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The coach careered over the rutted road, every jolt vibrating painfully through the slender body of the young woman seated by the window. She clenched her hands in her lap, head lowered, face shadowed by her bonnet.

Flushing hotly, she was all too aware of the gentleman opposite, a good looking man in a high collared tail coat, exceedingly form fitting breeches and shining black Hessian boots. Her blush deepened as the pain in her buttocks increased, pressed into the upholstery beneath her. It was padded, but even so, nothing could ease those crimson welts.

What would he think of her, that quiet man who appeared to be absorbed in his book, if he had any idea of the event that had taken place that morning? The heat within her mounted as she visualised him witnessing her humiliation.

It seemed she was back in that long, comfortably furnished room where pupils, servants and staff had gathered for breakfast. The meal was over, and as she went to leave, mind preoccupied with the journey ahead, her way was blocked by the headmistress, Mrs Dawson.

'And where do you think you're going, Sylvia Parnell?' she enquired in her quiet, smooth voice, always perfectly controlled.

'To collect my coat and hand luggage, ma'am,' Sylvia replied, head held at a haughty angle, confident she had nothing to fear now. She was about to embark on the new life that awaited her once she had left The Academy For Young Gentlewomen where she had undergone education for five years.

'Your part of the dormitory is in a disgraceful muddle. Do you imagine you can walk out of here and have someone else clean up after you? Lady High and Mighty, too superior to soil your hands, I suppose,' Mrs Dawson continued, her tone light, yet with a threatening undertone.

Her black taffeta skirt rustled as she came closer, staring down at Sylvia with cold eyes. Her face was stern, greying hair confined beneath a snowy white mob-cap that matched the apron fastened below the chatelaine hanging on slender chains from her belt. This was the symbol of her authority, carrying a money purse, scissors and keys to every room.

'That's not true,' Sylvia protested, despite the terror that was making her shake. 'I've packed my trunk and cleared out the tallboy. I'll strip the bed before I go.'

'Are you arguing with me?' Mrs Dawson asked, her thin brows drawn down, the two hectic spots of colour appearing on her cheeks betraying her inner turmoil.

'No, ma'am. Simply telling the truth.'

'The truth, is it? I think not, girl. You wouldn't know the truth if it upped and bit you,' Mrs Dawson declared and grabbed her by the arm, jerking her around. Then she gave her a hard slap across the face with her open palm.

Sylvia yelped, her cheek stinging, her fear replaced by raging indignation. Instead of cringing, she shook Mrs Dawson off and stepped back. The watching pupils gasped. No one dared defy the headmistress.

Mrs Dawson turned pale, her breasts rising and falling beneath her cream lace fichu, then, 'Take off your dress,' she ordered, still using that quiet tone. 'If you refuse, Eliza shall do it for you.'

Eliza was Mrs Dawson's maid, a raw-boned, ugly creature who resented anyone with a claim to beauty, forever subjecting Sylvia to her spite. She stood by her mistress's side, her small eyes gleaming as they roved over the girl's body, her tongue creeping out from the cave of her mouth to lick her lips in greedy anticipation.

Aware of all eyes on her, Sylvia reluctantly unbuttoned her high-waisted muslin dress. It dropped down, clinging to her rounded hips till she stepped out of it and kicked it aside. Now she wore nothing but her lace-trimmed chemise and thin lawn petticoat.

It was chilly and her nipples bunched, red as cherries pressing against the flimsy fabric, embarrassing her by their pert ripeness.

She crossed her hands over those full breasts to conceal them, but Mrs Dawson would not tolerate this, commanding, 'Put your arms down. Stand straight. Back stiff. That's right. I'll not have my girls slumping.'

Her eyes narrowed as she examined Sylvia, pacing slowly round her, looking her up and down from toe to crown.

Clara Dawson was no dowdy schoolmarm, a well-preserved person who appreciated good living and indulged her appetites to the full. Her occupation provided her with ample means. The girls were mostly orphans, but not poor ones. Indeed, most came from the nobility, handed over to the care of godparents or relatives who could not really be bothered with them.

Mrs Dawson freed them from responsibility for a substantial fee and, in return, assured the girls' guardians that they need not trouble their heads about their wards, need not even see them until they reached eighteen.

The girls were taught to read and write, embroider, paint watercolours, learn a smattering of French, play the pianoforte and sing prettily. More important still, they were instructed on how to comport themselves so they could net a wealthy suitor when the time came to put them on the marriage market.

They were smartly dressed, chaperoned at all times, and given plain though nourishing food. Mrs Dawson and her staff were strict and the pupils caned for the slightest misdemeanour. Not that their relatives ever knew this. On their infrequent visits, Mrs Dawson was the very soul of respectability and the girls too scared to complain.

It did not occur to them to question this harsh treatment. They accepted that they would be whipped and publicly humiliated. Mrs Dawson's indoctrination had been thorough and they fully believed that wilfulness and lack of submission were undesirable qualities in a female and that their future husbands would expect obedience at all times, using the birch if necessary.

