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  Chapter 1

Marguerite


‘Born to be a whore,’ the villagers spat when they heard of my birth, egged on by the priest in his filthy cassock. ‘The apple doesn’t fall far from the tree.’ 
Perhaps it was this early curse that determined my path in life, or perhaps they were right in predicting I would follow in my mother’s footsteps.
Back then in the early days, I was known as the woodcutter’s niece, although everyone knew the truth of it. My dark looks branded me as a merry-begot, perhaps the result of a drunken night on the city’s wharves with a dusky sailor who had the price of a night’s lay in his pocket, and I was handed over to my aunt and her husband as a living reminder of the family’s shame, to be hidden in that cottage deep in the woods. My birth mother landed me with the outlandish name of Marguerite, but then she fled the lonely hovel and was never seen again. 
I became known as Peg. As long as I stayed quiet and didn’t get underfoot, my presence in that tiny house was tolerated by the man I called Pa. But as I grew and my breasts budded, I quickly learned to hide myself on the nights he stayed late in the village drinking ale with the other rough laborers. And as his four sons also grew to take their places among the men, so I grew even more nimble.
Before I continue my tale, you’ll wonder that I speak like an educated woman, one of the gentry even, given that humble background. Well, I will only say that I was hard-schooled by the best of them, my Lord and Master, who was helped in his job by his own mistress, and i was punished severely if I forgot their teachings and dropped back into my country ways. 
A grown woman I was by then, with a woman’s body and desires; he used those desires against me to have his way, and so it was I sold my soul to that devil. 
Sold? No, more like I gave it away for free, with nothing in return but the promise of fulfillment from his cock. And still today all those years later he is the only man I can bear to have near me, for he imprinted himself on me early and I know that I will never be free.
Yes, look at me now, the grand society lady with servants of my own, a carriage and a house that many would envy. Not to mention my gowns and jewels - oh how I have grown to love wealth and riches! Yet despite it all I am, and always will belong to my Master. 






