the one in front had filled my cunt with his load, and it was only a minute afterwards that my mouth took the boy's charge.
“I had never dreamed that a woman could be had in this way, but three men had just taken me at once, and every one of my body's openings was filled with sperm.
“Before I could even catch my breath, the man who hadn't touched me yet pushed me onto my back and shoved my legs high into the air. He drove into my cunt, already pouring with the come of his mate, rammed into me like a man possessed, rubbing my belly and sucking on my breast at the same time. Just as I felt his organ twitch and harden the way it does when a man is almost finished, he took it out of me and knelt up, cursing and snorting as his semen splashed all over my stomach.”

“That's 'ow t' do it, mate. Fuck the bitch good.”
“Lemme 'ave another go. I've gotta flit.”
“Mavis want's 'er baby. Let little Mavis 'av 'er pretty baby.”
“No rush, man, she'll still be wiv us tomorror. 'Av another crack at it now if ya like, but don' worry about that cunt. We'll keep it warmed up fer ya.”
“'Ere, 'Any, gimme one o' them rags. I wanta mop out 'er 'ole. She's so wet she's like a flamin' bog.”

“I don't know how many times they took me. Finally the two men left, and I thought for a moment that I was going to be given some peace. They did stop for a little while and gave me more gin, but then they let the girl have me. She stroked and petted me and sucked on my breasts so long that I couldn't help getting aroused. She spread my thighs wide, murmuring and giggling while she ran her fingers over me, pulling the lips and rubbing my clitoris 'til I was panting and wiggling, in spite of myself. The men laughed when they saw that the hideous female was making me hot, and when she put her fingers up inside my sheath, moving them in and out and playing with my little button with the other hand, I couldn't stop. I tried to hide it, but the men knew I had reached a climax and they laughed and jeered at me. They pulled the woman away and one of them suggested turning me over They put me on my stomach and piled a great mound of rags under me, so that I was arched 'way up. Big Red warned me that if I tried to close my legs he would tie them apart.
“I was in an agony of humiliation. It was bad enough before, but this total exposure was even worse. They all rubbed and stroked me, and someone put his finger in my bottom. They seemed determined to make me reach another climax, entertaining themselves till they felt like taking me again. The girl kept on about me being her toy to play with, so they gave her something, I think it might have been a big cucumber, and she pushed that in and out of me until I was panting and squirming with passion, even thought I was weeping with fear and pain at the same time.
“Seeing me aroused excited them all again, and two of the men fucked me again. Because they stood behind me as they had me, I couldn't tell which ones they were. I think one of them was Gimp, because of the huge size of him, but I couldn't be sure. I no longer bore any resemblance to a person; I was just a receptacle to be used for the sexual gratification of whoever wanted me. That I might feel pain or pleasure myself was merely an added spice.
“When the second man moved away, having poured his hot juice into me, I felt thick, wet lips and tongue as hard and long as a man's member, nuzzling my drenched thighs and vagina. The men's coarse laughter and shouted comments informed me that it was the ape who was licking me, pushing his huge lips into me and cleaning me out inside with his enormous, agile tongue. He licked the inside of my thighs and buttocks, slurping up the thick, male cream with which I was awash, then someone noticed that he was pulling his penis while his mouth worked over me.
They lifted him up so that he could mount me and one of them said that the ape wasn't big enough to fill me, so another man took the beast's tool in his hand and guided it into my anus, holding the cheeks of my bottom open until he had it in. Feeling my hot flesh close tightly around his throbbing sex, the creature clutched me around the waist and thighs with its four ghastly paws and started pumping into me, screaming like a fiend from hell.

“That's a fine lady, that is. Do ya like getting beggared by an ape, eh? Or would ye rather we let ye take 'im in yer pretty mouth?”
“Cor, look at the bleedin' fing ride er. Looks like a blackamoor on a white camel.”
“Ridin' fer 'is life, 'e is.”

“An ape is different from a man. For nearly an hour he was at me, ejaculating every few minutes. Sometimes he slowed down, sliding his penis deep into me, then pulling it out until just the head was in. He would swivel on the sensitive nob, chattering with pleasure, then slide his full length in again. He never kept to this long, though. It would arouse him so much that soon he, would be pounding like a piston again, gathering yet another charge to release inside me. My arse was soon so full of his thick juices that it overflowed and I could feel it running in rivulets down my thighs.
“Over the monk's chattering and screaming I could hear the men's jokes and vile laughter. The impassioned animal amused them, but it also excited them greatly to watch the hairy creature jump and howl, as again and again he drained himself in an orgy of lust.
“Their perverted heat drove them to find still further ways to debase me, and while the ape took his pleasure, they stripped off the woman's skirt. They told her to lie in front of me and hold my face between her legs. As you know, I have never touched any part of a woman and I tried to pull away, but the minute the idiot girl felt my lips brush her vagina, she clasped my head in her two strong hands and pressed my face against her reeking body. They said I must lick and suck until she was satisfied, and as my tongue darted into her hole and my lips surrounded her clitoris, she arched up to meet me. The whole area of her sex was outsize. The lips were huge and swollen, the hole was like the maw of some weird creature, rather than a woman's shaft, and her clitoris was half the size of my little finger. I nursed this with lips and tongue, hoping she would reach a climax quickly, but she was almost as voracious as the wild beast who was still pumping a steady stream of semen into my bottom. Three times, before the ape fell from me, exhausted, I felt the woman wash my throat with a gush of clear, oyster-flavoured fluid, coming as fully as a man. I know she came a fourth time, but this she had to assist with her own hand, as I, too, was exhausted, and fell, mercifully, into a light swoon.
“While I was servicing both beast and woman, the men lined up beside me and jerked themselves off over me, splashing their spunk onto my bare back.
“Worn out themselves, I was allowed to sleep for a few hours. The complete exhaustion of mind and body drove out all fear, all horror, and I slept soundly, covering my sperm-soaked body with the filthy rags.
“If only I had stayed awake. The sleep only served to freshen me, and when I woke my mind was all too clear. When I first looked about me, I thought I must still be asleep and dreaming. Who were these grotesque people? What was I doing in their company? Then it came back to me in clear and elaborate detail. I wanted to scream, to leap up and try to escape naked as I was, but I knew that panic was both useless and dangerous. If I were ever to get away from this ghastly den alive, I must keep all my wits about me.
“One of the men who had left early the night before had returned, bringing two others with him. All seven were seated around the table, apparently planning some villany, while the girl served them a sort of breakfast.
“They noticed that I had awakened and the girl brought me a bowl of horrid, lumpy porridge. It looked and tasted revolting, but I was nearly starved so I ate the mess.
“I could hear enough of what the brutes were saying to know that they intended some large sort of project for the day, and I hoped that this would mean they would not bother me before they left. Such was not to be my happy fate, however. They decided that there was still time for a little entertainment.
“The new men started pawing my body, their filthy lust being fanned to fever pitch by the vivid description Big Red gave them of what had been done to me the night before.
“I was forced to stroke and fondle them, but before either could mount me, the one-eyed monster decided on yet another variation to my ordeal.

“'Ere, wait on a minute. She's 'ad enough o' shaggin' fer a bit. Let's fro it up Mavis, then make the lady eat 'er out. Sort o' round out 'er breakfast, like. Ye can tup 'er afterwards.”
“The mad woman started breathing hard, and swaying her hips. She pulled up her skirt and lay back over the table, legs spread wide. As she jerked her pelvis upward in anticipation, I realized that this sort of mass use of her body was doubtless a regular occurrence.
“One after the other, the men took her while the others watched, playing with me and teasing my nipples as they did so. They took great delight in telling me what I must do when they had finished, and I was even forced to participate in this part of the loathsome orgy.
“I was forced to kneel behind one of the men as he satisfied himself with the other woman. He reached behind him and held ' the cheeks of his buttocks wide and I was made to lick his hairy, sweating bottom, and even to put my tongue into his anus. When he complained that I was not in far enough, one of the other men delivered a fierce blow on my bare behind with a leather belt, almost drawing blood. It hurt terribly and my cry of pain brought a burst of laughter from the on-lookers. In my fear of further punishment, I pushed my tongue to the hilt into his ass hole, working it in and out while I cupped his great, purpled bullocks in my hand.
“When it was Big Red's turn to add his contribution to the deluge pouring from the girl's gaping hole, he told me to stand beside him. He only put the swollen nob of his organ into the girl's vagina, and while he sucked on my breast and pushed his fingers up into me, I had to take his rod in my hand and jerk him into the waiting cunt.
“I was sick with disgust, but the mauling that had been given my body had started my own juices flowing. This heat in my loins as I submitted to and committed the most revolting acts, caused me more shame than anything they could force on me. Big Red seemed to know this, and he and his friends gave me no peace, licking and petting me until I was aflame.
“After they had all fornicated with the heaving, groaning woman, I was pushed down between her sodden legs. She held my head tight to her and I was forced to lick and suck her, sticking my tongue deep up into her cunt. While I drained the cream of seven men from her belly, she rubbed her huge sex up and down my mouth, and twice I felt a gush of her own fluid added to the sea of male sperm.
“By the time they pulled me away from her and threw me down on the bed, I could barely hide my own passionate need. The two new men took me, arousing me still further, and when Big Red, his breath gasping from lust, grabbed me to him, ramming his insatiable cock deep into me, I did the most shameful thing I have ever done. This vile, ugly, filthy pervert had put me through every conceivable agony and humiliation; he had treated me as less than an animal; abused, ridiculed and disgraced me. And yet, when I felt his hard, throbbing penis enter my vagina, I whimpered in passion and threw my legs around his back, holding him tightly to me. My own passion increased his even further, and he pounded me hard, squeezing my breasts and biting my neck. I could feel the fire sear through my legs and belly, and cried loud in hateful ecstasy as my body jerked in the clutch of violent orgasm.
“When the monster stood up, he remained beside the bed for a moment, looking down at me with a new expression in his eyes. He looked at me then as something human, but as a human who is totally owned; an utter slave.
“The others wanted to use me, too, but their leader, as it seemed the ginger-haired giant was, insisted that they leave. The girl was instructed to guard me, and as she was almost as big as Red, there was little chance that I would overpower her and get away.
“I lay on the bed for over an hour, pretending to be asleep, but thinking frantically of how to get out and reach freedom. I knew that even if they let me live, much more of what I had already endured would drive me insane.”

The remainder of Lady Cassen's tale was brief and confused.
The retarded Mavis had great physical strength, but her mind was decidedly weak. Marion had played on her obvious attachment for her, and had persuaded her that they should run away. She explained that if they remained where they were, the men would not allow her to spend much time with her, Mavis, whereas if they could get away they could spend all their time alone together. As an added inducement, she offered her her clothes. What little money and jewelry she had had with her had been taken by the thief who had abducted her, but her clothing was lying in a heap in the corner, forgotten for the moment. It was hardly lavish by court standards, certainly, but to the poor idiot girl it was undreamed-of finery. That it was much too small, tearing in places as she squeezed her big frame into it, bothered her not at all. She felt sure that she looked a great and beautiful lady, and with a grand gesture, offered Marion her own rags in return.
By some devious means, she persuaded an acquaintance to drive them out of London in a closed hack. Marion told her that she knew of an isolated house in the country where they could stay, and directed her to drive in the direction of what was, indeed, her home.
They stopped at an inn outside the city, and Marion asked the girl to go inside and get them something to eat. It didn't take much coaxing, as Mavis was only too eager to display her new clothes.
As soon as she was out of the hack and safely inside the inn, Marion sneaked out the other side and ran, literally, for her life.
Keeping to the fields, she walked and ran, arriving at the house in the half-dead condition in which Sir David found her.
At the end of her story, Sir David's mind was a morass of confused emotion. He knew how almost impossible it would be to avenge the hell his wife had endured, but he swore that the fiend she called Big Red would die by his hand, if he had to search for him for twenty years. That the search must be a secret one made things all the more difficult, but he knew that eventually he would find him because he roust, and that when he did he would kill him, preferably in as painful a manner as possible.
Saying nothing about his intentions to his wife, he turned to look at her. She had used words the meaning of which she would not even have known, three days ago. She had recited the details of her ordeal in a flat, unemotional tone, as one might discuss the weekly household budget. She was sitting now with her eyes closed, half-sprawled on the couch, her lips parted, her breath causing her bosom to lift and fall quickly.
Sir David watched her for a moment, then moved closer to her.



CHAPTER EIGHT


“You liked it.”
Marion said nothing, but as she shook her head, her face colored.
Although he was filled with rage and pity and a fierce need for vengeance, the things he had heard had caused his loins to fill with a great carnal urge, and his penis pressed tightly against his pant leg, erect and hungry.
He reached for his wife. There was no need to lift her skirt; the ragged condition of the garment left her readily accessible and slipping his hand through a long tear, he dipped his fingers in the pool that collected between her legs.
“Don't lie to me. You're dripping wet.” He toyed with her hot, stiffened clitoris and felt her press down on his hand as his fingers slid into the opening of her vagina. She moaned softly. “Tell me you liked it; that you even liked being buggered by the ape-perhaps that best of all. Or was it the woman you liked best? rubbing your mouth against her slimy hole; feeling her coming in your throat? I understand, my love; I'm not angry, only you must tell me.” He pushed his fingers deeper into her, making her gasp. “You liked it.”
He was breathing hard, his cock hot to get inside his woman. Marion reached out for him, holding him to her as he continued to work his ringers in and out of the wet, pink walls of her sex.
“Yes,” she whispered so low that he could hardly hear. “Yes, I hated it, hated it, hated every moment, but it made me flow with passion.”
Sir David pushed her down against the couch, undoing his pants as he did so.
“And you want it again now, don't you?” he said. “Well, here it is.” He stabbed his throbbing organ into her writhing, twisting body, and his thighs tightened convulsively as he felt the almost scalding heat of her tight cunt pulling on him.
“You're mine, woman; my slave. You'll not be neglected. If you want a woman to suck, I'll get you one. Yes, that would excite me, seeing you licking out a woman's cunt, after I had used her.” Sir David could no longer control his lust, and he drove into her faster and faster, feeling her arch high to meet him.
“I love you. Oh God, I love you, David. Take me! Take me! I'm yours. Oh, David, fill me with your juice!”
She clutched his buttocks, digging in her nails, and Sir David felt his fluid pouring into her. She screamed so loudly he was afraid the servants would hear, then lay still beneath him, a soft smile on her face.
He got up, rearranging his clothes. Totally exhausted, Marion had fallen asleep. He lifted her in his arms, tenderness flooding in after the release of his passion, and carried her to their bedroom.
She continued to sleep while he undressed and washed her, and as he pulled the sheet over her he swore anew that Big Red would pay. He knew how deeply she had been marked, mentally more than physically, and although he was confident that his love and care could to do much to restore her, he hated unstintingly the man who had inflicted these scars upon her. This woman was his, for his use and pleasure only, and the giant beggar would learn that no one violated Sir Cassen's property. He would pay, and pay heavily.
Sir David undressed and got into bed beside his wife. She started as she felt his body touch her, but relaxed at the soothing sound of his voice. He cradled her in his arms and she fell back to sleep, snuggled against her man's chest.
By some miracle she had been rescued from a living hell and the balm of safety, the warmth and familiarity of the body beside her, had already started to wipe out the nightmare. It no longer seemed real; no longer seemed even to matter.
Sir David lay awake long into the night, holding the sleeping woman. It mattered to him; it would always matter. Only hot, red blood could wash this crime away.



CHAPTER NINE


Although Marion's secret trip to London entailed great personal tragedy, it was in other ways highly successful. Working through Robert, Sir David strengthened ties in the French circle until, by 1582, he had installed a spy in the French embassy itself.
Things were moving quickly for the men who served Walsingham. Although the queen still preferred to vacillate, events in Europe were making it essential to consolidate her alliances with the European Protestants, and above all, to make the crown secure from a Catholic heir.
Even as early as 1580, the country was being infiltrated by Catholic missionaries from the continent. They had contacts not only with important exiles, but with English and Scottish Catholics, and, Walsingham was sure, with Mary of Scots herself.
Impulsive, optimistic, but also ruthlessly clever, Walsingham had built his network of spies into a huge organization. It was largely due to them that the foreign conspirators were tracked down and executed. Much of this information came to Walsingham through Sir David, who in turn received it from his secretary. In the performance of his real, rather than his assumed, duties, Robert had been nearly murdered on at least two occasions. Once, he had been attacked in the streets of Paris and had escaped only by slaying his two assailants. On the other occasion, he had got off less lightly. He was attacked as he disembarked from a boat that had just brought him back from a meeting with an agent ensconced at the court of Rome, and had been stabbed and left for dead on a corner of the dock. Somehow he had managed to stagger home, and after three weeks, was well enough to work again. During his convalescence, Sir David gave out the story that Robert had been jumped by poachers while walking in the park at his country estate. They later heard that the agent in Rome had disappeared and since his loyalty was above question, it was simple to figure out what had happened.
As the executions and imprisonment of priests and missionaries continued, cries went up from abroad of religious persecution. True, many Catholics died, but there was solid substance to Lord Burghley's claim that they died, not as Catholics, but as traitors.
Nicholas Saders, an English scholar and onetime leader of English learning at Louvain, was in Ireland as a papal legate, together with Spanish soldiers. Rome had sanctioned teaching that the murder of Elizabeth would not be a sin, and had approved schemes by Spain of invasion through Scotland and the release of Mary.
The capture of a Spanish agent on the Scottish marshes, disguised as a dentist, revealed Mary's knowledge of the Spanish schemes. In the following year, the spy Sir David had infiltrated into the French embassy led to the seizure of Francis Throgmorton who, under torture, revealed the details of yet another plan, and the Spanish ambassador was ordered out of the country.
Still Elizabeth would not act. Why she would not order the execution of her cousin when presented with so much damning evidence of her duplicity, no one could fathom, but Walsingham knew that he must obtain irrefutable proof that Mary was actively involved in the threats to Elizabeth's life and crown before the country would be rid of “the French whore.” That they must be rid of her was obvious to every one, it seemed, except the queen herself.