But there was one who rebelled against this, and that was Sylvia. Proud, fiery tempered and hot-headed, she had always presented a challenge which the headmistress had enjoyed meeting. As Sylvia had ripened into womanhood, so her beauty had increased. Mrs Dawson lusted after lovely women, needed to subjugate them, became heated at the sight of their naked helplessness - found satisfaction in so doing.

Now she propelled Sylvia to the refectory table and pushed her, face down, across it. Eliza leaped forward and seized her wrists, binding them with thick hempen ropes. Then she spread her arms up and over the shiny oak surface, fastening them securely, and rucking Sylvia's petticoat to the waist and beyond.

Sylvia shivered though her face burned with shame. She could feel the cold air playing over her naked thighs and caressing the rosy hillocks of her buttocks. Further rope was fastened round her ankles and her legs splayed and tethered, displaying the deep amber cleft between, and the plumpness of her pouting pudenda crowned by curly fair floss.

She was aware of dampness there, and a curious, pleasurable spasm in her loins. She trembled, remembering nights in the dormitory when similar feelings had flooded her inner core at the touch of soft fingers exploring her. Clever little fingers that opened her, dabbled in the honeydew seeping from her vulva and wooed that tiny nub of tissue that crowned her slit, playing with it till she exploded in exquisite pleasure.

She wanted it now, wriggling against the cold, hard wood, trying to bring pressure to bear on her clitoris and, in that moment, Mrs Dawson brought the cane down with a whistling crack.

Sylvia yelped and jerked against her bonds, scalding pain shooting through her bared backside, leaving an awful, throbbing sensation. The cane rose and lashed her again - once - twice - thrice. Mrs Dawson, a past master at flogging, handled the rod expertly. No blow fell on the same place twice. She laid on the strokes with cruel accuracy, leaving a half-inch gap between each, the former one already swelling and purpling, the agony of it reaching its crest as the next cut deep.

Tears ran from Sylvia's eyes and fell to the tabletop. She bit her lower lip till it bled to restrain her moans, twisting and threshing to no avail. All this did was chafe her wrists and ankles, bright red weals appearing, matching the long, livid marks on her bottom - crimson roses blossoming where the cane had seared those fleshy mounds.

Mrs Dawson left that reddened area and concentrated on the backs of Sylvia's thighs, slashing her from bottom crease to knee. Then, an equally skilled practitioner in the paradox of pain/pleasure, she ran her hands over the stinging flesh. Her fingers were cool, bringing instant relief, and Sylvia hoped against all hope that her ordeal was over.

Mrs Dawson removed her touch. There was a split second pause and then the cane attacked Sylvia's rump, falling everywhere without cessation, till not an iota of skin remained un-flayed, all a glowing, throbbing scarlet.

Sylvia could not restrain a sob. Her bladder was uncomfortably full, adding to her distress, but there was no way she intended to void its contents, refusing to add to her embarrassment by this lack of control over her water. She had seen girls do this under the harsh kiss of Mrs Dawson's lash, drenching the table and floor beneath with a stream of urine. Everyone had witnessed it - staring, even laughing.

Sylvia gritted her teeth and hung on, though every time the rod sliced into her buttocks the pressure on her bladder was almost unendurable. She could feel sticky liquid trickling between her pussy-lips to stain the oak, shamed to know this came from her secret entrance, her pubis scorching hot, echoing the heat radiating from the stripes that seared her derriere.

Her belly ached, her bladder yearned for release, her clitoris throbbed from the pressure and Mrs Dawson leaned over to whisper in her ear, 'You're ripe and ready. I wish I could be the fortunate man who will penetrate your sweet, juicy, tight little cunt with his hard cock.'

Sylvia started, unable to believe what she was hearing. The words were unfamiliar and coarse, yet she guessed their meaning. Could this be Mrs Dawson speaking, that correct lady who led a sedate crocodile of pupils to church every Sunday, who entertained the vicar to luncheon and had the town worthies to tea?

All thought was wiped away by the next onslaught of that thin, whippy cane.

Sylvia shut her eyes and clenched her teeth, refusing to cry out or wet herself, refusing to let go of her modesty and subject herself to this ultimate humiliation. It was nigh impossible, the torment of her tingling clit, the urging of her bladder very nearly causing disaster as she lay there with spread legs and haunches raised, receiving six more savage blows.

Unable to make her scream for mercy, Mrs Dawson grew tired of the game and threw the cane aside, gesturing impatiently to Eliza. She stood watching, hands on her hips, as the maid released Sylvia.

Smothering her groans, she eased herself from the table, gathered up her garments and, hardly able to walk straight with the need to pass water, managed to reach the privy. There, settling gingerly on the mahogany seat, she gasped in relief as the urine gushed from her.

