
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Strictly Discipline

        

        
        
          Roxane Beaufort

        

        
          Published by CHIMERA, 2016.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      STRICTLY DISCIPLINE

    

    
      First edition. January 20, 2016.

      Copyright © 2016 Roxane Beaufort.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1907976735

    

    
    
      Written by Roxane Beaufort.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1
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'GOOD HEAVENS, WHAT ails you now, sister?' raged the tall, dark-haired aristocrat as he stalked the floral-patterned carpet with all the grace and ferocity of a caged tiger. 'Were I not such a tolerant person I would think you did this on purpose! You know I have guests for dinner tonight and, once again, you'll not be there to act as hostess!'

'I'm sorry, Mervin, I truly am, but this headache is dreadful,' whispered the pale young woman propped up by lace-edged pillows in the elaborate mahogany four-poster, watching him striding around. He had just come in from riding, wearing form-hugging breeches and a hacking jacket. As he moved he impatiently struck his leather booted leg with his crop, the crisp thwack making her spine tingle and her sphincter clench. 'I can't bear the light, Dulcie will tell you.'

Dulcie Higgins, the ladies maid, hovered in the background, daring to add her word. 'It's a fact, your lordship. Lady Millicent is extremely poorly.'

Mervin Bessborough swung round on her angrily. 'Who asked you to speak?' he demanded brusquely. He was a tall, commanding figure, strikingly handsome in an arrogant, domineering way, owner of Kelston Towers, an estate of hundreds of acres, and the nearby village of Kemble-on-the-Wylye.

Millicent adored him, her masterful brother, and never dared disobey him. She was twenty and he had inherited two years before when their father died. Up till that time Millicent had been, though never robust, a healthy young woman. There had been several personable suitors begging her hand in marriage, but she fancied none of them. Her father had not pushed her into making a decision, happy to keep her at home with him, but Mervin was different. He was the ringleader of a collection of male cronies whom Millicent instinctively disliked. There was one in particular he urged her to accept, Lord Nigel Balfour, the ugly, blustering heir to a dukedom, who stared at her in a manner that made her skin crawl. She had found that illness was an escape from his unwelcome attentions, but at the same time longed for a lover to woo and cherish her and introduce her to all those mysterious carnal matters of which she was ignorant.

She dreamed of passionate kisses and hands exploring her body, where she dared not touch, warned off by her strict nanny who found her innocently examining herself one day and said, sternly, 'Nice young ladies don't finger themselves down there.'

So, as she grew older, she burned and yearned, but for what she did not precisely know. Her body gave her clues, however. Her breasts ached, her nipples peaked and there was a throbbing centred at the apex of her cleft where a tiny nodule protruded from between the labial lips. She became wet - a slick, clear wetness that was unlike her monthly flux. But she remembered her nanny's edict and, though sometimes looking at her body in the mirror, secretly, admiringly, partly ashamed of the swelling breasts, rosy-hued teats, tiny waist, rounded hips and that smoky triangle of hair that surmounted her mound, she never, ever touched.

'Nigel's coming tonight and he particularly wants to see you,' Mervin continued, anger smouldering in his steely grey eyes.

Millicent shuddered inwardly and welcomed the pain in her temples which would prevent her having to endure Nigel's leering glances and damp, podgy hands that always seemed here, there and everywhere as he attempted to fondle her furtively. Though not exactly certain of what he wanted, Millicent guessed it to be something of an intimate nature, alarmed by yet curious of the swelling that appeared in the region of his flies whenever he was close to her.

She wanted none of this stress, retiring to her bed when it became too much, suffering from migraine and shivering fits, bouts of weeping and a general feeling of malaise, as well as a need to hide away from the public eye. This was turning into a compulsion, her shyness increasing by the day. She was fast becoming one of those sickly heroines of the romances she favoured as reading matter - wan, consumptive and, most of all, bereft of love.

'I'm most displeased with you,' Mervin said coldly.

He moved and she flinched. She shivered in anticipation, for he had assumed the right to punish her as he saw fit, and though she cringed under his blows she was also aware of strange, heated sensations in her loins, the same as those that possessed her when she looked at herself in the mirror. This horrified her. They were siblings, sired by the same father and born of the same mother, and she struggled to repress the wicked, incestuous thoughts that sprang up when in his presence. Even though she didn't know why she felt like this and what she wanted to take place, she feared it was sinful.

'I'm sorry,' she murmured again.

'Sorry isn't good enough. Stand up.'

Millicent swung her legs over the side of the mattress and got to her feet, and her white cambric nightgown fell from an embroidered yoke to the floor. It was buttoned high at the neck and had long, billowing sleeves fastened at the wrists. Her rich brown hair tumbled over her shoulders and down her back, her face a heart-shaped triangle between the tangled ringlets. She stood there with her head bowed, staring at her feet, her pose one of abject submission.