The year was 1584, and although Walsingham's trap for Mary was slowly tightening, there was still much work for his agents and Robert was once again in Paris. He had come to collect a report from one of his men stationed at the French court, and his business took but little of his time. The agent was only marginally useful, delivering little but general court gossip, and yet even this must not be overlooked. If less than an enemy at present, France was still a dubious friend to England.
Robert's supposed purpose for being in France was the purchase of two blackamoors. True, they could be bought in London, but the best house servants were trained in Paris.
Actually, it was Robert's intention to do just that. Although he doubted very much that his duality was known, he was in constant fear that some harm might come to Belinda while he was absent. Sir David had told him of a huge, mute blackamoor who would make an excellent body guard for his niece, and since the slave was to be sold with his younger sister, Belinda would have a hand maid, as well. She had grown tall and womanly in the past four years, and at sixteen was in need of a trained servant to care for her personal needs.
It was late in the afternoon when Robert arrived at the address Sir David had given him. The sale was a private one, and the address was that of a sumptuous home on the outskirts of the city.
Robert was made welcome by his host, and when they were seated in the lavish salon, sipping the best French brandy, the slaves were sent for.
“I wouldn't be selling either of them at all, but now that my wife has been called to God, there is no longer a need for them here. The male, Jacques, was her servant from childhood, and has been well trained. My wife would let no one else dress her, and assured me many times that Lala could do more with her hair than any maid or stylist in Paris.” He smiled again. “Remarkably beautiful, as well.”
Robert sipped his brandy and returned his host's smile.
“Fine. Feminine beauty is always a pleasure, even in one's ward's blackamoor. I have no taste for ugly servants.”
The blacks, he knew, were completely tame, having been brought into the Paroux household when the female was only an infant, and her brother no more than six. However, he was surprised to see their attire when they were ushered in. The blackamoors he had seen around the English court were popularly dressed in the Oriental fashion or kept half naked. These were garbed in an entirely European manner.
At a gesture from Monsieur Paroux, Jacques stepped forward, leaving his sister waiting just inside the door. He would certainly be the perfect bodyguard, his formidable appearance being enough in itself to render protection from anything less than a full scale mob. He was well over six and a half feet tall and heavily built for one who could not yet be twenty. His massive shoulders stretched the cloth of the fine lawn shirt he wore, and though he did not, of course, wear the hose of a gentleman, his yeoman's trousers were tight enough to show off legs the size of young tree trunks. There seemed not a trace of fat on him, and when he walked he moved with the grace and silence of a stalking animal.
Robert stood up, ostensibly to inspect the man at closer range, but in truth because he felt damned uncomfortable sitting with the huge black towering over him. Even standing, he felt like a child beside its father, but at least it made the man a little less awesome.
“Jacques knows that you will be his new master. He understands little English, but if you keep your instructions simple for awhile, he will learn.” Monsieur Paroux paused. “I shall miss him. He is intelligent, faultlessly loyal; indeed, the perfect servant.”
Jacques bowed low, smiling slightly. His smile was not the servile, ingratiating smirk of most savages, but simply the smile of one who is in complete agreement with another's words. It reminded Robert that the French were inclined to treat these creatures as fellow men, no less human than any other servant. Though his own feelings were not quite so liberal, it wouldn't be too hard in the case of Jacques to treat him as he seemed to expect. One could hardly picture the proud, calm giant who stood before him dancing a jig in cap and bells or prancing around on all fours at the end of a chain.
“He will do splendidly. Perhaps you would explain to him that his duties will be much as they have been. I intend him to serve my young ward in much the same capacity as he served your dear wife.”
Monsieur Paroux spoke to the slave in rapid French. Jacques listened intently, nodded once, turned and bowed to Robert then retired to stand like an ebony pillar beside the door. Paroux then waved his sister forward.
As Lala walked gracefully and somewhat shyly across the thick carpet, Paroux watched her with affection and more than a little pride.
“This is Lala. Is she not the thing of beauty I told you?”
Robert stared. The girl's gown was fashionably low cut, and her bare arms and shoulders looked like smooth, rounded carvings of jet black marble against the soft lavender of her dress. Her bosom was round and high, rising into a slim neck and soft throat. The short, tightly curled wool formed a neat cap for the small skull, and her face was, of its type, flawless. Like her brother, she had thinner lips than most negroids, and the bridge of her nose was higher, tilting the slightly flaring nostrils upward. Her eyes were huge, slightly slanted and, though darker, as deep and gentle as the eyes of a fawn. She was so strikingly lovely that Robert wished he had been buying her as a concubine, rather than as a hand maid for his niece. Had this been the case, it would have been quite in order for him to ask her to disrobe, but under the circumstances he felt that such a request would be taken as very poor manners by his host.
The thought of the jutting buttocks, the round stomach and curved thighs that hid modestly under the silken skirt brought a rush of feeling to Robert's loins. As he continued to look at her, he could feel his cock fill and stiffen.
Noticing the bulge that had grown in Robert's tight pants, Monsieur Paroux laughed.
“I thought you would approve of her,” he said, dryly. “She is not virgin, having warmed my own bed, but I must ask that you do not take her by force. “He sighed, looking fondly at the slim, black figure. “I am too old to do her justice. Though shy, she has deep wells of passion into which I may only peer with longing, wishing that I were younger- more able. At any rate,” he said more briskly, “I promised her brother that if he were sold, she would go with him.”
Robert could see that it bothered Paroux to picture the blackamoor in the embrace of another and hastened to assure him that he had no intentions along that line. His true thoughts, however, stood out in bas relief against his pant leg, and Monsieur Paroux laughed again.
“One part of you, at least, has great intentions along that line. Ah well, it is something you can work out between you.” He looked up at the girl. Her eyes were demurely on the rug at their feet but as Paroux watched, she stole a soft glance at Robert; a glance filled with confusion and, most certainly, something else. “I should say,” he chuckled, “that my Lala will not prove too unwilling.”
He spoke for some minutes to Lala, a quick stream of French most of which Robert could not understand. She asked some question, and Paroux replayed at length. During their exchange, Robert grew determined to have the wench, and as soon as possible. He had never tupped a black ewe, and the chiaroscuro intrigued him almost as much as the exotic sensuality of the girl herself.
When Paroux had finished speaking, Lala came and knelt before him, head bowed.
“Masser.”
Robert lifted her up, feeling his desire increase at the velvet smoothness of her bare arm under his hand, and for a moment she looked him over as frankly as he had inspected her. She dropped her head again quickly, but not before Robert had seen his own desire reflected in those enormous, black eyes.
The blackamoors were sent from the room to prepare for their departure. Since they were being sold complete with wardrobe, this preparation would take a little time. While waiting, Monsieur Paroux and Robert completed the financial side of their transaction, then partook of more brandy and talked of the colonies that both countries were establishing in the new world. Although this was a subject that generally fascinated Robert, he found it difficult, on this occasion, to give his full attention to the conversation. His mind was much too occupied with Lala. Since they would be staying in Paris until the following noon, he had every intention of possessing the girl that very night.
At least he was able to take his leave, and the new acquisitions were ensconced in his hired carriage, Jacques seated in silent dignity beside the driver and Lala inside the closed coach with her master. In London it would have been unheard of for a black slave girl to ride inside a coach with a white of any station, but this was Paris and how a man chose to seat his servants was strictly his own business.
He had, nonetheless, no intention of making an exhibition of himself by pawing the blackamoor in public, so during the ride back to his inn he contented himself with looking-and thinking. His thoughts soon had his clothes disarranged again, and fire burned up his thighs and into his crotch as his gaze went from the smooth, sweeping line of arched neck and shoulder to the high, jet globes of her breast. Her nipples would be dark, of course; deep purple instead of the pinks and browns he was used to. He wondered if her sex would be the same colour, sweet and dripping and shiny purple like a fat bunch of Spanish grapes. Soon he would know.
He would spread-eagle her on his cool white sheets and inspect every part of her; her breasts, her sex, even the inside of her rich, pouting mouth. He would inspect her first with his eyes. Then he would touch her, smell her, taste her.
The heat that was scalding his guts caused him to shift with discomfort. His cock pressed painfully against his leg, and looking up at Lala's face he saw that she was staring at the thick bulge, whether in fear or fascination, he could not tell. Since the coach in which they rode was closed, only their upper bodies could be seen through the window, the lower half of their torsos being completely obscured. In spite of his resolve to leave the girl strictly alone until they were much more secluded, Robert reached out and took her hand, placing it over his distended penis. For a moment he held it there, then, feeling the stiff little fingers relax and take hold he moved his arm back. Her hand remained where he had put it, gently kneading the swollen flesh. His fingers itched to investigate the dark V between her thighs and see if she, too, were aroused, but since they were almost at their destination he had to be content with less certain indications. She was breathing quickly, her breast rising and falling like the flutter of a bird, but this could possibly be fear. Mad as he was to have her, he remembered his promise to Paroux to use no force.
“Your bedchamber will be beside mine. Come to me after the other guests are sleeping,” he paused and added, much against his will, “if you want to.”
She looked up at him quickly, no more than a flashing glance Robert had been sure he read a need.
He called to the coachman to take the next turning to the right and halt at the corner inn, and Lala sat up, taking her hand from his body. Before she moved away she gave his aching rod a hard, lingering squeeze, and Robert knew that it was just as well they had arrived. Much more of such titillation and he would have been unable to contain himself.

Robert retired early. The landlord showed no surprise at his request that the blacks be given accommodation in rooms adjoining his own. It was quite understood that a gentleman would want his servants nearby to take care of his personal needs. Robert was given a large, airy chamber with two smaller rooms adjoining. Since, in France, it was assumed that one of a gentleman's personal needs, was a warm body to share his bed at night, Lala was given the middle room and her brother the cubicle beside her, farthest from Robert, yet still close enough for him to hear, should his master call.
Robert undressed and got into bed. He intended to read for awhile but found it impossible to concentrate. What was keeping the girl? Had she not understood what he said in the coach? He knew her English was almost nonexistent and certainly his French was far from perfect, but he had spoken slowly and carefully, and surely she had understood. Had he been wrong in his interpretation of the message her eyes had flashed him?
Damn the wench! Did he not own her, soul and body? Was she not bought and paid for? What caprice of honour had made him tell Monsieur Paroux that he would not take her without her consent? He had never been attracted by the idea of rape, but his body's need for this girl was such that it gave him no peace.
After much tossing and turning and pounding of feather pillows, he threw his book aside and fell into a restless sleep. Some time later he felt someone slip into bed beside him. He opened his eyes and looked up into the little, black face that was peering down at him. The candle had burned down quite a way, but there was still light enough to drown a man.
Lala was partly under the sheet, leaning up on one elbow so that she could watch him. She had seen that he was sleeping, and when he opened his eyes, she looked at him inquiringly.
“Masser?” she asked in her deep, soft voice. “I stay? You wan'?”
He reached up and stroked her slim neck. He was glad now that she had been late. The sleep had calmed him and he could now take his time with her. He smiled, pulling her face down to him.
“You stay. I want, Lala.”
He kissed the full lips lightly, feeling them part under his own. He ran his lips up her cheek, kissing the girl's eyelids, her tiny ears, winding one finger in the furry wool that clung to her head.
She murmured and squirmed against him, her body as lithe and pliant as a cat. Her skin felt like warm silk against his chest and thighs, and hot blood started flowing through him again.
He stopped caressing her, so abruptly that she looked up in confusion. He kissed her again, gently, smiling to reassure her, and got out of bed. There was something he wanted to do before he actually took her.
Pulling the night table closer to the bed, he placed another candle beside the one already there, so that that the light was strong. He contemplated adding yet another, but the steady flame shone on her body, making it glow like clean, dark water and he decided that there was illumination enough for his purpose.
He turned the girl on her back, spreading her legs and she began to look confused again. His head was bent so she could not find the answer in his eyes, but looking lower she saw that he was hard and erect, so at least he was still interested in her.
Having placed her as he wished against the white sheet, he sat down on the foot of the bed and gazed at her, thinking that so lovely a picture looked almost unreal.
While he was filling his eyes with the vision of glowing, jetty skin on a background of white silk, the watcher was also being watched. A slave learns very early how to peer up from under down cast lids, apparently seeing only the floor but missing nothing, Lala's only experience with white bodies had been that of her elderly mistress and, more intimately, that of her equally elderly master. This strong, virile and obviously aroused male filled her with desire. She swayed her hips against the sheet and opened her legs further, pulling one leg up slightly.
Robert moved closer and ran his hand lightly up the slender column of her thigh. She sighed, her eyes closing to slits. He continued up over the flat belly and cupped one high, small breast. It was as firm as a melon, and quivered under his touch.
His breath coming quickly, he bent and took the fat nipple between his lips. He could almost encompass her little breast with his mouth, and as he sucked avidly he heard her whimper with delight.
His great shaft rubbed against her belly and the muscles in his buttocks jerked with passion. Breathing fast, he ran his tongue over her whole body, tasting the light sweat of her desire. He probed deep into her mouth, feeling her teeth close lightly on his moving tongue.
Moving down in the bed, he spread her legs and slid his hand over the mound that was clothed in the same tight wool as her head. His fingers felt as if they had been poked into a ripe peach as he stroked and petted her, sliding his hand up and down. She arched high, so that no part of her body touched the bed but head and toes and Robert moved between her legs. Spreading the lips of her sex with his hand, he saw that although the outside lips were as dusky as the rest of her body, the inner lips were lighter, more ruddy, and the entrance to her belly was as red and dripping as the inside of her luscious mouth. He put his tongue deep inside her hole, tasting the clear fluid as it ran into his mouth.
Lala groaned and writhed on the bed, twisting her arched body into convulsions more apt for a snake than a human being.
Robert's passion was pounding up his thighs like a spring flood, fed by the sucking, licking, tasting of his tongue and lips. She did taste like grapes; sweet, honeyed, sun-warmed grapes. He rose up over her, and taking her by the waist, pulled her body onto his turgid cock, fitting it to him like a garment.
Her cunt was tight and slippery, and he drove into her with a will. He had to hold her fast, as her hips worked under him with such abandon that he was afraid he would loose her.
Crying and whimpering like a young beast in pain, the girl succumbed completely to the desire that swept through her. As she felt the great, hard shaft surge into her like a steel rod, she was pulled deeper and deeper down into the whirlpool of her desire. She was very fond of Monsieur Paroux and he had given her body pleasure when she went to him, but she knew that it was now that she was being used as a woman was meant to be used. All her primitive instincts, all her femaleness gathered together into one compelling need to mate; to give and to receive.
As she felt Robert's movements quicken and heard his breathing loud in her ear, her hips stopped circling and thrust backwards and forwards in a rhythm matching his. He knew that she was very near her climax and that there was no need to wait. As he clutched her to him, both their bodies stiffening, he pressed his mouth hard on hers and felt the flood of their combined juices slowly quench the raging fire that had built up in his loins.
Lala curled up tight beside him and Robert held the shaking body while the sobbing breath calmed to the deep, even breathing of sleep. He, however, was unable to join her in the lap of Morpheus.
Most times, when a man is sexually drained, he wants nothing more than to sleep; but there are other times when the rush of seminal fluid seems to clear his brain as well as his testicles. There is a limited range of things a man can occupy himself with in the rented chamber of a strange inn in a foreign country, late at night, so Robert lay thinking, holding Lala to him.
Was it her color, her build or the girl herself which excited him? Probably all three. At any rate, he certainly hadn't been disappointed. She compared admirably to a white woman-to most white women. Marvellous as she was, she didn't burn him out soul, mind, and body the way Belinda did, but then who did? At times she was almost too much.

