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About the Book



Pretty young flower-seller Poppy Field cannot believe her luck when chance throws her into the arms of Lord Reginald Rover.  All her life she has longed for an elevated existence and now, under the patronage of His Lordship, she has the opportunity to be schooled in the way of the Edwardian nobility.


And one of those ways is a certain liberty in social connections.  The upper classes, she soon discovers, are encouraged to be more generous with their affections than the lower orders.  In these circumstances, Poppy’s ravishing titian curls, classic hour-glass figure and compliant nature guarantee her popularity.  Indeed her new life would be perfect, were it not for the compromising exploits of her shameless twin sister, Lily.


Chapter One



‘No! I will not marry you, Tommy Furkin!’ The girl’s brilliant blue eyes blazed with fury. ‘Go away! Go away before I give you one with this!’ A small, grubby fist was raised threateningly.

‘But I love you!’ The young man reached out, trying to gather the beautiful form in his arms, but she skipped out of his reach.

‘Can’t you get it into that thick skull of yours I don’t love you!’ A cold wind blew from the grey waters of the Thames and the girl shuddered, huddling into the thin shawl around her shoulders.

A coaster chugged noisily by, edging into Greenland Dock. The girl watched as it passed, ignoring the bawdy remarks of the crew.

Tommy grasped her wrist, pulling her close, feeling the firmness of her breasts through her worn dress. A button flew from the thin bodice, enhancing her rage.

‘Damn you!’ she screamed.

One of the coaster crew laughed and cried out encouragement to Tommy, but his words were lost on the biting March wind.

She beat her small fists on his chest and screamed obscenities.

‘But I love you!’ he repeated as though this would calm the raging girl. He suffered the hefty kicks aimed at his shins, and the flailing fingers with sharp, broken nails. ‘We belong together, you and I!’ he shouted firmly.

‘No! We do not!’

‘Tell me why you won’t marry me.’ His rough hand slid into the torn bodice and cupped a firm breast, fingering the nipple which rose so eagerly to erection at his touch.

‘I’ve told you why, stupid! I don’t love you!’

The wonderfully curvaceous body relaxed against him, melting into his arms, feeling the roughness of his clothing and the warmth of his strong body.

‘You do!’

The two stood against the low wall, the river behind them. Their young thighs were splayed, balancing against the wind and feeling each other. The girl’s arms reached up and linked behind Tommy’s neck. Her lovely face looked up into his, her mouth open and inviting. The blue eyes softened, the dark lashes fluttering flirtatiously.

‘You do,’ he repeated, gathering her skirt in a hand to allow him access to smooth, open thighs.

‘No, Tommy, you’re wrong.’ The soft heat of her intimate parts swayed against him, making him groan with anguish.

His hand was rough as it cupped the bush of curls, but she urged towards it. She could not help herself. Tommy knew exactly how to excite her. She urged against the finger which slid between her moist folds.

‘You enjoy this,’ he whispered hoarsely.

‘Hm,’ she murmured. The blue eyes were closed. Her tongue slithered along her parted lips. Her throat arched back, offering her open bodice to him. The long cascade of glorious titian curls was whipped hither and thither by the mad March wind.

The cold of the gathering dusk was forgotten as the girl gave herself up to Tommy’s caresses. Her long pale thighs were splayed, visible to passers-by in the guttering gaslight. Buttocks, naked as he hoisted her skirt higher and higher, rested against the icy cold of the damp wall. His strong fingers squeezed, kneading the firm pillows of flesh, parting them playfully.

‘If we married I’d find you a warm bed,’ he whispered, ‘and we could make love all night long.’

‘I’m not marrying you, Tommy,’ she said, her voice muffled by the white silk scarf he wore around his neck, ‘and there’s an end to it.’

‘I don’t get it,’ he grumbled, but his hands did not stop their caresses. One remained upon the glorious swell of her bottom while the other petted the swiftly moistening folds of her cunney.

She moved against him. ‘You know the reason, Tommy Furkin,’ she said huskily. ‘You just don’t want to admit it to yourself.’

Her clitty grazed rhythmically against his fingers. The tip was bare. The hood was pulled back by her excitement. It burned and throbbed against his touch.

‘How can you deny me when you love what I do to you?’ he breathed.

Breath coming fast and ragged, her breasts bared to the cold, her loins moving against his touch, she knew she was fast moving to a peak. She thrust against him, aching for the heat of his cock inside her.

