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About the Book

The Kingdom of Pernia, 1785. It’s the fortieth day of Amande’s preparation – forty days of sexual abstinence, rousing her nubile young body to a frenzy of carnal anticipation. Tomorrow she faces the ultimate test – the Ordeal by Climax. But tonight she lies on a quilted bed in an Arabian palace contemplating revenge on the woman who has corrupted her. . .

Angel, Countess of Mornay and the most notorious woman in Paris, is the scheming adventuress who has debauched Amande’s sensual nature, plunging her into a mesmerising world of exotic practices. And yet Angel’s gift, the instrument of Amande’s torture, still encircles her most intimate portion, enslaving and enrapturing her in equal measure – the pleasure ring.


Chapter 1

The Kingdom of Pernia, Arabia. 1785

When Ladisa knocks at my door I’m already waiting for her, sitting on the edge of the bed with my robe loosely gathered round me. She enters, smiling in greeting. As she crosses the room to lay down the tray she’s carrying, I slit the silk gown open to the floor.

I’m not wearing anything underneath it.

I lean back across the soft mattress, deliberately parting my legs for her. I’m shaved completely bare, razored by her every morning for the past six weeks until, now, my sex is as smooth as polished marble.

She picks up a bottle from the tray and, opening it, pours out a few drops of clear, sharp-smelling liquid into her cupped palm.

Even though I’m bracing myself in anticipation I can’t help gasping when she suddenly splashes the stinging lotion all over my fleshy mound.

She quickly presses her hand against me, massaging the liquid in before it trickles away down between my thighs. Her fingertips linger a moment or two longer than necessary, just as they always do. I bite my lip as the familiar burning sensation starts to creep up into my belly.

She selects a second item from the tray: a lightweight, wooden paddle, its blade long and flat, planed thin to make it as flexible as a whip. She places her free hand on my knee, forcing open my legs wider still as she raises the paddle above her head.

A moment’s pause and then the blade makes a sound like wind rushing through trees as it cuts down through the air to land on one verge of my damp sex. I cry out involuntarily. She lifts her arm and smacks me hard with the blade again, this time landing the blow on the opposite slope of me.

The wetness of the lotion makes the strokes sting all the more. I look down to see my pink skin flushing bright crimson, puffing up and thickening already.

I make no effort to stop her, but I thank God that this is the final time I shall have to endure this. At long last, tomorrow is to be the day of my Ordeal by Climax.

My preparations have been long and trying. I’ve been denied sexual release for the past forty days and every night before sleep I’ve had to allow her to chastise me like this to increase the sensitivity of my vulva even further.

Of course, we’re both aware that there’s another reason as well. If the urge to relieve myself should become too great to resist during the night, I will be much too tender to touch myself enough to reach orgasm. I know I can only hope to do well during the Ordeal if I submit myself tightened to breaking point with sexual frustration.

By the time she finishes, my eyes are pricking with tears. Every part of my sex, even my clitoris, is smarting and swollen.

Lifting my legs with sisterly understanding, Ladisa helps me swing round gingerly onto the mattress. She whispers her goodnights and then, pulling a quilted throw over me, leaves me to rest.

As I lie in the darkness, I let my fingers stray down to my special gold ring, trying to console myself with the thought of how close I am, at last, to gaining my revenge on the evil woman who first gave it to me two long years ago, halfway round the world in Paris.

Little do I realise that, even as I fall asleep, she is hatching one final, desperate plan to cheat me yet again.


Chapter 2

The month after reaching my eighteenth birthday I had been sent to Paris by my parents to stay with my aged aunt. She had many connections in aristocratic society and, although nothing was ever mentioned directly, I knew they all hoped that she would be able to make some glittering match for me; find a suitably rich, young nobleman who would fall in love and propose.

I had only been in the city two days before I was introduced to Angel, the Countess Angelique du Mornay, when we met, I thought quite by chance, at the salon of a certain Madame Valoise.