Aware of his scrutiny, her cheeks flamed and her head pounded. She could hear Dulcie's quickened breathing and knew the maid did not approve of the way Mervin treated her. But there was nothing she could do - nothing anyone could do. Women had few, if any rights, though Millicent had read in the newspapers that there were valiant souls in the political field fighting to get the vote and fairer divorce laws, but these ladies were looked upon askance. This was the last quarter of Queen Victoria's reign and the man was all-powerful in every strata of society; at home, abroad, in pulpit and Parliament.

'Leave us, Dulcie,' Mervin commanded. 'Wait in the dressing room.'

When the maid had scurried off, he came closer to Millicent. She could smell him - horse sweat, his own sweat, the great outdoors, the sunshine of a fine April, leather and the personal odour of his hair. Her pulse raced and she was wet between the thighs. He lifted one of her curls, and of its own volition it coiled round his finger. He raised it to his nostrils and inhaled. Millicent quivered. She swayed and almost fell against him. One of his sinewy hands caught and held her. He sat on the bed and drew her down, a fist in the small of her back, forcing her to bend over his muscular thighs.

Biting her lip, her blood rushing wildly through her veins, she complied, sinking across his lap. The room looked strange from that angle, every feature of it florid and ostentatious - chinoiserie wallpaper with pagodas and quaint little figures, heavy furniture, a massive marble fireplace with its mantle upheld on either side by two figures representing Titans. There were knick-knacks all over - on the tops of cupboards, in glass cases, on the escritoire. The drapes were lush and made of heavy piled velvet, the carpets thick and luxurious, and the view from the curved bay windows was magnificent - fine, well maintained grounds with fountains and statues, arbours and mock Greek temples. But Millicent felt as if it was all closing round her. She had to get away from there - from him. She was being stifled!

'Bad girl,' he muttered, a harsh note in his voice, and she let her head hang over his knee, her hair streaming down to brush the floor, breasts crushed, bottom raised, and that baton-like object distending the front of his breeches and pressing into her side. 'Naughty sister.'

He seized the hem of her nightgown and lifted it to her waist. She felt the cool air on her bare skin and his hands pinching her rounded hinds, moving over each and dipping into the crease between. She moaned and ground her pubis against his thigh, waves of pleasurable and frightening sensations rippling through her. She wanted - she wanted! She didn't know what she wanted. Then, with such speed that she was not aware, his hand swept up and came down on her left buttock with a resounding smack. Millicent yelped, writhed and gyrated, the hot feeling in her clit increasing.

Now his hand was soothing, and the few playful slaps he administered next confused and aroused her more. They fell like steady rain, harder and harder until she could feel them burning her skin and imagined the pink blush that would be spreading over each tingling buttock. Then he stopped and massaged the imprints of his fingers, diving a little deeper into the private territory of her sex.

'That's enough, Mervin, please!' she begged, tears running from her eyes and dripping on the carpet. 'I've apologised, and will even try to be at dinner. If I can sleep for a while, maybe I shall feel better.'

'Oh, you will, my dear,' he stated, 'I'll make certain of that,' and he continued to chastise her, his blows snapping and stinging and, which confused her totally, he frequently paused in the punishment to caress her fiery rump.

Then, as quickly as he had begun he let her go, tumbling her from his knee. She fell to the floor in an undignified heap and Mervin graciously offered his hand to help her up. 'May I go back to bed now?' she faltered, her eyes red with weeping.

'Of course. Rest a while and then have Dulcie dress you in your best. That new gown, I think, the blue taffeta. It becomes you,' he said with a look of pride. 'You have inherited our dear mama's beauty. Sleep now, and grace our table tonight. I've been thinking about a means of making you better.'

'Have you, Mervin?' she replied, gulping back the tears. 'How noble and generous of you.'

'Yes,' he said, tapping his whip thoughtfully on the quilt. 'A companion, maybe? Some young lady of pious upbringing who would help you pass the time - shopping, working on your embroidery - whatever it is women enjoy doing. Would you like that?'

'But I have Dulcie,' she pointed out.

'Ah, yes, I know. But she is a servant. It would not be seemly for you to fraternise with her. And if I do find you a suitable companion, then you must keep her at a distance, too. We Bessboroughs must never forget our position in life. Way above the common herd, don'cher know.'