Her back was one pulsing area of pain from waist to knee, but she limped to her room, washed her tear-stained face and dressed, coldly and deliberately feeding her rage. Her wrists were bruised, her ankles, too, but she refused to be deterred from donning those garments prepared for her release. After tidying her tawny-blonde curls, she fastened her green velvet pelisse over a new gown, and then put on a matching bonnet with a shovel brim, tying the ribbons under her chin.

She stared at herself in the pier-glass, critical of her appearance, but her face showed no sign of her torment, heart-shaped and delicate as a cameo, the heightened colour bathing her cheeks adding to this delightful picture of fresh, unsullied young womanhood. Her mouth, like her nipples, was deep pink, its shape slightly too generous for the fashion of the time, hinting at sensuality and passion. It was a face to inspire desire in every man she met - and women, too, if they were of the persuasion that preferred their own sex.

She was slim of waist, and her hips were rounded, wide enough to accommodate the most well developed male member. Her breasts were full and firm, rising proudly, with ultra-sensitive nipples that puckered tightly at the smallest breeze or lightest touch.

Only her unusual green eyes betrayed her force of character, wide-spaced and brilliant, shaded by lashes that were dark at the base and fair at the tips. They shone with a fierce light, frightening in their intensity, a challenge to anyone who thought to tame her.

She teased a few wispy curls across her forehead, and then turned from the mirror, ready to undertake her journey from Bath to London, shaking the dust of the academy from her feet forever.

She was just eighteen, young and resilient, filled with hope for the future, but even so, every movement was agonising. Proud though she was, she could not avoid being constantly reminded of her beating by the soreness of the raised welts on her behind.

'Are you all right, my dear young lady?' enquired a deep, masculine voice, bringing her back to reality. It was the gentleman on the opposite seat of the stagecoach.

'Yes, sir, thank you, sir,' she answered, unaware that her cheeks were wet with tears.

'You seem upset,' he said, adding nervously as he laid his book aside. 'I hope you'll forgive the presumption.'

'She is perfectly well, sir,' said the finely dressed woman seated next to Sylvia. 'I am her chaperon.'

'My most humble apologies, madam,' he answered, giving an ingratiating smile as he lifted his roll-brimmed topper in deference to her. 'I deduced this to be the case. Such a genteel young lady would hardly be travelling alone.'

Sylvia's companion inclined her head, the yellow plumes adorning her extremely fashionable hat nodding in agreement. 'You are correct in your assumption, sir, and I'm surprised, nay, astonished, that you should so far forget the proprieties as to address her when you've not even been introduced,' she admonished, yet with a hint of coquetry.

'I am so sorry and meant no harm. I swear it,' he vowed and placed one hand on his heart in a charming gesture. 'Dear madam, I trust I am forgiven.'

Sylvia's spirits rose and her tears dried. This was indeed a personable man. Were all the gentleman in London equally handsome and, here she took a quick peep to where his thighs rested, slightly apart on the seat, so generously endowed?

She knew next to nothing about male genitalia, but was impressed by the fullness nestling beneath his elegantly cut fawn breeches. He seemed genuinely concerned that he had caused offence and she hoped her companion's manner would not make him withdraw into silence again.

Mary Standish had been a surprise to Sylvia when she arrived at the academy and announced that she would be accompanying Miss Parnell to her aunt's house in Mayfair. She had introduced herself as Lady Rowena Bancroft's personal maid and confidante and whisked Sylvia away to the waiting coach - not Lady Rowena's private vehicle but one used for public transport.

Now Mary, too, was considering the gentleman closely. Though able to ape the grand lady, she had always been a servant, rising through the ranks to the privileged position of personal maid to a famous society beauty like Lady Rowena. Sylvia couldn't wait to meet her aunt, though knew little about her. Lady Rowena had never condescended to visit the school, content to let Mrs Dawson bring up her niece.

Mary gave the gentleman a calculating stare, a little smile playing about her red lips, as she said, 'I believe my charge is tired, sir. Perhaps I should take the seat beside you, then she can lay down and sleep.'

'Whatever pleases you, madam,' he replied, eyes sparkling as he continued. 'May I rectify my earlier omission by introducing myself. I am the Honourable Mr Henry Lanston.'

'And my name is Miss Standish,' she answered, equally formally, though Sylvia could not fail to notice that her dimpled hand, placed so close to her own, was shaking and her large breasts heaving in response to her quickened breathing.

Mary stood up and while attempting to negotiate the coach's sway ended up in Henry's lap, knocking his hat off. He made no attempt to dislodge her or reclaim his headgear, his arm tightening about her ample waist, pressing those big, soft breasts against the frills rising above the gold watch-chain and fobs spanning his brocade waistcoat.

Sylvia watched this performance with round eyes. She was avid to learn everything she could about the strange, mysterious act that took place between a man and a woman, a scandalous mode of conduct that the girls had whispered about after the candles had been extinguished in the dormitory.

She could hardly believe that such tales were true. Alarmed and intensely curious, she was so aroused and excited that the fluffy hair coating her secret lower lips became dampened with honeydew.