She had grown into a woman over the past four years, and sexually, their desire for each other had grown in proportion. They were too often apart, but each knew that the other would soon be there, wanting more than ever. They weren't faithful to each other during these separations. Neither expected the other to be. Even when they were both at home, they had their separate affairs. Lindy thought about sex much as a man did. If anything, she was even less prone to moral scruples on the subject than most men.
Robert smiled as he thought of her. The little witch took great delight in regaling him with long, detailed descriptions of exactly what she did, and with whom. She never mentioned bedding down with Sir David Cassen, and Robert had never asked her, but he felt that in that one case, she would have lied to him even if he had asked. It wouldn't have annoyed him. In fact, he, himself, had set up several opportunities for them to be alone. He was proud of her and had told his friend often of her exquisite qualities. She, however, would have no ethics whatever about having any number of sex acts with his friend, but she would have a great many ethics about letting him find out if she thought it would hurt him.
She cared damned little about her reputation, but because she knew the loss of it would affect him, she was usually the soul of discretion.
Only once had she come close to serious trouble.
Through the good offices of Sir David they had attended a ball, graced not only by most of the famed and noble personages of the court, but by the queen herself.
Large tables had been set up in the great dining hall, loaded with the finest and most exotic food and drink. Wine, meat, the finest of French brandies had rendered the gathering gay and lively. Many, including the queen, danced for hours in the huge ballroom, wearing out three relays of musicians.
Sometimes during the evening Robert had lost track of Belinda in the throng. Brandy, perfume and a sea of brilliant gowns had made him a little too dizzy to distinguish one whirling female form from another, and he didn't make too great an effort. He had seen Lindy dancing with a very handsome young lord, and knowing her proclivities, he suspected that they were off in some dark corner arranging an assignation.
An hour or so after Belinda disappeared, it was noticed that Elizabeth was decidedly out of sorts. Her royal temper was only too well known, and the whole gathering was getting nervous. When he heard that Raleigh, who was Elizabeth's great favorite, was also missing, Robert went white. Surely Lindy wouldn't be such a fool?
Fortunately, the missing courtier reappeared, and, gallant that he was, managed to sooth the royal ruffled waters.
Dancing and gaiety resumed, but the moment Robert caught sight of Belinda coming through the door of the ballroom he dashed over to her. She looked at him and smiled so slyly that he looked around him, horrified. Surely anyone else who saw that smug, impish grin would know at once what rare sport had kept Sir Walter from their company for so long.
He had hustled her out of the house with as much haste as he could, and tongue lashed her all the way home. Didn't she know how Elizabeth felt about the young ladies who dared to dally with a man she had marked for herself? Was she really eager to lay her pretty neck on the chopping block? He knew she was scatterheaded, but had she suddenly had some sort of fit that robbed her of even the least vestiges of sanity? What the bloody hell did she think she was doing?
She saved her reply until they were safely settled in her bed-room.
“Uncle, I am sorry. I meant no disrespect. The queen must be at least seven years older than God, and they say she's still virgin, so I hardly thought she'd mind if I stole an hour with her friend.”
The fresh diatribe this speech drew forth was stemmed by her laughter as she threw herself into his arms.
“Oh, Uncle, don't, don't be angry. I know it was stupid and I truly didn't think of the trouble it might cause. I swear to you I'll never take such a foolish risk again. I swear!”
Somewhat mollified by this declaration, Robert allowed himself to be calmed. He had had a damned bad fright, but he never could resist his niece.
Later, after they had cemented their peace in a wild half hour on the bed, she had opened the subject again.
“Just think, Uncle,” she said dreamily, “I fucked a man who has fucked a queen-and right under her nose, too.”
Robert's mouth dropped open. “Good God! That's a hell of a thing to say, even to me! Aside from the fact that your language is worse than a dockhand's, you said yourself that the queen was virgin.”
Plumping up the pillows behind her, Belinda leaned against them. “Maybe, but if he isn't exactly poking it up her vagina, I'll bet he's doing everything else. He's such a pompous, vain creature that I couldn't imagine her keeping him around for his company. Of course, he's awfully pretty.”
Still a bit indignant, Robert snorted. “Isn't pretty an odd choice of word to describe a man, and a hardened solider at that?”
“It's a good thing he's better in battle than he is in bed,” Belinda giggled,” or even God could not keep England safe. If the queen is, indeed, being deprived of his services as a cocksman, she isn't missing a great deal.”
Before he could answer, she slid down on the bed and rolled on top of him.
It isn't easy to remain self-righteous when an abandoned young lady is rubbing her choice, naked body all over you while burying her tongue deep in your ear, and on this occasion Robert quickly stopped trying.
She did keep her promise, though. The hot-tailed little minx probably wriggled happily under half the men of her wide acquaintance, but she was sufficiently indiscreet that Robert heard nothing that bothered him too much.

Lala sighed deeply, and Robert became once more aware of the sleeping girl curled against him. Her cropped, black head and silken arm gleamed darkly against his hairy, white chest, and again he admired the beauty of the perfect example of chiaroscuro the tableau created. He stroked her back, tracing with his finger the line from her shoulder to the deep indentation of her waist. He ran his hand over the sharply protruding little buttocks, and his penis started to thicken as he imagined how beautifully that plump bottom would present itself, if angled right.
He continued to stroke her, and Lala moved in her sleep, throwing one leg over him. Her action made the front of her crotch as accessible to his hand as was the back, and his fingertips lightly over the dark, outside lips. She had very little pubic hair compared to a white woman, and what she had was so tightly curled that is was not much more than a gesture-a half-hearted attempt by nature to leave the traditional outward mark of her mature femininity. He slipped one finger between the fat lips and found her clitoris. As he rolled it lightly under his finger, Lala murmured in her sleep and lifted her leg higher. Her knee now rested on his chest beside her arm, and Robert marveled at the girl's agility. Her form seemed to be quite without bones, and she moved into impossible positions with all the ease that a dowager might settle into an old armchair.
He continued to titillate, and Lala moved under his hand, arching her pelvis upward. Though erect and ready, Robert was in no hurry to mount the girl. It was wonderfully pleasant to lie and fondle her, enjoying the smooth, moist feel of her sex; the novelty of her dark skin and exotic shape.
He dabbled experimentally in the wet pool at the base of her triangle, and run one finger inside her, feeling the ridge of muscles that lined the tight channel.
Lala moved again, and he moved his hand back till once again it rested on her bottom, cupping one firm cheek. He had known steatopygous women before, but Lala's behind was like a little shelf that had been added to her body as an afterthought.
Feeling a gentle pull on his hirsute chest, he realized that Lala had awakened. Still twining a strand of his hair around her finger, she looked at him, smiling and bright eyed. He smiled back and, encouraged, she leaned up and kissed his lips softly. He continued to run his hand idly over her body and when he reached her ribs she stopped kissing him and giggled. He tickled her again and she squirmed away from him, laughing, and sat up. He grinned at her, and she squatted on her haunches on the bed. Cocking her head on one side, she looked him up and down. Then she jumped off the bed and pulled the table with the candles on it a millimeter nearer. At first Robert was at a loss, but he soon caught on to what she was up to.
This ritual performed, Lala squatted on the bed again. She waved her hand over him, her smile half-playful, half-serious.
“Now Lala. Now me see you. Oui?”
It would certainly be churlish to refuse, and it was rather a compliment that she thought his body worthy of inspection, so Robert gave his assent.
“If you like. Oui.”
She leaned forward, still sitting on her haunches, and Robert noted that she looked like a pretty, black grasshopper, with her feet together and her knees stuck out behind her shoulder blades.
For some minutes she stared intently, her eyes taking in every detail from his toenails upward. Slave or not, it gets a bit disconcerting to have one's body subjected to such scrutiny by a woman, especially a beautiful one, and unconsciously Robert tucked in his stomach and turned slightly, showing his lean flanks, his broad chest and shoulders to their best advantage. Her silence, the detached objectivity in her eyes unnerved him sufficiently that he was in danger of losing his erection, a thing no gentleman would wish to do in the circumstances, when she reached out her hand and touched him.
The light caress of her long, slender fingers acted like fuel to his dying fire, and he no longer had to concern himself with the condition of his member. For a long time she played over his body, stroking his skin, kneading gently, tracing the curve of his ear, his lips, his eyelids. As she prodded his stomach lovingly, she felt the muscles under her fingers tighten. Robert enjoyed to the full the sensuality of her fondling, but her touch had stroked the fire in his loins to the point where sensuality was being liberally laced with a strong lashing of plain, garden variety lust. By the time she reached his groin, lifting his tight bullocks, running her hand up the crease between his buttocks, and finally, enclosing with her fingers the hard, thick column of his penis, a clear fluid had started to trickle from him.
He couldn't see her face clearly and she was too far away for him to check between her legs, but he knew that she was aroused. She crooned to herself, a mixture of French and African that Robert couldn't understand, but even though the words were unintelligible, their meaning was clear.
He lay on the bed listening to the erotic music of her deep voice. As she continued to stroke his burning cock as lightly as one might stroke a wild bird, he knew there was one thing he wanted from her very much. She was a slave, true enough, and as such he had only to order her to take his swollen cock in her mouth and suck on it with those thick dark lips until the cream poured out of him into her throat, leaving him spent, but the very fact that he had this right to order, robbed the idea of any attraction it might have held. He wanted her to put her mouth on him, alright. He wanted to lie there, eyes closed, and drown in a sea of pleasure as that wet tongue washed him, as she licked and sucked and finally drained him, drinking every drop of his come as her checks and lips pumped it from him. But even more than that, he wanted her to want to.
Perhaps this was a form of lovemaking into which she had not as yet been initiated. Heaven knows, it was popular enough among the French and her tutor had been a French gentleman, but one could never be certain. Robert was about to put his hand on her neck and give her head a slight push downward by way of a hint, when Lala flattened her body at right angles to him and buried her face in his stomach.
To say she was pleased with her new master would be an understatement. The thick, hard masculinity of his body was something to be held in awe; touched with reverence and a sense of deep gratitude that she was allowed this intimacy, allowed to give pleasure to such a God-like being. As she touched him she could feel her body glow like a newly lit brazier and warm, thick liquid oozed from her and ran down her thighs. Not sure how many liberties she might safely take, she tried to contain her desire, but in an ecstasy of adoration she threw her face on him, running her tongue over his stomach and deep into the creases at the top of his thighs.
She looked up at him, passion and worship showing clearly through the anxious look in her eyes.
“I may kiss? Non? Oui?”
Robert tightened the muscles in his thighs so that his cock jerked upward, hard and throbbing. He wanted her so badly it took all his control not to grab that cropped head in both hands and drive his rod deep into her throat.
“Oui, Lala,” he panted. “All you want. Oui.”
She turned quickly and he spread his legs as she clutched his thighs, her warm, dripping tongue darting over his testicles, licking between the cheeks of his behind, sliding up his shaft to lick the drops that covered his purple nob. At last she moved over him and took him deep into her mouth. He groaned with desire and put his hand on her head, ramming upward as she moved her head over him. She was no expert, but the joy she took in what she was doing made up for any technical inexpertness. As her mouth pulled lovingly on his cock, Robert felt a great surge in his belly and heard her whimper with ecstasy as his come gushed into her mouth, his penis jerking hard with each hot spurt. She continued to hold his spent cock in her mouth until it began to soften. Then, lifting her head, she kissed it gently, kissed his stomach and climbed up in the bed. Her face was relaxed and contented and when she cuddled close to Robert he knew that the black girl had derived as much pleasure from sucking him as he had.
He put his arm around her and began to drift off into a sound, satisfied sleep. He was very glad this little creature was to be part of his establishment. He was fond of her, responding to her as one does to the adoration of any animal that thinks you are the God of all creation. The fact that her daily tasks would keep her more in Belinda's company than his own would keep her from becoming a nuisance, and it was pleasant to know that all that passion and whole-hearted whoreship would be in the servant's quarters, awaiting his convenience.
He rolled over sleepily and snuggled her closer with both arms.



CHAPTER TEN


Belinda was greatly pleased with her uncle's gift. The fact that the acquisition of such fine blackamoors would be considered quite a coup socially interested her little. The creature's themselves interested her far more. She had never seen a black at close range before, and although she knew they weren't really human, not in the same way she was, they were close enough that she found them fascinating.
She knew her uncle well enough to know that he had very likely already sampled the gorgeous female, and laughed at his rather sheepish admission that she was right. Noting the slender beauty of her new hand maid, she couldn't blame him.
She was more than a little impressed with Jacques. She was not frightened, but a little in awe of the giant. His perpetual silence was eerie, even though she knew his lack of speech was compulsory rather than antisocial. One wondered what went on behind those deep eyes. Though his expression was one of perfect deference, did that inscrutable dignity hide thoughts, opinions that might give pause, were they known?
He was certainly a wonderful physical specimen; in all respects, from what she could see. When he was first brought in to her, she thought he must be wearing an enormous cod-piece. In the matter of cod-pieces, several variations were current. The more extreme dandies wore a sort of harness around their loins, to which was attached a great deal of shaped wadding. Over this went their skintight pants or hose. The effect was sometimes more ludicrous than erotic, especially if the tailor had been over-enthusiastic.
Others, Sir David and Robert among them, preferred simply to have a reasonable amount of padding sewn into their garment, on the side on which they normally dressed. It was usually the case that the greater the coxman, the more likely he was to espouse this latter form of artifice. Perhaps it was their greater confidence that made it necessary to make too grand a boast, but more likely it was the convenience of the simpler version. At one time, Robert had experimented with the grander piece, and it did create a most satisfactory bulge. However, after getting sadly entangled in the supports at a most inauspicious moment, he tossed the thing on a trash heap and went back to that which, if it promised less, made it much more possible that what it did promise would be fulfilled.
After she had patted Jacques' chest and arms and thighs to feel his muscle, bending forward in her low-cut dress as she did so, she sat back and looked at him a moment. Pronouncing him most satisfactory, she sent him to his quarters. It was then, when she was alone with her uncle, that she mentioned what she was sure must be the most exaggerated cod-piece ever made.
Robert assured her that this was quite untrue. One did not pad out one's slaves clothing.
“I'll grant you his profile is impressive, but aside from the scant addition of his trousers, it's all flesh.” He grinned, raising one eyebrow. “Doubtless you'll find some good use for it.”
“Uncle! What a smut-mind you are! Whatever would I use it for? A paperweight? I doubt very much that I shall ever even see it.”
“Do you?” he laughed. “It'll be a terrible waste then.”
The conversation reminded her uncomfortably of those embarrassing references to Rex that he still threw in now and then, even after all these years. She flounced across the room.
“Filthy thing. You're just trying to share your guilt over taking the sister.”
Robert was amused at her embarrassment, the more so since he was sure that her carnal little mind had been running along exactly the same paths as his.
“Not at all, Lindy girl. Far from being guilty, I just hope that if you do decide to sample the moor, you get as much for your efforts as I did.”
Belinda skipped back and sat on his lap, her eyes bright.
“Was she good, Uncle? What was she like? You must tell me all about it.”
Robert laughed and ruffled her hair. The injured young lady of a moment ago had quite disappeared. This was his own lecherous little Belinda, quite obsessed by anything pertaining to her favorite subject.
He gave her all the highlights of his sojourn with Lala, and she wriggled against him as she listened avidly.
“It's too bad,” he concluded, “that you're not a man. You could try the lovely, little creature yourself.”
Belinda looked thoughtful, albeit, more lascivious than ever. “Maybe I will, anyway. I've often thought I might like to have a woman's body for a little while, to do what I liked with. Why should men have that privilege all to themselves? It would be fun to pet a girl and do things to her and make her all excited.”
This turn in the conversation made Robert's breath catch in his throat. He didn't know if she were serious, but the thought of her lush, creamy body tangled in passion with Lala's slim, black one aroused him greatly. He knew better than to push the idea further, but hoped that having thought of it, Belinda would decide to put it to the test. Sensualist that she was, he knew that if she once got to the treasure of passion encased in Lala's gorgeous flesh, she would certainly want more. The second time he intended to be present.

For several days Belinda made no move to turn her suggestion into concrete action, but the idea remained with her. Lala was the perfect servant, willing, clever and, it seemed, affectionate. Belinda was fond of her, and as the days passed she became more and more aware of the physical loveliness if her new slave. On the other hand, being fond of her, she didn't wish to force her into anything that would be repulsive to her. Making the black girl unhappy would defeat Belinda's purpose entirely. She had often wondered just how a man felt when her hands and mouth were working on him, but if she could arouse this girl in the same way, she would know exactly what sensations she was creating.
Accordingly, she made a few experimental tacks before turning full into the wind. Once, when Lala was working on her hair, she reached up and stroked the girls soft, bare arm. At first Lala was startled, but seeing her mistress smile, she glowed with the thought that her beloved mistress liked her.
It was part of her duties, each afternoon, to rub her mistress's body with perfumed oil, to keep the skin from drying. One day, about two weeks after her arrival in the household, Belinda decided to reverse the procedure. She had no intention of going any further, but she had petted the blackamoor's arms and neck on other occasions, and she wanted to find out if the rest of her body was as soft; as warmly stimulating to her fingertips.
Belinda had put on a pale silk wrapper and Lala was putting away the ungents she had been using. The oversheet still lay spread out on the bed, slightly oily from where Belinda had been lying.
“Lala, take your clothes off and I'll rub you with oil.”
Lala stopped, astonished. Her mistress spoke in French, so she couldn't have misunderstood her. She must be making a joke.
Lala continued to put the oils away, her white teeth flashing her appreciation of Belinda's humour.
Seeing her opportunity slip away, Belinda moved quickly. What had been little more than a whim became a determined course of action.
She took the bottles from the slave's hands and put them back on the stand beside the bed, straightening the oversheet.
“It will be good for you. Come. I'll help you undress.”
Perhaps Lala saw something in her mistress' eyes, perhaps she just sensed that things were no longer a joke. At any rate, she shyly began to take her clothes off. Belinda helped, standing off to admire when the task had been accomplished. Lala did, indeed have a beautiful body, with her slender thighs and high, pouting breasts. As she stood there quietly, her eyes big, Belinda ran her hand over the dark stomach and squeezed the little breasts gently. She turned the girl around and ran her hand over the protruding buttocks. Lala showed no displeasure; rather, the look in her eye was one of complete submission, complete trust. She couldn't quite understand why her mistress wanted to touch her, but since she belonged to her, she could do with her as she wished.
Telling the black to lie down on the bed, Belinda poured a little of the perfumed oil into the palm of her hand. She was surprised at the intensity of the emotion the sight of Lala's nakedness aroused in her. She wanted not only to touch, to taste, but to do so in such a way that the girl under her hand would be driven wild with sexual pleasure. She wanted to watch that black flesh writhe and arch, to hear the cries and whimperings of a woman thoroughly aroused.
She smoothed the oil over the silky skin, stroking gently, lulling the girl almost to sleep. Carefully, she pinched the dark nipples, rolling them in her hand. A woman may hide her desires from a man if she wishes to enough, but she cannot hide them from another woman. When Belinda knew that Lala's half-sleep had changed to mounting desire, she moved her hand further down her body.
Under the pretext of anointing the girls thighs, she spread her leg and started stroking the softly molded column. Her wrist rubbed against the girl's vagina lightly, and Belinda's breath started coming quickly in her breast as she felt the moist plumpness against her skin. She continued to tease for a moment until what had been moist was decidedly wet. Lala arched slightly against her wrist, breathing heavily. Did her mistress know what she was doing? Would she be angry? She hoped not, for she couldn't help herself.
Belinda stood up and dropped her gown. She was panting, heat washing in great waves through her thighs and belly.
She lay down on the bed beside the black and took her in her arms, rubbing her body against her. She could feel the pointy breasts pushing against her, could feel the smooth skin slide beneath her as their bellies rubbed together. She brought her mouth down on Lala's full, wet lips and pushed her tongue between the white teeth. As she felt Lala respond, kissing her back and sucking gently on her tongue, Belinda put her leg between the other girl's open thighs and pressed the white skin of her own thigh against the wet, black cunt. She gasped as Lala moved against her, covering her thigh with hot, sticky fluid. She moved her leg back and forth and felt the girl's hips sway as she pressed up, rubbing harder and harder against her leg.
Belinda sat up, her emotions a tangle of pure carnality and that odd sense of protectiveness one feels toward a person who is completely in one's power. She pulled Lala's knees up and spread her legs wide. Opening the dark outer lips with one hand, she stroked lightly with the fingers of her other hand, caressing the hard clitoris, the ruddy inner lips and soaking entrance to the girl's body. Lala arched high, driven wild by Belinda's fondling. Her head moved back and forth on the pillow and her breath was a series of harsh gasps intermingled with unintelligible cries.
Belinda's own passion rose to a point where she no longer considered what she was doing. She was obsessed with a driving need to arouse this girl to higher and higher heights. Almost instinctively, she lay across the writhing body and buried her mouth between the jetty legs. Pushing her fingers high into the pulsing cunt, she sucked avidly on the jutting shaft of her clitoris, licking the moisture with her tongue. The sweet, slightly salty taste maddened her still further, and she sucked greedily, rubbing her whole face over the dripping sex.
Robert had been standing in the doorway for several minutes. He had come in all innocence to put to his niece some query about a ball they were to attend that evening, and had entered just as Belinda took the girl into her mouth. He stood quietly, intending only to watch, without making his presence known. The sight of their bodies, shiny with the perfumed oil, gyrating together, of Belinda's pink tongue hungrily washing the slave's hot cunt, proved too much for him. He walked toward the bed, unlacing his pants.
“Eat her, Lindy. It's good, isn't it?”
Belinda looked up, her eyes bright with lust. She showed no surprise at finding her uncle there.
“Oh, yes. She tastes like warm wine and she gets so excited when she's licked.” She grabbed the girl around the hips and turned her over, pulling her bottom high into the air. Crouching behind her, she pushed her tongue into the streaming hole, feeling the hot juice run over her pallet and down her throat.
Fully undressed, Robert sat beside her on the bed and watched. His cock was hard and burning and he whispered lascivious encouragement to his niece.
Belinda sat back, her mouth and cheeks and chin wet with love juice, and held the black girl's hole open.
“In there, uncle. Put your cock in there.” Snorting like a stud, Robert hastened to do as he was told, ramming his rod full up the flaming tunnel till the fat, high cheeks of her bottom pressed tight against his belly. Lala wriggled frantically against his shaft, and he held her tight.
Her dainty little face glowing like a satyr, Belinda reached her hand under the girl and stroked her cunt from the front.
“Fuck her. Fuck her hard, uncle. Oh, she loves it so! Let's make her come so I can taste it.”
She pushed her head underneath the girl's raised body, and Robert felt her firm, wet tongue darting over them, pushing deep so that she was licking his cock even while it was deep inside the other girl's cunt. Sweat gleamed on his forehead and he quickened his stroke. Lala moaned, a deep cry that came from the very depths of her being, and Robert moved faster, harder, hot tongue and drawing, pulling cunt making his cock a pillar of flame.
“She's coming, Lindy. Oh, God, she's coming. Stay there. Keep licking. I'm going to shoot in her. Quick. Take us both. Oh, God, now, Lindy Now!”
The last word was almost a scream as Robert felt spurt after spurt of his life force gush out of him. As he fell back, exhausted, Belinda pressed her mouth tight against Lala's hole, draining it.
She wriggled out from under the girl and lay beside her, taking the panting, almost unconscious body in her arms. She kissed Lala's dusky face softly, murmuring, then closed her eyes. Even as Robert watched, trying to catch his own breath, they fell asleep.
His last orgasm, soul-shattering as it had been, had only taken the edge off his concupiscence, but it would be a shame to wake them. They slept so deeply that he knew he could safely tend to other things for an hour or so and find them still cuddled together when he came back.
He smiled as he pulled a coverlet over them, thinking that they looked like figurines, one of pearl and one of polished ebony. What a shame he could not so display them.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