'Whatever you think best, Mervin,' Millicent answered meekly, knowing that once he had made up his mind it was impossible to shift him. Her thoughts raced. A companion? A young woman who might become her friend, though not too intimate. It must never be forgotten that Millicent was of superior rank, and that a companion was neither fish nor fowl in the household - not exactly a servant nor yet one of the gentry. She would never be permitted to sit at table with them, for example, and would eat alone, not welcome in the servants' quarters either, in the same insidious position as a tutor.

But oh the joy of having someone to help pass the tedious hours! What would she be like? Plain or pretty, modest and shy or bold and confident? She guessed that Mervin would not choose a girl who was too independent, but her spirits rose as she contemplated this turn of events. Was it possible that the companion would be experienced? A virgin, of course. Mervin would insist that Millicent should not be corrupted - but even so, she might be able to enlighten her on those unknown and exciting aspects of the physical differences between men and woman of which Millicent was so curious.

––––––––
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WHEN MERVIN LEFT HIS sister he immediately turned the knob of the door leading from the landing to the dressing room, which in turn was connected to the bedchamber. Dulcie was waiting for him, a wary look on her snub-nosed, freckled face. This excited him and his cock surged, rising almost to his navel under the jodhpurs. This is how servant girls should be - willing and obedient, prepared to service their masters at a moment's notice. No airs and graces about them and he believed, along with his peers, that lower class women were made differently to genteel ladies and actually enjoyed intercourse and craved to have a stiff tool thrust up them.

He grabbed Dulcie by the arm and steered her onto the landing. 'Follow me,' he grated harshly.

Striding ahead of her he took the staircase that led to his private apartment. His ancestors smiled sardonically down on him from heavily carved and gilded frames. There were row upon row of them - swashbuckling privateers who had been made gentlemen, given titles and land by a grateful Virgin Queen when they whopped the Spaniards and filled her coffers with Castilian booty. They became feudal lords and landowners of Royalist persuasion and poured wealth into the ventures of their Sovereigns; also bankers who had been generous to the reigning monarch, and wily procurers who provided venues for dalliance and downright fornication among the aristocracy. They were all there, captured on canvas for posterity. Mervin was proud to be descended from them, and their foxy lady wives who, if rumour was to be believed, never hesitated to oblige blue-blooded members of the Crown Imperial and satisfy noblemen's lusts, motivated purely by greed and advancement.

What a family, Mervin thought smugly as he opened the door of his suite and thrust Dulcie in. Manipulative and devious, possessed of pronounced good looks and perverse desires, and a determination to wring every iota of pleasure from life and behave outrageously into the bargain.

He had Dulcie wait in the middle of the drawing room while he addressed his valet, Humphrey, who was standing to attention and apparently unruffled by his master's sudden appearance with Lady Millicent's maid.

'Get out, man! I'll ring for you later.'

Humphrey gave him a supercilious stare. He was blond, spare of build and immaculately attired, a typical gentleman's gentleman, but so attractive that he caused emotional havoc among members of staff, male and female alike.

'Yes, my lord. Certainly, my lord.' He bowed himself out, after subjecting Dulcie to disdainful scrutiny.

'Pompous prick,' Mervin remarked, and then guided Dulcie into the bedroom.

This was his sanctum, the place where he was most at home, where he plotted his deepest schemes and brewed the strongest mischief. This was but the antechamber leading to the place where he practiced his vices. From there, via a secret passage, a hidden staircase led down to the bowels of the house where once the dungeons had lain. He had returned them to their former use, though not for the punishment of miscreants, but rather as a backdrop to the scenes of delectation and delight enjoyed by the members of his secret society. Like him, they were hell-bent on experiencing all aspects of pain and pleasure, domination and slavery.

The bedroom was panelled in dark oak and sumptuously furnished in the Gothic style so popular in Victorian England, but this was the genuine article, not reproduction. Tapestries depicting hunting scenes covered some of the walls, executed by Bessborough womenfolk two centuries before. Mervin, much travelled in his misspent youth, had added various items of exotica obtained from as far away as India. Carved figurines of the flute playing Krishna, the elephant-headed god Ganesh, and the fearsome female deity, Kali, stood on ebony plinths with blue-grey smoke from incense wafting up in their honour.

The Indian temples he'd visited, with their boldly carved and sexually explicit friezes, had inspired him to collect similar statuary, and several shelves were lined with representations of couples in the throes of ecstasy, limbs entwined, joined at the genitals. Mervin cast a glance at Dulcie, satisfied to see her open-mouthed and goggling at these highly prized and rare examples of Eastern art. It was not the first time the girl had visited his den, but her shocked expression never failed to amuse him. It was all too much for a simple country wench and he loved, above all things, to shock and alarm, to be in control, especially of those whom he regarded as peasants.