Her nipples crimped against her chemise, two points of passion aching to be touched. She pressed her thighs tightly together, that odd, aching sensation spreading from her womb to her cleft. She wished it was herself sprawled across Henry Lanston, her arms wound round his neck, fingers buried in his brown hair, face pressed to his shirt front, hips nudging that area hidden in his breeches which she was so curious to explore.

Mary caught her looking at them and said sharply, 'Lie along the seat, my dear. That's right. Put my reticule under your head and try to have a nap. Close your eyes. We've a way to go yet. I'll wake you when we get there.'

Sylvia did as she was bid though the stripes hurt, buttocks stiff and sore. Lifting her legs, she stretched out, the bag making a soft pillow. An imp of perversity made her open her long, fitted coat, and her limbs gleamed under the sprigged cotton gown, girded by a pink ribbon just beneath the breasts. This, together with the low oval neckline, emphasised those swelling globes, succulent as fresh apples. Even with a petticoat, this modish attire was revealing, no more substantial than a nightdress.

Glancing across before lowering her lids in feigned sleep, she saw Henry admiring her over Mary's shoulder. The expression in his fine dark eyes sent a spasm of longing through her, making her juices flow even more. She could feel it soaking her inner thighs, and slipped her hand down to cup her mound, very casually as if simply resting it there, but in reality allowing her middle finger to press into her warm, wet crease.

'Sleep, Miss Sylvia,' Mary commanded, squirming on Henry's lap and making no attempt to leave this cherished position.

'Yes, Mary,' Sylvia answered obediently, but in reality she was peeking beneath her lashes.

Confident that her charge was asleep, Mary shifted from Henry's knee to his side, then, turning, she deftly unfastened the buttoned flap of his breeches, letting it fall open.

Sylvia almost betrayed herself by a gasp but managed to suppress it, feasting her eyes on the large, pink snakelike organ that Mary drew out from its nest of sepia curls. It was long and thick and upward pointing, the stem knotted with veins, the cap red and shiny smooth, a clear drop of dew seeping from its single eye. Beneath this proud staff she could see a pair of balls, bulging potently in their velvety sac.

It was true, then. The other girls had not been wrong. This was the aroused male equipment they had giggled about. But how could one possibly permit such a huge object to be inserted into one's tender hole? Wouldn't it split one apart?

Sylvia's caned buttocks stung; her vulva clenched; a further trickle of wetness soaked into her petticoat; her bud swelled from its tiny hood and her finger pressed down on it involuntarily.

Mary worked her fingers over Henry's weapon and it jerked in her hand as she pulled back the foreskin and lowered her head. Slowly, lecherously, and with infinite care, she took the tip between her lips. Her tongue furled around it, and her mouth glided back and forth, gradually taking in the whole thickness and length of his shaft until her face was buried in his dark, wiry thatch.

She purred, deep in her throat, sucking enthusiastically.

Sylvia was bewildered, excited, disgusted. How could Mary do such a thing? Yet, even as she was aware of the coach's jouncing along the highway, the rumble of wheels, the passing hedgerows heavy with blossom, so she seemed to be encapsulated in a sensual dream.

Her eyes fed on the sight of Mary sucking the gentleman's cock. She could smell it, salty and strong, different to her own seashell washed emanations wafting from between her legs, and the more powerful odour of Mary, too. The forceful aroma of a mature, experienced woman fully aroused and about to take her pleasure.

Henry was pressing upwards, forcing his penis further into Mary's mouth, but she withdrew teasingly and lifted her skirts. Sylvia watched intently, no longer careful, for the couple were too absorbed to notice her.

Mary was wearing flat-heeled white kid boots and pink silk stockings fastened with buckles just above her knees, but as the skirt rode higher, an extraordinary spectacle was revealed. Her fleshy thighs and big, dimpled buttocks were bare and as marked with red stripes as Sylvia's own. Someone had been whipping her, and recently, too, drawing blood to the surface.

From where she lay, Sylvia looked straight into the vast, deep crease dividing those massive haunches. As Mary spread her legs wide, she could see the crinkled mouth of her anus, the darkly furred outer labia, the wet red inner lips and the pulsing clitoris that swelled like a miniature penis between them.

Henry had pushed Mary's brief bodice down over her voluptuous breasts and was tweaking the long, brown teats. She reared above him and thrust one breast against his lips. He sucked the hard nipple into his mouth with the avidity of an infant, while she rolled her head from side to side, breathing in great gulps.

With her fist clamped round his phallus again, moving up and down, he buried his fingers between her legs, plunging two into her slick-wet channel and rubbing her clitoris with his thumb. Mary moaned, a light sweat beading her upper lip. Sylvia's excitement mounted as she watched him circling Mary's nub, pressing each side of it, flicking and tormenting it, while his fingers imitated the movement of coition.