The queen sat on the terrace at her favorite palace in Greenwich. From here she had watched ships sailed by Drake and Hawkins and Gilbert sail triumphantly up the Thames, laden with Spanish gold and new glory. From here she had watched ships, sailing with her blessing and often her patronage, speed toward Africa, raiding and harrowing the Portuguese colonies and gathering cargoes of blacks to be sold as slaves in the Indies. Spain was furious at the English interference in what had heretofore been her special prerogative, but as long as the plantations were short of workers, the Spanish landowners bought the Africans whether they be offered for sale by fellow Spaniards or by the hellish Drake himself. The prices paid were high, the profits great, and of these profits Elizabeth took good share. No longer was it necessary to affect horror before the Spanish ambassador when hearing tales of English villany among his shipping. Indeed, there was at present, no Spanish ambassador in England. Nonetheless, Elizabeth's actual participation in these forays, often to the extent of actually supplying the ships themselves, was something she never publicly admitted.
Would she also, one day, see a fleet of warships, sent by the long-tried Philip of Spain, sail past this rose-strewn terrace to conquer and ravage her land? She thought not. True, many of her advisors warned that unless she sent the attack first, this was exactly what would happen. Elizabeth, however, had more faith in her subjects, in her fast, trim ships and fine sailors. They would fight like hellions when the time came; they would repel the proud Spaniard.
She smiled, her face no longer young, almost tartish under the heavy paint, but still very much the visage of one to be reckoned with, she knew well that she was accused of vascillation; of indecision, of parsimony, even of cowardice. Why could not the fools see what she was doing? For years she had kept the country from any major war; any war that would squander the slowly-built reserves of her exchequer. For years she had played Spain off on France, and helped her European allies only when absolutely necessary, and then as economically as possible. She had never married, and in staying single, had kept England from any too-close game; had gained time to lift her country from bankruptcy, chaos and despair to the greatest heights. Her men were rich, fierce, brilliant, honored or hated (and they are much the same), where only a little time ago the Englishman had been the bastard child of Europe, unknown and unwanted.
Could not they see? No, they could not, except perhaps for the French de Medici, a woman like herself. And it was just as well. The queen's smile spread. They forgot that though her mind was that of a man, her heart was female. Though she could match cold-blooded intelligence with any king, she could scheme, dissimulate, tack and swerve as only a woman can.
She turned to go inside. Let them fume. She knew the show with Spain was shortly coming. She also knew that because she had gained long, prosperous years England had little to fear from mighty Spain or mighty God himself.

Robert roared with laughter and pressed more brandy on his guest. They were seated in his library, digesting a sumptuous dinner while the guest regaled his host with stories. John Fothering, though five or so years younger, had fought with Robert in the low countries those many years ago. He had sailed with Drake and prospered and it had been years since the two men met.
He had sailed again with Drake on his last rape of the Spanish Main, not as sailor, but as a chief investor. Now he was home, rich in booty and adventure.
“God's blood, John, but I do feel old. I, too, have made a penny from the raids, but there's little chance I'll take more active part than putting my hand in my pocket or signing my name.”
Fothering sipped his brandy. He was gaunt and tall, his face bronzed from wind and sun to the shade of weathered parchment. Irony glittered in his sharp, grey eyes as he looked at his friend.
“Old? Damn, Robert, you're ancient.” He drained his glass. “I know little of your employer except that he's reckoned a fool. However, knowing you'd never hire out to a fool, I would say there's more than can be seen. Perhaps you're on to more excitement than you say.” He raised his hand as Robert voiced a protesting denial. “All right, all right. I'm asking no questions. Still, if you can't regale me with your doings, I'll have to tell you of myself.”
Robert laughed. “When did you ever talk of anything else? Belinda should be here soon-my niece-and then you'll have a ready audience. A wild, rogue sailor would be just her idea of a man.”
“Wild sailor, be screwed! An English gentleman, blast you, and a fact not to be forgotten.”
Robert poured more brandy and the two men leaned back in their chairs, Robert listening eagerly as his friend talked on.
“Ah, Robin, old goat, will an ever simple, honest, straight-forward man track the devious twistings of a good woman's mind? God hang me, I know I won't. Let me tell you about Maria Ibafiez-the beautiful and virtuous Donna Maria De Palacio Ibafiez. First, let me give you a little background. “As you know, our expedition consisted of two caravelles as well as Sir Francis' own command. We were running south from the coast of Florida this day when we ran into a storm little short of hurricane force. My own ship, being the lightest and with very little ballast, was driven west and south, and when the sky cleared my fellow ships were nowhere in sight. Fortunately, we had received little damage, considering the force of the gale, but our water butts had broken their lines and smashed against a bulkhead.
“There was a group of islands, we knew, just south of the Florida mainland, and we decided to head for them. Actually, the mainland was closer, but it's got more bog than Ireland and more pests and vermin in the summer than can be imagined. Finding fresh water there is never an easy task.
“As usual, after a storm, the sky was soft and clear, and the ocean smooth as a mill pond. I was standing on the upper deck with the glass, hoping, perhaps to catch some sight of my sister ships. It was nearly noon, and hot as the breath of hell-”
The sun thundered down on his back and head as he stood scanning the flat sea. It was not the pallid benevolence that passes for sunshine in England, but a searing, scorching tyrant that lashed him without mercy. He took the glass down from his eye, knowing that there was little chance of spotting Sir Francis. He would be far east of them by now. Better to head due south, and catch him in the West Indies.
He ran his tongue over the inside of his parched mouth, but, one being as dry as the other, he found little relief that way for his raging thirst. There was a little fresh water left, for sure, but it would have shown a damned bad example to the men, were he not able to bear a dry throat as well as they.
The lookout called “Land Ho,” a welcome enough cry, then followed it almost immediately with the information that there was a ship coming speedily toward them.
John hastily picked up the discarded glass, and in a moment the sails of a large ship came into view. No. Two ships. They were still too far away for perfect identification, but it seemed doubtful that it was Sir Francis and the other caravelle. They appeared, at this distance, to be the same size, which would not have been the case had it been Drake and Captain Waring.
The ships were in direct line between The Gay Dart and the group of islands toward which they were headed, and as they came on, John realized that they were two Spanish merchantmen. From the way they rode, low in the water and cumbersome, it was obvious that they traveled with full holds.
Captain Pothering grinned.
“Full sail! Full speed ahead!”
The men hastened to their stations. The officers called out the gunnery crew and they hastened to make all ready for the fight ahead. They were getting desperate for water and worn from battling the storm just past, but this was too good to let go. It would be their first plunder this voyage, and although they were outnumbered, although each galleon was more than twice the size of the Dart, the English sailors had little respect for the Spaniard's ability to handle their huge tubs.
John stood on the upper deck, the glass pressed to his eye, bawling orders. To his surprise, the Spaniards came on instead of turning for the open sea. They were close enough now that they must know he was English, and knowing this, know also that he meant to take them. Apparently, they meant to make a fight of it, rather than take the safer course and run. Courageous, granted, but damned stupid.
As John watched, one of the galleons tacked to leeward, and he saw that they had added sail. They meant to straddle him, that was clear, but what was not clear was what kind of a damned fool was in charge of the procedure. Wasn't the idiot mariner enough to know that once well in his lee, they would loose all sail?
There was no need even to manoeuver. If he kept to his present course, they would simply ride into position and his gunners could do the rest.
Within minutes the fight was fairly on. The ship to leeward did indeed, founder, but they carried more fire power than John had expected from a merchantman.
Getting out of the range of the lee guns, he bore down on the ship off starboard. Her guns were, in the Spanish fashion, fore and aft, and she had little defence against a broadside attack.
“Fire!”
John felt the deck heave under him as their first broadside boomed toward the Spaniard. Without pause, he called the order to fire again, and listened with pride to the immediate response of his second battery.
“Fire!”
They were close now, and as the smoke cleared a little John saw that his gunners had done their work well. The Spaniard's masts were gone and half her breastworks shot away, but still she rode well enough to be sea worthy.
As they pulled in under her the cry to board was given, and within minutes grappling hooks held the galleon fast.
Being taller, at first it was more a case of the Spanish boarding the Dart, rather than the other way around. A man can leap down much faster than he can climb up. Driven on by greed and a pure lust for battle, the English soon turned the tide.
Screaming like a mad thing, John leaped into the fray, using his sword to cut, to stab, to club down when nothing else would suffice.
The deck was soon slippery with blood, and as John climbed the rigging and gained the deck of the Spanish ship, he saw more carnage than had met his eyes since the Netherland's campaign. One man was trying to push his intestines back with what remained of his right hand, but the gash in his head poured forth such a flood of gore that he bled to death before he was able to accomplish his objective and lay on the deck, dead, his guts still clutched in his hand. And another man had been pinned to the bulwark by a mariner's pike, and hung there screaming. What had become of the man who left his weapon in such an unlikely spot, who could tell?
The fight was quickly under control, the Spanish having little heart for it once they saw the toll that had been taken of their mates. John assigned a crew to run her in behind him, and ordered that her captain should be brought to his cabin.
He waited, but the Spanish captain could not be found. It was thought he had been killed and fallen overboard, but this soon proved to be a fallacy.
The sound of a great explosion brought John out of his cabin at a dead run. The galleon had lurched sharply and was now held by less than half the grappling irons, the other's having been yanked out when she listed. John shouted to the men clinging to her rail then stormed back into his cabin.
On receiving a full report of the occurrence from his mate, he cursed himself and the Spanish captain till he was hoarse.
It now seemed that one of the Spanish seamen remembered seeing his captain dash into the powder room shortly after they were boarded. No one saw him come out again. The ship that had been in the lee of the Dart had maneuvered enough to catch the wind again, but instead of coming to the aid of her fellow had raced straight for the open sea. Apparently the captain of the ship under fire, seeing himself deserted, had hidden in the powder room to await the outcome of the hand-to-hand slaughter that raged on his decks. Whether by accident or design, he had set the powder alight and blown himself and half his ship to buggery, to say nothing of several good English seamen who had been on board her at the time.
There was no hope of sailing her home as a prize, since she was sinking fast. The only thing to be done now was to unload her cargo onto The Gay Dart and get free before she pulled them down with her.
John was still sitting in his cabin cursing man and heaven for the loss of the galleon, when there was a respectful knock on the door.
“Come in.”
The door opened cautiously and his second mate stepped inside.
“She's going down fast, Captain, but we've cleared her hold and we're under way.” He knew his captain was in vile humor, but risked a slight smile. “Christ, she must have been carrying half the bullion in South America. Let the bloody wash tub sink. We've got plunder in plenty.”
John allowed himself to relax a little. The officer before him was not much more than a boy, but he was shrewd and if he said the booty was rich, it undoubtedly was.
“Good. Many lost?”
The officer's smile vanished. “Some. More in the blast than in the fight. We've commandeered what's left of the Spaniard's crew, and we'll manage. Don't think much of their seamanship, but the bastards can learn.”
Having served as a seaman himself, John did not take lightly to the slaughter of his men. That some might die in boarding was taken for granted, but to be blown to heaven (or, most likely, hell) by a stupid bastard who was either fool or coward was something else.
“I'd flay their whole damned crew if we didn't need them,” he growled. “Anything else?”
The mate raised one eyebrow. “Well, yes. Rather. There's a woman being held-the captain's wife I believe. Would you care to see her?”
Though the Spaniards considered him a pirate, a scoundrel and a villain, John was only partly the former, and certainly not either of the latter. The Spanish woman would be held for ransom, naturally, but she would be shown every courtesy.
“Bring her in.” He sighed. “She could have had her own cabin if her bloody husband hadn't blown it up. Now, I guess I'll have to give her mine.”
The young mate looked mournful. “And you'll take the first mate's, and he'll take mine, and I'll sleep on the hard deck.”
“Piss off, you whoreson, or you'll sleep with the fishes!” Fothering roared, then laughed. “We'll work something out. Is she pretty?”
“Gorgeous!” the mate replied. “Beautiful! And as lousy tempered as a fish-wife. If you plan to bed her, watch your back. Her tongue's sharper than any dagger I've seen.”
“I'll bear it in mind. Now show her in, instead of taking liberties with your captain, Mr. Nation.”
Mr. Nation bowed low and backed out of the door. He was undoubtedly impertinent, but he was a good officer and would some day make a good captain, if he lived that long.
A moment later there was another tap at the door and Nation ushered in the woman, then left hastily.
John looked up. The woman in front of him was indeed beautiful. She was in her twenties, no longer a girl, but slender and blooming. Her jet hair was piled high on her head and her black eyes flashed.
“Donna Maria De Palacio Ibafiez.”
John stood up and bowed.
“Captain John Fothering.”
He held a chair for her and she sat down. Her gown was cut even lower than was usual in English society, and John caught a quick glimpse of pink nipple before he, too, sat down.
“You are, I understand, the wife, or rather widow of Captain De Palacio Ibafiez?”
She threw her head back, unconsciously displaying to best advantage the smooth whiteness of her throat.
“I am his widow.” Her English was excellent. “I do not profess to you that he was the perfect husband, but now you stinking English filth have robbed me of even of that poor antique bungler.”
John smiled. “My commiserations, Madam, but had your late husband not been such a bungler, he would still be with you. It was he, not I, that lit the powder.” He paused. “You do not seem too distressed. Is that because of the “antiquity” you mentioned?”
“He was old, yes, but he was also very rich.” She leaped to her feet. “Damn you, half the gold bullion you have in your hold is mine! Filth! Scum! Robber of defenseless women!”
She cleared his table with a sweep of her hand, sending papers, tumblers and a pitcher crashing to the floor.
“Careful! The water in that pitcher was “robbed” along with the gold, and there isn't enough of it to waste.” John laughed as she sat down again in outraged silence. “It would seem that you are more bereaved by the loss of your treasure than by the of your husband. However, you are mistaken when you call me a 'robber of women.' It was the ship I robbed, if you like, but never could I bring myself to steal anything from a woman as beautiful as you, except, perhaps, her heart.”
Donna Maria turned towards him, a smile lifting her red lips.
“Then you will return my treasure to me?”
John laughed again. “I will not. As I said, it was not taken from you, but from the ship. It will remain in my keeping, and so will you until such time as you are ransomed.”
Donna Maria stood up again, sneering. “It is as I expected. English swine. Am I to be raped, as well?”
“You will be given every comfort. If rape is essential to your well-being, then you shall have that, as well. Otherwise, your doubtless lovely body shall remain yours to do with as you will.”
John ducked as the pitcher was retrieved from the floor and went sailing past his head.
“Madam! If you persist in breaking up the cabin, God only knows where you are going to sleep.”