‘How can you?’ he asked again.

Her love sap trickled over his fingers and her cunney convulsed with a desperate need to be filled. ‘I don’t deny that I desire you, but I can’t love you,’ she whispered.

Tommy groaned, his handsome head thrown back to the moonless sky. ‘What must I do to make you love me?’ His plea was made in desperation.

Hiding her head against his broad shoulder, feeling the roughness of his old tweed coat, she choked back a sob. She and Tommy had grown up together in the rough and tumble of the docks. She didn’t want to hurt him, but she was powerless.

‘There’s nothing you can do, Tommy,’ she said sadly. ‘Nothing.’ She could feel his manhood, thick and hot, under his worn trousers and she yearned to hold it, to place it deep inside her.

‘Tell me!’ he cried. ‘Tell me what you want and I’ll get it for you.’

‘You can’t!’ Her nimble fingers flicked swiftly at the buttons of his trousers and released the hugeness of his member. It sprang out, smooth and thick, hard against her naked thighs. She sighed. ‘You can’t get me what I want,’ she said adamantly.

The fact that they were making love under the scudding clouds, in the middle of the busy Thames docks meant nothing to her. After tonight, she thought, she would be gone.

Her small hand slid up and down the silky smoothness of Tommy’s cock. She did it slowly to allow herself enjoyment of the pulsing veins which snaked up and down the rigid thickness. The dome was naked, the skin pulled back to form a narrow ridge. She knew that when he entered her he would give her added sensation. It was wet, the dome, slippery with spunk and a trickle ran from the pinnacle, oozing from the pore.

Her touch had quietened his pleas, the desperate words of longing. He moved with her. His taut buttocks, covered only by the worn trousers, butted in tune with her caresses. His breathing was urgent, swift and harsh, blending with the noise of the water below them. The wind, becoming colder, as the night drew in, slapped the waves hard against the low wall against which they were leaning, spraying them with the filthy river water.

The girl looked round, her eyes bright and feverish, searching. She sank to her knees between his thighs, taking the moist dome between her eager lips.

‘You mustn’t . . . someone might see . . .’

‘And what will they care?’ she asked, looking up at him. ‘They’ll only think that I’m a paid whore servicing a sailor.’ The soft lips closed around him once more and he gave an involuntary groan.

The male musk was salty as she sipped the dew. She made the thickness slippery with her mouth juices, swallowing more and more of Tommy.

‘Oh, marry me,’ he whispered. ‘We belong to each other.’ He thrust into the wet softness, plunging in and out.

The girl paused, thinking. No, Tommy, came the thought, only our bodies belong to each other.

A need grew again inside her. There was a melting heaviness as she petted Tommy with her mouth and tongue. She supposed she did love him, and if she had been a different girl the love would overpower her, but, as it was, she could not marry him. There was a much greater need in her mind; a burning ambition which overrode anything she felt for Tommy.

Her small hands held his ballsack, admiring its firm heaviness. His thickness pumped in the warm moistness of her mouth. He groaned and his slim loins thrust at her. She held him eagerly, waiting for his love sap to flood into her.

‘It’s now!’ he groaned.

The girl rose swiftly to her feet and manoeuvred the spurting dome into her cunney, feeling every drop splash the sensitive passage. She slid back and forth on him, reaching her own peak before he had ended his.

They held each other for long moments, enjoying the aftermath of the sweet climax.

Their lips met, soft and parted, exchanging breath as they had exchanged their juices. ‘You’ve got to marry me,’ he told her.

‘I haven’t got to do anything,’ she said. ‘I didn’t have to do what we’ve done. I did it because I wanted to, not because you made me.’ She pulled away from him, letting her thin skirt fall and be tossed by the wind. The full breasts were still bare and she tugged at the torn bodice, trying to pull the two halves together. The shawl was inadequate and she shivered, her pale skin puckering to goose flesh.

‘If I had a sack full of money . . .’

‘No!’ she interrupted. ‘Because you wouldn’t have come by it honestly and you still wouldn’t be what I want in a husband.’ She turned from him, leaning unhappily over the low wall, looking down into the muddy, swirling water.

Tommy grabbed her shoulders angrily, throwing her off balance and almost pushing her into the Thames. ‘What do you want? Do you truly know?’

Pulling away from him, her eyes wide with anger and fear, she started to walk swiftly along the dock. ‘I don’t ever want to be cold again,’ she said, not caring whether he heard or not. ‘I want beautiful clothes and jewels and furs. I want to live in a lovely house and have servants to look after me.’