Mary's palm was slippery with his pre-come juice, his prick standing hard and ready to explode. Then she gave a strangled cry and jerked against his hand, head flung back, eyes closed.

'It's coming... it's coming,' she whispered hoarsely. 'Oh, my God... yes... yes!'

Henry let her spasm round his fingers for a second, and then raised her so she straddled him, legs wide open, the bruises on her posterior glowing with renewed colour. Sylvia saw how he thrust his turgid prick into Mary's love tunnel while she moaned and worked herself along its length.

'Good girl. That's right. Do it. Harder. Harder!' he gasped, and his face was like that of a tortured saint. He gripped her buttocks in his strong hands, aiding the rapid rise and fall.

Mary increased her speed, pumping frantically. He gave a great cry and then slumped back in the seat with Mary milking him of every last drop of semen before collapsing over him with a long, groaning sigh of satisfaction.

Sylvia's heart was pounding, her cleft soaking wet, lower lips swollen and aching. She needed most desperately to raise her skirt and rub herself, but did not quite dare. They might come to their senses and see her. She must pretend to have witnessed nothing, lost in sleep.

Mary was the first to stir. As she lifted her hips away from Henry, Sylvia was amazed by the amount of creamy white fluid that smeared his phallus and dribbled from her vulva. She knew this carried his seed and wondered why Mary was not afraid that he might make her pregnant. Was it possible to perform this weird and wonderful act and not get with child? She realised she had much to learn and was impatient to start her lessons, sadly realising that this would probably not happen until her wedding night. Till then, she resolved to watch and make notes of other people's courtships and, as Henry wiped his flaccid organ on a monogrammed handkerchief drawn from an inner pocket, she observed that it was not quite subdued as yet. It was half erect, and the movement of the linen over its bulbous head caused it to thicken again.

Mary, meanwhile, was attending to her sex valley, dabbing it dry with her own kerchief, then smoothing down her skirts as best she could in that rocky and confined space, and finally adjusting her hat. Within moments, she and Henry were seated chastely side by side, books to hand, and no one would have been any the wiser.

––––––––
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THE FOX AND HOUNDS was the most prestigious coaching inn the market town of Marlborough possessed. Dusk was drawing a veil over redbrick Queen Anne houses, impressive civic buildings and the wide central street as the carriage bowled under the tavern's stone arch and into its cobbled yard at the back.

It was a hive of activity, ostlers shouting, horses being taken from between the shafts and led away to hay filled stables, the coachmen alighting, groaning and stretching before stamping off in the direction of the tap-room. Those who could only afford seats on the open tops of the carriages climbed stiffly down from these uncomfortable perches, while more affluent passengers left the interiors by way of little iron steps unfolded by grooms.

The mouth-watering smell of roasting meat and game drifted from the inn's kitchens. It was a fine old place, a gallery running round the four walls of the yard, attained by stairs which, in turn, connected with the bedrooms, giving guests the opportunity to observe the comings and goings below, if they so desired. Mary had broken her journey there on the way from London to fetch Sylvia.

'It's a splendid inn, recommended by all the very best people,' she declared, resting her fingertips on Henry's arm as he handed her down.

'I, too, have a room here for the night,' he answered, smiling at her. 'Perchance we might sup together?'

'La, sir... I'm not sure this would be quite proper,' Mary simpered, with a vain attempt to control the purple cashmere shawl that kept slipping out of place, drawing attention to her swelling bosom.

'Surely there could be no harm to your reputation,' he said earnestly. 'I'm not suggesting that it be served privately, but in the parlour. Besides which, Miss Sylvia will be with us throughout.'

How false they are, Sylvia thought as she trailed behind them into the tavern. Why, Mary's fanny is running with the copious liquid of her own arousal and his spunk, yet she is behaving with all the piety of a Sunday school teacher.

The tavern was not the first at which they had changed horses since leaving Bath. A team of four could barely cover ten miles without being winded, particularly in hilly country. There were always fresh animals waiting to draw the heavy coaches onward. These pauses provided not only stopping off and picking up points, but welcome respite where passengers could slake their thirst, satisfy their hunger and answer the call of nature.

Now, the Fox and Hounds would house Sylvia and her companion overnight and the journey be completed on the morrow.

The landlord was expecting Lady Rowena's niece and her chaperon, rooms having been booked in advance, and he ushered them inside, bowing almost to the ground. He was a bumptious individual, wearing a green wool coat and breeches, a canary coloured waistcoat, a black cravat, black hose and buckled shoes. Short of stature and given to corpulence, he had heavy jowls, a balding head and beady eyes peering out above sagging pouches.

'Miss Parnell, welcome to my humble hostelry,' he began obsequiously. 'And Miss Standish... such a pleasure to serve you again so soon.'

'Good evening, Rawley,' Mary answered loftily, addressing him without the dignity of a title, as she did all tradesmen and servants. 'I trust you've ensured that the beds are warm and dry.'