He closed his hands over Dulcie's well-developed breasts and squeezed. 'Oh, sir... my lord, I mean... you shouldn't be doing that,' she protested, but in a half-hearted way, already seduced by the skilful manner in which he revolved his thumbs over her nipples.

He could smell her excitement, and breathed deeply of that scent he associated with the nursery maids who had looked after him from infancy. They, too, had been working class, redolent of sweat and carbolic soap, thick woollen stockings and sensible underwear. He rarely passed a young female servant without experiencing the same arousal that had marked his passage into manhood when one of the nurses, a bold-eyed, loud-mouthed trollop had taken him into her bed, whipped up her skirts and placed his hand on her hairy mound. She had displayed her pink slit and shown him how to rub her nubbin until she came, bedewing his fingers with her pungent juice. Then she massaged his budding cock till it stood firm, and slowly lowered herself onto it. He would never forget the sensation of slipping into her musky depths, his dick caressed as if by a velvet glove as she bounced up and down until he spent, shooting his load into her, once, twice, thrice. He had been masturbating for years, but she took his virginity, and he had never looked back.

The memory sent a surge of lust into his balls and made his prick rigid as a spear. With a low growl he ordered Dulcie to raise her skirts and take off her drawers, then lie facedown over a side-table. 'My God,' Mervin breathed, consumed with that driving urge that filled him as he stared at her firm haunches. 'I've never seen a lass so well designed for whip, cane or strap.'

She stretched over the table, clinging to its far side, her legs taut and wide apart. Her buttocks, though fleshy, were open and her plump purse, framed in crisp ginger curls, was exposed between the tops of her thighs. These were sturdy and bare, her black stockings reaching to just above the knee where they were kept in place with garters. Her feet in scuffed shoes were planted firmly on the floor. Mervin took his fill of the sight, then opened his breeches and freed the rampant serpent within. He moved into the harbour of her bottom crease and taking his tool in hand, rubbing the swollen helm along her cleft, dampening it with her dew, then easing it into her vagina.

'Oh, sir... you won't get me with child, will you?' she begged, face turned to one side, cheek resting on the unrelenting wood. 'I shall lose my job. My parents will kick me out. I shall be homeless, with nothing for me and my bairn.'

'Shut up, you silly tart!' he exclaimed, and dragged his cock from her, lubricated her anal opening with the moisture at its tip and then pushed forcefully so that it disappeared within her dark and forbidden place, inch by painful inch. 'Have I not always been careful? Though why I bother, I don't know.'

'Oh... ow... ooh,' Dulcie moaned, but spread her legs wider and arched her pelvis towards this invasion.

Mervin withdrew abruptly, his cock ramrod stiff. If he shot his load into Dulcie now he would only obtain half the pleasure. There were things he intended to do to her first, stoking his fire so that when he did finally obtain release it would be as explosive as the top blowing off a volcano.

But what an arse the girl had! He resolved to have her perform at one of his orgies. And as for her opulent breasts! He almost changed his mind as to his method of taking her that day, visualising forming those enormous tits into a channel wherein he might plunge his cock, pushing it in and out, her fleshy bosom encompassing it, till he poured his libation all over her in milky jets.

Resisting temptation, he unhooked a broad leather strap from the bedpost, wound it round his fist and brought it down with a whistling sound, printing a crimson stripe on her quivering hindquarters. Dulcie yelped and wriggled, then jerked as the strap fell again an inch or so above the first welt. Six more times it left its mark on those vast white globes that were now adorned with a crisscross pattern of scarlet embroidery that wrapped themselves round those generous curves.

Mervin made no attempt to pleasure the girl, though the wetness glimmering at the hairy lips bulging between her thighs betrayed her eagerness to be brought to climax. It might have amused him to do so, but not today. His mood was one of utter selfishness and no one would be considered, not even his sister, leave alone a servant.

'Mercy, master,' Dulcie sobbed as the leather bit home again.

It was the plea in her voice that finally roused him to a pitch where he could no longer restrain himself. He flung the strap aside, positioned himself, and propelled his cock into her nether hole. She screeched as he pushed in deeper, till his pubic hair pressed against her crack. This was bliss; she was tight there for he had only arse-fucked her once before and she had a virgin orifice then.

Mervin closed his eyes as the extreme pleasure mounted. He rocked against Dulcie, his cock buried in her deepest, darkest, most private place, and she expanded to take him. He was coming, the feeling rushing through him with the force of a tidal wave. He was there! Coming in spurts, the heat, the wonderful sensation lifting him to the heights.

It lasted a second, no more, and when it was over Mervin withdrew from the girl's anus, already sated and disgusted and disillusioned, as he always was after fucking. His palate was jaded. There was nothing new under the sun. He'd enjoyed servants and whores and unfaithful wives of his social set who sought a diversion.