  
  Chapter 2

Peg


Some would think it was a hard road, my early life, without beneficial influences of schooling or church. I avoided the village where I could, for I wasn’t welcome there. The villagers all knew of my birth, of course, and sneered and whispered behind my back. Their children followed their examples and the girls pulled at my hair, while the boys attempted to pinch me and say dirty things to me and show me their tiny birds. All this didn’t bother me, for I didn’t like any of them anyway. I stayed in our clearing helping Ma when needed, learning to cook, clean, card the sheep’s wool and then spin it, all the womanly crafts in her hope that someday some man might accept me as a wife. With my background, it would be a lowly marriage, so I wasn’t taught social skills I would never have to use. 
It was a good enough life, but so dull, and I was always hungry; it’s amazing I grew up to the height I am, and can only thank the goats and their milk for that. I would often drink right from the nanny goat’s teat, for there was never enough food to go around, and with four boys my Pa demanded they eat first before me, the bastard girl child. I had no quarrel with this, for it was just the way of my world and my lot in life.
The only thing that bothered me was that I never felt clean enough, living as we did in that smoky crowded hovel. All the household’s water was lugged up from the stream, by me, and the two buckets with their yoke around my shoulders were heavy yet were never enough to meet the needs of the family. Bathing was not offered to any of us from one year to the next, for Pa believed it washed away a man’s health and Ma said it attracted evil spirits. Given what happened by my secret pond, she may well have been right in that.
Recognizing the fire in me early on and my inability to attend to a task for too long, Ma often let me run into woods, perhaps hoping I would come into harm or be taken by the fairies and thus relieve her of the burden of me, but no such luck for her. I came to know these woods like the back of my hand, knew every creature and bird within a mile. Living this far out in the wooded country as we did, there were no close neighbours to be shocked at my behaviour.
What I loved most in the summer months, what I dreamed of all through the winter, was the chance to bathe in the forest pond not far from the cottage. Surrounded on all sides by trees and removed from civilization, it was safe enough for me to remove my ragged clothing and fully immerse my body in the water. Swimming came naturally to me from a young age – I don’t remember learning to swim, for surely there was no one to teach me. And, oh, I lived for the cleanliness of summertime, the fresh smell of my body and how my dark hair would shine as it dried in the strong summer sun.
Every summer it was the same. After the weeding, the cooking, the spinning and carding were done for the day I would run from my tasks when allowed, when Ma considered I’d done enough, and I’d follow the path made by my own feet to the pond. My pond. Clothes removed and carefully hung on the bushes, I would dive in and be in my glory, and I was never bothered there by a soul, until the Green Man found me.
I hear you scoff! Green Man, that bearded wild creature living in the forests, the pagan fairy who is immortalized on the corners of churches as a warning to the folk to stay on the Christian path. Yes, I know the difference now, but then I knew nothing except the stories I’d heard around the fire on long winter nights. The Green Man was alive in my imagination as a child, as alive as the fairy folk, witches and the little men who lived in the ancient mine tunnels.
It was during my fifteenth summer that he first appeared to me. My breasts had begun to sprout two winters past, yet still they grew ever larger and the cool water was soothing on them. I splashed and played as I had since a tot in this pond, naked as the day I was born. Though my body was changing, I remained like a child in my secret pond. 
I don’t know how long he had been there staring at me from between the bushes. He looked like a man, tall of height wearing finely woven green cloth. His beard was sparse, so he was still a youth like my cousin Ewan, but his build was wide and strong even then.
Yet I’d never seen a mortal man like him. His skin was clear and glowed, his cheekbones high and sharp, his hair gleamed auburn in the dappled shade. The linen of his shirt could only have been made on fairy looms, it was that fine, and the wool of his garments could not have come from our local rough sheep. No, he was no human male, I decided, but was a sprite born of the woods. So I need not fear him as I would Pa or any other man.
This is what I told myself as I paused in my play, and then I saw his hand moving on the front of his breeches.
No, I was not shocked. I knew what a stiff prick looked like, me with four male cousins in our small home. I waited to see what his action would be, and if I need run like a startled fawn to the safety of Ma. 
Not that I wanted to run. Strewth I was so curious. My body was awakening to the affairs of adults even at that young age, with new feelings and sensations I didn’t understand. My oldest cousin Ewan and I had had some play earlier that summer, just touching, mind, and I was amazed that I could cause his rod to grow just by my looking at it. I had a taste of that power and wanted to explore more. 
And Ewan had played with me too, fondling my breasts till the nipples pointed straight out – how we did laugh to see that! But that was just the once, it was far too much work to undo my bodice. Below my skirt was easier to get at, and he had a fascination with the place where my legs met. His fingers crept in my soft thatch, it was a heavenly new experience to feel his calloused and rough hand rubbing me there so gently.
But Pa had caught us at it, and beat us both within an inch of our lives. So I learned early that these feelings were bad and wrong, and yet they felt so good. I‘d enjoyed these games so that must mean I was bad too, and must have deserved the punishment. He called me a whore, like the village women had called my mother, and he forbade me to go into the village any more for fear I’d lure the village men away from their wives. As if I would want any of those loathsome brutes pawing at me!
After that, Ma warned me to stay right away when Pa and my cousins were drinking the ale, because I was becoming a woman now and she couldn’t protect me any longer. She told me it was my own fault, for the men all saw I had welcomed Ewan’s attentions, and they would all demand some of me now.
So the Green Man. I knew what was on his mind as he fondled his dick, all right, but he stayed where he was. The sight of him and his desire set my quim softly swelling, I could feel the beating of my pulse between my legs.
‘Come, sprite,’ I whispered and held out my hand. ‘Come join me in the waters.’
But he merely stood there, staring as if he’d never seen a human woman before.
Perhaps he was afraid of my body, my nudeness, I thought, so ducked down below the surface and swam under water to the deepest part of the pond. There, I broke through the water, just my head as my body worked to keep me afloat, and I laughed at him. 
At that, he swore and began to strip his clothes off. He roughly kicked off his boots with another curse, and I swear a button popped off his fine linen shirt in his rush.
Leaving the garments on the shore, he paused before diving in, and I got a good look at that fine cock, purple headed and swollen and very human for a fairy. I felt my puss swell in anticipation, just like it did when Ewan laid next to me. 
And yet, it was as if we both knew this was not the time to explore fully – that we would have the rest of our lives to do that. Right at that moment, we were just the two of us, naked and playful, curious about each other’s bodies and anticipating the joys to be found there.
He swam up to me, his eyes never leaving mine. I ducked playfully below and looked at his fine white body gleaming under the sunlit water, then he too dove down, took my foot and dunked me upside down. After that, we splashed and skimmed the water at each other, like children flirting with no shame for our bodies, and we spoke not a word as if unsure we would know each other’s tongue.
I turned my back on him at one point, and he must have seen the bruises Pa whipped onto my back, for he placed his hand on my shoulder and stilled me. With his hand he traced the lines, and I winced. He turned me around and there was a question on his face. I shrugged. What was there to say? I was a woman in
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