I was immediately dazzled by Angel’s sophistication and style. Although she was only some three years older than I, she was everything I wanted so desperately to be. I know everyone kept telling me how pretty I was but, compared to her, I was just a fresh-faced country girl. She was absolutely beautiful; jet-black hair and flashing hazel eyes.

To my astonishment, she seemed to like me too. I was tremendously flattered when she gave me her calling card as we left. But my aunt was furious. She lectured me sternly that Angel was a dangerous woman, a libertine who was notorious for parading around pretending to be a lady whilst, at the same time, all Paris was alive with the rumours of her promiscuous adventurings. She told me that she feared it was no coincidence that Angel had happened to visit whilst we were at Madame Valoise’s. She would have known full well that this was going to be one of my first outings into Paris society and it was plain she had deliberately arranged for our paths to cross.

My aunt practically ordered me not to have any further contact with Angel but, of course, being young, this was almost as good as telling me to do just the opposite. In an act of headstrong defiance, I deliberately set out to go against my aunt’s wishes. Although I do see now that really this was less to vex her than to show Angel how spirited I could be.

I met Angel almost every day and, although she was so much more worldly wise than me, I truly believed we had become firm friends. When I repeated to her my aunt’s warning, she just laughed and told me that people made up such stories because they were jealous of all the fun she had.

There was no denying, though, that she was shockingly unconventional. Some of the things she did were quite outrageous, but she just didn’t seem to care what anybody thought about her.

She was like an older sister to me. She became my confidante. I found I could talk to her about things I’d never spoken of to anyone else. By subtle encouragement she was able to persuade me to tell her all sorts of intimate details about myself.

One day, only a fortnight or so after we’d first met, she told me she thought it was time that I experienced the more ‘adult’ delights that Paris could offer and that she had decided to appoint herself as my guide and tutor.

It appeared my education was to start immediately for that same evening we drove out in her carriage to a country inn hidden away in the forest of Fontainebleau. It was a long way from the city, but on our arrival I was surprised to find the driveway lined on both sides with elegant town carriages.

I had never been in a place like this inn before. Everywhere was in darkness, lit only by the glow of a huge log fire. A gypsy band was playing wild music; men and women were sitting at rough wooden tables, drinking and laughing loudly. But behind all the gaiety there was an undercurrent of tension I couldn’t understand.

Angel seemed to know most of the men there. She was stopped numerous times on our way across the room to meet her waiting friends.

After Angel had introduced me and given me wine, I began to look around me. All the dimly lit tables were being waited on by young serving girls. Each wore a loose cotton blouse and long skirt and, it seemed to me, very little else. As the girls brought round the jugs of wine, the men at the tables were quite openly caressing them. I was shocked to see them pushing their hands up the girls’ blouses and under their skirts, even so far as to occasionally expose the rounds of their buttocks.

Then I felt Angel reaching over to touch the back of my hand, quietly attracting my attention without alerting the others. She motioned with her eyes over towards the farthest, darkest corner of the room.

In the shadows a man was sitting alone at a table. A serving girl had made her way over to him and was placing a jug of wine in front of him. As she turned to go, the man pushed a silver coin across the table at her. The girl picked the coin up and, quickly checking about the room, pocketed it before sliding round to the other side of the table.

Then, quite clearly, I saw her loosen the man’s britches and hitch up her skirts as she sat down on his lap. They started to kiss and I could see the man nuzzling his face down into the girl’s blouse.

Although I had never ever seen it being done before I just knew for certain that the girl was letting the man have her. She was actually riding up and down on him now, holding on tightly with her arms round his neck as he thrust up inside her.

I knew it was wrong to go on watching them, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away. It is impossible to describe how arousing I found this sight. My head was swimming, my stomach fluttering, my sex felt as if hot syrup had been poured over it. It was the expression on the girl’s face, the way she somehow looked hot and worried and in pain all at the same time; the way their bodies moved together furtively.