'Of course, ma'am. You'll find naught to complain about here. Our service is beyond question. We are famed for our excellent food, clean rooms and carefully aired beds spread with fresh linen.'

He clapped his hands and summoned a boy to carry their smaller bags upstairs, the rest remaining strapped to the coach roof with a watchman standing guard, hefting a blunderbuss. It was Rawley's proud boast that clients' belongings were perfectly safe while on his premises.

Mary entered the bar parlour and went straight to the inglenook fireplace, holding her hands to the crackling logs. Spring it might be, but the evenings were still chilly. 'I want fires in our bedrooms,' she ordered crisply.

'Certainly. I'll see to it at once,' Rawley replied, and bustled away, but not without a lingering glance in Sylvia's direction.

A few locals and other travellers looked up from their pints and cards, acknowledging the entrance of gentry before settling back to drink and gamble. They were mostly men, female guests and children already tucked away upstairs.

Henry had taken it upon himself to order supper, accompanying the ladies to a table not far from the fire. 'I'm so glad you've done me the honour of permitting me to escort you,' he said, placing his hat on a spare chair and loosening his impeccably tailored coat. 'Ladies travelling alone... well, anything can happen.'

It already has, Sylvia thought wryly, though keeping this opinion to herself. I've seen your cock, Mr Lanston, and a fine specimen it is to be sure. There you sit, dignified and controlled, yet what will take place later when Mary imagines I'm safely ensconced in my maidenly bed? Will you creep into her room and repeat this afternoon's performance?

She envied her duenna, longing to have him lavish those sensual caresses on her, to take his plum between her lips and suck it, and feel his mighty weapon plunging through the sealed gateway of her virginity. The notion made her scorch with shame from the ribbons in her bonnet to the soles of her satin pumps.

The conversation was light, but Sylvia contributed little, only speaking when addressed directly, occupied with the difficult task of restraining herself from grimacing as her buttocks came into contact with the wooden chair.

She cursed Mrs Dawson silently for leaving this reminder of the academy imprinted on her tender flesh. At a time when she wished to appear calm and well behaved in order to impress her aunt, this was made doubly hard by the pain she found it hard to conceal.

She needed to reach the seclusion of her bedchamber, there to strip, twist round to view her posterior in the mirror and ascertain the damage sustained during the beating. From experience she guessed this would be extensive, the finger thick stripes turning purple. The arrival of covered dishes of hot food put this from her mind temporarily. She was ravenously hungry, and the menu lived up to the tavern's reputation. There were roast capons, stuffed with herbs and sausage meat and dripping with butter, a selection of vegetables, followed by tansy pudding and syllabub, each dish accompanied by fine wine. Even Henry and Mary stopped gazing meaningfully into each other's eyes and concentrated on eating.

Sylvia, used to drinking wine mixed with water, felt slightly tipsy by the time a waiter took away their used plates and brought cheese and dry biscuits to the table.

The tavern was noisier now, tongues loosening as the ale, wine and sack circulated. There was laughter and loud talk between customers and the buxom barmaid who, arch and flirtatious, tossed her dark locks and leaned forward so that her breasts rose above her bodice, bare to the nipples.

Rawley caught her doing this and though he made no comment, his small mouth set grimly even as his eyes roamed over those treasures so shamelessly revealed. He came across to the table where Sylvia sat, saying to Henry, 'Is everything satisfactory, your Honour?'

'It is indeed, landlord. I think we'll finish with a bumper of your best brandy. What do you say, Miss Standish?'

'Thank you, sir,' she answered, her face already flushed with wine and the excitement of his presence.

'And you, Miss Parnell?' Henry fixed Sylvia with his sparkling dark eyes, and she was certain that he knew she had not been asleep while he rogered her companion in the coach.

'A small glass, if it please you,' she murmured shyly.

The landlord slid away to fetch their order and Sylvia, feeling increasingly dizzy, inadvertently dropped her napkin to the floor. She bent to retrieve it and, in so doing, happened to glance beneath the edge of the white damask cloth.

She had fully intended to rise, but what she saw delayed her. It was dark there, but her eyes became accustomed to the gloom and she was astonished to see Mary's leg, her skirt slipped back above her knee as she stretched it out, her fashionably shod foot connecting with the mass between Henry's thighs. Even as they carried on a perfectly normal conversation, so she wriggled her toes, working them against the cods and prick concealed within his breeches.

Up and down she stroked him with that nimble foot and the bulge grew bigger, harder, pressing against the restricting fabric.

Sylvia sat up, spreading her napkin over her lap, feeling the light fabric of her bodice rubbing against her breasts which felt larger, fuller, the nipples protruding like the upturned noses of hopeful pets. She swayed a little, the parlour blurring, the sounds rising and falling, drifting and dipping.

'I'd like to retire now,' she said, tripping over the words, her tongue suddenly too big for her mouth.

'A good idea. I, too, am tired,' Mary agreed, smiling across the table at Henry. He lifted one eyebrow and rose, taking her hand in his, bowing from the waist and brushing her wrist with his lips.

