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	A Sample Of What’s Further Inside

	“D’you hear, Lady Catherine?” the Queen said. “You’re not merely a harlot, but a cheap one at that.”

	I was lost in a storm. Of hands and cocks and tongues. Pushed and pulled and positioned this way and that on the bed. For however they wanted to exploit my body to satisfy their most carnal appetites. And mine, too.
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Rumours Of The Queen’s Lovers

	Everyone had heard the rumours of Queen Elizabeth taking many and varied lovers, even though she was unwed.

	They were circulating more wildly than usual in our locality because Her Majesty was on her way to visit us. The Queen had sent word to my father, Lord Featherstone, that she would be pleased to grace us with her presence. She would stop overnight at our manor house on her royal progress around the county.

	What fanned the rumours was that the Queen herself had made it plain it was her choice not to marry. An English aristocrat as husband would himself become too powerful and might provoke unrest amongst the other noble families. Foreign princes and kings were of the wrong faith or otherwise unsuitable.

	What kind of a life was it, to be Queen and all-powerful, yet to deny yourself the physical pleasures which any ordinary woman could enjoy? No-one believed that our beautiful and lively monarch would be without male companionship. And so there were rumours.

	Robert Dudley, Earl of Leicester was most often named as her lover and he was openly her great favourite. My cousins, who had encountered the alluring and vigorous Earl at court, gossiped incessantly about him.

	But there were darker allegations of other men, as well. Concerning illicit liaisons with commoners, far below an appropriate station. The muscular soldiers of the Yeoman of the Guard, her personal bodyguard, were frequently mentioned.

	A troop of these same guardsmen rode ahead of the Queen when she arrived in a golden carriage. It was a glorious sight and the road leading up to our estate was packed with the local people cheering her as she passed by.

	The guards were magnificent. Proud and tough, I had never before seen the likes of them. There was no finer body of men in the whole land, my father said as they neared us, and for once I did not disagree. One of them was a veritable giant who could have picked up the horse he was riding and slung it across his shoulders.

	Their bright scarlet uniforms and manly figures certainly drew the women’s attention. Our female servants were pointing and frankly gawping at them, whispering opinions to each other and laughing quite vulgarly. Even the ladies of our household and our neighbours were not above sharing a few meaningful looks with each other.

	Their Welsh captain, Bryn Llewellyn, was a tall and comely man. He was constantly on the alert, keeping a close watch on Her Majesty, on all of us who were lined up to be presented to her and the massed crowds further off. His dark eyes also found time to rove freely over the ladies, too. They settled on me, with more than a hint of mischief and merriment, and my heart could not help but quicken at his bold gaze.

	What of the rumours? The Queen enjoying the masculine company of the dashing captain was not beyond imagining. But surely she was not taking her womanly pleasures with the uncouth guardsmen.

	At that moment, I made up my mind to find out the truth. It would be easy for me to hide away in the rooms which would be the royal quarters during her stay with us. I knew how to navigate the manor’s secret passageways and I could conceal myself behind the tapestries which hung from the walls. I swore to myself I would do it that very night.

	The Queen emerged from her carriage, resplendent in her richly decorated dress. A flock of ladies-in-waiting appeared after her and seemed to flutter nearby. My parents and the rest of our family bowed and curtsied. Father made a speech of welcome and then each of us was brought before Her Majesty to be presented.

	I was so nervous I cannot remember much of what she asked and how I replied. Only that she remarked to my father that Lady Catherine looked quite wilful. She said it in a quick and playful way.

	Father agreed with a sigh and a smile. He and I had been much at odds of late, over everything. From silly matters about what I wore to the most important ones, like who would make a suitable husband.

	At least the Queen’s imminent visit had given us both other matters with which to concern ourselves. It was a welcome respite from me having to contradict father and him scolding me for how headstrong and stubborn I had become.

	It is no small thing to receive the monarch. My family had been in uproar for a month ahead. A mountain of food was procured and cooked, to feast Her Majesty and to feed the mass of courtiers, ladies, servants and guards who came with her. Other guests chosen and invited. Entertainment arranged. We were constantly taken up with all this and more, by day and night.

	In particular, there had to be a bedchamber fit for a queen. My parents themselves used a middle-sized one, for its convenient location within the rambling house. The largest bedchamber was right at the end of a wing and rarely put into service. It had to be decorated anew, with bedlinen, furnishings and tapestries also purchased, at great expense.

	The Queen was conducted to the royal quarters and there rested from her travels, while we rushed around like creatures possessed, preparing for the evening’s revels.


An Indecent Dance

	In the early evening, the household gathered to welcome her once again, with a feast in her honour. The main hall of our manor was packed with the royal entourage, our family from across the entire county and as many of the local nobility as we could fit in.

	At the head table sat Her Majesty, with my father and mother close by. And not far away, captain Llewellyn, who was often talking to the Queen and evidently making witty remarks for her amusement.

	I had never in my life attended such a magnificent banquet. There were deer on spit roasts and game birds and fish of every kind. Father had hired a troupe of the best local musicians to play for the whole night. The feasting broke off only when the Queen said she would like to dance.

	This was no surprise, but myself and the ladies of the county were quite unprepared for the new style of dancing which Queen and court brought with them. We discovered that they had taken up a French dance called La Volta.

	It was performed with quick steps and hops, but the main attraction for the dancers was the intimacy required. The gentleman had to help raise his lady partner up for a high leap. This meant frankly grabbing hold of her, with his left hand on her right hip and his right hand under her bosom. Or thereabouts. Then up the lady went, to general merriment.

	My mother and aunts were scandalised at the sight, but could say nothing. The Queen was leading the dance with the captain, who was quick on his feet and very able with the lift. She and her ladies were openly enjoying what shocked the provincial folk. My younger sisters and I of course could not take our eyes off them.
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