For the next few days John did, indeed, take the first mate's cabin. He sent the Donna a standing invitation to share dinner with him, but was turned down flat. The poor steward in charge of her comfort brought him reports of villainous temper and foul language, and his last report was that she refused to keep to her cabin and was parading the deck, sweeping past the sailors at such close range that she brushed them with her skirts.
“They been away a long time, Captain,” the steward concluded, “and they all be woman-hungry. I'm afeared she'll come t' harm by them, wit her perfumes and brushin' by so close.”
“God bloody damn the popish jade to hell,” John muttered. “It would serve her well if they did grab her.'“ He stood up. “No, it's not her safety I'm that concerned about, but I won't have my men teased in that fashion. What the devil ails the bitch? She has her own bit of deck to take the air on.”
John strode forward to what had been his own cabin. He was icily polite, pointing out that if Donna Palacio wished to take the air, she was to confine herself to that portion of the foredeck that had been reserved for her use. She replied that she was bored and lonely, having been deprived of any company save that of the old steward. John agreed with her that the man was hardly a scintillating companion, but pointed out that if she were lonely it was her own choosing, since he had repeatedly invited her to dine with him.
“You?” Donna Maria sniffed, turning her back on him and flouncing across the cabin. “Do you think I place no value at all on my person? It is well known that English sea captains, if such they can be called, would rape their own mothers.”
Stung by this most unjust accusation, John leaped to his own defense.
“You bloody trollop, I haven't laid a finger on you! 'Sblood, if you keep mincing about my ship like a bitch in heat, the men will give you cause to shout rape soon enough. They're not the filth you call them but they are men and they haven't seen a woman in some time. Rape me no rapes, woman. Just stay the hell off my afterdeck!”
“Trollop? Bitch? How dare you, you vile beast!” Her eyes blazing like the Plymouth light, Donna Maria hurled herself across the cabin and struck him full in the face. She was slender, but she was not weak and the blow hurt. Robert bellowed and grabbed her arm, just as she was about to land a twin to the first slap.
“God damn it, are you mad? You've been treated as well as any woman could want. What the hell's the matter with you?”
She struggled in his arms, panting with rage.
“Treated well? You say you are a gentleman, but it's clear you know nothing of how to treat a lady. Dockside whores, yes, but not ladies.”
There was uncomfortably too much truth in what the Donna said, but Captain Fothering had neither the time nor the inclination to remedy his lack of education right then. Sharp, white teeth sunk into his wrist, and he cursed with rage and pain. Trying to throw her from him, he knocked them both off balance and they ended up in a heap on the floor.
The sailors were not the only one's who had been without female company, and as John felt the soft, wriggling body underneath him, he realized just how very long it had been since he had held a woman in his arms. He leaned up on one elbow, taking his full weight off the senora and let her catch her breath. Let her go he would not, until she had calmed down enough for him to feel safe from further physical abuse, and at any rate it was very pleasant to feel her warmth so near to him.
He looked down at her. Her dress had been torn in the fray, and one breast showed quite naked. Her hair had fallen down around her shoulders and her lips were parted as she gasped for breath.
The sight of that full, red-tipped breast, swaying slightly from the force of its own weight sent a hot stab into John's groin. He looked at her face; the parted lips, the half-closed eyes, the thick cloud of madly tumbled ebony. He bent his head and kissed her lips very softly.
The kiss lasted only a moment, but although it ended with a curse and renewed struggling on the part of Donna Maria, Robert was sure that even in that instant, he had been kissed back. He held her still and kissed her again. This time he pressed his mouth down hard, forcing his tongue between the white teeth (this last at the dire risk of his tongue, he well knew). For a moment the senora continued to struggle, then he felt strong, cool fingers grasp his neck, holding his face down on hers.
There was no mistake this time. Donna Maria clung to him, nibbling his tongue, using her own to caress his lips and probe deep into his mouth. John had been without a woman too long for this sort of thing to be taken lightly.
He moved his mouth away from hers and kissed the white neck, tasting the perfume of her loosened hair. He ran his mouth over her throat, her shoulder; kissed the soft, milk-white breast, the large, stiffened nipple.
Donna Maria moaned softly. She was breathing fast, but now it was not rage that caused her breath to catch in her throat.
“Donna Ibanez,” he whispered. “Maria. You are indeed in danger now, of being raped.”
She held him to her, murmuring. Searching, he found the laces of her dress, and standing her on her feet, he pulled it from her. Her underskirts took another moment (damn it, why do women wear so many clothes?) then she stood before him, naked and shaking.
Her breasts were large and heavy, her waist no bigger than his hand-span, her hips and long legs twin columns of moulded ivory. He too, was shaking as he yanked off his clothes. He held her to him, stroking the silken flesh of her back, her buttocks, her thighs. She sobbed softly, rubbing her body close against him.
He picked her up in his arms and carried her to the bunk. Laying down beside her, he took her in his arms again. As he kissed her, he felt her teeth bite hard into his bottom lip, drawing blood. He pulled away, furious and bewildered, and saw that she was glaring at him with a pure, malevolent hatred.
“Damn you! Damn you, damn you, damn you! Don't you touch me! I am a decent woman. Pig! Rapist!”
Before he could overcome his astonishment at this new attack, especially after her considerable co-operation in the proceedings up until now, she reached up and pulled her nails the full length of his face. This was too much. John raised his free hand and laid it hard across the side of her lovely face.
“Do that again and I'll knock you senseless. You've been screaming rape ever since you came aboard, and that's what you're going to get.”
It had finally dawned on him that that's exactly what she wanted-what she had wanted all along. It completely absolved her of all responsibility for the act (a lady never fornicates with strangers), while allowing her to enjoy fully the pleasures of same. Her earlier anger at him has been occasioned by his quite unwelcome gallantry; her anger now was caused by the fact that she had had to help, to assist at her own violation. He almost laughed, but as he had just learned his first lesson dealing with ladies, he quickly decided that the second lesson was not to laugh in their beautiful, naked faces when their duplicities were caught out.
The slap had settled her down somewhat, but she still kept her legs tightly twined together. In the light of her recent ardour, John knew damned well that he could get those legs apart by specific means, but he also knew he wouldn't be thanked for it. Accordingly, he grabbed her thigh with one hand and pulled hard, forcing his knee between hers and finally succeeding in spreading them enough for him to roll between them. The performance, with all the attendant contact with the Donna's soft, full body, had roused John to a state of white heat. He was long past the stage of patiently working her up to his own pitch, but if she wasn't ready, she'd just have to suffer.
Lying full on top of her, he pressed his mouth hard on hers. For a moment longer she made a weak attempt at resistance, then John felt the warm, heavy lips part under his, and soft, strong arms went around his back and held him tightly. He reached down and guided his hard, pulsing rod into the opening of her cunt. He groaned aloud as he felt his shaft slide deep into her belly. Too long continence had given him a sore ache that this, and only this, could cure.
He no longer had to question her readiness. Her juices were so heavy that they flowed over his balls, drenching the thick, blond hair that covered his thighs. The hot sheath of muscle tensed and pulled on his cock as he lowered into her and her hips rotated madly under him. Once again John felt those lethal claws, this time digging hard into his buttocks, pressing him ever deeper.
She kissed him avidly, sucking on his lower lip. Her whole body was a symphony of motion, scorching John's chest and belly with the rich femaleness of her flesh. She turned her face into his shoulder, breathing hard and whispering in Spanish.
John buried one hand in the thick, sooty hair and slid the other under her bottom, pulling her up to him. There was a roaring in his ears worse than that from his own guns, and fire, hot and fluid, poured through his thighs. A charge that had been building up for many weeks surged up his shaft into the huge, swollen nob, and in two more strokes he felt it pour out of his body into the throbbing cunt of the Spanish woman. He cried out, deep and loud like a young bull, in an ecstasy of sensation and relief.
Had he but known it, Maria had been celibate for as long, or longer, than he. Not only were the feeble advances of her elderly husband incapable of satisfying her, they were actually so repulsive that she had long ago ceased to allow him his conjugal rights. Twice before she felt herself washed with John's hot gush of burning come, her own body had stiffened and burst in flaring, searing orgasms. Madre de Dios, she had been afraid he'd never take her, and she need him so!
He rolled over and lay beside her, his arm darkly bronze against her snowy skin as he cradled one heavy breast in his hand. She lay still, her bosom heaving, her eyes closed and wearing the small smile on her lips that is the mark of a woman well and truly laid.
“Agua. Water, I am so thirsty.”
John brushed her forehead with his lips and threw his legs, albeit reluctantly, over the edge of the bunk. He crossed the cabin to a carved oak stand and picked up the silver water jug and a glass goblet. Pouring some into the goblet he handed it to her. As he watched her drink he caught sight of his face in the polished metal of the jug he held in his hand. The uniformity of his deep tan was ruddily broken by four deep, blood caked gashes running from his cheekbone to the point of his jaw.
“God's teeth! What damned ribaldry this will provoke. I won't be able to show myself outside the door without getting smirked at by the lowest deckhand.” He took the glass from Maria's hand and put it back on the stand. “Though the pleasures of your beautiful body are undoubted, you have all the sweetness of temper of an alley cat.”
He sat down on the edge of the bunk and, half lifting her, pulled her across his knee. She struggled to get loose, not sure what he was planning to do, but strongly mistrusting his tone of voice. He threw one long, hard leg over both of hers, pinning them against the sheet, and held her shoulders down with his left arm. Her body was held firm, arched over one knee. Her bottom jutted temptingly, round, white and defenseless.
“I'm going to enjoy this. This is something you should have had years ago, I'll warrant.”
With difficulty she turned her face to look at him. The contemptuous hauteur was gone from her dark eyes, replaced by decided anxiety and the beginnings of fear.
“What are you going to do? Let me up. Please.”
“Not till I'm ready, and there's no sense in wriggling. You can't get free and if you make it difficult I'll just lay it on harder.” He raised his hand. “I am about to teach you, senora, not to go around drawing blood-especially not mine.”
Her eyes grew wide at the sight of the raised hand. It was large and bony and hard, and looked altogether formidable.
“You aren't going to beat me?” Her voice was a mixture of indignation, pleading and incredulity. “Surely not?”
“I'm going to spank you.”
His hand dropped, hard, and his satisfaction was greatly enhanced by the sound of her sharp cry. His hand rose and fell again, leaving a nice red pattern on her plump behind.
Donna Maria wriggled frantically. How dare he?
The hand fell again and she cried out. It hurt! Damn him, it hurt like blazes!
“Stop! Oh, please, stop. Let me up.” Her bottom burned terribly and as she felt John's hand land again, tears stung her eyes and ran down her cheeks. “Oh, please, please let me up. It hurts! It hurts!”
“Seven,” John counted. “It's meant to hurt. Those blasted scratches on my face hurt, too.” Her pretty bottom was bright pink, and as John laid on another stroke she started sobbing in earnest. “Eight. Two more to go.”
The last two seemed not quite as hard as the others, but still they hurt badly. Her punishment over, John released her and held her in his arms where she lay sobbing, tentatively rubbing her poor behind.
“I'm sorry,” she sobbed. “I won't do it again. Oh, oh, you hurt me.”
Being no sadist, John was surprised at the sensation that crept into his crotch at the sight of the reddened buttocks and the clinging, whimpering woman. He reached down to stroke her, murmuring comfort, and his fingers brushed the opening of her vagina. She was wet. John's excitement rose.
“There now, don't cry any more.”
He eased her out of his arms and lay her gently on her stomach on the bed. His cock was rigid now, and he felt it jerk hard against his stomach as he looked at the havoc his hand had wrecked. Maria's white flesh was crimson, and bluish welts were starting to show already. Though not seriously damaged, she would be good and tender for awhile, and it would be several days before she could sit down without being reminded of him.
He leaned over her and kissed the scarlet bottom lightly. He ran his tongue over her, tracing out the weals. Maria's sobbing tapered off, and a new sound took its place as she arched up slightly.
John slipped off the bunk and kneeled on the rug. He pulled her across till her legs hung over the edge of the bed. Spreading her thighs wide, John kneeled behind her. He kissed her bottom again, pushing his face underneath her so that he could run his tongue deep into her vagina. Maria moaned. The tender skin of her beaten ass felt hot against his face, and he straightened.
Maria cried out as she felt his penis enter her, and the coarse hair on his belly rubbed against her bare flesh. She wriggled frantically, torn between a desire to get away from the pain, and a terrible hunger for the thick, hard cock that filled her.
“Hush, woman,” John panted. “You have had your punishment, and now you shall have your reward.”
He looked down. Pulling his cock out to the head, he watched as he drove it slowly in again until his tight, swollen testicles pressed against her hot, wet cunt. The red, glowing cheeks fascinated him, and taking them in his hands, he spread them with his fingers, revealing the tight, little hole. As Maria strained against him, arching up to take his driving cock, the hole opened slightly. The fire in John's guts raged hot and, pulling back from her, he took his great cock in one hand and rubbed the dripping end over her, sliding it up and down the crease of her ass until she was well greased. Placing the end of his nob against the tight opening, he pressed forward. Maria squirmed, moaning and whimpering, as he pushed again. He stroked easily for a moment and the tight ring of muscle around the entrance relaxed, opening until she could take the full length of his rod.
As he surged up into her ass, Donna Maria jerked her hips wildly. Her hands clutched the sheets and her long hair fell into her face as she threw her head back. It hurt; God, it hurt as that great, hard prick pierced her behind, but she wanted him desperately. He leaned forward to squeeze one heavy breast, and the sore skin on her bottom stung more than ever as he ground against it John pounded into her; harder, deeper. He was panting hard, the tight hole squeezing almost painfully as he plied in and out. His cock jerked hard as great spasms of passion twisted his belly. The heat of the woman he was taking added to his own desire and he felt, once again, the sperm burst forth from his aching nob. He clutched her tight, filling her ass with a flood of boiling come, and she opened wide, taking it all, as her own passion rose higher and higher, breaking in a long, ecstatic climax.

“She cried for hours afterward, swearing that I had dragged her to the depths of the lowest doxy. I tried to comfort her, swearing with profuse apologies that I'd never come near her again, but she'd have none of it.”
Robert laughed at the downcast look and poured his friend more brandy. They were both a little drunk by now, but had every intention of getting a little drunker-perhaps, even, quite a lot drunker.
“You low bastard! Did she barricade her door for the rest of the trip?”
John shook his head, his face looking even sadder. He sighed deeply.
“No. No, she decided that the only way to redeem her virtue was to fall madly in love with me. This she proceeded to do. Passionately.”
“Then why in God's name do you turn down your mouth so far your chin's in danger of falling in? Did the poor, raped woman give you the pox?”
Again John shook his head. “No. Pox is something you get from dockside whores. From ladies you get something far worse. You get trouble. Granted, her company was more than pleasant on the long voyage, but once at home it became a little stifling. Not only was she most demanding physically, a fault I'm quite ready to forgive, but she was damned possessive. God be damned, the woman nearly drove me mad! If I wasn't in her or on her, she was never more than inches away. If I so much as glanced politely at another female, I ran a grave risk of losing my eyes.” He drained his glass and held it out for more. Whatever Robert was doing, he must be doing well. Damned fine brandy. “I dropped her ransom as low as I decently could, and took to thumping her regularly in hopes of driving her off. On the contrary, the more I whaled her, the less inclined she was to leave me. In the end,” he said, almost in tears, “I had to bribe her brother to come over from Spain and carry her off bodily. It cost me over five hundred angeles, and before she left she stabbed me in the arm with a meat knife.”
Robert's laughter boomed through the quiet house.
“You better go back to the whores, Johnno. Respectable women are much more expensive.”
“Damned right.” He held his glass high. “A toast to the whores; may their simple, poxed-up twats be always with us.” He grinned, downed the brandy and thought for a moment, his face grave. “And the next whoreson bitch of a lady that wants to get raped can find herself some other captain.”