'Very wise. An early night, ladies. We shall be off on the last leg of our journey at daybreak,' he said. 'For my part, I'll linger here a while. Finish my brandy before I seek my bed.'

Your bed or hers? Sylvia wondered, and followed Mary out.
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Chapter 2
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A maidservant led Sylvia and her chaperon up the central staircase with its wide, shallow treads and carved handrail, and along a candlelit passage.

She paused at a door, opened it with a key and stood aside to let them pass. The room was illumined only by the glow of firelight, till the maid went round, taking a taper to the candles in branched sconces.

She then crossed to a further door and flung it wide, 'Your room, Miss Standish,' she announced. 'It leads from the young lady's, but also connects with the corridor and gallery, should you desire to take the evening air. I've already had hot water sent up for your ablutions.'

When the maid had gone, Mary examined their lodgings and found them in order. Then she gave a prodigious yawn and said, 'Mercy on me, but I'm weary. Can you manage, my dear? I really must seek my bed.'

'Don't fret. I'm perfectly capable of washing and getting into my nightgown alone,' Sylvia replied, almost pushing her through the door that linked their rooms. She would hardly school her impatience to find out if Henry Lanston intended to share Mary's couch.

'Good night, dear, and sleep well,' Mary carolled as she disappeared into the adjoining apartment. 'Call me if you need anything, and don't forget to keep the passage door locked. One never knows what vile seducer may be creeping about at the dead of night, intent on having his wicked way with a helpless female.'

How true, Sylvia mused, and we both know who that is likely to be.

The dizziness was receding, replaced by restlessness. It was all too strange, new and exhilarating. No longer a schoolgirl, she was a lady adventurer on the road to London, that legendary city where, so it was said, the streets were paved with gold. Not that she believed this, but her heart thumped as she tried to imagine what kind of man might propose to her once her aunt had launched her into society.

She walked around her room, noting the solid oak furniture and panelled walls. The firelight danced over it, casting shadows on the plasterwork cornice edging the ceiling. The bed was a four-poster, big enough for more than one person, draped in cretonne curtains patterned all over with flowers.

Sylvia took off her pelisse and lifted her skirt, backing up to the cheval mirror on its stand. It gave her a full-length view of herself and her anger against Mrs Dawson rose up in a torrent as she saw the condition of her buttocks and thighs.

'Damn the woman!' she cursed aloud. 'How could she have dared treat me thus?' The better to see, she stripped off her gown, chemise and petticoat and stood there naked, save for her stockings and shoes. The candle and firelight played over her slender body, turning the skin to pale gold, and highlighting the fair triangle covering her mons. Sylvia raised her arms and sucked in her ribs, thrusting her breasts high. No one could have faulted this perfection, until she turned, presenting her back to the looking-glass.

Her fury returned tenfold.

A ladder of red rungs covered her rump, and further scarlet tracks lay across her thighs to the knees. She reached round and touched them, her anger increasing. Far from making her submissive, each beating she had ever received had only served to fire her rebellion.

Going to her bag, she took out a soothing unguent and applied it to the bruises. This always helped, she had found, and she continued to rub in the soothing balm, sighing with relief as it went about its healing work.

Feeling a little less stiff and sore, but no easier in her mind, she took up her discarded garments and, naked, walked to the armoire built into the wall that separated her room from Mary's. It was empty and smelled faintly of mothballs and lavender. As she reached for a hanger on the clothes rail, she became aware of a tiny chink of light striking the interior from somewhere at the back. Wondering, she ducked under the rail and applied her eye to this opening once blocked by a knot of wood.

To her amazement, she found this gave her an uninterrupted view of Mary's chamber, focusing directly on the bed. It was ablaze with light. She must have ignited the wick of every available candle in the chamber, with the exception of the one she held in her hand.

Mary wore nothing but a negligee, her opulent breasts poking almost aggressively from the opening down the front. The silken material parted, flowing back over her thighs to display her rotund belly and the wedge of thick black pubic hair beneath it.

She was sitting on the edge of the mattress, her thighs apart, one hand holding open the plump petals of her labia, the other working the candle over the pink slit between and frigging the engorged head of her large clitoris. She moaned as she moved it, gazing down to glimpse the fulcrum of her pleasure as the tissues darkened and the pearly tip of her prominent organ gleamed. Her hips gyrating, she slipped the candle into her vagina, the fleshy lips sucking at it eagerly till it all put disappeared.

As Sylvia watched her, fascinated, she lifted her hands to her own breasts, cupping their roundness and circling the nipples with her thumb pads. Sweet, suffocating anguish passed through them and down to her bud that swelled between her lower lips.

Mary withdrew the candle from her vagina and started to rub herself with its tip. Sylvia could hear her harsh, panting breaths as the candle moved faster, flashing creamy white in Mary's hand. But before she could bring herself off, someone tapped on the gallery door.