Then, suddenly, I saw the man begin to buck violently and I knew he was coming. To my great excitement I saw the girl tip her head back and mouth a long but silent ‘Ohhh!’ as she climaxed with him. Her whole body seemed to go rigid before she collapsed limply over his shoulder, shuddering in pleasure.

My mouth felt very, very dry. I was unable to recover myself properly before Angel caught my eye and smiled at me knowingly.

Further discomfort was only spared me by the timely arrival of a hawker selling his wares. He was holding out a wooden display case studded with a collection of the most exquisite gold rings. They were so unusual I couldn’t resist picking one out to examine it. For some curious reason the ring was fashioned from two halves, joined with a tiny hinge on one side and fastened shut with a concealed catch on the other.

I idly placed it on my little finger, the only one it would fit and, snapping it closed, I lifted my hand up to admire it in the firelight.

To my bewilderment everyone began to laugh at me, but it was Angel who finally explained the joke.

‘My little innocent, that is a pleasure ring. It’s not for your finger. It is meant to be worn on a much more intimate part of your anatomy!’

I couldn’t help my face reddening madly when she leant over to whisper in my ear that the ring was made like that so that it could be closed behind the swollen clitoris. It was designed to hold it standing proud of the sex, proffering it out so that the stimulation of lovemaking and the joy of orgasm were greatly increased.

Despite my vehement protests Angel insisted on buying the ring I’d chosen and giving it to me as a token of our friendship. I could not refuse her and I must admit that by this time I was secretly aching with excitement at the idea of experimenting with the ring when I returned home to my aunt’s that evening.

I will also confess, now, that ever since I had arrived in Paris I had been indulging in The Maiden’s Vice quite shamelessly. At home in Angers I have to share my room with my two younger sisters and there has never been any opportunity for me to touch myself at night in bed. I have always had to go out of the house during the daytime to find some quiet barn or wooded copse on the estate and relieve myself there.

However, since I’ve had my own room at my aunt’s, I’ve been free to masturbate myself without restraint and, for the first time, I have discovered the pleasures of the candle. (Though I have been very careful to remember the old wives’ tale that you can always tell when a young girl has fallen into The Vice by the way there is always one of her candles that never burns down as far as the others.)

Not that I haven’t had my scares as well. The first night I brought myself off like that I loved it so much I did it again and again until I eventually fell asleep, exhausted with coming. I must have lain on top of the bed all night long, stark-naked with the candle still clutched in my hand. When the maid came in the next morning, I only had the briefest moment to cover myself up. Even now, I’m not completely sure she didn’t catch a glimpse of the round-tipped wax shaft before I managed to pull the sheets over myself.

This night, though, the candles would stay in their stand. I undressed quickly and stood in front of the mirror. I unwrapped the ring and pulled it open with trembling fingers. There was no need to prepare my clitoris. It was already hugely stiff.

Watching my reflection, I parted my legs and pressed the ring back behind my tender nub. With a jerking groan, I snapped it shut. My clitoris was left captured, gathered together and displayed out from between my lips like a tight, round, cushion button.

I knew straight away I’d been given something wonderful. Cautiously, I took a step forward. The moment I moved I almost doubled up as the bouquet of sensuous flesh grazed against my labia and sent out a shock of pleasure that went right through me. I steeled myself and took another step. Then another.

I tried to walk across the room but only managed five or six stiff-legged paces before the stimulation was too much. I could feel my knees going weak. I reached to lean against the chair standing at the end of my bed, but even the movement of steadying myself just caused more unbearable sensation. I felt myself losing control, felt the start of orgasm pulsing out from inside the ring, spiralling away, spilling out of me.

I collapsed into the chair, wrung out with the ecstasy of violent climax, just like the serving girl I’d watched at the inn. And all the time I was coming I had to squeeze my sex lips together as tight as I could, had to hold the ring completely still because it was impossible to bear even the slightest stimulation whilst I was coming off.