‘What about love?’ he asked at her shoulder.

She turned and faced him. ‘Love might come some day, but love won’t feed me or put a roof over my head.’

Tommy held her protectively, pressing the dark red curls to his chest. ‘You’re chasing rainbows,’ he told her. ‘Come down to earth and be happy with me. I’ll get you all the things that you want.’

‘You’re a thief, Tommy,’ she said bluntly.

He laughed, almost scornfully. ‘Anyone would think that was something new. Tell me where there are straight, honest people and I’ll show you liars.’

‘The gentry. They’re honest,’ she said. ‘Up West. That’s where I want to live. With the gentry.’

His handsome face looked suddenly sad as he looked down at her bright shining eyes and wide smiling mouth. ‘Don’t! You’ll give yourself a load of grief. Where will you live? On the street? In the gutter?’

She shrugged, pulling the shawl about her shoulders. ‘What if I do? What’s it to you? I’ve made up my mind, Tommy.’ The blue eyes were determined and tiny muscles twitched at her jaw. ‘Nothing you can do or say can change it.’

He let her go, his big hands falling heavily to his sides. She’d never seen him look so sad or vanquished. Nothing got Tommy down. Even when she met him at the gates of Pentonville after the last stretch he’d had a smile for her. She felt sorry for him.

‘Marry Lily,’ she offered. She said it lightly, almost as a joke, but his drawn face told her that he wasn’t in the mood for jokes about her twin sister. ‘She’s always wanted you,’ she said more seriously.

‘I don’t want your sister,’ he said tightly. ‘I want you. I want to spend the rest of my life with you and if you don’t see that you’re a fool.’

He walked away, a forlorn shadow in the darkness. Oh, how she wanted to run to him, hold him, kiss him, but she knew that she could not. It would begin the torment all over again. She hugged herself, feeling lonely and forsaken herself, but she drew back her shoulders and held up her head as she walked in the opposite direction.

‘Another brandy, old chap?’ asked Lord Reginald Rover. ‘Look a bit put out this evening.’

‘Put out is the thing!’ said Lord Carshalton. ‘Dash it all! Terrible day! If there wasn’t White’s for consolation, where should we be, eh?’

Lord Rover looked round the comfortable smoking room of his club and nodded agreement. ‘Indeed,’ he said. ‘Where should we be?’ He flicked the ash from his cigar. ‘What has made today such a trial?’

The round, ruddy face of Tristham Carshalton looked at his companion sharply. ‘That’s the thing, old fellow!’ he exclaimed, taking him up on his pun. ‘Being a magistrate can be a continual trial. Bow Street is no music hall, I can tell you.’

‘Ah!’ Lord Rover snapped his fingers at a passing waiter. ‘Two more brandies,’ he ordered.

The two men were silent as they waited for their drinks with Lord Rover puffing contentedly upon his cigar.

‘One damned filly seduced me in the cells!’ said Lord Carshalton suddenly.

‘What?’ Lord Rover looked shocked, but considerably excited and perhaps a touch envious. ‘Good grief! No chance of fighting her off, I suppose?’

Lord Carshalton shook his head despairingly. ‘Couldn’t do a thing. I mean, she had youth on her side, you see.’

The other nodded understandingly, but looked askance at the magistrate’s girth. Surely he was a match for any young woman?

‘Beautiful girl, though, must admit.’ Lord Carshalton closed his eyes, relaxed in his high-backed chair. ‘Had the most glorious titian hair, a great mass of it hanging down her back.’

‘Splendid-sounding creature,’ remarked Lord Rover.

‘Absolutely,’ agreed the other. ‘Only trouble was when I was attempting to drum some sense into her in the cells she threw herself upon the cot and lifted her skirts.’

‘How shocking!’

‘Couldn’t agree more! What was worse she pulled me down on top of her before I could make a murmur of protest or call the guards.’

‘Don’t suppose she wore drawers?’ confirmed Lord Rover.

‘Good grief, no! Her sort don’t, you know.’

‘Nothing you could do then, except . . .’

‘Nothing!’

The fresh brandies arrived and Lord Rover leaned forward eagerly, waiting for his friend to continue.

‘She pulled my hands between her thighs and made me . . .’ He paused, barely able to breathe as the memory assailed him. ‘Made me, mark you, spread her female parts and manipulate her.’