The companion for Millicent. As he wiped his cock and buttoned up his breeches, he thought about this. Perhaps she would prove to be not only good for his sister, but for him also - a new member of his harem whom he could control, bully and use to satisfy his ungovernable lust.
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Chapter 2
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SUNDAY, SUNDAY. THE most tedious day of the week, thought Amelie Aston as she walked the short distance between the vicarage and St Stephen's church. The bells were ringing, summoning the faithful to prayer. Even were she not the Reverend Thacker's goddaughter, as a member of the Kemble community she would have been duty-bound to attend. Respectable and conventional folk, the villagers looked askance at anyone who avoided going to church.

So, like every other Sunday morning and evening for nigh on ten years, Amelie had dragged unwillingly to the services. She worried about her reluctance, for Joseph Thacker preached hellfire and damnation and she was sure there was a sinful force within her that prevented her from worshipping with the devotion she should have experienced. And yet, closeted at the vicarage, for he and his wife, Harriet, kept a strict watch on their four children and her, this was really the only time in which she could mingle with Kemble's inhabitants.

She shopped sometimes with Harriet in the store that sold everything from cheese to paraffin, but could hardly call this socialising, though a great deal of gossip and tittle-tattle was exchanged over the counter. Not by her, of course, she had to stand there meekly, doing precisely as she was told while Harriet and the two maiden ladies who ran the shop performed a thorough character assassination on any unfortunate who met with their disapproval.

Amelie, now eighteen, chafed under the restraints put upon her. Too young to remember her parents who had died tragically abroad, she had yet never accepted Joseph and Harriet as her father and mother. She recognised that it had been kind and generous of them to honour the promise made at her christening, but she always felt the odd one out. Their own daughters, Agnes and Charity, a little older than her, concealed their resentment and jealousy in their parent's presence, but never ceased to tease and torment her when they were alone, often making her the scapegoat for their misdemeanours.

And as for the boys - Obediah and Caleb? They were older again, in their early twenties, and had at first ignored her. But as the years passed and she developed into a curvaceous young woman with a mass of chestnut hair and green eyes, so she became increasingly uncomfortable when they were around, avoiding being alone with either of them. Fortunately this coincided with them living away from home for most of the year, furthering their education at university.

She could see the graveyard ahead, reached by a lychgate. Beyond it was the solid grey stone church that had stood there foursquare for centuries, with its spire pointing heavenwards like an accusative finger and its beautiful stained glass windows that had somehow managed to survive religious upheavals and civil war. But its beauty was lost on Amelie. To her it represented a prison and she never entered it without a drop in her spirits.

The young people with whom she lived were not blind to this either, attending service as a chore but also taking the chance to show off. Their father was an important man in the community.

Now Obediah, the younger of the brothers, closed the distance between them for she had been forging ahead, grabbed her arm and whispered, 'I'll sit next to you, shall I?'

'There's no need,' she hissed back, trying to free herself, but it was impossible without making a scene and the farmers and their wives, the estate workers, anyone who was anyone in Kemble, all dressed in their sober best, were crowding through the gate and making their way towards the main door.

'Yes, there is,' he answered and squeezed her hand. 'I want to show you something.'

'And what is that?' she asked suspiciously.

There was no end to his practical jokes, and some were unkind, as when he produced a matchbox which, when she opened it, contained a large black spider and she abhorred these creatures above all others. This put him in a beaming good humour, always hilariously happy whenever he had frightened anybody.

He was a stoop-shouldered young man, tending towards the portly, his mother's favourite which meant that the tastiest titbits were saved for him. He was short and heavy-featured, unlike his brother, Caleb, and it seemed he favoured his grandfather on Harriet's side, who had owned a brewery. He had straight, light brown hair already receding from his brow, large ears, full red lips and roving, watery blue eyes. Amelie was very aware of them resting on her ever more frequently lately. If he insisted on occupying the pew next to her, there was nothing she could do about it, for these were special seats reserved for the vicar's family, set a little apart from the rest. She stiffened her spine, bracing herself for a stressful hour.

The strains of organ music reached her as she entered the porch, greeted by the verger and several members of the congregation. The vicar was popular, especially among the more well-to-do ladies who organised the flower arrangements adorning the naïve and officiated at the bazaars and church fêtes held in order to raise money for charity or the upkeep of St Stephen's.