It was the first time I’d ever reached climax without touching myself. The ring had forced my body to have a ‘self-inflicted’ orgasm. And it was so different, so much more intense than any I’d known before, that it made all the others seem like girlish play.

Somehow, I felt the ring had given me my first real ‘woman’s’ orgasm.


Chapter 3

Now, a week later, I’m sitting in the back of a cab, clattering through the darkened, cobbled streets of Montmartre. I’m full of anticipation. Angel is taking me to visit the opera for the very first time. I’m dressed in the expensive new outfit that she helped me choose especially for this evening. It’s the latest fashion – a full, hooped skirt of silk, worn with a tightly corseted matching jacket. Angel and all her friends are wearing them at the moment.

They’re all a little older than me and their bodies are much fuller than mine. At first I thought my figure was still too undeveloped to carry off such a style, but Angel wouldn’t hear of it. She absolutely insisted that I chose this design for tonight.

My carriage arrives at the steps of the opera house. As uniformed attendants step forward to help me out, Angel comes down the stone steps to greet me. She takes my arm and escorts me into the foyer. I see heads turning all around us, people whispering disapprovingly. We seem to create quite a stir – it’s a heady feeling to be the centre of so much attention.

Angel ignores them all completely. She leads me through a doorway and we climb a long, narrow, candlelit stairway up to a dark corridor that has a row of doorways opening off down the side of it. Angel stops at one of them and ushers me through into her reserved box.

My first sight of the theatre below is even more wonderful than I imagined. We’re high up at one side of the upper circle, looking right down across all the hundreds of richly dressed people sitting in the seats below us. There are chandeliers burning, the brightly coloured stage, the noise of the orchestra tuning up, the babble of excited conversation.

The box itself is like a very small room but with the front area of the carpeted floor stepped down a foot or so. Two rows of wooden chairs are arranged facing the stage, one on the lower front level and one directly behind on the higher level. There are heavy curtains at the back of the room that can be drawn to keep out draughts. We’re separated from our neighbours by high side walls that come so far forward no one would be able to see in from the next boxes even if they leant right over the edge of the balcony. It’s totally private.

Angel’s other guests have already arrived. There are six of them, all women. I notice straight away that every one of them, including Angel, is wearing the same sort of dress and jacket style that she chose for me.

I can’t help feeling it’s a little strange that they’ve all remained standing whilst they’ve been waiting for us. They were all talking as I entered, but the moment they saw me they fell silent. For a few brief seconds I have the uncomfortable feeling that their eyes are somehow searching over my body. But then they catch Angel’s angry glance and hastily avert them.

I don’t understand what’s going on and there’s no time for me to think about it because, just then, the lights in the theatre are dimmed to warn us that the performance is about to begin. I nod my greetings to them hastily and move to take the chair on the front row of seats that Angel indicates for me.

I immediately see a problem. The box wasn’t designed to accommodate so many women wearing such full evening skirts. The hoops will take up so much space there isn’t going to be enough room for everyone to sit down.

When I mention this to Angel, she just laughs conspiratorially and tells me there’s a simple answer. Going to the door, she turns the key in the lock before pulling one of the draught curtains across and disappearing behind it. When she emerges again I’m staggered to see she’s removed her skirt and has it in her hand. She drops it to the floor at the back of the box and brazenly takes her seat wearing only her jacket and leg stockings.

Taking her lead, the others do the same, one after another until it only remains for me to follow. I feel very nervous. I’ve never done such a thing before but, as Angel quite rightly says, no one can see us below our waists, so nobody will ever realise what we’ve done.

I do it. Slipping behind the curtain, I wriggle out of my skirt and add it to the pile of others.

Feeling very conspicuous, I hurry to my seat as quickly as I can.

The lights go up on the stage and the performance gets under way. It’s marvellous. I love everything about it; the music, the singing, the beautiful costumes.