‘Scandalous!’ Lord Rover took an extra deep puff upon his cigar.

‘Undid my trousers, dash it!’ continued Lord Carshalton breathlessly. ‘I mean to say, the least a filly should do is let a chap unfasten his own trousers. The very least!’

‘You were powerless in her evil clutches.’

‘Powerless.’

The thought of Lord Carshalton being powerless poised above a young woman was ludicrous and Lord Rover was hard put to it not to give a most ungentlemanly guffaw. He took a large sip of brandy and a hefty puff upon his cigar to quell his mirth.

‘Not content with that,’ went on his lordship, still bemoaning his fate at the hands of the lascivious maiden, ‘she forced me to lie upon the beastly cot while she took my errant monster between her lips.’

Lord Rover was forced to take out a large white handkerchief into which he coughed his disbelief. Another large sip of brandy was required to complete the process.

‘It was a dreadful experience,’ groaned the magistrate. ‘Dreadful! Nothing I could do, you see, to force her to relinquish her hold upon my person. I was imprisoned by her lips!’

His lordship’s voice had risen in his agitation and several members found it necessary to clear their throats and rattle their newspapers as a sign of their distress at such revelations.

‘Not one part of my cock escaped her attention. Never known lips and tongue like it. Would not stop the petting and pampering. It was torture, old fellow, I can tell you. Sheer torture.’

‘Unable to spend, eh?’

‘Dash it all, sir!’ exclaimed Lord Carshalton, not accepting this slur upon his potency. ‘Of course I was able to spend! A great gusher fairly fountained from my loins. Nothing I could do to stop it.’

Lord Rover frowned, unable to see why the magistrate found the day’s experience such torture and said as much.

‘Obvious isn’t it, old fellow,’ came the reply. ‘Woman like that. A thief from childhood. Not the sort of person one normally associates with in an intimate sense, but there was nothing I could do to prevent it, you see. Nothing.’ The magistrate downed the rest of his brandy in one gulp. ‘Terrible state of affairs for someone in my position. I mean to say, pillar of the community and all that. Makes me shudder.’

Lord Reginald Rover shuddered, but not in sympathy with his chum. He had a sudden vision of a titian-haired beauty pampering his person as Lord Carshalton was pampered. There was a flush of heat in his loins and a twitching in his evening trousers.

‘Trust you gave her a stiff sentence,’ he remarked, shuddering once more as the word ‘stiff’ hissed from his lips.

‘If I’d had my way I should have transported her to Botany Bay!’ answered his lordship. ‘There were needs for such women there not so long ago.’ He stared into his brandy glass as if expecting it to refill of its own accord.

‘She got off, did she?’ Lord Rover sounded almost hopeful. Was there a chance of meeting the fiery wench in the murky alleys behind Bow Street, he wondered?

‘Slipped off is more to the point,’ said Lord Carshalton miserably. ‘From under my very nose.’

‘How so?’

The magistrate sighed and beckoned a waiter for refills.

‘Not content with taking my member into her mouth until I could do nought else but produce copious amounts of spillage,’ gasped Lord Carshalton sotto voce, ‘the wench continued to manipulate it until it sprang up again like a great spear.’ He described the rising of his flesh with exaggerated hand movements, rather like, thought Lord Rover, a fisherman demonstrating his latest catch.

‘Terrible state of affairs,’ sympathised the listener. ‘I feel for you.’ Such was the measure of his discomfort in his trousers that he would much rather feel for himself! If only Carshalton would get on with the dashed tale.

‘So you should, old chap!’ said the latter with a nod. ‘It rose upwards and swelled to such monstrous proportions that I groaned with the severe discomfort of the thing.’

‘What did she do?’ asked Lord Rover, a mite impatiently. ‘Leave you to suffer?’ He was suffering, and that state was always easier to bear when a chap wasn’t alone.

‘No!’ exclaimed Lord Carshalton. ‘If only she had!’

The man attending their liquid needs appeared at their side with ever larger measures of brandy. Carshalton waved him away.

‘She flung herself upon me!’ he gasped, his eyes wild at the memory of the experience. ‘Flung herself! My member was thrust into her body without so much as a by-your-leave and she proceeded to pound up and down upon me.’

Lord Rover’s breathing was considerably affected by this part of the tale. He found his lungs fairly bursting from lack of air one moment and bursting from a surfeit of it the next. He was quite unable to make a suitable comment.