Amelie, though absolutely naïve, wondered what emotions swelled the tightly corseted bosoms of these women, mostly middle-aged and lacking real purpose. Was it possible that they might entertain admiration, even feelings of romantic love for her stern godfather? They were dressed in rustling black, adopting the fashion that had gradually taken over from the crinoline, the skirts looped back into frills and flounces, upheld by the cane and whalebone cage worn beneath and fastened round the waist with tapes. Each lady present was tightly corseted, too, this restrictive undergarment reminding the wearers to have a well-regulated mind and well-regulated feelings. Their hair was piled high under feather-crowned hats with large brims.

Even Harriet was wearing a dress of similar style. Amelie had been with her when the pony-trap took them to the nearest station and from there by train to the town, where she was almost overwhelmed by the milliners, florists, dress shops, cafés, markets and public houses. A treat indeed, and one rarely repeated.

Agnes, Charity and herself were much more plainly attired, as became young ladies, though their hems had been allowed to drop to floor level and their hair pinned up, when they reached eighteen. Colours for churchgoing were sober, black, grey, dark blue or brown. Amelie's heart ached for something really pretty to wear, but this was frowned upon as vanity - so was the smallest hint of perfume, apart from lavender water. And as for cosmetics! Well, condemned as being 'no better than you should be', your fate would be that of 'ending up on the stage'. And why would that be so bad? Amelie wondered, rather admiring the gaudily dressed and painted actresses she had seen on the rare occasions when, as part of their education, the vicar had booked up for them to see performances of plays at The Theatre Royal in Bath.

It was cool under the high arched roof upheld by stone pillars surmounted by grinning, impish faces, or the strange, leafy bearded Green Man. The congregation walked across the brown and white hexagonal tiled floor to their chosen pews. The organ music continued. Amelie and the Thackers occupied two pews at the back of the aisle. She found herself sandwiched between Obediah and Caleb. The congregation shuffled and coughed and waited for the service to begin. There was a tension about Obediah too, as if he couldn't wait, though his excitement would have little to do with his father's oratory. She could feel his burly thigh pressing against hers, and she glanced sideways at Caleb, almost wishing it were he showing so much interest in her, not his plump brother.

Both men had only just finished at Oxford University, but whereas Obediah clowned his way through it, coming out with few grades, Caleb was set to become a teacher, probably rising to the post of headmaster at a prestigious school. He was darker than Obediah, austere and cultured, something of a Radical in his views, and unafraid to answer his father back during discussions on social problems and politics. He was handsome, too, with narrow features and thick hair swept back from a fine brow. His eyes were deep-set, dark blue and unfathomable. He smiled but rarely, and then in a slightly mocking manner.

Amelie infinitely preferred him to his uncouth brother, but he ignored her most of the time, though she had caught him looking at her speculatively more than once. Did he have marriage in mind? It would be in order, as far as she knew, for him to marry his parents' godchild. This didn't mean they were related in any way. And would she want to marry him? Amelie wasn't at all sure, uncertain if she wanted to marry anyone. She had seen how much of a chattel Harriet was, despite the fact that her husband was a churchman. And the village wives? Always bearing, always burying. Was this the fate she wanted for herself? The answer was a definite no!

Harriet and her daughters were in the pew in front. All eyes were fixed on the altar, waiting for Joseph to put in an appearance. He entered with all the aplomb of a thespian, wearing a dazzling surplice and surrounded by his acolytes. The service began with the first hymn. Amelie stood with the rest of them, but was prepared to yawn her way through the whole thing.

She didn't, however. No sooner were they re-seated and the vicar started to address his flock, than she felt a hand on her knee under cover of her hymnbook. It belonged to Obediah. She shot him a slanting glance but he was looking straight ahead at his father in the pulpit. Caleb, on her other side, was doing likewise. The pressure on her knee vanished. She heaved a sigh of relief, yet somehow missed the warmth and promise of that touch.

Innocent or rather ignorant, she had watched the domesticated animals mating time and again, the bull taken to the heifer, the stallion to the mare, the boar to the sow, but had somehow never associated this act with human reproduction. It just didn't come within her sphere of reckoning. She knew where babies came from, though a hugely embarrassed Harriet had only imparted this knowledge to her recently, on the birth of a friend's infant, but as for how it got in the belly or out of it remained a mystery. The bull mounting the cow, the cow producing a calf a few months later? Humans acting the same? It seemed impossible.

The vicar droned on and everyone watched and listened, and Amelie was aware of a touch on her knee, the insidious creeping of a palm. It paused, testing her reaction. She sat there frozen. The hand reached the welt of her stocking, stopped, tickled the inside of her bare thigh, then slid upwards till it encountered the legs of her drawers. It found the slit that divided them, a long slit especially designed for the relief of nature. Amelie's breath caught in her throat but she sat as still as a statue, gazing at her godfather, though deaf to his impassioned sermon.