Angel is sitting right beside me. I look towards her, thinking how beautiful she is too. I can’t help my gaze straying down to her lap, to the smooth whiteness of thigh that’s showing over her stocking tops. Like all the rest of us she’s wearing a bande, a long, oblong strip of linen passed between the legs and buttoned to the front and back of the undercorset so as to modestly cover the sex. Sitting down has made Angel’s gape slightly open at the sides. I find it impossible to resist stealing a glimpse at the dark, matted hair that’s revealed below.

But how crimson my cheeks burn when she turns unexpectedly and catches me staring at her like that! It somehow makes it even worse that her only reaction is to smile with amusement. She makes absolutely no effort to cover herself. In fact, I almost swear she deliberately moves in her chair so as to make the gap under the bande open even wider. But I control my desire to look again and for a while I’m able to lose myself in the music, concentrate all my attention on what’s happening on the stage.

As the performance goes on, though, I start to be distracted by a rhythmic beating noise coming from behind me. I try to ignore it at first, but it keeps getting louder and louder and now there are other sounds as well; material rustling, a chair creaking, faint sighs and groans.

Eventually I just have to turn round. The box is in almost total darkness, but what I’m able to make out just makes me gasp in horror.

The woman directly behind me is sitting with her bande unbuttoned, sprawled in her chair with her legs wide open. Her jacket and corset are undone and the woman on her left is kissing and fondling her uncovered breasts. At the same time, the woman to her right is leaning across and toying with the dusky folds of her moist sex. It’s very obvious that the woman is near to coming. Her eyes are shut and she’s moaning continually.

As I watch, the one kissing her breasts brings her hand down between the woman’s legs as well. She’s holding a smooth ivory stick shaped like a long, thin, tapered finger. She inserts it into the woman’s vulva and starts frigging her with it so intensely that it brings her off almost instantly.

The woman orgasms noisily, just a few inches away from me.

I see now that all the other women behind me have these sticks. One by one they release their bandes and start to use the things on themselves. I swivel round to Angel in shocked amazement, only to find she too has one of them in her hand.

She hands a small package to me. ‘Don’t look so scandalised, Amande! We always do this during the opera. It’s so very exciting, coming together hidden in the darkness, especially sitting in the front here where there’s always the danger of someone finding you out! I’ve bought this for you. You don’t want to be the odd one out now, do you?’

I try very hard to hide my embarrassment, desperately wanting to show Angel that I can be as wild and adventurous as she is. I take the present and unwrap it. The fingerstick inside is made of the palest ivory, the end of it is mounted into a chased silver handle. When I hold it up to the light I see there is a provocative scene worked into the precious metal. It shows a bare-thighed young shepherdess languishing back under an oak tree. She neglects her flock whilst she pleasures herself slackly with a fingerstick instead, completely unaware that a farmboy is hiding in the branches above, masturbating delightedly as he spies on her.

It is a beautiful thing. Shyly turning back to thank Angel, I discover that whilst I was looking away she has unfastened her bande as well. I see her quite openly now. Her sex is much more prominent than mine, more rounded and full. She relaxes back into her chair and slides her fingerstick in easily. I want to do the same, but I feel so very inhibited. When I start to undo my bande, my nervous hands are shaking too much to manage it.

Angel notices how I’m holding back. She leans over and whispers, ‘Perhaps this first time it would be easier if some of the others helped you?’

Before I have time to answer, she motions with her head and, almost as if it were an arranged signal, the women behind me take my arm and draw me out of my seat to join them. I stand up, thinking they’re going to make me sit with them on the second row of seats. But they have very different plans for me!

They take me through to the space behind the chairs and lay me down onto the carpet. Two of the women stay with Angel to fill the front row of the box and keep out prying eyes. All the others gather round me on the floor.