Mary threw the makeshift phallus aside and sprang up, amazingly agile for so solid a woman. At first Sylvia could not see the visitor, but he soon came within sight. It was Henry, his breeches already open, one hand fondling his erection.

He moved close to the spy-hole, quite unaware, and Sylvia had an uninterrupted view of his penis as the glans appeared and retreated, sheathed by his fist. When he took his hand away that tumescent prick remained upright, firm as a lance, needing no support.

Now, standing by the bed, Henry started to peel off his clothing, first the cravat, then the jacket, his wide shoulders outlined by the waistcoat beneath before this, too, was removed. Mary sprawled on the bed, her legs and arms open to welcome him, her negligee an abandoned silky puddle on the floor at his feet.

Henry unbuttoned his shirt and slid his arms free. He was strongly built, his torso rippling with muscle, and Sylvia's hand strayed down to her delta as she yearned to run her fingers over that firm flesh. Her impatience mounted. She longed to see what further delights he would soon display.

She did not have to wait long. Leaning with one hand on the bedpost, he thrust a booted leg at Mary and had her tug if off, then repeat it with the other and inch down his hose. Barefoot now, he eased himself out of his breeches. Sylvia very nearly gave herself away in her excitement as she drank in the sight of his lean buttocks sharply divided by a dark crease, and the iron-hard thighs deeply indented at the hips. His calves were worthy of admiration, the entire length of his legs upholding him in a manner that would have delighted the most fastidious sculptor.

Oh, please turn round, Sylvia begged him silently. Don't deny me the sight of your cock and testicles. I need to see them... to see it all!

As if in answer to this prayer, Henry half turned and she was granted a magnificent spectacle. His penis was fully erect, pointing skywards, the candlelight glittering on the tear weeping from its lone eye. Beneath this impressive column hung his weighty balls, swinging as he moved, though the skin was taut around them, ready to discharge a stream of seed-filled libation.

He turned his back on his unseen audience and Sylvia almost cried out in protest, the hunger in her womb like a raging fire. His attention was focused on Mary, blind to all save the need to release the pressure building in his groin.

She lay back with a moan, offering her sumptuous sex to him, her legs dangling over the side of the bed. Henry sank between them, spreading her open with his two hands, then sinking his face into her moist crack as if he would drown in the essences seeping from that splendid vulva. His tongue was long and agile, penetrating her there, diving into her hole, then retreating to lick over her bud.

Sylvia was as if hypnotised, glued to the spot.

She did not want to miss a moment of this blissfully exciting show, yet became aware of tormenting thirst, wishing she had not drunk so much wine. Even so, she could not drag herself away from the peep-hole that afforded her a glimpse of heaven.

Henry towered over Mary and carefully rolled her so that she lay on her stomach. He paused for an instance as he saw the tell-tale lines left by a cane. 'Who's been beating you, madam?' he asked, his voice thick with excitement.

'Lady Rowena chastises me when she thinks fit,' she answered huskily, wriggling her bottom as he caressed the weals.

'Does she, by God! And would you like me to do the same?'

'Whatever pleases you, sir. I'm putty in your hands,' Mary averred.

'This pleases me at the moment,' he cried, and parted her flesh, leaning over and kissing the deep fissure. Then he slipped his hands round her body and grasped her hanging breasts, lifting her up towards him, his blunt-nosed phallus finding her gaping vagina. He thrust into her, swinging his tool in and out for a moment, and then stopping.

She whimpered in protest, but he turned her over, muttering, 'I want to watch myself taking you from the front.' He straddled her body, raising himself so that his penis found refuge in the massive cleavage of her bosom. His hands pushed the two globes together, making a tighter passage for his prick and Sylvia, entranced, saw how his taut arse moved, rising and falling rapidly as his passion mounted.

With a cry, he quickly slipped down Mary's heaving body and thrust his weapon violently into her cunt. She screamed as if it was too large for her, hurting her with its force and length, but her cries were soon transformed into whimpers of ecstasy as the base of his phallus massaged her nubbin at each thrust and withdrawal. Sylvia was suffering acute distress, her clitoris at the point of explosion at the sight of the lovers straining towards fulfilment, her throat dry as grave dust. She knew that she must satisfy this thirst before she could fully enjoy pleasuring herself to climax.

She left the armoire and searched the bedside table for a carafe but could find none. Someone had neglected to place it there. The water in the jug was too hot to drink, scalding her lips when she tried.

Torn between the need to watch Mary and Henry reach their apogee and the burning in her throat that was threatening to make her cough and thus betray her presence, she slipped on her silk nightgown and peignoir and opened the passage door.

Moonlight flooded through a latticed window at the end of the corridor, but Sylvia had little idea of the direction in which the kitchen lay. She padded along in her light slippers, making no sound. The inn was sunk in silence and darkness, but she persevered, reaching a lower floor. Then she became aware of a sound somewhere ahead, one whose familiarity struck her blood with cold.
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