CHAPTER TWELVE


The Essex countryside was clothed in that shimmering, multi-colored garb that nature, that most expert of seamstresses, runs up for her each spring. The weather had been foul and the winter so long that it seemed as if God himself, had deserted the island. Now, in less than two weeks, all that had changed. Great pink and white clouds of cherry, apple and pear blossoms vied with yellow forsythia and daffodils to make the country beautiful. The soft, yellow-green of new leaves lightened and blended with the darker green of rich grass. The sun shone warmly and even the breeze was not too chill. It was one of those glorious springs remembered so fondly by any Englishman long from home, yet so seldom seen in actuality.
Robert had brought his niece to spend a month at the Finch estate. Except for brief visits, they had spent very little time in the country these past five years, but he was tired and he wanted to get away from court for a while. He was beginning to wonder if perhaps he weren't too old for all the intrigue and danger inherent in his position with Walsingham, but he knew that a rest would make his forty-odd years sit lighter. He was becoming a very wealthy man through his investments in various voyages- partly legitimate trade, but partly, admittedly, privateering-and had acquired a certain influence of his own, aside from that connected with his association with Sir David Cassen. It would be soon, at this rate, that he might well realize his dream of a good, comfortable post in the warm luxury of the New World.
He was concerned about Belinda, should he leave England. He had often mentioned, of late, that she should be thinking of marriage, but she flatly refused. It would be difficult, almost impossible, for two such close relations to marry, she knew, but she pointed out that there was no reason for her not to continue with him on their present basis. She was now a lady-a beautiful and talented one — and had become most useful to him in the role of hostess. Should he settle in a position in the West Indies, would he not have just as much need of her? Robert concurred in this, but pointed out, in his turn, that he was nearly thirty years older than she, and, when he died, she would be left a spinster.
Belinda had only laughed and said that, should he predecease her, which she wasn't at all sure she would allow him to do anyway, she might be left a spinster, but she would be a very rich one. Since the queen herself, seemed to feel that spinsterhood was the best way of life, she, Belinda, would probably survive it. Very rich spinsters rarely went short of handsome lovers.
Robert had muttered that she seldom went short of handsome lovers now, and that had been the end of it. Robert had felt that he must do everything possible to assure the best future for her, but he was greatly relieved that she refused to leave him. After all these years, her absence would have left him a saddened, lonely man.
The object of his heart lay in a garden swing, enjoying the spring morning. The music of myriad birds, the heavy scent of the blossoms combined with the warm sun to drug her into a blissful, half dreaming state. The gentle rocking of the swing added to the sensation of unreality, and she lay there contented.
It was Easter Sunday, and tomorrow there were to be games on Bethnal Green. Most of the festivities there were for the common folk, but there was to be a special display of horse flesh for the gentry. Robert wasn't entering, he had been too long away from his farm, but Sir David Cassen was. Sir David had two horses, one in the race and one, trained and ridden by himself, in the competition for performing horses. The animals would jump, would count and do other tricks, and step to music like a dancer. Sir David was very proud of his big, grey gelding, Pan, and Belinda was sure he would win the meet.
Although she was eager to see the show, to join in the carnival fun of the day and dance late into the night, there was yet another reason for anticipating tomorrow. A friend of her uncle's, Captain John Fothering, would be there. In fact, he was coming from London this afternoon, so that he might go to the Green tomorrow with them.
Belinda had met Fothering briefly last summer, when he visited Robert at their home at Whitehall, but she had not seen him since. He had left shortly after his visit, for another venture, and had just returned to England.
Belinda smiled, remembering how impressed she had been with the tall, brown seafarer. He was a most exciting male. He had, that last time, shown her every courtesy, but very little else. Of course, there had been very little time for an affair, but it had been disappointing anyway. Robert had teased her about her crush on the captain, and that hadn't helped any. She loved her uncle dearly, but he could be damned annoying. He knew her too well, for one thing.
Belinda had great hopes that the holiday air and the proximity of the dance would render the swashbuckling sailor a more attentive courtier than last time. She wanted him, wanted to feel that hard, lean body heavy over her, and she meant to have him.
Belinda's daydreams were shattered by her uncle's hail. She opened her eyes and saw, scarcely ten feet away, the very man she had been dreaming about.
It was seldom that the frank, almost brazen young lady was seen to blush, but on this occasion, she could feel the color rising. Fortunately, the men thought she had been sleeping, and put her momentary confusion down to having just been awakened. “Lindy, you remember Captain Fothering, don't you?”
There was a hint of irony in Robert's question, but by now Belinda had composed herself.
“Certainly,” she answered, innocently, and rose to extend her hand to their guest.
John bent low over it, touching the back with his lips. A damned fine wench, he thought. Too bad she's Robin's niece.
He followed his host and hostess to a table that had been set with drinks. As the punch diminished, he glanced more and more often at the woman sitting opposite him. He was always susceptible, and Belinda, vivacious, charming, beautiful, was at her best.
Once he surprised a look in her eye that would have been an obvious invitation from an older or less highly placed female. With Belinda he wasn't so sure.
On the pretext of stretching his long legs, he moved his knee against hers, and left it there. For a moment she didn't move, and then he felt an answering pressure. Damn! Niece or no niece, if this was what she wanted, she would get it. Of course, it might well be nothing more than flirtation, promising everything, and delivering nothing but injured innocence and haughty words.
Robert had noticed, to his amusement, these small exchanges. He was not adverse to having Belinda bed down with his friend-she had done so with many another he thought a bloody ass; John, at least, was a man-but he knew there would be difficulties. John, like most men, would not be all that adverse to tupping the niece of his best friend, but he would certainly be adverse to being found out. To be given free permission would be quite against his sense of fitness, and it would be no better if Robert were to tell him that he, himself, made free with his ward's many charms. John would only be shocked the more so that, if she were indeed Robert's bedmate, he would hand her to a friend. Men were supposed to be jealous, and that was that.
Ah well, he should speak to his stable grooms anyway. It was a long ride to Bethnal Green, and he wanted to be sure they had good mounts. The road was much too bogged down for the coach, and at any rate the damned contrivance was too slow and too uncomfortable. He stood up.
“I must see to our plans for tomorrow. I shan't be long, John. In the meantime, my home is yours. Make yourself free of it.” He turned to Belinda. “Entertain our guest, won't you, my love? I doubt you have much in common, but perhaps you'll find some subject that will keep you from boring each other.”
Belinda caught the laughter in his voice and as she looked up he threw her the smallest wink. Smiling prettily, she stuck out her tongue at him, taking care that the captain didn't see.
“I'm sure we shall stay amused, uncle. No need to hurry back. If you're passing the kitchen, though,” she added, “you could have someone bring more punch.”
Robert laughed heartily. “Hear that, Captain? Ah, such affection! She cares more for the absence of the punch than she does for the absence of her old uncle.”
He walked away and Belinda turned back to Captain Fothering.
“I'm afraid you'll have to make do with my company. I expect Uncle was right; I shall certainly bore you.”
John protested vehemently. The sun had turned Belinda's skin a soft honey color, and her light frock was cut to reveal bare shoulders and a great rise of warm breast. She leaned forward to replenish John's glass and he felt her press that soft bosom against his arm. His fingers itched to surround the fat globe of her breast, and as he thought of the feel of her velvet skin under his toughened hand, he could feel his cock fill and stretch against his britches.
As they chatted, Belinda let her hand fall on his knee. Her fingers stroked lightly up his thigh, and the bulge in his pants grew harder, pushing painfully. The softly parted mouth, the wanting eyes, left him in no more doubt as to the welcome his attentions would receive.
“Would you like to see the farm?” Belinda asked, rising. “We can walk in the woods, now. The grounds still a little damp, but it's all right if we stay on the path.”
John stood up, pulling his jacket tight to hide his indiscretion. He wanted to take her here and now- perhaps on the same swing she had been sleeping on-not wait, as he knew he must, for a more private time and place. Damn the conventions, any-way!
He looked down at her as they walked. She was so tiny, barely reaching the middle of his broad chest. They walked into the thick park wood, and when a turn in the path hid them safely from the house, he took her in his arms.
She lifted her face, and he pressed his mouth against hers. Their lips parted and he felt her tongue dart into his mouth. Hungrily he lifted her from the ground, holding her tightly to him as he kissed her neck, her satiny throat, the beautiful lulls that rose to temptingly from the neck of her dress. Her breathing was fast and deep, and she murmured in his ear.
“'Sblood, girl, I'd like to take you right here on the wet grass.” His cock was hard and burning; a painful knot of lust writhed in his belly.
Belinda's feet swayed free, but she was held tight and she rubbed herself against him, panting. She could feel the great size of his rigid cock and longed to have it driving up her dripping cunt.
“Do! Oh, God, Captain, take me. I burn so.”
Her passion aroused him even further, and he was shaking as he set her on her feet. He grinned ruefully.
“And a fine sight we'd make, back at the house. You with your back muddied and leaves in that beautiful hair, and me with my knees as black as a hop pickers.” He shook his head. “No, it wouldn't be quite the thing, would it?”
Belinda leaned against him. “I hardly care.”
Through the material of their clothing, John's cock pressed hard into her stomach. Lifting her again, he slid one hand under her skirt, and heard her cry out in desire as his fingers found the wet V between her thighs. He played with the curled hair that covered her outer lips, then pushed his fingers deep into her soaking hole. God damn society, honour and all other hell-made curbs to a man's need! Belinda panted in his arms, twisting frantically on his fingers as he brought her to a climax. As he felt her body grow limp beneath the steel of his arm, he damned her to hell along with everything else. Why the devil had she let him get this far when there was nothing they could do about it? Se had been eased a little, perhaps, but he was in such a condition that he was afraid the straining of his aching cock would burst his pant seams.
In a fury of frustration, he set her again on her feet. There was something he could do.
“If you think you're going to send me home like this, you're as mad as a dolphin.” He put his hand on her head and pushed, unloosening his pants till the giant cock burst free, jutting out like the figure head of a ship. He had learned a bit about ladies in the past year, and he knew that under the manners and coquetry they were little different from the whores and street girls he had known. At any rate, he was not about to play the gentleman now.
Still holding her head, he pushed his pulsing nob between her parted lips.
“Suck, woman!”
Belinda ran her tongue over the swollen organ that filled her mouth, and John gasped as she began to move her head up and down, the inside of her warm mouth pulling on his jerking flesh. He looked down, watching her dark head working over him. His balls tightened, heavy with sperm, and he tensed his thighs, bracing himself against the flood of passion that pounded through him. She held the base of his shaft in her small hand, teasing what would not fit into her drawing, sucking mouth.
John felt the coil within him swirl and break and a torrent of semen rushed up his penis, flooding out his nob and down her throat.
He leaned back against a tree to keep from falling, as she kissed the still firm head, and carefully rearranged his clothing. He pulled her to her feet and kissed her long and lingeringly.
“You splendid little animal. That will hold me for the moment, but tomorrow I shall find a way to have you properly.” He pushed her away gently, watching as she straightened her dress and hair. “In the meantime, my gorgeous doxy, stay well away from me, or I'll have you on your uncle's dining table.”



CHAPTER THIRTEEN


It was still dark when the three figures rode out from Hollybum, the Finch estate. The road was, indeed, a mire, and it was hard going even with the best of horses under them.
Dawn improved things somewhat, and they were at last able to relax a little and look about them. Since the parish surveyor lived along this road, the undergrowth and hedgerows had been freshly hacked away. As the sun rose, the twitter of the larks could be heard as they woke to begin the new day. The new grain sprouts showed pale green in the bordering fields, steaming in the early morning mist. The air was fresh and clean, and the discomforts of the rutted pathway were soon forgotten as they turned into the main road leading to the Green.
Here they were joined by many others travelling in the same direction. They were of all classes and traveled by various methods. Many were on foot; some were on horseback and some on the backs of recalcitrant mules. Women and children, if they could afford it, rode in the gaudy, springless carriages and though the conveyance saved their legs, it battered the rest of them unmercifully. Many of the younger women, like Belinda, preferred to take their chances on horseback. A few, the frail, or old, or very wealthy, rode in litters.
The density of wheeled and pedestrian traffic made things slow going for those on horses, but it was easy enough to leave the road and ride down the verge of the fields. It was certainly quicker, and probably a good deal smoother going than the road itself. If the crops got tramped, as they often did, that was the lookout of the poor devil who planted them.
By mid-morning, Belinda and the men were both hungry and parched. Although they had passed many cottages displaying the holly bush outside the door as an invitation to the thirsty travellers, they preferred to look for a regular inn.
The first one that suited them was located a scant mile from Bethnal Green. They rode into the courtyard and the two men dismounted. Robert smiled to himself as he watched John lift his niece from her saddle. If they hadn't already found a spot to get fucked in, they soon would.
“We'll do well here,” he told them as the stable lad lead away their horses. “I know 'The Red Bull' well, and they serve fine fare. They also have some fine French wine on license from Raleigh and I, for one, have a throat as dry as a dust storm.”
They entered the inn and were shown by their host to a private room upstairs. As they ate great plates full of meat and bread, of game and poultry, and fresh, early vegetables, they decided that they would be well advised to book rooms before going on to Bethnal Green. It was much too long and hard a ride to return home this night, and after the long day of pleasure, with the wine and punch that would accompany it, they would be far better travellers for a good rest.
After finishing their breakfast and making arrangements with their host, they mounted fresh horses rented from the stable and arrived at the green within an hour.
Robert departed on business, if it can be called business to seek out some buxom, willing lass to warm his bed that night, and Captain Fothering took Belinda's arm as they strolled about the crowded green.
People swarmed everywhere, the human mass ebbing forward, then receding like the tide. There were stalls for meat, for ale and wine, for shellfish and sweets. There were bear dancers and bear pits, a bull baiting ring and a small stage for the plays that would be performed off and on throughout the day. Minstrels sang their bright, foolish ditties and fortune tellers vied for customers.
A large platform had been erected, with a canopy to keep off any rain that might unluckily fall, for the evening's dancing. This edifice was, of course, for the quality. The baser folk would have dancing, too, but they were content to use the slick, new grass of the green itself.
Stands had been built with boxes containing comfortable seats, so that when the time came for the four-part madrigal singing, the performing horses and the grand race, the spectators could watch at their ease.
The stands, the booths, the people themselves were riot with color. Red, green, lemon, rose, white, gold flashed and glittered everywhere.
Belinda glowed. This riotous, noisy, almost frantic gaiety suited her exactly. That she was escorted by a dashing gallant, who's broad, handsome frame rose head and shoulders above everyone around them, added much to her already ecstatic mood.
“Oh, John, I do love the fairs! Even God must love them, since he gave us such a perfect day for it.”
John looked down at her beaming face. “Perhaps he does, but I warrant even he would have a poor time trying to get through this crush. By the blood of our Lady, I can see nothing for miles but masses of people! We had better pick a spot to join up in the case we get lost.”
“No fear,” Belinda laughed, “I shall cling to you like a barnacle to the bottom of your ship.” She looked around. “If you do manage to shake me loose, I'll wait for you in the box stands. We'll be sitting with Sir David's wife.” She stopped and waved her arm. “Karen! Karen!” The blond child to whom she had been beckoning disappeared around the corner of the barn that stabled the horses entered in the competition.
“That was Karen Cassen, Sir David's little girl. I guess she was going to the barn to look for her father.”

Karen Cassen was going to the barn, but not to look for her father. Sir David, she knew, was putting his horse, Pan, through it's paces in a pasture some distance from the green, and it was only for this reason that she dared venture into the barn at all. She had heard the grooms talking about “relieving the stallions,” and had watched them lead a horse away and close the door of the stable. They were gone some time, and she could hear the animal knickering and screaming, and then they were back. She had asked her father about it, but he had simply told her sharply to rejoin her mother.
In spite of his own peculiar arrangements with his daughter, who by now, at twelve, felt regularly the pleasure of her father's cock buried deep in her little cunt, he was most careful to protect her from any other contact with sex. The reason the horse had been taken into the small stall was very much a sexual one. With this much horseflesh about, there was almost certain to be one or more mares in heat, and even the best trained stallion gave a damned shoddy performance if he were rutting about after a filly. It was therefore the custom for the stable attendants to “relieve the stallion” at least once and often twice before he was due to race or be exhibited.
Karen had started back to her mother, but she was curious. Her father's tone was one he rarely used, and the reason for it aroused her curiosity more than ever. She had drifted about with the crowd for a little while and then, when she knew her father would have left for the pasture on Pan, she worked her way back to the barn. After watching at a discreet distance for a few moments, she saw a young man take another stallion into the closed stall. When he had shut the door behind him, she slipped into the stall adjoining, and bolted the door. Walking silently across the straw-covered floor, she found a tiny crack through which she could peek.
Bending down, she pressed her eye against the partition and looked in.
The big stud was standing against the far wall. His feet had been well secured to stakes so that it was impossible for him to kick or rear, and the swarthy, handsome groom was standing beside his flank. Having previously drenched his hand in the flow of a mare in one of the other stalls, he had rubbed it over the stallions nose immediately after tying him up. Karen could see the immense scarlet nob that now protruded from the animal's protective sheath. While she watched, the groom reached down and took the great globe in his hand, teasing and stroking it. The stallion whinnied softly and tried to rear, but the man continued to stroke and fondle it's cock until the whole great length had pushed itself out of the sheath. The huge organ jutted out sharply, wet and red and dripping. Karen caught in her breath, her eyes round and fascinated. It was so big and the horse was getting more and more excited as the groom manipulated him. She could feel her cunt send a warm trickle down her leg, and she crossed her little legs and rubbed her thighs together.
The stallion was fully at the ready now and the groom knelt beside him and, reaching up under his belly, took the enormous rod in both hands. He started pulling back and forth, his strong hands keeping a quick, steady stroke. The animal tried hard to buck, and screamed with the frustration of immobility and the hot pleasure that this human was pumping into him.
Karen watched, her eyes glassy with lust. She looked at the kneeling groom and saw that he, too, was affected by the passion of the animal he worked on. His tight yeoman's britches did little to conceal the thick bulge that strained against his thigh, and his breathing was rather harder than the exertion of his work warranted.
Oh, how she wished she was the one who was handling thus that beautiful, fierce, male animal. Her hands were small, but she could manage. She looked at the young groom's bent head, the dark, unruly hair falling into his handsome face, and her hand pressed her skirt hard against her burning sex as she thought of him secretly watching her as she watched him now.
The big stud was becoming frantic. Sweat gleaned on his black coat, and he pitched and tossed his mane about, throwing his head back to scream his need through his distended nostrils. The man speeded up his stroke, jerking his hands up and down, hard and fast. At last, with one final, high wail, the magnificent body stiffened, and the panting Karen watched as a flooding torrent of spunk burst from the jerking nob and drenched the straw beneath it.
Karen's hand worked over herself, rubbing through her silk dress, her soaking cunt.
The groom got up, and she could see that he, too, was panting. While the stallion stood shivering, recovering from the loss of his burning juices, the young groom unlaced his pants and took out his prick. It was hard and twitching, the head sticky and swollen. He prepared to give himself the same treatment he had given the stallion, and leaned back his rod aimed at the straw under the horses belly.
In her passion, Karen wanted to lie down and roll in that straw. This same stall had been used for this purpose before, this morning, and the floor was soaked with the come of beasts and men. Surely the other stable hands were no less susceptible than this one, and doubtless acted in the same way. She wondered if he jerked off after every stud he masturbated? How she would love to lie under the horse's belly and feel that great splash of come wash over her face, and then, a moment later, to feel the man's come shoot on her, too.
The groom breathed heavily, eye's half closed, as he pulled on his joint. He grunted loudly, pumping like mad, as the thick cream shot out of his body, spurting into the pool already left by the horse.
Fingering herself wildly, Karen bit her lip to keep from crying out as she felt her own passion grow and grow, and finally skyrocket into orgasm.
The groom did up his pants and untied the horse. He led the animal out and Karen sank down, exhausted. She rested for a moment, then slipped to the door, unlocked it and peered out.
Luckily, there was no one about, and, unseen, she slipped out of the bar and melted into the crowd. It had been wonderful, well worth the risks involved, but now that her lust was cooled a little she had no wish to have her father catch her out. He would not be pleased.
She smiled slyly to herself. No, he certainly wouldn't be pleased, but she was just as sure that he would have been very much aroused.