They set to work enthusiastically, hands sliding all over my body. Nimble fingers unbutton my bande and flourish it away. Out of the corner of my eye I notice one of the women gathering up the damp scrap of cloth and surreptitiously tucking it away in the narrow valley of her cleavage as a keepsake.

My jacket and stockings are removed and then my undercorset loosened. They unlace it and spread it apart, leaving my breasts revealed and displayed like some common whore’s. It’s so hard to do anything to resist them. I know it’s wrong, but it’s what Angel wants me to do and it’s very, very exciting.

Hands push between my knees, wanting to part my legs. I try to stop them, shamed that when I let them do it they’ll all see how wet I’ve become.

They won’t be denied, though. I’m forced apart and the woman I’d first seen being climaxed pushes herself between my legs to keep them spread open. She starts massaging my sex, preparing it to receive my new fingerstick. Whilst the others kiss and stroke my legs and breasts, she works me up with skilful stroking until I’m so ready I hand the ivory rod to her with undisguised eagerness.

She places the tip of it against my lips and very gradually starts probing it into me. She dips it in and out, sinking it in deeper and deeper each time until I’m taking the whole length of it. When she sees how easily it slides in she looks at me and smiles. ‘You have been touching yourself a lot recently, haven’t you, Amande? Trying out your new pleasure ring, no doubt!’

Even though it’s true that since Angel gave me the ring I’ve barely done anything else at night, I feel totally flustered that my secret pleasuring should be such common knowledge.

I turn away from her, too tongue-tied to deny her taunts, and my silence is a total admission of guilt. She quickly sentences me for my sins. ‘In that case, I think maybe we’ll have to make things a little harder for you!’

She nods to the others and, as one, I feel their hands tightening round my arms and legs. Again it’s just as if it’s all been planned out beforehand. I look down to see the woman pick up her own fingerstick. She lays it beside mine and then, grasping the two shafts together, she slowly pushes them both into me as one. She stretches me right open, making me catch my breath.

She smiles again and begins to work the twin sticks into me strongly. I can barely take the sensation of them entering me. I try to reach down and stop her, try to struggle free, but I’m not strong enough. I’m at their mercy.

She starts going faster and faster. I’m writhing around now. My hips are the only part of my body I can move, so I buck up and down fiercely. I call out and a hand is instantly pressed over my mouth.

I look over to Angel for help, but she’s facing away from me, watching the opera. I feel a surge of hope that somehow she’s not yet aware of what’s being done to me. I pray she’ll turn round and she’ll notice and rescue me. But then I see how her hand is working between her thighs, how tensely she’s thrusting her fingerstick into her own sex, and I just know it’s hearing me being abused so vigorously that’s exciting her.

And somehow the thought of her sitting there, listening to me being made to come, triggers my arousal. There’s going to be no escape, I’m going to be held down here against my will and forced to orgasm.

The woman’s fingertips have found my clitoris. I’m slippery with my own juices. The hand across my mouth is only stifling my panting moans now. I’m suddenly aware that my hips are bucking up to meet the thrusts of the shafts. Then riding on it. Then jerking.

I’m there. The women are doing to me what they wanted all along. They’re making me climax so fiercely they have to restrain me like a wild animal as I thrash around on the floor, flailing to and fro as the savage convulsions rack my body. They grip me tightly whilst the coming possesses me and then leaves me broken and tamed.

To my surprise, though, I find that even when it passes their hands stay on me, keeping me held down. For a few moments, I think it’s because they want to bring me off a second time and, only half reluctantly, I begin to prepare myself to be taken over the edge again. It’s then that I get a terrible shock.

A movement at the back of the box makes me turn my head. A hand is pulling the undisturbed draught curtain to one side! As I peer into the blackness the shadowy figure of a young man in evening dress unveils himself from behind it.

With total humiliation, I realise that this man has been observing everything that’s gone on. He’s seen me being stripped and spread apart without protest, seen me willingly allow my sex to be exposed, seen me masturbated until I’ve orgasmed in the most lewd way. I can’t meet his gaze, I feel so ashamed I have to shut my eyes tight.