She parted her legs slightly, and a hidden finger combed through the reddish floss that furred her mound. It was a tiny touch, like the brush of a butterfly's wing, but the spasms that shot through her loins were electric. She didn't move, controlling her desire to bear down on the finger, rub herself on it, continue doing so till those feelings rose and rose, leading to - she knew not where. Would it be the same as when, greatly daring and hugely guilty, she sank her own finger between her wet lips and manipulated that little button she had discovered there? Oh, the sheer bliss of it! A hidden game, shared with no one. A shameful secret, yet she could not resist it. Was she the only one in the world to experience this? If so, then why was Obediah playing with her like that?

In a way it made her feel better, lifting the burden of sin she had harboured ever since discovering the wonderful world of sensation associated with her nubbin. So, it wasn't a sign of the devil, a stigmata imprinted on her private parts by Satan himself? It was a temptation she could not resist, yet after she yielded to it she suffered the torments of the damned, certain that when she died she would go straight to hell.

She could hear Obediah breathing jerkily and, looking down saw his knees in the black trousers that matched his suit waistcoat and jacket. His other hand was resting on his fly, massaging it slyly. Though his coat was buttoned it curved away there and she could observe the large lump that lay beneath the worsted and how he passed his hand over it again and again, but stealthily.

Why was he doing this? But then she lost interest in his concerns, only aware that the finger at her crotch had increased its search, parting her lower lips and homing in on the sliver of flesh between them that culminated in that tiny, sensitive head. The finger found it, hooked under it and caressed it briskly. Amelie recognised the feeling that any touch on her bud created. If the finger kept on rubbing, then she would explode into that aching, marvellous, sublime pleasure which she herself could induce.

Obediah was very skilful. His hand movements were so controlled that her skirt was hardly disturbed. Where had he learned to play this lustful game? She no longer cared, only wanting him to go on and on. His finger was wet, coated with the juice seeping from her virgin hole. It was so deliciously slippery, moving faster and faster, bringing her ever closer to her goal. Her nipples peaked, chafed by her tight bodice and she wanted to pinch and tease them, having already discovered there was a direct contact between them and that plump little pearl that was the seat of sensation. She moved one hand, concealed by the hymnbook, and managed to tweak one nipple as she pretended to read, causing mayhem in her clitoris.

She longed to cry out, 'Yes! Yes!' but had to remain silent as she was swept to the top of the rainbow where her climax broke in a shower of stars.

'That's what I wanted to show you,' Obediah whispered in her ear. 'How I could diddle your button till you came.'

She was speechless and red-faced and aware of Caleb's eyes on her, fire burning in his pupils, and in that moment she knew he knew exactly what they had been doing.

––––––––
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AS WELL AS THE RITUAL of church attendance, there was the huge and heavy Sunday dinner, served at one o'clock sharp. On reaching the vicarage, Harriet dispatched the girls to take off their outdoor clothes and wash their hands. The young men were permitted to enter the smoking room and indulge in a cigarette, whilst their father, glowing with the triumph of a sermon well delivered and enthusiastically received, retired to his study, there to read over the homily he intended to preach that evening.

Amelie's nose twitched as she inhaled the succulent smell of roast beef wafting from the direction of the kitchen. This was a large area given over to the preparation of meals for the family, and also the staff needed to keep such an establishment going. There was the cook, Mrs Banbury, an ample-hipped, deep-bosomed, tyrannical woman who ruled her army of helpers with a rod of iron. The vicarage had been designed to house the current man-of-the-cloth and, nine times out of ten, his wife and numerous offspring. Joseph Thacker's progeny were few, in comparison to some, yet the vicarage, old, draughty and inconvenient, provided work for an army of servants, both inside and out.

There was a laundry woman, a gardener, a woodsman, cleaners, a footman, two parlour maids and a butler. Joseph could never have afforded the upkeep on a churchman's stipend, but he came from wealthy stock, the second son of a baronet, and as such had followed the traditional role of someone in his position and become a priest. Even so, he did not employ a housekeeper and Harriet took on the job.

Amelie had always found the vicarage cold and creepy, failing to warm to it and regard it as home. The Thackers did what they could for her, but they had been trained not to show emotion, blind to the needs of the headstrong, beautiful girl. There was little laughter ringing down the lengthy passages, and not a great deal of fun to be had. Meek and demure, the girls were expected to comport themselves with humility, and the boys to restrain any impulse to rampage around.

Amelie, overflowing with feelings that threatened to make her rash, had difficulty in restraining the crazy urge to kick over the traces and simply rush about the place, or tear into the grounds, fling herself on a horse and gallop for miles. It was even worse this dinnertime, for she had recently come against Obediah's finger.