Luckily for Karen's security, Sir David had not ridden straight back to the stables from the pasture. He had only stayed away a short while. Pan was trained to letter perfection, and he was afraid that too long a workout would only make the horse stale. Still on horseback, he was picking his way through the crowds, stopping to chat with friends and place a wager here and there on the outcome of the race.
Karen had reached her mother safely, and they were sitting in their lavish box, looking out on the press. High and low, people of every status and station mingled, and one could see every kind of garment from clerical garb, to absurdly-hooped out skirts, to the vilest and most abysmal tatters. The green swarmed with mendicants of every kind, soliciting from the wealthy. Marion's ghastly experience with the London beggars was now years in the past, and though she thought at the time she would never forget it, she no longer felt her heart stop at the sight of these human derelicts, their filthy rags and twisted, out-stretched hands. She sat now with her daughter, leaning over the side of the box, throwing coins to those who milled around her.
She saw her husband coming through the mob toward her, and she waved her hand and laughed.
“Cor! It ain't 'alf a bleedin' squeeze. Out o' me way, mate. I got a livin' t' grub, too.”
Another figure moved toward her, palm outstretched for alms, and Marion looked into the one blue eye that would remain burned into her memory till her dying day.
The laugh died. Her face drained and she clutched at the edge of her box, digging her fingers into the brightly colored bunting.
Big Red moved nearer, squinting up at her, then backed off a step as recognition swept over him.
“God flay me arse! It's the doxy!”
“No, you villain. My wife.”
Big Red whirled as Marion whispered “David.”
Sir David looked down at the man that stood before him. He saw the patch, the ginger hair, the hideous scar. Though he had never seen the man before, had only heard him described once, over four years ago, he could have picked him out of millions. His face went dead white, and his cold grey eyes narrowed to slits.
“'ere, m' lord, don't look at me so mean!” Big Red was trying to back away into the crowd, but Sir David's big grey was pressing him toward the back of the stands. He was badly frightened and looked in vain for someone to come to his aid. He looked again at the hate that poured down on him from Sir David's face, and cringed. “What's up? What 'ave you got to do wiv me?”
Sir David said nothing. Had he spoken one word his iron control would have broken and he would have leaped from his horse and strangled the scum with his bare hands. That was too quick a death; too clean.
As he maneuvered the man into a small clearing directly behind the stands, he reached out and picked a sharp ended crowbar out of the ground, where a workman had left it standing upright.
“Jesus! No! No!”
Big Red threw up his hands to ward off the heavy shaft of iron that came hurling down at him, but to no avail. The knife-sharp steel caught him and pinned him to the ground, piercing his belly as cleanly as a table knife stabs through butter.
He lay there, unable to struggle for fear of tearing his guts out; unable to pull himself free of the bar.
“Up, Pan.”
The big horse reared, and Big Red screamed, his cry lost in the swarm of noise around them, as the horse's hoof came down hard on his upper arm. He could hear the bone break, and blood spurted from the horrible gash as the horse reared again, coming down this time on his knee cap. As a new wave of agony engulfed him, he became aware of the sprightly air Sir David was whistling softly. The greys hooves rose and fell in rhythm, as he crushed first a hand and then the pelvic bone. He never missed his footing. Why should he? He had trained for this dance for many months; he was step perfect.
Sir David continued to whistle, slowly now. He would have preferred to flay this pig alive, but this would do; this would do.
Big Red jerked and twisted. His frantic convulsions had ripped his stomach on the spike that held him, and thick bulges of entrails ooozed out around the shaft, but he hardly felt them. Red fire burned his eyes, but he tried to calm himself; to think. He knew that he was to die, and his only concern now was that he die quickly; that he be spared any more of the soul-searing agony that tortured him.
He saw his tormentor pull a long, wide strip of bunting off the back of the stand and gazed up in horror as he realized what was going to happen. Sir David was going to cover him and leave him to die of his wounds. Die he certainly would, but it might take hours before the last drop of blood drained from his ravaged body; hours in which he must lay there, conscious of the pain of his shattered bones, his ripped and mangled flesh. Covered with the bunting, no one would find him here behind the stands until late into the night or even next morning.
As Sir David leaned from his horse to pull the bunting over the shattered lump of gore, Big Red forced out a word.
“Cuckold.”
Sir David's hand stopped in mid-air, his eyes blazing as he sought to regain his control. Again Big Red forced words from his pain-gagged throat, and blood trickled out of his mouth faster than the sounds as he spoke.
“Cuckold.” He sneered, his face twisting horribly. “Cuckold by an ape.”
Sir David snapped, his sanity going with an almost audible crack. He dropped the bunting and jerked Pan up, dropping her down with both front feet landing squarely on that ugly, grinning face. Again and again he brought the horse down, until the thick mist cleared from his eyes enough to see that there was nothing left of the beggar's head but a slimy lump of blood and bone and pinkish-grey brain, and a few clumps of stringy, ginger hair.
Sir David sat quietly for a moment, allowing his brain to clear. The whole incident had taken no more than a few moments, but it seemed that he had been behind these stands for hours.
He scooped up the bunting and threw it over the gruesome mess. He knew what the swine had done. He knew now that he had let himself be taunted into ending the agony the filthy rakehell had so dearly earned. He cursed the corpse, but it no longer mattered much. The thing was done. For the first time in four and a half years he was at peace. He had avenged his own honour; avenged his wife.
He dropped from the saddle and cleaned the gelding's hooves with moist, new grass. He remounted and turned to join his wife, not bothering even a last glance at the grisly mound he left behind him.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN


The day had been a great success. Sir David's Pan had won the dancing contest easily, and his black had finished second in the race. He held a celebration dinner in a tent he had erected at the edge of the green, and the food and drink had been lavish and varied. Robert noticed that his friend and employer seemed more at ease than in many years. He was like he had been before Robert went up to court, and many people remarked that Sir David and his wife were behaving like young lovers. Robert knew that Sir David had worked long and hard over Pan's training, and he attributed the man's light-hearted mood to the animal's flawless performance. He was quite right, of course, but not exactly in the way he thought.
Robert was still with Sir Cassen's party when John and Belinda left. They pushed their way through the crowd, Captain Fothering's size coming much to their aid. They climbed the steps to the dance floor and stood watching for a moment. An excellent orchestra had been provided-lutinests, fiddlers, and even a virginal. Bonfires glowed brightly all over the green where the peasants and commoners were holding their revels and the dancing pavilion itself was strung with many lanterns. These lanterns and shutters of tinted mica and the effect was soft and romantic.
As the orchestra led off the next dance, John took Belinda into his arms and they moved out onto the floor. John had done a certain amount of dancing in his youth, and since, but he was a good deal more comfortable on the deck of a ship than he was on a dance floor. Anyway, it was lonely. Belinda was so much shorter than when they were in the embrace of the dance he was forced to peer over her head. It was most disconcerting.
He had made some arrangements earlier that occupied his mind far more than the dancing.
The music stopped and, still circling her waist with his arm, John guided Belinda to the steps that led down from the platform. Snuggling within his arm, she looked up at him inquisitively.
“Where are we going?”
“Into my boudoir,” he grinned. “It isn't exactly lavish, but it is private.” His hand fell lower on her hip, the long fingers stroking her firm belly. Thank God it was warm. He had no intention of making love through five yards of ruffled silk and three petticoats. He wanted this beautiful little body free; wanted to feel the full length of her naked and wriggling beneath him.
“Quick. Under the platform. I'll join you in a moment.”
He held up the bunting, and Belinda asked no further questions. She bent quickly and slipped under. There was enough room to stand, and enough light came in under the bunting skirt for her to make out a sort of couch. She walked over to it and found that it was a thick mound of stuff bunting and soft silk, laid out in the form of a bed, nearly eight feet long and almost as wide. A basket beside this impromptu mattress contained two bottles of fine wine and a cooked chicken. Belinda lay down, smiling in anticipation. He must have sneaked these things in during the afternoon, but it could have been no easy task. How he had managed to do it without being detected was beyond her. What a change this man was from the limp clots she met at Whitehall. When it came to the more practical side of an affair, their ingenuity stopped before it began. Unless it were simply a case of sneaking into an empty bedroom and locking the door, she had to make all the arrangements herself.
She lay waiting for John to appear, wondering what was keeping him. It was a bit eerie, laying there in the flickering half-light, listening to the dancing feet overhead and watching the silhouette of the passing crowd reflected against the bunting.
As she thought of the Captains long, hard body, his strong hands and huge, heavy rod, she felt the moisture of desire begin to collect between her thighs. She remembered the feel of that great organ in her mouth and hands, and her breath quickened as she thought of the joys to be had from that source. She wanted it deep in her body, stretching her, hurting her, driving her mad with passion. Damn! Why didn't he hurry.
It is one thing for a tiny woman to slip quickly and unnoticed under a platform five and a half feet from the ground. It is quite another for the same feat to be accomplished by a man a foot taller than that. What Belinda didn't know was that John, himself, had not been under the platform at all. He had hired three urchins to furnish his bridal suite on his instructions, and had only peeked inside to see that all had been properly prepared.
He stood now, trying to figure out the best way to navigate. There were a lot more people around then he had expected, and after a couple of abortive attempts at subtlety, he decided that he must either stand there all night or simply pull up the stuff and crawl under. This he did, but one long leg caught in the bunting and he was catapulted full length onto the ground, cursing and swearing. It was hardly the entrance he had planned.
“God be damned to all the seven hells! My boot's caught in this whoreson cloth.”
Belinda slipped across to where he was lying and quickly unwound his foot, setting him free. She was laughing so hard that she almost fell over herself.
“That's better. God damn it.” John sat up and looked around. His scowl changed to a delighted, boyish grin. “I see the lads did well. Not exactly palatial, but we've got all the comforts.”
He crawled over to the broad couch, Belinda behind him, still giggling. He lay down and pulled her down beside him.
“Laugh, you little baggage. Is it my fault that God cursed me with such lengthy limbs? We'll see how you laugh when you feel the length of something else.”
He pulled her closer and his mouth, hot, demanding, came down hard on hers. Belinda felt her passion quickly returning as Forthering's tongue pushed deep into her mouth. She sucked it hungrily. His hands moved over her, kneading her flesh through the silk of her clothes. She reached down and felt the hard, throbbing bulge in his trousers and with a hand shaking from desire, she pulled at the lacing in his pants. The pulsing organ burst out like a wild beast just freed from a cage and she closed her fingers around it. God, how she wanted him!
John rolled away. He knew that it would take very little playing before those soft fingers pumped the hot juice out of his loins and that was not what he had in mind. When he spent his seed it would be high up that tight, wet cunt, known to his fingers, but not, as yet, penetrated by his burning cock.
“Lindy, take those damn clothes off. I want you against me-all of you.”
Belinda stood up quickly, reluctant to leave that thrusting organ and anxious, so very anxious, to get back to it. She pulled her garments from her, watching as John struggled out of his clothes. It was difficult for him in the confined space, and his haste made him even more awkward. By the time he had everything off and turned back to his “bed” Belinda was laying upon it, naked, her arms and legs spread wide in abandon.
He knelt beside her, his mast proud and erect.
His hand cupped the full breast and his mouth was drawn down to the blushing nipple like a moth to a candle flame. She arched her back high as he suckled her, alternating from one breast to the other until both nipples were stiff and pointed. She tried to reach his penis with her hand, but he kept well out of her way. Event he feel of her fingers teasing and stroking the skin on his back sent spasms through his body. He pulled her onto her side and drew her left leg up over his hip. He could wait no longer. There would be plenty of time later to do all the other things he wanted, but he must have her now.
Although she was ready for him, her vagina went and slippery with the lubrication of her need, Belinda groaned as he forced his way into her. The great nob pushed into her sheath, and she arched against him as he thrust forward, driving deep into her burning belly. She could feel him ramming against her cervix, and she ground her nails into his buttocks, pulling him even closer to her. It was so good. God, it was so good!
“Fill me. Oh, John, fill me with your cream.” She bucked frantically, her body pressing forward to meet each pounding stroke. Faster and faster they worked, as John felt the hot tidal wave rise higher and higher. Belinda's head went back and a sound, half scream, half moan, escaped from her throat as her body jerked and stiffened in the ecstasy of climax. Still John pounded into her, holding her tight by the hips. Higher and higher the great wave rose, till, at last, it burst in a mountain of foam on the welcoming shore of her soaking hole.
It was nearly dawn when they crawled out of their hiding place. It had been a night of almost uninterrupted love. Once in a while they had lain, exhausted for the moment, and listened to the revelry around them. It was like being invisible and they laughed together at the thought of someone peeking down through the floor boards at them. At times the dancers made such a pounding that John prayed that the platform had been built strong. It would be a hell of a way to die, flattened by two hundred silly, drunken courtiers.
Somehow, they managed the ride back to the inn and sneaked in to their respective chambers undetected.
Undetected? Well, we won't count Robert, grinning at them behind his closed door as they crept, not so quietly as they thought, along the corridor. After all, had he not just seen his own lady friend along this same corridor, sneaking back to husband or father or wherever she had come from? It had been a hard night all around. But a good one.



CHAPTER FIFTEEN


Several months had passed and it was now the late autumn of 1586. Once again Robert Finch was at Hollyburn, but this time it was not to rest. He had left Belinda at Whitehall and had come down himself, ostensibly, on private business. Actually, it was secret, not public, business that had brought him to Essex.
For many years, Chelmsford and the surrounding Essex countryside had been the stronghold of English witches. Reginald Scott's famous attack on the belief in witches had been published two years earlier, and there were many in England who agreed with him. Even the law was not too concerned with these creatures, unless actual murder or destruction of livestock could be proven. Certainly the brilliant and shrewd Walsingham had no interest in such things. However, it was to attend an assembly, or Sabbath, of these mysterious beings that Robert had been sent to Essex.
The particular coven in which his employers were interested had already been infiltrated, and their proceedings reported. It was not the mystic rites, odious as they were, that brought the attention of the mighty, but the almost certainty that these things were, indeed, no more than a cover for the hiding of foreign priests. These servants of the Pope were far more dangerous than any servant of the devil in less human shape.
Sir David's contact was a local man, and it was because Robert was also local that they felt there would be no difficulty in introducing him. Since only the female novice was subjected to initiation, there was no danger of Robert being put through that indignity. There was to be an initiation, though, this being the main reason for holding the Sabbath, and Robert hoped that the orgies following the ceremony would enable him to do some scouting. If the priests were indeed being hidden, they must be hidden somewhere, and as the rites were held hard by an old, ruined manor, it was thought that the hiding place might logically be there, perhaps in the old cellars that lay beneath the crumbling building.