It’s when I feel the women between my legs moving away that the true nature of my fate dawns on me. The man comes to kneel in her place, his britches pulled down. His member is standing out, swollen and red. He’s so very erect and excited it’s obvious he’s been rubbing himself whilst spying on me from behind the curtain.

The hand tightens on my mouth. My legs are pulled even wider apart. He bends forward and feeds his shaft into me. In all the thousand times I’ve thought about what my first time with a man would be like, I never once imagined it would be like this.

He feels like the fingersticks, only warmer and softer. He starts to take me with short stabbing strokes and as he leans forward over me he puts his mouth to my ear. ‘How are you ever going to explain how you came to lose your virginity like this? How will you explain away how you were entered so easily, why you were lying on the floor in a public place, half naked and already pleasured by another woman when it happened? What will people think of you?’

Knowing the truth of what he’s saying, I turn to Angel again, eyes almost blinded by tears. The woman I thought of as my friend is standing over me now, playing with herself idly whilst she watches me being taken. She sees me looking at her and her mouth twists up at the corners.

The man starts thrusting into me, pumping himself into my pouting sex, growing bigger and harder all the time.

He’s urgent to spend himself inside me but, at the very last moment, Angel calls to him sharply. With the utmost reluctance, he obeys her command and jerks himself out of me. He grasps his throbbing shaft in both hands and arches back, straining. The eye of his shiny, purple head ruptures open and his seed starts to spurt out like water from a hose. The hot, creamy liquid splatters all across my loosened corsets, splashing up onto my exposed breasts and face in sticky, thick droplets.

And as he comes over me I see Angel bring herself off. She falls back against the wall, unsteady on her legs as the climax courses through her. She throws her head back and laughs, cruelly revelling in my torment, despising me for being so foolish and naive as to fall into the trap she’d laid for me.


Chapter 4

I run out of the theatre half undressed, clasping my bodice together over my breasts, still pulling up my skirt. In tears, I give a cab driver directions to take me home.

I go straight to my room and lock myself in.

In the morning I refuse to come out. At first, I won’t tell my aunt the reason, but by mid-morning it’s not necessary anyway. By then she, and everyone else in Paris, has heard the story of the trick that Angel played on me and the way she’d had me deflowered so humiliatingly.

At midday a maid knocks on my door and informs me timidly that my aunt ‘requests’ my presence for lunch downstairs. It is obvious from her tone that this is really nothing less than an order.

When I go down to join her there is an icy chill in the room. We sit in silence. I hardly manage more than a few mouthfuls of food.

At length my aunt says simply, ‘Amande, you look pale and unwell. It is plain that our Paris air is not suiting you. I think it would be much better for your health if you returned to the country. Immediately.’

There is no doubting her message. By that evening I am packed and on the stagecoach back to Angers.

My aunt sends a letter with me, telling my parents all they need to know of the affair. They move quickly, knowing their only hope of marrying me off now lies in finding someone to take me before news of the scandal arrives from Paris.

Within two weeks I am betrothed to one Charles Sancerre, a local estate owner who is enticed into asking for my hand solely by the generous dowry of land my father offers him. He is a plain, country gentleman, well over twice my age. He seems much happier with his guns and horses than with me and even by our wedding day I have not spent more than a few minutes alone with him.

On our honeymoon night I move into the bedroom that has been readied for me at his manor house. I retire early as is required by tradition and dutifully arrange myself in bed, nervously anticipating my new husband’s arrival.

I wait. And wait. And wait.

But he does not come to me that night or any other night. Although the rules of etiquette mean that the subject can never be discussed, I soon realise that, sadly, Charles has no interest in me as a woman nor as a companion. He wants me only as his housekeeper and as the hostess for the almost endless round of dinners he seems to provide for his hunting and riding friends.