‘Now as you know, Rover, old chap,’ said Lord Carshalton, leaning forward in a confidential manner, ‘I keep myself fit. Go to the Turkish baths in Jermyn Street once a week. Ride regularly on the estate. Shoot, fish, ride to hounds. Nothing do I omit to keep the mind and body in tune.’

The dashed fellow paused, swilling his brandy round the balloon as though mesmerised by the liquid. It took all Rover’s patience not to be sharp with the blighter. I mean to say, he said to himself, why start a tale if you stop before the climax, so to speak?

‘The ecstasy,’ said Lord Carshalton at last, ‘was unbearable.’

Lord Rover gave a mental groan. First there was insufferable pain and now ecstasy. It was too much!

‘She had this way of clenching her soft female parts about one’s length and rippling them,’ the magistrate continued. ‘Quite amazing trick . . .’ He paused, looking somewhat embarrassed. Flushed about the cheeks, thought Lord Rover, like a naughty schoolboy caught in some forbidden act. ‘I mean, of course, torture. Dreadful torture,’ he continued, sounding a little flustered at the mistake.

How could he find where this sexual paragon was, Rover asked himself. The very thought of her rippling her female parts about his swiftly stiffening length made his buttocks clench upon the leather seat.

‘Plunged over me,’ went on Carshalton, ‘until I thought that she would wear my beggar out. I mean to say, ladies aren’t supposed to take the initiative, are they? Supposed to lie back and think of England until a chap’s finished his doings.’ He shook his head in dismay. ‘Not this titian-haired doxey! Oh, no! Not her. Couldn’t get enough. Even when my second spend flooded into her she wasn’t satisfied. Not at all!’

Not more, thought Lord Rover. His manhood was giving him jip and he wanted nothing more than to dive over to Lady Prunella’s House of Infamy and relieve the beggar!

‘Her breasts were, to say the very least,’ said the magistrate, ‘voluptuous.’ He again described the size with his hands, tapping and patting large pillows of flesh, smoothing underswells and slicking round peaks until Lord Rover’s vision was filled with a picture of a heaving bosom. ‘Before I knew it my monster was trapped between them.’

‘Good grief!’ sighed Rover. He could almost feel the glorious softness moving silkily across his own organ, enclosing it and taking his issue at the moment of spend. He could see, in his mind’s eye, a shimmering pearly pool upon eager breasts and above them a smiling face. The face was beautiful, although as yet, his imagination could not add details.

‘I was drained,’ sighed Lord Carshalton. ‘Drained to the last drop.’

Lord Rover nodded, wishing that he was in the same condition. ‘You left the cells then, of course?’

The magistrate shook his head and drained the last of his brandy. ‘If only I had!’ he groaned.

‘Surely she did not attack you a fourth time?’ Rover was aghast, as well as envious at the thought.

‘No,’ whispered Carshalton. ‘Must have nodded off.’ He looked at Lord Rover a mite sheepishly. ‘Only for a moment, mark you, and she slipped away.’

‘Slipped away?’ repeated Rover. ‘Slipped away?’ How could a girl voluptuous enough to overpower Carshalton slip away, he wondered, and why couldn’t she have slipped in his direction. Why was life so unfair? Carshalton was born a peer of the realm and he had to . . . Well, never mind how he acquired his exaltation, but it wasn’t as easily as Tristham Carshalton. Some people have all the luck, he sighed. He glanced at the latter, more than a tinge of envy in his eyes.

The peer had his eyes closed and a smile hovered about his lips. The blighter was dozing, realised Lord Rover. That settled it. He would slip away and relieve the tensions created by the evenings’s revelations. Lady Prunella would know exactly how he felt. Rising from the chair a sudden thought struck him. He prodded the magistrate in the chest.

‘Eh? What?’ It was a struggle to open heavy-lidded eyes.

‘What was her name?’ asked Rover.

The eyes opened, revealing a map of tiny veins upon the whites as evidence of the brandy and the afternoon’s events. ‘Whose, old chap?’

Lord Rover’s impatience was all but exhausted. ‘The titian-haired beauty’s, of course!’ he snapped.

‘Good grief! Can’t remember the name of every thief who comes before me.’ The magistrate’s eyes began to close again.

‘At least try! Surely she did some little thing to make a lasting impression upon you.’ The tale had made a lasting impression upon him, he thought, and he was simply on the receiving end of the account.

‘Oh, I don’t know!’ grumbled the magistrate testily. ‘Geranium Field or some such nonsense.’
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