Robert leaned against a tree and took out his watch. He had been waiting patiently in a small grove of trees near the entrance to the drive at Hollyburn, but he was becoming restless. His man was late. The bright moonlight made it a simple thing to read the raised numerals, and Robert smiled to himself as he closed the case. The Nuremberg egg had been a gift from Belinda on his last birthday. It was heavy gold, ornately carved, and contained, as well as the mechanism for telling time, an astrological calendar and the signs of the zodiac. Were he really interested in witchcraft, these items would be most handy for ensuring that his spells were cast at the most propitious time for their success.
He shifted his position again and began to wonder if the whole thing had been called off, when he heard a faint noise to his right. Turning quickly, he saw a figure moving through the grove toward him.
Recognizing his contact, he hurried forward to meet him.
“Hurry. It's over an hour's walk and we don't want to be late.”
The man was heavy-built and swarthy; his person was as unkempt as his rustic attire, and only the shrewd intelligence in his eyes set him apart from any local bumpkin. It was his completely typical appearance that had made him so successful in gaining the confidence of the group they hastened to join. That, and the fact that he pretended to Catholic sympathies. Though he hadn't learned anything definite along those lines, enough incautious hints had been dropped that Walsingham, through Sir David, had felt it worthwhile to send Robert on this mission.
As they walked, the man spoke quietly to Robert, preparing him for the evening ahead.
“It won't be pretty. Hope you've got a strong stomach.” He spat, wiping his mouth on the sleeve of his jerkin. “When ya kiss the goat's arse, try not t' gag. They take it as very bad manners.”
Robert's eyes opened wide. “Kiss a goat's arse? Man, you can't be serious.”
“I am,” the man said laconically. “Be glad you're a man. The novice, she's got t' kiss his stinkin' hole but the rest of us get off with just the cheek.” Hearing Robert's strangled gasp of protest, he chuckled. “Remember it's all for the good o' the country. There's a trick to it, anyhow. Take a real deep breath and hold it, and keep it held while ye brush the hair with yer face as quick as ye can. Won't bother ye much if ye can't smell it.”
Trick or not, getting that close to a goat's arse was not a prospect that filled Robert with delight. Quickening his pace to keep up with his companion, he asked ruefully, “Is there anything else I should know? I'd hate to be accused of bad manners.”
The man laughed softly, then became serious.
“Ther's lot will happen that might jar ya, but nothin' ya can't handle. Ya'll be expected to do a fair bit o' fomicatin', but yer big an' strong enough yer not likely t' get buggered against yer will.”
Thank God for small mercies. Robert wondered if Sir David had been aware of these fine points when he had chosen him for this service. Oh well, as his tutor had pointed out, it was all for the good of the country.
They walked on in silence. His contact, used to much hard exercise, set a pace that forced Robert to save his wind for keeping up.
Somewhere ahead of them, Robert could see a flicker of firelight, and he guessed that they were almost at their destination. God knows, it was a fit night for a Sabbath. The moon, full and bloated, shone coldly through an inky sky, obscured now and then by the raggle-taggle of clouds that sailed across the night. A sharp wind howled through the naked branches of the trees, mouthing obscenities and cutting through his clothes to bite his flesh. It was a night when a man, no matter how enlightened, could readily believe in the earthly presence of unearthly demons. Robert shuddered, only partly from the nipping wind.
The lights went out. They descended into a valley and walked on. As they climbed the rise on the other side of the depression, Robert could hear voices mingle with the howl of the wind, and the high, thin strains of a flute piped out the theme for this sinister concerto. At the top of the rise, the firelight showed again, and Robert looked down into a wide hollow. Nearly forty people were assembled, the women having the edge in numbers over the men. A platform had been erected in the center of the ring, and covered with black cloth. On this platform stood a large buck goat. He was black and shaggy, and malevolent yellow eyes peered out at the assembly from under two, long sharp horns that rose from between his ears and swept back over his head, terminating in sharp points. These points had been gilded, and a gold chain hung around his neck. The stink of the animal wafted across the clearing where Robert was standing, and he guessed by the potency of the stench that the animal must be rut. Whatever the cause, it did nothing to make proximity to the source more pleasant. He grimaced at the thought. Although witches are supposed to fly to the Sabbat, and since this was All Hallow's Eve, their holy of holies, and one would think it likely that all the stops would be pulled out, Robert noticed that the people arriving after him seemed to have chosen a more prosaic means of locomotion, since they were all on foot. It was highly likely that those who had preceded him had also arrived in the conventional manner rather than supernaturally, since there was no evidence of the notorious brooms so popularly supposed to be the favorite mode of transport for witches. This omission, however, did less than Robert expected to alleviate his feelings of uneasiness. Human, these creatures doubtless were, but normal, they certainly were not.
A man climbed onto the platform beside the goat, and raised his hands. As he began to chant, the flute wailed faster, and the congregation began to gather in a wide circle. The high priest, or devil's advocate, was the only one in costume. He wore a long robe of deep red, embroidered in black with scrawls and designs of a strange and eastern nature. He, like the goat, also wore a chain of gold. His massive shoulders and tanned face bore evidence to the humble status of his daily occupation, but at this time, in this light, he looked no simple peasant. Steel grey hair fell thick around his shoulders and his deep blue eyes burned hypnotically as he screamed against the wind, intoning in Latin and English, the ancient spells used for calling his master up from hell.
Robert fell into line with the others, sticking close to his fellow agent. With him, at least, he could feel some sort of kinship. He could also get some hint of how he was expected to behave.
After several minutes of ranting, during which the crowd stood motionless and silent, the black goat shook his horned head and uttered a loud, hircine bellow. The man beside him stopped abruptly and fell to his knees.
“Our master is present. Hear me, oh King of Demons! Your servants gather to do you homage. Grant us in return, your favors. Hear our prayers; answer our supplications; bear witness to our subservience. Accept, oh God of Hell, from these, your most humble slaves, the kiss of shame!”
At these words a low chant began in the crowd, more a sort of rhythmic moan than intelligible words, and they began to form a long line in front of the platform. Taking the goat by the gilded horns, the priest turned him around so that his back was to the people. In this position his hairy buttocks were a little over five feet from the ground.
“Come forth,” the warlock chanted, shaking his grisled mane. “Come forth and give the devil his due.”
As he spoke, each member of the coven stepped forward in turn to “kiss the goat's arse.” All Robert's deepest instincts made him want to hang back to the very last, but he knew that since he had to go through with it or risk immediate expulsion he had better get it over with before he lost his courage. His fellow conspirator caught his eye as he stepped forward, and winked in encouragement. Robert took a deep breath, though a bit late, pushed his face forward hurriedly until he felt the rough hair scratch his chin. That was enough. Quickly he moved away, and stood watching. To his utter amazement, most of the witches seemed to actually enjoy this debasement. There were great moans of fanatic ecstasy as they rubbed their faces against the filthy buttocks, inhaling eagerly great drafts of it's overpowering stench. To every crow his choice of meat, of course, but Robert found this particular aberration quite impossible to sympathize with.
Slowly the procession wound it's way past the dais. The priest continued to chant, the music grew wilder, and those who had already performed their foul obeisance clapped their hands and stamped their feet. Afraid he would be noticed if he remained so obviously detached, Robert caught the rhythm and joined in. A lute now joined the pipe and someone worked steadily over a muffled drum.
As the last witch passed the King of Kings, the high priest jerked the goat around again and shouted above the uproar.
“Dance! Dance to the devil's singing; dance to the croon of dead souls riding the wind to join you. Dance to the beat of a demon's heart, the hopping feet of a thousand imps, the squeal of a harpy, the sigh of a shade. Whirl! Leap! Straddle the air.”
The wild music, the chants, the thrashing, contorted bodies drove Robert on till he was caught up in the mass orgy of motion. He flung himself madly about, whirled from one partner to another, dancing a fiendish gavotte with male and female alike. He was fast reaching a point of physical exhaustion but the spell of the drum drove him faster and faster.
Silence struck him like a club, paralyzing him in a grotesque position, one leg lifted and his right arm half supporting the crone who partnered him. In a single instant everything stopped; music, chant, the cries of the mob. The silence was absolute. Even the wind died momentarily, as if hesitant to disturb the stilled air.
Slowly, Robert dropped his foot to the ground and let go of the woman who righted herself like someone in a trance. He stood still, his eyes turning automatically to the dais, his limbs heavy and lifeless, his mind blank.
“Bring forth the bride!”
Two men walked through the silent crowd, a young girl between them. She had no expression of any kind on her face and she walked like an automaton, her escorts supporting her with a hand on each elbow. Somewhere in the sane part of his brain, Robert wondered if she had been drugged.
The men lifted her onto the platform, and the high priest helped her to her feet. She stood before him, her hands at her sides, staring straight ahead. If she hadn't been drugged, she had been mesmerized.
The warlock raised his hands above her head.
“Oh, fortunate female, to be this night the bride of Satan. You have sought him out, you have drunk of his wine, and now you will be joined to him for all eternity.” He stepped back. “Disrobe!”
Still staring straight ahead of her, the young girl untied her girdle and pulled her loose shift down over her shoulders, letting it fall around her ankles. She looked very young, her sturdy little body in the first stages of that lush development that would someday make her more than ample. High, solid breasts thrust out from her chest, the pale pink nipples taut in the cold air. Her hips were gently rounded, her waist neat, her white legs well formed and long. Flaxen hair hung loose, almost to her thighs.
The man stepped forward and ran his hands over the fresh, young body. He tweaked the pale nipples, caressing expertly the soft belly and smooth, cool thighs. At first the girl remained as though made of marble, but as the priest continued to fondle, she started to sway, spreading her legs slightly.
“Rise, lust of Gehenna! Fill this wench with carnal heat. Charge her loins with the fires of Tophet; scourge her with the snake of passion; drench her body with sperm of dibbuks. Wanton! Harlot! Satan's leman!”
The drum had begun again, softly, and under the man's hands the girl began to writhe and twist, her budding breasts rising and falling as her breath quickened.
“Kneel, Jezebel! Give the bridal kiss.”
She knelt down, still swaying her hips. Her eyes were lidded and her lips parted in this grotesque passion. The goat was turned and the sorcerer spread it's buttocks with both hands, baring the loathsome fundament. The girl leaned forward and placed her lips hungrily over the foul orifice. As she moved her head back, the priest pulled her to her feet and turned the goat around so that it sat watching them, a diabolical glow in it's Plutonian eyes.
The priest took a small, sharp dagger from the belt of his robe and quickly slashed a pentagram between the youthful breasts. The blood trickled in thin lines down over her belly, but she showed no sensation except for the continued grinding of her pelvis. She threw her head back and her hands, like creatures apart, stroked her thighs, rising up her body, over the small waist, fondling her own breasts. The priest placed his hand over her mons veneras. It was high and thrusting, lightly covered with blond down, and his hand quite covered it. For a moment he caressed her, then, inserting his fingers in her vagina, he stepped back, crying.
“She is ready! Carnal lust flows from her crevice like the Stygian river. Your bride desires your member, Lucifer! Take her! Fill her! Shame her!”
He turned the girl and directed her toward the black goat so that her dripping sex was directly before it's muzzle. The animal darted out its long, thick tongue and licked avidly. As it did so, the novice writhed and twisted frantically. Between the beast's front legs could be seen it's enormous shaft, thrust full-length, scarlet and pulsing, from it's sheath.
The priest pushed the girl to her knees and directed her to take the organ in her hands, pulling gently on the sensitive gland, adoring and worshipping.
“Now! Consummate, Oh, Satan!”
The girl, still on her knees, was turned so that her arms and upper body rested on a special frame. The goat leaped forward and mounted her without assistance. By his violent thrustings, it was obvious that he was having trouble forcing his great rod past the young virgin's maidenhead, but it was soon accomplished. He thrust into her, snorting horribly, for a quarter of an hour, during which time the high priest chanted hoarsely, and the congregation began to sway in a wanton, sexual surrender to perverted lust.
The beast finally finished his gyrations, and as he slid off his human wife, her thighs were seen to be heavily streaked with the blood of her virginity and the thick, copious semen of the black buck. The high priest then pulled open his robe, revealing his naked masculinity, hard and eager. Before the girl could move, if, indeed, she had any intention of so doing, he fell on her, directing his nob at her anus, and proceeded to bugger her violently, screaming to the skies with every charge.
This was the signal, and the crowd were not slow in following it. Clothes were torn from their bodies and flung on the ground. Jugs and bowls of strong drink appeared from God knows where, and soon the grove was a sea of drunken, fornicating bodies. Seeing how indiscriminately the mating was done, brother with sister, man with fellow man, daughter with mother, father, stranger of either sex, Robert felt that a quick and fairly acceptable selection was the better part of valor. The scene he had just witnessed had chilled and horrified him, but there was no denying that it had also excited him. His prong was rigid and quivering, and he had grabbed the nearest woman, thrown her to the ground and stuffed himself into her, before making any inspection other than that needed to establish that she was at least a female. The act was accomplished quickly, and as soon as he felt his sperm leave him, he leaned back to have a look at the recipient of his lust. It might have been better if he hadn't. Although, in his more riotous moments, he had been known to be less than particular, even the most jaded whoremonger would have balked at the ruin that lay under him. Her face was badly marked from the plague, her gums were toothless, and a trail of spittal ran down her chin. Her rheumy eyes glistened with insane nymphomania, and the putrid stench of her, rivaled that of the devil-goat.
Rolling aside quickly, trying bravely to control his nausea, Robert saw that there was even more to come. The horror stood up awkwardly, seeking new conquests, and in doing so displayed a badly withered arm and leg. Something about these features rang a bell in Robert's mind, but it was not until he heard the man who now grabbed her call her “Agnes,” that he placed her. Twenty years ago there had been a famous trial in Chelmsford, culminating in the execution of Agnes Moorhead, the first woman to be hanged for witchcraft in England. Her daughter, Joan, had also been accused, but had been found innocent and freed. Their accuser had been a twelve year old girl named Agnes Brown-a girl with her right arm and leg badly deformed. This lecherous depraved hag, this ardent attendee of the Devil's sabbath, was the poor molested, child who had so piteously cried “witch”.
This revelation brought Robert completely back to earth, and he hastily began looking for his clothes. If there was ever going to be a chance to sneak away, now was the time.
Snaking his way over and through the madly gyrating bodies, his clothes tucked under his arm in a tight bundle, he made the edge of the clearing. Dressing hastily in a clump of shrubs, he took one last look at the horrendous revel. He noticed his contact, one arm around a plump, redheaded country girl, using his other hand to beat off the attentions of a plowman who seemed determined to mount him. Robert grinned. It would seem that his mate, too, was “big an' strong enough" not to be “buggered against his will.”

Robert leaned against the corner of the ruined mansion, catching his breath. He couldn't stay away too long without running the chance of being missed, and the house was not as close to the hollow as he had supposed. The wind carried to him a distorted version of the cacophony he had left behind, and the moon grew tormented shadows across the neglected lawn. The wind sweeping through the shattered upperstories of the gutted shell sounded like the keening of damned souls. Robert felt the hair rise on the back of his neck. He would rather face a brace of first class assassins than venture into the dungeons of this castle of the doomed, but it had to be done. Pulling himself together, he pushed aside the great oaken door, hanging drunkenly from one hinge, and stepped into the black, cavernous hall. He took a dozen paces, trying to accustom his eyes to the almost total darkness, then stopped, hugging the wall. Had he heard something? He listened, straining to catch the sound again over the shrill cry of the wind. Damn! Was it just the old timbers settling, or was it something else?
Moving quickly, he found the door to the lower regions at the end of the long hall. Forcing it open, he carefully descended the stone steps. He had no light, but at least it was quiet under the house, and he had often found that in a search of this nature, his ears served him every bit as well as his eyes.
The huge cellars seemed never ending, and although Robert's search was nasty it was thorough. It was a long time-too long a time-before he found his way back to the staircase, as much by accident as by design. Thorough though his search had been, it had also been fruitless. He climbed the stairs quietly and sat for a moment on the upper step, thinking.
It was quite possible, of course, that there was nothing to find, but he was not satisfied. Sir David's informants were reliable, and Robert himself had a feeling that he was not alone in the great house. He stood up and started down the hall, planning to inspect the groundfloor rooms as best he could. Suddenly he stopped. The front door was being pushed in, and as he crouched by the ruined balustrade of the huge, central staircase, he saw a figure silhouetted in the pale light. The figure entered; another; another. Three people came into the house, walked a short distance down the hall and disappeared.
For some moments Robert remained where he was, then crept silently from his hiding place. So Sir David was right. The house was being used, under disguise of the rites held near by, for nefarious purposes. He had no time for further investigation now; already he had stayed away too long. Tomorrow he would return, armed, and find whatever there was to find if he had to tear the place down stone by stone.
He gained the yard and hastened across it. Just as he reached the protecting woods, he looked back.
A figure, indistinct but unmistakably a figure, was standing just outside the doorway. As Robert watched, the figure turned and disappeared inside. As it did so, Robert made out the line of the long, cowled robe worn by the hated Jesuits.
He was tempted for a moment to go back, but decided against it. He would need weapons and, perhaps, assistance, before he wiped out this viper's nest.
He turned and ran toward the witches' clearing.



CHAPTER SIXTEEN


This Day the First of November, Anno Domini 1586.
A messenger has come from Whitehall, informing me that The Gay Dart has returned. Captain Fothering again successful. My portion doth increase my riches vastly and it is in my mind to soon make off to the Indies, and there establish myself. I am sore weary of this chancing game and vexed too often with the foul humors of my years. The Most Gracious Queen doth yet have fear of dangerous enemies, but there are those more capable than I to look to her protection. 'Tis a crabbed existence that weighs most heavy on me, and I would feign my dotage came in ease and quiet.
This night I must make end to that foulness I discovered. It is decided by me to take one other with me, and fire the cursed hole. Perhaps, like rats, the rogues can best be laid by the heels by-



EPILOGUE


If this book ends abruptly, it is because my material was also abruptly terminated. It is Robert Finch's story, not mine, and if I am to be faithful to it, it must end here. The last entry of Finch's diary has been given as I found it. The bottom part of the sheet had rotted away and if there were any further entries, they have not been found.
Did Finch run into trouble he couldn't handle, on his last recorded mission? Did he succeed and go away from England as he planned to do? We do not know. It isn't important that we know. The importance of this book lies in the vivid descriptions it gives us of daily life in Elizabethan England.
As we know, Mary of Scotland was at last caught out in her plotting and beheaded in 1587. Walsingham, himself, was her chief prosecutor and it was the evidence of his agents that brought about her conviction. At the news of her execution, all England breathed more easily. All, that is, except Elizabeth. Although, in the light of damning evidence, she had had no choice but to sign the death warrant, she was deeply grieved by the death of the woman who would have snuffed out the Queen's life without a qualm-rather, with the greatest of pleasure.
Elizabeth was a strange woman. In her lifetime many understood her partially, none wholly, and at this distance it is impossible to do better than her contemporaries.
That her England was licentious in the extreme is not to be denied, but nor is it to be denied that England was also as flourishing as at any time in her long history. Excesses were rife, debauchery the norm. The Elizabethans themselves were a baffling maze of contradictions. Man, no doubt, would cease to be man were he not inconsistent, but the inconsistency of the Elizabethan much exceeds the limits permitted to human beings. Their subtlety and their naivete, their delicacy and their brutality; their grossness and their modesty, their piety and their lust. What kind of mental fabric was woven from the warp of filthy, savage, 16th century London and the wool of an impassioned familiarity with the splendor of Tamburlaine, and the exquisiteness of Venus and Adonis? How can we fully comprehend those iron-nerved creatures who passed so readily from listening to some divine madrigal sung to a lute by a gentle boy in a tavern to the spectre of mauled and bleeding dogs savaging a chained bear to it's death?
We cannot understand, as, doubtless, they could not understand themselves, and it little behooves us now to judge them. One of the greatest of all the great men of that time, put into the mouth of Marc Anthony the words;
“The evil that men do lives after them: The good is oft inter'd with their bones.” In the case of the Elizabethan, exactly the opposite is true. Had he not his failings, would he have had his virtues? Had he not his lusts and violent passions, would he have had the drive to lift England from the status of foundling to that of the greatest nation on earth?
Whatever their vices, great and appalling though they certainly were, we are much too deeply in their debts to slap their wrists.
Blackburn Wendell
London
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