It is only a matter of time before I turn to the pleasure ring again to comfort me during the long nights. Even though it was the hated Angel that had given it to me, I hadn’t been able to bear parting with the marvellous device when I left Paris. It seems so cruel that, just when I had been gifted with the secret of reaching such heights of sexual ecstasy, I should be denied a partner to share them with. The only stimulation I get now is from the erotic novellas I secretly steal from the maids to read whilst I excite myself.

There is one especially that I go back to again and again, called Carlotta’s Ball. It is set in Venice and I like it so much because the woman in the story, Carlotta, is in the same unhappy situation as I am – married to a man who doesn’t desire her sexually. Her husband, Mario, is an ambitious young judge. He seems to care only about furthering his position in society and everything he does is decided by how it looks to others.

On his insistence, because it is the ‘proper’ arrangement for respectable couples, he forces her to sleep in a separate room. Right from the start of their marriage, Mario has made it clear that Carlotta would only be expected to welcome him into her bed on certain pre-arranged nights and then only for as long as was necessary for him to fulfil his duties as a future father.

He lets her know quite plainly that, as his wife, she must allow these visits but, as a lady, it would be most unseemly if she was ever to give the impression that she either encouraged them or took any pleasure from them.

Whenever he comes to her he expects to find her lying facing away from him. The room has to be in total darkness before he will enter the bed and turn her over onto her back. Lifting her nightdress just high enough to expose her sex, he pulls up his own long gown and then penetrates her, thrusting into her stiffly in silence until he reaches climax. As soon as she feels him spill inside her, he apologises and leaves immediately.

She, though, like me, is a deeply sensual woman. Her need to relieve her sexual frustration makes her resort to The Vice just as often as it has forced me to.

Carlotta is luckier though, for she makes an incredible discovery that changes everything . . .



One day I needed to go into Mario’s study to find a bill that required payment. Mario doesn’t like me entering his private room and interfering with his papers, but I needed to locate the bill straight away. When I couldn’t find it on his desktop I had to begin searching for it in the drawers below.

To my surprise, when I opened the very bottom drawer I came across a small bundle wrapped in one of his handkerchiefs. Curious, I unfolded the cloth to find it held a black leather tube, about four inches long. The inside of the thing was lined with fine suede, but the outside had been stitched so that it was ringed by coarse seams all down its length. At one end a flap of rough fur had been sewn standing out from the top of the tube and on each side below that a short cord thong had been attached.

I was examining this strange object when Mario came into the study unexpectedly. When he saw what I was holding he turned as white as a sheet and, before I could say anything, he snatched it from me. He seemed consumed with embarrassment. He began to stammer out, red-faced, an explanation that the tube was in his desk because it was evidence from a case he had been judging.

When I pressed him about it, he reluctantly told me that a man had been caught with a prostitute, copulating in a graveyard. Normally they would not have been discovered but the woman had been making so much noise that the nightguard had been called out.

It seemed that, when the man was arrested, this disgusting device had been found tied over his member. Mario told me he had been so shocked by this vile sexual attachment that he hadn’t wanted anyone else to gain possession of it. He had taken it on himself to bring it home so that he could dispose of it personally.

Saying this he took hold of the tube in his fingers as though it could infect him and, striding into the next room, I heard him throw it onto the fire.

I had to go to my room immediately. I kept imagining in my mind what it would have been like if it had been me there in the graveyard with that man wearing the thing slid over his cock, tied round his testicles so that only the purple head of his own shaft bulged out the end of it. Just the thought of having the harsh coldness of that stiff leather sleeve pushed inside me made me feel sick inside. But how it excited me too! I could see now how he would wear it so that the flap of fur grazed against my clitoris every time the hard, ridged tube went into me. I couldn’t contain my arousal. I pulled my skirts down and masturbated to orgasm, just standing there in the middle of the room with my petticoats round my ankles.
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