She did not know how she got through the remainder of the service, her clit throbbing, her knickers wet. She prayed the washerwoman did not notice the stains that were bound to be left on the linen. She blushed as she remembered how much she had enjoyed his frottage of her tender parts, which was awful because she didn't like him. And after surreptitiously removing his hand from her skirts, he had kept sneaking glances at her and smirking. She walked home in a daze, deaf to Charity's idle chatter and Agnes's catty remarks. If only they knew, she thought, panic-stricken, imagining what they would say, how they would act and the speed with which they would peach on her to their father.

Obediah was seated opposite her now at the rectangular dining table, Caleb next to his father at the head, and Charity and Agnes on either side of their mother at the far end. Joseph said grace and then set to work carving the side of beef that steamed on a massive china meat dish placed before him by the footman. Down the length of the table marched vegetable dishes of matching white with flower garlands, trimmed with gold scrolls. Beneath their ornate lids lay roast potatoes, cabbage and carrots. There were also two gravy boats with pottery ladles. The footman solemnly passed plates that were part of this Crown Derby dinner service down the ranks, starting with Caleb, as the eldest offspring. Amelie was served last, and this always happened, a constant reminder of her place in the Thacker pecking order. It was discouraging to say the least, and caused her never-ending pain.

The vicar chose to be affable. He was in an expansive mood, a dignified man with a profile that might have adorned a Roman coin. When he was feeling genial and expansive, as now, no one could have been better company, but his family and servants saw the other side of his personality - the bigot - the controller - a man who could poison the atmosphere with his evil temper.

Amelie, with her healthy young appetite, tucked in, only half listening to Thacker droning on, pompous, full of self-satisfaction, with Harriet chipping in dutifully and his daughters twittering and making big adoring eyes, with their 'Papa this, and Papa that'. Amelie despised them. She knew they harboured a dislike of their father amounting to detestation, but were too scared to admit it.

The first course progressed to its conclusion, the plates were removed, and then the footman bore in a large apple tart, dessert dishes and bowls of clotted cream. The tart was divided, and portions passed round.

'I'll have dry biscuits and cheese, Jennings,' the vicar pronounced. 'Too heavy a meal will make me sleep all the afternoon, and I want to keep my mind fresh. Why, only this morning Lord Bessborough came up to me after the service and congratulated me on the succinct way in which I had made my points. He's a very fine gentleman, and shrewd. Don't you agree, my love?' he asked, including Harriet in the conversation.

'Indeed yes, Joseph,' she replied promptly, ever so well trained. 'But his sister doesn't look at all well. I glimpsed her before she disappeared behind the screen of their private pew. Very pale indeed, poor Lady Millicent.'

'I gather he is concerned about her,' he continued, tackling the cheese board. 'It seems she is subject to bouts of melancholy. In fact, he asked me if I knew of anyone who might take the position of companion. I said I would bear it in mind.'

The Bessboroughs were the landowners who sometimes honoured St Stephen's with their attendance. To Amelie they were remote figures and she had hardly noticed them that day, too preoccupied with Obediah. Bessborough was a tall man, if she recalled right and yes, she had noticed the sickly appearance of his sister. Apart from that, they could have been creatures from the moon for all the heed she had taken of them.

The conversation ebbed and flowed, with Joseph holding forth and Caleb adding his word here and there, making comments that were not well received by his father. Since Caleb had graduated and was living at the vicarage while seeking a position that would suit him, the differences of opinion between him and his father started to stretch like an abyss between them. Amelie found it incredibly boring, though was pleased to see that someone had the guts to stand up to that sanctimonious bully. Obediah was gutless, opting for a quiet life, pandering to his mother and following her example of kow-towing to him.

Amelie cast her eye round the pleasant, though darkly furnished dining room. A paper fan replaced the fire that usually burned between cast-iron dogs on the black marble hearth. Today the weather was considered too spring-like to warrant the expense of keeping coals and logs alight, to say nothing of the extra work caused by ash and smoke.

Caleb also glanced around his mother's dining room, remarking in that drawling voice he sometimes assumed, 'Mama has followed fashions set by Queen Victoria, be it in clothing or décor.'

'And morals, too, I hope,' put in Joseph. 'The queen has done this Nation a power of good, determined, when she came to the throne, not to follow the example of her forebears, the Hanoverian Georges, with their lack of morals and their predilection for fat mistresses.'

'Sir!' Harriet chided, but gently. 'Not in front of the girls.'

'Beg pardon, my dear. I was carried away. Our dear queen has laid emphasis on family values, correctness of behaviour, religious education and prosperity,' Joseph returned, smugly.
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